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Remembering Nora Marks Dauenhauer
(1927-2017)

Wealth
for all Tlingit women who slice fish for the smokehouse

Slime squishing

through gold and silver bracelets:

women slicing salmon.

—Nora Marks Dauenhauer

We dedicate the 2018 edition of Tidal Echoes to Nora Marks Dauenhauer. We thank 
her for her inspiration to all who met her and read her work, and for the incredible 

impression she has left on writers and artists of Southeast Alaska. 
Photograph by Sam Beebe.
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Dear Reader, 

Ever since I can remember, reading has been a big part of my life. By picking 
up this literary and arts journal, you have shown that you enjoy reading as well. 
Or perhaps you picked up this journal in hopes of gaining influence for your own 
writing, to learn more about the talents of Southeast Alaskans, or simply to pass 
the time with a quiet activity. Any reason you picked up this journal is a wonderful 
reason. Thank you for supporting Tidal Echoes. 

Being an editor has been a goal of mine throughout my undergrad years, and I 
can’t express the amount of gratitude I have for being given the opportunity to be 
a junior and then senior editor for this journal. Reading submissions and compil-
ing them into the journal you now hold in your hands has been one of the greatest 
hands-on, educational experiences I have had, and I hope you enjoy reading this 
journal as much as I do.

Sincerely, 

Elizabeth Rumfelt, Senior Editor 

Editor’s Note
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Creating such a wonderful journal requires having motivated and talented in-
dividuals come and show us their work. It never fails to amaze me just how skilled 
Southeast Alaskans are when it comes to writing, photography, painting, weaving, 
and carving. 

We would like to give our first huge thanks to our dedicated editorial board. 
Amy Bannerman, Will Elliott, Jonas Lamb, Mary Catherine Martin, Math Trafton, 
Emily Wall, and Karragh Young; thank you for your time and effort to this jour-
nal. I want to give a special thank you to Emily Wall for putting up with me being 
somewhat disorganized, causing her mini heart attacks by forgetting I’m going to 
be in charge of the journal next year, and for laughing at my awful jokes during the 
editing process. She has been a great support system and guide for both me and 
Elizabeth, even when we would forget about the small things that ended up actu-
ally being huge things. 

To our fantastic art editors, Jeremy Kane and Liz Zacher, thank you for continu-
ing your commitment to Tidal Echoes! 

This journal could not have been a success without the support and encourage-
ment of Chancellor Richard Caulfield, Provost Karen Carey, and Arts and Sciences 
Dean Paula Martin.

Thank you to Alison Krein, our graphic designer, who contributed her time and 
skills by making sure the cover and other parts of the journal were up to her stan-
dards, which Elizabeth and I have been impressed by and happy with. 

To Christofer Taylor, our featured artist, and Vivian Faith Prescott, our featured 
writer: thank you both for sharing your talent with us! Your work in our pages 
makes this journal more beautiful than it ever could have been. 

Finally, this acknowledgements page would not be complete without a huge 
thank you to all of the talented Southeast Alaskans who submitted their work to 
Tidal Echoes. Thank you for allowing us to view what came out of your creative 
headspace. 

 

All the best,

India Busby, Junior Editor

Elizabeth Rumfelt, Senior Editor

Acknowledgements
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I Want to Say Yes 
Kersten Christianson, Sitka

To pumpkin pie for breakfast 
drowning in whipped cream 
with a side of early morning 

bitter, of hand-warming coffee 
in a mug like a sauna. To the Eiffel 
Tower in November, oui to sweater 

weather in faraway France, the clink
of wine glasses chandeliered by street 
lamps, my hand wrapped in yours, 

soup to a ladle. Rewind, say yes, 
to every no uttered. Stand 
before the crowd. Read the poetry. 

Gather the bright stones, toss 
the confetti, the flecked words 
of glitter and paper. Read it again.
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Eight Years Old
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

My daughter has been riding a dragon, 
dimpled arms wrapped around a scaly neck.

I can defy gravity, 
for about three seconds she says. 

When I was eight I sat in a church pew 
every Sunday morning, staring 
at a book of papery skins, curled 
with the flicking of my fingers, smudged 
with dirt and sweat. 
Listening to men pray, men preach, 
men passing plates with dry crackers 
and thumb-sized cups of grape juice. 

I believed in a father who would lay open 
his own son’s throat, 
in a woman turned to salt 
because of one backward glance, 
in a good god who would drown the world 
and every baby in it. 

I kicked my legs to the rhythm of the hymns, 
lips pressed together. 

I am learning to grip green scales, 
to close my eyes and feel the wind 
from leathery wings on my wrinkled skin. 
I am learning to let the sounds 
in my throat escape.
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Chloe Miller, The Alaskan Dragon
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Permission 
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

I am counting on a day of rain 
morning of thick fog, headlights on 
kids to school, gym, home. 

But I find the unexpected sun 
in my eyes, and I turn away 
leaving piles of unfolded laundry. 

I clip a red leash to my dog’s collar
metal tags clattering 
his body humming, tail curled. 

I take the beach trail to Nugget Falls 
my hiking shoes, rubber peeling 
at the edges, slip in the flat gray mud. 

He laps up silty glacial water 
not bothered by the cold 
belly wet and sand between his toes. 

I sit on a rock at the base of the falls 
vibrating with the beating of water 
mist clinging to my glasses. 

He lays at my feet 
chin tilted up 
eyes closed to the sun. 

I think of dishes in the sink, wet towels 
on the bathroom floor, children 
who will be home soon, and hungry. 

I lift my chin, face the sun 
inhaling, soaking up warmth 
and dampness on my skin. 
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I put out my hand 
to find a wet tongue 
his ears perked and ready. 

He rises and shakes
flinging sand and water 
with each undulation of his body. 

I follow, putting my feet to the path 
then turn, for one last glimpse 
at a perfect reflection.

Audrey Schick, By the Creek
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The Sky Turns 
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

This ocean is rippled glass, 
and island after island 
we hold up hands to shade 
our eyes from the summer sun. 

Our line snaps up. 
Hands on reels, the net 
hauling flashing silver 
into the boat. 

We eat peanut butter sandwiches 
and cheese crackers, scanning 
the horizon for the telltale spray 
of the humpback whale. 

And then the sky turns, 
the wind picks up salty spray 
flinging it like pinpricks 
against our cheeks. 

We pull up gear, stow 
ourselves in the cabin. 
The hull smacks against waves 
and wake, straining for safe harbor. 

One child clings 
to his seat, the other 
arms in the air, laughter 
spilling from her throat. 
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While a mother drowning 
in anxiety grips walls, rubber feet 
planted on a metal deck, clanging 
against an endless ocean 
fathoms and fathoms and fathoms deep. 

And prayers escape this atheist’s lips,
knowing the unreachable god is just as solid 
as this ocean surface, as trustworthy 
as a sinking ship 
that I once imagined 
was real.

Holly Fisher, Morning Mists
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Cara Murray, Hand Strings, Heart Strings
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What is Depression?
Averi Cokeley, UAS Student, Juneau

Isolation within the smother. 
The ‘s-,’ seething rage 

that comes with ‘-mother’.
I think for a moment 

perhaps she instigated it. 
Unwittingly, drawing me into myself 
until the wall was sufficiently thick. 

There’s a ringing.
It cuts through the cacophony of voices 

in and out of my head. 
Mouths move, 

but the shrill sound 
has overtaken the sense. 

The freshly fallen rain 
permeates my nose 

and I’ve never felt closer to anything.
The moisture seeps through, 

to my lungs, 
letting me know 

I can cry too. 

The back of my throat is cobwebs, 
a dusty sensation 
with a bitter taste. 

The words are too heavy 
to get out. 

I swallow instead. 

Smiles 
and comforting words 

trickle and puddle 
at the base of my emptiness. 

Cuttings of the senses 
in an attempt 
to feel again.
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Portent 
Sarah Isto, Juneau

Milky baby, heavy on my arm, 
would I could always wrap close 
your clinging warmth, 
forever inhale your new-skin smell, 

but already your intent mouth pauses 
and pulls free from my breast 
to turn toward the sound 
of a fat black fly bumping 
against the window 
as if you longed to blow 
an answering buzz 
and beat against the glass, 
wild as your runaway father.

Elizabeth Tallmadge, Cranes
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North by Way of Dust and Grit
Cara Murray, Sitka

eleven o’ clock is a tired, old paint job
we travel east on the turnpike, half way to the ‘door’
ellison bay and her open arms
two stops in a sardine can
six hours dredged through humidity, deep fried in the gut of a rental car
with sweaty brows, this stifling heat
the corners of my body—like a furnace

you stay awake

there are wild vines, cut out blue skies, hay bales and directions on where to go
you stay awake for the cat tails
the expansive corn fields (yellow haze that peels across each edge of your peripheral  
 vision like dried fruit, like leather in the sun)
scentless flowers line the off ramps, too delicate for the west
beer wheat and stinging hops that permeate the hot tar
on leftover asphalt because nostalgia lives there

you stay awake

cathedrals by midwest standards (brick, motionless, monoliths of young religion) 
weave their way 
as if made of more sinew than stone
and
the heart
out of habit
by no other source than familiarity-reels in a goodbye 
that’s not wholly left itself yet

so you trust the map, your aging hands, 
the tomorrow that might promise another
and the womb of forgetfulness surrounds you
like a woman, much like her own mother
experience perhaps, stalled by the pyres of could have been
but her heart
is so much more rooted than nine months could ever ground me
and this travel
in my spine
is what refines
my existence.
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Have you ever been in a bush plane in Alaska 
Debi Knight Kennedy, Haines

wind blowing fifty clouds joining forces 
to construct a wall of white not unlike 
the side of a mountain your heart pounding 
out a particular rhythm short sharp staccato 
followed by the thud of a drum  

made from the skin and bones of life 

the same thud that sounds like doom 
when the heads of your fellow passengers hit the roof 
of the unreasonably small plane as it drops 
without warning roller coaster style 
and you press your hands to your heart 
 
to make sure the footsteps  

of a thousand wood mice skittering across your chest 
are heartbeats after all as they meld into a drone of prayers 
whispered to a god you hope for the second time 
in your life is real and merciful and not too busy 

Electra Gardinier, Flying in the Bush
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with a war on the other side of the world 

the first time ancient history your daughters still babies 
your fates tied to the whim of a magistrate 
with the power to turn them over to the madman 
with the beautiful brown eyes 

that once swayed your heart 

moving on to the pretty young social worker 
assigned to protect the rights of the innocent 
the rights of your children when you left him 
your belly full of ashes and ache 

the beating of the gavel quiet-quiet-quiet-quiet 

quiet in the courtroom short sharp staccato 
the proclamatory thud of justice or injustice 
of right or wrong of yes or no 
familiar fluttery footsteps of the unknown

this is not what a heart is supposed to do 
this is exactly the rhythm of my fear

Electra Gardinier, Ice Fishing
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Elegy for Two Dads and a Mom 
Debi Knight Kennedy, Haines

1. 

It’s summer. I know this because my dad is wearing a short

sleeved shirt. No jacket. Not even a tie. Something’s off 

though. He’s too laid-back, his eyes lazy, half closed, just 

standing there, waiting for me to say something. I wipe the 

blood from my eyes. It’s okay, he says, voice soft as old 

velvet, red fading to pink, moth-eaten velvet. I crashed my 

car, Dad, I finally say, into a tree down at the bottom of a 

ravine. I’m so stupid. It’s okay, honey, I crashed my car once 

too, he says. A cow. Ran right into a cow. He’s grinning the 

grin of a little boy who knows he’s done wrong but to hell 

with the consequences he’d do it all over again. Guess I might 

have had a few too many toodles, he says. Toodles. That’s 

what he used to call double shots of Seagram’s. Toodles. I felt 

pretty stupid too, honey. But dad, what are you doing here, 

you’re dead, I say, wondering if I’m dead too. Everything will 

be okay, he says, as he begins to melt around the edges.

2.

I step out of the shower and towel the steam from my 

bathroom mirror. There she is. I felt her even before I saw 

her. Shaping my face. Making it hers. Funny thing is I never 

looked like her when she was alive but now, now that she’s 

gone this is how she visits me. It took some time to get used 

to. Mom, I say, I have great news. A black man is President of 

the United States. Can you believe it? My once conservative 

turned bleeding-heart liberal mother smiles back at me. Mum 

as a ghost. I sit in the dentist chair waiting for a root canal. 

And there she is again, in my tightly closed eyes, in my 

trembling cheeks, in the tension filled muscles clenching my 

jaw. This happens with such regularity. I never have to feel 
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alone, until lately. Election year again, Mom, I say. I have bad 

news, Hillary lost. I’m scared. I don’t know what to do. Mom? 

Where are you? Can you hear me? I find a mirror and see my 

own forgotten face looking back. Maybe she’s too depressed 

to come for a visit. Maybe she’s beyond worldly cares. Maybe 

she’s finally free.

3.

I wanted to be angry with you. Weren’t you at least curious? 

Didn’t you wonder what I looked like, what I thought about, 

if I could sing or dance or whip up a devilishly good 

chocolate cake? Did you ever think about me at all? I tried to 

find you. When I thought I had, I threw back a shot of 

courage and dialed your number. Only it wasn’t you who

answered the phone. It was your youngest son. The one who 

was born the same year I was. I told him to sit down then I 

told him I was his half-sister. He didn’t take it well. I asked 

him questions about you. Most of them he didn’t answer. I 

told him I understood but please, I almost begged, please 

could he send me a picture of you. I don’t look like anybody 

in my family. Mom said that’s because I look just like you. 

Said I had your sad and happy at the same time eyes, your 

easy smile, your thicker than I care for waist. My new half-

brother told me that you died when we were sixteen. Heart 

attack. You were fifty-nine. I pretend that if you had lived a 

little longer you would have come looking for me. He never 

sent me that picture. I can’t really blame him. So I did what 

any 21st century orphan would do. I looked him up on 

Facebook. And do you know what I saw? His, yours, our sad 

and happy at the same time eyes looking straight into mine. I 

feel better now. But do me a favor, please, if you happen to 

run into my mom and dad please give them my love.
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Spirits
Milagro Darby, UAS Student, Juneau

When I was four years old I saw my first ghost. I will use the word “ghost” in 
this story rarely because of the childish and ridiculous connotation attached to it. 
Frankly if I were a spirit I would be offended to be called that. After that brief en-
counter, I continued through life seeing the dead on a regular basis in all scenarios 
and situations. These meetings would range from vivid dreams to sitting on the 
toilet seeing a sheer shadow pass by. I eventually got used to my mostly invisible 
friends and continued life as if they weren’t even there. However, my relationship 
with spirits is much more personal than most because when I was thirteen years 
old I had one removed from me. 

Allow me to give you a little backstory of how I landed myself in a situation nec-
essary to tamper with the supernatural. I have been sick practically my whole life 
and was diagnosed with Lyme Disease at the innocent age of twelve. My childhood 
development consisted of bi-weekly IVs and blood transfusion ozone treatments 
at a regular enough rate to leave track marks on my forearm as a reminder. It was 
always humorous to watch people’s reactions to the tattoo, and mark their facial 
expressions when the thought of heroin abuse crossed their mind, until their ratio-
nal voice kicked in and reminded them that no, the likelihood of a thirteen-year-
old heroin addict is less than likely. I have seen at least a dozen doctors with the 
desperation of being helped, and this drive led us to Calgary, Alberta of all places to 
see an off-the-wall practitioner with the hope of receiving some form of aide. 

After many tests and diagnoses I was prescribed various treatments and meth-
ods of care. One of the ailments I appeared to have was an “energy” or “spirit” 
attached to me. Yes, you read that correctly. A spirit. Attached. To me. No worries, 
though, the Witchy Man who I traveled four thousand miles to see said it was an 
easy fix, nothing to worry about really, but that I should address it as soon as pos-
sible. He handed me a business card for a local shaman whom Witchy Man spoke 
highly of in the field of spirit-removal and sent me on my way. This is how I met 
Marv Harwood. 

When I tell you that Marv was not what I expected in any sense, understand 
that I mean this in the way that you don’t expect to walk out your front door to see 
a table full of bears eating a Sunday potluck listening to 40’s swing music. To be 
honest, my ignorant, stereotypical brain thought I would be met with a chanting, 
barely clothed (with the exception of a hideous amount of feathers), completely 
over the top man who would poke me with a stick a few times and say I was cured. 
This was not Marv Harwood. Marv turned out to be the most average of Joes, 
wearing a red and yellow hibiscus Hawaiian shirt, with a gray receding hairline 
and Canadian accent. He was an ex-cop who one day, out-of-the-blue, decided 
he no longer wanted to live the life he was, and traveled the world learning about 
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different cultures’ religions and viewpoints on spirits. All things considered, he 
was about as normal as someone could have been in regards to the topic of spirit 
removal. 

The process of spirit removal is much more straightforward than one would as-
sume. Granted, a majority would mentally picture a scene from The Exorcist after 
hearing that phrase. It started with me lying on the bed of the hotel room we were 
in (yes, I also thought this was sketchy as all hell at first, but I digress) with my head 
by the foot of the mattress, closing my eyes until I reached “a point of relaxation 
and peace,” or so he said. I honestly just mildly dozed off until I heard Marv start 
to shake a rattle over my body. I then felt a liquid of some kind finely spray over 
me. Later, I learned this liquid, a floral infused alcohol with the apparent capabil-
ity to cleanse energy, was not sprayed on me but rather spit on me. Yes, from his 
mouth. He then began to speak, and I assumed it was directed at the spirit due to 

Alison Marks, Orbit
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the phrases of “Come on out now,” and “Stop being a stubborn little bugger.” This 
continued for a moment, until a very sudden and high-pitched shriek was heard 
from my left as well as his exclamation of “A-ha!” 

I opened my eyes to a very pleased Marv standing over me holding a large crystal 
in his hand. He told me that my spirit problem was solved, but that I should regu-
larly imagine a positive light washing over me to help prevent this from happening 
again. He also informed me that I have a very bright, positive energy core that spir-
its are attracted to and enjoy feeding off of. Now stop for a moment and imagine 
this. You are lying on a stiff, squeaky bed of a $40 a night hotel, post-spirit removal 
by an ex-cop shaman whose just informed you that you are like an all you can eat 
buffet to the spiritual world. You should be very impressed that I did not lose my 
mind and run out of the room screaming, but sat there and absorbed the informa-
tion like an overwhelmed, nauseous, and very done-with-everything sponge. 

I remember him sitting across from me going over the to-dos, and not-to-dos 
of the spirit world. I nodded my head at the appropriate times like a good stu-
dent, saying that yes, I will try and meditate more, that no, I will not mess with 
Ouija boards, because yes, they are very dangerous. After all of that, he closed his 
briefcase, bid me good day, and left. There I sat, all alone in this janky hotel room 

Mary Henrikson, Forever Stamp II
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wondering what in the world had just happened, and trying to figure out if I had 
just woken up from a dream or not. After some contemplation of this question and 
not quite coming to a distinct answer, I left the room to find my mother with the 
hope that I would continue on to fight another day. 

After all of that you would assume that I blocked that whole experience from 
my mind as quickly as possible, never to be brought up or spoken of again, right? 
Surprisingly, you would be wrong. After that encounter, I returned to Witchy Man 
a couple months later for further treatments to find out that I had yet another 
spirit attached to me. He, of course, sent me back to Marv, who set a glare upon 
me that I could very easily translate to “You didn’t do what I told you to, did you?” 
I shook my head no to the silent question, and followed him into the hotel room 
once again. The whole process previously explained went on again, with one excep-
tion. He told me that at our last meeting he noticed something odd, but didn’t 
want to say anything due to the chance of it being a one-off situation. However, 
because I returned with another spirit attached to me, he knew that it wasn’t and 
I in fact have a special connection to the spiritual world. He asked me if I had seen 
shadows and figures moving around as a child. I responded yes, surprised he asked 
something so specific and correct about my life. He nodded his head, almost agree-
ing with himself, and that seemed to finally sway his mind to tell me what he was 
contemplating saying. 

He explained that because I have this apparently wonderful, bright energy that 
spirits like to feed from, I also have the ability to regularly see and communicate 
with them. He explained that this would all take extensive training and focus, and, 
contrary to popular belief, isn’t magic but well trained eyes and ears. He continued 
on saying that it isn’t something I have to do, not a destiny or fate situation. I can 
choose to pursue this talent I have, or completely ignore it, that it wouldn’t matter 
one way or another. He said that I am neither weird nor scary for having this abil-
ity. Marv defined it as being more of a genetic trait, similar to being born with blue 
eyes or blonde hair, rather than a disability or magical power. He was very explicit 
in saying that I shouldn’t feel influenced to do one thing or another, only to do 
what felt right. 

Now here we are, five years later, and I still email him regularly. I ask questions 
about the figures I see around my house, if I am in any danger from them, how to 
clear out negative energies, and why I have such strange dreams. We have devel-
oped a friendship over the years that is very precious to me, and is something I hold 
very close to my heart. 

Over time I realized that the spiritual world was something I was always looking 
for but never knew the correct name or definition. I now feel whole and complete, 
grateful that I found this beautiful practice and information that changed me 
fundamentally as a person. I am forever grateful for being that sick twelve year old, 
because had I not been sick, I would have never discovered this part of myself. It 
scares me to even think about that possibility.
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Wind and Water
Margo Waring, Juneau

I don’t need to live near the ocean 
To know the sound of the sea. 
I hear the staccato sucking 
Of the ebb flowing through sand; 
In the sibilant hiss 
Of wind in spruce needles. 
I hear the smash of waves on rocks 
In the upwelling roar 
Of wind gusts roiling into trees. 

Before wave breaks and wind hits, 
There is a silence 
When 
Wind and water are the same.

 

McKenna Kincaid, Untitled
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Candlelit Fires 2009
Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau

Quick-dry pants walk me into the church of St. Something. Arm in arm, Mo and 
I, as wife and wife, join the family march, center aisle, a slow moving luster of black 
and jewels. This southern California funeral folds forward, flowing grandkids and 
shiny shoes. Santa Ana winds flame fires on near ridges. August heat melds skin to 
fabric. Wild smoke mixes with church incense, and the cortisol of creatures on the 
run shotguns through me. Our last mothering Mom, Mary Agnes, top supporter 
of our love, rides her coffin through candlelight. Our married hands buckle tight. 
In the front row, the priest, who did not know Mo’s mom, mingles with mourn-
ers, harvests who she was and pencils her onto a green 3x5 card. He announces, “I 
need 5 Bible readers.” I gentle my hand out of Mo’s, “Sweetie, I’m happy to read.” 
The slick pew slides me out, and I walk to the priest. At the altar in his floor length 
gown, white with gold, he asks, “How are you related to the deceased?” and he 
prepares a spot on his card for my name next to four young readers, all grandkids. 
“I am Lin, the wife of Mo, Mary Longworth’s daughter.” In candlelight, we read. 
The Old and New Testament teach love. No one gets introduced. Fires close the 
freeway.

 

Wayne Fanning, Go On
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Pantoum for Pulse Orlando
Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau

 
Buttercups rock-step across my yard 
after June 12, 2016. 
I could not mow them down 
these flower friends running light. 

After June 12, 2016 
Gentle medics un-hugged Orlando bodies. 
Flowers ran light along police fencing. 
Dead Latinx lovers. Quick quick slow. 

Piled Orlando bodies hugged gentle 
as shooter prowled 3 hours, killing 
more Latinx lovers quick quick slow. 
Michigan mom visited Pulse with son. 

As shooter prowled 3 hours 
all dancer phones shook and rang. 
Michigan mother killed. Son lived. 
Later, rescuers slipped in blood. 

Dancer phones rang and rang. 
Photos smiled, rode a world of light. 
Rescuers slipped in dance floor blood. 
Merengue, jibaro, bachata. 

All their photos rode the world with light. 
My cousins often danced at Pulse, 
learned merengue, jibaro, bachata and 
passed tall smile of woman door guard. 

My cousins loved Pulse dancing. 
They did not salsa there that night. Did not 
pass the woman guard with neighbor wave 
the night of 49. She was the first. 

My cousins were not there that night. 
Alaska buttercups rock-step my yard 
the night of 49 shot to death. 
All summer I could not mow them down.
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Connor Johnson, We Are
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For Emmy, A Year Later 
Nina Chordas, UAS Faculty, Juneau

Somehow time passed, and we’re gathered again. 
We made this rough altar for you 
Here in the pines, by the sun-glinting lake, 
On a summer day golden and blue. 

The girls have grown taller, they sit by the tent, 
The little boy plays in the dirt. 
Life courses along without waiting for grief, 
And the heart soldiers on through its hurt. 

Forest sounds murmuring over your shrine 
Mix with voices of loved ones who came— 
The girls by the tent are avoiding the subject, 
The boy in the dirt speaks your name.

 

Jordan Kendall, Sitka Bridge
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Living Beautifully 
Helen Decker, Wrangell

Using the end of my picking hook, I peel scales off my face and scrape dried sea 
salt from my pores. Today marks day eight with no shower. My eyebrows are thick 
and crusted with something I guess is fish slime. Out of habit, I comb my fingers 
through my hair, stopping when I feel something hard. I rip it out to find three 
dried, solidified salmon eggs. The dark spots that speckle my face are shards of 
kelp. Purple-black streaks of jellyfish line my left cheek, until they’re wiped away by 
tears that clean my littered face. My dad calls this an Alaskan facemask.

This day also marks day eight of my only human contact being my dad. I look 
across the boat’s cabin and muster a smile at him. His skin is like mine, the days’ 
worth of grime making our cheeks salty and stiff. The saltwater brine cracks our 
lips. We don’t have the luxury of time to wash our faces after every set.

I hook up the cork line to the drum and have the net rolling on board in eight 
and a half seconds. I have fished commercially with my dad every summer since I 
was 7. Time has made me efficient over the years; no movements are wasted. I’m 
standing on the back deck in my raingear, boots and a shirt cut off at the sleeves, 
threadbare. I feel the sun blazing, almost unbearably, on the dark tops of my boots. 
Once this set is over, I’ll dip my feet in the water, I tell myself. I can’t let my mind 
think about it now, though. The sun beating down on my shoulders balances out 
the cool seawater dusting up over the stern roller as the net is reeled in. This is my 
favorite kind of day. When the sea is calm, the sun is high and the fishing is good.

Every so often, a breeze dances across the calm water and teases my hair across 
my neck. Off the water, reflects the happy shine of the midday sun. It streaks bright 
across my face, and I swear I can feel my freckles popping. Flopping over the stern 
roller, fish come four at a time. A smile floods to my face. In between fish, I glance 
out on the water. It’s the most authentic beauty I’ve ever witnessed. A sea of rich 
blue topped with flickers of crystal, reflecting every passing thing.

Hard work is necessary on my dad’s boat, but cleanliness is not. What I look like, 
with a crusty smile and hands that look twice my age, doesn’t affect how much we 
produce on our boat. It’s not a factor at all in how I choose to live my life. Every 
stroke of my rain pants sweeping past each other, each fish I toss forward, is just 
another reminder of how lucky I am to be working in such a genuinely breathtak-
ing place. Every breath I take is honeyed with the reminder of how happy I am to 
be precisely here at this moment, living beautifully through hard work. This is the 
life.
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In Tijuana
Rosalinda Ainza, UAS Student, Juneau
Winner of the 2018 Mac Behrend's Prize

there is a smell that hovers 
 like atmosphere, 
just across the rusted fence. 
I take the road that parallels. 

I drive slow with windows open. 
 Heading west to east, I smell 
open sewer, marigolds in November, 
cempasuchil and sugar skulls, 
a thousand tortillas, 

The smell of fresh graffiti, vivid. 
Its aroma inviting, like nopales
or the blood of a snake 
in the mouth of an eagle.  
 Aztlán.

The smell of a shakedown, 
 metallic like corruption 
and loose change on dashboards 
that you transfer to the pockets of Los Federales.
 But I don’t mind.

It’s the kind of smell that makes 
pups whine for their mother. 
The aroma of comfort 
 and I am eased by it, 
the way I felt as a kid when I’d hear 
my mother’s voice 
call out from upstairs- 
 “Darling, it’s time to wake up.”
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At the Backdoor of Salvation
Rosalinda Ainza, UAS Student, Juneau

Luis watches shade 
from a Saguaro 
cast slow shadows 
on the desert floor 
where he lies. 
As the sun travels west, 
dusk dances 
along sandstone boulders. 

In the desert, the cry 
of creatures turn 
into the sound of his son, 
the moment 
the baby emerged 
from its mother’s womb. 
Maria hemorrhaged, 
Luis lost his wife, 
the baby lost its mother. 

Rosalinda Ainza, Kikito
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Luis gave most 
of his small savings 
to his own mother, 
temporary care 
for his only child. 

With remaining pesos, 
he purchased a rucksack 
and contents that barely filled half. 
Sterno: one can. 
Cereal: one box. 
Powdered milk: one package. 
Shoes: one pair.

As the Saguaros turn 
every color of night, 
Luis swallows hard, hopes 
to feel 
the quench of a drink, 
but in his mouth there is 
nothing but dry earth. 

Here, 
at the backdoor of salvation, 
Luis is dying. Lost 
in the borderland, 
he points his gaze north.
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The Things We Carry 
Rosalinda Ainza, UAS Student, Juneau

I see a backpack 
in the desert, 
overturned disaster: 
 cereal in the sand,
 a shoe without a foot, 
 money and milk powder.

John Doe or
 Fulano de Tal.
Is he a father or son? 

I say a prayer 
to Santísima Muerte: 
bendice mi día, 
bendice mi suerte.

My guilt is heavy, 
we made it across 
before walls. Before
 Wetback, 
 Tonk, 
 Alien, 
 Illegal.
When schools had funding 
for English tutors 
and your neighbors 
brought you apple pie. 

I don’t know what I owe 
so I fill plastic jugs, 
carry a hose on a flatbed truck 
on unnamed roads,

 hoping 
to quench a thirst
so that we can carry on
 walking, 
 to go to work, to plant seeds 
 in the ground, in our heads.
Amor no tiene fronteras.
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Pochos
Rosalinda Ainza, UAS Student, Juneau

Daddy makes tamales 
for Christmas. 
Goes to the butcher 
to buy the meat. 
“La La La,” the butcher says, 
all fast en Español. 
Dad gets red and so do I. 
Can’t understand much 
so we laugh, 
give answers in English 
and broken Spanish. 
Cat got your tongue? 
Gato, gato, pinche gato. 

Pocho means “rotten fruit” 
and a Mexican 
who’s not fluent in Spanish. 
Dad’s a Pocho, 
I’m a Pocha.

In Spanish, the end of nouns 
shift depending on gender. 
I know that from class 
and from films 
and from the barrio where I lived 
when I was a kid. 
Where the cholos rolled their R’s 
and the aunties fed us arroz. 

Sometimes I forget the rest.
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Freya McCaie, The Courage
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The Day the Ice Castle Burned
Madison York, UAS Student, Juneau

This is not a happy poem. 

The light reluctantly crept 
and hid its head in the gray clouds 
not wanting to grow up into proper sunshine 
just yet 
while I drove home with my mom in 
our car we got when I was still wearing 
pigtails.  

And we talked about college and maybe
who would get my room when I 
leave 
and I looked out across that lake 
and thought of the seconds I had spent so 
lavishly 
and wished I could go back to playing in playgrounds and wearing 
pigtails. 

I don’t remember what I did the rest of that day.  

It is a shame how 
carelessly 
we spend our seconds, sometimes. 

And then I went downstairs 
and I saw the video 
of the smoke and flames on the ice and snow 
and I thought of all the games 
of hide-and-seek that 
would never be played. 
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Things can be rebuilt 
of course 
but that costs seconds 
that costs years. 

We drive by our ice castles every day 
letting our seconds spill into the 
bottom of the hourglass 
get home, look back 
and do not realize how much we miss something until it’s 
already in our rearview mirror 
burned to cinders. 

So I buried my pigtails in the ashes that day.  

This is not a happy poem.

Jennifer Ward, Once Upon a Time
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Stolen Dungies 
Cathryn Coats, UAS Student, Ketchikan

Heavenly phosphorescence illuminated in our wake. 
As we slowed, the Big Dipper and all of his friends 
Reflect clearly on the glass cove. 
We step to shore, our feet getting wet. 
A quick stop ashore, then it’s time to pull some pots. 
Back in the skiff, we find a buoy, 
We pull the line. The line is long. So long. 
Like a shattered bolt of lightning, the phosphorus sprays from the deep. 
The smell is as bad as the sight is good. 
Adults and children aboard witness the phenomenon in awe. 
The line is long. Fathoms. 
A glowing treasure chest arises—a commercial-sized pot! 
The Dungeness will fill our bellies, tasting salty and slightly sweet. 
We fill the pot with bait and beer. 
As we turn to boat homeward we say, “Gunalchèesh!”
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Thank You Notes I Should Have Written
Diane DeSloover, UAS Student, Juneau

Thank you Mom,
for whole wheat bread
before healthy eating was cool 
stiff tie shoes to prevent fallen arches
sewing lessons on the trusty Singer
washing dishes together after dinner.

Thank you Gram, 
for strong hands kneading dough 
at six in the morning, your solid 
Nebraska roots, thick-soled shoes 
no-nonsense voice saying, 
I was never bored a day in my life!

Thank you Nanna, 
for your college degree before
women could vote, nose in the news
lean years nursing your husband, 
star performance as a widow 
writing your own script. 

Thank you Auntie Irene, 
for your powerful shortness 
feisty outspokenness, basement 
bulging with sequins and lace 
your watercolor painting on my wall,
reminder, that artistry runs in our family.

Left: Crystal Cudworth, Doghouse
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On the Eve of My Sixty-Fifth Birthday 
Diane DeSloover, UAS Student, Juneau

I blur eyes before the mirror 
see firm skin shining copper 
sun-bleached hair snatched 
into a ponytail, easy leap from 
towel to sand, sprint to surf. 

Shivery snow-cone, neon green 
tempts me to the boardwalk 
where I steal glances at boys 
who pitch balls for cheap prizes 
stash cigarettes in rolled-up sleeves. 

A boy named Joe, blue-eyed Italian 
from Philly, struts muscled calves
in penny loafers without socks.
Beneath yellow streetlight on a humid 
August night, he gives me my first kiss.

Tomorrow I’ll stand before bright 
candles with those who call me Mom, 
Grandma, Hon. Unseen in the glow, 
a starry-eyed girl in a bikini,
plunging waves on the Jersey shore.
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Monogamy Three-some
Maureen Longworth, UAS Student, Juneau

For: Lin Davis    
Happy 29th Monogamy Anniversary

Jealous I was
when she said three,

crushes she had,
and one was me.

Fair warning it was
right from the start,

but from day one
she lassoed my heart.

It was dogs she loved,
she later explained,

two dogs and me
when I complained.

Once I knew
she could be true

to two dogs and me
I said, “I do.”

Left: Jordan Kendall, Skagway Classic on Broadway
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Virgin Queer’s Bishop Alemany High 
School Reunion
Maureen Longworth, UAS Student, Juneau

In ’89 I’m voted sexiest girl in the class of ’69.
Everyone thought I was straight 

back then. Camping in a tent full of girls, a friend 
said how sexy I looked when I changed. 

Everyone thought they were straight 
those days. No one wanted to be queer. 

No matter how sexy they looked when they changed, 
who did they see in the mirror 

those days? Did some see a queer? 
I saw a mix: a sexy virgin, surfer-girl, future nun. 

Who did they see in the mirror? 
None of us thought we were weird. 

We saw a mix: sexy, girls, boys, virgins, (and non). 
Searching books, dances, gyms; looking for ways to mingle, 

maybe all of us thought we were weird, 
not knowing exactly what made us tingle. 

Marching, parades, rallies, meetings we found ways to mingle. 
Sinking skin against satiny, soft, similar skin, 

shivers told us what made us tingle. 
No longer alone, fear of weird lost its hold. 

Sinking skin against satiny, soft, similar skin, 
warmed by all night candle light, we shared kisses and tears. 

No longer alone, fear of weird lost its hold. 
Unlocking each other we opened, emerging liberated queers. 

Warmed by all night candlelight, we shared kisses and tears. 
Flames burned through us, marching our center aisles. 

Unlocking each other we opened, emerging liberated queers, 
arm in arm sporting genuine smiles. 

Love burned through us, marching the dance floor center aisle. 
The award winning sexiest girl in the class of ’69,

arm in arm with wife, sporting genuine smiles, 
now dancing at reunion full of women, men, some fearful old friends in ‘89.
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Sheila Dyer, Value
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Lately, Walking the Dog 
Mistee St. Clair, Juneau

The wind has been pushing into the front door, 
but still, early each morning the dog and I persevere 
out of ritual and routine, and my need 
to gather the day before it begins. 
Beside us, the mountains are gray, penciled in thoughts 
and the spruce are black in the shadows of street lights. 
Each day now collapses into the previous, 
indistinct, lonely and dark. 

As we climb the hills, the wind hits the town below 
like the sudden shutter of a closet door. 
The dog looks almost happy, as if she were a sled dog 
pushing into a harness, so happy to work so hard, 
her snout extended, her scruffy fur sleeked back, 
ears pressed sideways, eyes squinting. 
I, too, lean in to the wind, 
dragging boots and discontent and absurd layers, 
wondering what the hell I am doing here 
in this place. Yet here I am, somehow always 

softening, somehow finding solace. 
As I head for home, the light rises woolen 
as the chickadees awaken, chattering and gathering 
like neighbors in summer, their joy unwavering, 
their voices rising ribbons in this drumming wind.
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Notes to My Husband, the Sailor
Mistee St. Clair, Juneau

The Early Years

Sometimes, at night, there is no depth to me, 
and you find where I begin and where I end 
easily. 
And sometimes, 
I am bottomless and you can find no end in me. 
I roll into you at night, 
which is the way I say I love you. 

When you are home, you open the curtains. 
Outside the trees grow sideways 
as if winds shape their yearnings. 

In the mornings, I wake to children in bed 
or spread out on the floor on blankets around us. 
I look out the kitchen window to the early dawn 
and in the light the apple tree is a graphite drawing, 
scraggly lines an artist has thrown down 
next to the straight, neat lines of the chicken coop. 

As the sun rises it occurs to me 
that the dawn is the same for all of us, 
that your east is my east. 
It occurs to me 
that the sun doesn’t rise at all, 
but is still and breathing.

The Middle Years

I must hold on to what assurances I have: 
rivers will never run dry here; 
that there is a long wait 
after the fireweed fluffs; 
that you will come home. 
You will put your hands on my back, 
sharpen my knives, 
make our bed. 
And that is how you tell me you love me. 



42 U N I V E R S I T Y  O F  A L A S K A  S O U T H E A S T

The boys at the beach 
turn their backs to the water. 
I believe this is all we can give them,

this place that moves so slow, 
this place that etches a pattern 
and tattoos home deep inside. 
One asks why all songs are about love 
and I wonder if I said the right thing: 
that songs are art and art is about love 
in some way. Think of how a brush 
caresses a landscape. 

Sons are like spiders, 
all arms and legs these days. 
They come and go like the snow here. 

Not being needed is lonely. 
I still miss you when you are gone. 
It is rare now to wake with the boys 
in our bed. Then I am pressed 
between one son and the dog, 
another son at the bottom of the bed. 

Sometimes I need you to come home 
and tell me you love me. 
Loneliness is a pressed flower, 
fragile yet vibrant between the weight 
of the mountains. 
Our sons are the mountains, 
you are the flower 
pressed to me.
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Bees and Things Madeline Taught Me 
Kaitelyn McDonald, UAS Student, Juneau

One day while we were driving around listening to Wiz Khalifa’s annoyingly 
repetitive song “Black and Yellow,” Madeline and I decided that she was the black 
to my yellow. I was the little blonde ray of sunshine, and she was the bad ass with 
dark hair and a love for the night. We adopted the phrase “black and yellow means 
you’re a dead fellow” as a deterrent joke we told guys who showed interest in either 
of us. Most people will turn the other way when they see a bee since they have an 
unmistakable cautionary coloration. The black and yellow is engraved into every 
person who has ever seen an infant on Halloween or spent any time in a garden. 
I gave Maddie the nickname of “B” mainly because of her Badass Bitchery, but 
also because of our complimentary colors, and the way her energy seemed like a 
constant hum similar to the distinct rumble that serves as a warning when a bee 
whizzes by your ear. 

The exact moment when I met Madeline escapes my mind. Vaguely, I can 
remember standing in a group with a few friends and the guy I liked. I was a fresh-
man in high school and he was a senior. The thought of it makes me feel sick to 
my stomach, now, since he was a player and knew that I was young and naïve. We 
were making plans to go camping at False Outer Point at the end of Douglas Island 
when Maddie buzzed into the group with her blue eyes gleaming. She was a bee 
traveling between friend groups. 

“What are you all up to this weekend?” she was always so outgoing, something 
that I admired her for off the bat. It was impossible not to acknowledge her sense 
of self; she was oozing with confidence with her yellow shirt and black leather 
jacket. After a few minutes of what seemed like flirting and an invitation for her 
to join us camping, my older fling, Chris, was kind enough to introduce us. As the 
bell rang to signal the end of the school day she offered to walk me home, and out 
of curiosity, I agreed. At that time I never thought that she would have such a large 
influence on my life. 

We took the shortcut to my house through the cemetery. The typically bleak 
cemetery was brought to life from the flowers that arose from the changing of 
the seasons. It was springtime, and an unusually sunny day. As we were walking, a 
bumblebee caught my eye and I followed it until it landed on a bright blue flower. 
While puffing on a cigarette, Maddie told me about her childhood, struggles with 
addiction, and how her father was confined to a wheelchair due to the same disease 
I had just found out my mother had. My experiences seemed tame compared to 
hers but I couldn’t help but feel like she had come into my life at the perfect time 
to guarantee that I have someone to count on while I was struggling to understand 
my mom’s sickness. 

The rest of that summer was a blur as I was rebelling against the unfairness of 
the world. Chris, Maddie, and I became inseparable. A typical Friday night would 
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start with me doing my best over-the-phone impression: “Hi, Ivan! This is Denise, 
Kaitelyn’s mom. I just wanted to let you know the girls are snuggled up in bed 
watching movies and will be safe staying at my house tonight.” When he agreed 
without suspicion, we would carelessly buzz around between house parties and 
campsites. Maddie and I had a little routine where we would dominate everyone 
at beer pong and then spend portions of the night kissing each other to tease the 
boys. These are good memories, engrained into my mind with the smell of Tommy 
Hilfiger perfume, menthol cigarettes, and Maddie’s Burt’s Bees chapstick.

I remember one house party where we were all sitting in a circle on the floor 
playing Cards Against Humanity, passing around a bottle of Smirnoff vodka. The 
black card was “The ‘B’ in LGBT stands for _____.” We all tried our best to find a 
white card that fit the blank, but Maddie played the card “Bees?” Not only is this 
seemingly the only non-sexual card in Cards Against Humanity, it is also one of the 
most hilarious cards. The idea of “bees” is so random and the question mark leaves 
uncertainty that is undeniably comical. Madeline was similar in the sense that we 
could always rely on her to bring some comic relief into a situation. 

Each of us in our small group had a significant role to play to support each 
other. As with bees, we had a specific social structure. The two main functions of a 
queen bee are to provide social unity/identity to a hive and to serve as the sexually 
reproducing female. In our group, Maddie was the queen. She connected our friend 
group by ensuring that we were always busy, and by introducing us to new people. 
While she wasn’t the assigned sexual female of our group, we could always count 
on Maddie to throw her love around to us, and anyone who needed it. Chris was 
comparable to a drone bee. They have no stinger, pollen baskets, or wax glands; 
their main goal is reproduction (like any teenage boy). Although they perform no 
useful work for the hive, drone bees are believed to be important for normal colony 
functioning. My role was similar to a worker bee, since I was the innocent little 
honey that provided sweetness to the group. 

Busy B Maddie moved away my junior year to attend culinary school in Cali-
fornia after she graduated early in 2011. I called her every chance I could when 
I needed to fill her in on my relationship with Chris, or tell her good news like 
when I was named the captain of the dance team. She came to visit for Thanksgiv-
ing break during my senior year, and she told me that she would be moving back 
the December right before the holidays so that she could work towards her goal 
of opening a bakery in town. Like a bee distributing pollen from flower to flower, 
Maddie was going use her education to spread her baked goods around Juneau. 

I was excited for Maddie to be in town to see us perform since Maddie was a 
dancer as a child too, another point of similarity that we often bonded over. Every 
time I talked with her on the phone we would talk about the team and how much 
progress we were making. Late one night during a meeting with my coach after 
dance practice, days before Maddie was scheduled to fly home to her hive, I got a 
text message from Chris that said: 

“Maddie is dead. Call me as soon as possible.” 
A bee sting is a sharp, strong poke that will leave the area itchy and inflamed for 
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days on end. Luckily, I have never experienced a bee sting, but I do know the pain 
can be excruciating. There was no way that this could be true. Why would he be 
telling me this so abruptly and over a text message, when I already had plans to see 
him later that night? I burst into tears at the thought of this cruel joke and called 
Maddie immediately. She didn’t answer. I stormed out of my high school gymna-
sium. I sped to Chris’s house. When I busted into his room, I could see on his face 
that he wasn’t making this up. He told me that he saw her mom at Fred Meyer with 
mascara running down her face and she told him the news.  

Maddie’s toxic substance was alcohol. Bee’s toxic substance is pesticide. Bees 
have been given a lot of attention in recent years since pesticides used to protect 
crops are killing off massive amounts of bees. While the neonicotinoid pesticides 
do not directly kill bees, they do impact the ability of bees to forage and navigate 
back to their hives. As a result of this toxic substance, bees never make it home and 
die away from their hive. 

The pain from their stinger is balanced by the good that bees perform for the 
world. Bees pollinate most flowering plants on Earth and make a large contribution 
to our plant and honey intake, like Maddie did for me. While the life span of a bee 
is short, they leave a large impact on our society, like the wax they make that was 
Maddie’s favorite chapstick.

 
Marian Kowalske, Hidden Pain
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Elise Tomlinson, Promise of Spring
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Bouquet
Mandy Ramsey, Haines

My practice. 
This meditation in action. 
Picking bouquets, gifts from my garden. 

Blazing orange Tiger Lilies, 
Tall purple Delphiniums, 
The long plumes of violet Veronica.
Plump white and fuchsia peony buds with their companions the ants—
Who nudge them to bloom in the summer light. 

Tall yellow Iris with green sword blades, 
Standing upright, 
Dwarfing their wild cousins who glow purple with yellow cat eye centers. 

There are Pansies galore in shades of deep grape, merlot and gold. 
Their giant faces smiling back at me as I kneel down, 
Asking who wants to join the bunch. 

How about some magenta Fireweed spikes, 
Or if it’s springtime, the sweet 
Dripping 
Perfume 
Of the delicate, White Tahitian daffodils? 

Which flowers will offer themselves on the rare occasion that I 
Gather the gift of a bouquet for a dude? 
Mint always jumps in 
Flanked by friends of Forget Me Nots, 
Along with the feathery fronds of green Ferns, 
Perhaps a lone, lime striped Hosta to showcase a 
Lava, glowing Tulip. 

This practice of listening, arranging and offering the gifts of my garden, 
my sanctuary, my live canvas, brings me joy. 

For I know that soon the crimson season will arrive, 
When the maple tree will stand center stage 
Revealing her inner sunset.
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Kathleen McCrossin, Elevation
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Haiku
Mandy Ramsey, Haines

Aspen leaves flutter 
Fanning my eyes 
Awake in this moment

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Masseuse as a Ship
Mandy Ramsey, Haines

Her hands glide across the ocean of the body, 
Smoothing out the stormy waves of tight muscles and knots. 

Calling in the still calm waters, and clear skies. 

Her touch acts like a warm wind, 
Easing her passenger to change course. 

She nudges the opening of bright sails, 
Letting the natural current of the breath guide the voyager back 
Home.
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I first met Chris when I spoke to one 
of his art classes about submitting to 

this journal. It was interesting to see 
how his animated and friendly person-
ality translated into his interactions 
with the students. Seeing this artist 
in his natural habitat, surrounded by 
easels and eager faces, was an uplifting 
experience. I am excited to share that 
enthusiasm with our readers through 
this interview. 

Why do you choose this specific me-
dium for your artwork?  

I work predominantly with oil paints, 
creating paintings indirectly through 
the application of many layers. This 
indirect method is similar to playing 
chess. I am constantly thinking three or 
four layers ahead, each layer setting up 

for those that follow. I begin chaotically 
with expressive brushwork and colors, 
while building towards structure, slowly 
pulling the figures and their environ-
ment out of the chaos. The chaotic first 
layers are not arbitrary. They have con-
trolled intent at their root, but are ap-
plied expressively and exaggerated. The 
structure I build towards is not always 
a direct route either. I intentionally, 
and at times unintentionally, misdirect 
myself to create a worked and varied 
surface, creating energetic movement in 
the painting. 

Oil does not lend itself to this pro-
cess as far as convenience. I would be 
able to move much quicker through a 
painting’s layers, arriving at its conclu-
sion much faster were I to use some-

Interview by Hannah Near 
UAS Student, Juneau
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thing with a faster dry time, such as 
acrylics. However, the luminosity of the 
colors and the depth of the layering are 
far richer with oil paints. In the end, I 
sacrifice the amount of work I am able 
to produce in a year, not to mention 
lots of sleep time, in order to have the 
surface quality you obtain only from oil 
paints.   

As for my drawings, 
I tend to work pre-
dominantly in char-
coal. I love the direct 
nature of charcoal, as 
well as its simple ver-
satility. With charcoal 
you get a spectrum 
that runs from bold 
and primal, to delicate 
and refined. I love the 
versatility of char-
coal. It is an amazing 
medium.  

Have you dabbled in 
any other mediums?  

My undergraduate 
degree was in Illustra-
tion. I initially wanted 
to do children’s book 
illustrations. When I 
was creating illustra-
tions, I worked in all 
sorts of mediums, 
such as gouache, watercolor, acrylics, 
graphite, inks, colored pencils, etc. I use 
this experience frequently today in my 
mixed media drawings, working in a 
similar manner of layering that I do in 
my oil paintings, layering powdered pig-
ments, charcoal, inks, and acrylic paints. 
I am also experimenting with monotype 
printing, using water-based mediums. It 
is a fascinating process of which I have a 
lot to learn.   

Of all the mediums, I find watercolor 
to be the most challenging (and frus-
trating) and I have always wanted to 
try my hand at pastels. My wife creates 
beautiful portraits in pastels, and I am 
always in awe at how she uses them 
in a manner that seems to be a perfect 
hybrid of both drawing and painting. 

How do you choose 
what to paint/
draw?  

I am a figurative 
artist. I love to paint 
the human figure. 
However, how I 
plan to paint often 
comes before what I 
plan to paint. I will 
work on a group 
of roughly 12-15 
paintings simulta-
neously; each group 
is a series with a 
shared intent. Every 
series that I create 
is a piece of myself, 
my aesthetic, and 
my choices frozen 
in time. As I work 
to finish each paint-
ing in a given series, 
I rely on my instinct 
to guide me. I know 

a piece is not done when I have an 
urge to do something to it, an impulse. 
Conversely, I know a piece is done when 
I can stand in front of it and stare at it 
without being moved to make a mark. 
I can just take it in as it is. That being 
said, each series of work begins where 
the preceding series ends.   

I spend a lot of time looking at my 
work, in particular the most recently 
completed work, waiting for a particu-

In my mind, the best 
abstract art has at 

its core just as much 
sound craft, technical 
skill and thoughtful-
ness as any classical 

figurative piece.
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lar response to them. Sometimes it can 
take me a year to feel the urge to act on 
the surface of a previous series. Once I 
have that urge, I begin to set up a new 
set of parameters that I wish to explore 
with my visual language, being guided 
by the urge, whatever it may be, that 
I have when looking at my previous 
series. 

For example, in my last series, each 
painting has a singular figure in an 
environment, and the figure is more 
important (takes up more space) than 
the environment. I played with color in 
a particular way that was more about 
visual vibration than anything else. My 
instincts when looking at this series 
was that I wanted more environment 
to play with, more space, and I wanted 
more variety in the way that the figure 
was painted, sloppier in some areas 

and more controlled in others. Lastly, I 
wanted my colors to have more subtlety 
and variations, but without losing my 
overall sense of color. 

With these urges in mind I started a 
new series working to create composi-
tions that give me more environment to 
paint and play with. I also increased the 
number of figures per painting. Instead 
of one figure, I have four or five figures 
in each painting, allowing me to paint 
the figures differently, treating some as 
simple compositional elements and oth-
ers more complexly. Lastly, I selected a 
location with particular colors allowing 
me to play with color in my usual man-
ner of visual vibration, while thinking 
more about space when I am doing it, 
playing new games with values, neu-
trals, and color temperatures to indicate 
or warp the space.     
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What first sparked your interest in art?   

Disney and anatomy. I have always 
enjoyed drawing. I don’t recall when 
that started, but by middle school I was 
drawing all the time. As a kid I would 
draw from books with Disney charac-
ters. In high school, I found some old 
anatomy books lying around and began 
to draw from those, copying the bones 
and the muscle. I loved the challenge 
and would spend hours drawing bones, 
skulls, and body parts without skin, the 
muscles and tendons exposed.     

Who is one artist that has influenced 
you and how?  

I love and have been influenced by 
so many artists over the years, which 
is evident by the number of art books I 
have in my collection. I am an art book 
junkie. However, if I had to narrow it 
down, I would say two people. Baop-
ing Chen and Jackie Manning. Baop-
ing Chen is an instructor I had during 
graduate school. He is a very technically 

skilled artist, academically trained in 
China, who moved to the United States 
where he received another master’s 
degree in Modern and Contemporary 
Western Art History. Baoping under-
stood and valued craft and skill, but he 
also believed art was more than that. 
He was instrumental in shaping the 
way in which I see art, my understand-
ing of the creative process, and most 
importantly the value and necessity of 
merging life and art. His lectures were 
wonderful. He would of course talk 
about form, value, composition and the 
likes, but oftentimes his class lectures 
would flower into something that more 
resembled a motivational speech or 
spiritual sermon. His influence is im-
measurable.   

The second artist is my wife, Jackie 
Manning. She is a very talented painter, 
and I admire her skill and ability, 
however her influence on me is of a 
different nature regarding her way of 
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“being” an artist. Jackie has an open and 
versatile yet unwavering aesthetic. Her 
devotion and trust in her aesthetic is re-
markable and allows her to create from 
a place that is always true to her. She 
also has a particular 
bravery that couples 
well with her aesthet-
ic and the new places 
it leads her. I have 
watched her, over 
the years, jump into 
unknown territory 
with an attitude of 
exploration that ends 
up creating wonderful 
art. It is an invaluable 
influence to have on 
a daily basis in the 
studio. 

What is your artistic 
process when creat-
ing a piece?   

Once I have deter-
mined “how” I want 
to paint in a given 
series, I then hire 
models and select a 
location that will best 
allow me to create successful paintings 
with my new visual parameters in mind. 
I spend a good deal of time thinking 
about where I am in life, and what top-
ics are currently important to me when 
selecting the location for the photo 
shoot. I resist the urge to be too literal 
in this area. A good painting should be 
open. This openness, or lack of literal-
ness, allows for me to engage more 
honestly with the piece while I create, 
thereby allowing me to insert more of 
myself into the piece. This openness 
also benefits the viewer, allowing them 

to experience the piece instead of inter-
preting the piece’s meaning.  

Once I have my photo references in 
hand I begin to work towards the actual 
paint application. I have created an 

elaborate process 
separating all of 
the thinking and 
decision-making 
process from the 
actual application 
of paint. This way, 
when I begin to ap-
ply the paint, I can 
act, react, and paint 
with abandon. I’m 
not concerned with 
things that might 
slow me down 
such as mixing a 
particular color, 
etc. The first step is 
roughly sorting out 
my attack for this 
layer of the paint-
ing. I spend hours, 
but oftentimes days 
looking at the piece, 
playing the “what 
if” game. I visually 

imagine potential brush stroke passag-
es, their opacity or transparency, as well 
as particular color combinations.   

From there I make a loose game plan 
in my sketchbook. I do not hold myself 
to this sketch—it only serves as a start-
ing point for when I am just painting 
and responding. Then I spend an entire 
day mixing small swatches of different 
color combinations and testing them on 
the surface of the canvas. Once I have 
selected my colors I begin to mix large 
batches of these colors in buckets and 

I love the direct 
nature of charcoal, 
as well as its simple 

versatility. 
With charcoal you get 
a spectrum that runs 
from bold and primal, 

to delicate and  
refined.
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bowls, carefully matching the swatches 
perfectly. This can range from 5-15 
colors, depending on the complexity of 
the layer.   

With all of the thinking, planning, 
and decisions worked out, I begin the 
actual painting phase. The application 
of paint is a fraction of the time spent 
compared to my preparatory work, 
except for when a painting is nearing 
its conclusion and the weaving of layers 
becomes more complex.   

How do you choose your color palette?   

I do not have a particular color 
palette in mind when I begin a painting. 
The color palette evolves over time with 
the painting. I generally respond to my 
photo references, sometimes replicating 
the exact colors, sometimes exaggerat-
ing a color. At times, I use the exact op-
posite color of the one depicted in my 

reference. As the painting progresses, 
I spend less time responding to the 
colors in the photograph and more time 
responding to the colors of previous 
layers that already exist on the canvas. 
Color is a very personal thing and most 
often instinctual in nature and applica-
tion. 

What is your favorite piece you’ve 
done so far? Why?   

I can honestly say that I do not have 
a favorite piece. It has taken me a long 
time to say that I enjoy my work. That 
can be a hard thing for an artist, first to 
be able to say it and mean it, and second 
to be able to say it without fear of being 
perceived as arrogant. I do of course 
have pieces that just aren’t working, but 
I don’t hate on them, I just keep work-
ing on them. I often relate to my work 
as if they were my children. If a paint-
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ing is awkward and not coming into 
its own, I jokingly say that this piece 
is going through puberty. Thank God 
most parents loved us through those 
years, and Mother Nature didn’t leave 
us in that stage of our development. 
Regarding my “children,” I can’t say that 
I love all my paintings the same; I love 
them each for different reasons. They 
all represent a part of me, the good and 
the bad, the way that our children do. 
I would love to create a piece of work 
that I could say is my favorite, if only to 
see what that one piece would look like. 

How does your art inform your teach-
ing and vice versa?  

My artwork is indeed informed by 
teaching. I have noticed that whatever 
we are focused on in the class tends 
to come out more heavily in my own 
work. For example, if we are studying 
how light falls on a form, I tend to be 
more form focused in my own personal 
work. More interestingly, teaching 
forces me to slow down and look at 
what I do from a different perspective. 
Dismantling my approach as though I 
were a student learning then piecing it 

back together helps me to take my work 
further. There are times when I will be 
working on a drawing in my studio and 
I find myself talking in my head to my 
students, as I would during a demo, ex-
plaining why I am employing a certain 
technique.   

As for my artwork and how it in-
forms my teaching: this would be most 
evident in my openness to my stu-
dents’ art, in all its style, coupled with 
my emphasis on the foundations and 
technical skill. My artwork is a hybrid 
of classical figurative work and abstrac-
tion. In my mind, the best abstract 
art has at its core just as much sound 
craft, technical skill and thoughtfulness 
as any classical figurative piece. The 
inverse is also true. The strongest classi-
cal art has equivalent creative, emotive 
and expressive qualities as that of the 
strongest abstract pieces. Rembrandt 
and de Kooning are equals from where I 
view things. In my classroom I empha-
size foundations and technical skills 
but remain open to creativity. I strive 
to help students see the power in what 
they have created, regardless of style, 
and help them to push things further. 
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The Curious Visitor
Greg Capito, Juneau

Pulling guard duty was not one of my favorite details in South Vietnam. But af-
ter nearly 12 months in country, I learned to roll with the punches and take any as-
signment in order to get the job done. Just do it and move on was my mantra. After 
all, as a draftee, the Army could only have its way with me a few weeks more, then 
I would rotate back to the World and resume my life as a college student, hopefully 
with all my fingers and toes.

I mentioned to the duty officer (OD) that company policy was clear; any soldier 
with less than two weeks left in country was exempt from details “outside the 
wire”. And anticipating my rotation back to the States, I had turned in all of my 
gear. The officer was equally adamant that the requirements of the Army came first. 
He then explained that sharp-eyed Chinese Nung mercenaries usually manned 
these posts. But as the war wound down, the Nung security unit was disbanded.  
And so at midnight, I was transported by jeep to a private compound about three 
miles from my Army base. The OD said very little about what I should expect. His 
silence suggested that holding down the fort until morning was a simple task that 
needed no explanation.

I stumbled into the dark, musty, sandbagged bunker adjacent to the front gate. 
A cluster of pastel colored, single story buildings were formed into a U-shape that 
framed a walled courtyard. Doors were bolted shut and window shutters were 
closed tight. No lights or noise came from the compound. Maybe during the co-
lonial period this was a French villa but there was no way to know for sure what I 
was guarding or why. So this appeared to be yet another meaningless detail in a war 
that the Army and I were losing interest in.

There was only one direction to observe and that was the vacant lot directly in 
front of the bunker. Powerful searchlights positioned inside the compound flooded 
the field with blinding illumination while the musty bunker remained dark and 
silent. I felt my way around and found a well-used stack of Asian girlie magazines 
but couldn’t locate a radio telephone and concluded there was no communications 
with the outside world. Because of a strictly enforced curfew, there were no street 
vendors, foot or motorized traffic to watch. Anyone moving around in the dark-
ness was considered the enemy and the penalty for violating the curfew was severe. 
Then the reality of this situation sunk in: I was guarding a dead spot on the map 
in a truly desolate outpost of dubious military value. Sliding the heavy bandoleer 
of ammunition off my shoulder, I unzipped my flak jacket and prepared for a long 
night’s vigil.

I promised myself never to fall asleep on guard duty. Stories real or imagined of 
sentries who had their throats slit came to mind. Then too fear of stealthy sappers 
loaded with explosives kept me awake and peering intently out of the bunker.

As 3:00 am approached it became even harder to stay awake. It was shaping up 
to be a slow and very boring night. Humid, tropical air enveloped me, dulling my 
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senses and pressuring my eyelids to close, moving me closer to blissful sleep. Eas-
ing the back of my head onto a sandbag I took off my steel helmet and slid out of 
the heavy flak jacket trying to get more comfortable. At this hour, the entire world 
seemed to be in bed and I craved my share of sleep.

For the thousandth time I leaned forward and peered thru the firing port in 
the wire gazing at the illuminated and vacant stubble field. It was another piece of 
ground made derelict by the war. Just beyond this open area were ramshackle, tin 
roofed huts surrounded by pools of fetid water that gave off a disgusting odor in 
the intense heat.

And then he suddenly appeared, a small, slightly built Vietnamese dressed in tra-
ditional pajama-like black peasant garb consisting of trousers and a matching long 
sleeve shirt. Loose fitting Ho Chi Minh sandals completed his ensemble. A thatch 
of dark, coal black hair stood straight up on the top of his head. He looked to be in 
his mid-twenties; his face was serene and curious.

The vacant field was drenched in the powerful beams of the searchlights; he was 
standing less than 100 meters away. So why I hadn’t seen him before was a com-
plete mystery. Oddly enough, he made no effort to mask his presence. Then, he 
moved slowly and deliberately towards the bunker closing the distance between us. 
As the strange visitor drew closer, my eyes shifted to his hands, which hung limply 
in a neutral position at his sides. No weapon was visible. In fact, nothing was un-
usual about his appearance but as he stepped closer, muscles in my neck tightened 
as I slid the M-16 rifle into one of the firing ports, leveling the weapon directly at 
his chest. I was certain he couldn’t see me because the floodlights made it impos-
sible for his eyes to penetrate the darkened bunker.

Ever so carefully, I quietly slid a round into the chamber of my weapon, moved 
the selector switch forward and then placed my finger gently on the safety. I slowed 
my rate of breathing to muffle any sound that would betray me. Remaining silent 
and invisible might protect us both. Mentally I had measured out a line 50 meters 
from the bunker that he could not cross. But what would I do if he stepped over 
this line and moved closer to the bunker?

My mind raced back and forth and the “what ifs” came in quick succession. Was 
he carrying hidden explosives or was this a reconnaissance mission for a future sap-
per attack? Or maybe he worked in the compound during the day and was merely 
scavenging material from the buildings. There was no way to know as I peered 
intently at this strange aberration. More importantly, what was the penalty for 
shooting a seemingly unarmed Vietnamese national whose only offense, however 
bizarre, was curiosity? 

Without radio communication or backup I was in a difficult fix. The Brits, in an 
earlier war, would have called this situation a “sticky wicket”. And it clearly was.

 Finally, I formulated a plan: if he crossed the 50 meter line, I would order him to 
“dung lai” and if this verbal warning to stop was ignored I would fire a single round 
over his head. If he took any aggressive action like charging the bunker I would kill 
him.
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Rosalinda Ainza, French Quarter, NOLA
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Silently, we faced off with just 50 meters between us. For a full minute he 
seemed to stare straight at me. Then suddenly, in an unhurried way, he backed off 
ending our game of hide and seek. In seconds, he disappeared into the darkness 
beyond the lighted perimeter. Settling back onto the sandbags, I quickly slipped 
back into my heavy flak jacket and steel pot then resumed my silent vigil, now more 
nervous than ever, wondering if he would return with friends. But mercifully, the 
long night passed without further incident.

Slowly, as streaks of daylight tip toed onto the horizon, I realized that my salva-
tion was at hand as a cloud of dust signaled that the duty officer was returning in a 
jeep to pick me up. The OD, a man of few words, looked hot, irritated and uncom-
fortable. His rumpled, sweat stained, jungle fatigues perfectly matched his gloomy 
disposition. As his eyes moved from under his helmet he turned and asked if my 
guard detail had passed quietly. Shifting nervously in my seat, I simply nodded in 
the affirmative not wanting to engage in a conversation that would prompt a flood 
of questions I had already asked myself and could not answer. It was better to fol-
low my mantra and remain silent. Because for me, this lunacy would end in less 
than two weeks.

When we arrived back at the military compound I returned my gear to the 
armory, then stumbled into my hooch trying to get some sleep before stifling heat 
made that impossible. About three hours later I awoke drenched in sweat.

So I wrapped myself in a towel and walked across the compound to the shower 
room. In the distance, I saw the company clerk marching briskly towards me wav-
ing a sheaf of papers. His crisply starched uniform shimmered in the bright sun-
light as he closed the distance between us. I wondered if yet another meaningless 
detail was in the offing. In a booming voice, loud enough for all to hear he declared, 
“sergeant, you’re going to love me. Your orders just came in. There is a truck convoy 
leaving for Cam Rahn Bay tomorrow afternoon. From there you will proceed to 
Ton San Nhut Air Base and catch the Freedom Bird home.”

I was stunned; my orders to rotate back to the States had suddenly arrived. I 
stared at the papers in disbelief and then in the middle of the company area did a 
little gig singing out loud …. “with all my fingers and all my toes I’m goin’ back to 
the world, back to the world.”

“And sergeant, one last thing,” the excited clerk muttered, interrupting my im-
promptu song and dance, “don’t forget your shot records.”

How sweet it was to finally leave that awful place. And just three days later I was 
sitting in Ft. Lewis, Washington anxiously waiting for a flight home.

Nearly 50 years have passed since that memorable guard detail but I am still 
haunted by unanswered questions: Was this Vietnamese national really trying to 
harm me? Did he survive the War, go to school, marry and raise a family? And most 
importantly, what kind of person would I be today if I had taken the life of another 
human being whose only mistake, no matter how bizarre, was curiosity?
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Unmitigated Fear
Jack Campbell, Excursion Inlet

Some evenings when November shadows 
begin to shrink, I hike the back loop
to observe movements of creatures 
passing along the muddy trail. 
Splayed Devil’s Club and 
yellow cottonwood leaves 
cover footfall of many travelers. 
Maybe I’ll spy a mouse’s soft parade 
of hieroglyphics, a marten’s furry 
pod prints, brown bear tracks 
that would not fit in a plate. 

Just before I hear them,  
several wolves have cut the trail. 
I carry no side-arm, no medieval pike. 
My only line of defense —a tenor shriek. 

Once upon a time, Little Red Riding Hood 
met Romeo. Later, his furry cousin 
ambushed a Chihuahua on Lemon Creek Trail. 
Seven years earlier, an hour and a half before sunset, 
on the outskirts of Chignik Lake, 
a pack took down a jogger. 

I begin to backtrack for the cabin. 
I realize fear is a vowel somewhere 
in the howl of a wolf. 
The pack moves with the wind.
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Homage
Abigail Calkin, Gustavus

The stories and ghosts of all soldiers and civilians
 from both sides must be all over that place.  
    (Russell Cahill, 2017)

I stand on Omaha Beach—
wind bites me 
surf pounds my wet shoes. 
I smell waves of salt and blood, 
see men hit the ocean, 
rifles held high. 
They walk through water to reach the day’s low tide as
boots mark sand 
fear marks hearts 

Tide 
brings sand in takes sand out 
brings sand in takes sand out 
day after day, decade after decade. 

My fingers leave their traces as I 
cup sand. Is this the same sand 
soldiers crossed 

—that goes out to sea and then returns 
millennium after millennium? Did Betty’s father
run across this sand? Adrenalin surging,
heart pounding, eyes focused. 
Did First Lt. Cleveland Pinnix 
lead his men across this beach? 
Is this the same sand of the beginning? of 1944?

This sand
memorial to the men who did not make it home, 
memorial to those who did. Still today, tide and sand 
come in and go out 
come in and go out…

I walk into the water…
return my handful of history to its home.
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Cara Murray, Jumping the Net

What I Read Before I Could
JoAnn Cunningham, Haines
In memory of my neighbor from childhood

Swirls on the page 
Like a figure skater’s turns on ice,
A bird’s dip and swoop before it climbs again,
An autumn leaf fluttering to silence, its point made. 

I saw it when I was too young to read or write. 
Her wrinkled hands penned 
Elegant, artful flight on white. 
Whatever those words said, they meant beauty. 

Her garden, too, profuse with blooms, 
Stunned the surrounding desert. 

These were her signature on the world.
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Barn Swallows
Bonnie Demerjian, Wrangell

Your knife-sharp turns and glides make mock of planes  
whose runways are your spacious feeding grounds.   
They rank in speed but you’re an adept too.    
In you perfected avian grace abounds.      

Your lyric swoop is far beyond our ken  
though dream of flight swept through my girlhood sleep.  
Propelled at night with thrill of dart and chase,   
I was a swallow-child in slumber deep.  

Today those wheeling dreams are done, and yet  
my fractured sleep is not a time of ease.       
Still, darting swallows in their fierce pursuit      
enchant my earthbound self, a sweet release.

Gordon Harrison, Hawk Owl
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A Brother for a Knife 
Maranda Clark, UAS Student, Juneau

Garlic stained hands 
burn from an open cut. 
I continue to mince; 
garlic’s perfect he says. 

A re-opened cut burns 
from salt and lemons.  
Garlic’s burning! he says 
as he holds up a towel 

damp with salt and lemons. 
I reach for a clean cloth; 
he holds up the stained towel, 
You shouldn’t be wasteful. 
 
I reach for the soiled cloth 
and toss it into the trash,
should I’ve been wasteful?
My fingers still burn.  

Tossing trash is what my 
garlic stained hands do. 
With burning fingers, 
I continue to mince.



 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 1 8  6 9

Sandy Lackore, Untitled
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7.24.2017
Alayna Duncan, Juneau

Forget me not 
I want you to miss me like 
How Juneau missed summer this year-
You’re Juneau 
And I’m summer.

Pick up a forget me not and think of me 
Listen to the waves and think of my face 
Turn up the music and wonder how I am

Do whatever, the less I know the better 
Just miss me like the Juneau weather.

Rustin Gooden, Chilkat Bald Eagle Preserve on Fire
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Caught in Winter
Kent Fielding, Skagway

I wanted to tell her about my neighbor, 
The one who watched dog teams race through 
Paper birch, black spruce, near her cabin 
When the snow became deep. The neighbor 
Who smoked in forty below, shook in a thin 
Jacket, then filled woods with his release, “I’m alive!” 
The neighbor who went cross-country skiing 
Ended buried in an avalanche of a mountain’s 
Awakening: Spring’s first shiver.  
How he told me the weekend before, 
“Can’t go up there. Too dangerous, too much snow. 
A mountain can only hold so much.” But, still he went, 
Wanted to see the peace of it, the beauty of it, 
The moon whose pulse reaches out to kiss, 
Illuminate snow, light captured within 
The drift’s glimmer. I remember how 
The rescuers described the event: 
The fury of being caught in that white wave 
As it swept over him at a hundred miles an hour, 
Dragged him along. How his hand broke the snow’s 
Surface where it left him. A blue-gloved fist 
Sticking up like a flag, a sign of defiance, 
A last hope that someone would find him, 
Pull him out.         
  And they did, four days too late. 
His eyes frozen open, brown pupils faded to grey, 
His mouth full of ice as lungs had sucked in snow 
In final effort. In his disappearing breath, 
Did the depleted oxygen uncover suffocated thoughts: 
A desire to tell a mother, I sorry; sorry for leaving 
So many times with no contact.

I wanted to tell her about his cabin in the woods. 
How he built it, cut and hauled the logs 
Up the small ridge, up on the edge of Ester Dome, 
Up where trees bend with snow’s weight, 
Where moose wander freely in winter’s dark. 
He covered the gaps with pitch, cut windows 
In the right direction—South—so the small room 
Would receive all of winter’s brief light. 



72 U N I V E R S I T Y  O F  A L A S K A  S O U T H E A S T

He had planned his own shifting there, 
Some map of future moments, some calculation 
Of the importance of choice and lifestyle. 
I wanted to tell her how my friend Joanna
Brought the land from his mother, his mother 
Who refused the trip, refused to understand 
How he lived, maybe why he died. 
How Joanna let the land he cleared heal, 
Grow over his invasion, cover-up his intrusion, 
And the cabin slowly decayed with weather 
And time like a body left out in open air.  

I wanted to tell her that the beauty of a winter 
Mountain is the knowledge of its brevity, its power. 
It is a symbol of life against which we all rebel 
As we get sucked under in its white roar. 

Rustin Gooden, Untitled 
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White Trash
Kent Fielding, Skagway

Two sisters, twelve and ten 
Tears streaming down their cheeks 
Stand in their front yard 
Before them, the neighborhood boys 
Pick though their family’s trash—a washer machine, 
Boxes filled with every toy they own: 
Barbie dolls, Cabbage Patch Kids, Slinkys, 
Lego blocks, plastic army soldiers, G.I. Joes, 
Cast-metal fire trucks.   

Last night father 
Brain, whiskey-fired, a bonfire burning all winter’s wood,
Sat at a game, drew a full-house aces high 
Felt like a teenager on a Saturday-night car ride, free, speeding the back roads 
Wild and still time to change the world, still time to be that American hero 
Dizzy with action, confidence and youthful looks 
Wished he had a farm to bet or at least a herd of cattle 
Felt the money multiplying in his pockets like a barn of cats all meowing 
Wanted to shout to his daddy, “I ain’t no loser, you were wrong Daddy-O 
This cat’s escaping the gutter, going out on the town. Gonna buy that new  
 Cadillac”
Threw a $1000 down, yelled, “CALL” and danced a drink down his throat 
Watched five spades: Ten, Jack, Queen, King, Ace 
Throw dirt on him bury him in the churchyard with a small square stone:
Here rests Harold, his vision dull and useless
Took it as a sign, a meteor burning in his veins: 
God is watching. My family owns too much. 
Went home where his tongue became sandpaper 
Roughed-up the smooth, quiet air: 
“Spoiled brats,” he woke the girls from dreams of snow forts,
“You have. You have and don’t appreciate.”
Hurled a whiskey pint through window 
Jagged glass hung, shards fell 
From the girls eyes as they huddled in bed. 
“Harold,” Mother screamed, “Who’s gonna clean that?”
At 3 am, the white curtain night, full bone of moon 
And their father’s voice a fist
They picked up every possession they owned 
Dumped them in boxes of cardboard, dragged to street, 
Watched, as father snored whiskey from body, 
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Watched the morning red creep into the world, a flame, an announcement
Nothing’s ever going to change, no one’s ever going to come. No white knight,  
no good Christian, no gun-toking cowboy. Not even a longhaired, stoned  
revolutionary nodding “PEACE PEACE”

Only the ghosts of cemeteries will be our friends
Watched as the young, unwashed neighborhood boys, gathered 
At their door, to take the G.I. Joes, the Slinkys, take the Barbie dolls 
For BB gun practice, take the cabbage patch dolls to burn, take all they own 
Asking, “You’re throwing these out?”
And the girls nod, “We don’t need them anymore.”
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Want
Beatrice Franklin, UAS Staff, Juneau

You can never have enough — 

chocolate chips in a cookie 
poppies on a silk scarf 
kite string on a spool 
garlic in spaghetti 
elegance at a dinner party 
salt air trailing seaweed 
bricks to build a mansion 
silicone for Playboy breasts 
excuses for missing a flight 
wisdom to be an oracle 
poison to deter true friends 
sweetness to convince enemies 
caution to look both ways 
strength to hold the buoy 
laughter to soften your face 
humility to soften your gaze 
lies to tell your story 
cages for your regrets 
pennies to wish for grace 
light to make out reason.
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U pon hearing I would have the  
opportunity to work with Vivian 

I was slightly apprehensive, as I knew 
Vivian has been published in previ-
ous editions of this journal, but I was 
excited to hear her advice as a published 
writer to a student writer in train-
ing. After researching her writing and 
reading up on her blog Planet Alaska it 
became clear that she is a treasure-trove 
of culturally-rich knowledge and talent. 
Working with Vivian in this interview 
proved a rewarding experience for me 
as I researched her work as I was able to 
experience a style of storytelling new to 
me. I believe Vivian’s work will be just 
as influential for all the readers who will 
get to see a glimpse of her process and 
connect to her work.

Could you describe your initial writing 
process? 

Since moving to my fishcamp in 
Wrangell, my writing process must be 
flexible, because when it’s time to fish 
or pick berries or harvest seaweed, the 
writing must wait. I’ve had to balance 
writing and the subsistence life. I always 

carry a small notebook just in case the 
muse wants to go pick blueberries. 

I enjoy writing early in the morning 
and I write for a few hours a day on a 
particular project. I like to be done by 
noonish. My poetry is initially crafted in 
blue ink on half-sized tablets. I often sit 
and have coffee and read another poet’s 
work. That’s a good way to get the 
muse up and awake. I write longhand 
in notebooks before I use the computer. 
Sometimes, though, I can’t read my own 
writing. That can be problematic.

What does your editing process en-
tail? How do you decide when a piece 
is ready to be shared? 

Editing a story’s second draft is the 
hardest part for me. I’m apprehensive 
when I have to look it over because I’m 
afraid it’s going to be awful. I have to 
be able to recognize whether or not it’s 
going to work as a story or if it’s just a 
crappy first draft. For some reason edit-
ing poetry is more enjoyable. Lately I’ve 
been editing work in the late afternoons 
or evenings. I focus on one poem. I love 
trying out new words and rearrang-

Interview by Hannah Near, UAS Student, Juneau

I N T E R T W I N I N G  L A N G U A G E  W I T H  N A T U R E
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ing words into surprising languages 
and structures. I know when a poem 
is ready to send out when I feel I can’t 
make it any better—when I’ve said what 
I wanted to say. It should work on paper 
and when read out loud. A poem can 
take months from start to finish, and 
a story can even take longer. I read my 
stories out loud too, but often at a later 
stage. 

You’ve been published with the small 
but prestigious press Red Hen; could 
you elaborate on your experience with 
them? 

My short story collection is pub-
lished with Boreal Books, which is an 
Alaskan imprint of Red Hen Press. 
Boreal Books was started by Peggy Shu-
maker, a former Alaska Writer Laureate. 
Peggy is encouraging and professional, a 
real advocate for Alaskan writers. All the 
people at Red Hen, from start to finish, 
have been great to work with. The hard-
est part of the process was considering 
publicity, where and how I’m going to 
promote my book. I’m an introvert. Go-
ing out into the world to promote my 
writing is hard for me. I can do social 
media, though, which is what publish-
ers expect nowadays. 

What are publishers’ expectations 
about a writer’s social media platform?

Most publishers nowadays expect 
authors/poets to use social media such 
as Twitter, Facebook, Instagram, etc., 
for promoting work. Some writers start 
a specific book page or an author page 
on Facebook. Publishers will also want 
to know which social networks you use 
in order to tag you in promotions. At 
the very least publishers want you to set 
up a website.

I want the 
Dear Reader 

to ponder, 
to see or 

understand 
something 

they haven't 
considered 

before.



 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 1 8  7 9

How would you say that being pub-
lished has changed your writing style 
and/or process? 

Being published has made me aware 
people are reading what I have to say. 
I’ve become more experimental, more 
willing to challenge myself. I create 
video and audio poems and collages. I 
also recently wrote a story for an aug-
mented reality project. Being published 
gives the hesitant or reluctant writer 
validation. It can make the shy writer 
more willing to put their work out there 
again. For me, it made me confident 
enough to claim that I am a writer. It’s 
who I am and what I do. 

What has been the most rewarding 
thing in writing your latest collection 
of short stories, The Dead Go to Seattle? 

The stories in The Dead Go to Seattle 
have been in the works for almost a 
decade. I didn’t intend a collection, 
really, I just kept writing stories and 
sending them out to journals. Some 
of the stories started out as poems. It 
was extremely rewarding to realize I 
had enough short stories to consider 
compiling them. I hired an editor, An-
dromeda Romano Lax, to help edit. She 
was worth every penny. But the most 
rewarding thing was to see The Dead 
Go to Seattle as a finished project, even 
before it was made into a book, to print 
out the whole darn thing and read the 
stories out loud and know they were 
done. Now it seems really odd to see 
someone reading the finished book, to 
see it on their coffee table, or have them 
pull it out of their backpack. On social 
media, my readers often share a photo 
of the book or themselves reading the 
book. 

What would you say was the most dif-
ficult part? 

The most difficult part of creating 
The Dead Go to Seattle was sending the 
completed manuscripts out to agents 
and publishers. Sending my work out 
still scares me. I sent The Dead Go to 
Seattle to half a dozen agents, maybe 
more, and it was turned down each 
time. I also sent it to a few publishers’ 
open submissions and to a few contests. 
I even sent it to an agent who repre-
sents several Alaskan writers. The agent 
said, basically, the collection didn’t hold 
her attention. I wanted to respond: 
“But did you read the story where a 
woman falls in love with a boat?” It’s 
difficult to face rejection. I’ve received 
a lot of rejections in my career. When 
Peggy Shumaker asked to see some of 
my work, though, I didn’t expect her to 
want to read a short story collection. I 
sent her two poetry manuscripts and 
The Dead Go to Seattle. She responded 
with such enthusiasm about the short 
stories that it got me excited. 

How would you describe the relation-
ship between humans and landscape, 
as written about in your blog "Planet 
Alaska"?  

People and cultures are impacted 
by the landscapes around them; we’re 
intertwined and inseparable from 
the land. For example, when you say 
“Wrangell” you’re also describing me. I 
am that island, that town, the Stikine 
River, 8-Mile Beach, Pats Lake. I am 
everywhere there. It’s more so for my 
children who are Tlingit, T’akdeintaan. 
Their stories, ceremonies, art, language, 
and clans are interwoven with the 
landscape. Whenever someone men-
tions Glacier Bay or Wrangell, they are 
talking about my children.
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For the Sámi people there is a unique 
form of art called yoik. What is some-
thing you want readers to understand 
about the relationship between Sámi 
yoik and the pieces you have written?  

I am drawn to language and especial-
ly how people communicate with na-
ture. Imagine speaking with sounds that 
have meaning for the creator and the 
receiver even if that receiver is a river. A 
yoik is often wordless, or has but a few 
words, and is considered to be an exten-
sion of the person or thing it is about. 
There is a saying: You don’t yoik about 
someone or something; The yoik is the 
person or place. That’s a fascinating 
concept for sure: song as animate. In 
relating it to my own poetry, the poem 
is an extension of the writer but also 
the reader. When Dear Reader reads a 
poem or story, the “movie-in-the-head” 
begins to play. It is alive within the 
reader in that organic form. It becomes 
the reader. Spoken word poets are well 
aware of this: the poem takes on a new 
life when read out loud. The young 
grade school reader who reads a poem 
or a chapter book for the first time is 
well aware of this magic, too.

You worked with the fondly remem-
bered Nora and Richard (Dick) Dauen-
hauer, two of Alaska’s poet laure-
ates. How did that experience impact 
your writing? 

I’ve worked on Tlingit language 
projects with both Nora and Dick. I’ve 
been involved with the Tlingit language 
revitalization since 2000. I’ve attended 
two language immersion camps with 
Nora and Dick, one in Glacier Bay and 
one in Angoon. One summer, I took a 
storytelling class they participated in. 
I’ve also taken a language class where 
the students were co-editors. We helped 

People and 
cultures are 
impacted by 

the landscapes 
around them; 

we’re inter-
twined and 

inseparable 
from the land.
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Nora and Dick edit a manuscript; it was 
hard but rewarding. We laughed a lot! 
My poetry book, The Hide of My Tongue, 
is about my experiences within the 
language revitalization effort, including 
a few poems for and about Nora and 
Dick. I’ve participated in several poetry 
events with them: Beyond Heritage 
and at a Sharing Our Knowledge Clan 
Conference. They used to fondly call 
me and my daughter, Vivian Mork Yélk’, 
the “Two Vivians.” My daughter is also 
a poet. Both Nora and Dick’s work have 
influenced my own writing. Dick’s Gla-
cier Bay Concerto and Nora’s The Dron-
ing Shaman are my favorites. Glacier Bay 
Concerto made my own work braver; 
Nora’s Droning Shaman made my work 
more precise and introspective. I read 
both these works at a time when I was 
researching my Sámi heritage. It’s sad 
that Nora and Dick have walked into 
the forest. It’s hard to talk about. 

What passion would you say is the 
focus for your current project? 

I probably could be more focused on 
one project, but I always have several 
projects in the works and a few ideas 
always brewing. I tend to schedule 
projects according to seasons. I recently 

received an Alaska Literary Award, so 
I’ll be focusing on writing more poems 
about climate change and my relation-
ship to salmon. I’ve also started outlin-
ing a novel. I’ve begun filling a notebook 
with chapters and ideas. And, of course, 
there’s always a poetry collection to 
complete. Over a decade ago I began 
to write poems from a collection called 
The Journal of the Thirsty Chemical Soci-
ety. Two chapbooks from that work are 
already published: Slick and Sludge. But 
the larger section, Reek, isn’t finished 
yet. 

How do you hope your stories and 
poems impact people? 

Mostly I want people to enjoy them. 
I also want the Dear Reader to ponder, 
to see or understand something they 
haven’t considered before, and certainly 
to relate to the poem or story. It would 
be nice if the story or poem would stay 
with the Dear Reader and become a 
part of their story. When it rains a lot 
I still recall the day my middle school 
teacher read to us “All Summer in a 
Day.” It was the perfect story to read 
on a rainy Southeast Alaskan day when 
you’re stuck inside. 
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How to say IT
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

say it fast—SÁMI-AMERICAN-AMERICAN-Sámi. Hyphenate.  
put some distance between words and generations and peoples 
and indigenousness. When they look confused say IT. Grit your teeth  
but say  
IT: LAPP, Lappland, lalalalala. SAY IT then SPIT this “IT” out. 

runyourwordstogether:indigenousindigenousUS. Not US, as in country, but as in 
peoples. Nod when the young woman says she’s a white Indian. Wonder about cor-
recting the corrections and her imperfections and misconceptions. Say Sámi with 
an “aw.” Sigh when she says her mother had her eyes done, unfolded and enfolded 
the epicanthal fold to blend in with the fold. Her heritage drooping into her line of 
sight. 

Say white-skinned, say light-skinned. Say epicanthal fold and cheekbones.  
Epicanthal folds and oblique palpebral fissureshypotheses—evolutionary adaption 
to harsh winds and snow, Blepharoplasty (Greek: blepharon, “eyelid” + plassein “to 
form”)

SAY IT. High tone it. Double vowel it. Look IT up on the Internet. Say Sámi with 
a Sam-i-am. Say IT like a Saami, like a saw, like a cutting blade, like something you 
had seen. But you are unseen. Hidden. Forbidden. Someone said, “Like a white In-
dian.” Someone said, “I’m 1 % Sámi.” Someone said, “You’re not from here.” Some-
one said, “You are an alien, a real one from outer space.” Someone always said, says, 
who you are. Define. Classify. Someone said, “You’re on the internet.” Someone 
stared at you. Someone said nothing. Someone saw nothing. 

Say United Nations Declarations. Guide. Affirm. Concern. Recognize. Welcome. 
Articles 1 through 46. Theron. Herein. Indigenous. Rights. Right? Yeah, right. 

Say it sloooooooow. Sámi. Say it with your breath. And when IT comes out of your 
mouth, know this is the first time. Of many times. Enjoy. Feel IT on your tongue. 
See IT on your face. Mirror, mirror in the hall on the wall, in books, in the dirty 
looks, in the anthropological notes. Know you are no Joke. Know this is not the last 
time you will say IT. Write it. Decolonize it. Hold it. A tight embrace is always a fist. 
Never let it rest. Carry IT across the ocean. 

Sámi. 

Appeared in Traveling with the Underground People



 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 1 8  8 3

Crystal Worl, The Seaweed, the Herring, and the Seal
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Alyssa Fischer, Icicles 
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Top Ten Signs of Climate Change
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

1. My father tells a story of a severe winter that lingered through March: The 
earth shook; my cousin was swept away by a tidal wave. That winter, my father 
dug up a frozen sewer main by hand to unthaw it. Fishermen had a good 
salmon catch that year. 

2. I inhale too many mosquitos now. 

3. The salmon berries are rotten from the sun. 

4. The thimbleberries are rotten from the torrential rain.

5. My father goes out trolling and doesn’t catch a salmon.  
My father goes out trolling again and doesn’t catch a salmon. 

6. We don’t eat shelled sea creatures: no crab, no cockles, no clams or geoducks.  
We know better—Alexandrium species, Pseudo-nitzschia species, Dinophysis 
species. 

7. My sister’s ex sister-in-law is shot to death along with her teenage daughter 
and niece by my ex-husband’s new girlfriend’s ex-husband. He murdered them 
and then shot himself—and caused a heat sink scenario, the water bodies at 
the terminus acted as thermal energy and Shakes Glacier began to retreat. 

8. My father tells the story of working in the sawmill, of working at the Forest 
Service, of fishing for winter kings. He stares out the window of our fishcamp 
at the 50-degree ocean, and imagines another story. 

9. Legend says my children’s ancestors traveled over ice. My own ancestors 
migrated over ice across Scandinavia after the Wind Man cleared a path with 
a shovel. I think about this legend. I invent words for our new oral tradition: 
neoglacialgenic, defishification, griefologic cycle.

10. My normothermia is 101.6 degrees. 

Appeared in Prairie Schooner
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Spildi—Very Thin Layer of Ice on  
Water or Milk
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

A weathered calling along this shoreline
is but a throaty rumbling

that leaves us to this migration— 
We are tearstung with chapped faces, 
moving through time until we touch
 
the silver sea with our fingers and hooves 
and we go under this surface world
and start singing

*In Sámi dialects there are hundreds of words for snow

Appeared in Our Tents Are Small Volcanoes (Quills Edge Press)
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Doali—Road or track covered by snow,  
but still distinguishable
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

Somewhere I’ve seen you wake up the sun.
It’s like we were old women together 

like this before. You and I, back then healing time 
while days and nights slipped across our trails. 

Beyond the hill, roofs appeared and smoke 
curled to clouds.
 
In our boredom, with our bones creaking,
we tossed stones into the nearby river. 

Like the old proverb says: 
Throwing a stone in the river causes rain.

At the edge of the river—rosebay, willowherb, 
Jacob’s ladder and monkhood filled the meadow,

poplars flickered gold and green. It rained
and we turned to each other, leaving us skin-tender.

*In Sami dialects there are hundreds of words for snow
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Ceremony After the Wrangell Fire
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

The night after the town burned down, Main Street smoked while kids plun-
dered through the remains of planked and false-fronted buildings. The rain and 
spray from the water hoses soaked their clothing. Berta, twenty-five years old, 
rummaged through old Mary Bjelland’s Alaska Curios store and discovered her 
great-grandmother’s basket in a broken safe. Mary had refused to sell the basket 
back to the family, saying it was worth more than the fifty dollars Berta’s mother 
had once offered for it. Now, Berta left ten dollars and took the basket home and 
dried it near the woodstove. After it dried, she held it in her hands, running her 
fingers over the half-salmonberry and the splash-of-raindrops pattern woven on 
its sides. All summer she went berry-picking, filling the basket with red huckleber-
ries, salmonberries, and blueberries. Berries bulged the sides of the basket. Leaves 
and worms made their way into woven raindrops. Berta’s fingertips whorled with 
purple juice, the juice oozing between spruce fibers. At the end of summer, the 
weight of ancient memory became too great and the bottom fell out of the basket. 
Berta dug a hole and buried what remained of her great-grandmother’s basket in a 
shallow grave beneath the berry patch without ceremony, that is, until she spread 
the jam she and her mother made on a piece of toast, taking her great-grandmoth-
er inside.

Appeared in The Dead Go to Seattle (Boreal Books/Red Hen Press)
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Appeared in Building Fires in the Snow: A collection of Alaskan LGBT short fiction and poetry. 
University of Alaska Press.

Before the World of Men and Boys, There 
Was the Land of Girls
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

Our fingertips drew glyphs 
on one another’s backs: 
 Spiraling Venus’ hand mirror, 

my girlfriends and me, in the dark
at church camp, tracing the shield 
 and spear of Mars. 

One girl lay on the floor, the others 
 gathered round chanting—

Light as a feather, stiff as a board. 
Light as a feather, stiff as a board. 

And with two fingers each placed beneath 
her body, we levitated her higher and higher,
 offering our passages—

before we felt the weight of men, when our bodies 
were made of air, when girl-flesh tickled 
 without shame, 

when we lifted our girlfriend up—all breast buds 
and knobby-kneed, raising her toward 
 the Divine.
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The Minister’s Wife
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

I went to bed with a woman—
the minister’s wife, on a Salvation Army
retreat. In the cabin, there were only two beds— 
two women to each bed and we settled in, 

sharing the frayed gold bedspread.
And in the morning I revealed
how she wrapped her legs
around mine, and snuggled closer

to my warmth…I smiled
and her brow furrowed. She jerked
away, apologized for offending 
me—my body—as her body searched 
for heat.

And I wondered if that night, she too 
crossed the reverie, legs entwined, 
lips and tongues spending the night
in all our soft dreaming.

Appeared in Building Fires in the Snow: A collection of Alaskan LGBT short fiction and poetry. 
University of Alaska Press.
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Jimmy Poplawski, Work 3
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Wayne Fanning, Portal
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Appeared in Building Fires in the Snow: A collection of Alaskan LGBT short fiction and poetry. 
University of Alaska Press.

Tales in Fairyland
Vivian Faith Prescott, Featured Writer

We hiked up the muddy trail beside 
Indian River because she wanted 
to show me her favorite place. 

We trudged beneath the spruce canopy
through puddles, damp moss and tree roots, 
until we reached the gravel bar 

of the alder-lined river. Our feet clacked 
over rocks, slipping down beside the bank. 
We ducked our heads under branches, 

where it opened up to a spot with finer sand. 
There surrounded by trees, she pointed—
A fairyland, she said, showing me 

where she once pitched a tent, set up 
a cook stove, where she’d sat writing 
in journals. I stood with her imagining 

this place as it really was—a place 
she’d fled to, where she wept huddled 
in the rain the day her father tried 

hexing her fairies out, yelling her into 
the corner of our living room—
queer, fag, lesbian, queen, dike—

That same day I watched her flee, 
my daughter, running toward these woods— 
clipping fireweed blossoms with her wings.
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Opening Doors
Beatrice Franklin, UAS Staff, Juneau

On a cold April day I lost my keys. 
I was beside myself, unmoored,  
 
   until—

They surfaced in a box of Belgian chocolates. 
They paddled back in a river otter’s mouth. 
They rained from an ominous cumulus. 
They caught fire in the light of a raven’s wing. 
They shimmered on the horn of a mountain goat. 
They crowned the entry of a beaver’s lodge. 
They dangled on the talons of a barn owl. 
They jangled me awake to morning possibility.
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Flourished Too Soon
Mareike Renken, UAS Exchange Student

From a sunlit hut 
I stare at blooming tulips, 

covered in thin frost.

Elise Tomlinson, Douglas Island Tulips
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Withered Leaves
Mareike Renken, UAS Exchange Student

In a sea of brown 
leaves, the wind blows waves among 

trunks of naked trees.

Diana Rossmiller, Signs of Spring
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Welcome to the Bush
Dan Branch, UAS Student, Juneau

With faith of the ignorant, I hand the Wien Air Alaska agent my boarding pass

and enter a blue-carpeted tunnel connecting Anchorage to the plane taking me 
to Bethel, in western Alaska. It’s late September 1976. Outside the airport, birch 
leaves yellow in air cold enough to serve as winter in my native California. 

Cigarette smoke fills the cabin within seconds after the captain extinguishes the 
no smoking signs. He keys his mike as the 737 drops like an express elevator to let 
us know that we are experiencing a little turbulence. Faith slightly shaken, I follow 
his advice to keep my seatbelt fastened but order a double whiskey from the slightly 
swaying stewardess before she pushes her tinkling drinks cart further down the 
service aisle. 

The whiskey soothes but opens carefully closed doors in my mind. Fears tucked 
behind rationales or diversions slide out with panic in tow. It will be below freezing 
when we land in Bethel. Locals in the air terminal will comment, in Yup’ik, about 
each deplaning stranger. I imagine men and woman comfortable in their culture 
pointing at my ridiculous magenta parka and saying, “That funny-looking guy’s 
wearing a coat the color of fireweed flowers.” 

I will dip drinking and washing water from a barrel, live on tasteless Sailor Boy 
pilot bread, maybe even lose teeth from scurvy. I won’t even be able to develop a 
drinking problem because the town banned liquor sales. 

Since Bethel housing lacks indoor plumbing, I will relieve myself in a galvanized 
bucket and live with the smell until emptied by the honey bucket man. Bethelites 
who live in government housing had flush toilets and showers until the power 
plant burned down last winter. Without electricity to heat them, the pipes froze 
and are never expected to thaw. It will take a legislative appropriation to replace 
the system. 

Then there’s my work for Volunteer in Service to America (VISTA) at the Alaska 
Legal Services Office. I’ll have to handle cases involving things I know nothing 
about like domestic violence, child abuse, traditional lands claims, and hunting 
rights. Just months out of a San Francisco law school, still waiting for the bar exam 
results, with only the thin experience of three months at a Mission District legal 
aid office, my big victory there bringing unemployment benefits to a man who 
wore a superhero’s cape to every job interview, I will be expected to represent real 
people with real legal problems. 

Before leaving California, I dreamed about the wild and romantic life on the last 
frontier, a place where people travel between villages by dog sled in winter and pad-
dle skin kayaks in summer. The VISTA bureaucrat who issued me survival gear in 
Anchorage shattered the dream. Skiffs with outboard motors replaced kayaks fifty 
years ago, dog teams are just for racing or camping. “You’ll need this heavy parka 
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for the next nine months,” he said while handing me a magenta-colored monstros-
ity stuffed with down. “The wind chill will be sixty below.” Next came a battered 
Coleman camp stove and lantern to use when the power goes out. “The guy you’re 
replacing needed these last winter when the town power plant burned down.” I 
guess the VISTA-crat expects it to burn down again.   

Someday I will buy my own parka. I will scrape together a dog team and own 
a leaky skiff. Inexperience with these things and my resulting incompetence will 
force me to rely on luck and kind rescues by Yup’ik people. I will survive to acquire 
some outdoor skills, but little wisdom. 

The 737 cabin seems hot, but most of the passengers still wear their parkas. I 
want to remove mine or at least slip the felt-lined Arctic Pac boots from my sweaty 
feet, but I don’t want to stand out. One of the passengers might live next door to 
me in Bethel or even be my new boss. While I bake in down and wool felt, a guy 
sitting across the aisle leans over and shouts, “You’re the new schoolteacher?” 
Without waiting for my answer he booms, “You’re replacing that girl the college 
hired out of California. She flew in last week on an evening flight, pranced around 
the airport in high heels for two minutes, and flew back to Anchorage on the return 
flight.” Red-faced, with a voice that carries back to the smoking rows, he assures 
me that I won’t be finding him at the college. He operates a D-6 Cat. I can smell the 
lubricant oil from one of those big-bladed earthmovers that had soaked into his 
Carhartt overalls. 

An hour into the flight the captain announces our gradual descent into Bethel. 
I give D-6 a weak smile and look beyond him to a window. It frames a plain broken 
by thousands of small lakes and one large river. D-6 interjects, “That’s the Kus-
kokwim. It runs by Bethel and some other downriver villages like Napakiak before 
dumping into the Bering Sea. Without it, there’d be no salmon, no way to travel 
in the summer, no town.” Within a few weeks I will know that except for a small 
commercial fishery and fur trapping, the area has no industry. Some Yup’ik people 
work for cash with the non-Native transplants in schools, government offices or 
construction. Many families subsist on harvested fish, game, and wild plants. 

Having reacquired my attention, D-6 ramps up my discomfort level with a lunch 
box of Bethel horror stories—like how all the new residents spend three weeks 
bedbound with a dysentery-like disease called “the Bethel crud.” I say a small prayer 
for my health as the jet touches down and its reverse thrusters drown out his voice. 
After the plane bounces to a halt, I bend low over the middle seat to get my first 
look at Bethel. It’s flat, what I can see of it, and dotted with diminutive leafless 
shrubs. Except for a small sheet-metal terminal, I find no evidence of man or his 
civilization.   

After the captain turns off the fasten seatbelt sign and welcomes us to Bethel 
we exit out the rear stair door. Smiling like a person who will not be spending the 
night in Bethel, the stewardess warns me to take care on the icy tarmac. The warn-
ing sinks in just as one of my boots slides forward and I fall on my rear. Nothing 
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reveals what the world is like beyond the terminal compound except the rolling R’s 
and glottal stops of fluently spoken Yup’ik.   

I duck walk into the terminal where people pretty much ignore me until a 
baggage guy slides open two sheet-metal doors, exposing the luggage cart on ap-
proach to the terminal. Soon, two men in dark blue Wien uniform overalls toss our 
luggage onto a plywood platform. I look for my framed back pack and cardboard 
box among the suitcases, duffel bags, and countless cases of beer. Mr. D-6 grabs his 
luggage, which includes two cases of beer. I ask him how he can bring booze into a 
dry town, and he tells me, with a look of pity, “The town is damp, son, not dry. You 
can import liquor, you just can’t sell it.”  

Ellen Frankenstein, Allen
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After extricating my now slightly bent backpack and box of survival gear, I head 
outside where a line of cabs—all low-clearance navy blue Chevy sedans—idle in 
the dark. Sliding into the back of one marked “Kusko Cab,” I ask the driver, a young 
Yup’ik man, to take me to Dave Jonah’s place in Subdivision. A friend of the lawyer I 
will be replacing at the legal services office, Dave offered to house me for the night. 
My driver directs me in a quietly determined voice, “Wait.” I do. 

During the delay I study the cab’s sagging seats decorated with cigarette-burn 
craters. The interior smells of tobacco smoke and something I would learn to asso-
ciate with Pine Sol disinfectant. A Christmas tree shaped air freshener hangs from 
the driver’s rear view mirror over a glowing radio airing a news broadcast in Yup’ik.   

I am about to try another cab when Mr. D-6 slides into the seat beside me. He’s 
followed by three other passengers who announce their destinations as they enter. 
A young Yup’ik woman with toddler says, “Housing 32” as she quietly settles into 
the front passenger seat. “FAA,” announces the man with a government-issue brief-
case. Mr. D-6 asks for a drop off across the slough. 

We stop first at the fenced-in FAA compound where the government man pays 
the three-dollar fare without tip before walking over a dormant lawn to a 50s-style 
clapboard-sided house. D-6 tells me, “Take a good look at that lawn. It’s the only 

Ellen Frankenstein, IDK
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one in town and it will turn dead brown in a week.” We pass a series of similar 
houses, all looking as if lifted from their native Kansas suburb then plopped onto 
the tundra by aliens. 

Back on the main road, the cab passes a crude wooden ark. I ask the driver 
whether it had floated there on a record flood. “Joke,” he answers without a smile. 
D-6 tells me that a local fish buyer built it during a very rainy summer. “People 
were getting a little bushy,” he says—an explanation wasted on me.   

I can just see the lights of downtown Bethel when the cab’s dispatch radio 
crackles, “Go trailer court fourteen.” The driver backtracks, and then navigates 
through a geometric maze of identical trailers to number fourteen, where he stops 
and honks. Everyone but the toddler watches a beautiful young Yup’ik woman in 
sweatshirt and jeans stamp out her cigarette and trot over to the front passenger 
door. She waits for the mother and child to make room before saying, “Disco.” I 
watch the dim reflection of the cab radio dial in her raven-black hair all the way to 
Dave Jonah’s house. 

Dave lives in Subdivision, an inspiration of the new city planner. The city coun-
cil approved his grid of rectangular lots laid out in straight lines. With a good sense 
of community standards, they rejected his zoning proposals so people can build 
anything they want in Subdivision. We pass an octagonal log house flanked by 
residences constructed from semi-truck freezer vans. A fair-sized “A” frame house 
sits across the street. I can’t see any street signs or even house numbers so I ask 
the driver how he can find Dave’s house. He tells me that his dispatcher has a map 
marked with the name of everyone in town. 

If there’s a real estate agent in Bethel, he would call Dave’s place a rambler. 
That’s real estate talk for a box with tin roof and fancy plywood siding. After paying 
the driver and taking one last look at the Disco-bound woman, I wander around 
the outside of Dave’s house looking for the front door. In deepening darkness, I 
stumble on a path of two-by-six boards half mired in mud that leads past a foul-
smelling bucket to the door. Burdened with gear, I mount the front steps and kick 
the door. Dave, a middle-aged white man, opens it and says, “Oh, the new Vista.”  

After dragging self and gear into his living room, I ask Dave how he knew that 
I was the new Vista. “It’s the pink parka,” he explains in a low smoker’s voice. “No 
one would pay money for it.” 

A ragged brown beard shot with streaks of gray covers Dave’s tired face. He has 
a full head of hair but apparently spends little time keeping it under control. An 
aggressive strand curves just above his bright blue eyes. He teaches English at the 
town’s tiny college. 

Dark walnut paneling lines every wall of Dave’s place, making it more a series 
of connected caves than modern living space. Naked bulbs hanging from the white 
acoustic tile ceiling light each room. After I tell Dave that his front room furniture 
seems nice, he says that he ordered all his furnishings from the Sears Catalogue. I 
settle into a brown velveteen armchair, sip on the mug of coffee he hands me, and 
notice, with a little relief, that he has a phone. He points proudly at the plain black 
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rotary dialer and says he had to wait 14 months to get it. “It’s a party line, but since 
everyone in the party is known by voice no one hogs it for long.” 

Silence settles over the house, allowing me to concentrate on its unique smells: 
acrid dust, number one grade fuel oil fumes, and the honey bucket bouquet of 
pine-scented disinfectant partially masking the stench of human waste. Smiling 
with contentment Dave says, “Great place, it even has a shower.”  

The Anchorage-bound jet rumbles through a climbing turn over Dave’s house. 
Reaching his hand into the cupboard, he takes down a quart bottle of Wild Turkey 
and says, “There goes the freedom bird. Now you’re stuck here until at least tomor-
row.” After he medicates my coffee with the high proof liquor, I silently vow to stay 
in Bethel a good deal longer than that. I am as tough as this smug teacher. 

While the booze relaxes both of us, Dave talks about Bethel. 

“You’re lucky you weren’t here when the town had a bar named the Sugar Shack 
and it was legal to buy booze. They called Bethel the Las Vegas of the Kuskokwim 
since so many people came here from their villages to party. It wouldn’t have been 
so bad if Bethel weren’t the hub city. The folks living in most of the fifty-six sur-
rounding Native villages still have to fly through Bethel to get to the Lower-48 or 
even Anchorage. We got the hospital, troopers office, and the only large stores in an 
area the size of Kansas.” 

After taking another sip of Wild Turkey, he tells me I am now a minority. “You 
have just joined the small number of white people living in Yup’ik territory.” He 
should have said that I have just moved to a place without any familiar cultural 
anchors. Soon, I will stop trying to use my California life experiences to evaluate 
Bethel and its people. I will accept, like a child must, how little I know, how much 
I must learn to avoid frostbite, safely walk on ice, survive around wild animals, and 
drive a dog team and skiff. I will struggle to comply with cultural rules that demand 
patience, respect, and non- confrontation. Using actions more than words, Yup’iks 
on the river will teach me these things, as they have patiently taught white people 
since the first missionaries.   

Dave finishes his drink and says good night. I drag my stuff into his spare bed-
room and dig through the box looking for a recently purchased book about the 
people of the Kuskokwim River.  

I will learn from it and other books about the river that before the arrival of 
Moravian missionaries from Pennsylvania, the Yup’ik people migrated from one 
seasonal camp to another, efficiently harvesting salmon and other fish from the 
river as well as useful land animals, sea mammals, berries, and wild greens. Yup’iks 
used the place where Bethel sits today only for processing salmon. The Moravians 
settled here because their ocean-going transports could not go any farther up river. 
Like magnets, they attracted trading posts, schools, a post office, the hospital, jobs, 
and the Yup’ik community that forms the majority of today’s Bethel. 

With a technology fine-tuned to the purpose, pre-Moravian people survived 
on what they could harvest from the land, river, and sea. They made beautiful art, 
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practiced a loving faith, taught and treated their children with respect. They did 
not need lawyers or money. Today they have longer life expectancies but face a 
myriad of new problems. Five years ago they received millions of dollars and title to 
millions of acres of their traditional homeland in a settlement with the U.S. Gov-
ernment. The deal required them to form business corporations to own the land 
and manage the money. Now they hold shares in the corporations. Their leaders 
serve as directors. Yup’ik people need legal help to fight for state and federal finan-
cial assistance, seek state court resolution of their family law issues, or contend 
with the legal fallout from alcohol-related problems. They must have appreciated 
the efforts of Alaska Legal Services lawyers, who provided the bulk of legal help on 
the river. Their name for “lawyer” translates as “one who helps.” 

I am too embarrassed to tell Dave that I am here to keep a promise I made to 
a professor at Berkeley. After my Native American studies class had visited a BIA 
boarding school near Pyramid Lake, Nevada, the professor asked each of us what 
we intended to do to help his people. The school visit made me willing. Even 
though it was sunny and pleasant outside, the kids had all slumped in chairs or lay 
listless on their bunks. The place sucked the joy out of my classmates and me, like 
it had the kids. Knowing I would attend law school after graduation, I promised to 
spend a year providing free legal services in Indian country. Someday I will wonder 
if fulfilling my promise to the professor made me just another missionary helping 
indigenous people disappear into the great American mixing bowl. I want to do 
good in Bethel but I can only help people survive the American legal system, not 
gain independence from it. 

Although I wouldn’t mention it to any Viet Nam war veterans, I hope that my 
service here will help me feel less guilty about completing school while they served 
their country in that mistake of a war. Years away from Bethel, after reading war 
memoirs like Tobias Wolff’s In Pharaoh’s Army, I will cringe when remembering 
that I considered my VISTA year as penance, clothed as service to America, for any 
encouragement given to the Viet Cong by my presence at anti-war rallies. 

While trying to fall asleep in Dave’s spare room, I remind myself that I am only 
staying in Bethel a year, just long enough to fulfill my promise. Then I will return 
to San Francisco hoping that this detour to Bush Alaska doesn’t hurt my chances of 
securing an associate attorney position with a downtown law firm. 

Dave is already at work when I wake up. Fighting through my usual morning 
fog, I wander the little house until stumbling into the bathroom. There’s a small 
porcelain sink and prison-box shower that both drain directly onto the ground 
beneath the house. A “toilet” sits between the two. Ignoring the smell allows me to 
appreciate its clever design: a hard plastic toilet seat and lid attached with a hinge 
to a twelve-inch-high white metal cylinder within which rests a handled galvanized 
bucket, now half full of human waste. A three-inch pipe vents most of the smell 
outside. This is my first experience with a honey bucket. Last night I followed 
Dave’s advice and relieved myself outside. I lift the lid and sit down, welcomed to 
the bush.
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The Misfit
Brooke Elgie, Tenakee 

These little bush communities in Alaska are, well, different. For one thing, they 
are off-the-main-channel spots, quiet back-eddies that have a way of trapping and 
holding on to those men—and not a few women—who are too independent or can-
tankerous to do very well with crowds of others pressing in around them. They just 
seem to need more space than that, more room to swing their arms, to shout, and 
cuss if they feel like it. They are the ones who, time and again, have been told to 
move along, to shape up, to quit being so darned gnarly. It’s no surprise that short 
spells in jail have not been that uncommon. Often, they arrive having vowed to dig 
in, to be pushed no further. I call them end-of-the-roaders, and little places like this 
seem to be more willing than others to find room for them. 

Hank would occasionally go to meet the ferry in nude. Prospector Mike, who 
lived in a blue tarp shack in the woods at the harbor, sometimes took a notion to go 
swimming, fully clothed, in the dead of winter. In both cases, they would be more 
or less gently herded back to where they belonged with no real damage having 
been done. The Disapprovers would cluck their tongues, of course, but generally 
speaking, an outlaw-type will be left alone here as long as he’s peaceable. Having no 
cars, no cops, and nowhere to get drunk except at home goes a long way right there 
to maintaining peacefulness and it’s a rare one who needs even more room that he 
finds here. C.W. was one of them.

I always thought it was a bit of a stretch but C.W. fancied himself an Alaskan 
Willie Nelson. The way the story goes a tourist lady who had been simultaneously 
charmed and scared by him was overhead squeaking to one of her friends, “He 
looks just like Willie Nelson.” C.W. heard it and kind of liked it. He does fit the 
picture—sort of. Willie takes better care of himself know, and surely washes more 
often, but they both have that same look about their eyes of long old roads and lots 
of hard living. C.W. wears tight western shirts, leather vests and pointy boots, all of 
it shiny with wear. Every article conforms to his body the way clothes only do when 
they’ve been put on and then simply not taken off for a very long time. His hair is 
held back with a dirty bandana. A massive wad of keys hangs on a snap-back reel on 
one skinny hip and one of those chain thingies to a wallet on the other.

C.W. cusses. I mean he really cusses. This is a guy who can manage to work a 
cuss word into nearly everything he ever says. He doesn’t talk much. He hardly ever 
starts a conversation but it still adds up to a frightful lot of cussing. He drinks, too. 
Sometimes when he drinks more than usual he goes out to the end of the town 
dock, cusses into the night and shoots one of his big pistols out over the water. Oh, 
and he smokes. Lord, does that man smoke. Downwind from twenty feet away he 
still smells like an old ashtray. Working over one of his old outboards in a puddle of 
spilled gas, he’ll still be squinting around a damp hand-rolled. C.W. is a hard, bitter 
guy, more like the outlaws Willie sings about than Willie himself.
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Above: Rosalinda Ainza, Dead End in West Texas 
Next page: Elise Tomlinson, Rob Roys' Artist Studio Sink
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A runty dog turned up once—probably left behind on purpose by someone 
who’d had enough of him—the kind of dog who slinks out of your way, as though 
he thinks you’re going to kick him, and then nips your ankle after you’ve passed. He 
picked on the smaller dogs and groveled to the big ones and was generally a pain in 
the butt. Our town dogs are a pretty low-key lot. They have their own affairs well 
sorted out so when a new dog come to town it doesn’t take them long to work the 
newcomer into the scheme of things and then they all go back to lounging around 
the side door to the store. They’re a good bunch of dogs and we could probably 
learn a lot from them about sorting things out.

The runt just would not play by any of the dog rules, though. It bullied and grov-
eled from the sidelines of dog society and even barked at the kids. The other dogs 
would look like they were embarrassed. Eventually, even Boss the big malamute 
lost his patience and the runt went to live at the harbor at the edge of town. We 
soon noticed C.W. buying dog food at the store. C.W. named the runt Runt and 
they settled into a mutually wary relationship. 

C.W. lived by himself in a one-room houseboat that kept afloat on a lash-up of 
soggy logs and old oil drums. A succession of a previous owners had patched rick-
ety porches on both ends and someone had added a little cupola and even window 
boxes—though the only thing that ever grew in them came from errant seeds that 
had blown in by chance. Which, if you think about it, is a pretty fair description of 
many of us, too. One of the previous owners had carved curlicues everywhere and 
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had to build a snug sleeping loft in the cupola. C.W. shared an old couch with Runt, 
and his decorating taste ran to American flags, wicked big knives and improbable 
women painted on velvet.

One time, someone nominated C.W. for a vacancy on the city council. He was 
too contrary to fill out the form to have his name removed and when the votes 
were counted he got four more votes than the outspoken newcomer who was 
clearly hoping to straighten out everything that was wrong with us. Neither of 
them won but I thought it was a sign that our community priorities were in pretty 
good order.

For a while after that, C.W. became what we grandly call our “Facilities Man-
ager,” which meant that once a week he cleaned City Hall and in winter he kept 
the snow plowed so the fire truck could get through. The job included running the 
city’s backhoe for any heavy lifting that needed doing. More than once he delicately 
finessed a storm-tossed log out from under someone’s deck. It was rumored that he 
siphoned a bit of fuel from the backhoe for his own stove but it was seen as a minor 
matter, and besides, there was no one else to take the job.

As things turned out, though, the backhoe was the final straw. The same elec-
tion that came close to elevating C.W. to the city council brought a sweet older 
man, retired from a long association with heavy equipment. Soon after he took up 
the job I happened to come on Buster as he was looking over the backhoe. He was 
stumping around it on his game leg, muttering and tch-tching, “Just look at this, 
will you. Why, this oil is black. And look at these loose wires. Why, this machine 
has been neglected is what it’s been.” It was as close as Buster ever came to actually 
cussing.

Over the next few weeks Consultations were held with the mayor. Job descrip-
tions were Reviewed and Serious Discussions took place in Executive Session. In 
the end, it was decided that C.W. could keep the cleaning part of the job but that 
was he was no longer to run the plow or the backhoe. It was too much. For a couple 
of weeks C.W. stayed closed up with Runt in his houseboat. We thought he was just 
getting ready for winter a bit early.

Then, one day, C.W. and Runt and the old houseboat were gone. Not a word to 
anybody, tabs on the store and the fuel dock un-paid. We heard that the ferry out 
in Chatham Strait had spotted an odd vessel and that the captain had ordered a 
slow pass to see what it was. It turned out to be C.W.’s houseboat, skiffs strung out 
behind, wallowing along in tow behind a fishing boat. It was a calm day and the 
ferry went on its way. Weeks later we heard that C.W. had pulled his houseboat up 
into the woods out beyond the edge of another nearby bush community and had 
gone honest-to-goodness hermit at last.

We come in a wide variety of shapes and styles, we humans, like mixed seeds 
blown along by the wind, and it’s not always a sure thing that we find the combina-
tion of space and nutrients that allow us to thrive. For some, even the rich soil and 
relaxed rules of a place like this are still too confining. The last we heard, it was 
sounding as though C.W. might have finally washed up somewhere he could stick.
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Dear Sister,
Brent Sanders, Juneau

I wrote this letter for my sister, I wrote it to let her know I miss her, and shout 
outs to my little nieces, not having you within arms’ reach tears me to pieces, I did 
what I could but my only mistake was taking life for granted, I was barely able to 
keep my life stable but my feet were firmly planted, I stand tall & proud in defiance 
of the heavens, with love & hope as my only weapons, I tell everyone to stay up but 
when no one was looking I gave up, I lost who I was and found who I wasn’t, drink-
ing and getting high with too much lust and not enough lovin,’ treating my life like 
it’s nothing, but I’m above all that self-pity and no self-respect, so I slow down and 
take time to reflect, I’m a man, a son, and a brother, not a something or other, I was 
born to teach & lead and give a gentle hand in guidance, but with all my needless 
defiance my reliance starts to fade, mistakes were made and excuses given, dying 
on the inside while pretending I was livin,’ but this is for real so listen to what I 
have to say, I want you to learn what I did, but in a better way, like humble your-
self and learn all you can with humility, give everything your all to the best of your 
ability, and accept the outcome whether it’s good or bad, be happy, be sad, but no 
matter what they come and go, because life moves fast you gotta take it slow, keep 
your eyes on the moon & stars, because no matter how far they may seem they’re 
always within reach, so trust me when I say to believe in yourself, that you can 
succeed even without help, practice makes perfect and the path of repetition leads 
to the road of success, and yes the stress is a blessing in disguise, I know right now 
your emotions are rabid but they start to make sense in time, and if you open your 
eyes and see, you will notice that time is the key to life, don’t worry about living 
in strife, your problems will strengthen your Heart & Soul, so learn from these 
problems because they teach you something you need to know, like life is a given 
but being alive is a different story, so once upon a time this person once told me, 
keep your head up when things are down, and when no one is around to pick you 
off the ground to remember that we were born with two feet, and the gift to turn 
bitter into sweet and take everything in stride, because everything is fine, even 
when it’s all bad, so enjoy what you got and be glad, that you were given the chance 
to live and be creative, and what I mean by that is life is what you make it, so take it 
to a place nobody’s ever seen, and let it outshine in a place that’s out of reach, like 
when life hands you lemons trade it for a pretty peach, so at least you don’t have 
to worry about making lemonade, all you have to do is enjoy what’s already made, 
now this is something I should’ve known, instead I ended up taking shortcuts that 
ended up becoming the long way home, and along the way I got lost and never 
ended up close, losing my sight of what matters most, and that’s family above all 
else, sister, I ran out into the storm and found a twister, got spun out of control 
and left a path of destruction, how can I say I tried when I couldn’t even function, 
so I look into your eyes and I apologize for letting my life slip away, but at the end 
of the day, I learned what I did so you didn’t need to, even though I didn’t mean 
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to it was me who made the choices that I did, the same fucking choices I made as 
a kid, even though we all do what we can with what we got, I would’ve never have 
thought that you can end up with nothing, even though life’s a bitch and took all 
I had I still ended up with something, I’m a man with all heart and a whole lotta 
soul, and that’s something that not even the devil himself could’ve stole, I may be 
out of touch with god but the devil can never reach me, I may be locked up but 
this prison can’t keep me, they gotta free me at the end of that tick-tock, it’s been 
a long road but it seems like a quick walk, and that's real talk, so slow down and 
smell the roses, because no situation is ever hopeless, so never feel hopelessness 
because what nobody ever notices is we have the power to change & create, so why 
not change your fate and make it your destiny to be something great or even better, 
you just need to follow patience to the letter, and cross your t’s and dot your i’s, 
and uncross your eyes to spot & see the perfect opportunity to be one step closer to 
perfection, so learn my lesson and take it as a blessin’ you have a brother such as I, 
don’t ask why, just seek the answer or it will pass you by and eat you like a cancer, 
stay vigilant my sister and you’ll get a chance too, so don’t worry about me I’ll be 
alright, don’t worry about me I’ll always fight for a better life, and survive to fight 
another day, and what I have for you is a better way, and this is it so listen to the 
game I spit, because if life was a game I got the cheat codes, like infinite life and 
endless youth to help you go beast mode and hit ‘em with a fatality and bring your 
dreams into reality and perfect vision for the ultimate dream catcher, so never fail 
to perceive, to see past the deception in this faulty mirror’s reflection, and see what 
I see and that’s a queen in the making, so while the world is ripe and ready for the 
taking, reach for the sky and give my nieces the brightest stars, because with a light 
like that they will make it far and create stars of their own, and if you promise me 
to give them that chance then, baby sis, I’m already home, give my lovin’s to my 
nieces, sister, brothers, and my Heart & Soul goes to you, dad, and our beautiful 
mother, now keep your head up like you got a nose bleed and tuck in your chin, go 
in swinging and follow my lead. 

Your loving brother, Brent Michael Sanders P.S. Don’t trip, chocolate chip—I got 
this shit! Appreciate every breath and remember to smile through every mile. 
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Haley Brentano Shervey, Juneau 2098



 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 1 8  1 1 1

Morning
Mindy Blackman, UAS Student, Juneau

There is no sunrise; 
the sun burns behind 
dissolving clouds, 
melting into one another 
like soft butter on bread. 

Trees shimmer awake, 
shake off morning mist, 
and dance with the dawn. 
Longing for light I hear 
them whispering their wishes. 

I listen to their language; 
the breeze through the leaves 
like sweet promises for the day, 
encouraging me up from slumber 
a daily dreaded task. 

Lost light turns everything grey, 
color is cleaned by the mist, 
movement is muddled away, 
and the world is put on pause. 
I’m still waiting for the sunrise.
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Writer and Artist
Biographies

Rosalinda Ainza 
University of Alaska Southeast School of Arts and Sciences student, Rosie Ainza, has resided in 
Juneau for over 20 years. A 2017 URECA recipient, she spent the greater part of 2017 on the U.S./
Mexico border, retracing her family’s immigration route and providing humanitarian aid to 
migrants.

Mindy Blackman
Mindy Blackman has been attending the University of Alaska Southeast since 2014. She is origi-
nally from Southern California but felt the draw of The Last Frontier and moved up for school. It 
is in Juneau she found a love for nature and the love of her life! Mindy enjoys the little things like 
a perfect iced latte and listening to old country music.

Dan Branch
Dan Branch lives in Juneau, Alaska. His essays have been published by: Kestrel, Cardiff Review, 
Gravel, Metonym, Tahoma Literary Review, Tidal Echoes, Punctuate, Swamp Ape, Windmill, and 
Portland Magazine. He is currently a student in the University of Alaska Anchorage MFA program 
(Creative Nonfiction) and is taking an English Literature class from UAS.

Haley Brentano Shervey
Haley Brentano is an illustrator from Prince of Wales Island, currently working out of Juneau. She 
likes cats, comics, boba tea, and long walks on the beach. Currently, she’s working towards a BA in 
Environmental Studies at UAS in Juneau.

Abigail Calkin
Calkin lives in Southeast Alaska. Her poetry, novels, and writings in behavior analysis have been 
published in the US, Canada, and Europe. Her most recent book, The Soul of My Soldier (2015) is 
a book primarily of poetry about being the wife of a soldier and veteran. She is also the author of 
The Night Orion Fell (2012), a nonfiction book about a commercial fishing accident.

Jack Campbell
Living in the arms of a SE Alaskan nature has provided endless topics to explore in writing, ad-
dressed in two collections of poetry, Four Fevers, Musings of an Alaskan Bush Poet: A Collection and 
The Outhouse Spider. (Black Wolf has been previously published in Four Fevers.)

Greg Capito
A 40 year resident of Juneau and 2002 UAS-MAT graduate. 

Nina Chordas
Nina Chordas has taught composition and literature at UAS for the past 15 years. She has been 
composing poetry, according to her mother, since before she could read or write.

Kersten Christianson
Kersten Christianson is a raven-watching, moon-gazing, Alaskan. When not exploring the sum-
mer lands and dark winter of the Yukon, she lives in Sitka, Alaska. She holds an MFA in Creative 
Writing (University of Alaska Anchorage) and recently published her first collection of poetry 
Something Yet to Be Named (Aldrich Press, 2017). 



114 U N I V E R S I T Y  O F  A L A S K A  S O U T H E A S T

Maranda Clark
Maranda Clark is a graduate student of UAS with a major in creative writing and a minor in 
theater. She has accomplished more than her degree: president of the UAS Dance Club, editor of 
Tidal Echoes 2016-2017, part of Flying University, and a member of the drama club S.C.R.I.P.T. She 
hopes to implement all that she has learned at UAS to become a playwright that can support three 
cats.

Cathryn Coats
Cathryn Coats was born and raised in Ketchikan and Craig, Alaska with her mother and four 
sisters. She went to the Air Force right after high school and is now a mother of one son and lives 
in a cabin north of Ketchikan while completing her Bachelor’s of Liberal Arts degree. Cathryn’s 
passions are her family, faith, maritime history, art, and nature. Her goals are to connect with, and 
help others to connect with each other and the natural world.

Averi Cokeley
Averi likes to think of herself as an artist, as she enjoys writing, drawing, singing, and acting. At 
the moment, her focus is in writing, as she is pursuing a creative writing degree at the University 
of Alaska Southeast. She hopes to one day be a literature editor and perhaps even publish some of 
her own work.

Crystal Cudworth
Crystal Cudworth is an interdisciplinary artist who focuses on the medium of oil painting. She 
was born in Fort Lauderdale, Florida and has been investigating the decline of the fishing industry 
in the United States. Her parents were swordfish and tuna long-lining fishers which has inspired 
her to interview fisher peoples while pursuing painting from observation on commercial and 
sport fishing boats. She earned her Bachelor of Fine Arts degree at the Milwaukee Institute of 
Art and Design and her Master of Fine Arts degree from the School of the Museum of Fine Arts, 
Boston at Tufts University. She was the 2017 Teaching Artist-in-Residence at the Canvas Com-
munity Art Gallery & Studio and intends to stay in Alaska to continue immersing her practice in 
the open air while deepening her understanding of state-wide fishing regulations, conditions, and 
sustainability. 

Mandy Ramsey, Salmon Heads
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JoAnn Cunningham
JoAnn Ross Cunningham is a retired English teacher from Haines, a graduate of Portland State 
University and Middlebury College’s Breadloaf School of English. Her childhood in the high des-
ert of Eastern Washington on a wheat and cattle ranch informs the poem she’s submitted to Tidal 
Echoes. While she has lived in Quito, Ecuador and Paris, France, and has enjoyed various travels, 
her home and heart are in Southeast and Haines.

Milagro Darby
Milagro Darby is an undergraduate student at the University of Alaska Southeast pursuing a 
Bachelor’s in Mathematics. She is passionate about learning and runs her own tutoring business. 
She hopes to one day be able to inspire other children to pursue mathematics and learn to love it 
as she has.

Lin Davis
Lin Davis, a rock hound who loves hounds, walks daily with two waterproof notebooks. In the 
1950’s her blue canvas Keds knew southeastern Washington desert, her 1960’s soccer shoes knew 
Ohio playing fields, and her forever hiking boots knew the John Muir Trail and San Francisco Gay 
Pride marches. Juneau trails have known Lin’s steps for 25 years. Long ago BA and MA, and now a 
UAS poetry craft class with Emily Wall. She tries to be brave. Poetry helps.

Helen Decker
Helen Decker is a Junior at Wrangell High School who has been gillnetting with her father since 
she was seven. She loves the hardworking, beautiful lifestyle of fishing and plans on pursuing a 
career in it. This piece she wrote, “Living Beautifully,” is her depiction of this lifestyle. It recently 
won the Editor’s Choice selection as well as 1st place in the Nonfiction Grades 10-12 category in 
the annual creative writing contest sponsored by University of Alaska and Alaska Dispatch News.

Bonnie Demerjian
Bonnie Demerjian is a former New Yorker who moved to Alaska in 1972 to teach in Kake, AK. 
She then moved to Wrangell where she still lives. After retiring from teaching she wrote for the 
Wrangell Sentinel. She has since written four books on the natural and human history of South-
east Alaska that can be viewed at stikineriverbooks.com

Diane DeSloover
Diane DeSloover is a 40 year resident of Juneau and a retired elementary school teacher. She 
enjoys the gift and challenge of writing poetry at this reflective stage of life. She credits her 
Wednesday writing group and writing workshop classes with Emily Wall at UAS for keeping her 
motivated, learning and sharing her work with others. She has had her work published in Tidal 
Echoes and Alaska Women Speak.

Alayna Duncan
A fifteen year old girl who was born and raised in Juneau, AK. An average student that attends 
TMHS, and in her free time listens to a lot of music and writes.

Sheila Dyer
Sheila Dyer has been studying the art of chiaroscuro, using charcoal to bring a 2 dimensional 
image to life with the masterly guidance of Professor Chris Taylor. This drawing was revised in-
numerable times to try and capture the subtle changes existing in light and shadow.

Brooke Elgie
At 83, Brooke Elgie has acquired a list of past occupations that includes photo-journalist, restau-
ranteur, psycho-therapist, and boatbuilder. For the past fifty years she has written—and at times 
eked out a meagre living—writing essays and short stories about boats, sailing, and the boating 
world. Nearly twenty years ago Brooke and her wife, Wendy, sailed into Tenakee Inlet looking 
for a safe harbor for the coming winter. By the time spring came, roots had sprouted from the 
bottoms of their Xtra-tufs and they are still here. Age and “the wobbles” have ended her active 
boating but Tenakee continues to fascinate.

Wayne Fanning
Wayne is a former resident of Alaska but continues his schooling through UAS. He enjoyed his 
time in Alaska by traveling, taking photos, and mountain bike riding. He now resides in the un-
mentionable second-largest state. 
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Kent Fielding
Kent Fielding’s work has appeared in Prairie Schooner, Jefferson Review, Asheville Poetry Review, and 
other publications.

Alyssa Fischer
Alyssa Fischer was born and raised in Juneau, Alaska. She has enjoyed the arts since she was 
young, experimenting with poetry, photography, and music. Alyssa finds inspiration from her 
daughter, friends, and the nature of Southeast Alaska.

Holly Fisher
Holly came to the Southeast as an experiment, using her time as a UAS Juneau student to see if 
she wanted to stick around. The beautiful vistas, friendly people, and comfortable pace of life 
easily convinced her that she would never be happy living outside of Alaska again. Her photos 
document just a few magical moments of the past two and a half years. 

Ellen Frankenstein
Ellen Frankenstein is new to ceramics. She is an independent filmmaker and director of the 
non-profit, Artchange, Inc. One current project is 14 Miles, an experiment in creating short films 
set in place and time and seeing how far the stories can travel on social media. Frankenstein’s 
documentaries include Tracing Roots, Eating Alaska and Carved from the Heart. She has organized 
and taught in community arts and school-based media projects from South Central Los Angeles 
to Savoonga.

Beatrice Franklin
Beatrice has lived in Juneau since 1973 and been on the Egan Library staff since 1996. She loves 
the writing classes she’s taken at UAS which have opened the creative writing door. She doesn’t 
believe you have to be born with a poet’s eyes and ears but you need to look and listen carefully 
and not be afraid to take chances.

Electra Gardinier
Electra graduated from the University of Alaska Southeast Master of Arts in Teaching (MAT) 
program this year. As part of the MAT program, she had the opportunity to travel to a school in 
rural Alaska. Many of the photos she submitted to Tidal Echos this year are from that journey. 
Today, Electra lives in Juneau and works as a middle school teacher and as the Director of Juneau 
Fine Arts Camp. In her spare time, she enjoys painting, traveling, and experimenting with film 
photography.

Rustin Gooden
Rustin Gooden is a raft guide in Haines during the summers. He is currently working on a Mas-
ters in Fish and Wildlife Management. Most mornings he can be found trying to get the perfect 
photo of the Chilkat Bald Eagle Preserve.

Gordon Harrison
Gordon Harrison is a calligrapher and printmaker living in Juneau.

Mary Henrikson
Mary Ida Henrikson is a Ketchikan oil painter. Her series Forever Stamp addresses ocean pollu-
tion and how it relates to Alaska's wild salmon. Henrikson retired from UAS Ketchikan Campus 
2010 where she taught drawing, mural painting, oil painting and art history. She still lectures and 
holds workshops.

Sarah Isto
Sarah Isto has lived half her life in Juneau but maintains close ties with Alaska’s interior where 
she spent the other half. She began her writing life with two non-fiction Alaska books but now is 
intent on poetry.

Connor Johnson
In the eyes of the beholder.

Jordan Kendall
Jordan Kendall is a Juneauite, artist and graduate of the University of Alaska Southeast. His focus 
is primarily film photography, using older analog cameras and expired films.
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Debi Knight Kennedy
Debi Knight Kennedy lives, writes, sculpts, and performs with the locally famous puppet troupe, 
Geppetoo’s Junkyard, in Haines, Alaska. She has published three books, Becoming Pearls, The Way 
Things Are, and Thirty Days & Thirty Nights. More of her work can be found at www.alaskanforget-
menots.com

Aurelia Kessler
Aurelia Kessler grew up in Ketchikan and currently lives in Juneau. She is a voracious reader and 
knitter, a sometimes photographer, and an aspiring hiker. She is taking creative writing class at 
the University of Alaska Southeast. Her work as appeared in Alaska Women Speak.

McKenna Kincaid
McKenna Kincaid is a full time UAS student living in Juneau, Alaska. She is currently studying to 
become a nurse, with the goal of one day becoming a Physicians Assistant specializing in emer-
gency care. McKenna is an avid photographer with a passion for capturing Alaska's beauty. She 
currently works for the UAS Whalesong as a photographer, and hopes to continue exploring the 
diverse and creative side of photography and its many facets.

Marian Kowalske
Marian Kowalske is a 21 year old online student living in Wrangell, Alaska with two main pas-
sions: writing and painting. Like most Americans, she has an invisible illness which wrecks her 
body. Marian created this for an English class project to accompany her essay. For the project, 
she reached out to other people who suffer with the same illness and asked for some negative 
responses they received, within 2 hours, she received over 210 responses. Every word written on 
this piece of art is something someone experience, because of this, Marian considers this her most 
painful and powerful piece of art she has ever created.

Sandy Lackore
Growing up outside of Haines amidst five brothers and sisters with no television and working 
hard in a family business, Sandy's family relied on themselves to provide entertainment, and that 
is how Sandy found art. The biggest encouragement in her art life growing up was her high school 
art teacher, Carol Flagel. Working as a professional cake decorator allowed Sandy to apply her 
artistic skills; outside of work she pursued and received recognition for doll making, watercolor, 
sewing, sculpture, and finally ceramics. She now pursues ceramics with a passion.

Madison McCormack, The Black Wall
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Kathleen McCrossin, Trickster
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Maureen Longworth
Growing up in Los Angeles, Maureen Longworth never thought she would be a retired doctor, 
writing in Juneau, Alaska. She is grateful for: UAS, Emily Wall, and her Hedgebrook script-writers 
group, 49-Writers and other workshops. Her work was published in Juneau Empire Capital City 
Weekly, Alaska Women Voices Speak, Poetry Omnibus, and Tidal Echoes. Maureen’s play, BLUE 
TICKET—Fairies Out of Alaska was selected at Valdez Last Frontier Theatre Festival in 2017. Her 
play: Turning Around—Sexism in Medicine was adapted to screen, previewed on PBS and distrib-
uted internationally.

Emma Luck
Emma Luck is a full-time marine biology student at UAS in Juneau and spends her summers as 
a marine naturalist on a wildlife tour boat in Homer, Alaska. She has a keen interest in marine 
mammals and utilizes her photography skills to participate in photo-identification research with 
both humpback whales and killer whales.

Alison Marks
Alison Marks (Tlingit, b. 1989) was born and raised in Southeast Alaska. In addition to her 
contemporary art practice, Marks is committed to the revitalization of Tlingit language and the 
creation of art for traditional and ceremonial use. Marks has had solo exhibition at the Frye Art 
Museum in Seattle and participated in group exhibitions at, among others, the Bainbridge Island 
Museum of Art; Whatcom Museum, Bellingham; Château Musée Boulogne-sur-mer, France; Art 
Mûr, Montreal; and Audain Gallery, Vancouver. Her work is held in numerous public collections 
at institutions such as the Burke Museum in Seattle; Portland Art Museum, Oregon; Sealaska 
Heritage Institute in Juneau, Alaska; and the British Museum in London

Freya McCaie 
Moving to Juneau from the gentle hills and valleys of the English West Country, Freya is captured 
by the wildness of Southeast Alaska—the mountains, the sea. She is working on a series of illus-
trations of based on Norse Mythology that explore the tension between chaos and order, the wild 
and the tamed.

Madison McCormack
Madison McCormack grew up in up state New York. She is an environmental science major at 
UAS who enjoys photography as a hobby. She hopes to one day work as an ecologist, restoring 
habitats.

Kathleen McCrossin
Hallmarks of Kathleen’s journey in ceramics include a love of making and desire to find the limits 
of what clay can do and what clay can say. Learning, trying, and falling are her greatest teachers; 
fun, what-ifs, forward motion are the goals. A zero gravity studio is her dream.

Kaitelyn McDonald
Kaitelyn is finishing up her Bachelor’s of Science Degree here at UAS. She works as a college 
intern with Fish and Game. This piece is one of her first creative writing pieces; it started as a 
scientific essay until reminded of a good friend.

Chloe Miller
Chloe Miller is a 21-year-old artist from Ketchikan, Alaska. Art has been a huge passion of hers 
since she was very young. One of the creatures that has intrigued her the most is the octopus, 
especially the blue-ringed octopus with it's bright colorations.

Cara Murray
Cara Jane Murray at this moment in time is dreaming up art, poetry, a new experience and a 
bright light. She is a multi-disciplinary artist living and creating in Sitka, Alaska with her three 
artistic children, husband who’s a pilot and an old, lazy, black cat named Mr. Jacques. These are 
her reactions, observations, and feelings regarding the human condition and this big chunk of life. 

Jimmy Poplawski
Jimmy Poplawski is a local Juneau artist. Originally from Pennsylvania, Jimmy joined the Coast 
Guard and has been stationed here over a year. He enjoys drawings portraits and uses powdered 
graphite to create his pieces.
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Vivian Faith Prescott
Vivian Faith Prescott is a fifth-generation Alaskan living in Wrangell, Alaska at her family’s 
fishcamp. She’s the founder and co-facilitator of Blue Canoe Writers (Sitka) and Flying Island 
Writers (Wrangell). She holds an M.A. in Cross Cultural Studies with an emphasis in Indigenous 
Knowledge Systems (UAF), an MFA (poetry) from the University of Alaska Anchorage, and a Ph.D. 
in Cross Cultural Studies from the University of Alaska Fairbanks. Her poetry has appeared in 
numerous journals and anthologies. She’s the author of a full-length poetry collection, The Hide 
of My Tongue (Plain View Press), and three chapbooks: Slick (White Knuckle Press), Sludge (Flutter 
Press), and Traveling with the Underground People (Finishing Line Press), including a short story 
collection, The Dead Go to Seattle (Boreal Books/Red Hen Press). Another poetry chapbook, Our 
Tents are Small Volcanoes, is forthcoming from Quills Edge Press. Vivian and her daughter, Vivian 
Mork, are founders of Petroglyph Press, a regional Southeast Alaskan chapbook press. Vivian is a 
recipient of a Rasmuson Fellowship, a Jason Wenger Award, and an Alaska Literary Award. 

Mandy Ramsey
Mandy is a mother, passionate gardener, yoga teacher, massage therapist, photographer, dance, 
artist and emerging writer. She has been living in Haines, Alaska since 2000 in the timber frame 
home she built with her husband. She believes that flowers and the natural world can heal, 
inspire, reconnect, open our hearts, give us hope and sprout friendships. Find out more about her 
work on www.mandyramsey.com

Mareike Renken
Mareike is an exchange student at the University of Alaska Southeast. She was born and raised 
in Bremen, a city in the northern part of Germany. She studies in the field of education for the 
subjects English, German, and philosophy.

Diana Rossmiller
Diana Rossmiller is an iPhoneographer, finding and appreciating the beauty of everyday life in 
Southeast Alaska.

Brent Sanders
Brent Sanders is incarcerated at Lemon Creek Correctional Center. He thinks deeply about 
things, and uses his writing to plumb the depths. 

Audrey Schick
Audrey Schick is a 17-year-old student at Thunder Mountain High School, Juneau. She has been 
doing art all her life, starting with digital art. Just this year Audrey has started to do actual paint-
ings.

Mistee St. Clair
Mistee St. Clair was born and raised in Alaska, where she still resides, but escapes from as much 
as possible. Her writing is often influenced by the landscape of her home or travels. She’s been 
published by the Fairbanks Arts Association, the Alaska Dispatch News, Tidal Echoes, Cirque and 
Literary Mama. She lives, writes, and hikes in beautiful, foggy Alaska.

Elizabeth Tallmadge
Elizabeth is a part-time art student. She is working on improving her abilities at UAS. She's been 
taking drawing classes there for three years and is looking forward to taking more!

Christofer Taylor
Christofer received his Bachelor of Fine Arts from The University of Massachusetts, Dartmouth 
in 2002 and his Masters of Fine Arts from the Academy of Art University San Francisco in 2007. 
Since graduating from the Academy of Art, he has shown his work in solo and group exhibits 
extensively in Colorado and California before heading north to Alaska where he was the Artistic 
Coordinator for The Canvas for three years. He continues to teach at the University of Alaska 
Southeast in the summer and fall while spending the winter and spring in Brooklyn focusing on 
his own art. He is a dynamic and focused instructor with great experience in many mediums. 

Elise Tomlinson
Elise Tomlinson received her BFA in 1994 from the University of Alaska Anchorage with a primary 
emphasis in printmaking and a secondary emphasis in oil painting. She has been exhibiting 
regularly for over 20 years. In addition to being an artist, Elise is also the Regional Library Direc-
tion for UAS. She paints colorful stylized figurative and landscape painting using local Southeast 
Alaska settings.
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Emma Luck, Tension

Jennifer Ward
Jennifer lives in Douglas with her husband, daughter, and dog. She loves to create, travel, and 
spend quality time with her family. 

Margo Waring
Margo Waring has lived in Juneau for more than 45 years and has been writing poetry for half that 
time. Margo is grateful for the discipline and support of her writers’ group.

Crystal Worl
Crystal is Tlingit Athabascan from Fairbanks and Juneau, Alaska. Crystal holds a Bachelor’s of Fine 
Art in Studio Arts from the Institute of American Indian Arts. Crystal studies traditional Tlingit 
formline design and Athabascan beadwork patterns. Her work explores the relationships and 
bonds between her people, the land, and the animals. Today Crystal lives in Juneau as co-owner 
of Trickster Company with her brother Rico. Trickster Company promotes innovative indig-
enous design focused on the Northwest Coast art and exploration of themes and issues in Native 
culture.

Madison York
When she is not reading, memorizing poetry, playing piano, manipulating physics equations, 
or snuggling her cat, Madison can typically be found in a constant state of perplexed existential 
crisis. As she bids goodbye to four years of dual-enrollment through UAS, she credits family, 
friends, and caffeine for giving her the stamina to survive high school. Finally, in all seriousness, 
she thanks God for the elegance of life and the beauty of humanity—there is yet light in the dark. 





UA is an AA/EO employer and educational institution and prohibits illegal discrimination against 
any individual: www.alaska.edu/nondiscrimination.

Inspired by the creativity in Tidal Echoes?
The University of Alaska Southeast offers bachelor's degrees in English 

and in the liberal arts and interdisciplinary studies with emphases 
in these primary fields:

Alaska Native Languages and Studies
Anthropology

Art
English

Government & Political Science
History

Humanities
Social Sciences

Sociology
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