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ChanCellor riChard Caulfield

Since the first day he arrived at UAS, Dr. Caulfield has been a champion and supporter 

of this journal. Support for the printing of the journal comes out of his budget, and he’s 

been an advocate of the work we do on so many levels. Each year we deliver a box of 

journals to his office, and he hand carries them across the state, handing them out to 

legislators, regents, the other UA Chancellors, and other university supporters.  

Those of us who have worked with Dr. Caulfield for years, and who have served as staff, 

faculty, and board members of the journal would like to offer him a heartfelt moment  

of gratitude. Thank you, Dr. Caulfield. Gunalchéesh for all you do.



Dr. Richard Caulfield serves as Chancellor at the University of Alaska Southeast, providing strategic leadership in fulfilling 
UAS’ mission, including budget development, academic planning and program assessments, student and enrollment services, 
administrative services, and community relations. 

Within the University of Alaska Statewide system he has been a leader in advancing innovations in teacher education, 
Arctic social sciences, higher education leadership, Alaska Native and minority student education, and online programs. Caul-
field’s extensive university career includes teaching, research, and service that led to tenure and promotion to the rank of full 
professor at UAF. He served as a department chair, academic program leader, campus director and dean. He took the position of 
UAS Provost in 2010, and as Chancellor in 2015. 

Caulfield earned his PhD in the United Kingdom in 1994 based upon research about aboriginal subsistence whaling in 
Greenland and the Arctic. He earned a Master’s degree in Education from the University of Alaska Fairbanks (UAF), and BA and 
BS degrees with Honors in Political Science and Natural Resources from the University of California, Berkeley. He speaks Danish 
and Kalaallisut, the Greenlandic Inuit language. Rick and his wife Annie have three grown children. He is active in Southeast 
Alaska community affairs, having served on boards and committees with the Juneau World Affairs Council, Big Brothers/Big 
Sisters, Juneau Economic Development Council, Southeast Conference, and the Alaska Coastal Rainforest Center.



iv 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

Contents
1 Drag Show at the Rendezvous
 Diane DeSloover, Juneau
 Richard Stokes, Cherries 
2 At St. Mary’s Nursing Home
 Diane DeSloover, Juneau
 Mary Henrikson, Forest
3 Spooked
 Diane DeSloover, Juneau
 Kate Dunn, Peep Show
4 Banana Bribery
 K.M. Perry, Juneau
 Richard Stokes, Napping Bear Cub
7 Breaking of Waves
 Abby Saiz, High School Student, Sitka
 Kate Dunn, 49 Likes
8 The Lonely Cabin
 Grace Harang, UAS Student, Sitka
 Grace Harang, Child's Curiosity
 Grace Harang, Sentinel 
11 Eyes
 Grace Harang, UAS student, Sitka
 Adelaide Johnson, Salmon Vibe Field
 Grace Harang, Raven and Sun
12 Moving Target
 Brenna McLaughlin, Gustavus
 Richard Stokes, Cacti Spines
14 Ode to Federico García Lorca
 Ishmael Hope, previous featured writer, Juneau
 Steven Villano, The Channel
16 Where I’m From
 Alicia Steiner, UAS Student, Juneau
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, Field of Blue
18 Knitting Needles
 Alicia Steiner, UAS Student, Juneau
19 Growing Up
 Alicia Steiner, UAS Student, Juneau
 Martin Strand, K'wach, Proud
21 Ferry
 Julie Williams, Gustavus
 Diana Rossmiller, Arms and Legs
 Rayne Billings, A Mother's Love and Companion



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

26 Not Quite
 Helena Fagan, Juneau
27 Crossing Time
 Helena Fagan, Juneau
28 The Moose
 Debi Knight Kennedy, Haines
29 Smoke Drifts In
 Sarah Isto, Juneau
 Kaylee James, The Good Old Days
30 Hunting Frozen Bones
 Sarah Isto, Juneau
 Kate Dunn, Wishbone
32 Replacing the Window
 Richard Stokes, Juneau
 K.M. Perry, Bridge on Perseverance Trail
35 Flashes of Fish
 Richard Stokes, Juneau
 Mandy Ramsey, Hooligan
36 Cacti Envy
 Richard Stokes, Juneau
 Richard Stokes, Layers of Time
37 The Rock
 Chris Weiss, Petersburg
 Chris Weiss, Rock, Paper, Cedar
38 Seasonal Scripts
 Shaelene Moler, UAS Student, Kake
 Grace Harang, Dusky Muskeg
39 White Noise
 Marie Rose, Haines
 K.M. Perry, Perseverance Trail
40 Roots
 Marie Rose, Haines
41 Spending Time with Roth
 Jenny McBride, Douglas
 Kate Dunn, Beach Gnar
42 For Michelle
 Jenny McBride, Douglas
43 Poem Riding Around on the Bus 
 Jenny McBride, Douglas
 Mandy Ramsey, Ravens in the Mist
44 Ballet in the Locker Room
 Jenny McBride, Douglas
 Martin Strand, K'wach, Fly Me to the Moon
46 Full Sincere Apologies
 Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau
 Teri Robus, Rain
48 Between the Worlds
 Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau



vi 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

50 Featured Writer Mo Longworth
 Interviewed by Kelsey Walsh, UAS Student, Juneau
56 Blue Ticket: Ferries/Fairies Out of Alaska (Excerpt) Scenes 11 & 12
 Mandy Ramsey, Water Ripples Across Haines 
66 Featured Artist Pat Race
 Interviewed by Kelsey Walsh, UAS Student, Juneau
 Clouds Never Look Like Clouds
 Paper Crane
 Winter on Front
 Don't Step on the Fish; Conversation Starter; River Bear
 Moon Bear; Exploded Salmon 
 My Friend Aaron
74 Perspective
 Beatrice Franklin, Juneau
 K.M. Perry, Sandy Beach Sunrise
75 Following the School Bus
 Beatrice Franklin, Juneau
76 I Grew Up
 Raegan Miller, Ketchikan
 Hollis Kitchin, Mountain Love
78 American Mother
 Margo Waring, Juneau
 K.M. Perry, Lóol
79 Portents 
 Margo Waring, Juneau 
80 Like Plath’s Blackberries
 Kersten Christianson, Sitka
81 Our Caesarean
 Jamie Buehner, Douglas
83 Monitoring Program
 Vivian Faith Prescott, previous featured writer, Wrangell
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, The Perched Shadow
84 Job’s Wife
 Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau
88 Now, on a Sunday Morning in Early September
 Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau
 Hollis Kitchin, Apartment View
89 Excessive Tenderness
 Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, Heartstrings
90 Petra
 Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau
91 A Clutch of Eggs
 Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau
 Diana Rossmiller, Parallel Dimension
92 The Hunt
 Maisy Morley, 8th Grade, Juneau
  Mandy Ramsey, Stand Strong



 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 2 0  v i i

95 What the Body Remembers
 Jonas Lamb, Juneau
 Steven Villano, The Channel
96 I am from
 Eva Miller, 7th Grade, Juneau
 Mandy Ramsey, Talkeetna Sunflower
98 Betting on Long Shots
 Jonas Lamb, Juneau
99 The Beatitudes 
 Daniel Branch, UAS Student, Juneau
100 Diving into the Wreck
 Andris Ozols, UAS Distance Student, Kodiak
102 Undercurrent
 Jack Campbell, Excursion Inlet 
 Mary Henrikson, Blowdown in the Tongass
 Grace Harang, Blossom from Mud 
104 Weathering
 Thomas Bacon, Sitka 
 Steven Villano, The Channel
105 Seascape At Dawn
 Thomas Bacon, Sitka 
 Kate Dunn, SE Pudding
106 I take mental snapshots and photographs 
 Jennifer Ward, UAS Student and Faculty, Douglas 
107 My childhood tastes like 
 Jennifer Ward, UAS Student and Faculty, Douglas
108 Chicago
 Jennifer Ward, UAS Student and Faculty, Douglas
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, Purple Promises
110 Morning Meditation Group
 Josh Wisniewski, Sitka
 Mary Henrikson, Untitled
111 These Hands
 Summer Koester, Juneau
113 Of Great Holiness
 Kersten Christianson, Sitka 
 Pat Race, Whale Moot
114 A letter to the universe
 Summer Koester, Juneau
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, Gray Beauty
116 The Morning Before Boudoir
 Elizabeth Rumfelt, Juneau
 Rico Lanáat' Worl, previous featured artist, Raven Transforms Into the  
 Data Stream
117 Writers' Biographies
120 Artists' Biographies 
 Hollis Kitchin, Swimming Together
 Pat Race, Mower (page 122)



viii 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

Dear Reader,

As a child, I remember watching the film, Dead Poets Society. At a young age, the 
film taught me two things: I wanted to teach people to see things differently, and I 
wanted an English teacher as passionate as the character, John Keating.

Professor Emily Wall is my John Keating. She may not jump on classroom tables, 
or dare me to call her Oh Captain, my Captain (although, that would be cool—
slightly against classroom etiquette, but still, cool). She’s always encouraged me to 
“make my life extraordinary.” Tidal Echoes has assisted me in achieving this. The 
journal’s opened doors I’ve never imagined I’d ever see—and believe me, I’ve stuck 
my foot in every single one.  

As he huddles up his students, John Keating says:

We don’t read and write poetry because it’s cute. We read and write poetry 
because we are members of the human race. And the human race is filled 
with passion. And medicine, law, business, engineering, these are noble 
pursuits and necessary to sustain life. But poetry, beauty, romance, love, 
these are what we stay alive for.

This is what Tidal Echoes is—teachers, Indigenous artists, fisherwomen, moth-
ers, fathers, business owners, students, activists—it’s all of these people that may 
never meet in person, that may never share the same profession, but they are all 
full of passion. They share these pages, and they speak to one another from one 
page to the next. They are here. They are the voices of Southeast Alaska.

And yes, Southeast Alaska is a unique and beautiful place, no doubt. But the 
mountains, snow, glaciers, and history would mean nothing without the people. 
It’s the people of Southeast Alaska that make it what it is, and I invite you to join 
them in their conversation, and perhaps, as John Keating would say, contribute a 
verse.

Cheers,

Callie Ziegler, Senior Editor

Editor's Note
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It’s important to us to take the time to thank all the talented and motivated 
individuals who helped this journal come together. We are forever grateful to the 
artists, writers, and creatives that fill Southeast Alaska with such vibrant communi-
ties. 

We would like to give our first enormous thanks to our dedicated editorial 
board. Rosemarie Alexander, Amy Bannerman, Will Elliott, Kevin Maier, Math 
Trafton, and Emily Wall; thank you for your time. Thanks especially to Emily Wall 
who reminded me several times (maybe several is an understatement) to apply 
to be the Tidal Echoes Junior Editor. Working on this journal with her and Callie 
Ziegler, the Tidal Echoes Senior Editor, has been a joy. 

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 encourage-
ment of Chancellor Richard Caulfield, Provost Karen Carey, and Arts & Sciences 
Dean Thomas Thornton.

A huge thank you to Amy Bannerman who provides logistical help in a thousand 
important ways. Amy, you are right at the heart of this publication.

Thank you to Alison Krein, our talented 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 Callie and I would not want to change one bit.

A huge shout-out to Travis McCain and Alaska Litho who went above and 
beyond this year. We always admire their beautiful printing work, but in this time 
of the virus they really worked hard to bring this journal to you. Travis even hand-
delivered the galley proofs to a house in Douglas! Thanks, guys.

Thank you to Katy Jordan, who designed and ran our Virtual Slow Launch this 
year. You're a social media goddess!

Maureen “Mo” Longworth and Patrick “Pat” Race, our featured writer and artist:  
we are so excited to spotlight your work! Thank you for all the time and energy 
you’ve put into making this edition of Tidal Echoes truly spectacular.

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.
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Richard Stokes, Cherries
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Drag Show at the Rendezvous
Diane DeSloover, Juneau

I shock myself, retired teacher
in this boisterous crowd,
screaming like a teenager
at Gigi Monroe in her
clingy sequins and puffy tulle.
 
The music fades 
as Gigi composes herself
amid deafening applause.
She gushes love, reminds us
to care for each other. 
 
Gray heads and purple spikes,
Carhartts and spandex
mingle in the sweltering bar.
A woman covered in tattoos
gives me a high five.
 
It is past my bed time
but here is Gigi coming my way.
She fixes me with her dazzling face,
puckers and blows a kiss.
You are fabulous!

previously published in Juneau’s Capital City Weekly
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At St. Mary’s Nursing Home
Diane DeSloover, Juneau

The elder sister sits at a table with a tray of beaded bracelets. A braid of red yarn 
in gray-white hair matches a cardigan sweater and polished nails. The younger sister,
in a worn blue shirt and baggy pants, pushes her walker into the room and sits for
her weekly visit. Her head still tingles from Free Cuts for Seniors, as she waits for her
sister to comment on her pouffy hairdo. But the grande dame is showing off gaudy
beadwork and bubbling about her 100th birthday party. Flashing red fingernails, she
passes the hour with familiar stories of piloting in the Women’s Army Corps during
the war. Finally she smoothes her bangs and offers parting advice; you shouldn’t
let Rhonda do your hair anymore and why not try a little color on your cheeks? The
younger one looks at her sister’s withered legs in the wheelchair. Disguising the effort,
she pulls herself to stand and thrusts the stubborn walker toward the door with all
the strength of her 97 years.

above: Mary Henrikson, Forest 
right: Kate Dunn, Peep Show 
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Spooked
Diane DeSloover, Juneau

All Hallows’ Eve
ghosts of cottonwood trees
haunt the old quarry road.
Their skeletons rot in ditches,
golden leaves trampled in mud.
 
Metal monsters attack the worksite.
Nearby, children in costumes
beg for sweets, unaware
that their favorite sledding hill
has just been devoured.
 
The moan of diesel engines
and shatter of rock
has forced the Great Horned Owl
and Bald Eagle to flee
longtime territories.
 
In our once private yard
displaced spirits invade
openings in the trees.
Phantoms roam my garden.
Dark omens on the doorstep.
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Banana Bribery
K.M. Perry, Juneau

Pancakes with bacon had been our traditional Sunday morning breakfast until 
the divorce became a tidal wave of financial despair. With daycare taking up half 
my wage and rent the other half, my only option was to stand in food pantry lines 
three times a week. I made $10 too much to qualify for food stamps, $500 too 
much to qualify for daycare assistance, and $1000 too much to qualify for rental 
assistance. I received $25 every two weeks for child support. The words “too much” 
seemed ironic for a family for three who had so little.

As soon as I entered the food pantry, a lady offered me a pound of bacon. My 
eyes lit up, I smiled, and said, “thank you”, as she put it in my hand.

My five-year old daughter said, “Yummy! We can have bacon with our pancakes 
on Sunday!”

“You have to take a case of bananas if you want the bacon,” the lady sternly said.

“No, sorry, we took the bus here and we don’t have room in our freezer for a case 
of bananas.”

“Then you can’t have the bacon!” The lady grabbed the bacon out of my hand. 
My daughter started crying. I pushed the stroller with my infant son, wondering 
what other conditions there would be. I dug out four quarters when I saw the large 
plastic jar with a $1 suggested donation. The man behind the jar just stared without 
saying a word.

“One frozen item! One bread!” There was a lot of yelling at this food pantry. 
So different from the one downtown that politely asked what you would like. I 
decided I would try and have my next-door neighbor watch my children the next 
time I came to this pantry. The environment seemed very aggressive.

The following week, I came alone to see what the banana bribe would be this 
time. “Does anyone want a case of bananas?”

“Do we have to take the whole case?”

“Yes, otherwise they get bruised.”

I walked through the pantry line, taking one frozen, one bread, one dairy, one 
bakery item. When I got to the produce section, I noticed all of the produce was 
bruised. Why was there such a big deal made about bananas possibly becoming 
bruised, when the rest of the produce was already bruised?

Not very many people have the ability to take a case of bananas. I would love 
to have a bunch of bananas in my freezer to make banana bread, but I didn’t have 
a deep freezer for an entire case. We took the bus and I wouldn’t be able to carry 
the case with my infant son in a stroller, plus a backpack of food donations, and 
watch over my five-year old. How many people really were able to accept a case of 
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bananas? What happened to the rest of the bananas? Why couldn’t someone accept 
a case and then give away those bundles to people who only wanted one bunch?

The following week the food pantry volunteers were yelled at because they were 
giving food to an intoxicated man. The banana bribery lady yelled that intoxicated 
people are not allowed to receive food. He grabbed a case of bananas, balanced it 
on his bike handles, and rode off.

When my daughter asks why we can’t have bananas, I tell her truth. Not every-
one uses common sense. Not everyone treats people with dignity. Some day we’ll 
be able to afford bananas and more. We’ll be able to share our bounty with anyone 
who asks.

Richard Stokes, Napping Bear Cub
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Kate Dunn, 49 Likes
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Breaking of Waves
Abby Saiz, High School Student, Sitka

The waves crash on shore and engulf her feet.
She wonders how something so strong can break.
How can something so tall and mighty fall?
How they settle and sink into the stones below.
 
She wonders how something so strong can break.
Her mother’s tears slide down her face.
How they settle and sink into the stones below.
All because of the husband who left without return.
 
Her mother’s tears slide down her face.
She grabs the bottle and drinks her life away.
All because of the husband who left without return,
so a daughter is forgotten and her life is torn.
 
She grabs the bottle and drinks her life away.
How can something so tall and mighty fall?
so a daughter is forgotten and her life is torn.
The waves crash on shore and engulf her feet.
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The Lonely Cabin
Grace Harang, UAS Student, Sitka

Rain falls into the forest,
like flour dusting the rolling pin.
A different world inside the cabin.
Little meaty fingers,
testing the heat of the fire,
and digging into spring’s frozen huckleberries.
 
On the edge of the woods nests a solitary cabin.
Inside, a ceramic bowl of berries
being harvested once again by stained fingers.
Leaning in, listening, is the forest,
Jealous of the stone rolling pin
being warmed by the crackling flames.
 
The pie will hold berries
collected from the surrounding forest,
who also supplied for the gluttonous fire
which is merrily heating the cabin.
Grandma warns against fingers
mushing under the white granite rolling pin.
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A starving, throbbing fire
forgets to stay awake in the cabin.
Off the counter falls the rolling pin,
knocking into the bowl of berries.
Stoic sits the outlying forest,
branches brushing against the cooling windows like fingers.
 
Drumming against the steering wheel are fingers,
worrying about a rampant fire
spreading into the drying forest.
But not onto the cold stone rolling pin,
or the blood-colored berries,
sprawled on the red cedar floor of the cabin.
 
Restored to the counter goes the rolling pin,
Kissed with flour are the fingers
that pluck up each of the dusty berries,
and hastily feed the dying fire,
within the little wood cabin
dreaming in the heart of the forest.
 
Waiting for its next use is the rolling pin, still listening to the fire,
while twenty greedy fingers eat warm pie within the cabin,
and melted berries long to return to the forest.

left: Grace Harang, Child's Curiosity 
above: Grace Harang, Sentinel
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right: Grace Harang, Raven and Sun 
above: Adelaide Johnson, Salmon Vibe Field
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Eyes
Grace Harang, UAS student, Sitka

I observe the ground ahead to ensure that my next step is not a fatal one. Ha-
bitually, I glance up at my surroundings. Spotting nothing of interest, I drop my 
hat-clad head back down, but only before my brain registers the large blurry blob 
at the edge of my vision. A primeval sense instantly tells me that it is a grizzly. My 
heart painfully leaps and my steps halt. I turn to face the creature head-on. 

She rises on two feet, clawed paws somehow elegantly waving in the air. She 
thrusts her head forward, hoping her moist nose will compensate for her lack of 
vision, she tests the air, scenting the egg scramble I had for breakfast. The bear jolts 
back to earth, accompanied by the rustling of bleached tips of salt-caked fur. As 
we lock eyes, the whole world fades away. Birds and heartbeat quiet, and even the 
sea rests its relentless conquest of the beach. Pinpricks of inset eyes sear my soul. 
Though they are flat and muddy, an intelligent glint shines. 

We are here for the same reasons, we aren’t so different, this bear and I. What 
wonders of the forest has she seen? The things barred from my view as a human. 
What bloody wrath had formed the white disruption of scar tissue in her fluffy 
round ear? 

The moment breaks as she loses interest and deems me an unworthy subject. 
She huffs and whips her lowered head round, bounding with surprising agility back 
through the alder line of the beach. When I only hear the twang of dead branches 
in her wake, I feel the dense weight of a pistol on my chest. The thought never even 
crossed my mind.
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Moving Target
Brenna McLaughlin, Gustavus

It was the future.
 
We blew the past away 
through our tailpipe
into the Arizona dust.
 
Sun glowing hot like coals in the center of the world,
 
Your world.
 
“I’m your God,” you said.
 
I was your moving target
into the south, throughout the west
on the run
but never far from you.
 
The roads were quiet.
 
I should have been afraid
but the cacti were so calming
white january flowers blooming
lulling me
into a quiet belief
that everything would be okay.
 
A bloodless winter moon 
loomed over us in Texas.
 
The future was cold at night,
The future was mean.
 
I had seen ghosts and heard them laughing,
Felt darkness like the bottom of a frozen lake.
 
I thought that maybe I could dry out in the sun,
that the blood-red dirt under our two wheels would lead me home.
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Instead
A chemical burn consumed,
Destroyed,
Left me with bones
And eyes too black to see color.
 
On this side of time
And far enough north
That I hardly have to contemplate the future at all,
The morning’s sky reminds me of that wide horizon.
Cottonwoods reach their strong branches into the mist;
It is safe.
 
But your memory still glows at me from the deep woods
At night
Like the amber eyes of a wolf.

Richard Stokes, Cacti Spines
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Ode to Federico García Lorca
Ishmael Hope, previous featured writer, Juneau

Federico, I will never know how clover smelled to you,
nor the seamstress who sat you on her lap,
nor the bullet that sank itself into your torso 
that nursed all your agony and your poetry,
nor the announcement of antelopes
who skid down mudsteams into your piano keys. 
I only know the ache of sand dollars, 
dossiers filed on behalf of the kneecaps of cinema. 
Yes, on this November Twenty-Eighth of Two Thousand and Nineteen,
I denounce the way they killed you,
how they stole your songs that don’t know you anymore
in the proscenium fragrance spun from Lope de Vega’s crystals.
I want to walk with a limp to your Walt Whitman,
your anemones 
and sweetgrass. 
I want to announce how many farms
owe their fates to the chill you sent into the wind. 
I want to affirm how you speak across death,
across languages,
and send you a kiss made dusky with keyboards and violins. 
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Anyone who ever has embroidered a sash
that sends them shivers
reminiscent of poplars, who vacuumed
anthills and the sediment shaken off stormfallen trees,
has felt your visage silently calling,
your quarters that kept falling from pockets,
and your blood that bled until it soaked beneath the sand. 
And the poets eat rain that settles on foreheads
and orders around fenugreek, 
saddles on the backs of centipedes 
who shuffle clandestinely
over bank notes and shirt collars 
tucked into schoolchildren’s dresser drawers. 
 
Federico, 
I delight in the way you apply aloe vera
to my lower hips, your sonic mandala
made famous with the blink of your third eye,
aligned on 42nd Street balconies 
tinctured by rosewood.
I may never reach you,
but the lump in your throat
fell into a leftover Granadine well
and I heard the splash, embraced by tears
and gardenseeds,
bracket fungus hiccupping in the hearthside. 
And I don’t blame the failed generations anymore,
as they drag dragons and the dead gods through skinless shadows,
slipping glimpses into carbonated classrooms 
like water buffaloes incanting your fated lines.
I sculpt water from plaster memories now, 
and burn sage for you 
who stepped into your self-portrait,
who forgave the mountain lion 
spying on you from bestiary crags,
and etched reliefs into the holes in the sky. 
And your cry without consolation 
sails across the lake frog’s cool skin.

Steven Villano, The Channel
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Where I’m From
Alicia Steiner, UAS Student, Juneau 
Winner of the 2020 Mac Behrend’s for Creative Writing

I am from verdant fields and midnight earth
mighty oaks with branches that scrape the sky and leaves that block the sun
Indian corn with kernels of ruby, gold, and jasper
hazy humidity that hovers like dew
and the pea green skies of summer storms.
 
I am from fiery dawns and golden nights
tender waves that kiss the coast and grind the mountains down to sand
auroras with streaks of amethyst, emerald, and turquoise
faint fog that falls like rain
and the crimson stain of crushed berries. 
 
I am from cornflower and forget-me-not blue
delivered by the wind and carrying echoes of thunder
pursuing the path of the sandhill crane.
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Elizabeth Rumfelt, Field of Blue
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Knitting Needles
Alicia Steiner, UAS Student, Juneau

Together, wooden knitting needles 
lay unused and rest alone.
Buried within the basket, 
they recall when hands instructed:
“Insert, capture, retrieve, drop.”
When they waltzed with wool, 
and felt its comforting embrace.
 
A delicate dance, 
practiced and perfected. 
Flirting, fleeting and sudden,
they stitch their descendants.
Together they birthed baby’s blanket, 
mothered mittens, and sired sweaters—
all forsaken to time and dust.
 
Together, the needles ponder:
If hands once again began to speak,
would the steps be remembered?
Now rounded and worn, 
they feel the aches and pangs of days
when they waltzed with wool, 
and felt its comforting embrace.

right: Martin Strand, K'wach, Proud
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Growing Up
Alicia Steiner, UAS Student, Juneau

 
We were children
when we first met.
Playing in the woods
we built castles from fallen trees
dug moats with black fingernails 
made our beds of moss
with a blanket of ferns
Pushkey husks were our swords and
horsetail roots were our medicine
We were children
and we were friends.
 
And yet, one day
we grew up.
Deep in the forest,
castles collapsed from rotted wood
moats dried up and filled with weeds
moss beds withered
fern blankets blackened
Words became our weapons and
scorn made them fester
Now, we are adults
and we are only family.
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Diana Rossmiller, Arms and Legs 
Pages 22 & 23: Rayne Billings, A Mother's Love and Companion
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Ferry
Julie Williams, Gustavus

I had just driven a thousand miles over the interior in search of the northern 
wheatear, a passerine with two distinct migration routes to Africa. My friends are 
crazy like this. One day we walked twenty miles, ate chips for dinner, then slept in a 
tent so small all four of us had to sleep on our sides and turn over at the same time. 
But the day we woke up covered with frost, I told them I was bailing. And heading 
south. Down South. On the ferry, Haines to Bellingham. I begged my friend Sara to 
come with me. I pitched it as a relaxing cruise on the Alaska Marine Highway, the 
perfect transition from ranger life back to the lower forty-eight. She said yes.

We buy groceries and growlers of dark beer from the local brewery, cram 
everything in the backseat and drive onto the car deck. My tiny car is parked next 
to trucks and vans with all manner of things strapped to the roof, a chest freezer, a 
rocking chair. They charge for vehicle length, not height. We clamor with armloads 
of camping gear to the solarium which is strewn with plastic lounge chairs. A tent 
on the back deck is the same as a stateroom if you’re our kind of people. I throw 
my stuff down and my duct tape falls out of my bag and rolls across the deck. I 
run after it and find it being handed back to me by a wild-eyed woman with thick 
glasses wearing the equivalent of a moo-moo over her somewhat amorphous body, 
and a corduroy coat. She seems totally out of breath from bending over.

“Here, I got it, whoa, this is going to be a wild ride,” she says.

I didn’t know what part she thought was wild, the duct tape or us, but I wanted 
to get the tent taped down before it rained, otherwise it would blow overboard if 
we weren’t in it. I say thanks. Sara has the tent dumped out of its bag. 

“I hope this is more sturdy than the one you brought on our last trip, that was all 
screen and no actual tent,” Sara says.

“As I recall you were the one that thought it was cool.”

“Yes, very cool, until we were freezing our asses off,” she laughs.

A couple of women look our way. Women who look like they have been around.

I arrange my paraphernalia inside like it’s a new apartment. Sara tosses in her 
sleeping bag and clothes still in the bags and yells in, “Make sure the books are on 
the right, wind is blowing out of the west. Oh yeah, the beer, put the beer over 
there too.” 

The big woman with the glasses stares at us. She yells, “HEY, WHY DO YOU 
WANT TO SLEEP ON THE FLOOR WHEN THEY GOT ALL THESE CHAIRS?” 

We are surrounded by other tents and a myriad of generally haggard looking 
travelers. Her curiosity gives her away as an outsider but the Coke bottle glasses 
made her strangely appealing. She laboriously bends over again to stare in the door 
of the tent. Then looks at us like we’re lab specimens. 
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“We aren’t sleeping on the floor, we have thermarests,” I say, amused. 

“That some kinda heatin’ pad?” she asks. 

We look at her lounge chair, which is smashed against the one next to it with 
a giant patchwork quilt, made out of old rayon clothes, spread over both chairs. 
And two bed pillows. There are a couple of bags of pre-popped popcorn at the foot, 
along with a bag of yarn. No way she knows what I am talking about. Sara looks at 
me and shrugs.

“No, it’s a blow-up mattress.” 

She seems satisfied. Another over-sized woman, almost a carbon copy of her, ap-
pears wearing a flowing velvety maroon skirt down to her ankles. She seemed more 
at ease in the world. 

She walks up to us, and takes up the slack, “This here’s my sister, Rhonda. I’m 
Clarise.” 

“I’m Donna and this is Sara.” 

Clarise says, “You know it’s a miracle we made this trip. Before this, Rhonda 
hadn’t been out of her apartment in five years. She’s agoraphobic.” 

Rhonda nods her head. “Yep. Now I been on the road five weeks. Doctors 
couldn’t imagine I would get in the car, much less on a ferry, but the damn heat in 
Fresno ‘bout drove me out to die in the dried up field. Now we been up to step on 
Arctic Circle, saw a bear right on the highway. I think I’m cured.”

Because she is naturally loud, everyone has overheard. Several other women 
wander over. We raise eyebrows at each other like no one could top that. The rest 
of us take turns explaining why we happen to be on the ferry in the fall. A tightly 
wound woman in her fifties has been tending bar all summer on the Kenai. A tall 
tan beauty explains, in a raspy voice, that she’s been renting bicycles but on the side 
picking up women traveling alone. 

I say, “I’ve been working on cruise ships, giant floating hotels, answering the 
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same ten questions all summer.” I don’t expect Sara to disclose she’s a ranger cop. 
She’s like that. 

She says, “In the arctic I wouldn’t see as many people in a year as she saw in one 
day,” and motions her head toward me. 

As my grandmother says, it was old home week; eclectic women with no par-
ticular plan, except to stay out of the mainstream. Later we break out the beer and 
pass the jug around under our coats. 

Once we’ve had a few swigs, I say, “One time I went camping and while I was 
peeing, a black bear came out of nowhere and ate two oystercatcher chicks before I 
could get my pants up.”

Rhonda says, “Girl, you lyin’.”

Sara says, “No, I bet she’s not. I’ve had that happen to me.”

“You’re both liars then!”

The tan one says, “One woman actually gave me a thousand bucks because I let 
her take a nap with me in my backpacking tent. She was traveling in her Learjet 
and told me it was so novel.” 

The bartender says, “I had two men in wolf-hide vests hauled out for selling live 
pot plants at their table.”

Rhonda says, “This is better than TV.” 

We stand under heaters hung from the roof and watch the wake dancing and 
white in the black water. One by one we arrange deck chairs into a circle, crawl 
into sleeping bags, and keep telling stories.

The ship security guy comes up to have a cigarette. Once he gets it lit, his radio 
goes off. “All hands on deck report to the cafeteria.” He smashes it angry into the 
ashtray and takes off, keys jangling off his belt. 

Rhonda says, “This could be good, right? And looks at us for confirmation. 
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I say, “Probably, it always is.” We all get ourselves up and follow him. 

By the time we blow our way across the deck to the stairs, run down a hallway 
and find the door, all that’s left of the hubbub is a bunch of stunned drunk men and 
some broken glass. The “In An Emergency Only” Ax case is shattered and hanging 
sideways. The ax is nowhere in sight.

“WHAT HAPPENED?” Rhonda yells at a burley guy with an anchor tattooed on 
his deltoid.

“Hell, they started fightin’ and I’ll be damn if he don’t go bust out the ax with 
his boot and start swingin’ at ol' Jake, who ain’t done nothing but ask ‘im if he got a 
woman down south.” Only slurred comments came out of the rest of them. 

The steward waves everyone out just as the purser announces over the loud 
speaker, “Attention passengers, there will be a Car Deck Call in five minutes. Those 
who need to attend to their pets must listen carefully. You will be allowed on the 
Car Deck for fifteen minutes, and fifteen minutes only. You will not be allowed in 
the aft portion of the ship, no circles with your dogs, you will be directed to walk in 
a horseshoe shape only. Stay tuned for the next announcement.” 

Car Deck calls are the only chance passengers have to let their desperate pets 
out. Fifteen minutes max as long as seas are calm, Coast Guard regulations.

We, en masse, arrive at the purser’s desk. A short, tough-looking woman whose 
nametag reads “Rosie Maxwell, Purser” takes one look at us and says, “What is this, 
a coven?”

“What is up with the guy and the ax?” I ask.

“We just got word, ladies. He’s locked up in the maintenance shop on the Car 
Deck, so no worries.”

“Cain’t he just use them tools to get hisself out?” Rhonda asks. 

“No ma’am, he is properly secured. Now you girls run along.”

Sara rolls her eyes. I whisper to her, “You going to come out as an officer of the 
law?”

“Out of my jurisdiction in a big way.”


By the next morning’s Car Deck Call we hear that Ax Man is cursing at everyone 

from the “shop”, which is made of chain link. 

A local says, “Well they took his smokes, what can they expect?”

We’re sixteen hours from the next U.S. port. Apparently, the police paid his way 
onto the ferry because they wanted him out of town. Rosie said he had one chance 
to go out and be a free agent in the continental U.S., and he lasted about four 
hours.

We spend the day reading, in and out of deck chairs, blowing down the walk-
ways en route to the cafeteria to get coffee. 
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Coming back from the cafeteria Rhonda stops me, “Did you know you have 
cheese in your hair?” She says it as if you can put other food in your hair, but not 
cheese. It’s true, I look down and there are a couple of pieces of grated cheese hang-
ing off my disheveled hair. I pick them out and toss them into the wind. 

“Thanks Rhonda,” I say. She looks accomplished. 

A few hours later, the coven assembles on the solarium. We make parmesan 
toast on the grates of the space heaters. 

“Attention passengers, the next Car Deck Call will be in fifteen minutes,” Rosie 
booms. We look at each other and nod. 

Rhonda says, “Let’s take him some popcorn.”

We swing by Rosie on the way down. She says, “Girls, he’s turning out to be a 
problem.” 

She grabs the mike, “The car deck is now open, you have fifteen minutes, folks, 
no heckling.”

Dogs, large and small, are hurling themselves out of trucks, peeing on the floor 
and barking wildly. At the end of the deck, Ax Man is outside the maintenance 
shop on a mattress, chained to a railing by his ankle, and smoking a cigarette. A 
deckhand is sitting in a chair near him looking disinterested. Pet owners walk their 
dogs a few feet from him. He seems subdued enough until a terrier sprints to the 
end of his leash and barks furiously at the edge of the mattress. 

“SHUT UP ALL YOU UGLY PEOPLE, I AIN’T DONE NOTHING. SHUT UP 
AND GO AWAY YOU PEOPLE, ALL OF YOU,” he yells at the crowd.

Rhonda walks up and throws her bag of popcorn on the mattress. Some of it 
spills out. He smiles at her. She smiles back at him, in a way I wish she wasn’t, 
considering. 

The deckhand is on his radio. 

“THE CAR DECK CALL IS NOW OVER, COME BACK UPSTAIRS, NOW,” says 
Rosie’s voice.

“C’mon girls,” Clarisse says, “let’s have a coven meeting upstairs.” 

Of all things, the sisters pull out a Ouija board. We pull chairs into a circle and 
set it up on a blanket on a plastic table. We ask all kinds of questions, mostly about 
our employment futures. The sisters try to get it to tell them where they are going 
to live in Alaska when they came back next summer. The needle spells out K-A, 
then we have to stop because the ship is rocking too much to keep the board level. 
K-A could be about a million places. 

We are awakened at six by Rosie’s cheery voice, “Good morning everyone, port 
call in one hour, next stop, Land of Road Rage.”

We dock exactly an hour later. Everyone, all packed, stands around on the decks. 
Before they let anyone disembark, the police drive up, walk onto the car deck and 
disappear. A few minutes later they lead Mattress Man, handcuffed, out to the 
patrol car.
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Not Quite
Helena Fagan, Juneau

You never wanted letters from me,
preferred phone calls that melted 
into unending afternoons and month-long nights.
Yesterday, I found old messages on my phone 
and your smoky voice saturated the space,
froze my thoughts, activated longing.
 
It’s not so much that I wanted one more conversation;
surely we shared enough words to last two lifetimes.
 
It was that smoky voice, the slight trace of Poland,
the frequency stealing all my bandwidth.
Three messages, one after the other,
Perfect satirical Jewish-mother-bids for my attention 
before we knew that the joke truly was on us:
 
This is your mother.
I don’t have much time left.
 
Right now, you have all my attention.
Can you be the object if you no longer receive?
Can I offer waves of affection that have nowhere to break?
Each message ends with I love you,
Far preferable to your deathbed assertion:
 
I’m not mad at you.
 
I am still mad at you, just a little,
for leaving me with that,
not quite an apology for the revelation a few days later,
but clearly a desire to take back in some way what you did.
 
Not quite an apology,
but nonetheless I store it with the I love you’s,
reminding myself there was never
going to be an easy ending.
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Crossing Time
Helena Fagan, Juneau

The sun glitters the frozen lake into brilliance, 
wind lifts snow off mountains and glacier, 
swirls it skyward into fairy dust, the tracks 
I travel deep and blue-shadowed and fast.
The groomer passes me once, twice, 
creates a swath of corduroy for skate skiers,
those with more strength and grace than I.
 
Not bothered by my earthy body nor the track 
that only circles rather than afford a destination,
I fly onward and then backward
to the skiing thirty years ago, further north 
where only tundra touched the sky
and the wind blew straight from Nome 
to us in Bethel with barely a tree
in those hundreds of miles to temper its ferocity.
 
No tracks to follow as we ventured 
out our backdoor, fur hats and mitts secured, 
cut across ponds and tundra, only tundra, 
white tundra and blue open-lid sky,
only the deep cold that transformed our feet
into part of the frozen landscape,
the pain sending us home too soon to hot cocoa 
and the satisfaction of surviving that wild place.
 
Today, confidence in my aging body is the only bravery 
required to ski these tracks, groomed and safe and altogether splendid;
Even the icebergs, charlatan soldiers guarding the lake, 
make no appearance these days as the glacier flees to the mountains, 
so gone, too, even that small thrill of holding 
breath, skiing fast past each berg in case one tumbles,
ruptures the sleek surface into watery danger. 
 
The thrill now is simply 
arms and legs working together, 
lungs filled with the breath of glacier, 
pulse chanting to the mountains: 
I am here I am here I am here.
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The Moose
Debi Knight Kennedy, Haines

A creature so grand, so striking, so, plainly put, big. 
The sight of her makes my heart thump. 
 
Do you drool when you see her, I ask my, totally 
Alaskan kind of guy, husband. He does, he admits, 
without a trace of shame, causing his peace loving, 
left wing liberal kind of woman, wife to experience 
a sincere sinking heart kind of feeling.
 
I used to be a flesh eater myself and I did, once, 
openly salivate while butchering a most lovely caribou. 
But I am so far away from those days, from that person
that it’s hard to believe that person was ever me.
 
I could, and would, and will agree that the moose 
can appear utterly bovine at first glance. The placid eyes.
The constant chew, chew, chewing. The seeming lack 
of interest in much of anything other than food. 
And yet. How. Obscenely. Judgmental.
What do I know of the inner life of the moose? 
Can I, sincerely, place more value on my life than hers? 
 
Last night at dusk, the witching hour, a cow 
and her calf, favored us, inches from our faces, 
her glorious nose grazing the window glass between us. 
The porch light shone on her fur so that it glistened
in the evening mist, a-shimmer with magic and majesty. 
She looked at us, unaware of the potential drool 
at the thought of her being roasted to juicy perfection.
 
I saw a mother. I saw a fellow being. I saw a life. 
Absolute beauty. That’s what I saw.
I declined to ask my husband what he saw.
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Smoke Drifts In
Sarah Isto, Juneau

silent, cloudless,
across the border 
through the islands,
 
a haze so thin that 
only the rescue dogs 
raise muzzles to sniff.
 
Spruce-green hills fade to blue.
Noonday sun tightens to a crimson ball.
The mottled full moon rises orange.
 
No news yet of distance or direction
but somewhere under a bending wind 
the peaty earth is smoking black
and flames leap crown to crown.

Kaylee James, The Good Old Days
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Hunting Frozen Bones
Sarah Isto, Juneau

Family outing, father at tiller
we motor slowly up the river 
watching side to side, 
faces to the breeze. 
 
Finally, from a bank fresh-gouged 
by the water-rush of spring, 
rises the dusky, organic aroma
of prehistoric mud thawing.
 
There through its dank sluff 
pokes something angular
and just beyond, a bulge,
a curved density barely hidden.
 

Kate Dunn, Wishbone
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We put ashore to begin our search 
for mammoth tusks or skulls of 
saber-tooth tigers or my childhood favorite, 
the tiny hooves of prehistoric horses.
 
In my young days, these perished mammals— 
even the giants—seemed clumsy, primitive,
less sturdy than the agile orangutans
and sleek jaguars in my library books.
 
Yet now I comprehend a likeness:
in the face of implacable warming
as in the face of glacial freezing, 
all flesh is fragile.
 
Some of the bright earthly creatures
who rose after the Pleistocene
have already left us 
only their bones or their shells 
or, in the case of butterflies, 
not even that.
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Replacing the Window
Richard Stokes, Juneau

Day 1. With a carefully wrapped window in tow I leave Auke Bay at 7 AM for 
Tenakee Springs on the MV LeConte. The trip is pleasant as usual. I eat breakfast, 
then nap in the side lounge. My friend Molly is at the Tenakee terminal, and I hitch 
a skiff ride with her to the beach in front of my cabin. The water is smooth and the 
window survives the ride. 

I find the cabin in good shape. No sign of man or beast trying to force their 
way in. No signs of mice inside. I move stuff from the beach to the cabin and go 
through my usual routines: turning on the propane, splitting wood, hauling jugs 
of water from the creek and heating up water for coffee. I have brought a ham 
sandwich from home to avoid cooking this first night. I heat water for a cup of 
soup with the sandwich. In spite of doing very little during the day I am dog-tired. 
I decide to turn in early, but make the mistake of feeding the woodstove too much 
and too long. I toss around fitfully between nightfall and midnight when the cabin 
finally cools enough to allow sleep.

Day 2. This morning does not start smoothly. I have trouble getting the fire go-
ing. Papers left from prior visits have absorbed enough moisture to resist flaming. 
For tomorrow I must split wood into smaller kindling. Then, I can’t find the coffee 
filters, a potentially devastating setback. Of course they are in plain sight—once I 
see them. Now I have settled down—or in. The woodstove crackles. The coffee is 
hot. English muffins toasted on the little rack that sits atop a propane burner ac-
companies the hard boiled eggs I brought from home.

Now to start the project. To be absolutely sure the window is fogged between 
the panes and not simply dirty I rig a safety rope and climb on the metal roof to 
reach the window. A strong mix of ammonia does little, convincing me the prob-
lem is inside the double-pane glass. As long as I’m on the roof I clean the surface. 
The organic layer is over an inch thick and at the bottom of the accumulated 
needles and moss is a black loamy soil. Without my cleaning, baby hemlocks will 
soon begin to spout—the forest never rests in its reclamation battle. I once wrote a 
poem about the battle.

Having the ladder out, the ropes rigged and the ammonia handy I muster the 
ambition to wash the outside of the three windows facing the inlet. The difference 
is dramatic enough to encourage me to do the same on the inside. The difference 
in light in the cabin and the view of the inlet is remarkable. It makes me anxious to 
replace the problem window. But before I create a hole in the wall by removing the 
old window, I want to have a full day of natural light to install the replacement. I 
decide to delay the job a day. After all, I’m here for the week. 

After a fine meal of beefsteak, boiled potatoes and Brussels sprouts, I walk down 
to the beach. I turn off the flashlight to savor the quiet lap of wavelets on the beach. 
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The rising moon glows orange on the water across the inlet. Other than the moon 
there’s no light; other than the wavelets there’s no sound. Back inside I am more 
careful about stoking the woodstove. In the bunk by candle light I listen to most 
of a CD of Henning Mankell’s Dogs of Riga before nodding off. I wake later to the 
flickering light from the candle I placed in the sink for safety—and perhaps to keep 
me company.

Day 3. I’m up shortly after 7AM having slept better with the cabin cooler. I walk 
the 100 feet or so to the beach. The tides intrigue me, how they alternate in the 
covering and exposing the reef in the intertidal. This week I will see extremes, 19+ 
highs and minus 2 lows—not records, but well above and below averages.

By 10 AM I have the old window out and the new window roughed in. I was 
quite cautious in ordering the new window—determined to have the window 
smaller, not larger, than the hole to put it in. As a result I have almost two inches 
both in width and length to fill. Soon, with scrap lumber at hand, it’s done. I step 
back, breathe and enjoy another cup of coffee. The window needs additional trim 
before a strong wind, but for today, it’s fine. And what a difference in the light. I 
crawl on the roof to caulk the window. My work is sloppy, but by the time I finish I 
am getting the hang of the technique. Next time I will know what I am doing. 

After another modest hike and a few minutes of sunset appreciation, I cook a 
portion of chuck roast, red potatoes and green peas. The insulated pack kept the 
roast and peas frozen just fine. I am pleased with my time here. I replaced the win-
dow. I have done what I enjoy most: reading, writing, and walking on the beach. 
And best of all, I have four more days before I have to leave. By seven I have shifted 
to candlelight and listen again to the Dogs of Riga.

K.M. Perry, Bridge on Perseverance Trail
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Mandy Ramsey, Hooligan
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Flashes of Fish
Richard Stokes, Juneau

The old man on the Alaska ferry recalls
a monster catch of pink salmon.
With thick hands and battered fingers
he re-creates the scene; the curve of the bay,
a submerged reef, the tidal flow, the encircling net.
With a wicked wink and a flash of teeth he chuckles, 
all those other boats gave up too soon.
Our gear groaned when we pulled the last set,
a net full of humpies, them flashing          
in the waning light of day.
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Cacti Envy
Richard Stokes, Juneau

I am in awe of the cacti which spread
their shallow roots to catch the infrequent rain, 
how they swell their tissues to save what they catch, 
how they breathe through tiny leaves and spines
and toughen their hides to keep the desert air
from stealing it back. 
 
Praise, like desert rain, comes
in light and infrequent showers.
Even a shower of lavish praise,
can only be remembered, 
not stored intact.

Richard Stokes, Layers of Time
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The Rock
Chris Weiss, Petersburg

The rock has no need of adornment,
yet my need wraps it with cedar.

Chris Weiss, Rock, Paper, Cedar
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Seasonal Scripts
Shaelene Moler, UAS Student, Kake

Careful of those wintered herring-egg boughs.
They are weighed down with more than ice and snow.
Promising life amidst the cold.
 
Careful of the masked enchantress come spring.
They must leave Keku road and the land of the Tsaagweidí,
Take with them the people’s song, and upholding a tribe’s identity.
 
Careful of the mystics in the midnight sky.
They scream in neon colors and dreamy cries,
Dancing among the stars, carefree living, days will grow darker they imply.
 
Careful of the frosted cupped hands rising from the rust-tinged moss;
Chanterelles they may be but beggars for new growth they are not.
Leaves will fall, growing season ends, once they appear in dark, creek beds. 
 
Come Winter, Spring, Summer, and Fall,
Careful of their true significance.
The art of perception lives within them all,
They will lead you indifferent.
Foreshadowing in schemes and tricks,
Do not fall victim to their seasonal scripts
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White Noise
Marie Rose, Haines

A white noise machine is plugged
Into the wall beside the bed. 
It will help you sleep, I am told.
Instead it wakes me in a panic,
Threading chaos into my previously 
Pastel-painted dreams. 
 
Where we live
The wind is not manufactured.
Rain dances on metal roof,
Amplifies our climate like a 
Speaker outside our window. 
 
If I have learned anything in my
Short twenty-some years of life,
It is that I cannot live where
Nature is mimicked. 
I cannot sleep where
Sounds are plugged in.

left: Grace Harang, Dusky Muskeg 
above: K.M. Perry, Perseverance Trail
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Roots
Marie Rose, Haines

I have always had a fascination with
The way things are rooted.
I want to know the way you
Grow from this earth when
Your arms are full of green
Yet you sit atop a surface
So rugged and worn.
 
I see you
Lock down
During every storm,
Buckle your knees and brace
For the ocean’s tantrum
That spits and crashes,
Shapes the only thing you stand on.
 
Tell me,
How do you survive
When your roots grow into 
Something so unforgiving?
 
When the wind howls,
I drop another anchor,
But you-
You stay grounded,
Arms above your head as if to
Halt September storms.

right: Kate Dunn, Beach Gnar
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Spending Time with Roth
Jenny McBride, Douglas

I wish I could say
I connect with you when I play
your old violin
but the touch of your fingers
has come and gone, your jaw
upon the chin rest, not a trace.
In the strong hollow 
of an open string
I listen for your eager voice
but all I hear
is the echo of the lacquered wood.
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For Michelle
Jenny McBride, Douglas

 
An uncaring world, this one
that kills those trying to save it
saving those trying to kill it.
 
Rolling in your car on ice
thrown like a rock at the sea – gone.
Your life drained into the ditch
the sorrow swelling in our hearts
til they break
like waves crashing on the shore.
 
My great-niece’s first day of preschool
she made a fashion statement
to a world that will starve
on climate change.
All around us
time is trying to make order
out of our chaos
but no one wants to
stop and look.
 
We all know better 
and take chances anyway,
like exploring a cavern
at the bottom of the Bering Sea.
No matter how you died
you would have left a big hole
in the ocean
where all that remains now
is our gratitude
for your spending your time so wisely.

right: Mandy Ramsey, Ravens in the Mist
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Poem Riding Around on the Bus 
Jenny McBride, Douglas

 
I like to think of 
my poem riding around on the bus
as the earth goes around the sun,
a life of its own
commuting at rush hour
seeking eye contact to say:
We have language. It makes us think.
 
Playing with words can be like legos or legislation.
 
I like the way the bus carries so many people at once,
people I really need to see.
Did you ever meet anyone in your car?
 
Don’t turn away -
from where we stand
the future looks good.
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Ballet in the Locker Room
Jenny McBride, Douglas

 for the girls of the Glacier Swim Club

They stride into the public pool locker room 
carrying violins and saxophones
they will practice
sometime between the team work-out
and a weeknight bedtime.
 
In the shower after finishing my laps
their eyes trace my body with apprehension:
“Is that what I’m going to look like someday?”
My tongue itches to tell them,
“Only if you’re lucky enough to make 56.
“Not everyone gets this far”
But instead I say,
“Stop staring at me or I’ll tell the coach
“you’re just in here goofing off,”
which I would never do
but it makes them laugh
and they stop staring.
 
But they need something to do
while they shower
so, it’s on to ballet!
Second position, third position, fourth position,
tender bare feet jumping juxtaposed
on a wet tile floor,
swift and sure, no slip or slide,
and now I’m laughing
to think what would happen if I tried that,
how many of them it would take
to unsplay me.
 
Some kind of physics experiment
follows the ballet,
filling swim caps with water
then dumping them, refilling,
overfillling.

 

right: Martin Strand, K'wach, Fly Me to the Moon



 T I D A L  E C H O E S  2 0 2 0  4 5

I fit a brand new pair of goggles
and finally the girls are ready
to take the pool by storm.
They race across the surface of the water
like salmon upstream, no stopping them.
 
In a few years
they will negotiate a perilous channel
but right now they are marvelously incapable
of consenting to second class citizenship.
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Full Sincere Apologies
Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau

“We, the IRA, offer full sincere apologies
to the partner, family, friends of Lyra.”

Lyra McKee, 29, prominent Irish lesbian investigative journalist
murdered in Derry April 18, 2019*

 

Lyra’s journalist friend Susan texts, Meet for Tray bakes tomorrow? Lyra replies 
her last reply, Epic. Armored tanks roll across the River Foyle. Bakery sweets aim 
their jams at Lyra. 

k.d.lang hair and front fringe, Lyra’s gay as the hills, friends say. She hated 
school. Her Mum carried her kicking screams over the threshold every day. It was 
Roald Dahl’s The Twits that finally got her to read. Away with the fairies, she sailed. 

Before the bullet, Lyra’s TED Talk encouraged young queers. Forbes gave her 
a journalist award, “The Thirty Under Thirty International Activist Investigative 
Journalists.” She blogged, she made fun of clickbaits and listicles. 

Her essays sprayed Europe. The Suicide of Cease-Fire Babies, and why are so 
many Post-Troubles young people killing themselves? She grew up lesbian in Bel-
fast on Cliftonville Murder Road and her Letter to My 14-year-old Self, made into a 
film. 

The Lost Boys essay. Abducted, never looked for boys of The Troubles. 25 years 
of boys. Lyra’s runners waded into child abuse, the Church, males in hoodies. Irish 
child murder, males in hoodies, dark cars creeping streets. 

Thursday eve end of April, small half-hearted riot in Creggan. Donegal moun-
tains watch. Poorest moms of UK watch, babies on their hips. Boys throw rocks. 
Then petrol bottles. Police tank angers, pivots. Lyra wears her vest.

 
Sara stands next to her,
the bullet twirls Lyra’s light,
widows Sara, the moms stare.
River Foyle rides the dark. Her friends
Peace Walk three days, Belfast to
Derry. Lyra had already packed the
NYC tickets. She eyed The Cat’s Rock spot
in Central Park. Now it softens in the rain, 
Lyra’s Will ya’ marry me, Sara Canning? 
hums in stone.

 
 *The Irish Times. April 19, 2019.
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Teri Robus, Rain
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Between the Worlds
Lin Davis, UAS Student, Juneau

Every place, like every person, is elevated by the love 
and respect shown toward it, and by the way its bounty
is received. Richard Nelson. The Island Within*
 
#1 The Veil Watches 
 
November 6, 2012, late afternoon, Mo, my wife,
and I wander Springdale Cemetery in Northwest 
Cincinnati. Deer herd watches, graves maze our 
Alaskan selves, my breath panics. Where are they?
 
I recognize this spot with trees and slope just so. 
Both parents buried here but no Davis markers
rise to our eyes. Hillside with hundreds of stone
names leans in. Low light veils.
 
We have a map from the cemetery worker. Our 
hiking boots follow the red ink route and soak
in wet grass needing a cut. Dark grabs us. 
We leave. No parents now, Veil whispers. 
 
 #2 The Grail Watches 
 
November 6, 2019 I take some Dad ashes, carry 
them up the Dan Moller trail to my sacred spot. 
 
When he died October 24, 1996, I scooped out 
a keeper-handful before the backhoe lowered his 
 
box of cremains into the grave where my mother 
lies in her 1981 metal mulberry coffin. 
 
I also carry up the trail like a grail some Ari and 
Mozi. Ashes from the Rhodesian Ridgebacks we 
 
rescued from Boise. Ari girl always slept in the 
crook of Mr. Mozi’s hip or curled warm in his belly. 
 
Across these meadows, their deer-colored bodies
chased each other for years. Mt. Juneau watched 
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our daily dog walks, the planks slid us 
up and down with grail greased light.
 
#3 Raven Watches Pines and Pups 
 
November 9, 2019 I go to my special place. It lies 
off the trail below the Zahn sitting bench. All our 
dogs, even our daycare dogs, love this dog-bobsled 
 
downhill run. All year this spot waits for dogs
snow bobbing, bursting down the chute. 
Hummocks mound and summon and I learn
 
that Sitka writer Richard Nelson died on Monday, 
the hospital room filled with his bird recordings,
he flies into Raven-hood, his soundscape plays as
 
friends weep, doctors and nurses weep, and my
Saturday night tears join from afar in bird time.*
I love Richard’s The Island Within. It chimes. As I
 
sit in my sacred place, watch shore pines cluster, 
a mystery how Douglas Island received these seeds and
perhaps they crossed the icefield, sailed on winds Taku-
 
squeezed from Canada, forming John Muir’s Church of the
Pines. Douglas snow brings bonsai. Winds twist, twenty-four
years of my watching, my pouring into these trees of scraggle.
 

*Quoted by Kim Heacox, Gustavus, Alaska writer.
Hospital scene described by Kim Heacox.
November 6, 2019. Anchorage Daily News.
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Maureen "Mo" Longworth is a prominent playwright and poet within the Juneau 
community. Her most recent play, Blue Ticket: Ferries/Fairies Out of Alaska, was 
presented to the public this fall and shed insight into a hidden aspect of Alaska’s 
history, the concept of blue-ticketing or sending gay men out of Alaska. During my 
internship I had the pleasure of interviewing Maureen and gathering her thoughts 
on the work that went into this play, and her creative process in general. The effort 
that she put into the play and the parts of herself that she gives to the community 
in creating these performances can be seen in the way that she speaks of her work. 
I was honored to speak with her and learn about a piece of Alaska’s unspoken history.

What drew you to become a writer? 
I have been writing ever since I can remember. I kept little journals starting in 

grammar school and wrote in them. I started writing plays when I was eight. It was 
something my sisters and I would do: write a play every summer and put it on in 
the garage. All the actors were girls and all of the attendees were boys and I am sure 
they were really dimpy things. I remember the titles: Don’t Worry We’ll Get Along 
and The Pink Petticoat Mystery.

Interviewed by Kelsey Walsh, UAS Student, Juneau

TIDAL ECHOES 2020 FEATURED WRITER

PLAYWRIGHT AND POET MO LONGWORTH

left: Mandy Ramsey, Water Ripples Across Haines 



My personal writing was always 
more journalistic and centering 
which helped me find my way 
through the maze of life. I always 
wrote though, for fun. It was almost 
like the medicine was my job and 
the fun was the writing. Writing is 
like the icing on the cake of life. 

What do you think plays offer an 
audience that prose and poetry do 
not offer? 

Why theater? Why plays? With 
Blue Ticket: Ferries/Fairies Out of 
Alaska and with Turning Around 
Sexism in Medicine it’s more of a 
living story, and for anything based 
on true stories I think that plays 
are the vehicle. Being alive means 
that plays are different with every 

performance and each show is a fresh beginning and end. Every single night at Blue 
Ticket people would tell me another story, or they would tell me about what they 
were doing in the 60’s and how it feeds into this story; it’s just so alive and palpable.

Are there any authors who helped to inspire and shape you as a writer? 
Most of my life I have been dedicated to study, so I haven’t had a lot of time for 

recreational reading. Something I discovered that’ll shock you is that I have ADD 
and dyslexia, so it is miracle that I made it through my doctorate and then had this 
whole writing career blossom. However, in reading, I have some favorites. Tony 
Kushner is my all-time favorite playwright; he wrote Angels in America which I 
assistant directed here in Juneau. I like that in Angels in America there is a message 
that is socio-political and based on truth, yet centered around love. I would say 
Blue Ticket is similar in that way. I like to see theater more than I like to read plays, 
but I have a bunch of plays that I read to give me ideas and to learn how to write in 
terms of play formatting. 

Blue Ticket: Ferries/Fairies Out of Alaska makes some powerful social commen-
tary. How do you feel that writing about social problems empowers you as a 
writer and your audience? 

I find that in my writing what I tend to go for usually makes a social or political 
statement. I feel like in a way that social worker I thought I was going to be back in 
college is still with me, keeping an eye on the world, monitoring it, and trying to 
make it a better place. 

I would like to think people would be empowered by Blue Ticket. The feedback 
I have had from audience members is that they were forever changed by the show. 
My writing is motivated by that desire to move the world toward an open-hearted 
equality that we have yet to experience. For these times where equal rights and 
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democratic processes are experiencing huge setbacks on local, national, and global 
fronts, I think there will be more works of art motivated by social need. 

How did you uncover the history of Juneau’s LGBTQ community for Blue Ticket: 
Ferries/Fairies Out of Alaska? Are some histories more challenging to discover? 

Over the years I asked people at all kinds of opportunities if they were in Juneau 
in the sixties and if they had heard about the blue ticketing of gays. My interviews 
were everything from chatting with someone during the intermission at a play or 
the symphony, waiting for a plane, or an actual meeting with my notebook or tape 
recorder. It is all a living history. I did not realize that I was the one capturing it and 
would be the one to put it altogether in the end.

A lot of the little tidbits I gathered were very little tidbits. Then trying to pro-
duce something that people gleaned an understanding, like I was gleaning from all 
the interviews I did, was the challenge. Specifics from blue ticketed men and wom-
en were also difficult to uncover because they are gone, old, or dead now. Some of 
the stories were so gruesome that people did not feel comfortable sharing details of 
what they saw or heard, but they did share stories without the gruesome details. 

How did the community respond to your play Blue Ticket: Ferries/Fairies Out of 
Alaska since it is based on Juneau’s history? 

Every single night, without exception, some straight white man would come up 
to me with tears in his eyes and say, “thank you for sharing this story.” I was walk-
ing my dog the other day at Fish Creek and a man and woman just shook my hand 
and thanked me. It turned out that the man did some work with music and theater 
and he just said, “that is just 
so powerful, that story.”

People’s hearts opened. 
People suggested that I start a 
grant fund for donations and 
have a memorial for people 
that were blue ticketed, and 
it’s just an amazing response. 
People keep finding me, they 
call me, they email me, and I 
don’t even know them. They 
tell me “I know about the cus-
toms agent. His daughter is 
still in Anchorage and he had 
just left. He was taken away 
and then in the next week or 
two the mother and the girls 
had left. We all knew why 
but no one ever got to say 
goodbye.” They were kids, like 
I was a kid in the 60’s, so that 
would’ve been my perspective. 
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How did your skit Turning Around Sexism in Medicine shape your writing career? 
How did that skit help build your writing skills? 

I ended up doing all my pre-med and getting A’s and being really discouraged 
by every pre-med advisor who said, “You’ll never get in, you’re a woman, you’re too 
old,” and then I applied and I got into medical school. So, I went to UCSF and there 
was a real problem of sexism in my school, but it wasn’t just in my school. I experi-
enced it in my interviews. Male doctors, I would say 99% of my medical school in-
terviews were with male doctors, would come on to you and make snide comments 

to try and make you unstable during the interview. So, I ended up deciding to do a 
play about sexism and it really put me out on the edge of my class. 

I bravely made an announcement in my medical school class that I wanted to 
hear people’s stories about sexism and, you know, men in the class hissed at me but 
I had about twenty people stay after school and it was men and women. The men 
had stories too: what they had seen, how bad women had been treated. I took all 
the stories and I went home and wrote them into skits and I did it with their sex 
roles reversed so exactly what I was told occurred but with the women treating the 
men sexist. 

Turning around Sexism in Medicine shaped my production of Blue Ticket by 
empowering me and directing me to get some writing skills over the many years 
in between projects. Those skills allowed me to really work with Blue Ticket until I 
thought I had something good enough to put out in the world. 

What does the process of finishing a play look like? How do you ensure the play 
is ready for production? 

You know there is an interesting thing about playwriting; I need the actors to 
show me what it is going to look like. I remember hearing from someone that 
visited Juneau, she was a New York playwright, and she said Tony Kushner would 
come into their acting classes and ask to see a scene and they would just do the 
scene for him. 

MY WRITING IS 
MOTIVATED BY THAT 
DESIRE TO MOVE THE 
WORLD TOWARD AN 

OPEN-HEARTED 
EQUALITY THAT WE 

HAVE YET TO 
EXPERIENCE. 
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When I saw Tony Doerr speak, who is my favorite writer for novels, he actually 
gave his copy of the book to an audience member who did not have her book for 
him to sign and the piece he had read was all lined out and redone. It was totally 
redone, and she showed it to everybody after and he was there and he said, “oh 
yeah, I am always re-editing it.” This book has been published for years and is Pu-
litzer prize winning, but he is still changing it. I think that is the same thing for any 
writer. When is it done? 

I really feel like the production of Blue Ticket: Ferries/Fairies Out of Alaska we did 
here was so well done that it helped me realize that it is done. It grew and changed 
a little, even during rehearsals right up until the day before we opened and then I 
just saw something in a scene that I wanted to change and the actors were willing. 
However, it has taken me years to get it to that point, I changed it so much. 

What does your writing routine look like? Do you try to write daily or just when 
you feel inspired? 

I am not a routine person, so I am often totally unstructured in my writing 
schedule. However, if I have a goal or deadline I can read a poem or go to a movie 
and it helps me find the path to my own creative stream. I think once a project 
identifies itself it is easier to find the thread back to it based on the steadfastness 
it has taken to pull off these big projects. So the beginning part feels easier, when 
you’re still on the first draft. The fine tuning is what takes years, by my experience 
with Blue Ticket anyway. 

Is it a challenge to balance daily life and your career in writing? 
One thing that is challenging, is to have a sporadic, hyper-focused approach to 

writing because it’s very disruptive to life. I think most people in theatre will agree 
that most of life stops once you are in rehearsal and production. When you are the 
playwright, co-producer, and assistant director, which was the case for me in Blue 
Ticket, it feels like the whole year leading up to the premier was devoted to getting 
the play produced. When you’re in it it’s just like there is nothing else and then 
when you are not in it, you have a life again. With this project it has taken so many 
years of being in it; I mean my life has been overtaken by Blue Ticket. However, now 
that this is done I can let all of that go because I don’t need to see what I drafted 
two years ago as Blue Ticket.

Do you have any advice for those who are interested in writing? 
My advice to playwrights, or writers in general, would be to be humble about 

getting feedback on your work and about working it more, re-editing, and revising 
it and getting really good opinions from people. It is almost like at this point I can 
hardly take any credit for Blue Ticket because I have asked so many people for input, 
and it gets confusing so you do have to make sure you can stay on track with what 
you want. Everybody is opinionated, especially people who really want you to have 
something fine. 
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BLUE TICKETFERRIES/FAIRIES
OUT OF ALASKA
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IT’S FALL, 1963 AND TWENTY-ONE YEAR OLD TOMMY HAS RECENTLY GRADUATED 
college and returned home to Juneau, Alaska to live with his widowed mother. He 
has a new job on the Juneau police under his Uncle Bill, the new police chief. It is 
not clear what duties Tommy will perform. Richard, mid-thirties is a hip guy every-
one likes who also grew up in Juneau and owns Guys and Dolls. Richard cuts hair 
for women and men and dabbles in community theatre. Just yesterday Tommy had 
a haircut and Richard pointed out that Tommy didn’t change at all while he was 
away at college. Tommy admitted he focused on being a top student and never 
even dated. Yesterday after Tommy left Guys and Dolls, Richard’s boyfriend Ed, an 
Ethel Merman impersonator, was taken away by Police Chief Bill Naymann, along 
with Richard’s actor friend Julius. Tommy just learned from his mother that Julius 
has disappeared. Tommy is not aware that during this time over a hundred men 
will disappear overnight one by one, secretly accused of being gay and sent away 
by police on one way ferry tickets from the landlocked Alaska capitol with no roads 
out. This is the second man who has disappeared since Tommy started with the 
police and he is curious about these missing people. Before yesterday Tommy had 
never considered that Richard or anyone might be gay. “Gay” isn’t even a word for 
homosexuality yet and homosexuality is still illegal. Tommy is religious and it’s not 
allowed. Yesterday Tommy met Ed in his full Ethel Merman attire at Guys and Dolls, 
and he now sees Richard in a new light. Yet Tommy is so naive he may not realize 
the depth and nature of Richard and Ed’s relationship. Tommy was so impressed 
with Ed’s Ethel Merman that he told his uncle about it and asked Richard if Ed could 
sing for Uncle Bill. Then he left them at Guys and Dolls and met his old friend Gary 
for dinner. Tommy hadn’t seen Gary since he got home from college. Now it’s the 
next night, and Tommy has just gotten off work. Gary invited him back over tonight 
for a longer visit and Tommy has been deliberating if he will go or not.
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SCENE 11: GUYS AND DOLLS, DAY THREE 

Lights up on RICHARD alone in his beauty salon/barber shop using the mirror in 
front of the barber chair finishing touches of make-up on his face. 
He picks up a script, studies it and runs his lines out loud. He uses the script when 
necessary but mostly recites from memory, pausing when distracted by feelings 
and thoughts of Ed. The actor modulates voice so audience knows if it is ROMEO or 
RICHARD speaking. 
Note: ROMEO’s lines are from Shakespeare, ‘Romeo and Juliet’ circa 1594 

RICHARD 

(In ROMEO voice Rom. 2.1.1:) 
‘Can I go forward when my heart is here?…' 

(Rom. 2.2.2-5:)
 ‘But, soft! What light through yonder window breaks?
 It is the east, and Juliet is the sun! 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief’…

RICHARD may pause here, feeling the grief. 

(In ROMEO or RICHARD voice:) 
Oh Ed, my Ed,…my Ethel…my Ed…

(Back to his ROMEO recitation voice Rom. 2.2.10-12)
 ‘It is my lady, oh it is my love! 
Oh that she knew she were!
She speaks, yet she says nothing.’ 

(In ROMEO or RICHARD voice) 
Ed, if only you hadn’t come out and let them see you!

 (Back to his ROMEO recitation voice Rom. 2.2.15-17) 
‘Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven…
…do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return.’

(In ROMEO or RICHARD voice) 
Oh that you could return to me, Ed. I’m waiting, like I promised. 

(Back to his ROMEO recitation voice: Rom. 2.2.19-20; 23-25) 
‘The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars
As daylight doth a lamp;…
See how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 
Oh, that I were a glove upon her hand! 
Oh, that I might touch that cheek!’ 

(In RICHARD voice:) 
I told you to stay inside. They wouldn’t have seen you and they wouldn’t have 
known…
…That I might touch your cheek, my Sweetheart! I did love you. I do love you still. 
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TOMMY ENTERS without RICHARD noticing, while RICHARD speaks next lines

(In ROMEO voice: Rom. 2.2.54-57)
‘I know not how to tell thee who I am.
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself
Because it is an enemy to thee.
Had I it written, I wold tear the word.’

(In ROMEO or RICHARD voice:)
Out of my soul. 

TOMMY
What’s going on? 

RICHARD
Back so soon? Your haircut okay? 

TOMMY
Yeah. What happened to Julius? You said they were moving in next door but Mom 
says he’s gone. Where? 

RICHARD
What do you mean what happened? Did they send you back for me now? 

TOMMY
No. Where did he go? 

RICHARD
You should know, Corporal. 

TOMMY
What? 

RICHARD
You really don’t know? 

TOMMY
No. I’m trying to figure out what’s going on. 

RICHARD
Go ask your uncle. 

TOMMY
He only tells me bits and pieces. And I can’t talk to him anyway. Not about anything. 
Richard, there’s something else…It’s personal. I thought maybe we could talk about 
it…I had dinner with Gary. Wait, is that makeup? 

RICHARD
Just trying things for ‘Romeo and Juliet’. 

RICHARD sees the makeup on the counter in front of the mirror and hides it.

Now I’m playing Romeo. 

TOMMY
Maybe I can’t talk about it. 
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RICHARD
Sit down, tell Uncle Richard all about it. 

TOMMY
Thanks. It’s true. You’re more like an uncle than Uncle Bill. 

RICHARD
How ‘bout a shave? 

TOMMY
Okay. 

RICHARD maybe wraps TOMMY’s face in hot steamed towels while they talk 
and then applies shaving cream and shaves Tommy’s face and neck. 

RICHARD
Everyone who sits in that chair tells me their troubles. What’s up? 

TOMMY
I just lied to my Mom. 

RICHARD
We all have secrets. 

TOMMY
…Have you ever been in love? 

RICHARD
Who says I’m not in love right now? 

TOMMY
You are? Who’s the lucky…one? 

RICHARD
It’s complicated. Life’s complicated.
You tell me. 

TOMMY
I kissed someone. They kissed me actually. 

RICHARD
Oh?…Okay. Good. 

TOMMY
No it’s... complicated. You can’t tell anyone. 

RICHARD
You can always confide in me. 

TOMMY
I’m not sure if this might be love. 

RICHARD
Hearts don’t lie.
That’s the good part about kissing. You can tell when you kiss someone, if it’s real. 
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TOMMY
Jeez, Richard, I don’t know how to do this. 

RICHARD
Everyone has a first time. For us it has to be an act in a way. We play our roles. Some-
times I pretend I’m on the stage. 

TOMMY
But I’ve never been on stage. 

RICHARD
With love it’s easy. Your heart gives you the words. You won’t be pretending at all 
really. 
Just try it. 

TOMMY
I thought I was…but suddenly everything’s different. Stuff I never expected. You 
know. 

RICHARD
I do know. I never expected to step in for Julius and be Romeo. It’s show biz. By 
opening night they’ll forget Julius. Eventually they’ll hardly remember he was ever 
here. No one will talk about it. Years from now, they might reminisce:
‘He was that great British-trained actor who disappeared overnight back in the six-
ties. Wasn’t that a shame Juneau lost him.’ And Ed. 
No one will remember Ed…I will…I’ll never forget Ed. 
But we’ll all be gone one day, won’t we? We disappear one way or another. That’s 
why you have to follow your heart, Tommy. It’s the only compass you can trust. You 
never know when love will come again.

RICHARD puts after shave on TOMMY. 

Voila! 

TOMMY
The after shave, it worked last time. 

RICHARD
Good!
Go for it, Kiddo. 

(In ROMEO voice: Rom. 2.2.66-68; 75-78)
‘With love’s light wings did I o’erperch these walls,
For stony limits cannot hold love out.
And what love can do, that dares love attempt,… 
I have night’s cloak to hide me from their eyes, 
And but thou love me, let them find me here. 
My life were better ended by their hate 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.’ 

(In RICHARD voice:) 
There’s nothing else in life to hold on to. Never throw love away, Tommy. Once it’s 
gone there’s nothing to hold onto… 
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TOMMY
Don’t tell anyone. 

RICHARD 
We can never tell. 

RICHARD dusts TOMMY off and looks at him. 

There you are, Corporal. All set. Are you coming to opening night? 

TOMMY 
Of course. 

RICHARD 
We’ll get a beer after. 

RICHARD slaps TOMMY jovially man to man in confirmation. 

Chief of Police BILL NAYMANN ENTERS in uniform with Inspector MORLEY. 
MORLEY wears a large JBS pin in his overcoat lapel. 

BILL NAYMANN 
You here again? What are you still doing in that uniform? I gave you the night off. 

RICHARD 
He just had a shave. 

BILL NAYMANN 
Take tomorrow morning too. Things are slow for us. 

TOMMY 
Okay. 

BILL NAYMANN 
This is Coast Guard Inspector Morley. I told you about our barber, and this is my 
nephew, Corporal Tommy Naymann, the one who tipped us off about the she-boy 
back at the station. 

TOMMY 
Tipped you off. I never/ 

MORLEY 
She’s a good one, that Ethel Merman. Pleased to meet you. 

RICHARD 
Ed’s still here? 

BILL NAYMANN 
We like her so much we couldn’t bear to let her go. 

TOMMY 
I didn’t know. 

BILL NAYMANN 
You’re still in training…in due time…Now, you get out of here. 
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RICHARD 
Go on, he’s right. You should leave. 

TOMMY 
Okay. But keep the change for our beer. 

TOMMY puts money in RICHARD’s hand. TOMMY EXITS. 

BILL NAYMANN 
You having beers with my nephew now?

RICHARD
No. I mean we never have before. I’m playing the lead in the play. We might get a 
beer after to celebrate. It’s nothing. 

BILL NAYMANN 
Nothing? Better be nothing. 

RICHARD
I swear. 

BILL NAYMANN 
The Inspector has special training so we’re working together. He’s here to talk to 
you. 

MORLEY moves in on RICHARD but slows, distracted by a framed photo. 

MORLEY 
Nice dog. Is that your shepherd? 

RICHARD 
Was. She’s gone now. 

MORLEY 
They don’t live long enough, do they? I had one once. Broke my heart so bad ... 
couldn’t get another one. 

BILL NAYMANN 
The Inspector thinks he can help you remember some names. The more names you 
give, the longer you get to stay. That’s how it works. Our families go way back and 
everything. That’s the only reason I didn’t take you last night. You know I want you 
to stay, Richard. 

RICHARD 
Like I told you last night I don’t have names to give you. 

MORLEY 
Don’t you make them treat you with respect in your town? 

BILL NAYMANN 
Well…yes. Of course we do. 

MORLEY 
That’s ‘Sir’ when you’re talking to me or the Chief. 
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MORLEY puts the framed photo down in a loud angry sweep. 

You hear me? 

RICHARD 
Yes, Sir. 

BILL NAYMANN 
I’ll leave you with the Inspector. He doesn’t know anyone in Juneau yet anyway. It’ll 
be easier to give him names without me around. 

RICHARD 
But Sir, you already took my best friends. 

MORLEY 
Go ahead. I’ll get names out a him.

RICHARD 
What would our old Basin Road neighbors think if they knew what you were up to, 
Chief? 

BILL NAYMANN 
Don’t tell anyone. 

MORLEY 
The surprise factor! That’s how we got ‘em too. 
Once they realize what’s going on it’s harder to catch ‘em. 
I guarantee names, Chief. 
My spe-ci-al-i-ty. 

BILL NAYMANN
I’ll lock the door on my way out. It’s your last chance. 

BILL NAYMANN maybe flips a sign or switch by the window or the door to 
“Closed” and EXITS. 

MORLEY 
Business o-ffi-cial-ly closed. I know you’re one of those good boys, Dick. 

RICHARD 
It’s Richard. 

MORLEY 
SIR! 

MORLEY slaps RICHARD across the face. 

You don’t seem to understand me at all. Your queer brain perverted too? Say you’re 
sorry. 

RICHARD 
I’m sorry, Sir. 

MORLEY
We’ll play a little game. 
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It’s how we swept ‘em outta Boise back in fifty-five. See your Juneau’s behind the 
times. Good old John Birch Society got me up here. 
(Morley points to his large JBS lapel pin.) 
I’m maybe their first rep-present-tative in these parts. You’ll be seein’ more o’ these. 
I’m recruitin’. I might get an award. We’re national… you listenin’ to me? 

RICHARD 
Yes. I heard you. 

MORLEY 
You piece a/ 

RICHARD 
/Sir! 

MORLEY backs off, chuckling. 

MORLEY 
You’re a lucky little queer. 
We got plenty a time. Told my wife I’d be late. She’s prob’ly feedin’ the kids about 
now. Love those kids. You got any kids? 

RICHARD 
No, Sir. 

MORLEY 
See, I’m gonna keep you busy for a long while, Dick. 

MORLEY removes his long overcoat and does not notice that his JBS lapel pin 
falls to the floor. 

What’s that? 

RICHARD 
I have a rehearsal tonight, Inspector. Maybe someone’s stopping by to get me. 

MORLEY 
Nice try asshole. You stay. 

MORLEY turns and walks to the door, opens it, looks around outside, closes it 
and locks it. 

We’ll rehearse some scenes right here. 
I’m the director. Let’s get started. Gimme a name or kneel down. 

RICHARD 
Everyone’s going to find out, Sir. You can’t get away with this here. 

MORLEY 
SHUT UP, Dick! I know what you faggots like. Here’s the game. You give me a name 
and I leave you alone. 

RICHARD 
I won’t play your game, Sir. 
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MORLEY pushes RICHARD to his knees on the floor. 

MORLEY
Your girlfriend did. Ethel Merman says hello. 

RICHARD 
No, I don’t believe you, Inspector. 

MORLEY 
Every time you say ‘No” I get a…favor. Now, you pay up, little actor smacktor. 

Maybe MORLEY smacks RICHARD on his torso. 

RICHARD 
NO! 

MORLEY 
I’ll get you to play. 

MORLEY unbuckles his belt, unzips his pants. 

MORLEY pulls out a revolver. 

STAGE LIGHTS DIM. 

Do I need to tell you what’s next? 

LIGHTS FADE. 

SCENE 12: TOMMY FEAR OF LOVE MONOLOGUE , 
DAY 3, EVENING

TOMMY
It was all so easy before I came back home. I do not like this job. Mom and I don’t 
think the same any more. And my uncle and I never did.
And the kiss, the kiss…I can’t get that kiss off my mind…Is this desire? Is it fear?
There’s no escape now. I’m following my heart and it leads right here.

TOMMY EXITS from Monologue into Gary’s apartment where Gary  
immediately joins him.
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I first witnessed Pat Race’s art during  
my semester abroad. As I sat in a foreign 
country, I realized that everyone from 
my hometown was receiving a new kind 
of ‘I Voted’ sticker at the polls during 
the local election. I remember how 
spectacular the concept was to draw 
attention to local social or political 
events. I had the pleasure of commu-
nicating with Pat further on the stories 
that lie behind his art and I appreciate 
the time and dedication that he put into 
creating a unique cover for our journal 
this year. 

How did you begin your work in 
graphic arts? 

I just doodled in the margins of 
my notebooks and read a lot of comic 
books. My sense of layout probably 
stems as much from filmmaking as it 
does from comics. Framing, balance, 
contrast, a lot of these ideas translate 
really well. 

The first memory I have of really 
applying myself to an illustration that I 
knew would be seen by an audience was 
for the Ghost Walk at Mt. Jumbo Gym. 
When we were kids, they had a haunted 
house drawing contest and I was way 
into drawing all the traps and spiders 
and sharks. I don’t know why but my 
haunted houses always had sharks in 
them. 

What inspired you to create prints and 
comics featuring Juneau? 

I love Juneau because it’s my home 
and a big part of my identity. I can 
always feel a little of myself fading away 
when I’m gone too long. 

How has your work evolved since you 
first began your art career? Do you 
have any goals for your future cre-
ations? 

My work evolves through contact. 
I meet people whose work I like or 
who I’ve had an opportunity to learn 

Interviewed by Kelsey Walsh, UAS Student, Juneau

TIDAL ECHOES 2020 FEATURED ARTIST

Clouds Never
Look Like Clouds

An Exploration of 
Place with Pat Race
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from or collaborate with and my own 
work grows and changes and evolves in 
response.  

I have so many goals and I’m never 
going to accomplish them all. I used to 
have an idea drawer and it turned into 
an idea box and then it just got ridicu-
lous and I had to try to focus more on 
the work in front of me.  

My goal right now is to not get too 
wrecked by failing to meet goals. I’m 
trying to prioritize and carve out some 
space for long-overdue personal proj-
ects but I’m not always very successful. 

I think that’s why I end up doing 
a lot of commercial work; it’s easier 
to push myself when someone on the 
other end of the phone needs some-
thing by yesterday.  

For me, self-discipline is the hardest 
part of being an independent artist. 

What is your favorite graphic design 
project that you have worked on and 
why is it your favorite? 

I had a lot of fun with the “I Voted” 
stickers. I’m kind of a civics nerd and it 
was an incredible honor to be involved 
in elections in this official capacity and 
to have such a positive response from 
people all over the country. 

As someone who is a well-known film-
maker, podcaster, and overall creator 
of arts, what makes graphic design and 
comic strips special to you? 

I love visual storytelling. My mom 
was a storytime librarian here in 
Juneau for thirty-three years and we 
had picture books and comics around 
the house my entire childhood. My 
dad studied art and he always left me 
good bread crumbs. He was good about 
teaching me things that I didn’t realize 
I’d learned until ten years later. 

I was always an escapist. Even when I 
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wasn’t in front of a comic book or a film 
or a computer game, I was wandering 
around imagining I was someplace just 
a bit more fantastic. With the blueberry 
bush mazes and endless muskeg mead-
ows, my house really felt magical as a 
kid. It’s easy to escape in Alaska because 
you’re already there. 

How do you decide what to put on 
postcards and prints? Do the images 
you choose have special meaning be-
hind them? 

We’re surrounded by all these places 
that are personal to each of us in differ-
ent ways but we share them and I try to 
pick out those places where there are a 
lot of overlapping stories. Everyone has 
a story about the Flume or Pel’meni. I 
was just talking to a bunch of old timers 

about the 1984 Thanksgiving Storm 
and I think it’s those shared but unique 
experiences that really help to make us 
a community.  

Of course all these places around 
town have a special meaning to me. I 
hope that comes through. 

What is the story behind the now 
famous ‘I Voted’ stickers? How did you 
come up with that idea and bring it to 
life? 

I draw a lot of bears and I thought I’d 
do one with an “I Voted” badge. Brian, 
this really great guy from the Division 
of Elections, had a copy in the office 
and I guess they all walked by it enough 
times that someone said, “Hey, let’s  
see if that guy wants to make some 
stickers.” 

page 67: Clouds Never Look Like Clouds 
left: Paper Crane; above: Winter on Front
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right, top to bottom: Don't Step on the Fish, Conversation Starter, River Bear
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I actually told them I didn’t want to 
make stickers because I liked the classic 
blue and gold ones but they eventually 
talked me into it. And I’m glad they did! 

It ended up being a really collabora-
tive project and they even tested out the 
voting system by having their em-
ployees vote on which animals would 
represent different regions. It was a fun 
process and I hope it’s something other 
artists get a chance to do. I’d really like 
to see new artists selected to represent 
each of the four voting regions every 
couple of years. 

Some of your art has political tones 
to it such as the “Blue Pen Trusty 
Print”. Do you think art helps to make 
changes in politics? How so? 

I know art can change policy because 
we’ve seen it happen over and over for 
generations and across every culture. 
Art is probably the greatest communica-
tion technology available to us and it’s 
also wildly underutilized and underap-
preciated. 

I don’t think my lumpy little draw-
ing of a ferry is going to necessarily 
save the Marine Highway from getting 
decimated. I don’t think one comic strip 
criticizing the governor will open ev-
eryone’s eyes at once. But it’s a creative 
way to share my voice and I think that’s 
what the battle we’re facing right now 
is all about: forces of creativity versus 
destruction.  

We have a group of people in power 
who think government needs to be 
drowned in the bathtub. The only 

Pat's work ranges widely from heartfelt 
and personal to pointedly political, always 
encouraging the viewer to thoughtfully 
engage with his point of view. His style is 
equally versatile, alternately painterly or 
boldly graphic.
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solution I see is to keep making things 
and fixing things faster than they can 
destroy them. 

I want to be kind and generous and I 
don’t want to attribute anyone’s motiva-
tion to malice. But damn. 

Having a business that markets art to 
tourists, how do you display Southeast 
Alaska in an authentic way through 
prints and postcards? 

The secret is to make things you like 
and care about. If you want something 
to be authentic, make it for real people. 
All those Juneau postcards I made were 
for the locals. I didn’t know the tourists 
would want them too. 

Do you have any advice for artists en-
tering the field of graphic design and 
comic creation? 

Pursue your interests, let yourself 
make mistakes, ask questions, and give 

people the benefit of the doubt. And 
floss regularly, you’ll save money down 
the road. 

What moved you to make a custom 
cover for Tidal Echoes and what is 
the significance of this design for the 
journal? 

As I write this, I haven’t completed 
the illustration but I can see it. It’s that 
homecoming glimpse of Auke Bay you 
get as you’re flying back into Juneau 
from the north. Everything is there: 
the harbor, the university, the lake, the 
glacier and the mountains, all stacked 
up like a layer cake. 

I wanted to do something special for 
the cover of Tidal Echoes because Tidal 
Echoes is one of those places in Juneau I 
talked about where our stories overlap. 
It’s a perfect reflection of what I value so 
much in this community.

I think it’s those shared but unique experiences that 
really help to make us a community. 

left, above: Moon Bear; below: Exploded Salmon 
above: My Friend Aaron
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Perspective
Beatrice Franklin, Juneau

A fullsome rain fills
the vowels of October.
Knocks at the hull
of my insomnia. Laps
at alder roots and
wilting wild celery.
Snugs the blanket 
around my shoulders.
Spills my bucket of
worries. Failing hemlocks,
roof leaks, raincoat that 
needs to be reproofed.
One glorious summer,
gifted by climate change,
has given up her seat to
cranky fall on gnarly legs.
I must accept it gracefully.
It would be crass to complain
as California fires burn and
refugee eyes look vacantly
out of makeshift shelters.

K.M. Perry, Sandy Beach Sunrise
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Following the School Bus
Beatrice Franklin, Juneau

On a dim drizzly morning in
the wake of a yellow school
bus, I settle into the tempo of
its flashing red lights.

A small girl in a raincoat,
one size or two too big, 
surges forward from the
shelter of her mom’s arm.
Expertly, the mother grasps
her hood, not finished with
reminders. She won’t throw
her apple away like yesterday. 
She won’t use words like
poopy and hate. She’ll tell 
the teacher if anyone breaks
her crayon again, not throw
it in Ralph’s face. I imagine there’s
more but the bus doors open.
 
Her mother waits, waves her hand
at fogged windows. Believes the
child looks for her, to reload her courage.
Believes the little one will remember
all her mother wants her to do. 
Believes she’s a good mother. As
red lights extinguish, wheels turn, 
I’m moved by their trust, their separation, 
If only for the kindergarten half day.
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I Grew Up
Raegan Miller, Ketchikan

I grew up in a place that eager millions would drop their lifetime savings to see 
just for a day, and as a kid, I didn’t understand why. 

The rocky shorelines and the prowling bears and the sprawling Tongass were my 
backyard. 

Commonplace. Unchanging. Simple. Familiar. Comforting. 

Where I grew up, my favorite haunts were rocky beaches that featured dive-
bombing eagles and breaching whales. These beaches were ripe with opportuni-
ties for play: collecting smooth beach glass and driftwoods to make castles on the 
shore, or turning over rocks at low tide to watch smooth-shelled crab scuttle away 
from eager captors.

My swimming pool was the ocean; even when the water was roiling with white-
tipped waves and the sky hung low and clouds were swollen, I would beg to wade 
into the water, just for a minute, cutting my feet on barnacles and brushing against 
seaweed and bull kelp. 

Summer meant standing on the side of the road, kitchen scissors in hand, slap-
ping away bugs as I collected Fireweed blossom after Fireweed blossom. It was 
sneaking salmonberries from the bowl that my mother held, ignoring her disap-
proving glances. 

Autumn meant running around outside without a sweatshirt, proud that you 
didn’t get chilly until the weather dropped below 50, as if it was a distinctly Alaskan 
honor. It was collecting huge leaves in shades of scarlet, yellow or brown, and hear-
ing the high-pitched whine of the wind rattle windows and throw patio furniture 
around like the falling leaves.

Winter was eagerly waiting for snow, and if it stuck — if it was quality, heavy 
snowman snow — staying outside until it was deeply dark, your mom watching be-
wilderedly as you sled the same hill for hours and hours, because who knew when 
Southeast would get such a perfect snow again?

Spring was all about wishing summer would come, so berries could be eaten 
until fingers were stained red or purple or blue. It was splashing in puddles and 
watching for signs that bears would wake up soon, once again dotting your town 
and causing neighborhood uproar when a can was tipped over. 

And as more seasons like this came and went, I started to realize why people 
would spend so much money to come and see my world. My world that was filled 
with things that other children would study only in school: spawning salmon and 
lumbering bears and a churning ocean and lush forests that spread behind my 
house and framed my town.
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I watched bubble vest-clad tourists clamber eagerly out of the big ships that just 
kept coming all summer long. And then I stopped scowling when they cut in front 
of me in lines or jostled me on the sidewalks. I had all the time in the world to 
enjoy this place, and they only had a day.

Hollis Kitchin, Mountain Love
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American Mother
Margo Waring, Juneau 

How many children do you have?
He asked politely.
 
Present tense. 
Not have I had, wanted, will have.
One, I said.
Not counting the one who slipped 
out of my body too early.
Or my sister’s kid I mothered
when she was in rehab.
Or the one I tried to foster
but they said the house was too small.
Or the one shot at school.
Or the one who died of overdose.
Or the ones in detention camps
denied their mothers.
One, I said, and walked away.

K.M. Perry, Lóol
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Portents 
Margo Waring, Juneau

 
He was six when seeing 
the dense smoke from 
distant forest fires 
asked is this 
the end of the world? 

 No, but maybe a portent 
 of a fiery future of drought 
 dried grass sparking conflagration. 
 And no ice for containment.
 
He was twelve when seeing 
the dead fish in the warm creek 
asked does this mean the end of fishing?
 
 No, but maybe a portent 
 of a lean future 
 with strange tropical sea creatures 
 we won’t want to eat. 

He was 18 when seeing  
Pictures of melting ice sheets 
said this means coastal destruction. 
 Yes, and more to come. 
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Like Plath’s Blackberries
Kersten Christianson, Sitka

 for Vivian, my berry-foraging friend
 

Nobody on the trail,
and nothing, nothing
but tart huckleberries
as her fingers comb
 
through branches 
dropping leaves, 
plucking tiny globes
of earth, rain, pulp,
 
planets orbiting stalk
their glowing cardinal
weight dropped, 
plunking within, 
 
measuring the count
of sweet syllables,
poetic lines to be 
transcribed by memory
 
later on taut paper, 
plunking, plunking within 
the confines of an upcycled 
Folgers can.

 
 

 *After Sylvia Plath’s “Blackberrying” (1960)
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Our Caesarean
Jamie Buehner, Douglas

In the shower, my fingers quickly pass over the cut, 
rope of proof and remembrance of being bed- 
wheeled in my special hat to the theater
in summer
 
at what was normally happy hour time, 
thinking Wow, they are good, as though 
not running me into walls was a sign 
things would go smoothly.
 
It all took the tone of a comic strip:
the anesthesiologist’s babbling about Florida
and how I’d still be able to wear a bikini
in a screamy font, 

my husband telling me what he knew about caesareans
written out in dandelion fuzz,
ready to be blown away.
 
The pregnant woman on the tram rubbing
the belly now to be sliced 
had been me
 
on my way to acupuncture,
not looking at the stops because mine
was the very last,
what bliss.
 
They pulled her out wiggling and offered me 
a glimpse quick as a cane 
dragging someone off stage,
but I saw her face
 
and felt the warm weight
of my beautiful, horizontal,
clay-colored daughter
wrapped in a yellow towel 
that had dried in the sun.
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Elizabeth Rumfelt, The Perched Shadow
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Monitoring Program
Vivian Faith Prescott, previous featured writer, Wrangell

Listen to how you might lose
 the sound of a twig snapping 
 
in the forest behind you, or the flat stone 
 tossed across the ocean.
 
Now take hold of the surface of this evening,
 the crows lifting the sky, 
 
and consider how long you can sit here
 on the boulder at the edge 
 
of the sea. How long can you wander 
 unseen, with your mind and body
 
elsewhere, until you’re startled back again
 with a cellophane rattle—
 
a dragonfly’s winged wake of air, stirring 
 against your knee.
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Job’s Wife
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

I find him in the bathroom scratching and picking at his sores. 

“You have to stop doing that,” I say. “It will spread the infection.”

“Blessed be the name of the Lord,” he says.

I roll my eyes as I turn my back to him, shuffling through the medicine cabinet 
to find the antibiotic ointment and a box of bandages. 

He’s been like this since he woke up in the hospital. Our life fell apart, and he 
found God. We were both religious people before the accident, born and raised 
in in a small church perched over a salmon-spawning stream. More than Easter 
Sunday Christians, but 

 “on fire” for the Lord. Well, Job had found his fire. I sometimes wished we could 
both burn up inside it. 

It started out like a country song. Job was “let go” from his position at work. On 
his way home, his pickup truck died. He had to wait three hours for a tow. Then, 
the next afternoon, the kids came home from school and found our cat in the 
street, guts splattered across the pavement. Job was home, but not in the emotional 
state to scrape a cat off the street, so that was left to me. I loved that damn cat. 
That night, our youngest, Josie, dropped a chicken bone. Before we could grab it, 
the dog found it, choked on it, and died right under the dinner table. I carried Mag-
gie’s limp body into the garage and kissed her still wet nose. 

We took the kids out for froyo after that. It’s not that we thought froyo could 
make up for losing two pets in one day, or even cheer them up really, but we 
needed to get out of that house. We all filled our paper cups to the brim and let 
the kids go wild with toppings. Chunks of brownie and cookie dough, strawberries 
drenched in red syrup, chocolate chips, marshmallows, and rivulets of hot fudge. 
Then, we sat around a pink and chrome table with our plastic spoons and poked 
at our increasingly soupy froyo. No one wanted to eat it. I didn’t know what to say. 
Job said nothing. Josie’s lower lip trembled, and she kept saying she was sorry. How 
do you explain to a six-year-old that it’s not her fault?

It’s been seven months, and I think about that every day. Her last thoughts were 
feelings of guilt and shame. I wish I could take that away from her.

I wash my hands in the bathroom sink, letting the water get too hot, just enough 
to make me wince in pain. 

“The name of the Lord is a strong tower. The righteous run into it and are safe,” 
Job says. 

“That was a little random,” I say.

“Proverbs 18:10. Trust in Him.”

I think about safe towers and drunk drivers and windows shattered across the 
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asphalt. I think about all the ways I failed to keep my family safe. I think about guilt 
and shame and I think about God. I think about all the ways he failed to keep my 
family safe.

“Here, let me see that,” I say, as I reach for Job’s arm. He holds it out obediently 
and I begin to spread the ointment on his wounds. MRSA. That’s the other thing he 
found in the hospital. MRSA and God—what a duo. 

I found nothing in the hospital. When I woke up, they told me Job was alive but 
still unconscious. But the kids? The kids were dead. I can’t remember exactly how 
they told me. I’m sure it wasn’t quite so blunt. But how else do you tell a mother 
that her three kids died in an accident she can’t even remember? On our way home, 
at approximately 6:37pm on a Tuesday evening, a drunk driver t-boned our car in 
the middle of the McNugget intersection. Halfway between the froyo place and the 
only fast food joint in town, a mere six-minute drive from home. Job and I were the 
only survivors of the crash. They said our three children died on impact, and I hope 
that’s true. 

Shortly after waking up, a nurse wheeled me into Job’s room. I was lucky enough 
to escape any major injuries. Bruises and scrapes. Job was in rougher shape. A bro-
ken arm, multiple broken ribs, a traumatic brain injury, and a subarachnoid hemor-
rhage. I spent three days sitting next to his bed holding his warm hand. 

When he woke up, he looked at me and said, “Shall we accept good from the 
Lord, and not adversity?”

“Shhh...you’re okay Job, you’re going to be okay.” I wanted to believe that.   

We spent a few more days in the hospital, and then we went home without our 
three children—Fisher, Cory, and Josie. I kept repeating their names to myself. 
Fisher. Cory. Josie. I felt like I was forgetting something. Did Fisher do his home-
work? Is Cory’s orange belt test this weekend or next? Did we pay for Josie’s dance 
lessons this month? What am I missing?

When we pulled into the driveway, I clicked the garage door opener without 
thinking. We’d been through so much, I’d forgotten. And there was Maggie, her 
body stiff and stretched out in the middle of the garage. Her golden fur shivered in 
the breeze that came in through the open door. I willed her to get up, to breathe 
again, to salvage some shred of my falling apart life. No luck. I would have to bury 
her, and the cat, too. Alone. Job was in no shape to put a shovel to the ground.

We buried our three children on a Friday. The sun was shining and there wasn’t 
a cloud in the sky. Ashes to ashes and dust to dust. I stared at the mountains be-
cause I couldn’t bare to look at the ground. A line of fellow mourners filed past me, 
some of them I didn’t even know by name. People we passed in the grocery store or 
at school events. Parents of children who knew my children. News like this hit hard 
in a small town. 

The first Sunday home, I tried to sleep in. Job was up at 5:45am, making coffee 
with his left hand since the right was still in a cast. I laid in bed as long as I could, 
looking at the stripes of light leaking through the plastic window blinds. I got up. It 
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was 5:57am. I decided I would make him breakfast. We sat at the table with scram-
bled eggs and black coffee since we were out of creamer. We needed to make a trip 
to the store. It seemed so pointless to me, with just two of us to feed. We could get 
by on a dozen eggs and a loaf of bread for a few more days as long as there was cof-
fee.

He was there, sitting beside me, fumbling with a fork and trying to get slippery 
eggs to his mouth. I wanted to reach out and steady his hand, but I didn’t want to 
embarrass him. A grown man can feed himself. He was there, but he wasn’t the 
same. 

“Guess we should get ready for church,” he said.

“Church?”

“Yeah, it’s Sunday, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is,” I said. “But, I wasn’t thinking we’d go this week.” Or ever, if I had my 
way. Like I said, I woke up in the hospital and found nothing. Capital Nothing. 

But we went. He wanted to leave the house and I couldn’t say no to that. We had 
to do something, didn’t we?

Church was awful. We were like lepers. People avoided us, averting their eyes 
when we walked into the room. I tried to make eye contact, to will someone, any-
one, to look at me. 

But no one knows what to say when you lose three children. It’s easier to look 
away. And, when they do say something, they say the worst things.

“Everything happens for a reason.”
“His ways our higher than our ways.”

One well-meaning older woman actually said, “You’re so young. You still have 
time.”

“Time for what?” I asked.

“Well...I just mean, you can have more children.”

I didn’t want more children. I wanted the three I had. 

“The Lord gave, and the Lord has taken away. Still, blessed be his name,” Job 
would say. 

“There you go,” I say, as I tape the last bandage into place. This is our life now--
clean bandages and religious epithets. 

I wash my hands in nearly scalding water again, counting to 60 and soaping 
halfway up my arm. Then, I walk out of the bathroom and down the hall past the 
empty bedrooms with the shut doors like the rock rolled in front of the tomb. 
Every time I walk by, part of me hopes I will see a door cracked open. I hope I hear 
Josie singing to herself. I hope I can peek my head in and see Cory hunched over his 
sketchbook, drawing monsters with sharp teeth. I hope Fisher walks out and asks 
me what’s for dinner.

I wanted to be angry with God, but I just didn’t feel anything. I was empty. I 
was talking into the void. There was no God. I guess I stopped believing, but more 
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than anything, I stopped hoping for a reply. If this was how a good God treated his 
children, I wanted no part of it. I was better off without this kind of God.

Job felt differently. As the days and weeks dragged on, Job grew more and more 
intense with his faith. He went to church every Sunday morning, and soon he 
added Sunday nights. Then, Wednesday nights. Most evenings he was up until one 
or two in the morning scrolling through Christian chatrooms or ordering religious 
books online. These books accumulated around his recliner and the rest of the 
house, too. I’d find them tucked in corners—even inside the oven once, but more 
often piled up on the back of the toilet or toppled over on the bed. I was back at 
work, asking for more shifts, telling my boss I could work Sundays. Job was reading 
his Bible, scribbling away in the stacks of composition notebooks he used as prayer 
journals, and playing worship music constantly. As I tackled the pile of dishes in 
the overflowing sink, I could hear him singing. 

“Every blessing you pour out, I’ll turn back to praise. When the darkness closes 
in Lord, still I will say, blessed be the name of the Lord, blessed be Your name.”

His body healed for the most part. He went to rehabilitation, though he still 
fought fatigue and headaches. I wanted him to rest more, to go to sleep earlier 
and stop getting up at 5am to pray and read his Bible, but he wouldn’t hear it. His 
MRSA would clear up, and then return with the painful and swollen red bumps, 
hard and warm to the touch. They would crack open and weep pus. And yet, Job 
still found comfort in God. I couldn’t understand it. And I couldn’t talk about it, 
not with Job. I wasn’t angry with God—I’d given up on that—but sometimes I was 
angry with Job. I was angry at his repetitious blessings and prayers. I was angry at 
his refusal to see what I saw.

I went to the dentist and got fitted for a bite guard; I’d been grinding my teeth 
in my sleep. My doctor prescribed me an anti-depressant. I went to therapy. It got 
easier to get out of bed. I could go grocery shopping and make a meal for two and 
keep the dishes from stacking up. I folded laundry and threw away the bin of dog 
toys. I vacuumed stray hairs off the couch. I started working full-time with all the 
extra shifts I picked up at the library. I went for long walks in the woods, making 
use of our town’s miles and miles of trails. I carried bear spray and picked blueber-
ries and listened to the sound of my shoes stepping into the mossy ground cover-
ing. I tried to recreate a life where I was no longer a mother, but one where I could 
still move forward. I wish I didn’t have to do it alone.

I can’t help but feel like I am carrying both of us. Job would say God carries him, 
but I certainly feel like I am doing the heavy lifting. 

Can we go on like this forever? Job with his Bible in hand and praise on his lips? 
Me with my silence and steadfast resolve to carry on in the face of impossible grief? 
Will Job die an old man full of days? Will I be by his side when it happens?

I’m not sure. So, I bag up the trash and take it to the curb every Thursday morn-
ing.
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Now, on a Sunday Morning in Early  
September
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

We cross Sheep Creek at low-tide
cast our lines again and again.
I catch nothing,
while my husband collects
three silvers on the stringer.
 
This is our service
feet in the water.
 
This is the cup of communion
hot coffee and tea.
 
This is our bread
fish laid out on the tailgate 
of the truck, knife
against backbone.

above: Hollis Kitchin, Apartment View 
right: Elizabeth Rumfelt, Heartstrings
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Excessive Tenderness
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

To the woman buying peonies
because peonies exist
and also, because they are half-off
on Sunday afternoons
and the sun is shining
and why not?
 
Inside a one-room airport
waiting for a plane to ferry 
me away to my children, 
whom I love excessively, tenderly
and the woman buying peonies 
tells me her husband died last year.
 
We parted ways 
tenderly, the tenderness
of strangers, excessive
and unnecessary
but the sun is shining
and why not?
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Petra
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

Upon this rock, I build my church, and my church does not have walls, only col-
umns of hemlock and spruce. Its roof is the tree canopy and the gray sky above. Its 
floor soft and yielding, forest detritus, the moss, a carpet. Draped in lichen, ringed 
by needle-sharp devil’s club and flowering blueberry bushes, each white blossom a 
bell. Our music is the steady drip of rain through the evergreens and the gurgling 
croak of the raven. Our pews are stone, and we sit in the shadow of this altar, this 
glacial erratic. 

Errare means to wander and once this stone wandered, was carried by glacial ice 
for miles and miles, only to rest in these woods, in this church. Once, I was a stone 
of unyielding faith, a silent stone, a mustard seed—baptized in the snow-fed waters 
of a river. And once, I wandered, felt the scrape of glacial ice that left its mark on 
tender skin, the slow crawl away from church doorways.

I found myself here, in the embrace of doubt, in a church of my own making 
where belief was not imposed. This altar asks nothing of me, there is no sacrifice 
but time. I may give my silence, but it is not required. I can lose my faith a hundred 
times and still, this rock will stand, unmoving. I am not bound to it and it owes me 
nothing.

This church welcomes those who dare not sit under cathedral ceilings to gaze 
upon stained glass or baptismal founts. Our water is holy without a blessing. It 
falls from the sky and dampens our socks. There is no gate, no book of life, and 
likewise no lake of fire. There is only the late summer, when I bring my children to 
this boulder in the woods. My daughter rests in a crevice between its bulk and the 
earth. My son climbs on top where a sapling grows, alone. I place a blueberry on 
each tongue. We crush them between our teeth, swallow sweet juice that stains our 
lips.

right: Diana Rossmiller, Parallel Dimension
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A Clutch of Eggs
Aurelia Kessler, UAS Student, Juneau

Follicle releases
one small wanderer
in search of a soft place 
to rest, a seed
a multiplication of self
and self and self.
 
Monthly cycles
wash out the womb.
 
Untwisting strands
of DNA refuse to crawl
toward life, flush 
clots and crimson
down porcelain and pipe.
 
Most will lie here
languishing
jellied centers 
drying
until the body 
turns to dust.
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The Hunt
Maisy Morley, 8th Grade, Juneau

Three a.m., my alarm rings. The repetitive beeping drives into my ear, shaking 
my brain. I drag myself up, out of my sleeping bag and reach towards my watch. I 
stand up yawning, but realize the boat is swaying side to side making me stumble. I 
move in-to a crouch position. It is damp, frosty and cold. The fog hangs low to the 
water. I pull on my black wool pants and shirt. I pile on more layers over my under-
clothes. After I am dressed I crawl out to wake my dad. I find him sleeping on the 
floor, tucked into his sleeping bag, with only his nose poking out. I bend low to find 
his head and gently shake his shoulders.  

“Dad, get up Dad. It’s three, time to go hunting,” I hum in his ear. He opens 
his eyes slightly then closes them. I can tell he gets the message. I turn away from 
my him, and I start rummaging through the shelves to find breakfast. I pull some 
applesauce and biscuits out of an old dusty cabinet. I slurp down the applesauce 
and munch on the biscuits savoring every last morsel. After my dad has eaten and 
is ready to go, we toss our hunting bags into the Zodiac, ease our bodies into the 
center of the rubber dinghy, and start the motor. We push off from the big boat and 
head for shore. After about 10 minutes, we hit land. We unpack the Zodiac, haul it 
up the beach, and stash it securely in the forest.  

Pulling our packs onto our backs, I take a deep breath. The smell of moss and 
spruce sap fills my nostrils with the feeling of aliveness. Walking along the beach, 
we search for our favorite trail up. Soon we reach the trail head and continue on, 
not want-ing to waste any precious daylight. The start of the climb is always the 
hardest; the steep uphill is slippery and rooty. After a few hours we hit treeline. A 
smile spreads across my face. I feel relieved, I have come so far. The stunning view 
makes me stop and look out. I can barely see the waves crashing to the shore. I 
think can make out a boat, skipping along. I can see the trail of water it leaves be-
hind. We move on. Up and up we go, farther and farther up the mountain, keeping 
careful look out for any signs. Once we notice some deer scat, my dad and I soften 
our footsteps, quietly creeping along the rocky ridge.  

As the sun gets higher in the sky my chin starts to drop and my shoulders slump. 
Then my dad stops abruptly. I tug on his sleeve, but he continues to stare forward. 
Slowly he starts to lower himself to the ground. I know exactly what is happing and 
I follow his lead. Carefully he takes his gun from his shoulder and clicks a bullet in 
to the chamber. I glance around my dad, searching the ground for any movement. 
Then I see it, ears are sticking up, aware of our presence. As my dad keenly looks 
through the scope, I carefully sit back on my knees. I close my eyes and press my 
fingertips into my ears. After a long pause, the loud bang of the gun echoes in every 
direction.  
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Mandy Ramsey, Stand Strong

Immediately, I hop up to my feet to get a better look. Excitement is running 
through my body. Before moving I take in the scene. The deer is nowhere to be 
found. Certain that he missed, my dad slings the gun over his shoulder, and we are 
off again. After a while we stop. It's time to set up camp. I am far from the cliff edge 
but I can still see the ocean. The sun is setting. The glow of the sun is disappearing 
behind the ridge. Darkness is falling. 
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Steven Villano, The Channel
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What the Body Remembers
Jonas Lamb, Juneau

 after Yusef Komunyakaa 
 

Forget what it remembers
instead consider how the body forgets, or tries
not to hold too tightly.
 
How thin a stretch of silk spans the sky
connects the spider to the past
 
a place left behind under night’s hush.
Out to uncover new terrain come morning
when only dew and chill tracks the path back.
 
I’ve forgotten first words, first steps
the moment when letters and white space
 
between illustrations became words
and more. All of the times that I did not die—
despite the odds, oh how odd I was not trampled
 
by rhinos along the Narayani or broken
in a wreck of Jeep—-bad tires, puppet string steering
 
cross town, state lines, countries and borders.
Somehow I’ve forgotten how lucky 
 
it is to forget. So much these bodies remember,
certain ravages of the deltoid, ear-drum, liver, eyes—
 
when did that happen? This scar? 
I couldn’t even begin to tell you.
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I am from
Eva Miller, 7th Grade, Juneau

I am from love
I am from fresh snow falls
And winter snowboarding trips
I am from strawberry ice cream on mountain tops
I am from books
From thick pages smelling of glue
I am from the woods
From the spruce cones and the mushrooms
Spawned from the rich rooty earth of Juneau AK
I am from my family tree 
Back and forth and back again
Like a piece of paper
Wrinkled and worn filled with names of the deceased
Lost but never forgotten
I am from the inches and feet of my house
Rooted in the woods like a tree
I am from Katharine and Scott
Shirley and Darrell
From Miller and Bollinger 
Lonergan and Lemontt
I am from forget- me- nots and pansies
Snapdragons and sunflowers
I am from Coho 
Rich juicy salmon
Topped with creamy yellow hollandaise sauce
I am from blueberry summers
And cranberry autumns
I am from warm apple pie 
And Breyers vanilla bean ice cream
I am from summer boating trips
And flat calm sailing (even though it’s scary) 
I am from Funter Bay
From the cemetery and the wilderness
From chicken apple sausages roasted over a beach fire
I am from devil’s club
Thick needles of enjoyable pain
I am from acting
From musicals and drama club
I am from daydreams
From thoughts and secrets 
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I am from dogs
I am from first frosts and first robins
I am from soccer and picnics in the snow
I am from summer camp and playing viola
From heartbreak and happiness
I am from gymnastics
And intelligence
From economy and oceanography 
I am from Alaska
I am from home

Mandy Ramsey, Talkeetna Sunflower
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Betting on Long Shots
Jonas Lamb, Juneau

Don’t begin with the delicate
such pretty objects never hold
up to all the hardness 
that will knock up against you.
 
Begin, please, with the hard—
the unbreakable, the titanium
which bends, yields but always snaps
back, despite how difficult.
 
Begin knowing organ transplants 
are longshots are hard horses 
to bet on despite how hard you hope
for miracles in small packages—-
 
jockeys in tights and boots
the sharpness of their heels 
spurring horses, rise of ribs
blur of hooves and dirt track.  
 
Cells in lung tissue smuggle
oxygen across borders— seek 
asylum, to be carried on swift rivers
to turn blood red. 
 
Despite the temptation to believe
in miracles, resist—
these delicate dreams are endangered 
as are winters with snow.
 
Start here instead—
bodies fail, parts stiffen. Parents too—
their hardness certainly will soften
but know also, their softening will harden you.
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The Beatitudes 
Daniel Branch, UAS Student, Juneau

Blessed are the poor in spirit, those who call me Abba
never having touched Jesus’ wounds, never having
kissed a first born under a blood smeared lintel, 
nor had their salvation prayers answered,
 
for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
 
Blessed are those who mourn betrayal
by politicians, priests, parents, professors, life,
who suffer from loss of innocence, family,
lovers and still reach out for Me,
 
for they shall be comforted. 
 
Blessed are the meek, the forgotten 
alive on food stamps and lottery ticket hope.
Blessed are they when they turn to Me for justice, 
or for at least more food for their children,
 
for they shall inherit the earth.
 
Blessed are they who hunger and thirst
after righteousness, who kneel when expected 
to stand, who speak when the cautious keep silent
who marched with Martin and iron-jawed angels,
 
for they shall be filled.
 
Blessed are the merciful, those parents
of murdered children who beg the judge
not to murder the murderer, who jettison
hate for peace,
 
for they shall be shown mercy
 
Blessed are the pure of heart, those who embrace
the homeless, the filthy, insane, the foul-mouthed, 
who ask the immigrant to dinner, 
the transgender to dance,
 
for they shall see God.
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Diving into the Wreck
Andris Ozols, UAS Distance Student, Kodiak

The halls of Providence Hospital are decorated
with the works of Alaskan artists; modern day 
testaments to ego, in the tradition of ancient
 
predecessors who, having ascended from the mud, 
beheld the world and with charcoal wooly mammoths
and running bison, proclaimed: I am here.
 
In the Infusion Center, where survival has precedence 
over art, chemo pumps, like salvage divers, descend
into a sunless world and hover over human wrecks.
 
The hum of intimidating technology foreshadows
a loss of dignity as steel spines and plastic tentacles 
plunge into the wrecks. The spines and hum proclaim
 
a five-year survival rate, a statistic often quoted 
but never trusted by loved ones who sacrifice
three hours of their time to proclaim these wrecks
 
are worth salvaging. Myths comfort the wrecks
who sacrifice everything, one drip at a time, 
for eight thousand dollars’ worth of poison. 
 
Then, abruptly wheel their dignity, tentacles 
and all, down the hall, past the watercolors 
of Rie Munoz and Byron Birdsall and vomit 
 
on the tile floor in front of a disinfected, 
wheelchair accessible, American Standard
1.6 GPF. The puffy eyes of a seven-year-old
 
black girl squint beneath heavy white bandages
as she sits humming to the rhythmic click
of her poison. Two knobby knees protrude 
 
beneath a book of poems, now serving only
as the work surface for a Disney Princess
coloring book. Her mother’s lips move silently
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as the bright red fingernail of a stubby finger
navigates the 14th chapter of John. Two 
laughing men, their loud effeminate voices 
 
proclaiming: We are here, drown out 
the soft dialogue of an old couple, 
forcing them to return to a beginning
 
that neither remembers. A woman 
with short gray hair, speaks with her
eyes and caresses the wrinkled cheek
 
of a skinny woman with no hair. 
In her other hand, ancient charcoal 
recreates a myth with smooth cheeks
 
and sparkling eyes. The grateful eyes
of the skinny woman proclaim, you are here.
A silent reply glistens in the eyes of the artist.
 
The nurse disconnects the little girl
and prepares for the next patient. 
Thank you; the mother’s eyes reflect hope. 
 
The nurse’s eyes reflect compassion
and conceal reality. The poetry book 
lies open on the little girl’s chair. 
 
First having read the book of myths, 
a poem begins. At the bottom, 
in purple crayon: Tina was here.
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Undercurrent
Jack Campbell, Excursion Inlet 

Set net corks arc in an eddy,
bounce violently
and send rippled captions 
towards shore. Two marooned silvers, 
pinned in a webbed corner
quiver, lunge, gill plates open, close, 
eggs ready to rest in a redd.
 
An elder takes pail and walking stick,
leans into the river trail,
staggers over roots and rocks, 
ambles herself closer to the bend
where the river braids,
hopeful of a harvest before the gulls
take their share.

Mary Henrikson, Blowdown in the Tongass
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Grace Harang, Blossom from Mud



Weathering
Thomas Bacon, Sitka

This morning rain, this slant of wind,
 this shape of drops
splashes unique as fingerprints.
 
When clouds depart this afternoon
I’ll miss the pitter and the patter,
the slow erosion of familiar stones,
 
the dampness, 
the dripping,
 
the wet boughs curving up
to gather rising rivers
and currents of lifted leaves.
 
Before sun colors ripple with birdsong
this gray mist calms 
an impatient breeze.
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Seascape At Dawn
Thomas Bacon, Sitka

Morning quiet floods the estuary,
the whisper of small ripples
white around driftwood and kelp.
 
Sun and wind, earth and moon, 
each year’s slight erosion 
weakens my balance.
 
As the sea retreats eagles, ravens
and crows drink from a tumbled stream
spilling into the salt of tidal pools.
 
A small breeze forecasts afternoon storms
leaving little time to walk the shoreline
before the tide returns to swallow the land.

left: Steven Villano, The Channel 
above: Kate Dunn, SE Pudding
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I take mental snapshots and photographs 
Jennifer Ward, UAS Student and Faculty, Douglas 

Helsinki, Finland (fall-winter 2012) 
  
Headlights distort, shine on wet pavement— 
in anticipation, my daughter waits for street car  
sites and strangers. A city musician’s silhouette; 
he plays accordion at Helsinki Central Station. 
  
In her pink rain coat she waits for the tram. 
I try to capture the moment on camera; 
in the tunnel a musician plays. From every 
angle the melody haunts, resonates my bones. 
  
I take mental snapshots and photographs 
of a girl in bitter cold roasting bread dough. 
Images absorbed into the art of my life. I caution  
against baby fingers freezing in snow. 
  
Bonfire bread on a stick, open island birch 
log split—with fissures of fire. On a winter 
night, a mother worries of frozen baby fingers. 
Disturbed voices intrude snow-covered parks. 
  
Fire crackles an honest upright birch 
and the sober Baltic scent of sea, both 
remain in my memory—with thoughts of walks 
in Helsinki, where winter light casts no shadow. 
  
Churning of the Baltic Sea, I commit to memory 
with echoes of tunnel melodies. On the other side 
of noir, a Finn wears a beret. Blue cathedral 
dome lit-gray. Still life I frame: girl by street car. 
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My childhood tastes like 
Jennifer Ward, UAS Student and Faculty, Douglas 

  
My childhood tastes like fall. 
Tuna noodle casserole,  
carrot coins, celery-soup-mush 
tangy-red-wrapper Cracker Barrel. 
  
It tastes like Murder She Wrote 
while mom works the night shift. 
  
It tastes like winter anticipation. 
Wrapped packages  
puzzled neatly under tree. 
Twelve for you, thirteen for me. 
  
My childhood tastes like spring. 
Shag rugs, hugs, and cigarettes  
stubbed on triple-decker porches,  
witness to commuters on Boston rail. 
  
It tastes like golden June bugs 
buzzing 
and Dodge Dart Swingers 
swinging 
on a drive to Kelly's for a junior 
roast beef (with cheese and mayo). 
  
It tastes like summer— 
a trip to Salem Willows beach arcade. 
Hot buttered Chinese food 
overflowing trash bins. Taffy pulling,  
sun burning, skeeball rolling. 
  
My childhood tastes like summer nights.  
A segmented centipede wiggle-waves  
its way toward my bare leg. 
  
Dad saves me just in time 
(he spies it from his chair). 
  
I scream and twist  
and dance the jeebies away.  
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Chicago
Jennifer Ward, UAS Student and Faculty, Douglas

 
Always looking for signs, 
I saw the Monarch butterfly two times. 
First it fluttered by the window on the 23rd floor—
orange and black wings among slate sky high-rises. 
 
Mid-meeting-magic nobody noticed. 
I chose to keep it to myself. 
 
The second time, that same day, the butterfly appeared 
as I pressed for the walk signal on North Michigan Ave. 
Wings wove, bounced through traffic. 
Is this a sign? 
 
A sign of what?
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Elizabeth Rumfelt, Purple Promises
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Morning Meditation Group
Josh Wisniewski, Sitka

5:30 
Time for morning Zazen 
Who will show up to sit? 
Self, the cat (he’s a regular, though mostly sleeps) 
berries creeping between deck boards are here too 
Raven is here and thrush. 
Mist, fog and ten thousand drips join us as well 
And, chipmunk standing on a tree branch shouting his ass off 
Come on, Focus Man!!! 
If ever anyone needs the Dharma this morning it’s that little bastard.  

Mary Henrikson, Untitled
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These Hands
Summer Koester, Juneau

Turn a wrench, turn 
the engine, smells like money
fix ‘em an’ flip ‘em
hard earned, profit turned
rough on the edges hands 
turnin’ valves, fish-slingin’ 
hard like my old man 
says a ten year old can 
do it better, real man’s 
work blood sweat tears
not like them 
made up jobs, I'd rather 
fifteen more years
turnin’ hydrants and 
flippin’ cars than 
flip the script, ‘cause 
let’s face it, money’s just 
numbers on paper
I'll tell u what’s real: 
these hands, calloused, 
old-man strong
holdin’ on to something 
that I can feel
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Pat Race, Whale Moot
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Of Great Holiness
Kersten Christianson, Sitka

We suppliants attend town
hall meetings, write prosaic
letters protesting roads
carved into the pulsing wrist
 
of this northern wilderness,
levitate in our folding chairs 
at the stick of another postage 
stamp, the lick and seal 
 
of another envelope.
Oh, Forest of endless rain,
yellow cedar, beard lichen,
of romping, capricious bear,
 
we exalt you, name you 
Saint Tongass. Protagonist
in our stories, you provide
us a canopy of plot, cloud
 
forest setting. We hold 
sacred your evergreen 
shrine, your forgiveness
to those who trespass.
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A letter to the universe
Summer Koester, Juneau

When my daughter grows up
she will love her body, no matter the size.
she will have a healthy relationship with food and exercise.
she will speak her mind with conviction,
and the world will listen.
She will be asked as many questions as she asks others
because she is just as important and interesting as anyone else.
She won’t be told to smile more,
or that she’s too nice,
or just show us your tits,
because that is so last millennium.
She won’t be expected to dress or act a certain way,
men will know better than to pick on someone smaller than they.
Her kindness will not be mistaken for weakness,
her sensitivity and generosity & quiet strength will
make her a leader,
and they will respect this new leadership,
as people did before the dawn of civilization--
when the past becomes the future, 
when the end calls back to the beginning,
when my daughter grows up

right: Elizabeth Rumfelt, Gray Beauty
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The Morning Before Boudoir
Elizabeth Rumfelt, Juneau

 
It’s a delicious sight, 
waking to my own reflection. 
Standing, toes on tile,
this body is mine.
 
I turn, twist my spine
the curvature of womanhood.
No man should even touch it
without saying grace.
 
Jaw, collarbone, back
dimples. I have never seen
this angle of my body. 
Soft light shows the miracle
 
of hips. Shadows dip 
into shoulder blades. The mirror 
is tempting. What woman 
doesn’t want a glimpse?

 

Rico Lanáat' Worl, Raven Transforms Into the Data Stream
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Thomas R. Bacon
Thomas R. Bacon lives in Sitka, Alaska. His work has appeared in Cirque and in Tidal Echoes. 

Daniel 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, 
Windmill, and Portland Magazine. He recently received a MFA from the University of Alaska An-
chorage where he won the 2016 Jason Winger Award for Creative Nonfiction. 

Jamie Buehner
Jamie Lynn Buehner is the author of Dessert Poems (Binge Press, 2012) and Catalpa (Red Bird 
Chapbooks, 2016). Her work has been shown in Pioneertown., Sleet Magazine, The Midwest Quar-
terly, and the Wisconsin Review. She lives in Douglas, Alaska, with her husband, two kids, and two 
cats. 

Jack Campbell
There’s so much opportunity to learn and leave tracks without disrupting the flow. Surrounded by 
water, the forest, sky, his pen opens with each morning. 

Kersten Christianson 
Kersten Christianson is a raven-watching, moon-gazing, high school English-teaching Alaskan. 
She serves as poetry editor of the quarterly journal Alaska Women Speak. Her latest collection of 
poetry, Curating the House of Nostalgia, will publish in 2020 (Sheila-Na-Gig Editions). Kersten 
holds an MFA from the University of Alaska. www.kerstenchristianson.com 

Lin Davis
Lin’s poems try to “bucket the light” as Diane Ackerman encourages, “and throw it into the dark.” 
National Spectacle 2019 does not Grail the land wasting. Buckets of poetry host a Grail platter. 
Our wasteland watches, the king ill and desperate, his reign deteriorates as the procession of 
poems, art, science wanders forward. 

Diane DeSloover
Diane DeSloover adopted Juneau as her home in 1978. Now retired from a teaching career she 
appreciates having the time for and inclination to explore and celebrate life through poetry. Diane 
has been a member of the Burn Thompson Writing Group for six years and has had her poetry 
published in Tidal Echoes, Alaska Women Speak, Poetry Omnibus and Capital City Weekly. Drag 
Show at the Rendezvous was previously published in Capital City Weekly.

Helena Fagan
Helena Fagan lives in Juneau, Alaska where she writes in coffee shops, on beaches, and on her 
husband’s commercial fishing boat. Her writing of poetry, memoir, and young adult fiction is 
influenced by the beauty around her, her long education career, and her mother’s survival of the 
Holocaust. 

Beatrice Franklin
Beatrice credits UAS English faculty for her interest in creative writing. She draws inspiration 
from our natural environment and the complexity of relationships. She likes that a poem can 
sparingly capture a moment with rhythm and sound.

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

Ishmael Angaluuk Hope
Ishmael Angaluuk Hope is a poet, playwright, actor and storyteller who lives in Juneau, Alaska 
with his five children and weaver wife, Lily Hope. 

Writers' Biographies
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Sarah Isto
Sarah Isto is a long-time Alaskan with a strong affection for both the Interior of her childhood and 
the coastal Southeast of her adult life. She writes poetry and non-fiction about both places. 

Debi Knight Kennedy
Debi Knight Kennedy is a writer, puppeteer, and maker of crazy good chocolate. She lives a life 
beyond her wildest dreams in the always interesting town of Haines, Alaska. She has published 
three books and at least a dozen zines. Alaska has been her home for twenty-five years.

Aurelia Kessler
Aurelia Kessler studies creative writing at the University of Alaska Southeast. She currently lives 
in Alaska, where she works at her local public library. Her work has appeared in Alaska Women 
Speaks, Tidal Echoes, Wildheart Magazine, Cirque, and Crab Fat Magazine. 

Summer Koester
Summer Koester teaches Spanish in Juneau, Alaska, where she lives with her husband and two 
children. She also enjoys acting in local theater, writing songs on her guitar, and belly dancing. 
Her work is forthcoming in Alaska Women Speak and Plum Tree Tavern. She has been featured in 
the Juneau Empire and Capital City Weekly. You can visit her work here: prosegarden.blog. 

Jonas Lamb
Jonas Lamb lives with his wife and two sons in Juneau, AK. When not wishing for snow or drink-
ing in the laundry room he works as a librarian, an apprentice father and a hack carpenter. His 
work has appeared in Tidal Echoes, The Kent Collector and been featured on 360 North’s Writers’ 
Showcase, the 49 Writers Blog, and Mudrooms. In 2017 he co-produced A Braided Way: Poetry, 
Parenting & Place, an exhibition at the Juneau-Douglas City Museum with poet Aleria Jensen 
featuring original broadside poems paired with visual art made by and in collaboration with their 
children. He received an MFA from the University of Alaska Anchorage.

Eva Miller
Eva Miller has lived in Juneau Alaska all her life and is a 7th grader at Floyd Dryden Middle 
School. Eva enjoys writing, reading, climbing trees, doing gymnastics, and reading historical 
fiction. She lives with her mom, dad, brother, and jumpy Siberian husky. Eva started her poetry 
career in sixth grade, when her teacher had her class do a poetry unit. Since then Eva has been 
exploring the world of poetry. 

Raegan Miller
Raegan Miller was born and raised in Alaska, spending most of her childhood in Southeast Alaska. 
After previously residing in Sitka and on Prince of Wales Island, she now lives and works in Ket-
chikan. When she is not writing, she can be found jotting down new ideas or reading. 

Jenny McBride
Jenny McBride’s writing has appeared in SLAB, Common Ground Review, Streetwise, The California 
Quarterly, and other publications. She is delighted to make her home in Douglas. 

Brenna McLaughlin
Brenna McLaughlin was born and raised in Southeast Alaska, alternating time between Juneau 
and Gustavus. After ten years of travel and living in various places, she and her lovely dog, Daisy, 
have returned to Gustavus. 

Shaelene Moler
Shaelene Moler is a second-year Tidal Echoes-published author who lives in the small Alaskan 
town of Kake, located on Kupreanof Island. She is a college student in her third year at the Univer-
sity of Alaska Southeast. She is currently studying for a Bachelor of Arts in English, with a minor 
in Creative Writing. Her works are typically inspired by her life as a lifelong outdoors person and 
largely reflects how her hometown inspires her. First published in the 2019 edition of Tidal Echoes 
with her poem “Kake,” she continues her nature-based poetry with her poem “Seasonal Scripts.”

Maisy Morley
Maisy Morley is an 8th grader at the Juneau Community Charter School. She enjoys ice skating, 
swimming in the ocean and being outside. She also loves to go hunting. Being in the mountains is 
her top priority. Maisy loves exploring and taking pictures of beautiful flowers. 

Andris Ozols
Andris Ozols is an old fart who resides on Kodiak Island and lives in the past. Some days are better 
than others.
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K.M. Perry
K.M. 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. 

Vivian Faith Prescott
Vivian Faith Prescott was born and raised in Wrangell, Alaska, where she lives and writes at her 
family’s fishcamp. She’s the founding member of Blue Canoe Writers in Sitka and Flying Island 
Writers and Artists in Wrangell. She’s the author of a full-length poetry collection, four poetry 
chapbooks, and a short story collection. Another full-length poetry collection, Silty Water People is 
forthcoming from Cirque Press.

Marie Rose
Marie Rose is a small business owner and entrepreneur living in Haines. She writes nonfiction po-
etry and prose. She performs annually at the Fisherpoet’s Gathering in Astoria, OR and has been 
published by Alaska Women Speak and National Fisherman. 

Elizabeth Rumfelt
Elizabeth is a graduate of the University of Alaska Southeast in Juneau. She graduated in May 2019 
with a Bachelor of Arts in English and a concentration in Creative Writing. She is currently work-
ing towards earning a Certificate in Editing in pursuit of her dream career as an editor.

Abby Saiz
Abby Saiz is a young, artsy writer who lives in Sitka, Alaska. When she isn’t writing, Abby is play-
ing and writing music as well as creating her art. She plans on attending an art school after high 
school, and she really enjoys writing in her spare time as a hobby. 

Alicia Steiner
Alicia Steiner is a junior at the University of Alaska Southeast where she intends to graduate in 
2021 with a Bachelor of Arts in Social Science. Currently, she is studying history, political sci-
ence, and sociology. After, she hopes to pursue a legal career and attend law school. When not in 
Juneau, she lives in Homer, Alaska with her parents and three sisters. 

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 has collected his 
published poems in three self-published chapbooks. His wife, Jane, is a Juneau artist.

Jennifer Ward
Jennifer lives in Douglas, Alaska, and in fall 2019, she was given the name KaanaKoox, from her 
Kaagwaantaan family from “Two Door House” of Wolf/Eagle moiety, Killer Whale clan. She loves 
travel, photography, cooking, writing and has published a poem and photographs in previous edi-
tions of Tidal Echoes. Jennifer has a creative and musical daughter who is a budding theatre actor. 

Margo Waring
Margo Waring celebrated her 50th anniversary as an Alaskan in 2019. She loves Juneau, walking 
her dog along trails, foraging, and reading her poetry to audiences. She thanks her writers’ group 
for their support. Margo Waring has been published in Cirque, AWS, Tidal Echoes, Friends Journal 
and The Atlantic online. 

Chris Weiss
Chris started experimenting with words in high school. During those early years she won third 
place in a H.S. poetry contest in Wisconsin and was published in Typog. After moving to South-
east Alaska, Chris became one of Petersburg’s Poet Laureates through a program sponsored by the 
local Friends of the Libraries organization. 

Julie Williams
Julie Williams is an emerging writer. She studied biology, Spanish, and education at the University 
of Texas at Austin. In 2018, Julie studied creative writing in a program with Writing By Writers but 
has been writing all her life. Her flash fiction piece, “Halfhouse”, appears in Cold Flashes, published 
by the University of Alaska Press, 2010. She lives on her homestead in Gustavus, Alaska when she’s 
not working on boats. 

Josh Wisniewski
Josh Wisniewski is a fisherman and a cultural anthropologist. His poetry revolves around the 
aesthetics of wild Alaska places, small boat fisheries, finding place and Zen Buddhist ethics.
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Rayne Billings
Rayne Billings is a current student at the University of Alaska Southeast, studying environmental 
humanities. She has spent much of her professional career working with killer whales, and they 
are the inspiration for her artistic work. She is both a photographer and a writer. 

Kate Dunn
In early 2019, Kate Dunn moved to Juneau, Alaska from the Willamette Valley in Oregon to be a 
librarian for the Alaska State Library and the University of Alaska Southeast’s Egan Library. She 
is originally from Chicago proper. Kate writes poetry, though she has spent most of her free time 
since retiring from roller derby taking photographs and etching SE AK into both her corneas and 
the corners of her heart. 

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

Mary Henrikson
Mary is an artist and writer and lifelong Alaskan and recipient of a 2018 Rasmunson Individual 
Artist’s Fellowship. She has worked in the maritime, fishing and construction industries and 
taught at Ketchikan Community College and UAS Ketchikan as well as several colleges in the 
lower 48. She continues to write and paint showing regionally. 

Kaylee James
Kaylee James is 17 year old junior at Kake High School. She enjoys taking photos of the land 
around her. She has plans to further pursue photography later in her life. 

Adelaide Johnson
Adelaide Johnson explores implications of environmental disturbance on terrestrial and aquatic 
life. This illustration, depicting the temporal role of disturbance on fish habitat, will be included 
in Edge of Chaos, a book by Lee Benda. 

Hollis Kitchin
Hollis Kitchin is an Alaskan artist that takes inspiration from the fog and rain as it floats through 
the peaks and valleys of mountain ranges. Born in Fairbanks and raised in the Mat-Su Valley she 
moved to Juneau in 2008. She finds humor in everyday life, Alaskan wildlife and spends way too 
much time looking at the sky. More of her work can be found at www.holliskitchin.com.

K.M. Perry
K.M. 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.

Mandy Ramsey
Mandy is an artist, mother, organic gardener, massage therapist, photographer, yoga teacher and 
emerging writer. She has been living off the grid 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, con-
nect, inspire and sprout friendships. Learn more www.mandyramsey.com 

Teri Robus
Teri has lived in Alaska since 1971, and in Juneau since 1991. She earned a BA in Art at UAS in 2011. 
She has been developing her painterly skills with explorations in plein air landscapes, portraits, 
and abstract works

Diana Rossmiller
Diana Rossmiller is a longtime resident of Juneau, Alaska. Her photography is inspired by the play 
of shadow and light in the landscapes that she loves. 

Artists' Biographies
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Elizabeth Rumfelt
Elizabeth is a graduate of the University of Alaska Southeast in Juneau. She graduated in May 2019 
with a Bachelor of Arts in English and a concentration in Creative Writing. She is currently work-
ing towards earning a Certificate in Editing in pursuit of her dream career as an editor. 

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 has collected his 
published poems in three self-published chapbooks. His wife, Jane, is a Juneau artist. 

Martin Strand (K’wach)
Martin Strand, K’wach, was a transitional person between Tlingit and Caucasian culture. As a 
photographer, hunter, kayaker, fish camp instructor, writer, tuba and piano musician, he reached 
back through his generations to find meaning there. 

Steven Villano
Steven Villano is a painter and teacher who has called Southeast Alaska home for over 5 years. 
Working in ink, oil and digital video, he seeks to illuminate the forces and energies which move 
and shape this landscape and its people. 

Chris Weiss
Chris started experimenting with words in high school. During those early years she won third 
place in a H.S. poetry contest in Wisconsin and was published in Typog. After moving to South-
east Alaska, Chris became one of Petersburg’s Poet Laureates through a program sponsored by the 
local Friends of the Libraries organization. 

Rico Lanáat’ Worl
Rico Lanáat’ Worl is a Tlingit/Athabacan designer. His work speaks to the experience of living 
with traditional values as a modern person. He is the founder of Trickster Company which strives 
to promote innovative indigenous design.

Hollis Kitchin, Swimming Together
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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

Pat Race, Mower


