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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

Marian Kowalske, The Eye of the Fox
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Lillian Ruedrich
Lillian Ruedrich has lived and worked in Alaska since 1980, and currently resides in the small 
Southeast Alaska community of Gustavus near Juneau. She never tires of witnessing the beauty of 
the natural world around her, from the smallest detail of sun shining through new leaves to the 
grandest vistas of earth and skies. Capturing the photographic image starts the artistic process for 
her. Then she uses digital filters to reveal the magical essence shining throughout the surrounding 
landscape.

Elizabeth Rumfelt
Elizabeth is a senior at the UAS Juneau campus. As a previous Tidal Echoes editor, she recognizes 
and is influenced by the passion for creativity that spans Southeast Alaska, and immerses herself 
in it whenever possible. She enjoys reading, editing, and discovering the world through poetry.

Kristie Russette
Kristie Russette makes art and does other things on the side in Juneau, Alaska. She studied writing 
and fine art at Montana State University. Her work has appeared in Angry Old Man magazine and 
Opsis.

Jerry Smetzer
Jerry Smetzer has lived and worked in Alaska, mostly Juneau and Fairbanks, for all of his adult life. 
He first dabbled in fiction writing at UAF when the English department there had recruited four 
instructors from the Iowa Writer's Workshop. In July 2018, Jerry published a collection of short 
stories titled Cassiopeia's Quest. It is available locally in paperback and on Amazon as an eBook for 
$2.99.

Meadow Stanley
Meadow Stanley is a 7th grader at Juneau Community Charter School. She Enjoys Skiing with her 
friends, baking, reading, and relaxing. The has two cats and a dog, and two super awesome par-
ents. She loves Christmas and all things cheerful, and is a little bit weird. Hope you like Meadow's 
Photography!

Pat Sweeney
Pat Sweeney is a free-style artist who works with multiple mediums and no boundaries. He likes 
to help others, and finds enjoyment when his art is appreciated.

Justin Thomerson
Justin Thomerson is incarcerated. He thinks of art as his escape. He is self-taught and his experi-
ences and beliefs shape his artwork.

Elise Tomlinson
Elise Tomlinson is a painter and photographer with a studio in the historic Valentine Building 
in downtown Juneau. She loves to create works representing the beautiful people and places 
of Southeast Alaska, and exhibits her art regularly. She also loves working for the University of 
Alaska Southeast, where she serves as the Library Dean.

Patricia Woo
Patricia "P.K." Woo is a student at UAS currently pursuing a Bachelor of Liberal Arts Independent 
Study with emphases in Studio Art and Outdoor Studies. She was born and raised in Homer, 
Alaska and has been doing art for as long as she can remember. Her work is inspired by the whim-
sical and breathtaking landscapes of coastal Alaska.

Hanah Zellmer
Hanah Zellmer comes from a family of artists. Painting singing, photography, you name it, they 
do it. She has a love for Alaska beaches. She paints on the beach in summer and uses beach glass 
to add texture to her abstract paintings. She enjoys hiking singing and time with her animals.
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Adelaide Johnson
This is one of her first completed paintings as a student of Wayne Price, Master Carver in the UAS 
class, NW Coast Design. When learning about form line artwork, one gains a deep respect for the 
people and artists of this land.

Jordan Kendall
Jordan Kendall is a Juneauite and graduate of UAS who enjoys working in a variety of mediums, 
including acrylic, mixed media, and film.

McKenna Kincaid
McKenna Kincaid is a current student at the University of Alaska Southeast pursuing her nurs-
ing degree. During her free time, she attempts to capture Alaska's beauty with her trusty Pentax 
K20D. Follow her on Instagram (@ak_captured) to see more of her work!

Alison Krein
Alison Krein is a graphic designer who takes on too much. She is happiest when surrounded by 
creative people and projects. This is the sixth edition of Tidal Echoes she has designed. 

Marian Kowalske
Marian Kowalske is a 22-year-old student who currently lives in Wrangell. When she is not 
studying, she is creating art. She loves to use watercolor and digital programs on her computer to 
produce her art. The fox is one of her favorite animals to explore with art. This piece, "The Eye of 
the Fox", was actually one of her first pieces of art she created on her computer.

Cynthia Lagoudakis
Over twenty years ago, the mostly self-taught artist moved to an Alaska bush village to work in 
the wilderness and forests. Since then she has lived in communities from Anchorage to Ketchikan, 
but calls Petersburg home. She incorporates themes of wildlife, weather, the mountains and sea 
in her work. An invited participant to a number Southeast Alaska art shows over the years, Cindi 
often blends printmaking with cut paper, pen and ink, and acrylic painting to create images that 
represent the beauty and unique aspects of life in Southeast Alaska.

Elaine Loopstra
Elaine is a born and raised Alaska who came to Southeast for a summer job in 1977 and ended 
up staying. She started doing ceramics decades ago in high school and at Anchorage Community 
College (now UAA), then at University of Alaska Juneau (now UAS). After a 20+ year break, Elaine 
now enjoys the Advanced Ceramics class at UAS.

Kathleen McCrossin
Kathleen McCrossin taught writing for 35 years at Mt. Edgecumbe High School, made possible 
by the Artist's Studio program at University of Alaska Sitka campus under the direction of Liz 
Zacher. There she worked often and hard towards her goal of becoming an artist, and, with the 
room, equipment and materials—and the ability to have her every question answered—she is 
thriving. Experimentation, failure and "twenty percent" of success rewards her daily and keeps her 
asking questions and moving forward. She is on her way.

Corwin McMaster
Cory McMaster enjoys a strong recreational passion for photographing the outdoors, and for 
sharing his perspective of nature while adventuring around Juneau.

Allison Mogensen
Allison is from Milwaukee, Wisconsin and loves traveling. Every time she travels to a new place, 
one of the first things she does is hop on Google and search "best donut shops near me". Her work 
exemplifies the whimsical persona of these sweet pastries with the goal of making the viewers 
heart smile and relate to the quirky joy of being a donut!

Brooke Rohweder
Brooke Rohweder, Dáagunaak, was born and raised in Juneau. She dabbles in writing, photogra-
phy, rock collecting, sea/sky gazing, and daydreaming. She is mama to two beautiful kids. She’s 
also a proud Sugpiaq (Alutiiq) descendant and member of the Tlingit nation, Deisheetaan clan.

Diana Rossmiller
Diana Rossmiller is a long time resident of Southeast Alaska. She loves photographing the every-
day natural beauty of this unique place, in every moment, in every season.
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Dr. Sol Neely


We would like to acknowledge the powerful and 

restorative work Dr. Neely is doing with writers and 

philosophers inside Lemon Creek Correctional Center. 

The editors of Tidal Echoes believe that every story 

matters, and we want to thank him for encouraging the 

writers in the prison to share their stories with us. 
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Artist Biographies
Helen Alten
Helen Alten is an artist from Haines, Alaska who is currently fascinated by portrait painting, 
color interactions, and still lifes. For the past five years she has been attending workshops held in 
Haines by Studio Incamminati of Philadelphia. She has exhibited in Juneau and Haines and won 
"Best in Class" at the Southeast Alaska State Fair for one of her portraits. 

Anjanette Barr
Anjanette Barr is a writer, wife, and mother of four living in Juneau, Alaska. When she's not writ-
ing you'll find her outside caring for her ducks and garden, or walking trails with her children. You 
can find more of Anjanette's work at www.anjanettebarr.com 

Kate Boesser
Kate Boesser is a printer, carver, illustrator, musician, and writer. Her carvings can be seen in 
Juneau Schools and the Douglas Library. She is author of two books: Silverbow's Basin, published 
by Homestead Press, and AlphaBirds, published in CreateSpace. Raised in Juneau, Kate has lived 
in Gustavus since 1977. Retired, she now enjoys her two granddaughters, volunteers at the library 
desk, and is working on her art and writing.

Katie Craney
Katie Ione Craney explores isolation, memory, and identity in a rapidly changing northern land-
scape. She lives with her husband in Haines, Alaska where they are in the process of building a 
home designed to run fully on renewable energy. Visit www.katieionecraney.com to learn more 
about her traveling series, Landfalls: Dedications to Alaska Women Writers and Storytellers.

David deLeyser
David deLeyser - a self-taught, Juneau artist, who's inspirations blossoms from many facets of the 
world, in an effort to create and deliver uniquely diverse art. He specializes in using digital paint-
ing, watercolor, graphite, sculpting, and pottery. He tends to resonate and find balance in pieces 
that involve nature scenes and wildlife, while in tandem, weaving abstract threads throughout 
his work. David also enjoys experimenting in many genres of art, utilizing one-of-a-kind designs, 
which aides him in the endless evolution of his imagination, skills, and craft.

Nancy Delpero
Nancy is a life long artist who has discovered a new passion working in clay. The medium has has 
provided a new outlet of artistic exploration. The UAS ceramics studio has been key to sharpening 
her skills.

Electra Gardinier
Electra Gardinier is a middle school teacher from Juneau, Alaska. When she is not in her class-
room, you can find her collecting shells, hiking mountains, or hunched under a lamp drawing. 
Her perfect day includes making zines and exploring abandoned places with her family.

Jasz Garrett
Jasz Garrett is a poet and photographer in Juneau, Alaska. Her work has won various awards and 
has been featured in literary journals, radio talks,newspaper, and showcases.

Grace Harang
Grace Harang was born and raised in quaint Sitka, Alaska, and is currently a sophomore in high 
school. Her favorite pastime is gazing up into the ancient trees the damp, towering Tongass 
National Forest. Grace loves art, photography, and writing, and is the young author of one book, 
Sitka Tango: Adventures in Gumbaland.

Mary Henrikson
Ms. Henrikson is retired from UAS Ketchikan Campus where she taught Art History and Art Ap-
preciation as well as studio classes in painting, drawing and mural design. She is a lifelong Alaskan 
and who has also been involved in regional films and published in printed and online media. Her 
book The Mystery of the Fire Trees of Southeast Alaska is in its third printing as of September 2018.
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Justin Thomerson
Justin Thomerson is 32 years old and is serving a 33 year sentence in the Alaska prison system. 
Incarcerated since age 17, Justin lives his life through his writing and artwork, both of which have 
been absolutely paramount to maintaining his sanity.

Alex Van Wyhe
Alex Van Wyhe is a high school teacher in Haines. When he isn’t in the classroom, he’s likely pok-
ing around local water in his canoe, looking for opportunities to sit quietly and make an attempt 
at writing. More often than not, he’ll settle for sitting quietly.

Patty Ware
Patty Ware is an emerging writer who is older than this term implies. Her poems have appeared in 
Tidal Echoes and the Houston Poetry Fest Anthology. She wishes she’d begun writing sooner, but is 
grateful to be discovering her voice.

Margo Waring
Margo Waring has been writing and publishing her poetry for two decades. She lives in Juneau 
and is active in community life and issues.

Olivia Wilcox
Olivia Wilcox is an adventure loving, nature-seeking high school senior. After living a year abroad 
in Sweden, Olivia is now versed in Swedish and keeping a regularly updated blog about her travels. 
When not in school, she loves traveling and competing with her drama and debate team through-
out Southeast Alaska.

Jerry Smetzer, Tree of Life—a rewrite
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27 The Spoken Neighborhood
 Christopher “LC” Gonzales, LCCC 
 Pat Sweeney, Untitled 
 Lillian Ruedrich, Fireweed Fizzle 
29 What God Said on the Radio Today
 Heather Lende, previous featured writer, Haines 
30 Vegetarian Alaskan
 Reese Speegle, Juneau 
 McKenna Kincaid, Chasing Raindrops 
32 Who Are You  
 Haven Jack, 8th grade, Wrangell 
33 Recipe for Catching Starlight
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, UAS Student, Juneau 
 Elaine Loopstra, Southeast Mountain Vase 
 Jasz Garrett, Untitled 
34 Typewriters and Tobacco
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, UAS Student, Juneau 
35 Above Gastineau Channel
 Melissa Scriven, UAS Student, Juneau 
 Hanah Zellmer, Beaches 
38 The Monster
 Jasz Garrett, UAS Student, Juneau 
 Mary Henrikson, Behm Canal Beginning 
40 What if my rapist was a Supreme Court Justice?
 Anonymous, Juneau 
 Alison Krein, Hong Kong Club 
42 Where I’m From
 Mandy Ramsey, UAS Student, Haines 
 left: Anjanette Barr, Dandelion Friends 
44 One Square Inch
 Lily Hope, UAS Student, Juneau 
46 Native Love Poem Written in Santa Fe
 Ishmael Hope, previous featured writer, Juneau 
 Helen Alten, Bear Mask and Raven Headress 
48 Wilbur Window
 Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau 
 Patricia Woo, Untitled 
50 Still They Shine
 Diane DeSloover, Juneau 
51 Bringing Her to The Shrine of St. Therese
 Diane DeSloover, Juneau 
53 Featured Writer X'unei Lance Twitchell 
 Interview by Annie Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau 
57 Cutting the Fog
 Headlands Center for the Arts in the Marin Park 
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Orin Pierson
Orin is a creative writing enthusiast in Petersburg, Alaska who spends much of his time peer pres-
suring his friends and neighbors to take creative risks. “Let’s all be more vulnerable,” he screeches 
until they ask him to leave their parties. He is working to develop his literary voice, learning about 
the craft of writing, and having a wonderful time doing so.

Vivian Faith Prescott
Vivian Faith Prescott was born and raised in Southeastern Alaska and lives at her fishcamp in 
Wrangell, Alaska. She holds an MA in Cross Cultural Studies, an MFA from the University of 
Alaska, and a Ph.D. in Cross Cultural Studies (UA Fairbanks). Her poetry has appeared in Prairie 
Schooner, North American Review, Yellow Medicine Review and elsewhere. She is the author of a full 
length poetry collection, The Hide of My Tongue, and four poetry chapbooks, in addition to a short 
story collection, The Dead Go to Seattle (Boreal Books/Red Hen Press). She is a recipient of the 
Alaska Literary Award and a Rasmuson Fellowship.

Hope Quinn
Hope Quinn is a sophomore at UAS, studying marine biology and minoring in creative writing. 
She loves painting, writing, and getting to spending lots of time outdoors. She is new to ekphras-
tic writing, but loves learning this new style of poetry.

Mandy Ramsey
Mandy is a mother, passionate gardener, yoga teacher, massage therapist, photographer, 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, recon-
nect, open our hearts, give us hope and sprout friendships. Find out more about her work on 
www.mandyramsey.com

Evelyn Rochon
Evelyn Rochon. is a senior at Yaakoosge Daakahidi High School. She will be graduating in May 
2019 and going on to college to study Medicine. Her goal in life is to become a pediatrician, be-
cause she loves kids and loves to help people.

Elizabeth Rumfelt
Elizabeth is a senior at the UAS Juneau campus. As a previous Tidal Echoes editor, she recognizes 
and is influenced by the passion for creativity that spans Southeast Alaska, and immerses herself 
in it whenever possible. She enjoys reading, editing, and discovering the world through poetry.

Kristie Russette
Kristie Russette makes art and does other things on the side in Juneau, Alaska. She studied writing 
and fine art at Montana State University. Her work has appeared in Angry Old Man magazine and 
Opsis.

Melissa Scriven
Melissa Scriven is a UAS student working to finish a degree in English and currently learning 
more about and exploring different careers in libraries. She graduated from Service High School 
in Anchorage in 2012 and spent most of her childhood in central California. She hopes to con-
tinue to improve her writing by experimenting more with different styles and genres.

Garrett Smithberg
Garrett Smithberg has lived in Southeast Alaska for well over a decade. Originally a Seattle native, 
his ancestral roots run deep in Juneau going back to the nineteen-thirties. This is his first submis-
sion to Tidal Echoes.

Reese Speegle
Reese Speegle is a new Alaskan poet, author, and artist whose work blends the sensuality and 
spirituality of nature with sparks of magic and fantasy. Her early work appeared in Beyond Cen-
tauri magazine, and her poem “Eyes, Like Leaves” was most recently featured on the "Pen & Poet" 
podcast out of Albuquerque, New Mexico. She is currently working on her Alaskan fantasy novel, 
Storm Awakening, and a collection of Alaskan fantasy-themed art.

Richard Stokes
A retiree of the Alaska Department of Environmental Conservation and a Juneau resident of 48 
years, Richard works seasonally as a Gastineau Guiding naturalist guide. He writes often about 
nature which he loves and aging which he’s doing. His wife, Jane, is a Juneau artist.
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58 Release
 X'unei Lance Twitchell, featured writer, Juneau
59 Ax Tláa Ax Een Akanik Noojín
 X'unei Lance Twitchell, featured writer, Juneau
60 Láx’ Haa Kináa Wdikeen
 X'unei Lance Twitchell, featured writer, Juneau
61 Kill All Natives (K.A.N.)
 X'unei Lance Twitchell, featured writer, Juneau
62 Lynx
 Sarah Isto, Juneau 
63 Frequently asked questions about Climate Change
 Vivian Faith Prescott, previous featured writer, Wrangell 
65  Featured Artist Wayne Price, Master Carver 
 Interview by Annie Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau 
70 Fifty Shades of Gray
 Linda Buckley, Juneau 
 Sheila Dyer, Broken Bridge at the End of the Perseverance Trail  
 Kristie Russette, Grey Areas 
73 Fixated on the Lights
 Katie Bausler, Juneau 
74 Braid of Recognition
 Katie Bausler, Juneau 
76 My Dad Taught Me
 Kristie Russette, Juneau 
 Justin Thomerson, My Escape 
78 I am From 
 Evelyn Rochon, Yaakoosgé Daakahídi High School Student, Juneau 
79 Kake
 Shaelene Moler, Kake, UAS Student 
 Winner of the 2019 Mac Behrend’s Award for Creative Writing 
 Cynthia Lagoudakis, Trash to Treasure 
80 Beach Home
 Grace Harang, Sitka High School Student, Sitka 
81 Gathering Again
 Margo Waring, Juneau 
81 Visit With My Mother 
 Thomas Bacon, Sitka 
82 Mixed Bouquet of Flowers
 Abigail Calkin, Gustavus 
83 Take a Good Look
 Mindy Blackman, UAS Student, Juneau 
 Adelaide Johnson, Mud Shark Evolving 
84 I Was Raped Yesterday
 Karena Perry, Juneau 
 Jordan Kendall, Squid Contact 
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Lily Hope
Lily Hope is Tlingit. Raven Moeity of the T’akdeintaan Clan. She’s a professional storyteller, Chilk-
at & Ravenstail weaver, and teacher. Lily lives with her poet husband, Ishamel Hope, and their five 
kids in Juneau, Alaska

Sarah Isto
Sarah Isto lives in Juneau but celebrates the spring and fall equinox months in the Kantishna Hills 
near Denali. Her poetry has appeared in Cirque, Penwood Review, Minerva Rising, Gold Man Review, 
The Timberline and elsewhere. She is grateful to have spent so much time in outdoor Alaska.

Haven Jack
Haven Jack is an ambitious eighth-grader residing in Wrangell, Alaska. She aspires to impact 
society with her writing and ideas. Haven most looks up to the famous author Elie Wiesel because 
of his courage and sensational ideas.

Lyle Kessler
Lyle Kessler is currently stationed in Juneau, AK with the U.S. Coast Guard and helps coordinate 
search and rescue and pollution response efforts throughout Alaska.

Heather Lende
Haines author Heather Lende was the featured writer in Tidal Echoes 2011 edition.

Maureen “Mo” Longworth
Maureen “Mo” Longworth is a California transplant, rooted in Juneau since 1992. Pan-genre, her 
play “Blue Ticket — Ferries/Fairies Out of Alaska” premiers in Anchorage and Juneau in 2019 and 
hopefully beyond.

Soren Marius
Soren Marius is a freshman attending Sitka High School. Soren is currently involved in Drama 
and Debate. When not doing this, Soren, like other high school students, is trying to get as much 
sleep as possible. His current projects include binging on Breaking Bad, and not failing his English 
class.

Alexis Ross Miller
Alexis Ross Miller is a born and bred Alaskan. She is a former legislative aide and recovering politi-
cal junkie. Poetry is in her Celtic DNA.

Shaelene Moler
Shaelene G. Moler is currently studying English at the University of Alaska Southeast pursu-
ing her bachelor's degree. She grew up in the small southeast Alaskan community of Kake well 
involved in the subsistence and active lifestyle which inspires most of her work. In her work, she 
writes about anything from personal life experiences to stories based off of her ancestors. She is 
an avid creative writer who has high hopes for a bright future in writing both novels and poetry.

Megan Moody
Megan Rahija Moody lives in Tenakee Springs on Chichagof Island, where, when she’s not hunt-
ing, fishing and gardening, she writes, teaches and runs Tenakee’s equivalent to a school. Megan 
has recently been published in the Anchorage Daily News, Living in Place, and High Country News.

Samantha O’Brien
Sam O’Brien graduated in May from Amherst College, where she wrote and served as Editor-
in-Chief for The Indicator, the journal of social and political thought. In addition to her passion 
for writing, she has a passion for social justice and human rights. In this vein, she works in the 
Prevention Department Sitkans Against Family Violence, and continues to write creatively in her 
spare time.

Maija Olšteina
Maija came to Juneau on exchange from Latvia, Eastern Europe. She found that the nature of 
Alaska sparked more creativity than ever before. With hopes to return one day, she attempts to 
capture snippets of Alaska in her writing — along with the usual topics, such as love or dreams.

Karena Perry
Karena Perry enjoys living an adventurous life to the fullest with a love for traveling, photography, 
writing, hiking, and humanitarian aid work. She is currently based in Juneau, Alaska.
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Diane DeSloover
Diane DeSloover is a 41 year resident of Juneau and a believer that poetry makes the world a better 
place. As Kim Stafford, Oregon Poet Laureate says, “Language is our greatest treasure as human 
beings, and poetry is our native language. Poetry enables people to have an emotional connection 
with themselves, each other and the earth. And without that we perish. Why not season each day 
with some magic words?”

Anastasia Erickson
Anastasia Erickson is a sophomore at UAS studying English with an emphasis in literature. She 
is a tea enthusiast, nature lover, and the proud mother of two sweet cats back home in Anchor-
age, Alaska. Once she graduates with her bachelor’s degree in 2021, Anastasia plans on pursuing a 
master’s degree in the hopes of becoming a high school English teacher. At some point, she’d also 
like to settle down in the English countryside and publish a novel of her own someday.

Helena Fagan
Helena Fagan lives in Juneau, Alaska where she writes on her husband’s commercial fishing boat, 
on beaches, and in coffee shops. Her mother’s history as a Holocaust survivor, the geography of 
Alaska, and her long career as an educator influence her writing of young adult novels, poetry, and 
memoir.

Asha Falcon
Asha Falcon was born in Boston and grew up in Alaska and Michigan. She is a graduate of the 
California College of Art and the Ohio State University. A Pushcart Prize nominee, Asha’s poems, 
essays and short fiction have appeared in Calyx, Iron Horse Review, Arcadia, Ellipsis, Cirque, and 
elsewhere.

Beatrice Franklin
Retired from the Egan Library in September 2018 after 23+ years, Beatrice has many good memo-
ries of the UAS community and writing classes that gave her a late writing start. She appreciates 
the adventure of sifting through language for words that do justice to the human spirit and expe-
rience. She wishes writing came more easily and is probably not alone in thinking that.

Jane Fuqua
Jane Fuqua was raised in Southeast Alaska, where she discovered her love for adventure, both 
outdoors and in the pages of a good story. Jane would tell you she has always been a writer, that 
she secretly loved every English class she’s ever taken and her favorite moments alone are shared 
with books. Jane has been writing since childhood and if you open a drawer in the home she 
shares with her husband and their two boys chances are you will find a scrap of paper with a poem 
scribbled across it.

Jasz Garrett
Jasz Garrett is a poet and photographer in Juneau, Alaska. Her work has won various awards and 
has been featured in literary journals, radio talks, newspaper, and showcases.

Christopher Gonzales
Christopher Gonzales lives in Juneau. 

Grace Harang
Grace Harang was born and raised in quaint Sitka, Alaska, and is currently a sophomore in high 
school. Her favorite pastime is gazing up into the ancient trees the damp, towering Tongass 
National Forest. Grace loves writing, and is the young author of one book, Sitka Tango: Adventures 
in Gumbaland.

Ernestine Hayes
Alaska Writer Laureate 2016-2018, Ernestine Saankaláxt Hayes is best known as the author of 
American Book Award recipient Blonde Indian, an Alaska Native Memoir, which also received an 
Honoring Alaska Indigenous Literature Award and was finalist for the Kiriyama Prize and PEN 
Nonfiction Award. Grandmother of four and great-grandmother of three, Hayes is a professor at 
the University of Alaska Southeast. Her latest book, The Tao of Raven, places fiction and nonfic-
tion narratives in the context of Raven and the Box of Daylight and Sun Tzu’s Art of War. Hayes 
belongs to the Wolf House of the Kaagwaantaan clan of the Tlingit nation.

Ishmael Hope
Ishmael Hope, Khaagwáask’, Angaluuk, is a poet and Indigenous scholar who lives in Juneau, 
Alaska with his wife Lily and their five children.
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Dear Reader,

I’m going to be completely honest with you. I hated poetry. I mean, I absolutely 
hated poetry. Whenever my school would do a segment on poetry, I would cringe 
in disgust because...who could ever like poetry? There were certain forms that I 
could never understand such as pantoums and sestinas. I didn’t care about syntax, 
diction, and imagery. I didn’t even know that literary journals were a thing until I 
came to the University of Alaska Southeast. When I entered college and took my 
first creative writing class with Emily Wall, she showed me just how beautiful writ-
ing poetry could be. Instead of writing terrible short stories, Emily made me realize 
that deep down, I’m actually a poet at heart. And if it wasn’t for Elizabeth Rumfelt, 
a past Tidal Echoes editor, I wouldn’t be here writing this editor’s note.

It has been an honor being a part of something as incredible as Tidal Echoes. 
This year we had over 400 submissions, and I am so lucky that I was able to read 
all the poems and the short stories that we received. If you submitted, thank you 
so much for giving us the best of your writing. For the artists who submitted their 
work, thank you for being so dang rad by showing us what you can do. I’ve never 
been good at being artistic, so I’m jealous.

 Before I end my editor’s note, I want to give my biggest thank you to Emily. 
Emily has pushed me as a writer and as an editor, and because of her constantly 
nagging at me about how I needed reach my potential as a writer, I’ve improved so 
much as a writer. 

Anyway, enough of me gushing about Emily and my opportunity being an editor 
for this journal. It’s time for you guys to read some of the best poetry and short sto-
ries that I’ve read in a really long time. Some of these poems and short stories are 
fictional, some of them are personal (which, in my opinion, are the best), but either 
way, I hope you enjoy them as much as I did.

All the best,

India Busby, Senior Editor

Editor's Note
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Thomas Bacon
Thomas lives in Sitka with his wife and their cat, Demon. His work has appeared in Cirque.

Katie Bausler
Katie Bausler is a lifelong teller of stories on the page and aloud. Published written work includes 
Alaska Dispatch columns, poems and essays in Stoneboat, Tidal Echoes and Alaska Women Speak. 
As community relations director for Bartlett Regional Hospital, she writes nonfiction stories for 
its quarterly magazine, House Calls. A current 49 Writers board member and former public radio 
journalist, she hosts and produces the Active Voice podcast.

Mindy Blackman
Mindy Blackman was born and raised in Southern California but now calls Alaska her home. She 
is a student at the University of Alaska Southeast and enjoys watching movies in her free time. 
She met the love of her life here in Juneau, and they are now engaged!

Dan Branch
Dan Branch lives in Juneau, Alaska. He won two first prizes for poetry, one awarded by Charles 
Bukowski. Kestrel included one of his essays for their Fall 2015 issue. Others pieces were recently 
published by Cardiff Review, Gravel, Metonym, Tahoma Literary Review, Punctuate, Swamp Ape, and 
Portland Magazine.

Linda Buckley
Linda Buckley has been working on a memoir since reconnecting with her son. This piece de-
scribes the reunion after thirty five years. Linda is primarily a poet and singer/songwriter who has 
been inspired by Southeast Alaska for five decades. She spends her time in the tri-cities of Juneau, 
Tenakee and Haines!!

Caitlin Burnham
Caitlin Burnham is currently an exchange student at the University of Alaska Southeast, but her 
home is in North Carolina. As an English student, she studies the work of great writers and is 
trying to become an okay writer herself. This is Caitlin’s first work in a publication, and she is very 
excited about it.

Abigail Calkin
Abigail B. Calkin’s poetry, literary prose, and writings about behavior analysis have appeared in 
a variety of publications. She has eight books (novels, poetry, and books about child and adult 
behavior) out. She lives in Gustavus, Alaska.

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. 

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). Kersten has authored two books of poetry: What 
Caught Raven’s Eye (Petroglyph Press, 2018) and Something Yet to Be Named (Aldrich Press, 2017). 
She is also the poetry editor of the quarterly journal, Alaska Women Speak. www.kerstenchristian-
son.com

Lin Davis
Ravens tumble air poems, a hound or two bounces the trail ahead of her, and Ernestine Hayes’ 
Memoir class and the University of Alaska tumble her into new worlds. Yes, Plymouth Rock 
continues to land hard on everyone, to paraphrase Ta-Nehisi Coates. She says, “Let us be brave 
together and carve word cups. We can do one-handed football catches and score wins for all lives, 
all creatures.”

Writer Biographies
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It’s important to us to take the time to thank all the talented and motivated indi-
viduals who helped this journal come together. Who knew Southeast Alaska had so 
many astounding writers, photographers, painters, weavers, and carvers? We did! 

We would like to give our first enormous thanks to our dedicated editorial 
board. Rosemarie Alexander, Amy Bannerman, Will Elliott, Geoff Kirsch, Jonas 
Lamb, Rod Landis, Allison Neeland, Math Trafton, and Emily Wall; thank you for 
your time. I would like to extend a special thank you to Emily Wall for inspiring 
me to pursue the opportunity of being junior editor, and for being an exceptional 
guide for me and India along this editing journey, even when we believed we were 
way ahead of schedule, but were actually way behind; thank you for breaking the 
news to us nicely!

We would like to acknowledge UAS Creative Writing student Shaelene Moler as 
the Winner of the 2019 Mac Behrend's Prize!

To our fabulous 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 encouragement of Chancellor Richard Caulfield, Provost 
Karen Carey, and Arts & Sciences Dean Thomas Thornton.

Thank you to Alison Krein, our graphic designer, who contributed her time and 
skillful eye making sure the cover and other parts of the journal were up to her 
standards, which India and I would not want to change one bit.

To Wayne Price, our featured artist, and X’unei Lance Twitchell, our featured 
writer: thank you both for sharing your talent with us! Having your work in our 
pages makes this journal more fantastic than it ever could have been. 

Finally, these acknowledgements 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 sharing pieces of yourselves with us.

All the best,

Callie Ziegler, Junior Editor 

India Busby, Senior Editor

Acknowledgements

TIDAL ECHOES 2019.indd   9 4/6/19   1:05 PM

 



 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 1 9  1 1 3

Some of the second generation offered to take the silverware meant for the parents, 
offered to keep it safe and keep us all out of trouble. 

Just why the survivors were horrified at theft from Auschwitz still puzzles me. 
These are the people I frequently witness refusing to follow rules. This rule—do 
not take the silverware—they were willing to follow. Perhaps it was fear of mis-
steps in the most dangerous place of all, or perhaps only because it was the younger 
generation stepping forward in an unruly manner. 

“Funny,” my mother said, “I don’t remember having silverware in Auschwitz. It 
must have been for the workers.”

None of it was silver any longer but black as the blackest night. My spoon now 
rests on the display shelf of my meditation shrine, next to a small clear-glass bottle 
of Auschwitz earth I carried home in a film cannister. My Buddhist teacher smiles 
down on the relics from his framed photo. It has never bothered me to have these 
smuggled objects amongst my ritual items, some of them blessed by my teacher. 
I honor the man or woman who used this twisted, blackened spoon to try to gain 
sustenance from meager, likely rotten food. The earth speaks to me of imperma-
nence, of the danger of hatred and the power of memory. Their presence among 
the richness of my life is not incongruous.

Brooke Rohweder, You Are Precious  
(Plaque at Sayéik, Gastineau Community School, Douglas)
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Liberating Silverware
Helena Fagan, Juneau

Auschwitz was the pinnacle of our journey. My mother and six other Holocaust 
survivors, an assortment of their children and two rabbis flew to Warsaw to begin 
the expedition. Our mission was to collect earth from each of the Polish death 
camps and then carry it back to Portland. There the elaborate burlap pouches were 
to be placed in the foundation of the Oregon Holocaust Memorial that these survi-
vors had persevered in helping to create.

The silverware heist was unplanned. Part of the “younger set” (our female rabbi, 
my sisters and me) stood circling the huge pile of eating utensils that inmates had 
once used but were now part of a permanent display. The heap sat outside, perhaps 
ten yards long by three yards wide by two yards high, heaped under black wire. 
Instead of incarcerating Jews, the wire now held the silverware hostage, or so we 
felt in our heightened emotional state.

In our defense, we were treading on dangerous, nightmarish ground. This was 
the last camp we visited. We had traveled across Poland in our big green bus for 
two weeks, visiting camp after camp, leaving behind lit candles and the echoes of 
our brief ceremonies and prayers for the dead. We had witnessed anti-Semitism 
still alive and well in the beautiful Polish spring. Auschwitz was the biggie, the 
camp where five of our survivors had been incarcerated, the place we all dreaded 
the most, but also the place we most needed to visit, to stand triumphantly on the 
soil.

We peered in the windows of the infamous bathhouse, scene of my nightmares 
conjured by my mother’s stories of miraculous relief when water sprayed from the 
showerheads rather than gas. 

We stood above the massive pits of ashes, now mingling with earth and some 
new growth. We saw specks of bone. We left lilacs as we walked, a scented trail of 
purple, honoring, marking our return, claiming life, juxtaposing the horror. 

The silverware, that blackened heap, silenced us. The lilacs were too few to wipe 
away images of hollow-eyed men and women using it to eat foul food. 

Suddenly the rabbi shouted, “Liberate the silverware!” She got down on her 
hands and knees and tried to reach under the wire that ended an inch or two above 
the ground. We finally used sticks to pull out pieces. We took just enough for each 
person in our group. The missing pieces did not alter in the least the appearance of 
this dark mass.

The rest of our group were not aware of our escapade until we’d left Auschwitz. 
Our driver and guide pulled our bus to the side of the road when we came to some 
gentle woods. We all piled out and the rabbi created a makeshift ceremony, hand-
ing each of us a piece of the silverware. The younger generation accepted it. The 
survivors pushed it away, were filled with angst and anger that it had been stolen. 
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Little Salmon Lake
Kersten Christianson, Sitka

In my half-dream,
the black bear follows
under thread strung
leaves in opal apple
hues — not quite flame,
but golden — circling
the roots of poplar,
white birch, anchored
in hoarfrost. 

And in this half-dream,
I trail you into the forest
peppered by leaf fall, 
crusted and rimed, 
our laughter as warm
as the promised soup pot
after a cold trek to a cabin
we did not purchase, 
its windows eyeing 

the lake. Anguish 
is tangible; the pocked
skin of a mandarin. 
At the sun’s tumble, 
the world flares 
orange — our old joy
the fruit within — 
as daylight roots 
into dusk.

left: Corwin McMaster, Distorted Self-Reflection
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You can’t 
live here anymore 
made your THC eyes snap awake, 
your mouth suddenly agape 
as an open pit mine stripped
of all traces of treasure.

After less than a month 
with your father, you returned 
to me, as startled as anyone
that this was home.
We strived—both of us— 
for rhythm, and I dreamt 
of our arms flowing forward
then back, forward, back, 
working ceaselessly the giant crosscut blade 
saw-toothing through the confusion of our hearts.  

I did not find you easy 
to parent, though I now see 
you struggled more—
mightily in fact, against stressors 
that have morphed enough 
since my girlhood 
that adolescence no longer seems universal. 

Yet now, here you stand, 
I in your shadow 
your angular face 
bearded brown, trimmed 
to expose 
your full smile 
marching forward, confident
in worn steel-toed boots and crusty Carharts, 
your large calloused hands
crafting your future, even 
as you continue to question 
life and the existence of heaven. 

You still sometimes 
call me momma.

left: Elise Tomlinson, Sunrise Poppies
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Of Alderaan
Kersten Christianson, Sitka

“I want it reported that I drowned in moonlight, 
strangled by my own bra.”  — Carrie Fisher

I don’t know if Princess 
Leia covets superhero
status, if over-the-ear

cinnamon buns convey 
signature style. When
the neighborhood boys, 

my brothers and I played
Star Wars along boulder-
piled coastline and forested

paths, I was Leia, not sidekick
metal-bikini Leia, but hero
Leia, swooping in for rescues,

saves and smart decisions.
I was Leia of the Star Chamber
and the Star Chamber was mine.

Electra Gardinier, Beachcomber
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Many hours later, your sister’s sucker
set aside, its white stick 
her happy achievement, gum inside
her determined mouth, 
she cut the cord
that bound you to me, 

releasing a love ferocious enough
to shield us both
from your tumultuous teens,
your angst budding early,
sprouting like the scraggly whiskers 
you began to razor off at eleven 
hoping to forestall 
further bullying, the pressure to belong
already as ripe as a reeking landfill.
 
School became your personal torture, 
mine a struggle to keep you
within the strictures, 
missed curfews, slipping grades, 
stewing in our slurry of frustration, anger 
bubbling into disrespect, all of it
coated in fear, bathed with tears and oh,
so many prayers— 
you pulling while I pushed
working against hope 
to reach balance. 
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The babysitter’s special
Orin Pierson, UAS Student, Petersburg

Serves 0 – 1

 1 brick Kraft Velveeta Cheese Product

 2 ten-inch flour tortillas

 1 misshapen dime-store frying pan

 1 excessive amount of canola cooking oil

Mm mm. This recipe takes me back. At age ten I lived in a cheap apartment 
with my father. Single fatherhood is a rare and challenging family structure. My 
own father’s approach was extraordinarily non-confrontational. That is to say, he 
preferred not to directly confront the task of parenting. He adopted the style of his 
own father’s generation: a man must throw himself so utterly into paid occupation, 
in order to satisfactorily provide the basic material comforts, that he has neither 
time nor energy with which to spoil his progeny. Mercifully, this parenting method 
is beginning to go out of style. 

Back to the recipe, shall we? 

If it is the mid-1990s and one happens to be ten years old, and in possession 
of a parent who is freshly employed as a trainee semi-truck driver and therefore 
gone for 48 hour stretches, and one must be one’s own caregiver, then one could 
do worse than to learn the art of the pan-fried Velveeta quesadilla. Velveeta is, or 
was, a miracle cheese product. It yields to the firm application of a dull knife with 
cartoon-like satisfaction. Its corners are round and its cut edges curl and spring like 
Nickelodeon Gak. And, when melted, it coats the tongue with laboratory precision. 
There is no more delicious a shade of shining yellow, in the eyes of a ten-year-old 
poor boy, than melted Velveeta. Slap thick slices between flour tortillas and vigor-
ously apply heat.

A word of caution: when using a dented pan, take care not to pour too much 
canola oil into the pan. Also, one should not spill a few drops of said oil onto the 
sides of the pan. And remember, when cooking there are a whole range of heat set-
tings available, besides hot. It can be an easy stumble, especially for the unattended 
child chef, as hot seems to mean “on.” The stove gets hot when one prepares a 
quesadilla, so setting it to hot does make sense. 

When the pan bursts into flame, on an early spring evening, and fire leaps 
toward the ceiling, and the air turns black, don’t run out of the room. One might 
learn later in life that a kitchen fire should never be remedied with water, but it is 
also true that if the oil is mostly burned off and what fuels the remaining situation 
is primarily burning Velveeta, then throwing the flaming pan into the kitchen sink 
and turning on the faucet is an effective enough technique.
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Gratitude must not be hurried  
(On the occasion of your twenty-first birthday) 
Patty Ware, Juneau       

Your sister was eleven 
at the time of your birth,  
spilling anticipation, lime green 
sucker her focus as she licked, 
smacked, sucked—but somehow 
chose not to bite,
though desperate to reach 
that bubblegum center.
Waiting, watching,
when will the baby come?

She was two when I miscarried 
the first time,
grief’s outspilling 
quickly blotted nonexistent 
by reassurance of youth, 
time without end. 
 
Another late period, 
thick clots of blood gushing between 
ectopic waves of pain, my nearly blown 
tube miraculously mended, ready 
to nurture a future egg;
that tried a third time—unsuccessfully— 
to remain enwombed.

But then came you—
confidently implanting, ignoring 
my damaged uterus; 
I should have known then
your resilience was assured.
Me worrying
I might be carrying
a boy, terrified of everything
I did not know, 
of how to nurture such child 
to manhood.
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Kathleen McCrossin, Lichen

And if, after preparing a meal in this fashion, a boy, ten years old and his own 
baby sitter, slumps to the floor a mess of frightened tears, and then slinks out of 
the scorched and stinking kitchen, loathe to return or even eat at all for the follow-
ing day or two, well, that is nothing more than a thing that can happen. If a father 
comes home a few days later and tidies up the mess of a kitchen but declines to 
pursue any explanation for the smoke-stained ceiling and ruined cookware, well, 
that is simply easier than confronting the boy, isn’t it?
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Our Yellow Kitchen
Hope Quinn, UAS Student, Juneau

Helping the kids out of their coats,
wait — we’ve got years until they’re born.
Paint kitchen walls yellow,
plant poppies and magnolia.

No need for a white picket fence.
We’re saving up every cent
for a cabin in the trees
where I can paint, you can read.

Make the kids pancakes topped with maple
and sip coffee at the kitchen table.
Walk the kids to their first day of school,
in their new coats of yellow and blue.

Line books on shelves.
Dance in the kitchen by ourselves.
Knees deep in snow, walking in the yard.
Mail out family Christmas cards.

Tend the fire while we grow
wrinkled and retire.
Cut Christmas tree shaped cookies
in our yellow kitchen with grandbabies.

But — white walls, a uterus diagram.
You wink at me and softly smile. 
The doctor covers my belly with a paper blanket.
I guess we’ll never have those yellow kitchen walls.
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I Grew Up Shelving Tackle
Caitlin Burnham, UAS Student, Juneau

Rattling in the breeze, the screen door
hadn’t been able to close fully since ’85.
He said it gave the place character, 
to have it look a bit tattered.
Combined with the flaking green paint
on the walls, and the rotted-through wood
that made up the porch, I would say the
place was already well tattered.

In the front window was a sign that
was probably built with the place. 
Fishing Licenses Sold Here. It was cheap
and made with thin metal, but I was told
that if it fell, the whole place would. 

Inside, there was a register that hadn’t been
opened in ten years, looped around it was a sign 
that said Be Back in Ten, with a little clock
drawn on it. I knew he couldn’t have gone far,
there was a tether that attached him
to this place, if he went farther than twenty feet
it gave him a little tug that would reel
him back to that stool behind the counter.

True to the sign, I heard the rattle of the screen
door. His face was another memory, the same 
characteristic flannel, just with a few more 
wrinkles around his eyes. It’s been a while,
we both thought, but didn’t say. 

No, because admitting time had passed
would mean admitting something had changed. 
Instead he said grab a stool. Joining him
was a reflex I would never lose. This was home,
after all. He only said one other thing to me 
that day. I hope you didn’t let your fishing license
expire. Of course not, was the only answer. I grew
up shelving tackle, and I knew what mattered.
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Skinny Dipping
Alexis Ross Miller, Juneau

It’s neither here nor there and definitely not the norm
in the cold pond. My shoulder grazes your chest 
as we wrestle like siblings, intent
in this pantomime of dunking each other. But your fingers
reach out in the faint watery shadows, feel the flesh 
of my bare pubescent breast, 
skinny dipping for the first time,
the harvest moon a lucent line from bank to bank.
Suddenly my entire body is warm, nerve endings jangling
as if I accidentally shocked myself in this liquid telluric current.
Yet the current of the pond only shifts behind the wake
of our nakedness, breaking the point of playing this childish game.
I sputter out these lame words, I’m too cold. I need to go home.
It’s late. My mother will ground me for life this time.
But I know that you know my working mother is a night nurse
and her shift ends at dawn. I fake a yawn and it is now 
too late to take back those words, the silence
stiff as starched sheets between us. The night folds
into an origami hummingbird and flutters in ripples. I kick hard 
toward the bank, my white underpants on shore, aglow in phosphorescence
flickering in that dark velvet space between childhood and adolescence.
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Housekeeping
Jane Fuqua, Petersburg

Sometimes, when the light is just right, 
And the sun melts across the leaves like warm butter,
When the minutes tick slow,
And I find myself elbow deep in soap bubbles and hot water,
When the laundry pile looks like an adventure—
A mountain I just might climb after all,
When there is bread in the oven,
Tea getting too cold in my cup,

In the moment 
When the dust reemerges like tiny crystals,
Catching unhurried swirls of ten o’clock light,
Suspended in the vast expanse of my living room—
My living room,
Scattered with all of the treasures
My raven children have carried home 

In the second 
When I pause
To breathe in the immense satisfaction
That is living,
That is just standing on this rug
In bare feet,
I glance to my right and notice
That the cottonwood
Growing just outside my window
Is the most magnificent tree I have ever seen.

I wonder,

Has the light ever touched its leaves quite like this, 
Before today?
Has the wind ever rustled its branches quite like now,
And sent such sweet smells
Through my curtains?

I drink my too cold tea.
I fold my laundry.
I give two wriggling boys baths.
When I reach my own bed
I close my eyes
And dream
Of my tree.
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When It’s Raining
Justin Thomerson, LCCC

Shiny little orbs
Running down the glass before me.

Glass that separates me from the world,
In this warehouse where they store me.

A reflection on the raindrop…
Sun, that I can’t feel.

It shines on all my teardrops,
Does it live inside me still?

Will the grass be always greener?
I guess the fence in question matters.

Preaching positivity,
Like venom from an adder.

Stitch and mend a soul in tatters,
Patch it up with medications…

Wonder when did mental health become confined to meditation?
Patience,
Patients,

Turn to random pacin’
Virtuoso?

Or just apathy to numb persistent aching?
Making prisons from a cookie cutter!

Reformation baking?
Burning bridges back to sanity…

Alarms go off belated.
Fading in and outta clarity.

Probably cuz I’m jaded.
Only seem to think about my freedom….

When it’s fuckin raining.

right: Allison Mogensen, Eat More (W)hole Foods
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Nancy Delpero, Untitled
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The “W” follows in suit. It’s a final declaration but doesn’t carry the same weight 
as the previous initials. It’s tired and relieved to be nearly done. 

Let the remainder of the letters trail off like an unfinished sentence as your grip 
loosens on the pen, anxious to get back to the day’s work. There are never enough 
hours. 

If he were a poet, he’d find a million ways to declare that he’s many a mile to go 
before he sleeps.


As an adult, I no longer have a need to forge my father’s signature. My own is 

eerily similar to his, of course, although the chance to work with variations of the 
complex “A” at the beginning shows a level of self-interest and introspection that I 
would never attribute to Dad. 

I’ve stopped trying to make the rest of my handwriting like his as well. There 
are still remnant similarities, but the length and frequency of my own writing have 
morphed my hand into a more fluid stroke. The intentionality is still there, but it’s 
a much more open and self-revealing pen than his. After all, the most honest notes 
that I’ve ever seen of my father’s have been under my mom’s coffee cup delivered to 
her nightstand or her vanity the morning after a fight. They’re always some varia-
tion of “I’m sorry. I love you,” but they rarely exceed seven words. 

I can’t recall ever having received a note of my own from him, but when I need 
to summon the lessons that I wouldn’t dare hope to hear, I simply pull out a scrap 
of paper and a pen and grip it until my bones feel like they’ll break. I lay out three 
initials with some assumptive scribbles in between that tell me the only important 
things that I need to know.

Corwin McMaster, Seasons of Color
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Elizabeth Rumfelt, Hydrangea
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until their plate was empty and they could get back to work. (This plan always fell 
through as ours was a small town and my mother taught at the school.)

I even applied to a prep school thousands of miles from home. My parents ac-
knowledged and consented to the process and commitment, but it was by my own 
hand and completely unbeknownst to them. Eventually, I owned up to this one. 
The school offered me an interview and later accepted me, but it required a trip 
to Seattle and then a two year stay in New Mexico. I suppose that Dad’s signature 
could have made that happen, but I thought that would be a bit presumptuous. 

The secret to stealing my father’s handwriting is as simple as becoming him for 
a moment. First, I grip the pen hard. Not just firmly, but hard. I imagine that it fits 
uncomfortably small in my hands that are accustomed to twisting wire, pulling 
t-posts from sod, and manning wrenches. To grabbing pigs by their slippery and 
powerful hind legs and dragging them into the trailer when you need just one more 
to make the load and those “god-damned sons of bitches” just aren’t cooperating. 
I grip the pen until I can feel its body shaping the bones on the inside of my index 
and middle fingers. 

It’s not enough to just grip it, though. I need to get into the right mindset. So 
I clench my jaw until I can feel the muscles jutting out like giant glacial erratics 
that we pulled from the field after they busted the disk again. I furrow my brow 
into unsteady lines like the edge of the forest viewed from the air. A mile is a long 
way to drive straight through the forest. I think about pigs dying and deals falling 
through and the farm payment and lugging five gallons of diesel on either side of 
myself through knee-deep snow at -30 F to run the old military surplus D-8 that 
cries out and deafens me in the cold while I chase a dream that I’ll never articulate 
fully. I picture my mother lying in a hospice bed and my brother wasting away with 
Lou Gehrig’s and the easy rows of corn and soybeans that I should have been there 
to cultivate. I feel this big house around me and how my kids want to be anywhere 
but here and I look out at the view that I carved from the wilderness for my family. 
My fingers are white and purple at this point, and the pen is bent nearly double 
between them. 

I let out the breath that I didn’t realize I was holding and feel my hand vibrate. 

I begin with the long, determined roof of the “T.” I declare myself and spit in the 
face of the challenges before me. A small supporting leg beneath it is all that I need. 
It’s the drive that really matters. The way that you stare down everything that tries 
to get in the way of inevitable progress. 

The rest of the name is innocuous. Relax the hand a bit and let it travel towards 
the next critical juncture. It’s important to be able to recognize where to devote 
your energies and when to just get things done. To just make things work. 

Next comes the plunging “V.” Think of a project that you’ve toiled over and 
finally completed. Make an aggressive and imperfectly balanced check mark for the 
simple satisfaction of having something done, even though there are always a mil-
lion other things to do. 
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Evergreen Cemetery, mid-Spring 
Garrett Smithberg, Juneau

for Finn Wilcox
An hour after sunrise, 
scarcely light enough to see my breath,
the crew & I are in the cemetery 
clearing the fallen detritus of last Autumn into piles 
with leaf blowers
that choke and rattle with blue, heavy 
gasoline-laden smoke 
around my nose

Alder, Mountain Ash & the fallen cones from Sitka spruce—
confetti and ticker tape—once it’s caught under the spinning blades 
of the mower

These piles, all told,
will be raked
into and onto large tarps 
hoisted by brute strength, foul language
and multiple hands 
into the large, flatbed dump truck 
hauled away, load after load
to the brush site
and torched off into the air like a flaming pyre
at the end of Summer, 
akin to some ancient rite of seasonal 
passing & reverence
from which there has always been the warm, 
primal flicker of flame

This morning, 
still a bite in the air,
overcast and unusually cold for the first week of May
a young Robin passes in front of me,
eyeing curiously at my body at rest,
leaned—for a moment—on a chair outside
the tool shack 

Darting a few paces,
stopping
to probe the ground around a deeply engraved headstone
for the chance of a worm close enough to the surface 
or perhaps something else
it can grasp
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Forgery
Alex Van Wyhe, Haines

My handwriting has always been legible. It’s been described a number of ways. 
Only on the rarest of occasions has the descriptor been “beautiful”–those instances 
are suspect and the flatterers, unreliable sycophants. I’ve gone through periods 
of tiny handwriting to save paper in college. I’ve used all caps to communicate 
care and ensure legibility. I’ve etched out the most critical of language laboriously 
and deliberately with my left hand after an injury demobilized my right arm for 
months. Perhaps the most outstanding characteristic of my handwriting, in my 
own mind at least, is that it has always closely resembled my father’s. 

My father is not a writer. He is a farmer with big worn hands–the type of hands 
that are always dirty, even after a vacation or a wire brushing–the creases and 
cracks permanently filled with dirt and grease. Watching him write is a thing to 
behold. His giant hands make the pencil look like a small twig. He’s a bear scratch-
ing at the dirt. His middle finger will catch your eye with its grotesquely misshapen 
fingernail. It has been this way for as long as I can remember. He doesn’t know how 
it happened. I remember getting the courage to ask him once when I was small. 
“Just got busted up working,” was his terse response. When he writes, the scars and 
calluses and muscles dance in foreign motions attempting to communicate the 
essentials, everything else remaining locked behind his sky-blue eyes and his firmly 
set jaw. He doesn’t say a whole lot, either.

When I was in high school I prided myself on the fact that my mother and sib-
lings would shout out to ask who had left the note on the kitchen counter. There 
was only confusion between my father’s handwriting and my own. “We need eggs.” 
“Package at the post office.” “Call when you wake up.” I would scratch out Heming-
way-esque notes to maintain confusion. It wasn’t my mother’s curled and grace-
ful handwriting. It couldn’t be my sister’s clearly feminine hand nor my brother’s 
angular and technical one.

While our handwriting is naturally similar, I still had to work at getting some 
of the subtleties down. My main training with this came when my siblings and I 
needed permission slips signed. Mom and Dad had always worked too much and 
too hard, and at a certain point, we just became a family of workers: overly-dedi-
cated cohabitants with mutually aligned interests. When my sister needed to travel 
300 miles over icy winter roads for a volleyball tournament, she’d come to me. 

At dinner, someone would casually ask, “Where’s Emmie this weekend?” 

“Delta, remember?”

When my brother needed an acknowledgment of his dipping grades, he’d have 
me pen a note to the teacher and slap dad’s signature on it. 

“How’s school going, Chris?”

“Just fine,” he’d reply, and everyone would continue mechanically masticating 
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Holy Rivers
Maureen “Mo” Longworth, Juneau

Swimming along your stream
searching the embroidered

edge of your heart
I slip through

the lace and the rickrack.

My turn, your turn
finding our way

we navigate the braided river
where our lives intertwine.

Our perforations temporarily filled
we soak the earth,
splash all surfaces.

We have no rigid shapes,
no geometric expectations.

The revolution that drew us
becomes communion between us

changing the world
swimming one stream at a time.
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Forty Years
Richard Stokes, Juneau

On that July morning the sun rises
on schedule, traces its usual arc
across the ceiling of the sky.

As my son and I return from camping
the car radio reports an auto crash—
three dead, three injured, names withheld 

until notification of next of kin.
The voice continues with a police request
for information on my whereabouts.

My son looks my way, starts a sentence, 
swallows his words, stares out the side window.
I drive faster, hope against the unacceptable.

My daughter lies in the ICU, 
her concussed brain not yet allowing  
her to ask about her absent mother. 

Worried about my hours of bedside vigil
the nurses insist I take a break, 
walk outside for exercise and fresh air.

I wander to the top of a bluff overlooking
the highway. There the ground is scraped 
by bulldozer blade—no trace of green,

the soil lifeless and scarred. From that spot
I watch traffic below zoom by as if the drivers
don’t realize the earth has veered from orbit.

Today, forty years later, the sun rises
on schedule, traces its usual arc across the sky
as I enjoy my morning walk up hospital hill.

I pass that once-ravaged spot where I cried,
where alders healed the land, where spruce
now block views of the highway below.
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Up The Stream
Samantha O’Brien, Sitka

The Hatchery 
The first thing Jack remembers ever knowing is that salmon return to their place 

of birth to die. When, exactly, he first acquired this piece of knowledge, he cannot 
say. This knowledge is visceral, a collage of sensory memories – the gentle careen of 
Bernadette, his father’s rusty green troller, the silver glint in the water that would 
set his stomach churning, early autumn: the stunning symmetry of salmon arrang-
ing themselves in neat rows. Each and every one preparing to die. 

At seven years old, Jack considers this as he peers up at his mother’s distended 
stomach, swollen now with his baby brother, Carson. Jack’s mother pulls him close 
and gestures for him to rub her belly.

“Tell me what you feel, Jack.”

Jack presses a tiny, round palm into his mother’s billowing peasant top. He feels 
his baby brother kicking.

“Tell me what you hear, Jack.”

Jack places an ear to her navel. Outside, he hears the steady, familiar patter of 
Southeast Alaskan rainfall. Inside, he hears tiny legs, splashing about in a thick 
fluid. Perhaps Carson is doing the backstroke. 

The splashing reminds Jack of volunteering at the hatchery with his father. Dur-
ing egg-take season, his father is responsible for netting the salmon, which involves 
cranking a tremendous net out of the water, filled to the brim with frantic, flopping 
fish. One by one, Jack’s father removes these frantic, flopping bodies, holds them 
down on the table, and pounds the life out of their tiny noggins with a metal club. 
Jack thinks the metal club resembles a miniature baseball bat, and all of this makes 
him feel quite ill.

“What’s the thing that everybody secretly fears most, Jack-Attack?” His father 
would ask, hoisting a fish out of the water by its tail.

“Dying,” Jack would respond, his knees buckling as the fish would flail about in 
tiny, desperate movements.

“Close,” his father would say, lifting the metal club high above his head. “Dying, 
but without ever making it home.” A slam – metal against liquid against metal. A 
final twitch – a ghastly hint of an afterlife. Unable to control the urge, Jack would 
find himself gazing back in the direction of the net, at the silvery sheen of salmon 
toiling about, minding their own business, unwittingly relishing their final mo-
ments in their liquid home.

Jack takes a deep inhale of his mother – spruce tip and laundry detergent-
scented. He imagines his baby brother – ginger and speckled, a shrunken version of 
himself – sloshing about in his own liquid home. He likes this image – is perhaps 
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Proper Attire
Beatrice Franklin, Juneau

Dank moss breathes the spruce’s firm scent.
Her summer dress is out of season.
I lift my coat to her bare shoulders.
She frowns and claims chill transitory.

Her summer dress is out of season,
The green tulle floats above her knees.
She frowns and claims chill transitory
She shrugged when I called her selfish.

The green tulle floats above her knees,
a dress she bought for her mother’s funeral.
She shrugged when I called her selfish.
Her mother preferred her knees covered.

A dress she bought for her mother’s funeral.
The priest’s hand trembles offering wafer.
Her mother preferred her knees covered,
for good priest to keep eyes lowered.

The priest’s hand trembles offering wafer,
longing to lift green tulle to his lips,
for good priest to keep eyes lowered.
The weight of eyelids too heavy for youth.

Longing to lift green tulle to his lips
he imagines falling through black ice.
The weight of eyelids too heavy for youth,
he’ll remove his cassock so not to drown.

He imagines falling through black ice,
asking why his mother couldn’t save him.
He’ll remove his cassock so not to drown,
but first he’ll help her out of the green tulle.

Asking why his mother couldn’t save him,
he’ll first help her out of the green tulle.
He’ll lift his coat to her bare shoulders,
breathe in dank moss and the spruce’s firm scent.
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even envious of it. He wants to be closer. Jack presses his cheek deep, deep into his 
mother’s belly – collapsing, succumbing to her inviting warmth.

SPAWNING SEASON
The ultraviolet Southern Californian sun streams diagonally through the 

cracked open window and into Jack’s UCLA dorm room. 

“Ok so ‘thumb’ is chum,” says Nicole, wiggling a polished thumb in Jack’s face. 

“Yes,” says Jack, blinking, the sunlight refracting off of Nicole’s manicure and 
into his line of vision.

“Which hardly anyone likes. Second to worst kind of salmon out there.” 

“You got it.”

“And ‘pointer’ is sockeye. Because when I got like this—” Nicole pauses, shooting 
her second finger towards Jack’s bare retinas; Jack stops her finger with his palm, 
gives it a brief squeeze, and kisses it – his face growing warm as a consequence of 
his impulsiveness. Nicole wriggles her finger out of his grasp in a gentle exaspera-
tion, “Because I can sock you in the eye with it.”

“You sure can,” Jack murmurs, relieved to finally feel his body temperature 
returning to normal.

“And then this one is king salmon,” says Nicole, exaggerating the extension of 
her middle finger. “Because it’s the Big Daddy.”

“Big Daddy is right,” says Jack, leaning back into his bed frame and resting the 
back of his head in his hands. Nicole continues to move through her theatrical ren-
dition of the five-finger salmon mnemonic. Jack notes that Nicole seems to derive a 
sensual pleasure from the opportunity to perform. Rattling off salmon types might 
as well be a striptease.

“…Aaand last – which also in this case, happens to be least – we have your pink 
salmon! Hence pinky,” she says, triumphant, tilting her chin upwards and framing 
her face with ten, wiggling fingers.

Leaning forward and steadying the back of her head with his palm, he pushes his 
mouth onto her with a starling urgency.

Nicole pulls away, an impish gleam in her eye, “What?” she demands, “No words 
of praise for your East Coast girlfriend and her remarkably quick absorption of 
your Alaskan…lexicon?”

“These are my words of praise,” says Jack, leaning forward to catch her mouth 
again. The truth is, it makes Jack somewhat uneasy to hear this beautiful, strange 
woman regurgitate the facts of his homeland. Jack pushes Nicole down on her 
back, quelling his discomfort momentarily. In her ecstatic repose, she wraps a slen-
der leg around his torso, stroking her big toe up and down the small of his back. He 
slides his hand beneath her t-shirt and up her back, and removes her bra, consider-
ing it for a moment. Embellished with bows and crystal studs, it is a foreign object. 
An import from an incomprehensible time and place.
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Changing Lanes
Beatrice Franklin, Juneau

Today she has a bone to pick
with an orange Cherokee Jeep 
who nimbly cuts her off while
she attempts to change lanes.
Unappreciative of her elderly
grace, her greed for time to slow, 
to stretch like nylon rope knotted
to a solid  tire  that will fling her
artfully into Auke Lake, where 
her splash might startle midges
she’d appease by floating on
her back. Feeling water’s cool
in the ridges of her skull. Content.
Her skirted bathing suit inflating
unbecomingly. Not that anyone
would be watching, too concerned
when she doesn’t appear for work
on time or even by noon. Assume
she’s not changed her clock, overslept
though she’s rarely late. Absolved as
she looks tidy, younger than her years. 

Grace Harang, Sunbathing
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David deLeyser, Syncing Salmon

Or perhaps it was him that was the import. It had been a while since Jack had 
not felt at least somewhat alien. Perhaps a long, long time ago, home had been 
something clear, real, and tangible. It had been cold air. Impossible darkness. Briny 
fingers. The meat-mixed-with-cotton-candy smell of freshly killed deer. A face full 
of salt-spray during a day out on his father’s skiff. But then, even the perfect little 
niche that was Southeast Alaska lost its hospitality. 

The summer that Jack’s mother was expected to give birth to his brother Carson, 
her uterus ruptured, taking both her life as well as her baby’s. But even then, at sev-
en years old, Jack still took comfort in his sensory world, in the perfectly clean filth 
of his hands covered in blood and fish slime. He continued to accompany his father 
to the hatchery on the weekends, where the two of them toiled away side-by-side, 
in silence. They had always been a reticent pair; this much had not changed.

Jack’s role was to separate the males from the females. His father taught him 
when he was young how to differentiate. The females had the bloated bellies, the 
males had the sharp, pointy teeth. To be completely sure, you could pink your 
fingers and slide them down the salmon’s torso – essentially, milking him or her. 
If a little red-orange egg popped out, it was a female. If a thin almond milk-like 
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Cynthia Lagoudakis, Skiff in Orange and Blue
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substance emerged, it was a male. This is how it went, day after day. Until one day, 
perhaps seven weeks after the death of his mother and brother:

“We got another guy over here, Jack-Attack,” said Dad, tossing a fish over Jack’s 
end of the table, the tail still twitching, an eerie suggestion of life-after-death.

“Nother guy,” repeated Jack, running his finger along the crests of the salmon’s 
pointed teeth and down its flat tummy. Beneath Jack are two buckets, one swirling 
with a creamy fluid. The other—empty—the would-be container of salmon eggs. 
Jack takes the fish into his arm and tilts it downward, squeezing it, milking it into 
the nearly-full bucket.

Dad’s head shoots up, his right hand still pounding away, obliterating yet an-
other life from existence. “We’re going to need some more ladies soon, or we’re in 
trouble.”

The empty bucket stared up at Jack like a womb, sliced-open and barren. The 
fluid-filled bucket swirled around uselessly. 

Jack could never quite shake the image of the two buckets—the one gurgling 
with a sterile, milky substance, and the other, desolate. It was after that that he 
started inventing excuses and stopped coming with his father to the hatchery. 
Southeast Alaska, which was once Edenic, a perpetual bounty, was now, to Jack, 

Kathleen McCrossin, Salmon Yunomi
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10 Ways of Looking at the Sea
Soren Marius, Sitka High School Student, Sitka

1. The sky flashes and cracks, 
and the sea rises and falls.
The old man smiles at the challenge.

2. Along the shore of a bleached
northern coast, the fish are playing 
tag in the bull kelp.

3. The villagers smile, as smelly,
 yet loved fishermen are welcomed home, 
backs turned to the horizon.

4. Fearless children leaping from cliffs,
when the sea, like a worried mother,
is there to catch them in cold arms.

5. Perhaps the only, truly 
undiscovered place on earth,
the dreary chasms of the sea.

6. When in the Coast Guard,
no matter where you move,
the sea welcomes you home.

7. Arriving at the island,
is never as fun, as being coated
by salty sea spray on the way.

8. The surface may be calm,
but the infinite depths
shroud the terrors.

9. Wet footprints, splashed on the concrete. 
Exhausted children sleeping restfully, 
now that day and swimming are done. 

10. The fishermen are husbands,
trying to be loyal to their town,
but the sea is a thieving mistress.
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a graveyard. A site of massacre, where mothers and fathers were beat to death in 
their own homes by grizzled men in flannel. Where icky white fluid remained icky 
white fluid, obliterating any hope for a future.

From that day on, Jack found himself counting the days until he could leave. 
Instead of spending the weekends trolling around on Bernadette, with his father, 
he spent them on the internet discovering hip-hop and rap, music that beckoned 
him to a place urban and sunny, gritty, and cultured. As he grew older, he spent 
the weekends scrolling through Google Images—his go-to search: universities in 
California. And at 18, his acceptance into University of California in Los Angeles 
was his golden ticket.

It was where he met Nicole from Woodbridge, Connecticut. The first person 
that Jack ever knew to wear t-shirt like “fuck the patriarchy” and say jargon, politi-
cal phrases off the cuff, like “female friendship is a site resistance.” She was also the 
first person he knew who knew someone who went to an Ivy League school (her 
sister). He didn’t know what any of this meant, exactly, but it drew him to her, like 
antique china to a child’s curious, outstretched palm. Shiny and dangerous, smooth 
but breakable. And now here she was, reciting something with brazen confidence 
that she likely pulled from a Wikipedia article. Something that was both true and 
yet sapped of honesty.

“Hey, I’m over here!” Nicole quips, her breasts bare and arms splayed out theatri-
cally, as if prepared to drawl, “paint me like one of your French girls.” Jack leans 
forward, taking Nicole’s left nipple urgently in his mouth, expecting warmth. Yet 
still, he feels cold.

UP THE STREAM
The first thing Jack notices is the smell. Stepping out of the airport, he takes a 

deep inhale—the musky odor that comes when moisture is met with decay. A smell 
that simultaneously evokes death and life; one, Jack determines, not a negation of 
the other but rather, a quiet coexistence.

A scratched up red Jeep 4x4 pulls up, headlights blinking in the fog like a light-
house. A man in a faded yellow baseball cap dips his head out the window. Jack 
swings open the car door and sits, pulling his navy L.L. Bean duffel into his lap.

“Hey, Dad,” says Jack.

“Jack-Attack,” his father murmurs softly, hitting the gas pedal and turning onto 
the main road. 

The two drive in silence. Within minutes, they pass the hatchery. Without 
comment, his father pulls over. August, an egg-take season like countless egg-take 
seasons before it, the salmon have begun to arrange themselves in careful rows. 
Making themselves comfortable before death. Yet it is more than that, Jack real-
izes, fixing his gaze on the king fish closest to him, splashing about, relishing in the 
familiar cool of his first home, for what could be the first or the last time.

Jack rolls down the window and takes a deep, long inhale.
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Meadow Stanley, Juneau in the Evening

When my friend arrives, I’m staring at a blank horizon. 

“Whales…” I say. 

He shrugs. 

But I’m aglow. What company to keep. 

I stuff my winter’s food supply into the skiff’s cavity and cut across the water.
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Cynthia Lagoudakis, Sunset Solitaire
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Where We Intersect
Megan Moody, Tenakee Springs

At first light I crank the pull-start and putter out of the cove. Fog hangs upon 
dark, feathered mountains on either side of the inlet. Last night, I saw the dragon-
fly silhouette of my friend’s power-troller slip into town. I’d been watching for his 
arrival. 

“I’ve got 20 Coho,” he said when I found him later. “Come by the boat whenever; 
they’re on ice.”

This morning, I hug the coast. The skiff cuts through blue-grey water as smooth 
as whale skin. Seagulls spin near shore; their white wings catch the light, like 
circling stars. Humpbacks, I think. Congregating gulls is a tell-tale sign of feeding 
whales, which spend summers in Southeast Alaska, eating their year’s supply of 
food before swimming south to breed. 

I cut the motor. I’m early to the dock. My friend, who’s been up at 4:30 am for 
months, will now, I know, take his time getting out of bed. The harbor is quiet but 
for the hollow glug of water hitting hulls. 

The day ahead is daunting: the 20 Coho salmon I’m buying aren’t filleted like in 
a supermarket; they’re gutted but whole. I live off the grid and don’t have a freezer 
at home; instead, I rent freezer space 4-miles away. I will schlep these fish home 
and spend all day slicing and packaging. I will race daylight and spoilage, as salmon 
slime slicks my hands, knives, cutting board, table, clothes, rain gear, and the out-
door floor. Hopefully before dark, I’ll boat the filleted and vacuum-sealed bounty to 
the freezer. Today’s frenzy will feed me all winter.

But right now, there’s no way to speed up the process. My friend will get here 
when he gets here. I breath in brine and tar. A heron perches beside stacks of 
thatched crab pots. A tendril of smoke winds from a houseboat towards the fog. 
Seagulls drift on air currents, amassing.

And then: the whales! A ring of mouths and fins just beyond the dock’s mooring; 
unidentifiable body parts — smooth, bulbous, ribbed, navy, cream--cut through the 
water’s silk. Are there three or four or five? Mountainous bodies rise up through 
geologic time. 

They’re bubble feeding. Starting deep, humpbacks blow bubbles into a cylin-
drical net, catching schools of krill. Then the whales open their jaws and lung 
upwards. Grooved throats accordion into u-shaped, water-filled cavities. For one 
moment, as mouths thrust into the air, our worlds intersect.

The whales groan, like a creaking massive instrument. Mouths close and slip 
under. A fin lolls. I see a dark hide. Breath hisses from a blowhole, like a monstrous 
flat tire. And then the whales are gone. The ocean once again looks like a solid, 
empty field. 
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Abbreviated Formalities
Lyle Kessler, Juneau

Overdue
two adults
two children
survival gear onboard
bears, wolves, darkness
agreed, send the bird, cutter too

Yes ma’am,
one son found
hypothermic, severe injuries
in ICU
still searching
your husband and other son.

Yes ma’am, 
one child found
not your husband, or the other two
continuing by air, on land and water.
Three Nights.
Three Days.

Yes ma’am, 
his passport
will send
don’t know the cause
no more searches
I’m sorry.

Yes ma’am,
how’s your son?
shoe, backpack, GoPro
will send
no more searches
I’m sorry.
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Rainy State Haikus
Olivia Wilcox, Sitka High School Student, Sitka

An expert knitter
could easily turn tree moss
into a sweater

Illuminated
in the bright moonlight. She’s not
glowing, she’s just pale.

The goat leapt over 
the fence. Not to eat flowers,
but purely to jump.

Small hands grip branches
covered in soft, sunlit sap.
Small hands are now stuck.

Deep grooves cut the mud
although the sign clearly says,
“No biking on trails.”

Grace Harang, Tweety
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Traveling in Korea with Walt Whitman
Dan Branch, UAS Student, Juneau 

It shall be customary in the houses and streets to see manly affection;
The most dauntless and rude shall touch face to face lightly;

…These shall tie you and band you stronger than hoops of iron 

—Walt Whitman “Over the Carnage Rose Prophetic a Voice”, exerpt

Walt pounds on my keyboard in a Seoul hotel 
adding more brilliant leaves to his gassy pile. 

The ghost can still eat so we breakfast
at a mom-and-pop spot near the palace.
While I counsel, he gobbles fried rice
hot with kimchi that makes him sweat.

Walt, less is always more when read
on a smartphone’s screen. Learn to edit
and revise. Your long lines and catalogues
of observation will bore, not inspire a reader.

Have a patient in a COPD ward test read
your work. Use middleschoolers to screen
your next lilac poem. “My Captain”
is now a punch line so don’t revive that poem. 

Mr. Poet, presidents still die and lilacs bloom. 
But in our country of mass shootings the center 
cannot hold. Your readers live in a land that 
almost never raises its flag above half-mast. 

Postpone the scheduled re-write of “Drum-Taps.”
Americans form battle lines over manly affection, 
won’t believe that adhesion can tie us together
“stronger than hoops of iron.” 

Uncle Walt washes down his rice with water,
sighs and asks for a chance to hear a thrush.
It’s winter so I take him to temple grounds
for the Buddhist chants and gongs. 

After eating temple cakes he chants
My soul never took me as far at that jet,
the America of Lincoln ignored my words,
yet these kind people have read me for 100 years.
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Ritual 
Anastasia Erickson, UAS Student, Juneau

I wash my hands quite often, embracing the heat of the water gliding over my 
skin as it transforms my fingers from cream to crimson. Dousing my palms in soap, 
I rub them together vigorously, furiously, violently as though they just might catch 
on fire: ultimate purification. I cleanse myself of him. I take the nail brush and 
scrub where the dirt and grime of his lies, of his (broken) promises hide. His end-
less I love you’s and goodbyes that bury themselves in the most unreachable parts 
of my body. Taking host where they are not welcome. I cleanse myself of him. 

I wash away the smell of his skin from mine still burning and yearning for a man 
that I’ll never know. I was little back then, yet somehow I feel smaller now bent 
over the sink, worshiping it. The steam of the water spells father and I want to 
reach out and grasp it, but I’m smart enough to recognize the temporality of such 
things. Vapor takes up space only to disappear into it. It’s funny how the scent of 
the soap, all eucalyptus and lavender, can never mask the reeking odor of a love I’ve 
never known. My skin simmers beneath the mask of the suds where I find com-
fort in the gentle caress of soap coating my hands in a shiny film of protection. I 
want to be pure again. So I cleanse myself of him. And by the time I have finished 
with my ritual my hands are cracked and dry and bleeding, but I keep on washing, 
scrubbing, cleaning until there is no longer any more skin left for me to disinfect. 
Until there is only bone– bonafide proof of his love that I will always keep cleansing 
myself of.

 left:  Katie Craney, Landfalls: Dedications to Alaskan Women Writers and   
  Storytellers 
 above:  There are moments that keep themselves in our memories (for Ernestine  
  Saankalaxt' Hayes) 
 middle:  With it, we are joined, and continue (for Joan Naviyuk Kane) 
 below:  Ambient Noise (for Vivian Faith Prescott) 
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Elise Tomlinson, Misty Lupine Forest
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They prefer oatmeal
Maija Olšteina, UAS Student, Juneau

A steady stream
of steam from the stove,
baked beans in a simmering song.
Bacon and eggs
on the table for two,
windows toasted crisp in the sun.
A clink of forks
against pearly-white teeth,
in unison their breakfast plates spun.
A hundred and seven Sundays they sat
and breakfasted face to face.

Yet never, not one of them, thought to ask:
“Do you like bacon?
Or eggs?”
In unison their breakfast plates spun
and played a greasy song
when in fact, they both thought they’d rather
be slurping up oatmeal. With jam.

Nancy Delpero, Untitled
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Hunter froze when he heard the front door, a chip halfway to his mouth. He 

glanced at his father, who had already finished his sandwich and stretched out 
across the couch. Astrid burst into the room then turned on her way to the stairs. 
She took in the TV, the plates of food. Hunter felt suddenly hot, as if he did have a 
fever after all. He stared at the floor, the chip sharp on his tongue.

“Hey, Strid,” Nick said, “You missed most of the cartoons.” 

“Is Hunter better? Are you better?” Astrid shimmied around the coffee table 
and squeezed in between them on the couch. She held out a book open to picture 
of a bird house. “We can make this and hang it by the lake for the bats,” she said. 
Hunter stared at it blankly. “For when they come back,” she said. 

Nick went to the kitchen with his plate, passing Rose as she unfurled a yard of 
yellow fabric across the kitchen table. 

“They won’t come back,” Hunter said.

“They just need a place to live. We can build it today. Do you want to?”

That was when Hunter remembered Pam. He stood abruptly and swiped the 
crumbs from his pants. He opened the door to Nick’s office, saw the desk with its 
piles of paper, the couch with the side table holding two glasses. He jogged through 
the kitchen and flung open the back door.

Nick drew a finger over his mouth and watched Hunter sprint through the back-
yard. Rose had spread the fabric out on the table. She lifted the shears.

“Why’d you get that same color?” Nick said.

“Can you believe they still had it after all this time?” Rose smiled to herself and 
snipped along the fold. Nick scoffed. “All this time,” he said.

“I thought you had to work today,” Rose said.

“I did,” said Nick. “I did work. Hunter was here by himself. You could have let 
me know.”

“Well,” said Rose, pinning the fabric with sharp little jabs, “You were here, too.”


Astrid set the book on the coffee table and reached for Hunter’s plate; one by 

one she ate the potato chips that were left, knowing he would be disappointed, that 
Rose wouldn’t let him have any more. The bats were waiting in the nearby trees, in 
hollows in the ground, wrapped in thin and fragile wings. They would come back. 
They would fill the woods, the sky above the house. She would call her family out 
into the yard. They would see.
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A baked potato
Maija Olšteina, UAS Student, Juneau

I scrub his skin
of all the mud and grub,
in fact,
I scrub his skin
so thin
transparent
as he moans with pleasure
and turns his plump body towards me.

I wrap him warm
in a blanket,
he giggles and tucks
the blanket under his chin.

Shiny aluminium
illuminating the night,
I throw him in the fire.
He won’t put up a fight.

As his body heats up
his skin pops.
Delicious blisters
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Nick laughed with his mouth open wide, the back teeth dark with fillings. 
Hunter remembered how Astrid told him she could hear the radio in her fillings, 
like music was playing in her mouth. But Hunter could never hear it, even if he 
pressed his ear to her cheek.

“Is it better?” 

“I think so.” Hunter poked his finger into his belly. 

“Well, okay then. How about a sandwich? You hungry? Come on, I’ll make you a 
sandwich. So, you were sleeping?” Nick slapped him on the upper back and moved 
past him. “Just wake up?” 

“Strid’s going to get a bat book,” Hunter said.

“You’re still thinking about those bats, huh?”

“Maybe they’ll come back.” 

“Nah, they won’t come back.” Nick turned on the television to cartoons and 
made cheese sandwiches with mayonnaise and pickles and a side of potato chips. 
Hunter heard the back door click shut. He turned to look, but didn’t see Pam. May-
be she was waiting outside. They carried plates to the living room and arranged 
themselves in front of the television. Hunter sighed as he bit into the sandwich and 
watched Coyote pinwheel off a cliff. 


After the library, Astrid waited in the car while Rose ran into the store. She held 

the only book they had been able to find in her lap, turning the pages slowly. Min-
utes ticked by. Her mother was probably chatting away with someone and would 
take forever. She was buying fabric even though Astrid had heard her father tell 
her just that morning to order new curtains from Sears. He seemed relieved to get 
rid of the old yellow ones. “Get a different color,” he said, “Get blue or something.” 
Rose had poked her chin out as if to object, but instead went and put on her make-
up and did her hair while Nick worked in his office. He was not to be disturbed 
once the door was closed. Then it turned out Hunter was sick. Astrid thought that 
would make her mother hurry, but she was wrong. She thought of him waiting for 
them to come home and felt an uneasy lightness in her chest.

Rose finally appeared and tossed a bag into the back seat. “They still had the 
same fabric. Can you believe it?” she said. She started the engine. “You were just 
a baby when I made those curtains. You loved the sound of the sewing machine, 
it put you right to sleep.” Astrid picked at loose threads in the book’s binding and 
leaned her head against the window as they rode towards home. She imagined, 
as she often did, opening the door and jumping from the car, tucking and rolling. 
How fast would she fall, how much would it hurt, when she tumbled across the 
road and into the ditch.
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Diana Rossmiller, Veil of Secrets
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Over breakfast, Rose explained how bats hunted at dawn and dusk, and that the 
colony probably landed on the island by accident because they were lost.

“What kind of bats are they?” Astrid asked.

“Maybe fruit bats,” Rose said.

Nick shook his head. “I bet they’re little brown bats. They aren’t lost, we just 
never notice them. They’ve probably been out in the woods the whole time. They 
might get into the eaves of the house, looking to hibernate.” 

Rose said, “Let’s go to the library and research. We can all go on Saturday, as a 
family. A family outing.” 

Nick set his water-stained briefcase on the table and shrugged on his suit jacket. 
“If I have time,” he said. Rose stayed at the table, running her fingers back and forth 
across a small puddle of tea. “Go play now,” she said, and Astrid went to her room 
to draw her memory of the bats. Large and jagged and reaching as if to grip the 
house in their claws and carry it away. 


Hunter spent the next few days searching the periphery of the woods waiting 

for dusk, when the bat colony might return to hunt. But on Saturday when it was 
time to go, he lied and said his tummy hurt. He dreaded the library, which felt so 
much like school, which would start up again in just two weeks. Rose set her palm 
on his forehead. 

“Are you sure?” she asked. She set a glass of water and a sleeve of saltines on the 
nightstand. “Eat these on top of the covers so you don’t get crumbs,” she said. “Your 
father didn’t want to go either, so he’s downstairs.” Hunter got dressed as soon as 
he heard the car engine. He let himself out the back door and ran across the yard 
to his fort at the edge of the woods, where he had a stack of only semi-damp comic 
books to read, and nearby salmonberries so ripe that he could eat them right off the 
bushes. It had taken him an entire afternoon to fix the tarp to the tree roots, and 
then line the ground with cardboard. Hidden inside, he leaned back on his sleeping 
bag, rested on his elbows and chewed a saltine. He should have taken the grape jelly 
to go with them. He had a clear view of the back door, so he saw Pam right away 
when she came around the side of the house and knocked. He considered calling 
out to tell her his mother wasn’t home, but then she let herself in. He watched a 
moment, and when she didn’t come out he went back to his comic. She must be 
waiting for Rose inside. Sometimes they took walks together out to the cliffs to dig 
up chocolate lilies and lupine for the garden. In addition to the grape jelly, Hunter 
now considered the pitcher of Tang in the fridge. Pam might want some Tang, too. 
He jumped up and sprinted back to the house and was just pouring the Tang when 
his father came out of his study. 

“Hey, guy,” Nick said. “I thought you went to the library.” He reached down to 
shake Hunter’s shoulder and give him a playful punch in the arm. 

“I had a tummy-ache,” Hunter said.
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Bury These Stories
Ernestine Hayes, previous featured writer, Juneau

Excerpt from work in progress:

When I was still young enough to think that never is a word, the unyielding 
future approached me like a bear walking on two legs. Ominous. Haunting. Sad. 

My irresponsible heart left with him and I followed. 

Each summer, our family gladly returned to a worn trail on a tall mountain to 
find our favorite berries. Along the trail in the lively sun, we boasted and teased and 
called out our various dreams. We could taste the juicy tart hope of baskets full of 
berries at the end of the coming day. We measured our distance from each other 
by those calls: sons, daughters, eager grandchildren. And melancholy elders, whose 
rheumy eyes reflected images of always-one-more child running up the trail to test 
the first soft ripened summer berry, always-one-more almost-woman running up 
the trail to be lost in the unyielding embrace of a future walking toward her on two 
legs. 

That tall mountain held our village in its hands, it brought midsummer rains, its 
familiar trails led to berries and greens and game. But as I traveled with this man 
who walked on all four legs, this bear that walked on two legs, I learned that what 
I had thought was a mountain was only a log, and what I thought were logs on a 
mountain were cedar embers crackling in a winter fire. 

I walked beside him past smoke houses along the river. Past nesting godwits and 
runaway boys. My back bent, I scrambled across the lowbush willow. I walked with 
that man along the riverbed and along the shore, through every forest edge and 
across every alpine tundra. I began to love the twilight. I already loved the man. 

I counted the changes coming over me. I admired my forelimb claws. Newly un-
covered beetle grub delighted me. Soft flesh. Thick, wormy savor. Together, he and 
I stood upright to taste the breeze. To test our unsettled future. With each step, we 
deepened our inevitable path.


Every day I return to that twilight morning when I sensed a coolness at the back 

of my neck and thought perhaps my collar had fallen, my shape had shifted, my 
skin had slipped. At the back of my mask, I touched then and now reach again for 
the phantom, dazzling void, the horror of that emptiness, the fear of my own not-
being. 

Now I am old. Memories walk slowly behind me. I live on the top floor of an 
ever growing ever flimsy shaking cabin built on remembered graves. I ignore the 
stench of molding bodies in the basement, the stink of newly dead bodies piling in 
the basement, the moans of starving homeless fighting incarcerated dropped out 
poor who have tumbled down steep stairs into the basement void. I live in a space 
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Rose turned on the faucets while Astrid flung open a cabinet and felt for 
handles. The fire was out in moments. A thin sheen of water covered the linoleum 
floor. Astrid set the candles in the center of the table and re-lit them. Rose was 
pulling down the soaked curtains when Nick heaved inside. He crossed the room 
and slotted the gun into the rack.

“You don’t see a damn fire five feet from you?” he said, “Are you crazy?” 

 “You’re the one shooting bats in your bathrobe with your ass hanging out,” Rose 
said. Astrid wanted to laugh, but she could see her father was serious. She leaned 
against the counter by the door and Hunter made himself very small next to her.

“They could have rabies. They could bite the kids,” Nick said. His eyes bulged in 
that way they had when he felt he just wasn’t getting his point across. Rose scoffed. 
She knelt and wiped the floor with a towel. “Any excuse to shoot something, that’s 
all you care about.” 

“What the hell, Rose? What the hell do you know about what I care about?” Nick 
stalked into his office where he kept the bottle of whiskey. Rose paused in her work, 
then continued as if she hadn’t heard. 

Astrid and Hunter slipped outside. Astrid felt jangly and large, and laughed as 
Hunter ran up and down the porch shouting, but the bats had vanished into the 
woods. The darkness yawned like a giant tunnel that the children threw themselves 
into, running with arms spread over the swaths of grass, dew slick on their bare 
feet, leaping and waving their arms until Rose called them in for bed. 

But Astrid could not sleep. She lay awake a long while, listening to Hunter’s light 
breathing across the hall, to her parents walking around downstairs. She sensed 
the woods around the house, endless, filled with the furtive movements of animals 
shifting in their dens.

Kate Boesser, The Mountains Are Alive
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between light and shadow. I live in the space between shadow and light. I continue 
to love twilight dawn and hesitant dusk. I live mid-mountain. 

When Hanshan lived among mountains, did he worry who would visit? Or did 
he welcome warm rain, breathe cold air, and seek understanding? When Li Po 
became drunk from wine and friendship, did he chew on roots of disappointment 
and betrayal? Or did he suck coarse dregs and praise the bitter drink?

If death delivers notice, what will be my amends, to whom shall I bequeath the 
remnants of my common life? In what place shall I arrange my deathbed to fill my 
gaze with one last glimpse of home? Fat days and shortened nights: these are the 
ways I age. Thoughts walk beside me like a bear on two legs: ominous, haunting, 
sad. 

That love, those tastes, that smile -- everything has dulled with age. Everything 
has faded as everything fades -- everything everything except this taste this smile 
this forceful now these nurtured memories. This forceful now. 

In quiet moments I return to walk again along that shore. I find the abandoned 
home. I creep into the house to see if part of me is still there. I find scattered words 
and discarded hopes. A boy runs toward me from the distance, but I have again 
forgotten to bring food and he swerves away: low, fast, hungry. 

The man I walked away with so many years ago still lives in the forest. He knows 
the crying woman, he knows the man who brings wealth, he knows Natsilanéi, he 
knows Gabe Fox. He knows all those who keep our songs and stories. He sees who 
enters that abandoned house. He knows we never bring food. 

Our days have been swept from riverbank into memory. I walk along the shore 
and cherish the image we made as we floated in the bottomless light.

Long after I had walked away, long after I had returned, long after I had walked 
away again, that man appeared at the edge of the forest to approach me again: a 
bear walking on two legs. 

The years had been unkind. The countenance he once carried, the humor he 
once wore, his ready smile had disappeared, replaced by crooked bones, stooped 
back, misshapen pride. When he sent word that he would soon arrive, I searched 
for the story I was meant to tell. After he arrived, the story I was meant to tell hid 
in darkening shadows until the realization came: his story had not yet come to its 
end. My story is no more than bent reminiscence. His countenance walked away 
again, longing to die. He walks in the forest, always moving in another direction, 
always hearing other sounds. Always searching. He limps, one shoulder bent as 
though he can no longer bear the weight of helpless whispers. 

It was once said that he can make himself look like any thing of beauty. It was 
once believed that a sharp bite on his hand reveals his nature. But no one can now 
remember the sweet taste of his shifted skin, like blueberry blossoms salted with a 
vagrant’s tear. Few of us remain alive who thrill at a suggestion of his whereabouts. 
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Visitation 
Asha Falcon, Juneau

The bats came in early fall, during one of the island’s black-outs. The low sky 
deepening, the cabin a smudge on the dim meadow, trees in a circle around it. As-
trid and her mother, Rose, sat at the kitchen table. Astrid colored while her mother 
embroidered by candle light. The room was peaceful with the sound of breathing 
and the crayon rubbing against the paper. Then came the sound of Dante barking 
from the back yard. They waited for him to settle down, but he kept on, and finally 
Rose peered out the window over the sink. She told Astrid to go see what it was. 

“Why can’t Hunter go?” Astrid said. She didn’t want to leave the warm circle of 
light around the table. Hunter, hearing his name, came in from the living room 
where he had been reading by the fireplace. 

“You’re braver, and bigger. Go look and come right back. Just peek outside the 
door,” Rose said. 

So, Astrid let herself out into the chilly air. The windows glowed thinly behind 
her. The night smelled like dirt, like wet leaves and like Dante, who jumped back 
and forth, stomping his front paws. His jaws snapped and snapped as the barks 
rolled out. He was trying to get at something above her. At first, Astrid saw only 
the dusky sky, the silhouettes of trees surrounding the house. Then, as her eyes 
adjusted, the air came alive with flitting shadows. They were everywhere, flying just 
out of reach. She ran back inside and slammed the door.

“It’s giant butterflies,” she shouted. 

A thump came from upstairs and Rose glanced at the ceiling. “That’s your 
father,” she said. She opened the back door and the fierce sound of Dante’s barking 
filled the kitchen. She said she could see them, too, but what were they? A moment 
later their father stomped downstairs in his green bathrobe. Hunter green, like her 
brother’s name. Green to hide in the woods, Rose always said. Green to be invisible. 

“Astrid thinks there are giant butterflies in the yard,” said Rose.

“Fucking bats,” Nick said. He squinted even in the dim light. He took a rifle from 
the gunrack and loaded it. 

Hunter repeated, “Fucking bats!” 

“What are you doing,” Rose said, “You aren’t even wearing pants.”

“It’s okay,” Nick said, and went outside.

At the window, they gasped as Nick leapt about firing the gun. They hooted 
when his robe fell open and he stopped to fasten the tie, only to have it fall open 
again. They squealed when he threw the gun aside and rushed over to pound on 
the glass near their faces. Too late, they saw that the candle on the kitchen table 
had lit the curtains on fire. 
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He fades. He walks away, becomes invisible. He prepares for death, still longing for 
the sting of a bitten hand. 


As she was dying, my mother described to me an early morning when she left 

me bundled in the warm family bed while she tended to the woodstove. I was new-
ly born. She listened for my newborn sounds and for the hissing and snap of cedar 
logs crackling in the fire. She listened to midsummer rains at the door. She listened 
to a raven call and she listened to my answer. She listened to my cry and she heard 
the raven’s answer. My mother said we crooned to one another, that raven and I. 
She didn’t say why she had never before told me about these moments. She didn’t 
say why she revealed them to me now.

Had she told me that story sooner, I could have believed that I was special. If she 
had never told the story, I could have believed I was no different from other women 
who walk away with bears. Women who cause their husbands’ deaths. Women who 
with the help of their children kill their brothers and leave their sons. No different 
from any woman who walks through the lighted dawn while ravens call for food. 


I crave the dark heat of a winter den. It calls me from not far distant mountains 

when I smell the chill of approaching snow. I wait for the time to say my goodbyes, 
to leave, to prepare a place for those who followed me here. This love stings my 
heart, brings such aching tears: always my child’s dear face, the tender surge, the 
loss of breath. My open heart staggers at the sorrow I will leave behind when at last 
it is time to answer that certain call, when once again my irresponsible heart leads 
me into the welcoming forest.
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Port Town
Jack Campbell, Excursion Inlet

Pots stacked high on shore.
Eager sailors look out on the rolling sea.
Crabs surround the island, 
await their steamy fates.

A surly bartender serves a short wine.
The mullet-faced skipper shouts,
“Pour me a healthy dose,
not a mouthful of barnacles.”
His girlfriend eyes men at the bar
like a herring needing oxygen.

Captains navigate under radar 
to Halibut Ledge, set pots. 
Mothers monitor radios and cells.
Children wrestle on the playground,
limp around on imaginary peg legs.
Fog banks across the harbor.

A distress call goes out.
Tea drinking days over 
for the Margie B. crew,
caught inside a music box’s watery column,
no ladder up or down.
Sea breaks over the bridge.
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The Spoken Forest
Ernestine Hayes, previous featured writer, Juneau

I was thinking about the forest one day
and it came to me—
our stories,
our songs,
our names,
our history,
our memories
are not lost.
All these riches are being kept for us
by our aunties, our uncles,
our grandparents, our relatives—
those namesakes who walk and dance
wearing robes that make them seem like bears
and wolves
Our loved ones.
Those beings who live in the spoken forest.
They are holding everything for us.
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Jordan Kendall, Squid Contact
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The Spoken Neighborhood
Christopher “LC” Gonzales, LCCC

I was thinking about the neighborhood one day
and it came to me—
our barbecues,
our beats,
our nicknames earned with stripes,
our war stories,
our memories good and bad shared over malt liquor
are not lost.
All these riches are being kept for me
by my homies, my family,
my OGs’ and BG’s
wearing our gear and colors
as one of many layers that describe
where we from
Our loved ones.
Our neighborhood is our community for better or worse.
Our homies and families are holding everything for us.

Pat Sweeney, Untitled
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thing?” I shook my head no and watched Mr. Heartbroken as he walked to the 
nearby shop. I was guessing his wife had kicked him out the home that morning 
with just the clothes he was wearing. He probably cheated on her. It really didn’t 
matter right now. I believed people were put into our lives for a reason. I appeared 
to be his designated friend for this time in his life. 

He came back with a large sandwich and quickly ate it. We compared tickets in 
the waiting area and our seats would be several cars apart from one another. He 
continued to tell me how upset he was, I continued to tell him he was going to be 
okay and he was doing the right thing. You’re just visiting family. You’re just giv-
ing the situation some space. Let things cool down. You’re going to be okay, but I 
understand this is a difficult situation. 

My life was saved when my grandfather died and my grandmother asked me to 
go on a vacation with her. We would take the train to San Diego from Seattle, stay 
in a hotel with a pool for five nights and return on the train. I had never told any-
one what my home life was like. I had heard teachers at my parochial school scold 
my classmates who were tattletales, so I knew that I would be punished if I told 
anyone what happened to me at home. 

While my grandmother was reading her romance novel, I took a walk through 
the train cars and ended up in the downstairs café car. The five Marines play-
ing cards asked me to sit with them. One of them kept winning, so he bought me 
a soda and said I was his good luck charm as he patted my leg. I didn’t want my 
grandmother to wonder where I was so I said I needed to go back upstairs to my 
seat.

I was his good luck charm. The Marine kept reminding me of that while he held 
me against the metal wall of the train and raped me in the narrow space before 
the steep staircase. He grabbed my face and told me not to tell anyone or he would 
get in big trouble. I knew from reading Nancy Drew I should try and remember 
everything about him, but his nametag on his uniform was a blur. I hadn’t noticed 
the color of his eyes; all I could say for certain was that he was white and taller 
than I was. I could hear the four other Marine’s laughing around the corner as they 
continued their card game. 

When I got back to my seat, my grandmother was sleeping. I was in pain, but 
didn’t want to wake her. I didn’t want to ruin our weeklong trip that had only just 
started the day before. Just like at home, I thought of something to dream about to 
distract me from the pain. Tomorrow would be a new day I told myself. 

I added another rule to my list: wait until my grandmother passes away before 
telling anyone I was raped while in her care. I wouldn’t want her to feel sad about 
our train trip to San Diego and staying in the hotel with the pool. Having a free 
newspaper delivered to our door every morning while we drank coffee together and 
I felt so grown up. Maybe she would have told me that at fourteen I shouldn’t have 
been hanging out with five Marines. Fourteen years after her death, I still can’t find 
the right day.

Mr. Heartbroken continued talking; I continued listening. I gave him encourag-
ing words at the appropriate times. It wasn’t the right day to tell anyone I was raped 
yesterday.
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Lillian Ruedrich, Fireweed Fizzle
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I Was Raped Yesterday
Karena Perry, Juneau

I was raped yesterday. Yesterday sounds more realistic than today. How could 
I have gone about my day if I had been raped today? I repeat the words, silently to 
myself as I walk home. As soon as I get home, I say it aloud for the first time, just 
under my breath. “I was raped.” I say it a little louder in the shower. I keep practic-
ing saying those same three words. They sound so different out loud than deep 
inside my being. Some day will be the right time to speak those words to someone. 
The right person will listen without judging. There will be a perfect day to say 
those words, not a fun day, not a busy day, not a romantic day, not a day where 
someone needs me to listen to them. Not on a holiday or a workday. Not on a day 
when news articles say, “why did the women wait so many years?” Not to a church 
leader who says, “children lie.” Not to a friend who will say, “but, you never said 
anything about it at the time.” I find new rules; I tell stories I feel are more impor-
tant to share. Suddenly I am one of those women who 34 years later wants to say 
I was raped yesterday, but I remind myself of those ominous words a boyfriend 
once told me about being a domestic violence victim, “No one will believe you.” So 
I stay silent. I go on a hike. I ride my bike. I hike a mountain. I read a book. I write a 
poem. I feed the homeless. I go to work everyday. I go out to dinner with friends. I 
photograph whales and bears. There is never a good day to interrupt the rest of my 
life and say I was raped yesterday and then politely listen to the comments I don’t 
need to hear.

I found it hard to believe I had to wait in line to get a seat assignment. At the 
other train stations, the seats were all first come, first serve, so I arrived at the Los 
Angeles Union Station early to get a window seat. My backpack was heavy on my 
shoulders standing in line. It seemed each person was having a fifteen-minute con-
versation at the ticket counter. I hoped I would get a window seat. My train wasn’t 
departing for two more hours. The slow line was okay; there was no rush. I shifted 
the weight off of my bad ankle, which then meant my opposite hip would ache 
from a nerve being pinched if I stood in place too long. 

“I’ve never ridden a train before, I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.” A young 
man, nicely dressed in a business suit, seemed slightly distressed, waiting for my 
answer. I asked him where he was headed and found out he was going to be riding 
on the same train I was. I felt a little embarrassed, in my wrinkled travel clothes, 
chatting with this lost businessman, wondering why he was wearing a suit on a trip 
that would take him three nights. I explained what little I knew about the process 
of getting a seat assignment and how we were then to wait in the cordoned off area 
until we would all walk together to our train. 

I listened to his story of heartbreak and the spontaneous trip he was taking 
across the country to spend Thanksgiving with his family. I could have interrupted 
his story and told him 34 years ago I was raped on this train, but instead I told him 
the sanitized, official version of my trip that I had told my family and friends; this 
was my 50th birthday vacation. 

“I’m going to buy something to eat, I haven’t eaten all day. Do you want any-
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What God Said on the Radio Today
Heather Lende, previous featured writer, Haines

I tossed kindling on the coals in the stove and they lit, fed the dogs and let them 
out and in again (it’s 40 degrees and raining), poured my coffee with cream and 
composed a Haiku on Olive, my new-old Olivetti Lettera 32 typewriter. The radio 
was on, Morning Edition from far away  — the NPR studios  — and from nearby. 
Amanda is up the hill at KHNS in the Chilkat Center, reading the school lunch 
menu and the ferry schedule, waiting for the sun to rise, too.

So I type:
The California Fires
The President is raving
Let’s go for a walk.

The thing is, I am working on paying attention to the good. I listen closer and 
write:

Do you ever hear
God talking on the radio?
What does He say?

(I know, it’s not perfect 5-7-5 but it adds up to 17, and pretty good is better than 
perfect.)

Then this happened on the radio, and in my living room, as my hands rested on the 
keys, listening:

A fireman walked through the embers of Paradise, he was from Oregon, and had 
that friendly accent that is kind of the way the Haines fire chief speaks, or my vol-
unteer fireman neighbor Lyle; humbly, gently, matter-of-factly. He said it was the 
saddest sight he’d ever seen. I heard him, but couldn’t absorb the magnitude of the 
loss. Maybe I didn’t want to. Then he saw a wounded doe standing in the smoke 
and ruins. I was so afraid he’d have to shoot her — but then — and this is what I 
will hold on tightly to for the rest of my life:

He gave her a pan 
full of cold water. He said
He hoped she’d drink it.
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Take a Good Look
Mindy Blackman, UAS Student, Juneau

Red lines paint and hug my body
and multiple needles carved into 
my skin gave me a lifetime of armor. 

Like the Koi that swims up my thigh 
I have been bred to be 
vibrant and beautiful. 

But I am done being fragile. 
I am the dragon that 
soars and spirals up my arm.

I will breathe fire and wear 
my skin like scales of chainmail. 
I will flaunt my medals of honor.

Adelaide Johnson, Mud Shark Evolving
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Vegetarian Alaskan
Reese Speegle, Juneau

In the snow, hoofprints: soft and gray, crisp-edged beneath the slowly falling 
flakes, a tantalizing lure, a gift from another world.

This world: the spruce powdered with glitter ice, the wide, white forest silent 
and dripping winter, sharp as innocence on my tongue. I stand motionless on the 
path, untouched snow rolling in secret directions all around me, quiet, so perfectly 
quiet that my heart has begun to swell like beating waves in my ears. 

The prints are new, delicate, fragile. I could crush them beneath my feet, erase 
them with one clumsy, incautious shuffling of boots. I am the intruder here, 
powerful in my invasiveness, humble in my wary, unwavering stillness. There is a 
vulnerability to these prints, unseen by any eyes but mine. There is wonder.

I creep forward, too selfish to leave the path in peace. I step around the sacred 
snow where those hooves fell, watching, listening, hoping. Trees rich with cold 
bend over the snowy shadows, curtaining the world with each glistening, swirling 
breath of breeze. Out of the silence, I follow the prints, into the sudden gloom of 
winter clouds, the darkening of a hidden slope.

I want to see her. There is a moment, before her brown shape materializes in 
shades of gray my eyes can barely perceive, when her presence seems impossible, 
dreamlike. I can feel her hoof-falls in the beating of my heart, breaking the surface 
of something, leaving imprints that are too fragile and precious to forget. I am not 
human, only a spirit haunting her steps.

She stands there, graceful and frail, neck bent like the branches yet unburdened, 
light. She does not notice me at first. In this secret place, she is safe, alone, holy. I, for 
a moment, am her worshipper, ready to kneel in the snowy dust beneath her hooves. 


“A friend of mine,” he says, with an uncomfortable glance at me, “was out hunt-

ing in the woods…”

I know these stories. They are shared more, not less, often in my presence. The 
little looks, the little grins, the lingering on texture and taste of blood and bone. 
Only in Alaska can we speak of killing with laughter. 

My bullet missed him, but then he tripped and broke his neck! It was hilarious!

“...this was years ago,” the story continues. “He was out in the woods, and he 
heard that little helpless sound fawns make when they’re in distress. So he goes 
toward it, you know, trying to be quiet, and he sees it out in this clearing, standing 
all by itself, all scared…”

I can see it. The first autumn snow, dented ever-so-lightly by hooves so small you 
could kiss them. The helpless fear of a first winter, of the towering cold and the end-
less white, and the loneliness, desolate and infinite, of waiting alone in the snow.
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Mixed Bouquet of Flowers
Abigail Calkin, Gustavus

Paintbrushes rest in the white fluted vase while fine
ones sit in the half-pint bottle once meant for cream—
milk bottles like ones his father, following the milk truck
sounds and the clink of bottles in their metal carrier—
stole in the dark of morning.
His infant and toddler sons needed milk
during the Great Depression hard on all. 
One son grew to a ne’re-do-well. 
Younger son dwelt in paint and canvas not people. 
He was happiest when cerulean 
blue and cadmium red and burnt sienna habited
his soul, dulled his childhood hunger. 

Small brushes, some with ten sable hairs
gave him detail for veins in flowers, 
the place where he hid the secrets of his life. 
The broader brush strokes hid a
stepfather’s cruelty. 

Silently she watches him paint. 
Now she is not the subject of a portrait.
Fresh stock fragrant the studio with brushes
half an inch wide or with six dark sable hairs 
for fine detail. She watches his turning
thoughts pass from neuron to brush to canvas. 
Neither realizes Nasturtiums in Yellow 
Sundae Glass will be his last painting—
—the painting on his easel
when he has grown too feeble to enter 
his sepulchre of oil. 
He clocked himself in. He clocked himself out. 
He timesed the time by 100, gave it a dollar sign,
sent the painting off to a gallery. 

The battery on the clock dies. Dust accumulates. 
His rotating chair sits empty, motionless on its platform. 
She sheds a tear as she watches his hands quiver, 
as he leaves the left quarter of each canvas blank. She thinks
it’s more than his tremors, his bank account, 
his weariness, tar filtering into his lungs and brain.
He wore out his body. He put his thoughts to rest.
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“So then my friend hears the bushes moving across the clearing, and out comes 
this buck, rushing toward the little fawn to make sure it’s all right. And the buck 
stops right in front of it. Then it steps forward very slowly, bending its head until 
their noses touch…”

And I can feel it, the fear, so inescapable one moment, feeble and fleeting the 
next. The meeting of eyes, old and young, safety and saved, and the sudden joy of 
the winter day, the closeness of the snow and the distance of the cold. 

The togetherness, for one gentle moment, in the face of the endless solitary 
world.

A sudden laugh interrupts the story. “So then,” more laughter, “my friend shot 
the buck! Right through the eyes! Just as they were touching noses! Perfect shot!”

And the quiet is ripped apart, dead flesh slapped down on the countertop, 
bloodstained and vacuum-sealed. In the wet, red ruin, the laughter echoes. Some-
where, in the hungry waste, the fawn is helpless again.


In the secret, quiet snow, the doe arches her neck, raises her head. Silent eyes 

meet mine, curious and unafraid. I am touched by something in her, sharper than 
the taste of snow, deeper than her eyes. For a heartbeat, we are not alone. 

Then she sees something in me, not hunger, but human, and she slips away, one 
arching leap after another, ascending into the shadows of the slope.

I am alone.

McKenna Kincaid, Chasing Raindrops
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Gathering Again
Margo Waring, Juneau

We gather for another funeral.
The sun shines on the snow.
The piano is in tune this time.
Suits are freshly pressed.
Posted photos show us young again,
unaware of mortality.
Most of us here look older now,
but not by much.
Funerals come more often.
We glance around to check 
who might be next to go.
The trick is to have
enough younger friends
to keep the pews full.

Visit With My Mother 
Thomas Bacon, Sitka

Dispassionate, my mother explains
the decisions that carried her
into the assisted living home:

her new sofa she had to sell,
her favored cat that had to die,
her husband of failing mind

delivered into the care of others.
Private, as she taught me, I listen 
for messages that remain unsaid

of closely guarded weakness or fear.
Obedient, I push her wheelchair
into the noise of a Chinese restaurant

where we share sweet and sour, rice and hot tea.
The fortune cookies read incomprehensible.
After a hug we say our goodbyes.
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Who Are You  
Haven Jack, 8th grade, Wrangell

Who are you?
Such an unfathomably complex query

Yet so easily was its answer simplified to a name.
A label given to one before their mind has the ability to comprehend their own 

existence
Which is why I find the confusion at my response to this question absurd-

“Who are you?”
They ask

“Who am I?”
I am the girl the wind whispers about in his wistfully wise ways.

I am the daughter of a daughter who longs for the surging power of the salty  
summer seas

I am the sister of a son who fights the fiery fury exploding from his fists
I am the lousy listener that longs to be loved

I am the short-tempered tantrum thrower that is terribly terrified of her own truth
The tormented thinker trapped by thoughts never traveling further than her  

mind’s eye
The venturing visualizer virtually vaporized from the vicious hands of humanity 

You See? 
I am not a who

I am a what, a when, a where
I am not a name

I am a feeling 
I am the joy in my companions face

I am the sorrow in the tears of those that I’ve hurt
I am the anger in the screams of those that enraged

I am not a label
And neither are you
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Beach Home
Grace Harang, Sitka High School Student, Sitka

My home will perch proudly atop the exposed, grass-root riddled bank of Can-
non Beach, Yakutat. Its spine will be straight, a golden retriever during a dog show. 
Gilded mirrored windows will reflect the shy morning hue to their restless neigh-
bor, the sea. Inside, the warm air will envelop you in rich red cedar. In the pores 
of the wood will linger fine dark sand. Over the distinct popping of a dry fire, the 
white noise of an irate ocean assailing the earth will overflow through the loose 
wooden knots in the walls. Whistling from the corner, an attention-seeking coffee 
pot will compete with fresh nagoonberry jelly brewing on the stove, a crock pot 
filled with a hindquarter roast from last season’s doe. My little cabin will always be 
alive, even when its human owner is gone for the winter.

Cynthia Lagoudakis, Trash to Treasure
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Recipe for Catching Starlight
Elizabeth Rumfelt, UAS Student, Juneau

Take two cupped hands and lift them to the Alaskan night. Invite a friend to 
help by holding an eager Mason jar. This jar, formed for the moment it would hold 
something so bright, so close. Until this moment, it’s been empty, waiting. Con-
tinue to reach two gloved hands like a hungry bowl, until a star dips from the sky. 
You will know when the star is ready because it will not fall right away - it will be 
whisked from its celestial placement by sheer fright. Bright things cannot linger 
in the same place for too long. It will ache to move, but will hesitate. Mix in the 
fear of falling, and what does it do? Now it will fall. Fast at first, then slowly, like a 
snowflake that’s not in a hurry to find its resting place. Bring your hands around it, 
the baseball-sized sun, and guide into the Mason jar. The brightness, if you recall, 
cannot stay in one place for long; the core sputters. Dims. Here is the star, so close.

Elaine Loopstra, Southeast Mountain Vase
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Kake
Shaelene Moler, Kake, UAS Student
Winner of the 2019 Mac Behrend’s Award for Creative Writing

Perfumed with smoke from neighboring smokehouses.
Road signs vandalized by regular target practices.

Gravel roads surrounded by dense forests 
and ancestral ghosts possess our islands.

A totem skyscraper offers rest for local eagles
next to the clinic on totem way filled by my people.

A single man’s prayer is echoed by many;
his grandmother is in need of a blessing.

Blueberries stain our fingertips
a delicacy soon to touch our lips.

“let’s save for winter,” a mother says
to her child who insists now instead.

Streams of seasonal salmon cut through our terrain
leaving the ocean for a new generation someday.

On the beach ocean salt caresses my face,
I sense the crab apples sweet smell and bitter taste.

Sea otters search for sea bottom deli’s
as humpback whale acrobats leap and sway.

It’s a circus and a museum not for one penny;
a glorious, casual getaway.

Kake: my name, my inspiration, my happy place.
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Typewriters and Tobacco
Elizabeth Rumfelt, UAS Student, Juneau

Describing a word would be to describe air,
a thin and permanent existence. The ability
to collapse at your fingertips, look
at you from a page, or hold you with stillness.

We are alive in a waterlogged city, where traffic 
lights reflect on streets of rain. Fog weighs on windows
of cars and bars. Cigarette smoke clogs jacket threads, 
and it is now too early to still be Friday night.

Words spoken all evening, drip in mid-air 
and dry up by morning. Douglas Island lights 
catch us from across the channel, and the Alaskan 
roads swallow us home each time.

How long will it be before now is long ago,
and these words are tasted and chewed
like tobacco between my brother’s teeth.
What else could be so heavy?

Jasz Garrett, Untitled
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I am From 
Evelyn Rochon, Yaakoosgé Daakahídi High School Student, Juneau

I am from my mother’s womb; the same one the doctor recommended her to 
remove.
 anchorage, ak 2001
I am from Barrow.
Where the Inupiaqs walk on diamonds and the northern lights dance to the beat of 
the seal skin drum.
 utqiavik

I am from Unalakleet.
Where the moose cross the same river that the children splash in and the boats 
glide upon.
 99684

I am from Nome.
Where the muskox invade the roads and the miners pan for gold. Where the road 
to Teller begins and the Iditarod ends. 
 got gold? 

I am from the strum of my ukulele.
Whether I be “Somewhere over the Rainbow,” or near the “Riptide.”
 a happy song

I am from my siblings.
The ones who slept by me when I was younger, and the ones who picked on me 
until I knew how to fight back. I am from where my two brothers lay to rest, for 
they took a part of me with them.
 rip baboy and axel

I am from the basketball court.
Where my blood, sweat, and tears fall and I play in memory of my brothers.
 queen of the court

I am from every footprint I have left, every tear I have cried, and every person I 
have called a friend. I am from Alaska; where my fish hang to dry, and the midnight 
sun never dies. I am from every lesson I have learned, every mistake I have made, 
and every plan of who I want to become.
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Above Gastineau Channel
Melissa Scriven, UAS Student, Juneau

Light doesn’t reach the water. I peer down at the darkness over the edge of the 
railing, clinging to the side. I imagine I can smell the sea, but I can’t smell anything. 
Cars brighten the road beside the mountains while driving to the valley.

The cars here are close, much too close. Rushes of wind roar past my ears. Head-
lights blind me every time I turn. Maybe if I’m lucky, the people driving will ignore 
me. Or maybe I’m lying. If I didn’t want them to see me, I’d be standing somewhere 
more private, or I’d be out here at 3am. Maybe I am an overdramatic asshole. I don’t 
know anymore. 

I stare down into the darkness. If I was going to go for it, I wouldn’t be just 
standing here. Right? People do this all the time. Right? If I was going to do it, I 
wouldn’t be thinking about it so much. 

Right?

My mind drifts to standing above a pool on the high diving board, no way back. 
Climbing down the ladder isn’t allowed for the kids, let alone an adult who should 
know better. I look down at the pool, so deep I’ll never reach the bottom. I never 
learned how to do a proper dive. The water looks so much further away than it did 
from below. I braced myself, jumping gracelessly and flailing, actually screaming in 
the brief moments before I hit the water.

Now I stand, peering at cold and dark tidal waves, wondering if it will feel the 
same. My boot lifts up and lands on the first railing. Then the second. I hug the 
bars to my chest before going for the third.

A car honks further down the road. A woman crosses the street, holding a white 
and fluffy dog in her arms. I turn back to the coastline, staring at one spot. Frozen. 
Maybe this should spur me into action, but it doesn’t. This stranger doesn’t belong 
in my space. Maybe if I ignore her, she’ll go away. Can I muster up the energy to 
laugh this off? I don’t know how that conversation would even start.

I barely glance at the woman as she comes to stand next to me, avoiding eye 
contact. I could make something up, present some construct my mind of what she 
looked like, produced to fill in the gap. But I only remember the mountains.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she asks. I don’t respond. “I love this view. It’s a nice night 
out.”

She pauses, maybe waiting for some sort of response. I don’t have one. Every 
muscle in my body tenses. Slowly, so slowly, I take one foot and move it back down 
to the first railing, trying to think of what I’m supposed to do now.

People don’t climb up the ladder and sit down to talk when someone stands look-
ing at the water. Sure, there’s technically room on the board, but why would they?

The memory is fuzzy around the edges. My mind lingers on the presence of an-
other person next to me, talking, telling me stories I only half listen to about yoga 
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My dad taught me magic tricks,
How to make anyone believe you,
How to make your lies come true
If you believed in them enough.

He was a master of illusions,
And I was his lovely assistant,
Pulling fake rabbits out of
Nonexistent hats.

Just deny, deny, deny, and
Stitch together a lie that covers
All of the others and soon
You’ll have woven a beautiful 
And intricate tapestry of fallacies.

My dad taught me how to live
In between extremes,
Anger and pride and guilt were
The holy trinity of our legacy,
A family crest of tears and blood 
And addiction.

My dad, he taught me how to care
Without saying you cared, and then
Erupt all at once like a
Firework show of repressed emotion.

My dad, he taught me how to run,
How to run on a clock that never struck midnight,
Evading sleep for fear of facing dreams that 
Would reveal truths we didn’t know 
Were true.

left: Justin Thomerson, My Escape
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and her dog. My fingers tingle from the cold, pressed against the metal. My feet 
inch from the first rail back to the ground. I tug the sleeves of my fraying, blue knit 
sweater over my hands, crossing my arms.

“You know…” she says, glancing past me, “Being out here is making my dog 
pretty anxious. I’m just gonna take him back to my car, okay?”

I give some small movement of my head to show I’ve heard her. This entire 
interaction is weird, and I don’t actually know that much about dogs. As she walks 
back along the railing, red and blue flashing lights paint the ground around me. I 
expect an ambulance or police car to go past, but the police cruiser parks instead. 
An officer steps out and walks towards me.

Oh. Right.

In the time that it takes him to get within arm’s reach, I have to make a decision. 
I could move quickly, drastically, probably before he even reached me. But I don’t. 
Something holds me back, whether it’s indecision in the face of the weirdest night 
ever or a lingering fear, kicking in some stupid survival instinct; my heart pound-
ing, hesitating, looking over the ledge of the diving board.

The officer walks to my left, the parked car now on my right. He picks up my 
keys where they sit on the ledge; no pockets for them in my pajama pants.

“Can you tell me your name?” He asks. I mumble in response. He probably says 
his name too, but I forget it two seconds later.

Hanah Zellmer, Beaches
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My Dad Taught Me
Kristie Russette, Juneau

My dad taught me to be a fighter, or 
At least he taught me what it looked like
To fight.

You yell, point fingers, raise fists,
Make sure that everyone knows 
You don’t give a damn if they whisper
About you when you leave.

But I was always afraid to be hated,
So I bit my tongue when they said
He couldn’t be trusted,
Because all I wanted was for everyone 
To pretend to like me.
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“You know, the sidewalk is on the other side of the bridge. Can you tell me why 
you’re over here?”

There isn’t a good answer. I shrug, my shoulders barely moving. My eyes point 
towards on a spot near the ground, not really focused on anything.

“We got a few calls. People are pretty worried about you out here.”

“I’m fine,” I mutter. I clear my throat, trying to make the words more forceful. 
“I’m sorry, I’m fine.”

“Is there a reason they should be concerned?”

“I… I just want to go home. I’m fine. Can I go home?”

“Tell you what. Why don’t I give you a ride to your car, we can get off this bridge, 
and then talk? Kind of loud out here, don’t you think?”

He’s not wrong. I’ve been trying to ignore the cars passing by, but the wind as 
they pass moves through my sweater and the headlights still make me squint. A few 
awkward quiet minutes go by as he stares at me. 

“…Okay,” I say.

He opens the back door of the squad car and I crawl in, my movements stiff. He 
drives to the end of the bridge, then opens the door so I can climb back out. He’s 
still holding my keys.

“Can I go home now?”

“Is there someone I can call for you?” His feet shuffle on the pavement. “Why 
don’t I give you a ride to friend’s place. Do you have family in town?”

“I…I live with roommates. I can drive myself there. Can I have my keys?”

He doesn’t make any indication he’s going to hand them over. “Do you have a 
phone? We can call them first if you want.”

Is there someone I can call? No. Who would I call? How do I approach this? The 
people I hang out with in town these days are casual friends, not people I trust to 
dump this on.

“I just want to go home.” 

The officer sighs, crossing his arms. “I don’t really feel comfortable letting you 
do that,” he says. “I can give you some other options. I can drive you home, and we 
talk to your roommates. We can call a friend, and you can go with them. Or I can 
drive you to the hospital, and they can help you there. But I can’t just let you drive 
home.”

I could try yelling or fighting. I could run, sprint away from whatever this eve-
ning is turning into. An invisible force tugs on my arms, trying to pull me into the 
ground. Maybe if I go to the hospital, they’ll talk to me and then let me go home; 
the path of least resistance. My foggy depressed brain wants whatever will let me 
curl up in a corner and pretend this isn’t happening as soon as possible.

The officer looks at me, waiting. Offering me a chance to turn around, to slowly 
climb back down the ladder. 

So I get in the squad car, and we drive to the hospital.
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“I always thought she was painting Florida,” posts my sister.
“But she was painting home.”

A woman stands on edges of waves, 
eyes closed, chin tilted
to the sun.

Walk on in,
my son and I, 
shallow water warmer than air, 
hint of undertow.

Elfrieda’s son’s, my father’s, 
favorite time at the beach, 
sun waning. 

Grandson catches wave for Grandfather,
body surfs it in. 

Sun on horizon,
rocks and shells 
along tideline,
smoothed by eons.

There—
a heart shaped rock, color of a human heart.
My son notes a crack, 
like the lifelines in our hands.
“It’s a broken heart,” he says.

I run my brush over sea drenched hair, 
eyes closed,
surround sound of surf, 
filling my senses.

From the crown of my head I feel the light of my grandmother in my 
veins.
 
I become her. Brushing long white tresses
one section at a time-
which she’d weave into a braid.

My eyes fall on her great granddaughter’s simple braid, 
affixed with a barrette,
to the back of her Baltic head.
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The Monster
Jasz Garrett, UAS Student, Juneau

I leave my mom at home with her depression.

Its claws rake her dandelion cheeks, with one hand on her neck, choking out the 
ugliest words she thinks of herself, but they are all spat at me.

I leave my mom at home with her depression.

I leave her with cold pizza and yesterday’s coffee. Wearing a too short skirt and 
resentment, I slam the door.

I leave my mom in bed with her guilt that twists tears she buries in my hair, 
trying to cleanse me of my childhood. I leave her in bed with paint brushes dipped 
in ash and my feeble apologies, that I don’t know how to make it all go away, I only 
know how to make me go away. The depression steals everything while I am gone, 
and there is no reason for me to go back. It stole her hands, smile, weight; it even 
stole the tears I wouldn’t wash out of my hair.

My mom leaves me too. She lets her depression take her and lock her up. She 
leaves me to drink wine with her depression and dream with it. I wake her up, and 
its claws point at me viciously. I am silenced. My silence manifests to anger. I’m 
angry because I am not enough of a reason for her to get out of bed every morning.

I leave my body. I leave it alone with cigarette burns and mangled nails. I leave 
my body with shaking knees and drug ridden veins. I leave my body with boys I 
hardly know, and I leave my body with the memory of my father leaving me with 
my mom and her depression. 
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Braid of Recognition
Katie Bausler, Juneau

She waits-
at a bus stop,
in Palanga, Lithuania.

A silver French braid, 
affixed with a barrette,
to the back of her Baltic head.

She turns.
Pronounced features,
pores prominent,
profile of my Latvian grandmother.

At 16, 
Elfrieda boarded a ship to Ellis Island 
from Riga, Latvia 
alone.

Lived 101 years.
Gone 21 years. 
Outlived both Latvian husbands more than 60 years.

Along the Adirondacks,
Elfrieda raised several chickens, seven children 
alone.

A century after she left, 
her granddaughter and great grandchildren 
embark on bicycles to Riga,
along the Baltic Coast.

When she became an old woman,
Elfrieda moved to the Florida coast,
where she swam in the ocean, 
alone.

The sea’s greyish brown, waves silver, 
of the woman’s braid at the bus stop, 
of the brush strokes in Elfrieda’s oil paintings,
last light of day. 
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Mary Henrikson, Behm Canal Beginning
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Fixated on the Lights
Katie Bausler, Juneau

Two a.m., step out onto balcony, post hot flash.
Our street empty, save that one blaring street light, 
bugging the hell out of me.

Across the channel 
undulates fluorescent green ribbons, 
swirl of iridescence.

From the ridge of Mt. Roberts to the tip of Mt. Hawthorne,
swish of incandescent fairies dance,
show offs for the Pleiades.

Gaze on the eye of the bull,
named for my Zodiac sign,
guarded by Orion’s sword. 

A man with no home 
shuffle wobbles up our street,
iphone-lit face, fixated.

“Look, it’s the Northern Lights!”
I call out to him in my mind.
But the light of his phone is all he can he take in-

at this moment.
My time of revelation,
his of survival.
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What if my rapist was a Supreme Court  
Justice?
Anonymous, Juneau

His hands wrap my neck
my head pounds his truck bed
his tongue clogs my mouth
lungs empty, I beg him no.
I don’t know his name.

They mute our voices
play pretend
satisfied
with their choice.

“Just say no.”
say it again
say it again
scream no
scream it again
try to leave
try again.

Wake up.

Pull on ripped thong from below bare knees
force stiff feet onto wet cement.

TIDAL ECHOES 2019.indd   40 4/6/19   1:05 PM



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

Kristie Russette, Grey Areas
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Alison Krein, Hong Kong Club
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Sheila Dyer, Broken Bridge at the End of the Perseverance Trail 
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Where I’m From
Mandy Ramsey, UAS Student, Haines

I’m from the crack in the concrete where the dandelion pushes through,
Bright yellow face reaching for the sun.

I’m from the Indian River Lagoon filled with alligators 
Bathing their pink bellies on the dark green mangrove dotted shore.

I’m from the city that never sleeps, 
Skyscrapers surrounded by the scent of hot pretzels and warm pizza dough.

I’m from the blood of farmers and the bones of refugees.

I’m from the land of old oak trees,
Their brown acorns dropping on fertile ground, 
Pointy caps like mini hats for a gnome.

I’m from the land of sun now planted in the polar opposite-
The land of the midnight sun.

I’m from ocean breeze and toes in soft, warm sand,
Eyes creased from smiling at so many golden, cotton candy pink sunsets.
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Fifty Shades of Gray
Linda Buckley, Juneau

Tenakee Springs, November 2018

I have heard the Inuit have 
over two hundred words for snow 
In Southeast Alaska, the Tlingit and Haida
must have had at least as many words for gray. 

Low hanging clouds are a soft, 
gossamer, pale gray.
Hills in low winter light 
a darker more foreboding gray.

The ocean is streaked 
with countless shades of gray.
One streak follows
a family of mergansers, 
 
A second is deeper and trails 
behind the gray humpback 
who just seconds ago sent a geyser
of gray up to join the clouds 
as she blew her lungs empty
then dove back into more gray.

There is the blackish gray wake 
behind that troller 
as she heads out into the fog 
to hook into some silvery gray 
winter king salmon. 

The beach, gray.
The rocks on the beach, gray. 
The mussels and clams and barnacles, gray. 
The seals, sea lions and gulls, gray.
My mood, gray.

Is there beauty in gray? 
Perhaps, but not today. 

TIDAL ECHOES 2019.indd   70 4/6/19   1:05 PM

 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 1 9  4 3

I’m from Rayma, Ruth and Lois, the women who came before me
Who pulse in my veins.

I am from the bright lights of Shea and Yankee Stadium from the box seats at third 
base, so close to the green field you can see dust from the white lines on the grass 
that mark the field.

I am from Friday night dinners with a table overflowing with 
Veal cutlets
Spaghetti and meatballs, 
Kosher dill pickles and warm rolls, 
Spread beneath my grandmother’s rainbow tiffany stained glass chandelier.

I am from sunlight sparkling on the dewdrops nestled in the
The folds of the fingers of green lupine leaves.

I am from pumpkin fields with hayrides, 
Children’s laughter echoing over fall fields with the 
Scent of sweet, hot apple cider floating on the cool air.

I am from the deep quiet of morning 
When the air is potent with possibility and the best thoughts are born. 

I am from pink alpenglow on mountaintops greeting the starry sky.

I am from this tapestry of vistas,
The various strands of color woven together in the bright web of my heart.

left: Anjanette Barr, Dandelion Friends
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You make many of your own tools by 
hand. What does this add to the cre-
ative process for you? 

Next semester I have a tool-making 
class, so I want to bring attention to 
that! When you make your own tools, 
there is a stronger connection than if 
you go on eBay and find them. There 
are other tools out there, you can go 
on the internet and find them. There is 
that way. But when you make your own, 

you feel that connection with the wood 
and the art and the work that we’re 
doing. Sometimes you have to make it 
again. Sometimes you don’t get it right 
on the first one. There is a real connec-
tion when you make your own tools to 
make your own art.  

Do you have one piece of advice to of-
fer new or young artists? 

When you’re going through these 
times, there’s a lot of things to get 
involved with out there. Stay away from 
the mind-changers. The Creator gave 
us a wonderful, wonderful temple and 
if I had a chance to do it again, I would 
have done it all without the mind-
changers. Our temples are a beautiful 
thing from our Creator, and we don’t 

need those additives. Stay away from 
them. It’s really hard to fix broken after 
it’s broken. It’s a miracle I’m here hav-
ing this conversation with you. I know 
what it’s like to be on both sides of the 
fence. I know which side of the fence 
is the right side of the fence to be on. 
If you are going to be in the arts, or in 
any field on this campus, don’t cloud up 
those beautiful minds.

Is there anything else you’d like to 
share about your work? 

I would like to say that I really have 
enjoyed my short time here. I think 
we’ve brought about awareness by be-
ing here. We’re doing a lot of drawings. 
We’re making a lot of artwork. We’re 
making a lot of wood chips. The classes 
are going very well, and I look forward 
to a few more seasons and seeing what 
we can get involved with. I’d like to see 
the creation of a dugout boat shop to 
where dugouts could be made. There’s 
a lot to work out. But you have to have 
goals and small steps to climb the 
mountain. Let’s go do it, let’s go make 
some art.
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One Square Inch
Lily Hope, UAS Student, Juneau

Three hours of my life
Traded for finger-twined, braided shapes
Mimicking our Northwest Coast
Formline art

One Square Inch
Fourteen miles up the mountain
Mountain goat and cedar bark
Hunted, harvested, thanked
Skinned, Stripped, Spun
Animal and plant become one

One Square Inch
Six pounds of wool 
Hand dyed with 
hemlock bark, wolf moss
Copper shards, and human urine
Saved for many days

One Square Inch
Hundreds of years
Woven documents of histories
Our clan stories
Recognition 
These Chilkat robes
Bestowing honor

One Square Inch
Weaving four generations deep
Honoring our teacher’s oral traditions
Her dreams, her insistence
Practicing gratitude for this gift
Fasting from breakfast
Abstaining from men
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results than the monument of a totem 
or everything else that’s underneath the 
masks, rattles, bowls, and spoons. 

Dugouts really touch people. It’s a 
direct avenue for healing and mending 
everyone when they’re involved in a 
canoe journey. You paddle on the water, 
and everybody takes home something 
from that experi-
ence. I’ve never seen 
anything that is more 
active in wellness 
and a healthy lifestyle 
than being involved 
with the creation of a 
dugout, or the use of 
a dugout in the com-
munity. I would have 
to say that my passion 
is dugout canoes.  

Are there any partic-
ular pieces of art cre-
ated by other Native 
artists in Southeast 
that are especially 
important to you? 

There are a lot of 
artists doing this field 
of work, some more 
advanced than oth-
ers, but that’s always 
been that way. It’s really good to see 
a resurgence of the art within Native 
people. They are doing their work at a 
time when we have the invasion of the 
Bali art, the invasion of “made in China” 
art. That directly affects the bottom line 
for up-and-coming artists. The only way 
that I can really compete is by training 
more artists. It’s good to see myself, and 
others that I know up and down the 
coast, who are active in passing on art 
that is truly amazing and should be paid 
attention to. 

You have been teaching Northwest 
Coast design and carving at UAS this 
semester, along with years of pass-
ing on your knowledge to students 
in other ways. What does it mean to 
you to be able to pass these traditions 
down to the next generation? 

Well, that’s a very good question. We 
found out late in the summer of the op-

portunity to be here. 
My wife and I had a 
wonderful conver-
sation. We talked 
about the pros and 
cons of this great 
adventure, the cons 
being my ability on 
a computer! But 
the pros are being 
able to pass on my 
47 years of being 
involved as a serious 
artist in Southeast 
Alaska, creating a lot 
of monuments, and 
then, with the last 
15 years of recovery, 
being able to include 
recovery along with 
our art. It just fits 
hand in hand with 

what we want to be doing. The right 
place to be is here at UAS, where all the 
right words were spoken. I have a lot 
of opportunities and a lot of different 
directions. But the UAS people that 
were involved in bringing me here said 
the right things. I said: I think I should 
pay attention to this place. Let’s get 
involved and let’s go see what we can 
do. Let’s bring some attention to our 
beautiful culture, beautiful people, and 
fantastic art. Let’s bring some attention 
to the importance of it be ingrained in 
all aspects of campus life.  

LET’S GET INVOLVED 

AND LET’S GO SEE 

WHAT WE CAN DO. 

LET’S BRING SOME 

ATTENTION TO OUR 

BEAUTIFUL CULTURE, 

BEAUTIFUL PEOPLE, 

AND FANTASTIC ART.
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One Square Inch
Kilos of Cultural Pressure
Heavy taboos
Sparing use of red
No five-fingered hands
These Chilkat inches
We lead our daughters 
To weave

Weaving
One Square Inch
Minutes weighed between joy 
For weaving
Frustration from having to care 
For self
Attend the husband
Play with kids
Clean the house
These minutes I could be weaving
But seeking balance in all

One Square Inch
Unity of Women
Dropping into meditation
Seeking weaver camaraderie
Training apprentices
To take our places
Learning these inches until

One square inch

Embodied every day
Chaos Organized
Universe aligned
Twine by twine
Braid by braid
The inches in the 
Life giving Chilkat robes 
Of our Tlingit lives
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each chip represents a victim of domes-
tic violence.  

We have the great opportunity to 
have that totem on the site of the cam-
pus, which is not immune from these 
things. I want to bring about aware-
ness, with my art, to some pretty tough 
situations that are normally not talked 
about. Through the art, we’ll be able to 
talk about it, and that actually brings 
about healing.  

Our recovery is not given, and art is 
not given, without a lot of sacrifice. If 
you want to become an artist, it takes 
a lot of personal sacrifice to get there. 
Recovery is the same way. With this art 
and with the wood chips, it provides a 
medium that we can all look at. We can 
all identify with this and become part of 
the healing.  

You are currently working on a healing 
totem that will be raised at the AWARE 
shelter in Juneau. What is the story 
behind that totem? 

I have healing totems and dugouts 
in the United States and Canada. It 
has had a big effect in Canada. They’ve 
taken up the banner and are taking care 
of it themselves now. When I com-
pleted the last project in the Yukon, I 
was contacted by the organization of 
AWARE about doing a project for them 
on domestic violence, a pretty tough 
subject. Every time that I’ve done a 
healing project, it seems to lead to do-
ing another one. That tells me we are in 
a time of healing now for many things. 

The design of the totem was actu-
ally created by my wife. She came up 
with the storyline and what the figures 
on the totem are and what they mean. 
There is the mother, and she’s holding 
a child, and she has her daughter by her 
side. She’s also holding an eagle feather. 

The eagle feather is her voice. The 
totem is called Kaaséi, which is “Our 
Voice.” That’s like saying, “Our voice 
will be heard.”  

The mother is standing on a bent-
wood box. The box represents a box 
of tears or a tear box, and it holds all 
the victims of domestic violence and 
sexual assault. You’ve got to treat it like 
she’s on a trail. She’s walking through 
the trail of life. The base of the totem 
is going to have a sad face with tears, 
a broken heart, and a broken sacred 
circle. She’s walking on this trail. As 
she’s walking this trail, she’s got her 
family. She’s still proud. She is finding 
out who she really is. Above her hat 
is a space that’s going to have a bright 
sunshine happy face and a healing heart 
and a healing hand. The top space will 
have the AWARE logo carved there. And 
then on the very top is a dove, which 
you don’t see on totems very much. 
We’re putting it on this one as a symbol 
of peace, peace for everyone. You end 
up at that shelter only one way. I want 
to do what I can with my art to provide 
a space of healing and awareness for the 
victims. 

You are skilled in a variety of art 
forms: canoes, paddles, masks, drums, 
regalia, and totems to name a few. Is 
there any particular form that is most 
meaningful or enjoyable for you? 

I am enjoying working with all the 
students that I have here in the design 
class and the paddle making class. I 
enjoy that side. They’re very interested 
in learning what I know about those 
subjects. But my true passion, having 
completed 38 totem poles and 11 dug-
out canoes, is the healing of a dugout 
canoe. The healing of a dugout canoe 
to people today has far and away more 
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Native Love Poem Written in Santa Fe
Ishmael Hope, previous featured writer, Juneau

For Lily Lalanya Hope

I chew on our bitter meat,
long ago abandoned
in a caved-in food cache,
when I shake off my grizzly parka,
in the driftwood and back patio night.
Tobacco leaves and copper nuggets
sprinkle on the trail to the wailing kittiwake
on the side of the lake. 
There I find you. 
And exchanging by the heat of our palms,
the feast dish of salmon skins
sails on a raft
to its birthstone. 

This is how I love you:
I kneel and outline
the Raven’s eyes and joints
until it stirs and circles over us. 
And this is how I love you—
and maybe only you know
how much this means:
I am raising children with you,
with the blood and the lineage
of our whiplashing paths,
and their chests and nightmares,
little bare feet and fingers
reaching under the doorbottom,
are absorbing less of the sting and tremor
we bore long before
our names were first spoken aloud.
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Wayne Price 
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Helen Alten, Bear Mask and Raven Headdress
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I was very excited to learn that I would 
have the opportunity to sit down 

with Wayne Price, Tlingit master carver, 
and ask him more about his life and his 
work. He has decades of experience in 
his traditional art form and has focused 
much of his work in recent years on 
using art to bring 
about healing. Not 
only did I get to 
talk to Wayne, but 
I was able to watch 
him at work on 
multiple occasions. 
Over the course of 
the semester, he has 
been working on 
his totem, Kaaséi, or 
“Higher Voice,” on 
campus. I also visited 
his Northwest Coast 
Design and Carving 
classes. I saw him 
in his roles both as 
artist and teacher, 
which was a wonderful way to prepare 
for this interview.  

What artists have influenced you? Who 
were your mentors in the art form? 

Well, I first began my career at twelve 
years old in Haines, Alaska. I got to 
hang around the artists there at the 
Alaska Native Arts in its glory days. Ed 
Kasko, Leo Jacobs, John Hagen, Jenny 
Lyn Smith, Clifford Thomas—they were 
all doing artwork there at that time. 
Nathan Jackson also spent some time 
there. I got to work with him in Ket-
chikan when I moved down there. I’ve 

had a lot of mentors that helped guide 
my way when I was first coming up. 

Can you tell us what healing totems 
are and why you carve them? 

I have done four healing totems and 
five healing dugouts now. Healing with 
art came about from my own personal 

recovery. I was 
involved in a series 
of sweats in a sweat 
lodge. At the last 
sweat I did during 
that session, I was 
granted what a lot 
of people refer to as 
a vision. The Cre-
ator that keeps me 
sober told me I had 
to do a few things, 
said I had to make 
a healing dugout 
and I had to make a 
healing totem pole. 
At that time, I was 
not feeling very 

good about myself, and I ignorantly 
asked, “Well I’ve made a lot of totems 
and I’ve made a lot of dugouts. How do 
you make a healing one and what does 
that mean?”  

The Creator said, “When you’re 
making a healing totem, one that’s 
designated as a healing totem, you have 
to be in your right mind, and you have 
to walk the talk. Every chip that comes 
off that healing totem or that healing 
dugout represents a life we’ve lost in 
Indian country to alcohol and drugs.” 
In this case with the totem on campus, 

Interview by Annie Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau
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Wilbur Window
Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau

My father, Wilbur, dies in 1996. His spirit hovers Ohio 
River hardwood hills where Halloween frost hangs fire.
A week before he rides that last tide, Mo, my wife, 
and I arrive at his Cincinnati care facility. Thin 
from cancer’s appetite, I do not recognize him. 
Four months earlier he visited Juneau and loaned 
his hands and mechanical engineering to our new 
house, a 1973 with stuck doors, restless toilet seats,
faucets like fountains, and a front door lock always locked
despite keys turning, metal clicks full of oiled promise,
and he curls his 83 years around them all. Quietly says 
he wishes he had chosen Alaska in the 1940’s. Not the 
Hanford Project 
and its hydrogen ways in the agate desert of
SE Washington where every 4am morning he boarded
a bus with no windows and rode in no headlight night 
to a secret facility.
Alaska calls too late, and each family gathering his war-work 
pride recites the five kinds of Monsanto explosives he makes 
for Viet Nam. He and I grow uncivil. My peace heart shoots 
flames at his designer weapons. He and I find no time-outs 
for our war fumes. I flee to San Francisco in ’67 and land 
all eyes watching Haight-Ashbury and the rising student
rage at UC Berkeley. Then in the 1970’s his midlevel manager
wages from GE begin flying out of his mailbox toward anti-gay 
groups arising in the Anita Bryant orange groves. My Ohio
parents buckle tight against the world’s unrest. And my coming
out. 
 Is this why you never like deodorant or Readers’ Digest?
When Mo and I decide to get married in 1990, I lobby for not
inviting him. Mo says, Let’s visit. Let me meet him. Let’s see. 
My mother’s recent lung cancer death melts us, and my 
father and I agree not to talk politics. On first meeting, Wilbur 
loves Mo. They share a father-daughter teasing. I watch in 
wonder. Mo insists we invite him. 
 Won’t say Yes, won’t say No. Let you know when I know. 
 Wilbur, we won’t take No. 
He comes. He spends two days on ladders hanging twinkle
lights, hauls chairs and tables, sets up the parquet dance floor 
with Tommy, our hairdresser, extra flaming, who loves performing
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in drag. Dad meets all our gay and lesbian friends, meets Mo’s large 
friendly family, gives us his blessing and says he’ll put Mo in the 
family lineage, his forty-year project
 Six years later Mo asks, Wilbur, can we hover with you?
 Hover, hover, hover, his dry lips whisper. 
His hospital room 2 am dim, his rumpled hair and the rumpled 
hair of the wood duck he loves in the night pond outside, his 
hands fold, everything rests, a lifetime of items repaired,
they rest and watch. Hardwood hills breathe his last exhale.

Patricia Woo, Untitled
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Frequently asked questions about  
Climate Change
Vivian Faith Prescott, previous featured writer, Wrangell

(Before and during a tour of the last glacier at the end of the world)

Is the ticket booth open today? If so, what are your hours?
Am I allowed to take photos?
What is the difference between climate change and global warming? 
Can I record the sound of the glacier dying?
Can I bring my dog?
Do I have to wear a coat? 
Do I have to bring boots?
Why is it so cold?
Is it going to be cold?
What sea level are we at?
Is there a password for the Wi-Fi?
What impact will the length of this tour have on our plans for extinction?
What impact will extinction have on our tour? 
Can this melting glacier affect my allergies? 
Will we get to see a real glacier in the wild?
Can I take a piece of ice home with me? 
Do you mind if I light up my fossil fuels? 

*What we’re really here for is to protect this glacier for your experience when you 
come to the Park.
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Still They Shine
Diane DeSloover, Juneau

Dedicated to the memory of Tony Rosales

I hardly knew him, polite young man
with the charming smile.
He turned my grandmother’s diamond 
in his jeweler’s fingers,
casting light as he described
the ring he would make for me.

He praised the clarity of the stone,
the cut that implied its age.
Growing up in Nicaragua, he told me,
he was apprenticed at a young age
in this trade that brought him joy 
and a new home in this land of glaciers.
 
Months later, in an instant, he was gone, 
stolen from us, like the bright girl 
who coached soccer and climbed mountains,
like the quiet neighbor in his garden
who placed gifts of carrots on my doorstep.
Departed before I could know them better.

In the shadow of loss 
burn the flames of brief encounters, 
brilliant as jewels.
The sparkle of my grandmother
and pride of a craftsman named Tony
gleams on my right hand.
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Lynx
Sarah Isto, Juneau

Before you see me, I see you
slipping round a bend in the path,
claws retracted, moving slow, 
eyes and nose hunting hares 
in the swale below.

I half-kneel above the trail, 
boots braced in moss, 
bucket not yet full of currants.

In a breath, I fall charm to 
the sweep of your black-tufted ears, 
your fine brindled fur,
legs too tall for your body,
paws too broad for your legs.

Then suddenly I see you 
feel my stare and turn statue, 
right foreleg stretched out 
to touch the packed earth, 
not yet taking weight.

Your amber eyes lift to mine—
pupils vertical, 
face framed by dark stripes. 
Below your chin, the white flash
of your double-pointed beard.

Smoothly, as if abashed, 
you avert your alien eyes
to gaze over my left shoulder.

I grasp your diplomacy, 
and pretend to study 
the cluster of scarlet berries 
still in my hand. 

Delicately you shift your paws
to turn in place 
and stroll back the way you came,
too deft to crack a twig, 
too light to leave a track.
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Bringing Her to The Shrine of St. Therese
Diane DeSloover, Juneau

My aunt’s ashes 
travel in a plastic bag
in her daughter’s backpack
to this sanctuary on a wooded shore.

She always wanted to visit Alaska
but commotion of nine children
and a husband fixed to his bottle
kept her bound to a midwestern town.

Without ceremony, the minerals
of her spent body scatter
on mottled granite, reindeer moss
and fragments of blue mussel shells.

Fingers fumble to return 
empty bag to pack. I fold arms 
around my cousin, stand silent 
beside the stone chapel.

Anointing of rain,
incense of hemlock and spruce,
husky voice of raven.
Benediction.
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Kill All Natives (K.A.N.)

Thoughts drift to a soundtrack revolution.
Let it sputter, let it start,
let it sputter, let it start,
the vandal, the vandals,
let’s rip them apart.

Spray my name and it’s the same
as many more who’ve come before me.
Spray your hate and feel no shame
for that Senator’s mouth is a whore
and plays a slightly different game:
the Natives are breeding too damn fast.

And VECO is building houses for us all,
we could rise up, but forget every fall
when black blood flows into bank accounts.
let it sputter, let it start,
the vandal, the vandals,
let’s rip them apart.

With all that has been done
 what’s really left to say?
Culture crushed to cyanide,
 what’s really left to hate?
Spell relief with genocide,
 oh, and by the way,
 oh, and by the way,

I think of murder, slavery, rape,
 think of this Columbus Day.
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Láx’ Haa Kináa Wdikeen
 Pick your poison tell me what you do
 Everybody gon’ respect the shooter
 But the one in front of the gun lives forever,
 (The one in front of the gun forever)
 —Kendrick Lamar, “Money Trees”

Sometimes I watch herons,
in front of us, guardians of the land.
 —when they fly. we know it’s time to go.

Baby brother. When was it I stopped seeing you?
In a photo you hide your face behind a basketball,
I can’t put myself there next to you.

When I came up for you and your sister, we were loading
the car and our sister’s boyfriend came flying the road,
started fighting with a crew of guys who followed.

I was able to keep you from that shit, but then gave up;
who is ready to raise teenagers when they are barely
 pushing leaves themselves?

Maybe that’s just what I tell myself.

We had you on the phone during mom’s funeral.
I had you in pumpkin suits, sitting next to me,
 —when they fly, we know it’s time to go.

Sometimes I watch these herons,
«Yéil Éesh»1 is how they were called at one point.
They blend with landscape, timeless in their work.

The news showed a truck with the door open,
cases all over the area taped off.
 it haunts me now and forever.

I wanted to name you “head feather of the kingfisher”
Tlaxaneis’ Shakéech’éení. Someone laughed at me 
about it, made a joke for the world.

But there is nothing here but you, my baby,
the one I tucked once under my wing,
 but failed.

You and me and these birds forever.

1 Raven’s Father
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X'uneil
I was first introduced to X’unei 

Lance Twitchell’s work through a 
video reading of his poem “Shaawatk’é’s 
Birth,” which was co-written with Emily 
Wall. I was moved both by his written 
words and by his presence while read-
ing them. The piece spoke to father-
hood, identity, and the importance of 
the Tlingit language, themes which 
are repeated throughout his work. In 
preparation for this interview, I also 
had the opportunity to read his current 
poetry manuscript. It was an honor to 
be trusted with his words and to have 
the chance to ask him more about his 
work and his writing.  

When did you first become interested 
in poetry? 

I have always been interested in lan-
guage, rhythm, stories, and imagery. For 
me, these things probably started com-
ing into more focus when I was reading 

as a poet and writing poetry seriously 
while in an Introduction to Creative 
Writing class in Minnesota. I had been 
interested in fiction writing, but the at-
tempts to do something in a small space 
was always appealing to me, especially 
once I had the chance to interact with 
other poets and to hear and read poetry 
out loud.  

What is your writing process like? 
I am not sure if I have a process, 

but more of a desire to always be ready 
to capture an idea when the moment 
strikes. In some moments, a poem 
comes in its entirety, but quite often it 
starts with an image or a line, and then 
sometime later the rest of the pieces 
arrive. There are some things that I do 
that have changed over the years, and 
probably always will. For example, I 
always carry a journal that is dedicated 
to creative and organization notes and 

Interview by Annie Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

LANCE TWITCHELL
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Ax Tláa Ax Een Akanik Noojín
Kaxwaan Éesh Jiyíš

ax nák yeegoot aagáa xat galtíshch,
 léelk’w,
 wáa sá k’idéin yéi yisaneiyín
 ax kusteeyí,
 ax yéi jineiyí.

i hídidé xwaakoox aagáa haa yoo x’atángi
 ka haa yéi jineiyí
 k’idéin át uwadáa,
 wé ch’áagu káax’u
 a daat yoo x’awatula.átgin.

áwé, tleidahéen áwé gunéi i nák xwaagoot,
 aagáa xaan keeyaneek:
 ax tláa ax een akanik noojín:
 ch’as tula.aan ka kusaxán
 i téix’ tóo yéi na.oo!

yá i dlaak’ tin, Shaksháani, yéi jitooné noojéen,
 gunalchéesh áwé xaan keeyaneegí,
 daat eetéenáx sá haa yatee,
 wáa sá axalxéis’ has aguxsakóo
 wé yaa koosgé daakeit aayí

haa jeet iyatee nooch,
ách áwé kei guxlatseen, léelk’w.
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poetry. That way, if an idea arrives and 
there is not much free time, I can jot it 
down and then come back to it later. I 
used to exclusively write drafts by hand, 
with a pen, but that changed to pencil, 
and these days the entire process is 
mostly digital. Sometimes I am writ-
ing with the ambient sounds around 
me, and other times 
with music without 
lyrics, like movie 
soundtracks. 

What songs in par-
ticular do you listen 
to most often? 

When I am writing 
I am almost always 
listening to music. 
This usually goes in 
one of three ways:  
1 Listen to a playlist, 

so I hear the exact 
same songs in the 
exact same order. 
These songs might 
change from proj-
ect to project and 
is a wide variety of 
songs that might 
be heavy on the 
Radiohead, Arcade 
Fire, and Yeah Yeah Yeahs. 

2 Listen to albums that I know very 
well, which recently have been 
Kendrick Lamar’s Damn, Arcade 
Fire’s Everything Now, Queens of the 
Stoneage’s Villains, and Nicki Minaj's 
Queen.  

   Listen to music without lyrics, which 
is usually either Godspeed You! Black 
Emperor, Explosions in the Sky, or 
the soundtracks of The Dark Knight 
Rises or Tron Legacy. 

When do you know you have a story 
or moment that will find its way into 
a poem? 

Sometimes it is the raw emotion of 
a moment that can be documented by 
coming at things from another direc-
tion. Other times it is thinking about 
an opening or closing line that is going 

to do something 
for you. I find that 
reading poetry and 
listening to it is an 
excellent way to 
seek out inspira-
tion and ideas. 
While you have to 
be careful not to 
imitate, sometimes 
you need to seek 
out the companion-
ship of other poets, 
either in person or 
through exploring 
their work. For me, I 
am always trying to 
figure out what the 
poem is going to be, 
and whether it is go-
ing to stick around. 
Just because you 
have a wonderful 
idea for a poem—a 

powerful opening line or central image 
or metaphor—that does not mean it is 
going to work. You have to be willing 
to let things go at times, and to find the 
next thing that is going to work for you. 

How do you know when a piece is 
finished and ready to share? 

I tend to work in silence while 
drafting a poem or exploring an idea. 
If it seems to be moving towards being 
completed, I try to step away from it 
for a bit to give me some space between 

I love reading the 
works of poets that I 

meet or know because 
there is something 

incredibly intimate 
about the works 

of someone whose 
voices you have 

heard.
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Release

There is the knuckle that bore the burden of loss,
weathered and marred by days and nights at sea,
labor’s thick lines, like etches of wood grain
that darken with years of use.

Touch of a staff to the floor signals ritual,
cry songs stain every corner of the room,
quiet has left the village streets as cars
line their edges, new posts for village dogs.

An old man’s feet shuffle, he will be the last.
He should be tired, but the strength in his voice
is thick with method, reflects speakers of the past.
He is a river for a voice of his uncles.

Four men stand together, look to each other,
strength. Hand over hand they grip the staff,
the room filled with people have just shed their
final tears and above the sobs, it begins.

Yee gu.aa yáx x’wán!

The chant bellows, repeats, is four,
the shift, ceremony, they turn the tide.
these are our old and our new traditions,
a child will stand in the name of his uncle.
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Keep yourself 
in good company. 

It is good to be 
around people that 
are productive, and 
to talk to each other 
through the times 
you might doubt 

yourself. 

creating and editing. Then I read it out 
loud. After reading it out loud, I will 
re-read, and then maybe try it again 
or take another break. There is often a 
feeling that there is a complete mo-
ment there, and then after reading it 
quietly and aloud a few dozen times 
then I think it might be ready to move 
towards completion. I 
am not exactly sure 
what signals when it 
is done, other than 
when it feels like 
there is nothing more 
you can do to it. I’ve 
seen poets who edit 
pieces after reading 
them, and also after 
publishing them, so 
for some folks there 
might not be a defini-
tive end, but I think 
having something 
close to that helps 
you keep producing 
and putting pieces 
out there. 

What poets or writ-
ers do you read? 

I love reading 
the works of poets 
that I meet or know because there is 
something incredibly intimate about 
the works of someone whose voices 
you have heard. Beyond that, I find 
myself going back to Simon Ortiz, Pablo 
Neruda, Emily Dickinson, Maya An-
gelou, Sylvia Plath, Langston Hughes, 
Nora Dauenhauer, and Derick Burleson. 
My local favorites are Christy NaMee 
Eriksen, Emily Wall, Ernestine Hayes, 
and Ishmael Hope. 

You recently went on a writer’s 
residence. Can you tell us about that 
experience and the project you worked 
on while you were there? 

I was at the Headlands Center for the 
Arts for a little over a month last sum-
mer, which was incredible. It is located 
in the Marin Headlands just north 

of San Francisco. 
There were visual 
artists, literary art-
ists, filmmakers, and 
musicians there and 
we shared a meal 
five days per week. 
The residency was 
quite secluded, and 
was located on a for-
mer Army base that 
had been restored 
and made into an 
incredibly produc-
tive space. I went 
into the residency 
with a few goals: 
complete a poetry 
book manuscript, 
which meant select-
ing and editing old 
poems and writing 
and editing new 
ones; translate 

Tlingit oral literature, which was done 
by listening to recordings that were 
made in the 1950s and 60s and trying to 
transcribe, translate, and edit them; cre-
ate Northwest Coast Native art; create 
children’s books in Tlingit; write a short 
screenplay; and experiment with creat-
ing comics and graphic novels. 

Fortunately, I was able to do all of 
those things to a high degree of success. 
It was amazing to be around artists all 
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Cutting the Fog
Headlands Center for the Arts in the Marin Park

The spiritual creatures keep coming by for visits here,
 Aasgutuyikkeidlí1 looks back over its shoulder,
 K’ákw2 flies over without a single sound,
 Yéil3 emerges from the brush in front of my footsteps,

A friend once told me about combating loneliness:
 she wept to the river and asked someone to come help.
 Raccoon came up beside her and sat down,
 was still until she felt better and then left.

Thomas King and I once talked about colonial violence,
 some think it is a thing of the past, just like all these
 Indians who once roamed the plains, forests, mounds,
 hills, valleys. It’s all still here, some are better at hiding.

Starlight Tours, he talked about, and I was amazed I never
 heard of them, these cops taking Native people to the 
 end of a long road, sometimes in the dark winter,
 beating the shit out of them and leaving them there.

All these ways we die, at the hands of others and
 ourselves. The chasms in the land where languages
 used to bind people, place, time, and reason.

Cops keep stalking people of color: why are you here? what
 are you doing? we’ve seen a rise in crime so we had
 to stop you here and see if it was you. Racism looks for  
 justification, but in reality it’s just the American way.

The fog comes in at any time, sometimes burning off and
 sometimes blowing away. These tricksters. This life.
 Privilege is avoiding racial profiling, equating someone
 being an asshole with a nation built on othering.

They say “all lives matter” but they’re really pushing back
 against the idea that black lives matter, or why would 
 they say anything but “yes they do.”

These tricksters. This life. A Park Service ranger with a gun
 singles out people of color, they don’t blend with the
 fog, but they make it go. A dog bites my arm. I can’t stay
 silent, but echo these owls who say: « aasgutu gaykí!4 »

TIDAL ECHOES 2019.indd   57 4/6/19   1:05 PM

56 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

day and to have studio space and living 
space generously provided by Head-
lands. 

In 2015, you wrote a tribute to Rich-
ard Dauenhauer in an issue of Tidal 
Echoes. You had a close relationship 
with both Richard and Nora Marks 
Dauenhauer. How did they influence 
you and your creative work? 

Nora and Richard have been instru-
mental figures in my life since the late 
1990s when I started learning Tlingit. 
As I learned more of the language, I got 
to know them more. It was a blessed 
experience to be able to listen to them, 
read their academic writing, read their 
poetry, and talk about the intertwined 
and complicated journey involving cre-
ating institutional changes for equity, 
documenting the Tlingit language, 
transcribing & translating, and staying 
creative and productive. I had chances 
to tell them how they made me, saved 
me, shaped me, and that I wanted to be 
just like them.  

Are there any particular themes or 
stories that you find show up in your 
work frequently? 

Probably family and the journeys 
of life and death, nature and cycles of 
change, racism, work in the Tlingit lan-
guage, and the struggles of living with 
addictions and oppression. 

What are you working on currently? 
Working on finalizing a poetry man-

uscript, submitting for publication and 

Cutting the Fog
1 Coyote 
2 Barred Owl 
3 Raven
4 Translates to “you all sit in the woods!” 

contests, doing some screenplay writing 
and consultation, and brainstorming 
some short film projects with a team of 
Indigenous creators. Also working on 
transcribing, translating, and editing 
Raven stories that were told in Tlingit. 

Do you have one piece of advice to of-
fer new or young writers? 

Keep yourself in good company. It 
is good to be around people that are 
productive, and to talk to each other 
through the times you might doubt 
yourself. Try to read as much as you 
can, and to think about what moves the 
author may have made. If you have a 
chance to talk with published authors, 
then take the time and effort to for-
mulate questions that allow you to see 
their process and to assist you on your 
journey. Seek out the balance between 
believing in yourself and being open to 
improvement. Also, have honest discus-
sions with poets and other writers on 
how to make sure you are not using 
words or ideas that are overdone and 
are too loaded with meaning. And when 
reading your work out loud, do not 
swallow the last lines. See it through to 
the end. Watch poets and writers when 
they talk about their work, and try to 
absorb the creative energy they have 
and transfer it to something that is all 
you. 

Is there anything else you’d like to 
share about your work? 

Gunalchéesh!
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