To Jeannie, On Losing the Farm: 1929 .
Mary Jane White

I want to tell you a story you will remember.
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You remember I stood there, stamping on the cattleguard
and decided I would go back and do it and then just took
his collar off and left it at the end of the chain

and put him in a basket, I had to, to carry him

over his own prints that morning in the access road,
clear and starry where he set his feet that each
could have been like the end of a stick, frozen

in a stream, with the snow drifted against them.
But he got himself home.

And I carried him out past the mottled sow, her back
arched, bristly, teats wedged nipple to nipple
like the near side of an accordian, taking a pee

in a circle of sows jostling to get to stick a nose in.
They all stopped eating snow to do this.

Then I went out with him into the fields of pheasants
and buried rabbits, in each field a different stubble,
corn, beans, hay. I had an eye for that and for colors

and for cats jumping along in the deep snow, for a wet patch

of firs and black-limbed oaks and lindens beside a house.
I saw deer moving up from the stripped fields
into the timber, saw the rack he and I had in mind

to get like the hat you have been wanting
all season to peer out from through church
over a pair of white gloves folded with your hands.
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Jeannie, there is no saving it now, nor our plans, nor any hat,
nor dark plumage soft as a new antler, nor my cheek
that was a streak of colors in the sun, that was

many colors on the snow, one of them red!

She planned it, Daumeller, the old bitch, feeding him
something with ground glass whenever he got loose on me.
And then I put leaves over his eyes

before I shot him. And then I shot him.
And then he was like a scrap of fur, my dog, like a dead owl.

Now many things will be like that, Jeannie,
and perhaps I

will be like that.

35



	Article Contents
	p. 34
	p. 35

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 9, No. 4 (Fall, 1978), pp. 1-126
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Poetry
	The Rustle of Acacias [p. 1-1]
	Autumn in Norenskaya [pp. 2-3]

	Interviews
	Questions and Answers after Brodsky's Reading, 21 February 1978 [pp. 4-9]

	Essay
	Letter and Spirit [pp. 10-15]

	Fiction
	The Upper Floor [pp. 16-27]
	Important Things [p. 28-28]

	Poetry
	Song of the Wrong Response [p. 29-29]
	Fragments [p. 30-30]
	La Vieja in the Sandia Mts. [p. 31-31]
	Attics [p. 32-32]
	At the Home [p. 33-33]
	To Jeannie, on Losing the Farm: 1929 [pp. 34-35]
	Father [p. 36-36]
	Midlandfall [p. 37-37]
	The Neighbor Lady's Testimony [p. 38-38]
	Our Christmas Carol [p. 39-39]
	Kittitas Horses [pp. 40-41]
	Two Lines from Paul Celan [p. 42-42]

	Fiction
	Macklin's Epigraphic Loss [pp. 43-62]
	Irwin [pp. 63-66]
	Managua 4:30 P.M. [pp. 67-72]

	Poetry
	In Bosch's World [pp. 73-74]
	Homing [p. 75-75]
	A Fable [p. 76-76]
	The Heartache and Thousand Natural Shocks [p. 77-77]
	W. C. W.'s Moment of Suspense [p. 78-78]
	To the Girl I Loved [pp. 79-80]
	Walk with the River [p. 81-81]
	Propertius 3.21 [pp. 82-83]
	A Free Variation of Anna Akhmatova's "Lines" [p. 84-84]
	A Free Variation of Anna Akhmatova's "Bezhetsk" [p. 85-85]

	Fiction
	Selections from "Exploded Meditation" [pp. 86-88]
	The Executor [pp. 89-96]

	Interviews
	Edwin Thumboo Interviewed by Peter Nazareth [pp. 97-117]

	Loose Bottoms on Her Blouse: A Postscript [p. 118-118]
	Back Matter



