
The Mountains / Andrew Waterman 

I do not talk of daytime, when one can choose; 

though whether, already exhausted, to follow what shrugs 

beyond the horizon, knowing it always will, 
or turn back, either feels like failure, 
and the brooks raising noise like something wanting answer. 

But it is the nights, when the mountains choose me, 

bare, humped, unscalable, that prove possession. 
I have seen a face against that backcloth 

eyes pouring intensity, the streets between 

minutely familiar, mapped with memories 

Uke lilac-scents, some turnings now forbidden, 
and houses to be called at or no more 

allowed. These things deflected my purpose, 
and the air filled with the voices of girls 
I had been young with calling in their children; 
still hauntingly that clear brow beyond me. 

The mountains are my sleep's wild hinterland, 

they shift, usurp known territories. Once, 
above roofs at the edge of the town a stile, 
and path leading up the climbing eye; there were people 

ascending, returning; some strayed to rest in the sunUght. 
But down in the street they denied the stile, 
and the slopes shut off, cloud spilling down ravines. 

It was last night I hit the summit. 

My gUder had found a thermal current, and rising 
rode it. . . . After the smash I looked from a ledge 
upon greenness strewn with white cottages by their turfstacks 
and slate-dark lakes, all intricately rimmed 

with yellow strand; far out to sea 

stood Rathlin, Aran, the Blaskets; and I held 

the whole world's curve, revolved it slowly 
. . . 

Then came down; the man whose slant along 
the upper slopes I crossed was real enough, 
on Brandon once, he'd leant, told how all weathers 
took him high 

as his sheep, and for no peak's sake. 

Whin and heather tore my clothes, I filled 
a shoe with peaty water, found the road, 
at last crashed bleeding through swing doors. No head 
looked up. They said, "There are no mountains." 

216 

University of Iowa
is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve, and extend access to

The Iowa Review
www.jstor.org

®


	Article Contents
	p. 216

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 6, No. 3/4 (Summer - Fall, 1975), pp. 1-250
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Fiction
	The Fields of Obscurity [pp. 1-10]

	Poetry
	The White Fires of Venus [pp. 10-11]
	How Far [p. 12-12]
	The Embarkation for Cythera [p. 12-12]
	Narrowly Avoiding It [p. 13-13]
	Memling [p. 13-13]
	Coffee [p. 13-13]
	Orange [p. 14-14]
	Thoreau's Fossil Lilies [pp. 14-15]
	Fettuccine [p. 15-15]
	The Train to Paris [p. 16-16]

	Fiction
	The Boogeyman [pp. 17-28]

	Poetry
	The Desertion of the Women and Seals [p. 28-28]
	Unpopular Fisherman [p. 29-29]
	Liebestod [p. 30-30]
	A Nest in the Wind [p. 31-31]
	A Voice [pp. 31-32]
	Onlooker [pp. 32-33]
	Bark [p. 33-33]
	Afternoon: Rillito Creek [p. 33-33]

	Fiction
	Documentation [pp. 34-39]

	Poetry
	Storm [pp. 39-40]
	Up Bear Creek Canyon [pp. 40-41]
	The Forbearance of Animals [p. 41-41]
	Ode on Zografos Bread [pp. 42-44]
	Ghazal [p. 45-45]
	Ghazal [p. 45-45]
	Artist [pp. 45-46]
	The Law of Poetry [p. 46-46]
	Something Grazes Our Hair... [p. 46-46]
	On Waking... [pp. 47-48]
	"Poppies" by Hobson Pittman [p. 48-48]
	First Story [pp. 49-50]
	For These Conditions There Is No Abortion [pp. 50-51]
	Jealousy [pp. 51-52]
	Estates [pp. 52-53]
	In Bed [pp. 53-54]
	The Phone Calls [pp. 54-55]
	Green Stone with a White Heart [p. 55-55]
	Born Tying Knots [pp. 56-57]
	Sat in the Center [p. 57-57]
	Eyebrows Made of Crows [p. 58-58]
	Slapped the Water [pp. 58-59]
	Spring Morels [p. 59-59]
	The Wild Cherry Tree out Back [pp. 59-60]

	Fields of Action
	Introduction [pp. 60-61]
	"The Clear Architecture of the Nerves": The Poetry of Frank O'Hara [pp. 61-74]
	In and about the Maximus Poems [pp. 74-96]
	The Sign-Making of David Jones [pp. 96-101]
	Wor(L)ds 20, Jan 1st [pp. 101-102]
	Wor(L)ds 23 [pp. 102-103]
	The Poem as Act: A Way to Reconcile Presentational and Mimetic Theories [pp. 103-124]

	Fiction
	The Angela Carter Show: An Introduction [pp. 125-126]
	Master [pp. 126-132]
	Liede [p. 132-132]
	Notes on the Gothic Mode [pp. 132-134]
	The Lady of the House of Love [pp. 134-148]
	The Named Thing [p. 148-148]
	Reflections [pp. 148-162]

	A Symposium of Young British Poets
	Introduction [pp. 164-165]
	A Green Man [pp. 165-167]
	Saturnalia [p. 167-167]
	Robin Munro on Nigel Wells [with Reply] [pp. 168-172]
	Coastal Village [pp. 172-173]
	Ancestors [pp. 173-175]
	Roger Garfitt on Robin Munro [with Reply] [pp. 175-179]
	Gardening in Avernus [pp. 179-180]
	From "Rosehill" [pp. 180-181]
	John Cassidy on Roger Garfitt [with Reply] [pp. 181-187]
	Factory at Nightfall [pp. 187-188]
	The Dancing Man [p. 188-188]
	Strollers [p. 189-189]
	John Drew on John Cassidy [with Reply] [pp. 189-193]
	Poem for a Cambridge Platonist [pp. 193-194]
	Poem for Chandravadan Mehta [p. 194-194]
	Two Aspects of Paternity [pp. 194-195]
	Jeffrey Wainwright on John Drew [with Reply] [pp. 195-199]
	Thomas Müntzer [pp. 199-202]
	Rodney Pybus on Jeffrey Wainwright [with Reply] [pp. 203-207]
	Anne Frank's House [pp. 207-208]
	Marketing [pp. 208-209]
	Andrew Waterman on Rodney Pybus [with Reply] [pp. 209-215]
	The Old, Cast up on Lawns [p. 215-215]
	The Mountains [p. 216-216]
	Andrew Waterman on Himself [pp. 217-222]
	Uncomely Relations [pp. 222-243]

	Back Matter



