
the blaring staccato of trumpets 
the thumping of the guitarr?n, 
all the jive and sorrow 

of two or three languages. 
All day the tourists eat and pay. 

Children laugh 
and slap the burro's flanks. 

Flies ride the flicking ridges 
of his ears. It's all the same. 

The sun moves slow on the burro's back 

as he stares through the exhaust 

of failing trucks at the great cottonwood 

with which he shares, in his way, 
the dignity of a rooted life. 

When Fire Meets Water / Martha Clark 

When I was seventeen 

my uncle gave me 

three coins from China, 

old, with a hole 

in the middle of each one. 

I learned to throw them six times 

and construct a hexagram from their falling. 
Each day I would close my eyes 
and throw them, reading 
Chinese lore to comprehend their meaning. 

I learned about the lake upon the mountain, 
how the superior man 

must keep his mind humble and free, 
that he might be receptive 
to good advice. 

? ? ? 

I had a master who lived 

above a purple head shop 

selling hash pipes and fluorescent posters. 
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He taught me Kundalini Yoga 
and I learned to move 

my fiery serpent up my spine 
until light exploded in my head. 

We were in love but 

his body repulsed 
me as earthly. 

Once we made love in a cave 

on top of a mountain 

and my spirit rose up, 
out of control. 

He turned into a demon 

with fangs and lashing tail and flames 

broke forth from his mouth and freckled skin. 

* a a 

I learned that I was highly evolved 

spiritually because my eyes 
were far apart in my head. 

That is the sign of an old soul, 
he told me. I was the perfect 

receptive woman-pupil, always reflecting 
the beauty of my soul through my eyes 

which shone like pools of water in the sun. 

From my coins I learned 

of the abysmal lake 

and the light-giving fire. 

Once my hexagram read: 

Fire in the lake: the image of Revolution. 

In time you will be believed. 

But, it said, revolutions 

are extremely grave matters 

and should be undertaken only when 

there is no other way out. 

Tui above, Li below: 

the great man changes like a tiger. 
With my coins, I left him. 

62 


	Article Contents
	p. 61
	p. 62

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 8, No. 3 (Summer, 1977), pp. 1-134
	Front Matter
	Criticism
	A Writer's Destiny [pp. 1-12]
	The Reality of Borges [pp. 12-25]

	Poetry
	Weed [p. 26-26]
	Like Three Fayre Branches from One Root Deriv'd [pp. 26-27]
	The Feast [pp. 27-28]
	Winter Windows [pp. 28-29]
	Temperate Zone [pp. 29-30]
	Without Glasses [pp. 30-31]
	Landscape with a Woman [pp. 31-32]
	New House [pp. 32-33]
	The Song [pp. 33-34]
	Extremity [pp. 34-35]
	Afternoon [pp. 35-36]
	Planting [pp. 36-37]

	Criticism
	Anthony Burgess on "Apocalypse" [pp. 37-45]
	Love's Labor's Lost: Sex and Art in Two Novels by Anthony Burgess [pp. 46-52]

	Poetry
	Bean Money [pp. 52-53]
	Walnutry [pp. 53-54]
	Wallowing [p. 55-55]
	Snowlight [p. 56-56]
	The Flying Snake [pp. 56-58]
	Divining [p. 58-58]
	Making a Door [p. 59-59]
	It Is Still Winter Here [pp. 59-60]
	On Obregón [pp. 60-61]
	When Fire Meets Water [pp. 61-62]
	Peter Rabbit [p. 63-63]
	The Sound of a Silk Dress [p. 64-64]
	Zinnias [p. 65-65]

	Fiction
	James Mechem's Ladies: A Fiction Retrospective
	Introduction [pp. 66-68]
	I Must Think of a Way [pp. 68-72]
	The Sleep Story [pp. 73-77]
	Fanchon [pp. 77-79]
	Smooth as Silk [pp. 79-81]
	James Mechem Wrote Me a Letter [pp. 81-83]
	Ossa Eats Doilies, Some Say Antimacassars: A Rondez-Voos w James [pp. 83-92]
	In Le Bardo There Is a Head of Jupiter as Tall as a Woman [pp. 92-95]
	Some Big Broad [pp. 95-96]
	Zakiya Reconstructed [p. 96-96]
	"A Diary of Women": Dreadful Imposition [p. 97-97]
	"A Diary of Women": I Meet Anita Ekberg [pp. 98-100]
	"Women without Qualities": Chapter IV [pp. 100-102]
	"Della": From Chapter IX [pp. 103-105]
	James Mechem: The Gentylle & Parfait Knight [pp. 105-108]
	Sweet Witchcraft [pp. 108-109]
	Two Women and One Man [pp. 109-114]
	Secret Lover: Chapter One [pp. 114-115]
	Crossing the Caspian [pp. 115-116]
	Three Poems from "Slices" [p. 116-116]
	And Then Help Arrived from an Unexpected Source [pp. 117-118]
	Jonquils for Narcissus [pp. 118-123]
	The Most Erotic Man [p. 123-123]
	Umbrellas for Rainy Wear & Parasols for Fair [pp. 123-126]
	Four New Stories & a Last Word [p. 126-126]
	Not Surprisingly I Awoke in the Night [pp. 126-128]
	I Looked at Her as She Stooped [p. 129-129]
	Without Warning Her Whole Body [pp. 129-131]
	Not to Worry [pp. 131-132]


	Back Matter



