
Two Poems Christopher Davis 

Trying to Flee a Dark Bedroom 

We could 

have death, turning on 

a see-through globe's lightbulb, our small reach 

expanding over contoured 

continents. Rubbed between fingertips, the Andes. 

The spine's gone. Then the Rockies. Nevada's desert, glowing 
red around this palm, feels 

like sun-crumpled leather. Maybe it is 

all overheating 
from the core out. This afternoon, late, the heat needled 

a private's dust-brown back 

until he squirmed, naked, boring 
down into 

the rough, dry grass, nailing 
a hunger burned by ants 

into a 
grave's eye. 

Failing to. 

Trying Not to Tease Him 

Walt, were you the last guy 

capable of loafing out his brains 

this wilting dusk, 
on this dyed-red land killing quiet minutes 

tiredly noting your reflection in some shoestore's silent window, 
OPEN 24 HOURS 
JUST TO SERVE YOU like my nametag 
on the shut door? 

Several phantoms testing traction in our image 
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? when the last sneaker is picked, won't death divide us? 

Every store raped, 
not this mere chance cheek our ghost dry-humps. 

When I can find no hungry mouth to gag with fear? 

I'd like to feel that, one saved life. 

I'd like to save it. 

For a change. 

Is that boy dead, so pale 
in a red wig with girl's black ribbons, 

staring at my man-boned deathmask in the glass, 
his right shoulder nudging my spine? 

Even my name seems a sad lie. 

The closing clerk fingering the lightswitch, 
the drag queen smiles and goes. 

Perfected Mortal, 

will your Great You think death tasty? 

In a few seconds 

God'll suck into his dark hole Earth's lone outline 

and God's you. 
You're weak America 

I wish I didn't love, me 

in red drag thrown on to flash in your groin wait, 
a pale boy begging you don't die, Walt, 

in my kiss, 

gone like this: 

71 


	Article Contents
	p. 70
	p. 71

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 20, No. 3 (Fall, 1990), pp. 1-188
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Facing Pages [pp. 1-6]
	An Interview with Bharati Mukherjee [pp. 7-32]
	Husbandry [pp. 33-36]
	Midwestern Villanelle [p. 37-37]
	Exile [pp. 38-39]
	An Apple Tree for Osip Mandelstam [p. 40-40]
	From "Repetitions": From the Argonaut Expedition; The Prototypes; Reminder; Manly Valor; The Present [pp. 41-44]
	Supermarket [pp. 45-53]
	Fish [pp. 54-63]
	Arson [pp. 64-65]
	In the Absence of Love, There Are Engines [p. 66-66]
	First Kiss [p. 67-67]
	The Cow Says, I'm a Hippopotamus [p. 68-68]
	Black Tulip [p. 69-69]
	Trying to Flee a Dark Bedroom [p. 70-70]
	Trying Not to Tease Him [pp. 70-71]
	Beggar [pp. 72-73]
	Daughter: Last House on January Road, off Route 8 [pp. 74-84]
	Across These Landscapes of Early Darkness [pp. 85-86]
	1929 [pp. 87-88]
	Bent July Landscape [p. 89-89]
	Dove [p. 90-90]
	Doves in January [p. 91-91]
	The Hoe [p. 92-92]
	One Continuous Substance [p. 93-93]
	Is There a Midwestern Literature? [pp. 94-102]
	Penn Concedes His Territories [pp. 103-110]
	End of Term [pp. 111-118]
	The Intro Journals Project
	[Introduction] [p. 119-119]
	Change Partners and Dance [pp. 120-121]
	The Soon to Be Immortal Talks to Himself [p. 122-122]
	Containment [p. 123-123]
	The Hands [p. 124-124]
	Losing a Breast: Prayer before Surgery [p. 125-125]
	Persephone: A Letter Home [p. 126-126]
	Possum [pp. 127-135]
	What's Left of Us [pp. 136-142]
	Pray 4 Me [pp. 143-154]
	Review: On Lewis Shiner's "Slam" [pp. 155-161]
	Review: The House That Matthiessen Built [pp. 162-180]

	Back Matter



