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THE POND

Night covers the pond with its wing,

Under the ringed moon I can make out

Your face swimming among minnows and the small
Echoing stars. In the night air

The surface of the pond is metal.

Within, your eyes are open. They contain

A memory I recognize, as though

We had been children together. Our ponies
Grazed on the hill, they were gray

With white markings. Now they graze

With the dead who wait

Like children under their granite breastplates,
Lucid and helpless:

The hills are far away. They rise up

Blacker than childhood.

What do you think of, lying so quietly

By the water? When you look that way

I want to touch you, but

Do not, seeing

As in another life we were of the same blood.

FOR MY MOTHER

It was better when we were
together in one body.
Thirty years. Screened
through the green glass

of your eye, moonlight
filtered into my bones

as we lay

in the big bed, in the dark,
waiting for my father.

Thirty years. He closed
your eyelids with

This content downloaded from 194.29.185.145 on Tue, 17 Jun 2014 12:08:15 PM
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions



http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp

	Article Contents
	p. 70

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 4, No. 4 (Fall, 1973), pp. 1-132
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Poetry
	The Wires [p. 4-4]
	Myself [p. 5-5]
	Silver [p. 5-5]
	One Hook [p. 6-6]
	Bat [p. 7-7]
	In Trane, in the Groove [pp. 8-11]
	Parts [p. 12-12]
	The Alarm [p. 12-12]
	Waiting [p. 13-13]
	Shelter Forest [p. 13-13]
	The Parts of Speech [p. 14-14]
	Double Negative [p. 15-15]
	Dwarves and Flamingoes [pp. 16-17]
	Mirage [p. 18-18]
	Our Separate Trips to the Ocean [p. 19-19]
	Plane Crashing over Boston [pp. 20-21]
	One Reader Writes [p. 21-21]
	Nights of Cabiria [pp. 22-23]
	The Fear of Women, the Fear of Men [pp. 23-24]
	Keys in the Car [pp. 25-26]

	Fiction
	The Boot [pp. 28-39]
	Russian Dreams [pp. 40-44]
	Blanche: A Baker's Dozen [pp. 45-49]

	Criticism
	A Symposium of Young Poets
	Introduction [pp. 54-56]
	Refusals [pp. 57-58]
	Though I Long to Be No One [p. 58-58]
	The Secret of Poetry [p. 59-59]
	Ripping Open the Wound to Get Back at the Knife [with Response] [pp. 60-62]
	Northwind Escarpment [p. 63-63]
	Africa [pp. 63-64]
	The Dugouts/Our Blue Angel [p. 65-65]
	On Norman Dubie's Poems [with Response] [pp. 65-68]
	Gemini [p. 69-69]
	The Pond [p. 70-70]
	For My Mother [pp. 70-71]
	Gemini [with Response] [pp. 71-74]
	There Are Many Things That Please Me [pp. 75-76]
	Longitude and Latitude: Hart Crane [p. 76-76]
	No Possibility of Articulation [p. 77-77]
	You Could Be Wrong [with Response] [pp. 77-79]
	Leaving [p. 80-80]
	How to Get Outside [p. 80-80]
	The Family War [p. 81-81]
	The Ant Makes Progress Towards Himself [p. 81-81]
	TNT [with Response] [pp. 82-84]
	Poem [p. 85-85]
	Evolution [p. 85-85]
	Poem [p. 85-85]
	His Room [p. 86-86]
	Some Things [p. 86-86]
	On Gregory Orr's Poems [with Response] [pp. 86-89]
	Light [p. 90-90]
	Dreamsong [pp. 90-91]
	In Sleep [p. 91-91]
	On Stanley Plumly's Poems [with Response] [pp. 92-94]
	The First Child [p. 95-95]
	Crabs [pp. 95-96]
	In Ignorant Cadence [p. 96-96]
	On Maura Stanton's Poems [with Response] [pp. 97-101]
	Cruisin' Even [pp. 102-103]
	Eavesdropper without a Port, Becoming Small [p. 103-103]
	Poem (I Can't Speak for the Wind) [p. 104-104]
	James Tate and Thor Heyerdahl on Their Way to Work [with Response] [pp. 104-107]
	Birthday in Saronis [p. 108-108]
	Flies [p. 109-109]
	In the American Express Line [p. 109-109]
	On James Welch's Poems [with Response] [pp. 110-112]
	Dodecaphonic Scales [pp. 113-126]


	Back Matter



