I've seen how the water

climbs up to work at the keel, how it

eases the boat off its landing. I've seen the boat
tilting unattended on the lake, oars

in the oarlocks, the whole thing

tipping this way and that

against log, stone, and breakwater.

How the wind holds it in place

while the lake kneads it and rocks it

stem to stern against shore plucking

small bits from the bow. I'm afraid

someday I'll be out there rowing

across the black gloss at dusk, listening

to the loons, content, thinking

this is all I need, when I'll hear

some other kind of sound: water

between the gunnels, my blue boat swinging open
like a door.

NoTes FRoM THE NEw WORLD

We went on talking into the dark.

We were saying the same words

over and over. Like children trying to speak
underwater, I thought if only I enunciated,

if only I shouted that word

a little bit better, you would lift

into the air yelling, “I got it!

I got it!” We were talking into the dark

as if there were a phrase

we hadn’t come to yet, one last word

to make us understand. Yesterday, I watched a horse
gallop up to a fence, halt, buck,

and wheel back the other way again

and again, as if finally, the intention refined,

the fence would fall. Granted, in 1492 the sailors
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sailed up to the edge of the earth and discovered
the earth had no edge after all. I imagine them
clinging to the rails, shutting

their eyes and laughing

when they found themselves floating

instead of falling.

They went on sailing.

We went on talking. “A little farther,”

you said, and I went on.

We ran our hands along the seam.

You stared at me thinking if only you looked
hard enough, it would all come clear.

I walked out.

I came back.

You said, “Let’s talk about it.”

We went on talking.

It was as if we thought we lived

in some other world, a world where

when lungs fail, the people learn

some other way to breathe.

Imagine, in need of air, your hands opening up
to do the work your lungs have ceased to do.

I would hold my new hands

up into the light. I would place them

against my ears and listen

to the air lacing in and out of the web
between my fingers. Imagine how careful I'd be
carrying those new hands

wherever I went.

BAay MARE IN A SEconND FLoOR BEDROOM

In my dream of the last day, a large bay horse
followed me into my house and up the stairs.
The horse stood quietly behind me as I gathered
my possessions: ice-cream bars, cigarettes,



	Article Contents
	p. 113
	p. 114

	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



