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A KiNnD oF CATASTROPHE

about this snow I'd say
little,
less than necessary,
it’s so
readily available for metaphor or
melting
which is not the same as transcendence or
transformation, erosion—
we’re not sure what it means,
who we might be without these—
forms
define us whether or not we
willingly conform, assert some
desperate arrogance—

and speaking of moons: I don’t believe,
necessarily, there was one:

for example;

. . . when the narrator says he’s lost
consciousness or is dreaming of

his mother maybe

his first memory his

birth—I tend to doubt

his hazy reportage.

He says and now a word about . . .
but obviously means more than one.
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He says a fake ceiling and means
a real ceiling made out of something
other than what other ceilings are made out of.

The snow is not going anywhere
doesn’t mean it isn’t coming down and
even if [ knew what color exactly
the sky blanked out to doesn’t mean
I'd tell you

or could tell you
except by way of saying

something
else—saying something

close to what I mean—
something,

not like a mirror to my soul
and not like looking at but seeing

yourself, the backing painted not plated
silver, worthless, altogether—

this doesn’t mean I don’t remember—
(the snow a window the child we did not conceive that night
I saw you then this is another winter that’s still my picture
the harsher elements of our beginning to love and love) you
probably remember it differently—
Whose place is it to say what happened?
The snow is not a symbol but literal.
You happened
and happen to be here—
where I am—

which changes and is always,
from my point of view, first person.
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I'm not the narrator or speaker.
I make a mess of omens:
This snow

doesn’t mean anything;

I suppose
you're sleeping and may be seeing
something else entirely
or nothing—
sometimes, you say
don’t make too much of it.

It is just snow.

I try putting lilacs in your dream but can’t be sure you’ll see them;
they’re so far out of season. I can’t make them make sense.

About this snow I'd say
you’re sleeping and are
as beautiful this night
as that night and that night and

that night in New Haven
when the snow came down
and I didn’t make too much of it—
we were, in it

the moment
I made a picture of
to look at later—
now
you're different—here— (I never imagined)
three winters later—

79



	Article Contents
	p. 77
	p. 78
	p. 79

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 29, No. 1 (Spring, 1999), pp. 1-196
	Front Matter
	Obscurity [pp. 1-4]
	Bellow's Blues [pp. 5-10]
	From "La France" [pp. 11-14]
	Paree Bis [pp. 15-24]
	Flight [pp. 25-36]
	Farmer [pp. 37-45]
	Library [pp. 46-53]
	The Great Ones [pp. 54-55]
	Fiddler on the Roof [pp. 56-63]
	Storm-Tossed [pp. 64-69]
	White Moths [pp. 70-74]
	Solstice [pp. 75-76]
	A Kind of Catastrophe [pp. 77-79]
	The Disconsolation of Philosophy [p. 80-80]
	Whispering in Penny's Ear [p. 81-81]
	Directing a University Press [pp. 82-83]
	Fetch [p. 84-84]
	Da Vinci Lumbers through the Sistine Chapel [p. 85-85]
	The Fiddler's Trance [p. 86-86]
	The Making of the World [pp. 87-88]
	The Stars beneath My Feet [pp. 88-89]
	Three South American Writers
	Intertextual Latin American Narrative in the Work of Jorge Accame [pp. 90-91]
	Diary of an Explorer [pp. 91-97]
	The Recuperative Work of Lourdes Espinola [p. 98-98]
	From "I Write the Life of a Woman" [pp. 99-100]
	All That Is Needed [p. 100-100]
	Like the Dance of the Dolphin in the Ocean [pp. 100-101]
	From "Abyss" [pp. 101-103]
	Manuscript in the Drawer [p. 103-103]
	The Voice within the Voice of Monica Velásquez [p. 104-104]
	From "Three Names for a Place" [pp. 105-109]

	Clean [pp. 110-120]
	The Age of Discovery [pp. 121-126]
	Things Human [pp. 127-128]
	However [p. 129-129]
	What Happens [p. 130-130]
	Winter Scene [pp. 131-132]
	Narcissus as Is [p. 133-133]
	Balthus Returns [p. 134-134]
	Un Commencement [p. 135-135]
	The Moldau [pp. 136-137]
	The Women Who Love Elvis All Their Lives [p. 138-138]
	The Death of Gladys Presley [p. 139-139]
	Too High [p. 140-140]
	"Coruscating Glamour": Lynda Hull and the Movies [pp. 141-153]
	Lessons in Fire [pp. 154-167]
	Little Arrow [pp. 168-169]
	Review: Two Novels by Arno Schmidt [pp. 170-176]
	Review: A 101 Fictions [pp. 177-179]
	Review: Erotic Sufferings: "Autobiography of Red" and Other Anthropologies [pp. 180-188]
	Back Matter



