Masthead Logo

The Iowa Review

Volume 7
Issue 2 Spring-Summer: Special Double Issue:
International Writing Program Anthology
1976

The Rifle
Tymoteusz Karpowicz

Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
Recommended Citation
Karpowicz, Tymoteusz. "The Rifle." The Iowa Review 7.2 (1976): 34-34. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.2022

This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.

Article 33
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over eyes our fingers on the helve harden
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an iron echo
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our skulls nor

those

of others

have purpose

us and
axe into the white
stem of day
swing the
forcing itself through
to bleed but we
the stem is too delicate
putting forth its first quasi-leaves
that
will wait for a hundred
fierce nights its blood since it is quite possible
we have been hoodwinked
here
we

The Rifle
I speak directly
from the heart
to the brain
if I jam I smash
teeth by order
I've got a head
the hand
for knowing
rear
sight is to the
can see ahead
I
yet

my

Knife
precise sovereign beauty
cool skeleton upon which

of the knife's back edge
flowers climb
magnetic
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