
the sand backslides and rattles. 

I could never learn to distinguish 
between the true breast 

of the local goddess, 
and all the ordinary stones 

scattered over the mountain. 

And although the woman's eyes 
are lifted briefly 
from the same deep pool 
as 

my own, 

I could never summon the nerve 

to walk like that, body bent 
into the world's oldest question, 
carried up the mountain, 

death after death. 

Initiation, 1965 

Because a boy must murder something, 
because a boy must be implicated, 
we were shooting the doves 

with a pattern of shot as wide 

and heartless as the hand of God, 

because one of us would be sent to war 

in a country he couldn't find on the map, 
because one of us would stay alive 

by a series of academic maneuvers, 

because one of us would remember 

how the wind flapped through the blades 
of milo, how we baited the field, 
crouched in the dirt of the roadside. 

You have to lead a dove, you have 

to aim for the next move he makes, 

which is a move into nothing, 
which is a shattering of iridescent 
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feathers, a limp body 
none of us was hungry for. 

Because a little blood on the hands 

is good for a boy, a little extra 

meanness might save his life, 
we were shooting the doves. 

The hitch in their flight, 
the unpredictable swerving 

made it almost seem fair 

because we were terrified 

of the recoil, and the bruises 

kept deepening in the hollows 

of our right shoulders 

as we shot the doves, 

because we drove our father's cars, 

because we were our father's sons. 

The river was slate-grey, murmured 

and lapped into the willows 
that marked the state line 

that bordered the field 

where we were shooting the doves 

because a boy must murder something, 
because a boy must be implicated. 

Homage to White Bread, Circa 1956 

It was called Bunny Bread in Kentucky; 
from the cellophane, a cartoon rabbit 

aimed a smile at my sister and me. 

This was before the cult of the body, 
before whole wheat, before fiber. 

This was bread as white 

as the bedsheets tugging at the line, 

as white as the soul ascending; 

56 


	Article Contents
	p. 55
	p. 56

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 20, No. 1 (Winter, 1990), pp. 1-202
	Front Matter
	Facing Pages [pp. 1-4]
	Poetry's Old Air [pp. 5-21]
	I Call Them the Giants [pp. 22-23]
	Dearest Thrushes [pp. 23-24]
	The Flower of No Smell Is Speaking [pp. 24-25]
	From the Earth: Joys and Sorrows [p. 25-25]
	Driving across the High Mesa [p. 26-26]
	Prairie Village [pp. 27-32]
	On the Way to California [pp. 33-43]
	Peelings [pp. 44-45]
	Jackpot [p. 46-46]
	I-80 Lieder [p. 47-47]
	Birdbrain [pp. 48-49]
	Frozen Harvest [pp. 49-50]
	Learning to Dance [pp. 50-51]
	The Story of Our Lives [p. 51-51]
	The Reason for Poetry [pp. 51-52]
	Introduction to the Phenomena, circa 1959 [pp. 53-54]
	The Woman on the Road from Kamari [pp. 54-55]
	Initiation, 1965 [pp. 55-56]
	Homage to White Bread, circa 1956 [pp. 56-57]
	María Violín [pp. 58-70]
	Voice Lessons for the Writer [pp. 71-83]
	The Folks at Home [pp. 84-89]
	No Scripture, Two Hymns [pp. 90-91]
	Watauga Drawdown [pp. 92-97]
	Calling [pp. 97-99]
	Perdita's Sunday [p. 100-100]
	Perdita in the Back Room [pp. 100-101]
	Perdita in a Large World [p. 101-101]
	Perdita Considers Dessert [p. 102-102]
	Salt Flats [p. 103-103]
	The Coffee Cup [pp. 104-105]
	The Valley of Morning [pp. 105-106]
	Small County Bridges [pp. 107-116]
	Mola Mola [pp. 117-127]
	Saul and Patsy Are Pregnant [pp. 128-154]
	A Forum on "The Satanic Verses"
	Salman Rushdie's Satanic Narration [pp. 155-167]
	Rushdie's Wo/Manichean Novel [pp. 168-174]
	The Rushdie Confrontation: A Clash in Values [pp. 175-184]
	Rushdie's "The Satanic Verses" and Heretical Literature in Islam [pp. 185-198]

	Back Matter



