deny their names in fog and ice. She’s the base
tagged and abandoned repeatedly.

Watch out. Watch out. There’s a sudden
conflagration. A flame catches hold

at the corner of this picture beginning

to crisp and curl under, smoke and ashes moving
rapidly in a diagonal across the world

toward my fingers.

But see, she’s leaping, leaping,

white now, invisible, up and out, escaping

to clutch a bare branch as real and definite

as this network of black cracks we see spread
in its steady place across the blank,

blank ceiling over our heads.

TriaL AND ERrOR

The right prayer might be a falling
prayer spiralling down in the throats
and raised wings and white warmth
of tumbling pigeons, the joy

of a beseeching abandon, or a crossing
prayer in the fingers of oak branches
over themselves, their display

of a hopeful wind, or a drifting
prayer in the cerise petals

loosed and dropping from a stalk

of wild betony, a proclamation

in dissolution.

It may take two every night, maybe three
every dawn— prayers offered of one fact
against another—milkweed against winter,
reflected face against water, rapid

barking against fear.
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I can compose any kind, prayers wrapped
in seaweed, rolled in grape leaves,

prayers sent spinning tied to butterfly
kites crackling in the sky over the sea,
prayers in wax bound to stones sunk

past coral cliffs or ice canyons

to the ocean floor, prayers delivered

with moans or howls, rattling gourds

or timbales, prayers in the cadence of rain,
prayers in the absence of breath.

I'll send them out in signs, lanterns

on rooftops, candles on cairns, backward

prayers like the dark side of the moon, prayers
hung upside down by the knees, prayers
beginning with praise, beginning with Our Father,
with Darling Mother, with Darkling Son, fading
off fast to In the beginning . . .

I'll become by myself, I swear,
whatever prayer it takes, teeth, eyelids,
ears, beatitude of knuckles, invocation
of spine, a solid skeleton of the perfectly
linked linguistics of prayer, hands
pressed together before me,

my whole body speaking,

waiting.



	Article Contents
	p. 19
	p. 20

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 23, No. 1 (Winter, 1993), pp. 1-186
	Front Matter
	Lyrics from the Song of Songs [pp. 1-4]
	Quod Erat Demonstrandum [pp. 5-17]
	The Image in a World of Flux [pp. 18-19]
	Trial and Error [pp. 19-20]
	The Spring House [p. 21-21]
	Marks of Light [pp. 22-24]
	A Minor Mood [pp. 25-32]
	X Number of Possibilities [pp. 33-43]
	Logoplexy [pp. 44-56]
	Spirea [pp. 57-61]
	Phosphorescence [p. 62-62]
	Silver [pp. 63-64]
	Demeter's Lament for Her Coré: The Search; The Finding [pp. 64-65]
	The Great Baptism [pp. 66-77]
	Some Anecdotes for My Son [pp. 78-88]
	Rising from Jack Kerouac's Couch [pp. 89-100]
	Post-American Style [pp. 101-119]
	The Bodies [pp. 120-121]
	The Robed Heart [p. 121-121]
	Sake [p. 122-122]
	Fortunate Traveller [pp. 123-125]
	Amulets [pp. 126-128]
	The Crossing [pp. 129-149]
	Mouthflowers [p. 150-150]
	Farmer's Market [p. 151-151]
	The Meteor and the Deer [p. 152-152]
	Raining Fire [pp. 153-154]
	The Place [p. 155-155]
	The Canal [pp. 156-157]
	The Soda Fountain [pp. 158-159]
	The Library [pp. 159-160]
	Review: Three Ways of Being Modern: The Lost Generation Trilogy by James R. Mellow [pp. 161-174]
	End Notes [pp. 175-181]
	Errata: Kidding in the Family Room: Literature and America's Psychological Class System [p. 185-185]
	Back Matter



