
or if they sang some song 

rowing back across the lake at dusk, twenty, 

twenty-four, thirty 
hands 

taking one man 

home. 

It Being a Free Country 

Yesterday, swimming with you 
arm over arm straight 
to the center of the lake, it occurred to me 

that what I really wanted to do 

was to swim up behind you, 
run my hands across your back down around 

to your belly. 
I wanted to turn you around, 

feel your mouth on mine. 

The water was its own 

free country, opening 
smooth and clean 

around my body, 
but I did nothing. I turned over, 

floated on my back, said a word 

or two to the blank blue 

above me. 

Later in the day, I was out 

in the field, bare-breasted, 

on my knees, picking blueberries. 

The heat from the hill kept rising steady 
and constant into my body. I was distracted 

watching my breasts extend their roses, 

their promises, their don't you want to touch 

down to the berries 
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ripening at the roots of the grass. 
There on the hill where the berries 

grew freely, I bent into the blue fruit 

staining my knees, my mouth, 

my lips. I let the sun-warmed berries 

open themselves in my mouth, and considered 

what I wanted to say to you 

how I wanted to touch you 

what I would do after that. 

Resistance 

Three hundred miles away from you at the edge 
of a lake, I sit wondering 
if it was a mistake to invite you in, to let you 
touch me, to even begin 

with this thinking when will I see you again 
and what I saw in your eyes after I'd climbed 

singing 
to fall exhausted 

into your hands, smiling. I knew 

I was in trouble. Here, there's only 
water and air, a body of light 
at my door. I watch the sky 

move across the lake 

washing round me as I wade into it, thinking 
what you and I could do here, and when will 

I see you again? Not ready for any of this, I row 

out across the lake, and when I come back 

to shore, I pull the boat carefully 

up on its slip, never sure 

it's far enough. There's a storm 

coming out of the south, the whole lake 

gathering and combing itself 

against this shore, a white trail 

of wind across the center. 

Is this far enough, will this do? 

112 


	Article Contents
	p. 111
	p. 112

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 16, No. 2 (Spring - Summer, 1986), pp. 1-202
	Front Matter
	The Trail [pp. 1-3]
	Crazy [pp. 4-56]
	Parking [pp. 57-58]
	Fixing the Window [p. 58-58]
	The Chore [pp. 58-60]
	Tapers [pp. 60-61]
	Man with Lantern, Approaching [p. 62-62]
	Breakfast at the Mount Washington Hotel [p. 63-63]
	Deer Season [p. 64-64]
	The Hermit [pp. 64-65]
	Sun and Moon [pp. 65-66]
	At the Summer Solstice [p. 67-67]
	Complaining before and after 1984 [pp. 68-87]
	Revivals [pp. 88-93]
	The Beauties of Drink: An Essay [pp. 94-107]
	All the Way Home [pp. 108-111]
	It Being a Free Country [pp. 111-112]
	Resistance [pp. 112-113]
	Notes from the New World [pp. 113-114]
	Bay Mare in a Second Floor Bedroom [pp. 114-115]
	Gathering Hay [pp. 116-117]
	Agami Beach [pp. 117-119]
	Mme. Sperides [pp. 119-120]
	Great-Grandfather's Nurse [pp. 121-122]
	Beethoven: Sonata No. 14 [pp. 122-124]
	Metaleptic Parabasis, or the Fine Art of High Jumping [pp. 125-130]
	The Power of Attention [pp. 131-134]
	Rachel [pp. 135-139]
	Home [pp. 140-141]
	Darkroom Nights [pp. 141-142]
	In the Market [pp. 143-144]
	Soledad [pp. 144-146]
	Retreat to the Future [pp. 146-149]
	Melville's Mail [pp. 150-163]
	"We Free Singers Be": Poetry of Etheridge Knight [pp. 164-176]
	Reviews
	Review: Angel in Clay [pp. 177-185]
	Review: untitled [pp. 186-189]
	Review: Three Attentions [pp. 190-192]
	Review: untitled [pp. 193-199]

	Back Matter



