But, in the warm following breeze
and light slip of jacaranda blossoms
along our street, among the steady
thrusting of new shoots and tendrils
answering the winter rain, I go on,
still not still, still lashed,

still listening within

to the interminable muttering.

I bow my head and lean into the wind.

Up Bear Creek Canyon / James Den Boer

Out at dawn again, after the storm—
why do I wake so early?P—

the creeks are rushing and turning
the clicking rocks in their beds.

I walk the fire road,

across the three canyons

which divide our ranch,

away from the creeks’ mumbling,
toward the old stillness

of high ground, toward sacred
still places in the stands

of bay laurel, where ferns are cut
by thin hooves of small deer.

Deep in Bear Creek Canyon,

where the laurel’s sharp leaves

drift around my boots, I hear

the tiny mew and snarl

of cougar kits playing in sage

a hundred yards above me—

they are hunting each other,

shaking drops from the wet branches,
rushing from ambush.

The mother, small, brown-gold,
a touch of white and black

at her throat, stills them,

and takes a few steps down

the slope, looking for me.
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We stare, as the rushing

settles; we are not deaf,

there are no other sounds.

High clouds, thick, white, absorb
all except the necessary signing

of ourselves: breathing,

boot scuff, the whisper of denim
and my leather sleeve,

the beginning of her hiss or scream.

We are so close to each other,
we are not cut off, we are connected.
We are the only ones left
to say anything—
I shout,
and we disappear into
the rushing of the world,
the wind rising in the sycamores
and laurels. A stone clatters
down the cut bank.

The Forbearance of Animals /
James Den Boer

Without understanding, they exist
with only the poetry of their bodies,
not saying Rise Up but rising up

on their thin tendoned legs. They are
forever unsaved and never damned;
they think only about themselves.

Under pressure, they break without guilt,
and are happy to save their skins.
Without a literature, they taste

the green alfalfa or lick muzzles

streaked with blood, nervy and serious.
Not art, they freeze like statues

and blend colors. Without patience,

they wait. They do not blame,

but they have no forgiveness.

Enduring as evolution, they never worship.
They do not pray, or bless us;

they do not know their mercy toward us.

41



	Article Contents
	p. 40
	p. 41

	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



