
AMY LEACH 

Stairs 

A long time ago I saw the tops of the tallest trees from a window. 

The little octagonal windows here are set high, three feet above eye 

level, so that you can look up at birds and snowfall but not down 

on grass or ice floes or bonfires. But I have not seen a bird for many 

days; it is just blue out. Stars are my bonfires, blue is my diapha 
nous land. 

How nice it would be to see proof of wind out the windows?a 

dust devil, or some fluffs of cottonwood blowing. The stars are too 

firm for wind. Sometimes I pull out a strand of hair and blow it 

around the stairwell; I catch it and watch it drift. I miss the exqui 
site manifestations of air and gravity, even if I do not miss being 

subject to them. Sometimes I think that, to see a waterfall, I would 

fall, like Alice; I would dive backwards and twist down all those 

stairs, except that my ascent has acquired the helpless nature of a 

descent: I am Alice ascending. 

Gravity has started to lose much of its irresistibility. People who 

are afraid of heights would do well to remember that if you just 
climb high enough, you can reach a point where you are no longer 
in danger of falling. If I tried a swan dive now, I would only make 

a dawdling arc backwards and lightly land on my hands, two steps 
down. It is like living on a very small planet, which has just enough 

mass to keep its inhabitants on the ground, but only if they want. 

Very small planets are sweetly resistible. 

This planet is neither resistible nor sweet. In fact it held me flat 

to it all my life before I started up the stairs. I was pale thin water 

weed, stuck to a massy planet. 
So when I discovered the tower with the small gold plaque read 

ing "up" in the woods behind our house, I said, "This is for me." 

Inside the tower, the stairs are covered with a thick crimson carpet 
and there is gold wallpaper patterned with soft ivory fleurs-de-lis. 

The banisters are dark and gleaming in the light of the oil lamps 
set in the walls. It smells hushed and musty, and every few hours 

I come to a landing with an imperious-looking chair with carved 
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lion's paws for feet. At first I stopped every seven or eight steps; 
now I hardly stop for the chairs. 

And very soon I will be able to float up to a window, and then 

I will be able to look down at the waxy blue earth with its waxy 
white clouds, and then I will be able to rise the effortless rest of 

the way to the top of the stairwell. I will miss the freshness of grass 
crushed under my feet, I will miss the wasp-sting, I will miss seeing 
the pale green praying mantis sway and hesitate and look around 

before jumping into the air and flying away. But who...who...does 

not miss everything? 

10 


	Article Contents
	p. 9
	p. 10

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 38, No. 1 (Spring, 2008), pp. I-VI, 1-196
	Front Matter
	Human Rights Index [pp. V-VI]
	Woman with a Yellow Scarf [pp. 1-2]
	My Search among the Birds [pp. 3-7]
	All My Roe [p. 8-8]
	Stairs [pp. 9-10]
	Alter Ego [pp. 11-12]
	The First Time I Met H [pp. 13-19]
	Very Decent of You [pp. 20-28]
	Pilgrim [pp. 29-30]
	The Golden Lesson [pp. 31-32]
	Dandelion [p. 33-33]
	Ivory Tower Boy [p. 34-34]
	Pearl [p. 35-35]
	Prayer for the Underground Supplicant [p. 36-36]
	Five Villanelles [pp. 37-41]
	Selections from the Daily Palette
	[Introduction] [p. 42-42]
	Distance Learning Circuit Rider [pp. 43-44]
	The Award [p. 45-45]
	The Bedroom [pp. 46-47]
	Rain on a Dead Child [pp. 48-49]
	February 15th [p. 50-50]
	Paper Sky [p. 50-50]
	Harold Jackson Brings My Grandmother Daffodils [p. 51-51]
	Dry and Yellow [pp. 52-53]

	In the Poet's House [p. 54-54]
	Christos and the Tomato [pp. 55-56]
	Margin [p. 57-57]
	Lifeboat [p. 58-58]
	Dear City [pp. 59-60]
	Absence [p. 61-61]
	Relentless [p. 62-62]
	Eddie's Sin [p. 63-63]
	Byron in Baghdad [pp. 64-73]
	The Dark Art of Description [pp. 74-82]
	Time and Distance Overcome [pp. 83-89]
	A Feeling in Your Head [pp. 90-94]
	Riding the Cassville Ferry [pp. 95-101]
	The Literary Miracle [pp. 102-107]
	Inordinate Points [pp. 108-109]
	Elegy for the Builder's Wife [p. 110-110]
	Cantilevered Bedtime Story [p. 111-111]
	Prequel [p. 112-112]
	The Souls of Black Folk [p. 113-113]
	A Tear for Gauguin [p. 114-114]
	On the Water [p. 115-115]
	Finity [pp. 116-148]
	Prayers to Those Who Wait [pp. 149-164]
	I See Now Where Your Features Come From [p. 165-165]
	Indigo [p. 166-166]
	Elegy for a Hometown [pp. 167-168]
	Almost Impervious [p. 169-169]
	Camden Refractory [p. 170-170]
	Milton on the Plains: The Coal Furnace [p. 171-171]
	Burning [p. 172-172]
	Detroit, 1972 [p. 173-173]
	Review: Some Lovely Scrubbing [pp. 174-178]
	Review: Carolyne Wright as "Scholar Gipsy" [pp. 179-183]
	Review: Murder, My Sweet [pp. 184-187]
	Review: Light on the Body [pp. 188-191]
	Back Matter



