New Paper

under a pen isn’t

snow. I see the real thing

out my window piled up

in cold sunlight. It just isn’t.

Isn’t a lapse

of anyone’s memory though

that might help me sleep. I'm anyone
at night.

New paper getting inked up
already with words. Revision: inked up
already with these words.

But it is, it is
a cold war movie
about Russia. Lots of tundra, and little
mustached figures bundled up
in the corner, waiting
to do something. On skis.
Or dog sleds. A throw-back. Before
the Revolution? Before the Revolution.
Or not. I can’t make it out
for the snow locked
back in that theater,
voices that blast

the eardrum
straight out, such would-be whispers
of love. How is it

that time has
layers and layers,
some of which never move
or fill up. Meanwhile: a favorite word
any poem understands to be
snow’s most legendary suggestion.
The second: melt.

The third: I need to
freeze first.

116

S5
University of lowa %é‘]}ﬂ

is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve, and extend access to
The lowa Review NIKORY
Www.jstor.org




	Article Contents
	p. 116

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 37, No. 3 (Winter, 2007/2008) pp. I-VI, 1-180
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Human Rights Index [pp. V-VI]
	Tuesdays [pp. 2-20]
	Non-Arson Sonnets [pp. 21-21]
	Naked Women of North America [pp. 22-23]
	Displacement [pp. 24-42]
	A Pure Subjective Commitment Is Possible [pp. 43-43]
	Insubstantial Stuff of Pure Being [pp. 44-44]
	From the Motel-by-the-Hour [pp. 45-48]
	Surge [pp. 49-68]
	Authentic Experience [pp. 69-82]
	A Pound of Flesh [pp. 83-89]
	Sarah Good, Imprisoned, 1692 [pp. 90-90]
	24 Marines and 72 Journalists Land at Mogadishu [pp. 91-92]
	Whatever or as You like It, Part Two [pp. 93-93]
	Two Poems on Pickerel Lake [pp. 94-95]
	Practical Theology [pp. 96-97]
	Love Song [pp. 98-98]
	Love Poem [pp. 99-100]
	Things I Left behind in Kalispell, Montana [pp. 101-106]
	Zero [pp. 107-113]
	Minus Minus [pp. 114-115]
	New Paper [pp. 116-116]
	The News Is Bad [pp. 117-118]
	Polar Explorer #8 [pp. 119-120]
	The Heavenly Ladder [pp. 121-121]
	Captivity [pp. 122-122]
	Mourning [pp. 123-125]
	First Paragraph of Marcel Proust's "Swann's Way" (Translated from the French by C. K. Scott Moncrieff), Alphabetized [pp. 126-126]
	Bread Alone [pp. 127-130]
	Coming to Life [pp. 131-131]
	First Will and Testament [pp. 132-132]
	Bequest [pp. 133-133]
	My Affair with Rumpelstiltskin [pp. 134-134]
	Judas [pp. 135-135]
	White Brides, White Mistresses [pp. 136-136]
	"To the Top of the Plum": Seven New Zealand Poets
	[Introduction] [pp. 137-137]
	Dreaming Poetry in American [pp. 138-138]
	Nafanua's Family [pp. 139-139]
	Nafanua and the Dogs [pp. 140-140]
	Nude [pp. 141-141]
	February [pp. 142-142]
	December [pp. 143-143]
	I Am a Man of Many Professions, My Wife Is a Lady of Many Confessions [pp. 144-144]
	How I Write My Love Poems [pp. 145-145]
	From "An Arena of Reflected Caches" [pp. 146-146]
	Orpheus at Whatipu [pp. 147-147]
	On a Pose of Virgil's [pp. 148-148]
	Circus [pp. 149-149]

	Every December [pp. 150-164]
	Snakes [pp. 165-165]
	My Father in All Seasons [pp. 166-167]
	The Country They Lost [pp. 168-173]
	Back Matter



