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A Walk 

i. 
... from that place in a hall in an old farmhouse, 

at the foot of a narrow stairway that rose 

up to darkness at the top?no one believes 

I can remember my first steps; you heard it 

from your family, they say, but I remember 

I was alone and no one saw the things I saw; 

/ know a man who remembers his own birth, 
I say, who remembers pain when he was pushed 
into his life?and I pulled myself upright 

by that stairway, turned and walked, uncertainly 
of course, back to the living room and the light. 

2. 

... on New Year's Eve after I snuck out of church? 

the Watch Night Service where my family watched 

minutes crawl, sang hymns, and prayed until midnight? 
and outside in air so cold it hurt to breathe, 
air that rose up dense and smoky around me 

when I walked fast, faster over the snow 

crunching back at me, until I was running, 

exhilarated, until the twelve bells chimed 

and the drunk and godless yelled through their windows 

to the boy running by?Happy New Year, kid!? 

and all I wanted was to join the party. 
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3. 
... alone from the East Station to the river, 

then west through courtyards and the palace gardens? 
and somewhere here among the fountains the sun 

finally broke through the trees, over the shops 
and hotels onto the first old man reading 
his morning paper on a bench wet with dew? 

to the Fields of Heaven and all the way up 
to the Place of the Star?and I understood, 
or thought I did for a minute, maybe two, 

the notion that the sun might need one of us 

each morning (and this morning it might be me) 
to bring it back over the crest with the power 
of our joy?and I returned to the river 

to stand in line before the sparkling tower. 

4 
... in the Manistee National Forest 

on snowshoes, probably four feet on the ground 

already and more snow falling, and I lost 

direction out in the scrub oak and jack pine, 
then wandered for hours hearing only raven 

croaks and the deceptively close nuthatch calls, 

nasal and metallic, until I stumbled 

on a snowed-under fire-access two-track road 

I vaguely remembered and found my way back 

to my friends, their cabin, their woodstove and fire. 

183 


	Article Contents
	p. 182
	p. 183

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 38, No. 2 (Fall, 2008), pp. I-VI, 1-196
	Front Matter
	Human Rights Index [pp. V-VI]
	Clothed, Female Figure [pp. 1-26]
	A Rather Late Letter from Wrocław [pp. 27-41]
	Birdtalk [p. 42-42]
	Yellowjackets [p. 43-43]
	Heckfire [pp. 44-45]
	The Sari Club [p. 46-46]
	Letter to Rilke [p. 47-47]
	April Poem [p. 48-48]
	This Dream the World Is Having about Itself... [pp. 49-50]
	Round: Before the Start of the Long War [pp. 51-52]
	Portfolio of International Writing
	[Introduction] [p. 53-53]
	Victoria [p. 54-54]
	Long Vigil [p. 55-55]
	Government Cows [pp. 56-59]
	At Fossil Gorge [p. 60-60]
	Sleeping the Sleep of the Dead [p. 61-61]
	Endgame [p. 62-62]
	Risotto alla Milanese [pp. 63-65]
	The Word for "Yeo" [p. 66-66]
	The Custom of Aerial Burial [p. 67-67]
	New Moon [p. 68-68]
	Renting a Room [p. 69-69]
	A Door Opens [p. 70-70]
	The Stockings I Removed [p. 71-71]
	Entangled [pp. 72-82]
	The Woman Who Collected Solved Crossword Puzzles [p. 83-83]
	Homer's Childhood Games [p. 84-84]
	True Illusion [p. 85-85]
	On the Mourning Customs of Elephants [p. 86-86]
	Jung's Nightmare of Watches [p. 87-87]
	From "On This Island" [pp. 88-91]
	Searching for Number 6452040 [pp. 92-95]
	There Will Still Be Spring [p. 96-96]
	[Untitled] [p. 97-97]

	Valentine [pp. 98-99]
	Valentine [pp. 100-101]
	Contemporary Meskwaki Social Dance Songs: The One I Live with; One at a Time; Micah's Rider Song; The Person Who Partakes of This Medicine [pp. 102-107]
	James Dickey at Florida [pp. 108-112]
	Here's Something You'd Better Know [pp. 113-114]
	Very Special Friend [pp. 115-121]
	How to Love a Woman with No Legs [pp. 122-130]
	To My Friends [pp. 131-132]
	Cubicles [p. 133-133]
	For My Father and His Mother [p. 134-134]
	Note from the Etruscans [p. 135-135]
	Note from an Ascendant Sect [p. 136-136]
	Occasional Poem [p. 137-137]
	The Flame [p. 138-138]
	Heroine Worship [p. 139-139]
	Yaddo: Assigned Their Room [p. 140-140]
	Anna [pp. 141-142]
	The Laureates [p. 143-143]
	A Good Pig [pp. 144-160]
	The Suddy Sow [pp. 161-173]
	Chicory [p. 174-174]
	Song of Ticks [p. 175-175]
	April, Paris [p. 176-176]
	The Way You Know [p. 177-177]
	Of Course It's Always the End of Time [pp. 178-179]
	The Annunciation [p. 180-180]
	Finishing Kick [p. 181-181]
	A Walk [pp. 182-183]
	Two Cheers for Creeley (And Hardy and Herrick): A Note on the New "Selected Poems" [pp. 184-191]
	Back Matter



