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Dreaming Against a Backdrop
Jesse Lee Kercheval

There are no pictures

of our parents’ wedding,

so imagine one instead,

a restaging of the day

with scenery. See,

the kitchen floor painted
green becomes a garden
where the reception has begun.
Here’s our mother’s Brownie;
take a snapshot

and put it in an album.
Father in his uniform,
Mother in her blue suit,

on her hand a wedding band,
the one that [ wear now,
trying to bring luck

to such a luckless thing.

Look closely, sister,

and you’ll see

you are already in the picture,
in our mother’s belly
underneath her skirt.

Now look very very closely,
and you’ll see that I am too.
You are dreaming

and you are dreaming me.
In your baby alphabet,

all fruits and pets,

A for Apple, B for Bunny,

S is already

for your only sister.
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Out on the lawn,

they served cupcakes

and ice cream, that bee’s joy,
all leading to such sorrow.
Already, it’s too late

for us to stop the wedding,
but what if we refuse

to take our cue and come along?
Refuse to turn the pages

in the album that lead

to you, then me?

[ lean into the photograph
and rescue you, my peach.
Our bullet heads

will not be squeezed

from anybody’s body.

Our parents will have

to be themselves and nothing of us,
have to live

a life of highballs,

tipsy dinners on TV trays.

A cat. At most, a dog

to keep them company.

We will stay out late,

dipping like swallows

in the night air above the garden,
turn on a red geranium,

when it’s too dark to see.

And when our parents die,

as they do, badly and too soon,
we will not know them

and so will not have to mourn
for them, cry for them,

and miss them every day.
There will only be

the two of us, no birthdays,
every day a party,

floating, ageless in the sky.

159



	Article Contents
	p. 158
	p. 159

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 25, No. 3 (Fall, 1995), pp. 1-180
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	A Dialogue concerning the Nose [p. 1-1]
	Empties [pp. 2-3]
	Swamp Cooler [p. 4-4]
	Meditation at Chez Panisse [p. 5-5]
	Don't Know What to Call Him but He's Mighty Lak a Rose [p. 6-6]
	Decoys [pp. 7-22]
	California [pp. 23-46]
	U Sam Oeur [pp. 47-49]
	Bung Kriel (The Lake Where Cranes Mate) [pp. 49-50]
	Oath of Allegiance (1952): Motivation; Pronouncement [pp. 50-52]
	The Loss of My Twins [pp. 52-53]
	The Elves Conceal My Buffalo and My Son: Phtdowl Concentration Camp, June 1977 [pp. 54-56]
	The Moaning Nature of Cambodia [pp. 56-57]
	An Anti-Story from Croatia [pp. 58-63]
	Lifting the Curtain: A Serbian-American Memoir [pp. 64-78]
	Gertrude to Hamlet [p. 79-79]
	Hysteresis [pp. 80-81]
	Untitled [p. 82-82]
	Trying Not to Be Cynical [pp. 83-84]
	Lady Chatterley's Root Canal [pp. 85-95]
	My Neighbour, Itzig [p. 96-96]
	Raise High the Glass [p. 97-97]
	Supernova: Presto molto e vivace; Adagio; Andante, ma non troppo; Burlesque [pp. 98-101]
	Savant of Birdcalls [p. 102-102]
	Betraying the Muse [pp. 103-104]
	The Invisible Hand [pp. 105-116]
	The Drunk [pp. 117-121]
	From "Jack's Beans: A Five-Year Diary": The Man on Saxophone, June 12; The Flow, June 9; Shadows, April 17; Lady Is Enough, July 21; Promised Land, August 19 [pp. 122-126]
	Chanson [p. 127-127]
	Migrant [p. 128-128]
	Going Public [p. 129-129]
	Living [p. 130-130]
	Dharma in Santa Monica [pp. 131-132]
	Adolescence [pp. 133-136]
	Bruce Springsteen and the Story of Us [pp. 137-153]
	Morning after My Death [p. 154-154]
	Perpetuum Mobile [pp. 155-157]
	Dreaming against a Backdrop [pp. 158-159]
	Eulene's "Noche Oscura" [pp. 160-161]
	On Criticism as Value-Judgement [pp. 162-165]
	Review: Insulting the National Vanity [pp. 166-167]
	Review: Transcendental Bouquet [pp. 168-171]
	Back Matter



