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Naomi Shihab Nye 

DIFFERENT WAYS TO PRAY 

There was the method of kneeling, 
a fine method, if you lived in a country 
where stones were smooth . 
The women dreamed wistfully of bleached courtyards, 
hidden corners where knee fit rock. 
Their prayers were weathered rib bones, 
small calcium words uttered in sequence. 
as if this shedding of syllables could somehow 
fuse them to the sky. 

There were the men who had been shepherds so long 
they walked like sheep. 
Under the olive trees, they raised their arms-

Hear us! We have pain on earth! 
We have so much pain there is no place to store it! 

But the olives bobbed peacefully 
in fragrant buckets of vinegar and thyme. 
And at night the men ate heartily. flat bread and white cheese. 
and were happy in spite of the pain, 
because there was also happiness. 

Some prized the pilgrimage. 
wrapping themselves in new white linen 
to ride buses across miles of vacant sand. 
When they arrived at Mecca, 
they would circle the holy places, 
on foot. many times. 
they would bend to kiss the earth 
and return, their lean faces housing mystery. 

Whilefor certain cousins andgrandmothers 
the pilgrimage occurred daily. 
lugging water from the spring 
or balancing the basketsof grapes. 
These were the ones present at births, 
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humming quietly to the perspiring mothers. 
The ones stitching intricate needlework into childrens' dresses, 
forgetting how easily children soil clothes. 

There were those who didn't care about praying. 
The young ones. The ones who had been to America. 
They told the old ones, you are wasting your time. 

Time?-The old ones prayed for the young ones. 
They prayed for Allah to mend their brains, 
for the twig, the round moon 
to speak suddenly in a commanding tone. 

And occasionally there would be one 
who did none of this, 
the old man Fowzi, for example, Fowzi the fool, 
who beat everyone at dominoes, 
insisted he spoke with God as he spoke with goats, 
and was famous for his laugh. 
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THE SONG 

From somewhere. 
a calm musical note arrives. 
I balance it on my tongue 
like a single ripe grape 
till my whole body glistens. 
In the space between breaths. 
I apply it to any wound and the wound heals. 

Soon the nights will lengthen. 
I will Jean into the year humming like a saw. 
I will fill the lamps with kerosene, 
patiently. knowing somewhere a line breaks. 
a city goes black, 
people Jig for candles in the bottom drawer. 
I will be ready. I will use the song like a match. 
It will fill my rooms 
opening rooms of its own 
so I sing. I did not know 
my house was this large. 
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FOR ROSE 

We need more dancing 

On the mantel your father's pre-Colombian clay people 
kick their stubby feet skyward forever 
while we sink under the slow wave of summer 
sluggish animals hiding from the sun 

I want to dance because my friend who carried a tumor 
like a large dark egg inside her has been emptied of it 
and will live to twirl again red Mexican tassels waving 
on this earth 

My friend whose name is a flower 
I want to dance by her bed 
burn a thick candle for that cave 
where fate stokes its mysterious fire 
I want to bow low to my blindness 
till I sec best with fingers and feet 

I understand a few things only 
Baskets make sense 
apricots plucked ripe off a tree 
I visit you dragging my ignorance 
like a heavy-footed pet bear 
taken everywhere on a leash 

I don't know why things happen as they do 
but I want to leap up and clap my hands together 
and dance till you are well again 
and dance till the air grows cool 
and the evenings chatter gently 
like birds in the street 
and dance and dance 
to free that ache inside 
words only massage 
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Joseph Bruchac 
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ON A HILLSIDE IN SLIGO 

In Sligo things happen 
in the old way, still. 
Yeats found that out, 
waking up one morning 
in a fairy ring 
four miles from the place 
he had lain himself down to rest. 

His cousin had cut a fairy bush 
and found a black lamb in his flock, 
a warning which vanished 
a few days later, vanished 
like the Dead Coach 
which rolled through his dreams, 
the twilight of those Celtic roads 
lit by the fire of the hooves 
of headless horses striking deaf stone. 

He had seen the way 
the ancient forts burned 
through dreamless hours, 
protesting the hands 
of British workmen 
touching ancient stones 
and so, when he woke 
on that hillside that morning, 
he wondered if all his life from that day, 
his work, his words, this whole world rippled 
like rings from a pebble 
were only a dream which would fade 
with the morning 
when he finally woke, still in his bed 
and not in the midst of that fairy ring 
on a hillside in Sligo 
where things happen 
in the old way, still. 
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SWIMMING WITH WHALES 

This water is theirs, -
shaped from their breath, 
yet they share the turn of tide, 
sweep by slow as the motion 
of cloud across sky_ 

Leave the boat, 
let salt buoy your blood. 
Then, when back on land again, 
measure your passage 
across earth you call your own 
against that balance of fin and wave 
in the place of no houses 
where each current leads home. 
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FOR A DEAD RATTLESNAKE 

I was not there 
when they killed the snake, 
crawled out from under the piled hay seats 
of an impromptu amphitheatre, 
but the memory of what I had not seen, 
the stick swinging frenzy of a human 's fear , 
stayed with me even in my dreams. 
So I came, little brother, to find you, 
a swirl in the red clay dust, 
so small, slender as my middle finger, 
skin flayed from your clean firm flesh, 
your head a shattered arrow, your tail 
that spoke warning at the cost of your death 
gone from your body , patterned like the cliffs. 
I carried you, singing, up into the rocks 
where none would find you 
but the cleansing time 
which moves with the jaws of ants 
and the vulture's wings 
to return you to these ancient hills, 
to come again when we are gone 
or more worthy to greet you, 
to stand and respect your passing. 
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THE CAGE 

It is difficult to say how long I have been here. Long ago 
I stopped counting the days , the hours and the seconds--as I did 
at the beginning of my captivity. In those awful first days I 
used to hurl myself against the bars for hours on end. My skin 
was scraped and bloody from striking against the steel. Food 
was only a means of regaining my strength. I would gulp it 
down and begin my struggle again. 

Then I became quieter. I explored the cage carefully, 
looking for the weak point I knew it must have. My search was 
not fruitless. In one far corner was a loose board . It was not 
very loose, just loose enough to betray the tiniest movement 
when I leaned my weight against it. I became crafty, knowing 
they would quickly replace the board if they realized its vulner-
ability. Only at night I would attack it-and then in such a way 
as to make no sound. I pushed, pried, gradually working it 
looser and looser. One night a corner broke off! I wedged it 
back where it had been , my heart beating wildly. For a whole 
day and night I did not go near that corner. My triumph was 
near. When my keepers observed me I had to control myself 
to keep from gloating. You think I am safely locked in here. 
But I am not. 

Then the day came, the day I had chosen. Jt would 
soon be dark. I would burst out in one great surge of strength. 
It was then that they came, many of them. They carried steel 
rods which they forced through the bars, blocking me into the 
side of the cage. I bit at the rods until my mouth was bloody. 
but it was no use. They fixed the broken comer and then re-
inforced the entire cage with metal sheets. 

I decided to make my escape another way. I lay down, 
determined to never move again. A keeper with food came. I 
ignored it. He nodded his head and left. The next day the 
same thing happened ... and the next. Contrary to all my ex-
pectations they made no attempt to force me to eat. They 
merely put the food in my cage and nodded their heads when I 
refused to eat, nodded their heads. They allowed me to refuse 
it. They were willing to let me die . It was then. weak with 
hunger, that I realized my assumption had been wrong. Death 
would not be an escape. My soul would remain in the cage. 
trapped with my body as it rotted away. On the eighth day I 
began to eat again. Slowly, my limbs trembling, I began to 
eat again. And, just as I had expected, there was no sign of 
either satisfaction or disapproval on the part of my keepers . 
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It was years, I suppose, before my first realization of the 
truth came. I lay in the cage, watching the sun cast its familiar 
patterns of light and shadow on the floor. Suddenly I was ex-
cited. The familiar sight of sunbeams was stirring me beyond 
belief. I looked up again. In the play of the dust motes in a 
single ray of light I saw such infinities of experience as to make 
my head swim! I felt dizzy, ecstatic. Only a lack of true 
awareness had made me think that all I saw each day was the 
same. 

I began to experiment, using my memory as a tool. My 
thesis held. The light near the floor on the fourth bar of the 
cage at sunrise one morning was incredibly different the next. 
The food I had once thought tasteless varied immeasurably, not 
just from one day to the next but with each mouthful. 

The fools , I thought. They tried to cage me and they 
have failed. Such were my thoughts in those first days, those 
days of excitement when I explored slowly, even timidly, the 
surroundings which had once seemed so barren. I laughed at 
the ignorance of my captors. 

Today I am not so foolish. I fooled no one but myself. 
I thought then that I was capable of exploring all of this cage. 
It has been a long time now since I have looked beyond this one 
small corner which I have carefully chosen. Each day I see that 
I must limit my vision still more. Even blindness might allow 
me to see too much light. 

I do not remember why I was placed in the cage, but I 
know now that a task has been assigned to me. I must disci-
pline myself to meet it. My keepers are not my enemies. One 
of my tasks may be to truly understand them. I shall watch 
and wait and perhaps, one day, I shall know Who stands be-
hind them. 
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M. L. Hester 

THE MEMBER OF THE DOUBLE-BLIND PLACEBO GROUP 

I take this pill 
like a sacrament. White and hard, 
it has no taste. I do not know 
if it invades my blood and my disease; 
or turns to sugar 
to feed my pain; or 
simply passes through like the orderlies on their rounds. 

Oh doctors and nurses. You do not know 
how sometimes when your faces prod into me 
I want to laugh and spit 
at your cruel concern. It would be enough 

to bet on lumps of chemicals 
and their courage inside me. 
But how awkward is my hope 
stumbling blind to catch a proper enzyme 
when you yourselves don't know 
what group I am in? I want to see 
some hesitation in your eyes, 
or tremor when you speak, 
while the scientific method does its dance. 
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Peter Wild 

FATE 

Because it takes more than beauty 
to catch a woman, if nature blesses me 
I can do anything, digging fence holes, all day bewildered 
chopping wood for Joan, watching the pile wax beyond itself, 
or scrambling with the others out of the cabins to chase 

the cows 
from the meadow before Everett makes his final glide in. 
still how those peaks teeter over us, 
constant lovers through all the seasons, 
and tired of ourselves, greedy for the mail 
once a week kicking in our hands, 
staying up late squinting into the lantern 
over the girls coloring their vast poster in, 
strapping on our food for days go beyond 
even where the angry pack horses can go 
out of sorts, speaking Lithuanian, 

taking just one chew of Red Man 
start from the cedar grove where years ago 
Harvey Broome wrote he lay like an angel 
trying to engrave the framework of sky 
and foliage far back on his mind, rising from the 
same mold in the duff, being younger , fly up 
in just one moment to where Freddie squats 
on this knoll stirring dried tomatoes into the porridge. 
after supper Rodger waves one big hand as at 
a bus station and disappears over the cliff crying 
"Too much for meals" to spend the night at the undiscovered 
falls below, all night its own rainbow. 

now they 're all in bed, 
kicking white legs, saints going uphill, 

while whiskey gone days ago 
I sit outside the yellow tent, the one 
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with the view in the middle of my flesh. 
so now we see how we stand with fate. 
days later she lays one white finger, 

a fish across my lips, 
and seeing it they all spring up, clenching their fists 
run in place at the dawn before their flaps 
as counting the hours the wise elk 
climb in to the trees, bark once 
then sleep before we go. 

Fall 1979 17 



JUNGLE BALL 

How you are buoyed upward on those haunches 
that someone might love, make a kingdom of, 
while behind I have to pull each boot 
from the soil like the animals, puzzled 
and newborn whole looking around through 
their sweat as they drag themselves out of the ground. 
wild cows chase us over fences, but reaching the 
live oaks we stop; I fill myself with gorp 

while in your tennies you keep 
leaping up, leaping up, and each time 
as with any good athlete your flesh follows 
to catch the Frisbee your brother throws. 
done with myself, finally I walk above the 
tiptoes of pain, like a saint toward 
heaven, through the aura of my own hairy rainbow, 
in and out of rock, up the blasted flank of the mountain , 
until there we are in full packs running through the ponderosas 
where years ago Manning dragged a piano up 
in his wagon because the quiet bored him, but 
there are boys, and they come charging out 
of the relic of his cabin , looking for hawks, 
radios strapped on, telling us about 
the rescues of the summer. of course 
all they've got is a half-inflated ball, 
pine needles raked away for the court, 
and though they run after it as it 
topples out of their hands, screaming for 
the sacrament falling before them, using knees 

and elbows, we win anyhow, 
me setting it up and your arms going 
round and round driving it back 
until approaching dusk they quit astounded, 
but before we leave for the camp ground 
to eat chile and sing about the stars still above us, 
you put them to bed where they've fallen , 
cover them with duff, kiss them on their broken noses. 
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Fall 1979 

Jane Hixon 

FOUND IN THE GARBAGE CAN 
Outside the Base Exchange, 
at March AFB, California 

and those two porcelain milking jugs 
we played with on my pretend 
farm at Rambouilet sold for $189,000 
at the auction last Wednesday. They 

were snapped up in a jiffy by an 
anonymous Englishman who claims 
to have Louis' scalp and my wigs 
locked in a basement cabinet, and 

to have mastered teleportation. 
believe him. He described you, the 
garden at Versailles, and several 
parties including the recent one at 

Avery's where I remembered watching 
through the basket as the crowd grew 
featureless like those milking jugs--
freshly scrubbed, turned upside down 

to dry: I abruptly stopped joking 
about the guillotine. He knows we have 
this spatial thing going, baby. Shall I 
contact the others. or will you? 
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Elyse Guttenberg: New York, New York 
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Richard Grayson 

TERATOMA 

His aunt the widowed psychologist came to see him in 
the hospital. It was probably the family's last resort: Janice 
had once stopped his sister from becoming anoretic and they 
thought she could work a second miracle with Thomas. 

"I brought you a book," Janice said with that cheery 
smile of hers. Forty-five years old and she never stopped being 
a stoic. Her even temper revolted Thomas. She had even 
accepted widowhood gracefully, energetically. 

Thomas looked at the book. A bestseller. He checked 
the inside flap and sure enough, he found it: Book Club Edi-
tion. She hadn't even gone to a bookstore. ''Thanks," he 
said , too numbly to be sarcastic. 

''May I sit down?" his aunt asked . 
For a moment he thought of saying "no," but what 

would she make of that? So Thomas said nothing, and his 
aunt sat down. She picked at her sensible plaid skirt for a 
moment. Janice may have had a Ph.D., he thought, but she 
still didn't know how to dress. Her blouse was a $7.99 Joyce 
Leslie horror. 

"So you'll be going home soon," Janice said , non-com-
mital. 

"No." 
"Why not?" 
"I don't want to go home." 
She turned her head away slightly. He wondered if it 

embarrassed her, playing the shrink with him. He had been 
ringbearer at her wedding, he had seen her naked once when he 
came into the bathroom at the beachhouse unexpectedly. 
What was the psychological reason she had forgotten to lock the 
door? 

asked . 
"Why don't you want to go home, Thomas?" his aunt 

''Because I'm depressed," he told her. 
Janice smiled. "Can you talk about it with me?" 
"I don 't want to ... " 
"Would it be easier to talk to a stranger? Another male, 

perhaps? I can refer you to someone, I know this really nice 
psychologist, Dr. Wellman, we play tennis together ... " 
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''Is th at all?" he shot back. Then sensing she hadn't 
understood , he said, ·'Do you screw, too?" 

Janice didn't miss a beat. She was used to things like 
that . " Why do you want to know , Thomas?" she asked 
evenly. 

He screamed at her to get out. 

* 
"There are plenty of people worse off than you, honey ," 

said the night nurse , a heavy-set black woman. 
" Yeah , I know," he nodded. still reading his book. 
''It could have been a lot worse." 
"Yeah, I know." She held the cup of water while he 

swallowed the pill. He liked to swallow them without water. 
"It's not like it was a malignancy," she said, her voice 

beginning to strain. 
''No, it's not ," he told her, looking back at his book. 
She started to leave but then came back to his bed. "If 

you were my boy , you wouldn't be pulling no shit like this. 
Do you know how miserable you're making your family? And 
for what?" 

He smiled his first smile of the day . "For love or mon-
ey." he told the night nurse. "Or something like that." 

She snorted and left the room in disgust. 

* 
His father this time. taking time out from his failing bus-

iness. His father who always looked so young and never 
wanted people to know he had a son of twenty-two. His father 
who cried at the end of war movies and got up in the middle of 
the night to cat chocolate. 

"Grandma and Grandpa are really lookin g forward to see-
ing you." the man was saying. "You know. it's a big thing 
when a couple are married fifty years. There's going to be this 
really nice party, I've got it all arranged at this nightclub in 
Hallandale. Sixty cou ples."

Thomas coughed. 
''I bet you haven't seen Grandma and Grandpa in what, 

three years? And it ' ll be nice getting out of winter into that
Florida sun . Boy. it's depressing this time of year with the 
snow piling up. It 's killing business. I'll te ll you that. .. " 

22 permafrost 



How could he tell his father to stop this ridiculous talk-
ing? But it went on: 

"Grandpa says he wants to play tennis with me, says he 
thinks he can beat me now that he's figured out what's wrong 
with his backhand ... .I've got the plane reservations already, 
you and me and Mom and Aunt Janice and Rona. Jon can't 
make it because he's got law school finals--you know what a 
grind law school is .... " 

Thomas nodded. 
His father's face fell for a minute, looked down on his 

own hands. " You know, Tom, sometimes difficulties get us 
down .... I wish I knew how to talk to you like your Aunt Jan-
ice, but I don't know .... You 've had a terrible experience, aw-
ful, I'm the first to admit that, but that's even more reason 
why you should put this behind you .... " 

Suddenly Thomas thought of something. "What did 
they do with it?" he asked excitedly. 

"Do with--? Do with what? " 
"You know .. . the thing." 
"Oh," his father said, not knowing what to say. "Urn, 

I guess they ... why do you have to know?" 
"Because it's important. " 
"No it's not ," his father said, his voice raised . "Your 

going back to school is important. Your getting out of here is 
important. Your grandparents' wanting to see you is impor-
tant. I don't know why you want to waste and destroy your 
life like this ... " And he left the room before he could cry or 
accuse Thomas of blaming him for everything. 

If they didn't give him a sedative tonight he was going to 
go crazy. 

* 
Dreams of it. The monster inside of him. The creature 

th at was growing and growing and causing those pains in the 
chest. In his lung it was. They took it out and they said he 
was fine but it was gone--where?-and it had been a monster, his 
twin. Thomas meant twin. it was another him , it made him 
feel like a monster too. 

Invariably he would awake in dampness, his heart racing 
fiercely. 

* 
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Get some exercise, they said. Your muscles will atrophy 
otherwise. When he was in high school he had been on the 
gymnastics team and had been in great shape. In his freshman 
year of college he had wrestled. Now the thought of exercise 
nauseated him. 

So he looked out the solarium window and saw the or-
ange sun and its reflection in the river. It was like a fiery up-
side-down Spanish exclamation mark, the sun setting and its 
elongated reflection, the twin that was distorted and not real, 
just like his. 

* 
They had kept the newspaper accounts from him but fi-

nally Jan ice decided it would be better if he could see them. 
She thought that Thomas would adjust himself if he could ac-
cept it. He read of himself in the third person. The news-
papers did not use his real name but a pseudonym. It didn't 
matter much to Thomas. 

As he read it he tried to imagine how he would feel if it 
were not about himself. Janice said that would help. 

Chief surgeon Jiro Kondo explained that 
the embrvo in the patient's lung was a mal-
formed twin development at birth . "Roger 
P. should have had a twin brother, " Dr. 
Kondo said, "but the twin's egg was absorbed 
into his body early in the mother's pregnancy. 
The egg remained dormant there all his life. 
Then, with a recent hormonal change in his 
body, the embryo started to growagain." 

He knew it would have made him sick, even if he were 
reading this in a distant. light-hearted mood. 

''I know you're thinking: What could be worse? But 
this is not a tragedy. Everything is going to be fine now. We 
can give you therapy , thank God we have money, we can see 
you through this, Tom. The worst is over. You'll work it out 
and in a few years this will all seem like a bad dream. or some-
body else's life." 
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* 
Somebody else's life. 

He had swallowed up another in the womb. His twin. 
The embryo was him, and it had begun to grow again. 

"Teratoma: termed fetus in fetu , these are 
abnormal growths, the result of a dormant 
twin within ones body. Usually lying un-
discovered for years, they can be stimulated 
by J!arious bodily disturbances, including 
childbirth in women. Surgery is necessary 
to remove them; occasionally they are 
malignant. 

It sounded so cut-and-dried on the page. 

* 
"Do you feel guilty?" Dr. Wellman asked. 
"Very," said Thomas. 

* 
"What else do you feel?" 
"Lost, as though I've lost something." 

* 
"What are you thinking about?" Dr. Wellman was not 

an imbecile after all. 
Thomas tried to joke. "Tennis," he said. But it didn't 

come out as a joke and Dr. Wellman didn't laugh. 

* 
One afternoon he shouted, "I wanthim back!" and 

cried for what seemed like an hour. Thomas felt a little better 
afterwards although he had missed his grandparents' party and 
most of the spring. 
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Lydia Tomkiw 

26 

YOUR SENSIBLE SHOES 
for Johnny Bentley 

There is something so British about 
Wearing socks with sandals; 
The way you described the old men sitting on the beaches, 
Pants rolled up neatly above their knees , 
Hand towels draped over their skyward eyes--
Yes, now I can picture an English shoreline. 
We all loved your cowboy booties, 
The white pearlized ones with the pointed toes , 
The ones that made those colored girls in the shopping center 
Stop you and ask if you're famous 
(and you, looking unamused, nodded yes) . 
What a pair we'd make: 
Me in my Chinese servant slippers, 
You in those black suede jobs no one can be 
Considered a musician without. .. . 

When you meet my mother, you are wearing 
Your sensible shoes 
(the ones bought where my grandfather shops). 
She pulls me aside and tells me with approving eyes 
How respectable you are; 
How well behaved; 
How she can sense you were raised right and came from 

a good home, 
And all I can do is smile, thinking of the 
Moleskin I saw mapping your feet last night 
When you pulled off your socks before I turned out the light. 
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REFLECTION 

Afte r we killed the rat 
living under the wood shed 
and threw its carcass in the trash 
we discovered its nest , 
a pack of bau bles gleaned 
from y ard , p orch and ho use: 
a rusty spark plug, a sea shelL 
and seven crooked nails. 

Digging deeper we found a spool o f thread 
my wife had used to monogram 
the baby's night shirt , 
a red toy truck my son had lost , 
and a key no one recognized . 

It w as a curious collection o f junk. 
nothing really hoardable, 
but as we sifted our backyard d igs 
we handled each piece with care 
pondering that fallen world. 
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GROWING SEASON 

I feel my body ripening 
like the fruit I picked yesterday 
and put on the dusty sill above the sink. 
The green rind softens and juices sweeten. 
My sweat surprises me 
smelling like one who held me long ago 
and whispered words that call across 
the snowy orchard of memory. 

People say my son is the image of 
my father-something to do with genes 
leapfrogging generations. I wonder 
how much of me lies moldering 
with the black mustachioed man 
whose faded picture over a fireplace 
is all I remember of life 
on the tree. 
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THE EDGE 
Chugiak, Alaska 

Wedged into a hard huddle 
by weight of ice and years, 
clutches of stones 
(the glacier's eggs) 
lurk in the yard 
where I would garden. 

Pry with the shovel. 
Brush away damp quartz crumbs 
with the bent trowel. 
The clunk of steel on stone 
becomes a hymn 
to unyielding wilderness. 

I cannot loosen one boulder 
without unearthing 
adamantine siblings, 
tangled in filmy roots. 
One cold shoulder 
cleaves to another. 

Sometimes a pocket of ice crystals 
winks in the unaccustomed light-
a reminder that here 
we are always on the edge, 
the edge 
of winter. 

A tongue of frost 
curls upward ; 
an odor of cold sand. 
Sweat drips from my chin 
in to the uncivilized 
crevasse. 
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Susan Hauser 

PILEATED WOODPECKER 

October fifth, 
Aaron's birthday. 
I keep a fire lit 
to blow winter away, 
and by the west window 
I watch the tree, 

the red meat there 
turned to brown 
and the wire warp of 
the basket 
drawing through the muscle 
and holding against 
the bone. 

A good imitation, 
I had said, 
of the deer ribs 
nailed there 
that the great birds 
came to 
and came to again 
until the ribs 
barren 
and bleached 
hung ivory 
in the winter sun. 

These bones will 
bring them again, 
I had said, 
not like the pocked 
white fist of suet 
that draws only 
smaller birds. 

At least, I said, 
one will come again, 
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like the day last year 
when I sat outside 
under the draping October sky, 
my eyes wired red 
drawing out 
my grief 
writing his name 
Aaron 
Aaron 

and one of these birds 
flew by , 
straight out of the west wood, 
and up the drive, 
its wild red crest 
pulling it up 
in to the tree line 
and out of sight. 

Together 
we used to see them 
one at a time 
and once 
just before he died 
a pair came 
pumping through 
the spring rubble 

and watching them 
we forgot the warm 
push 
of the day. 

Now it has been 
more than a year 
since one has even 
dropped its arrow flight 
low over our house, 
or has broken the day 
feeding at our tree, 

and I have hung these 
meat-ridden bones. 
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Does it work 
to call spirit 
with flesh? 

There has been one sign: 
before the smell 
had spun out 
very far 
I saw one easing 
along the north tree line, 
its black back, 
its ebony wings, 
split underneath 
by thick white 
feather spines. 

It turned, though, 
over the empty strip 
between our wood 
and the next. 
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A CHILD'S GARDEN 

My father's beans make green teepees, 
not big enough for me. 
I tear the leaves in an effort 
to squeeze inside. 
"Don't you know better?" 
I know. 
The Indians live there. 
They come at night, 
past the yellow bulbs of squash, 
the canteloupe globes, 
home to their teepees. 
I hear them--
beyond the tree frogs and crickets, 
a stealth of rustles in the garden, 
the ghosts of Indians move and whisper. 
A screech owl cries a warning--
to hush. 

During the day I search for them, 
scouting the farm. 
I want to return their tomahawk, 
the one uprooted 
by Father's rude John Deere. 
To say: 
"It is not broken. 
You take it back." 
When I return with my gift of stone, 
my father has killed a king snake , 
longer than he is, 
has found a nest of jackrabbits. 
My mother has beans to snap, 
and I help her. 
But at night when the bull bellows 
from the far side of the pond, 
I close my eyes and move outside. 
under the moon, 
to dance with the ghosts 
of long-boned Indians 
in green teepees. 
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Caroline Patterson 

STORM OVER RESURRECTION BAY 

That black bird in the mist 
bends again and again 
to bite the squirming flesh 
between its claws. 
You'd like that to be a lesson 
but you forget the principles 
or erosion; not pain inflicted 
with sharp words, but that slow, dull 
ache that deepens into a 
V-shaped valley. 
There is avalanche danger 
in these parts, 
a whisper and you are buried. 
You who scoffs at need, 
I wish you old, 
all bones and skin, 
sharp with lack of love. 

37 



Malcolm Glass 

38 

GIVING 

He wanted me all jawbone, 
gristle, the twist of raw-
hide. He wanted me wooden, 
a green pine, hard 
to split. The ball-
bearing son-of-a-
bitch wanted to break 
his rage against 
me, 

so I took 
him , like sand 
takes shallow water, 
swallowed him, pulling 
the breath from his 
veins, made him give 
everything. 
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GOING TO DREAMS 

1. Sleep puts fingers 
in my mouth 

one two three 

2. My muscles try to jump 
off my bones, but my bones 
hang on 

3. I am loaded 
with film, looking 
around for the best 
angle, the clearest 
bite of shadow 

4. A man with crooked and 
crowded teeth is driving 
me down a street paved 
with asphalt shingles; 
he smiles and sings in 
broken Italian. 

A girl 
crawls from the back 
seat and sits between us; 
her hair is streaked 
with pink bubblegum. 
Her bare breasts shine 
with aluminum paint; 
they are tight, swollen 
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stiff, and never jiggle 
when we hit pot holes. 
I want to fine out what 
they are made of, but know 
better than to touch. 
She pulls a gun out 
of the front of her 
jeans and takes my 
wallet and all the 
cash the cabby has. 

As we let her out at the 
corner, she hands me a 
folded piece of paper 
and shoots a bird as we 
drive away. 

The paper 
is a xerox copy of a map 
of Brussels with a scrawled 
message: "Find me." 
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Rodger Moody 

A BLUE KNIFE 

Through a cool breath of nerves 
I watch the nun 
walk her slender walk, 
and while my tongue imagines 
the deliberate way her lips curl 
cutting the hungry night air 
a blue knife my shadow knows 
how each night I stuff newspapers 
into my shoes as I sing: 
if you must confess confess with care, 
as if fathers could be teachers 
though I've no water stored. 
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HUBERT'S SOCKS ALL HAVE FLEAS IN THEM 

All Hubert's socks 
even the new pairs 
are not safe from fleas 
and in the course of a day 
tens maybe hundreds 
bite his legs and ankles 
lay their eggs 
throughout his sock drawer. 
Imagine, if you will 
that Hubert is in a restaurant 
and there is a handsome woman 
seated near his table, 
he wants her 
and she knows it , 
waits for his pitch 
but the fleas start 
and dreadful 
she sees his despair 
not the fleas, 
and thinks he is a m an 
with problems to solve 
and not a man to meet 
in a good restaurant. 
When Hubert's food comes 
he can't eat, 
the fl eas have taken 
his appetite away 
but Hubert decides to give that girl 
his best move 
again he faces her table 
-fleas burrowing 
in to his tender flesh--
only to find a different woman 
less comely. 
And she looks like a giant fl ea 
that is eating unripe 
tropical fruit 
the very fruit Hubert sold 
the restaurant manager 
at a tremendous profit. 
Then the waiter appears 
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with pink champagne. 
It is her gift to him 
and later 
she will want to dance 
and not just any ordinary step. 
She 'II want to take him 
to her nest to meet 
her family, 
but a successful merchant like Hubert 
won't want to be seen 
cavorting with fleas. 
He 'II need a hat 
a big hat 
and if he doesn't have one 
flea-woman will for him, 
it will fit, 
fleas are related to flowers 
and mean no hann. 
But the restaurant 
is closed 
so Hubert walks home 
through strange gray streets 
with stone buildings that stand vacant 
beside broken street lamps 
a clock with no hands, 
and there is no one in sight, 
just the far off noise 
of clashing cobblestones 
and when Hubert arrives home 
the flea-woman waits at his table 
with the unripe tropical fruit 
and a big smile. 
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THE COUNTRY OF WATER 

Heat like the ghost of wheatfields 
and your shadow, a damp spot 
which dries as you reach it 
or a trail that goes on 
because you follow 
until night spreads 
and everywhere you turn 
is a path that could lead you 
home. Like the land you become 
what you lack. 
It's what the stones know , 
clenched by the arroyo 
that bites its tongue, 
or the moon, going over 
the lesson of sun. 
And you're alone 
like a steer is alone, 
needing hundreds of acres 
to graze. If you go back 
it's with this hunger, 
something vast and empty, 
filling your gaze. 
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CAMEO 

It's cold Grandma. The dark closes over me 
and my breath is like a drowning man's breath 
drifting about me, a substance. 
Was it like this for you, falling back 
into yourself, calling out in the night? 

I remember you, dropping the cards, 
striking at the air like a swimmer 
and then your silence, focused, the silence 
of a shell. What did you hear--
a sound of water? 

Grandma what did you lose to the sea 
that you could not leave it? Your husband 
traded his nets and took you inland. 
I have that picture of you caught in lace, 
one hand on his shoulder, the other, 
the cameo at your throat. 

They say I have your hair, that your eye color 
turned too like the surface of the water. 
I don't remember so I believe them. 
And when I speak of you it's because 
I want to work a face from the blood fossil 
of our family. 
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WRITING ABOUT DEATH 

at Syracuse in 
a cashmere skirt I 
went to your apartment 
intrigued by your cane 
but I wore a panty girdle 

dreams you said in the 
tiny living room dreams 
were what mattered, 
pulled me toward the 
bedroom to see what 
you'd written under 
the floor 

when I wouldn't you 
snarled and gave me 
orange juice and 
said we all get old 
and if nothing happens 

come back and lie near 
me in bed I never 
did Once when we 
were fighting my 
ex husband dragged 
home a book, 
as proud of discovering 
you as he was of 
meditation weights 
and bringing back 
patrick sky 

when I laughed he 
threw the book 
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in the garage 
I still have Your Denial of 
but I haven't opened 
it it's strange you 
had no idea you 
were dying when you 
wrote it strange 
what I denied you I'd 
have so much trouble 
getting rid of 

IT WAS LIKE 

wanting someone so it 
makes the bones in your finger 
ache you feel his 
eyes thru the blue 
plaster wall 

It doesn't matter that you 
don't even like him 
resolve to scotch tape your 
legs together staple the damp 

you don't and it will 
happen again with some 
body with his way 
of saying honey 

no one knows why like 
the sky blackening with 
birds every May 6 in 
Bennington even 

if it snows or it's a leap 
year they fly dip into 
certain houses 
there's nothing to stop 
or explain this 
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THE LEGEND OF CHUNING 
(from the Aleut) 

Three towns, three islands, 
Attu and Agattu and Semichi Islands, 
many people on all these islands, 
many people living there, 
then from the east, Kayakmen, 
after having come there, 
when they made war, 
the people there killing, destroying, 
two young men and one woman, 
Chuning by name, 
were left. 
So, that Chuning, 
to the two men with that Chuning, 
saying that she was going to hide, 
that Chuning hid. 
When she had, 
both her fellows being found, 
after they had been killed, 
when they had gone away from her, 
she had been left just by herself. 

Thus being there on Attu, 
she went three times around Attu, 
she did not see anybody 
and on the north-west side, 
made a village for herself, 
made one big house for herself, 
she stayed in it. 
As she was walking around the island , 
she rolled rocks upon one male sea-lion, 
that she ate she said, 
it is told. 
As she was walking around the island , 
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during the long time she stayed there, 
a young sea gull and 
a young female eider duck 
she had for pets; 
looking at them fighting together 
she had nothing else to laugh at she said, 
it is told. 
During that long time she stayed there, 
there was one sea-otter 
she tried to have for a pet 
but when it got too many lice 
she left it. 
After she had been taken, 
when she told stories, 
that too she told. 

Those Kayakmen thus making war 
when they had destroyed the Attu people 
went to Agattu , where they had been killing the Agattu people, 
from there went east. 
After that, 
when several years had passed, 
when Kayakmen again came there from the east, 
from Umnak, 
an umiak reaching Attu , 
went around Attu but did not see anybody . 
When they reached the village called Hanilig, 
finding Chuning at Hanilig, 
sitting astride a log, chipping over it, 
there where they could see her, 
they went close to her and, 
because they did not want to frighten her, 
touched the end of her log 
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when she stopped to rest. 
Feeling that the end of her log was touched, 
turning her head, 
" Oh, I'm going to see a man at last ," she said. 

From then on, 
never having seen men since she had been left, 
they started to live together and 
Chuning with the people who were by her 
had a child with them and 
then before Chuning's child became big, 
his mother from him died. 
That Chuning's son, 
he wanted to try to speak his mother's former language, 
not speaking that correctly, deeply, 
not being able to say that language deeply, 
from then on the language that he began to speak 
has been like baby-taik. 
Until now those Attu people speak baby-talk 
and their words are not deep. 
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Linda Schandelmeier 

GETTING THE WINTER MEAT 

The dusk settles in around him, 
as his gaunt frame moves easily down the trail , 
30 06 rifle shouldered, 
tan khaki pants and shirt blending 
into the band of alders. 

Each evening he sits, a shape of stillness, 
in the tree platform overlooking the swamp 
as ripe berries harden in the frost 
and the light dims into the night. 

At the house, between twilight 
games of hide and seek 
we listen for a faroff gunshot, 
our eyes straining in the semidarkness 
for his returning stride 
and with it the quieting of a sure hunger. 

Now I wonder if he thought about the killing, 
or the way the trees were hung with the last sun 
while he waited for the moose to cross the swamp 
each fall evening moving toward snow. 
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THE WRITER 
for John Morgan 

The commotion of students in the hallways; 
they breathe around my door 
purring like bees. 
I have to turn into an ill-tempered dwarf 
or the afternoon drains away into the parking lot. 
Oh, I let them in if they are insistent, 
but sometimes as I nod 
I am thinking of my typewriter, 
a dangerous merchant who waves his arms 
to drive them off. 
(My students have books that rival my own, 
springing up everywhere like weeds.) 

Later at the reading of my new poem, 
I dream I behave like a small boy, and 
that my cat reenters my life as a fossil 
creeping along the curtains. 
I look out the window into the summer gardens 
blooming heinously all night. 
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CONVERSATION 

you said 
thirteen cats need a place to hang out 
L. A. won' t do anymore 
and with that loaded your 
mauve platforms, back issues of mother-
earth news, five years of B-girl experience 
in an old Willy's 
jeep headed 
for Idaho. It's not home, but it's better 
than Ventura Blvd. and razzle-dazzle 
Coppertone bodies. 
Out here the grass grows thick and fierce 
along the backyard fence. 

ROOSTER TALK 

King Tut's treasures 
don't shine 

compared to my glistening feathers 

I strut 
among white ladies 

saying 
I am golden, I am golden 
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John Haines & Fred Campbell, circa 1954 

54 permafrost 



Falll979 

RAIN COUNTRY 

The woods are sodden 
and the last leaves 
tarnish and fall. 

Twenty-four years ago 
this rainy autumn 
we walked home from the Lake, 
Campbell and Peg and I, 
over the shrouded Dome, 
the Delta wind in our faces, 
home through the drenched 
and yellowing woodland. 

Bone-chilled but with singing 
hearts, we kindled our fire 
from the stripped bark 
and dry, shaved aspen, 
and while the stove iron 
murmured and cracked 
and our wet wool steamed, 
we talked of a sound 
the earth made that morning--
a heavy rumble in the grey 
hills toward Fairbanks; 
our mountain shivered underfoot, 
and all the birds were still. 

Much rain has fallen. Fog 
drifts in the spruce boughs, 
heavy with alder smoke, 
denser than I remember. 
Campbell is gone, in old age 

John Haines 
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struck down one early winter. 
And Peg in her slim youth 
long since become a stranger. 
The high, round hill 
of Buckeye is silent and cold. 

I am not old , not yet, 
though like a birch-figure 
shorn of its leaves, 
I claim this clearing 
in the one country I know. 
Remembering, fitting names 
to a rain-soaked map-
Gold Run , Minton, 
Tenderfoot, McCoy. 
Here Melvin killed his grizzly, 
there Wilkins built his forge. 
All that we knew, and everything 
but for me forgotten. 
A watershed divides us, 
summer in to lasting fall. 

My axe freezes in my glove, 
the roof poles glazing, 
the steep rain turning to snow. 
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SNOW 

To one who lives in the snow and watches it day by day, 
it is a book to be read. The pages turn as the wind blows; the 
characters shift, and the images formed by their combinations 
change in meaning, but the language remains the same. It is a 
shadow language, spoken by things that have gone by and will 
come again. The same text has been written there for thou-
sands of years, though I was not here, and will not be here in 
winters to come, to read it. These seemingly random ways, 
these paths, these beds, these footprints, these hard, round 
pellets in the snow: they all have meaning. Dark things may 
be written there, news of other lives, their sorties and excur-
sions, their terrors and deaths. The tiny feet of a shrew or a 
vole make a brief, erratic pattern across the snow, and here is 
a hole down which the animal goes. And now the track of an 
ermine comes this way, swift and searching, and he too goes 
down that white shadow of a hole. 

A wolverine, and the loping, toed-in track I followed 
uphill for two miles one spring morning, until it finally dropped 
away into another watershed and I gave up following it. I 
wanted to see where he would go and what he would do. But 
he just went on, certain of where he was going, and nothing 
came of it for me to see but that sure and steady track in the 
snowcrust, and the sunlight strong in my eyes. 

Snow blows across the highway before me as I walk--
little, wavering trails of it swept along like a people dispersed. 
The snow people-where are they going? Some great danger 
must pursue them. They hurry and fall; the wind gives them 
a push, they get up and go on again. 

I was walking home from Redmond Creek one morning 
late in January. On a divide between two watersheds I came 
upon the scene of a battle between a moose and three wolves. 
The story was written plainly in the snow at my feet. The 
wolves had come in from the west, following an old trail 
from the Salcha River, and found the moose feeding in an 
open stretch of the overgrown road I was walking. 

The sign was fresh, it must have happened the night 
before. The snow was tom up, with chunks of frozen moss 
and broken sticks scattered about; here and there, swatches 
of moose hair. A confusion of tracks in the trampled snow--
the splayed, stabbing feet of the moose, the big, furred pads 
and spread toenails of the wolves. 
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I walked on, watching the snow. The moose was large 
and alone, almost certainly a bull. In one place he backed 
himself in to a low, brush-hung bank to protect his rear. The 
wolves moved away from him-those moose feet are dangerous. 
The moose turned, ran on for fifty yards, and the fight began 
again. It became a running, broken fight that went on for 
nearly half a mile in the changing, rutted terrain, the red morn-
ing light coming across the hills from the sun low in the south. 
A pattern shifting and uncertain; the wolves relenting, running 
out in to the brush in a wide circle, and closing again: another 
patch of moose hair in the trodden snow. 

I felt that I knew those wolves. I had seen their tracks 
several times before during that winter, and once they had 
taken a marten from one of my traps. I believed them to be a 
female and two nearly grown pups. If I was right, she may 
have been teaching them how to hunt , and all that turmoil in 
the snow may have been the serious play of things that must 
kill to live. But I saw no blood sign that morning, and the 
moose seemed to have gotten the better of the fight. At the 
end of it he plunged away into the thick alder brush. I saw his 
tracks, moving more slowly now, as he climbed through a low 
saddle, going north in the shallow, unbroken snow. The three 
wolves trotted east toward Banner Creek. 

What might have been silence, an unwritten page, an ab-
sence, spoke to me as clearly as if I had been there to see it. I 
have imagined a man who might live as the coldest scholar on 
earth, who followed each clue in the snow, writing a book as 
he went. It would be the history of snow, the book of winter. 
A thousand year text to be read by a people hunting these hills 
in a distant time. Who was here, and who has gone? What 
were their names? What did they kill and eat? Whom did they 
leave behind. 
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OTHER DAYS 

It is evening, early in November. I am sitting on the 
closed porch of the cabin at Richardson, making snares. Work-
ing with a few strands of cable and a pair of pliers, I make a 
sliding noose seven to eight inches in diameter; it will be for 
lynx, or coyote if I am lucky. The wire is tough and springy, 
and I find it hard to make the knots hold. 

I have spent part of this day cutting wood. Out in the 
yard by the sawhorse there is a pile of freshly sawn birch, and 
slabs of it already split to be stacked against the outside wall of 
the cabin. The woodflesh, the sawdust and chips, are a pale 
yellow on the evening snow. 

The cabin is warm, a fire smolders and sparks in the big 
black woodrange in the room behind me. Something is cook-
ing there on the stovetop; the big kettle hums in the silence. 
Out the window, in the southwest, a cloudy light fades slowly 
over the mountains. The river channel at the foot of the hill is 
frozen, but there downriver I see a dark streak in the snow: 
open water. 

The land out there changes slowly in a thousand years. 
The river itself has shifted from one side of the valley to an-
other, worn its bed deeper in the sediment and rock. Islands 
have formed out there, grown grass and willows, and then been 
washed away , driftpiles buried in sand. The spruce forest on 
these slopes gave way to fire , to birch and aspen , and in the 
spaces among these now the spruce come slowly back. The 
birch will die, stand punky, and fall, and moss thicken once 
more on the downed and rotting trunks. 

Of all I can see from this hillside, the only recent things 
are the narrow roadway below the house, and my own cluster 
of cabins and sheds. Everything else is as it has been for thou-
sands of years. It was colder then , or warmer. Brown coal-
beds were forming in the swamps to the south. Animals and 
birds very like those here now roamed the windy meadows, 
made their way south, and flew north again in a far springtime. 
Enormous herds left tracks in the snow, browsing the willows 
and lichens. And others no longer here, huger, with hairy 
sides and heavy tusks. They were hunted, pursued by shadows 
on the snow. They have passed through, they have eaten and 
killed. 

_Days and years run together. It is later and colder, past 
the m1ddle of December, the shortest days. The sun has gone 
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down behind Mt. Deborah, a cold, pyramidal slab in the south-
west. I am fitting together a new harness for the pup I am 
training. I have cut the leather from strips of tanned moose, 
made from the back of the animal, the thickest part of the 
hide. By the light of this window I sew the collar seams with 
an awl and heavy flax thread. I have already punched holes for 
the bellyband and the collar buckles. 

A large piece of hide taken from a hindquarter of moose 
is soaking in a tub behind the stove. The hair has slipped, and 
I have scraped the hide clean. It soaks in a solution of soap and 
snow water. Stirred and wrung out once or twice a day, it will 
be ready in a week or two to be washed clean, then pulled and 
stretched until it is soft and dry. Later I will hang it in the 
smokehouse and smoke it with dry alder until it is a light or 
deeper brown. I will cut new moccasin soles from it. 

I remember things. Names, friends of years past, a wife 
far off. Last week I saw a magazine article on contemporary 
painters in New York City, photographs of people I once knew. 
I wrote one of them a letter, telling of myself here in the north. 
There will be no answer, and all that seems very far and ages 
distant. 

In that same magazine--or it was another sent to me, or 
borrowed from the roadhouse-! have read something of the 
politics of this nation and the world. Names again: Truman, 
MacArthur, Eisenhower, a place named Korea. But these too 
are distant and unreal. My life is here, in this country I have 
made, in the things I have built. In the world of Richardson 
and Tenderfoot, of Banner Creek, and the Tanana at the foot 
of the hill. I do not want more than this. 

Winter comes dark and close; there is snow, and wind on 
the hills. It is a lean year, and there are few rabbits in the 
country now. Two years ago they were thick in the willows 
and alders; when snow went off in the spring, the gnawed bark 
showed pale near the height of the snowfall. Lynx followed 
the rabbits everywhere, and it was no trick at all to catch a doz-
en or so of the big cats in a few weeks' time. Now the snow in 
the woods shows little sign of anything, only dust and leaves, 
the occasional track of a fox or squirrel. I may catch a few 
marten on the ridges over behind Redmond Creek, a lynx in 
Banner flats, or a fox here along the river. 

I have a small cabin at the mouth of Tenderfoot, six 
miles upriver. I built a new dogsled this fall, and I am eager to 
use it. I have dried fish stacked in the shed, potatoes and 
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cabbage in the cellar, and wood in the yard. A moose, shot 
late and none too fat, hangs from the tall rack behind the 
cabin, frozen like a rock. Little by little I am learning the 
ways of the north. In the darkness and cold that is coming, we 
will not go hungry. 

I put down my work; the light is poor, and I listen. A 
car drives slowly by and is gone over the hill. There are not 
many now so late in the year. 

Seasons, years. The sun will rise over the hill next 
spring. the cold will come again, and more or less snow will 
fall. If I live here long enough, I may see a new migration of 
people from Asia. Here below me is the corridor, the way into 
the continent, a way still open until stopped once more by ice. 

I am alone in my thirty-third year, strange to myself and 
the few people I know. In this immensity of silence and soli-
tude, my childhood seems distant as the age of mastodons and 
sloths: yet it is alive in me and in this life I have chosen to live . 
I am here and nowhere else. 

It is dark in the cabin now , the fire in the stove is going 
out. I am done with these snares. I hang those I have finished 
on a nail by the doorway to the porch; I put away my tools 
and the lengths of unused wire. It is time to feed the dogs, 
and begin supper for myself. Tomorrow I must be up early, 
and out on the trail before light. 

A breath of wind pulls smoke down across the south 
window. Out on the river, there is fog on that open water. 
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from THREE DAYS 

Part II 

I am living out a dream in these woods. Old dreams of 
the far North, old stories read and absorbed: of snow and 
dogs, of moose and lynx, all that is native to these unpeopled 
places. Nothing I have yet done in life pleases me as much as 
this. And yet it seems only half-deliberate, as if I had 
followed a scent on the wind and found myself in this place. 
Having come, I will have to stay, there's no way back. 

The hunting and fishing, the wild fruit, the trapping, 
the wood that we burn, and the food that we eat--it is all given 
to us by the country. The fur of this marten is lovely when 
held in the light, shaken so that the hair stands from the pelt. 
And meat of the moose is good to have, it keeps us fed and 
warm inside, and I pay no butcher for it. Yet I cannot trap 
and kill without thought or emotion, and it may be that the 
killing wounds me also in some small but deadly way. Life is 
here equally in sunlight and frost, in the thriving blood and sap 
of things, in their decay and sudden death. 

It can be hard and cruel sometimes, as we are prepared 
to see it clearly. I put the beast to death for my own purposes, 
as the lynx kills the rabbit, the marten the squirrel, and the 
weasel the mouse. Life is filled with contradictions--confused 
and doubting in the heart of a man, or it is straight as an arrow 
and full of purpose. 

I look at my hands and flex my fingers. They have han-
dled much, done things I hardly dreamed of doing when I was 
younger. I have woven my nets with them and made my 
snares. I have pulled the trigger of my rifle many times and 
watched a bird fall or a moose crumple to the ground. And 
with these hands I have gone deep into the hot body of the ani-
mal, and torn from it the still-quivering tissue of lungs, heart, 
liver and guts. There is blood under the nails, dirt and grease 
in the cracks of the finger joints. 

I have learned to do these things, and do them well, as 
if I'd come into something for which I had a native gift. And 
a troubling thought will return sometimes: having done so 
much, would I kill a man? I do not know. I might if I had to, 
in anger perhaps, passion of defense or revenge. But not, I 
think, in the cold, judging light of the law. I have seen a war, 
a dead man floating in the sea off a Pacific island, and I was 
there. By my presence alone, I took part in many deaths. I 
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cannot pretend that I am free and guiltless. Justice evades us; 
the forest with all its ancient scarcity and peril is still within us, 
and it may be that we will never know a world not haunted in 
some way by a return to that night of the spirit, where the 
hangman adjusts his noose and the executioner hones his axe to 
perfection. 

I put these thoughts away, and look out the window to 
the sunlit snow on the hillside across the creek. In this wilder-
ness life I have found a way to touch the world once more. 
One way. To live the life that is here to be lived, as nearly as I 
can without that other-dockhands, hours and wages. I relive 
each day the ancient expectation of the hunt--the setting out, 
and the trail at dawn. What will we find today? 

I leave some of my mankindness behind me for a while 
and become part tree, a creature of the snow. It is a long way 
back, and mostly in shadow. I see a little there, not much, 
but what I see will never be destroyed. 

I may not always be here in these woods. The trails I 
have made will last a long time; this cabin will stand twenty 
years at least before it falls. I can imagine a greater silence , a 
deeper shadow where I am standing, but what I have loved will 
always be here. 

* 
Night, and the day passes. Evening, another pot of 

stew-rice and chunks of meat, dried vegetables, onions, a 
little fat, and spice for flavor. The weather holding steady, 
still 29 below. I continue to hear some wind on the dome. 

I rise early on the morning of the third day, make my 
breakfast by lamplight. Oats and bread, some meat in the fry-
pan. Might as well feed up, it will be another long day . I take 
my time this morning, dressing slowly, putting things away. I 
bring in more wood and stack it by the stove. Outside in the 
clear frost I hang the frozen lynx high on the rack; nothing will 
bother it there. Dawn comes slowly over the hills, lighting the 
snowy dome. 

I pack my gear--the small axe again, a few traps. One 
marten skin to carry, three marten to pick up on the way. My 
pack will be as heavy as before. 

The fire slowly dies and the cabin grows cool again. I 
fill a shallow pan with the remaining water and place it on the 
stove. It will freeze, and I will have water quickly the next 
time here. I put away my saw and the big axe; there is bark 
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and kindling at hand when I come again. I close the door and 
latch it. I look around with care, at the cabin and the yard-
everything is in place. I will be back in a week or ten days. 

It is minus 24 degrees this morning; some thin clouds are 
forming, it may snow by evening. I take my pack and , stick 
in hand, set off up the trail toward Glacier Creek. 

III 

It is evening again, and I have come by the river from 
Banner Creek. I came by another trail today, over thelong 
divide between Redmond and Banner, another part of the 
country. It was hard walking in places; much of it is steep 
sidehill scraped and gouged by a Cat trail made many years 
ago, with several small springs and water under the snow. 

I met with some wind on a high and open ridge where I 
could look east into the rose-grey morning sunlight. I felt too 
warm from climbing, and stopped to take the lining out of my 
parka. The wind came only now and then, not cold , a little 
loose snow blowing across the open trail. 

Few traps and no marten there, but plenty of moose sign 
in the willows going down into Banner. One big red fox caught 
somehow in a trap set for marten, caught by the toes only , and 
not for long. He watched me as I came near, stretched out on 
the short chain, his eyes enormous in alertness and fear. I 
thought of trying to knock him out with a blow from my stick , 
so that I could free him from the trap and let him go. But I 
finally killed him, breaking his neck as I have learned to do. I 
put him into my pack with the others, tying him down, and 
took the trap with me. 

I was close to Banner Creek, walking slowly on a straight 
and open stretch of the trail, when I came upon a set of wolf 
tracks. They were soon joined by others, and I saw that three, 
possibly four, wolves had come out of the dense, sloping 
spruce wood to the north, and finding my foot trail, had 
turned to follow it. 

Thinking they might return in a few days, I set two 
heavy snares in that open place, a few yards apart from each 
other. I propped the nooses over my trail, supporting them 
with some brush cut from the woods nearby and stuck down 
in the scant snow. I tried to make the sets appear as natural as 
I could , and looking at them afterwards from a distance, it 
seemed to me that they might work. Yet somehow I do not 
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expect much from them ; the wind may blow them down, or 
the wolves go around them. 

I went on down Banner Creek, walking the old road be-
tween the spruce and the birch, the snow so light this winter it 
hardly fills the frozen ruts. A side path turning off into the 
woods brought me into a brushy flat where I keep an ancient 
and tilting cabin. I stopped there to build a fire in the stove 
and make some tea. My feet were sore from walking that hard 
trail in soft moccasins, and it felt good to take off the pack and 
rest for a while. The cabin is old and damp and does not heat 
well, but it is better than no camp at all. 

Afterwards I searched in the brushy trails near the cabin 
where I have set snares for lynx. But I have caught nothing 
there this winter. Today one snare was missing; something had 
made off with it-what? The snow told me nothing. 

In late afternoon I walked the last mile home along the 
Tanana, through the woods on the steep hillside between the 
river and the highway. The sun was gone, and light on the 
river, on the ice, a steely grey. Clouds were building a heavy 
darkness in the west. Sounds came to me along the river: 
water running somewhere out on the ice, a dog barking at Rich-
ardson. A car went by on the road, going to Fairbanks, going 
to Delta. People. 

I sit here now, the long day over and the pack gone from 
my shoulders at last. My heavy clothing removed, moccasins 
hung up to dry, mittens and gloves drying on the rack above 
the stove. Half-sleepy, warmed by the fire, while Jo makes 
supper, and we talk. What happened while I was gone? Yes-
terday, today, the day before. A moose on the hill, water 
and wood, and no one came. The world is still the same, it 
will be the same tomorrow. 

I am happy deep inside. Not the mind-tiredness of too 
much thought, of thoughts that pursue each other endlessly in 
that forest of nerves, anxiety and fear. But a stretching kind 
of tiredness, the ease and satisfaction of the time well spent, 
and of the deep self renewed. 

Tomorrow, marten to skin and meat to cut. What else? 
It is two degrees below zero this evening. The wind is blowing. 
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HARVEST 

There will be much to remember, 
like a load of wood 
on your shoulders, a dusty 
sack in your arms, full 
of the smell of rutabagas 
and winter cabbage. 

For the paths are rough, 
and the days come on 
like driven horses. 

But we have kept faith 
with ourselves. 
We will not look back 
but press on, deeper than 
the source of water, 
to the straw-filled cave 
of beginnings. 

There in the vegetable darkness 
to strike a match, kindling 
the cold, unlikely sun. 
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Nancy Schau[elberger 

PONY TREKKING IN SOUTH WALES 

70 

We ride ponies, 
Furry and gruff from winter pasture, 
First saddled for spring today. 
Slowly, we climb 
In an elbow-jointed line 
To the top of the ridge 
Where the wind plays our bones 
Like patterns in the grass. 

The small American boy 
Kicks his mount wildly 
Dreaming of "Gunsmoke." 
While our guide, 
Born in the house we just left, 
Tells him 
There is no hurry on this mountain; 
And finally, that he must walk 
If he does not quit kicking. 

We stop for lunch 
In the short grass 
With little talk 
As the trees are small and 
Seem to root our drifting words. 
I spot a hawk on an up-draft-
By the shift of its wings, 
The tilt of its furrowed neck 
We know it has seen us. 

Then , someone notices 
That the grass is wetter, 
And suddenly we are left lonely, 
Small and cold, longing 
For a beer at the grey shingled pub 
On the hedged corner 
Of the cross-road to Abergavenny. 
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Ellen Levine 

MIRROR 

The mirror exploded while you slept. 
You dreamed of rain, 
of your feet bleeding. 
You woke to fingers of glass, 
resumed a dangerous sleep 
until splinters burst into light. 

What was it you found in that flotsam 
of silver in your hands? 
Did you think: this shard 
is father who's trying to speak ; 
this a coral from Afghanistan; 
and this the friend who swallowed his tongue? 

Did those mirrors whisper that you're clearly 
here? This is your mouth, one eye, scarred knee, 
hair curling at the neck . 
You are swimming in a pool of ice, 
and everywhere you look 
glaciers are sliding into the sea. 
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POEM 

I 
for N. 

Did they cut into you just when the fish flopped 
out of their bowl? That was the day the plants 
cracked their pots for air. All that straining 
while they put you to sleep and took out your womb. 

You bled into yourself, always hurting. 
They sliced out the blood. The fish are breathing 
again. I think of you while I plug the tank 
and prune. When they sewed you up 
I could hear the dust weaving itself 
into threads of soil and water and blood. 

II 
for T. 

You wrote about the woman who replaced 
her womb with bonbons. That was another story. 
Yours is poking and pushing and taking 
out something too big to stay inside. Now 
it's first person, so you stay awake to watch, 
but can't see past the sheet. A slash and home 
in five days. You water the fern and make 
tea for us, feeling all the holes they've left. 
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III 

I chose my wound. 
I baked bread again the next week 
and walked stooped for a while. 
Later the pain got worse 
but I was already healed . The cat warmed 
my belly, the plants thrived on water 
from the fish tank, and I did not dream at night. 

A filament of blood binds 
us like kin: we sing to our bodies, 
we ask for nothing but ourselves. 
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AN ARROW CLOUD 

A red picket fence surrounds the house. The house is 
less than important. They merely sleep there. Lisa is sitting 
outside in a rocking chair. There are two rose bushes in the 
eastern corner of the backyard. The roses are red on one bush. 
The other bush produces roses that are Hawaii colored. She 
does not like either bush much. 

"Is Dad soused again?" 

Down the road, there is a very large house. Three sto-
ries, twelve windows facing the road , a fountain near the front 
door, and "tons of manzanita trees" impose themselves on the 
village. 

From the other side of the fence, she can be seen brush-
ing her blonde hair. She has on a long white skirt. Above it is 
a black camisole that features black lace across the fair skinned 
breasts. She is only fifteen , so the breasts will be deliciously 
large soon. 

Lisa was in the school play last week. She played a wid-
ow and wore a toga. Her husband was run through with a 
Roman sword after harsh words were spoken in a bar. He had 
left the bar and gone to the shoreline. It was very dark and he 
thought he was alone. He removed his toga and started for the 
surf. 

However, many people in the audience felt that Lisa 
had upstaged her late husband at the wake. She was supposed 
to pull out her hair and throw herself to the tiled floor. In-
stead, she tore off her toga . She then slipped into the wooden 
bed at stage left. The sheets were white and there was no pil-
low. And then she asked, " Is Dad soused again?" 

What were the other actors to do? One boy went in the 
other direction to a table. The table was supporting a bowl of 
fruit. The boy picked up an apple and started eating it. The 
others on stage joined him, except for Lisa and the deceased 
husband. 
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She is now looking up at the blue sky. There is only one 
cloud. It is directly above her chair. It is arrow shaped. In 
fact, the arrow has chip marks on it. It is probably a Sioux 
arrowhead. The shaft has disappeared. 

It is rumored in the village that Lisa is forced to eat raw 
string beans every other night. 

After dinner, she goes up to her room where he meets 
her. There are two twin beds in the room. After they place 
a screen between the beds, they remove their clothing. 

The curtains have not been drawn. She is atop the 
quilted bed. She is looking down at her left thigh where her 
left hand is squeezing the muscle. She is taking deep breaths. 
Her breasts seem larger in this light. The bedside lamp illumi-
nates her torso. Only her left shoulder is in shadow. But her 
companion is within a large shadow. The blue screen keeps the 
lamp's direct light off his flesh. He is standing in front of the 
other bed. He is holding a pair of corduroy trousers in front of 
him as he removes his keys from the front right pocket. He is 
muscular and olive skinned. He is fourteen. His penis is erect. 
As he places the keys on a small black table to his left, a light is 
turned off in the room above theirs. 

When the wake was over, we all went up on stage and 
helped the actors eat the fruit in the previously mentioned 
bowl. I offered Lisa an orange that I had peeled. She ate half 
of it and wiped her hands on the sheet that covered her. 

I have ordered a pair of trifocals. I feel dazed from the 
events of yesterday. I seem to have not assembled it properly. 
After they had gone to sleep, I slipped into the room through 
the window. They were waiting for me. He and I traded 
places. I waited on the extra bed. Before I knew what had 
happened, it was morning. 

As the sunlight replaced the lamp's yellow light, I 
could hear more of her husband's relatives arriving for the 
wake. Lisa put on a white tee shirt and her favorite white 
skirt. The skirt falls nearly to her ankles and has a slit up to 
her left thigh. 

I would like to have a glass of water or a piece of fruit to 
get that sleep taste out of my mouth. If she remembers, she'll 
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be right back. Then I will climb out the window and go to the 
front to ring the bell. She will let me enter the foyer. I will 
take her hands in mine and kiss her tan forehead. Perhaps her 
mother will be there, but I don't think so. Her mother is prob-
ably going to stay with her dead husband. 

Then we will walk into the dining room. She will take 
several inkblot designs from a drawer in her father's desk. Af-
ter all the guests have one, she and I will sit next to each other 
at the old redwood table. "What can I make of this?" 

"It looks like four women dancing at the edge of a pond . 
Only one of the women is well-conditioned . They are all 
watching where they step, as if avoiding dead bees." 

Now Lisa is returning her hair brush to the lamb skin 
purse that is next to her rocking chair. The arrowhead cloud is 
still overhead. It is said that her father painted the fence red to 
match the red velvet wallpaper in her bedroom. I heard it was 
done on her fifteenth birthday. The top edge of her right are-
ola can be seen through the lace, but the nipple itself is hidden 
behind the solid black of her nylon camisole. 
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Peggy Shumaker 

CANYON DE CHELLEY 

Corn straggles dry 
below me: the weaver 
who measures with two fingers 
the colors in a pattern 
to keep luck in. 
One thread leaves a way out, 
a hole in the fence, like the one 
Mirey chased the sheep through before I could shut up 
her barking. We whacked the lambs, 
played keep away 
with the missionaries. 
We smelled of wood smoke 
chased round and round 
in a round stove in a round house. 
My daughter, too, smells of wood smoke. 
She'll make pottery, black like Maria's. 
By the river of oranges, 
she'll hunt polishing stones. 
Traders will come 
and wait for her, watching 
our burros in rope neckties 
shave circles in wild grass. 
Yes, traders will come 
to ask her to name a price, 
and they will say please. 
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A FEW CHORES 

For some moments now I have moumed my organs, 
dumped without ceremony in a blue speckled roaster. 

Relatives huddle 
and guess why and why 

My daughter, stiff as a charred bird, 
fights the gladioli. 

Whistling a tune from a beer commercial, 
a tune he left on my bones-

My body a hand-me-down-he dressed me 
casual as any husband. 

Rubber aprons, bed with a drain. 
My liquids, a pool of blue fire. 

Off key , satin sheets, my hair stiff on the pillow. 
Won't they see the wire widening the nostrils? 

Burlap sacks and pails of water: 
the assistant dousing blue fire 

Such odd labor to deliver an ordinary shell, 
the kind you'd notice only if you stepped on it. 
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A MAN WITH A STOCKING CAP 

A man with a stocking cap 
and a walrus moustache 
lives inside the peanut. 
At night he and his wife 
rehash old arguments : 
whether to slap 
the children or merely 
deprive them, who deserves 
the first cut 
of beef. Their regimen 
is the pole they lean from, 
the strap that keeps 
the golden ring just 
out of reach. 
The wife's jaw juts 
like a brass drawer-pull. 

The man goes fishing, 
snaps triangles in a can 
of corn. He smells 
like a used chew, jiggles 
Velveeta on his Z-ray. 
Not one mosquito ignores 
his torn flannel , his ears. 
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ON WHAT YOU TERMED "THE VIGOUR 
OF RUDE MALE HEALTH" ETC. 

There's a picture of me sitting on a jeep 
Nearly naked and nearby (smelling distance) 
Two young ladies two beautiful young ladies 
And I am waving my armpit is waving 
All over the place with palm trees waving too 
The ladies I forget their names are laughing 
Out of my mouth comes (any six syllables) 
We've stopped again in the middle of the road 
Another drunken twice-exposed photograph 
Up in the trees sits someone down on the beach 
And this out in the middle of Mexico 
Was the greatest moment in my life, James Joyce. 
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Ronald Crowe 

FAIRFIELD HIGHLANDS-1943 
outskirts of Birmingham, Alabama 

I'll tell you what kind of 
place it was-a World War II 
neighborhood of cheap little 
frame houses mostly dirty white on 
a red clay road lived in by grimy 
steel workers and Miz Bird our 

next door neighbor used to demolish 
Mother by coming right out and saying 
shit a word not acknowledged by 
a Southern lady of French Huguenot descent 
whose main mistake had been marrying 
way beneath herself but getting 
back to Miz Bird she thought our 

traveling salesman Daddy was a 
German spy because he wore a 
coat and tie to work but still 
our name being Crowe we always felt 
a special thing with Miz Bird and 
afterall she was a war mother at least 

till the U.S. Navy discharged her son 
Buzz because of head trouble Daddy 
said an irreplaceable Jack of brains but 
Miz Bird always insisted he 

was just as much a hero as the Taylor 
boy up the street they made so much 
over just because he picked up 
a burning phosphorous bomb stuck 
in the bomb bay of a B-25 over France 
and tossed it and 

what's left of him all these 
years later is working at the V. A. 
office in Birmingham and still 
burning. 
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GUNS 

The blue-blooded Mauser's first cousin 
this thirty-ought-six bolt-action Springfield 
U. S. Army 1943 by Underwood Typewriter smells 
of serious business gun oil metal and oily 
hardwood fills your hands not at all 
like a good woman lift 

the bolt handle click pull 
back click the brass jumps 
halfway across the red carpet push 
forward catching the top edge of 
the new cartridge and out the 
magazine smoothly into the chamber click 
push down the bolt handle click locking 
the three lugs that keep it from blowing 
back half your head off that 

last time when I made a fine pistol shot 
at thirty yards the white fluff ran 
only a few steps before falling over to lay 
with a thin fading cry like a sick baby 
heartbroken blood too red against white snow and 
whiter fur I picked it up by 
the hind legs kicking new snow over the red 
like it never happened and holstered my 
all-American Ruger single action revolver and walked 
back to the cabin saying silently over and over by 
god it was the last time and 

this thirty-ought-six perfected in oh three is 
the mousetrap of bolt-action rifles direct 
descendant of the 1840 Prussian needle gun man has 
always perfected his killing tools first and 

even with my staunch resolution I stand here holding 
it and all the pencils in the world cannot write 
away this pull on my insides as 
explicable as what pulls the goose south 
in winter and that is the only reason believe 
me all else is rationalization. 
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An Interview with Gunter Grass 

The following typescript is from a tape of John Hilliard's interview with 
Giinter Grass on KFRB Radio , Fairbanks , Alaska, AprilS , 1979. 

Some of the interviewer's questions are abbreviated; and sometimes Grass 
is summarized and his English corrected, although this editor , Irmgard 
Hunt, tries to retain the special flavor of Grass' talk. 

What research was involved in writing The Flounder? 

The Flounder took me about two years of research in 
anthropology-Levi Strauss, Margaret Mead. Our history writ-
ing is too concentrated on power questions, war, peace, dyn-
asties, and kings, the pope, the church and parties. The main 
questions of human beings are neglected-the food question, for 
example. We are living in a world full of possibilities from 
technology; information and transportation are easy. Yet more 
than during the middle ages the food question is terrible--more 
than half the world population is undernourished-wrong nutri-
tion, too much sugar, etc., too much wasting. This is the first 
level of The Flounder. Second level in The Flounder: the fe-
male role. You will find women written about in " old-fash-
ioned" history writing only if they acted like men, from Kath-
arina the Great on to the present day--Indira Ghandi. You will 
find them only in history books if they were like men , better 
than men, or more terrible than men. I looked at the history 
of nutrition, and that 's why the eleven main characters in the 
book are cooks-female cooks. Third level with that: 4000 
year battle-the male-female power struggle, then the Tribunal. 
Fourth level : the Flounder, from the Grimm fairy tale . I was 
looking for somebody, a figure able to concentrate or combine 
all the levels of the epic, and I thought of the Flounder. I 
thought he could be that role. This was the beginning. It took 
me five years from then on. 

In the process you created many versions? 

Yes, I wrote it three times, and it was changed from the 
beginning to the end. I wrote a lot of poetry too and put it be-
tween the prose, following the tradition of German romantic 
literary period. And I did a lot of etchings and drawings too, 
in the process. That's my first profession. I started after the 
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war as a stone mason, then I was a student in art school, first 
as a sculptor, in Dusseldorf, and Berlin West, and up to today 
I go on with etchings. 

For example, a collection of old Indian myths from 
South America collected by Levi Strauss are telling us that in 
these regions-Stone Age regions, a woman took fire from hea-
ven. And we in our western world are living with a "propaganda 
lie" of the Greek people and the democracy. They turned the 
mother myths to the father right and they invented the mythos 
of Prometheus. Man brought fire from heaven to earth, and 
this means that it gave "fire" a meaning of male understanding. 
Fire for melting metals andso on. I turn this around. In the 
beginning of the book I tell the story of Awa bringing fire from 
heaven and how this also changed her body in a marvelous way. 

You work with the Primal Mother. 

Yes, I have a marvelous mother complex and nobody 
will make money with my mother complex except me. I never 
will meet an analyst. I think it is one of the terrible sicknesses 
of our times that anyone who thinks he has a complex is run-
ning to the analyst, paying his money, losing his complex per-
haps-but then he is poorer. We need complexes. I'm afraid of 
people without complexes. I hope you have some. 

You talk about profound cultural changes in your book. How-
ever, the actual message is often very different from what it 
appears to be. 

You see, what I will show in telling stories-sometimes 
they are really funny ones--they are terrible, they have to be 
funny. I think the best expression of this pair is humor, and 
with this method I try to show that everything in our western 
world-but not only the western world-is occupied by men , our 
thinking, our understanding of power, our practice to solve 
conflicts, our western philosophy is written by men, our his-
tory is done by men, written by men , the commentaries are 
written by men, and so on .... And what we need is a female 
alternative. We don't have this. And we are just now begin-
ning to understand that we need something more. All this male 
thinking, all this believing in the religion of reason brought us 
to the point of nuclear disasters, of a race of growth , this soci-
ety of consumerism, this wasting of materials in production 
ideas, this materialism-you will find this in western capitalism 
and in the state capitalism of communism. They are like twins. 
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They react like twins. They are jealous of each other, they in-
vent conflicts-but they are twins, and-we need a third child 
who is free of these old-fashioned complexes and conflicts be-
tween twins, participating in our western world and in the east-
ern part. And this is why on the one hand I am, as a writer, in 
love with women, with women characters of the early period of 
the Stone Age up to today--but there is also the satirical period-
the part of the militant feminists of our day. I criticise these 
militant feminists because I think what they really and only 
want is to be in power like men and to go on like men-and to 
make the same mistakes. We have had enough of this kind of 
men's stupidity. We don't need female stupidity in the same 
manner. What we need is an alternative thinking. We can see 
in the family how different women react to conflicts, perhaps 
between children. They are handling these conflicts in another 
way than men do. Or, women, in their own thinking, don't 
like to waste stuff--they are pushed to do it because the male 
economic system is organized to waste things. To waste and to 
produce in a new way and to waste again and so on and so on. 
To bring it into a picture, you see: I would like to have the 
frigidaire at home that my grandmother used, and pass it on 
from generation to generation like old furniture. We are able to 
produce such frigidaires, but the production is such that after 
five years they don't work anymore. You put them away . The 
same is happening with cars. We are able to produce all the 
things in a better manner; we could use them for a long time, 
but we don't do it because our production idea is a terrible 
destroying philosophy, destruction, waste of material, waste of 
resources. Now we see the moment when there will be no more 
oil, no more copper, no more of this and that, and now we are 
a little bit afraid. We are looking for an idea how to change it. 
We are prisoners of our own economic system If somebody 
comes along and says: we have to change, we have to change 
the economic system, people-mostly in the United States say : 
he is a communist. But also in Western Europe. I know this 
because I have been involved in politics there for years. 

You regard both capitalism and communism somewhat beside 
the point? 

From my particular point of view, I'm a democratic 
socialist. I'm not against communism like McCarthy; to take 
one ideology against another won't do. I'm always attacking 
the communists because they are capitalists. They are State 
Capitalists. They are just as little as our western capitalistic 
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system controlled by a democratic process. Remember the 
first oil crisis. Shell and the others--they did what they wanted. 
No democratic government was able to control them. Then we 
were able to see and we see this again and again, that the rulers 
of our world are not our governments, not our elected people, 
but the international concern, ITT and others, who are making 
policy on their own level, and they are, to me, as terrible as 
the state capitalist system of the Soviet Union. And I am sure 
they are working together. More than we know. 

It is a troubling, disturbing book. The artistic instinct is 
strongly associated with the male principle. In looking for 
alternatives after our present mess, how important is the 
retention of the artistic level? Can we have our cake and eat it 
too? 

Yes. We have a beginning. We have many female paint-
ers and writers. It is the beginning of an alternative. But what 
I want to give to the reader: to open his mind for fantasy, to 
use his own fantasy. People in our days are limited by only 
pragmatic thinking, in thinking about little conflicts and little 
fears we have in our days; we don't think in long terms; most 
people don't know anything about past times, and I'm sure 
that without a knowledge of past times we are not able to 
understand our present time. And I try to encourage the 
reader, as I do in writing this book, to use his own fantasy, to 
take himself into the 14th century and to try to ask himself: 
how would I react in this 14th century like Dorothea von Man-
tau the main character in that century. How you would react 
as a woman like Fat Gret in the time of the reformation. Or 
how would I react in the 19th century like Lena Stubbe, com-
ing from the working class and writing a cook book for the pro-
letarian people. Such a book did not exist and was very nec-
essary. I think this is a possibility only art can give to people--
to open up. This is another kind of reality. It's a reality too. 
There are more dimensions in it, more possibilities which give 
you the kind of freedom we have as human beings. Our under-
standing of reality is so limited to things we see, we can touch, 
we can buy, sell, destroy-but there are other possibilities in 
our dreams, in our wishes. Like fairy tales are real in this 
other way. This is one of the reasons why I took this old 
German fairy tale, The Fisherman and his Wife, as the center 
of this book. Every line of it is coming from this fairy tale and 
going back to it. 
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Do you believe people should read fairy tales? 

Read and tell children, loud, speak out, not with this 
nice fairy tale-like voice in which people are used to doing it. 
They are sometimes terrible, these fairy tales. They are full of 
reality as I see it. 

Embarking on alternative, unknown paths-there might not be 
any novels, or symphonies? 

I don't know. But you see, what I know is that reading 
and writing books is a special thing. Television perhaps is bring-
ing a program; people are sitting comfortably with a drink, 
they see and they see and the program is running and running, 
and if you ask afterwards what they have seen, well? One pro-
gram is washing the other one away. And if you ask somebody 
who is now perhaps 30 years old: when you were 15 or 16, 
you read a book you were very impressed by and you saw a tel-
evision program you were also very impressed by, what do you 
remember better? The written word. The reason is because 
you have something to do. You are given written imagination 
but you have to return this written imagination, add your own. 
Television is serving you perfect pictures, finished pictures. 
You can't add anything to it. You only can forget about it. 
This is the difference and this is my hope, because we need 
books and because only human beings are able to do this, we 
will go on with books. Perhaps we will have other forms of 
books or we will return to books better done, more like trea-
sures you want to collect and keep . If you have a nuclear dis-
aster and you must decide in five minutes what you will take 
with you , perhaps you will decide on books because we need 
them. 

Three times writing The Flounder: first version resembling the 
third? 

Generally I write all my books three times. The first 
version is a shorter one, full of holes and written very spon-
taneously. The second is a long one, too long and very cor-
rect, very clear, but it is a little bit dry and overworked. And 
then in the third version I try to keep together the spontaneous 
character of the first one and the correctness of the second one, 
and also this idea of what kind of book I am writing. It's a 
novel, I called it a novel, but I'm not sure. It is a long fairy 
tale and it is also a house book, and a lot of people use it that 
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way-once you have read it, you can read it again, one day this 
chapter another day that, you can also use it for cooking. 
There are lots of recipes in it you can use, except for a few 
with mushrooms-they are dangerous. 

Have you written anything since The Flounder? 

I have just finished a book in Germany. I think the 
English title will be The Meeting of Telgte, a short novel. 180 
pages. It was marvelous to write a short book after The 
Flounder. It's quite a different book. I'm telling the story of 
a meeting of German baroque writers during the last year of the 
30-year war. 164 7, between Munster and Osnabruckin West-
phalia, where the enemies of this war spoke about making 
peace for about four years. In '48 peace came about. I took 
the year 164 7 because it is just 300 years before the year 194 7 
when, also after a war, WW II, another meeting of writers hap-
pened in Germany, when a friend of mine, Hans Werner Rich-
ter, called all German writers in this destroyed and divided 
country, to speak about literature again, what to do now. Be-
cause like in the 17th century everything was destroyed, occu-
pation of armies, and the language was corrupted, in the 17th 
century and also in this century. Language was corrupted from 
the Nazi time and also from outside influences: How to begin 
again with literature? I thought it would make it much more 
clear to show with the group of 164 7 what the problems of 
Group ( 19)4 7 were. Our problems of today have a long history. 
This book is just finished and out now in Germany. 

Talking about the problems of today and yesterday reminds me 
of something in The Flounder that puzzled me. The Flounder 
is, in the end, accepting guilt for things that have gone wrong-
with the exception of Stalin and Hitler. Why? 

At that time the Flounder had stopped talking to men. 
But he saw the result. In this period he saw that he did give 
men the power to do things he didn't want. They misused the 
power the fish had given to them. That's the reason he is fed 
up, he doesn't want to speak with men anymore. He looks for 
contact with women. In the beginning of the book they catch 
the Flounder willingly. He is caught by three sailing and fish-
ing feminists, in our present century in the Baltic Sea. He says 
as he did in the Neolithicum to men: If you set me free I will 
give you advice. They don't do it. The women take him to 
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land and put him on trial. The end is that one group, the fem-
inist group, wants to punish him to death; the other group 
says: perhaps we can use him. Perhaps we need his advice. 
The punishment is only symbolic; they eat flounder before 
his eyes; he can see what could happen to him normally .... 
The end of the book is that the man is standing outside of the 
story, the last of the cooks, Maria, is standing in the Baltic Sea 
and is speaking with the fish, and the man doesn't understand; 
they are laughing and he doesn't understand a word. For the 
first time, he is out of information. Women had been out of 
information for centuries, and now, for the first time, it is the 
man. This makes him very nervous. The Flounder had given 
men the power and the last result was Stalin and Hitler. Then 
he says: This I didn't want. This gesture we know: people in 
Germany have said, we needed a strong man, Hitler, when 
everything was terrible: Things became better. After one year, 
there were no more unemployed people in Germany. Then the 
result was Auschitz, and then everybody said: This we did not 
want. But it's too late. And you had this also in the United 
States with Vietnam. It started with some advisers saying that 
we have to take care of this ... we want to defend democracy. 
But over there, also in Korea, they had power-corrupted men 
ruling-it had nothing to do with democracy, more and more 
soldiers were sent, and in the end there was a disaster. I'm sure 
that Kennedy would have liked to say: I did not want this .... 
But he started it. As a politician he has to have a view of 
what's coming. 

Is writing difficult? 

It is more and more difficult, as you write more. In the 
beginning with The Tin Drum, my first novel, the only thing I 
was afraid of was that I could die in the middle of it, before 
finishing the book. And afterwards I was a famous man. This 
doesn't help. Now it is only something boring and you have to 
forget about it when you write a new book. You have to for-
get about the wishes of the readers, you have to forget about 
the wishes of the publisher, you have to forget about your own 
fame, and so on and so on, and then you have this terrible 
white paper. Every morning: white paper. I help myself in 
this way: If I have finished five pages on a good day, then I 
begin a sixth, two or three lines on the next page. When I start 
the next morning I see these three lines in the typewriter and I 
get angry about them, and that's a good way to begin again, 
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but never have to start with a white paper. These are little 
tricks to help you, to answer your question why writing can be 
difficult. But on the other hand it is marvelous. The process 
of writing for a long time--as with The Flounder, five years, 
gives you a feeling--ja, like a god. You are creating something, 
and you have the feeling that the artist is the only one, woman 
or man, who is able to go on with the creation of our world, to 
do something new, to show new possibilities. And I have 
learned during these years, the last 20 years, in the beginning 
you look to finishing the book, you look for the result, for the 
reaction. But then you learn very shortly that the reaction to 
books is not so interesting. Sometimes it is always the same, 
some critics have their cliche of an author, they write always 
the same sentence and terms. And I think for the writer and 
artist the only really interesting period is the process of writing. 
Work in progress is the interesting period. 

Much as you study-do you regard yourself as an academic 
in any way? 

(Laughing.) I left school when 15. Then I became a 
soldier. I have seen a lot of people of my generation who fin-
ished school, who have their Matura, who perhaps went to 
University and got some degree. Then they stopped and got 
lazy and did not do anything more. And I have seen a lot of 
people like me who did not finish school and who did go on and 
on and taught themselves afterwards. And this is one reason 
why I don't believe in school. I don't believe in education-the 
system of education. It is too closed up. People afterwards 
are fixed with some results; they have the feeling now I am a 
specialist of this and I am finished with this and that is enough 
for me. But I never have this feeling. From book to book I 
have to study, I have to learn, I am an autodidact. I never 
learned to do it in universities. I need much more time than 
somebody with training. But I like my autodidactic method 
and I hope I will learn more and more. Perhaps this last book I 
have written-somebody told me it's my doctor degree about 
baroque literature. But I hope it's not boring like germanistic 
works about this period, because I'm telling stories about this 
period. I try to make these forgotten baroque writers come 
alive again, and to show how the conditions were during this 
terrible war time of the 30-year war. 
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REVIEWS 

Crooked Road: The Story of the Alaska Highway. By David A. Remley. 
(New York: McGraw Hill, 1976. 253 pages. $10.95) 

Americans are a travelling people. This is nowhere more evident 
than in the existence of the great number of trails crossing the North 
American continent. Airways, waterways, highways , freeways, express-
ways, interstates, tolls, trails , traces, paths and roads network the land 
in a vast flow of people on the move , creating a national destiny and a 
history. Since traveling is an integral aspect of the culture of America, it 
is appropriate that this be commemorated in the American Trails Series, 
a group of scholarly works about the famous roads and trails that have 
been instrumental in the settling of America. One of the most recent 
works in this series is David A. Remley's Crooked Road: The Story of 
the Alaska Highway. 

Realizing at the outset of World War II that "the defense of Alaska 
(was) the defense of Canada," the Canadian and United States govern-
ments combined forces and worked feverishly to complete the 1500-mile 
highway. The U. S. Corps of Engineers, under constant threat of a Japan-
ese invasion on the West Coast, and beset with a myriad of logistical and 
engineering problems connected with the northern permafrost, completed 
the "Alcan" tote road in only nine months. Further work was done by 
the Public Roads Administration. From Edmonton, Alberta, to Fair-
banks, Alaska, the "crooked road" passed through the frontier outposts 
of Dawson Creek, Fort St. John, Fort Nelson, Watson Lake, Whitehorse, 
and over vast expanses of permafrost, rough mountainous terrain, and 
across numerous muskegs and surging rivers. With careful scholarship, 
Remley has outlined the plans and the subsequent construction of the 
"Alcan" Highway by drawing from contemporary newspaper stories, gov-
ernment documents, histories, --and, most interestingly, the oral histories, 
the reminiscences of people who lived and worked along the highway. 

After the war ended, the road was opened for general use and a 
great onrush of people headed north to Alaska, in a manner "something 
like the Klondike gold rush." Remley describes in detail the attitudes of 
the Canadians and Alaskans toward the Americans who came north . They 
were generally amazed at the ignorance of such greenhorns and were com-
pletely astounded by their waste of goods and equipment. When the 
Canadian government took over the highway's management, the old ways 
of life inevitably changed. "The trapper, the trader, and the dog man 
were soon ... replaced by the Cat skinner, the trucker, the roughneck, 
and the prospector who moved by chopper and hunted by electronic metal 
detector." Most tragic have been the changes wrought on the Indians' 
lifestyles. The author, by including statements from local Indian people, 
shows that they have not benefited from the highway in any substantive 
way, and that better times for them are going to be a long time coming. 
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By far the most unique aspect of Crooked Road is the author's use 
of personal history. By drawing on the stories of old timers, bush pilots, 
truckers and trappers, Remley brings the story of the highway to life. 
Unique also is the author's style. There are places in Crooked Road where 
the sensibilities of a poet seem to be at work: 

The North is a museum 
of a wild land that once extended 
from Florida's swamps 

to Alaska ba"ens, 
from Hudson 's Bay shores 

to Baja's dry reaches, 
from Virginia's damp woodlands 

to California's High Sierra
and her rolling blue sea. (from the Introduction) 

Crooked Road is a fine, well-written book, documenting the last of the 
great overland trails. Just as the Alaska part of America's frontier has so 
far been little written about, so too is the literature of Alaska still in its 
early stages. Crooked Road is a pioneer's book--in more ways than one. 

Geary Hobson 

The Wife, part 2. By Ann Chandonnet. (Chicago: Adams Press, 1979. 
48 pages. $3.00) 

Ann Chandonnet's third and most recent book of poems, The Wife, 
part 2, displays both the strengths and weaknesses of her earlier work. 
She once again gives us poems with the strength of precise detail, carefully 
recorded. Her two young sons meet "The Sirens," new girls in the neigh-
borhood, in a description which is wry, detached, and exact: 

My boys, three and five 
perch on the property line in desirable 

postures 
the older chewing Fireweed to demonstrate cool 

Here, as in her earlier books, The Wife and Incunabula, Chandonnet 
shows an acute awareness of the events of daily life which accumulate into 
the reality each of us inhabits. 

Poems like "The Sirens," in which the poet maintains a distance be-
tween speaker and subject are the most successful in this collection. In 
others, this necessary distance is absent and the poems suffer from a cosi-
ness which keeps them from becoming more than notes in a family album--
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though Chandonnet is too tough-minded ever to allow them to become 
sentimental. In "notes on speech," for example, it is Yves, three years 
old and learning to speak, who composes the best lines: 

I climb you like a lit-
tle river. 

The poet here is transcribing, rather than transmuting, her experience. 
But in this book Chandonnet seems to be moving away from what 

has been her major subject, the detailed description of family life. She is 
taking on new subjects and writing them down with a confidence which is 
both refreshing and justified. Three poems stand out as pointing in new 
directions; "Kathy 0" (originally printed in permafrost, Vol. 2, No. 1, 
Fall 1978), "Forida Roots" and "Building a Fire in the Rain." In the 
first two poems, Chandonnet is writing about people outside her family 
and she writes of them with a combination of detachment and under-
standing; she achieves both the empathy necessary to give the poems emo-
tional force and the distance necessary to shape their experience so that it 
moves from the individual to the universal. This last is partly a matter of 
craft and Chandonnet is clearly more and more in control of her language, 
particularly her images. The "green shoots," "swollen vines" and "wav-
ing tassels" of Sandra Mae's unattainable harvest in "Florida Roots" are 
prepared for in a poem which has no unnecessary word, until they stand 
in the last stanza as images of all our minimal, unreachable necessary 
dreams. 
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FLORIDA ROOTS 
for Sandra Mae 

She follows her latest husband's 
jobs and non-jobs 
and ideas of jobs 
each time wringing 
chapped hands over 
forgotten pots and 
pillowcases, 
even rags--hard to come by 
in a new house, 
a bare apartment. 

Each time 
she plants a garden "down back, " 
hoeing and weeding, 
watering, 
shooing off birds 
from the sanctuary. 

The rent comes due--
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another move. 
Behind stretch perspectives 
of hoed rows, 
converging at the horizon 

At her heels spring 
green shoots. 
On the horizon--
waving tassels 
and swollen vines. 

Ann Chandonnet's most recent book of poetry , Ptarmigan Valley, 
poems of Alaska, is due out this November. 

Mary Baron 

From Room to Room. By Jane Kenyon . (Cambridge, MA: Alice James 
Press , 1978. 59 pages. $3.00) 

Reading Jane Kenyon's beautiful book, From Room to Room, we 
seem to enter into the speaker's mind , learning the tones of her voice, the 
slant of her perceptions , until in the end, they seem as familiar as our own. 
The same objects, people, places--even the same cats--recur, in her careful 
descriptions of learning to live one's life, and the images resonate among 
the poems, gaining richness from the variety of their repetition . 

This collection really is a book, not just a compiliation of work 
done within a period of time. It functions as an organic whole, adding up 
to more than the sum of its parts. In trying to determine what makes the 
collection cohere so well, I come back again and again to the fact of the 
speaker's voice . Kenyon has a distinctive, incisive calm in her approach 
to all the poems in the book. Both her language and her attitude are 
recognizable. And it is her voice , I think, which makes even the six 
translations from Akhmatova seem to fit ; they read like a response to the 
concerns of Kenyon's own poems, blending where they might easily have 
jarred. 

But how, exactly, does the voice hold the poems together? How 
does one craft a voice? Kenyon does it by structuring poems on the repe-
titive syntactic patterns of ordinary speech , plucked out and used as 
scaffolding. The five stanzas of her prose poem , "My Mother," for exam-
ple, begin : 

1 My mother comes back 
2 She is wearing 
3 She brings back 
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4 She is wearing 
5 Now she opens 

Stanzas 1 and 3 parallel each other in the use of the present verb followed 
by back; stanzas 2 and 4 repeat exactly and use the present progressive; 
stanza 5 reverts to the pattern of 1 and 3, only prefacing the noun with 
"now." 

Other poems use other patterns, of course. In "Ironing Grand-
mother's Tablecloth" each of the first three stanzas begins with an adverb-
ial phrase, a time signal (As a bride, you; This morning I; When I visit, 
you). The fourth and final stanza reverts to an unadorned declarative sen-
tence, preparing for the resolution: 

The streets of your brain become smaller, 
old house torn down. Talking to me 
is hard work, keeping things straight, 
whose child I am, whether I have children. 

The last lines of this stanza illustrate another aspect of Kenyon's craft , 
also, her ability to catch the sounds of speech, what Frost called "sen-
tence sound." She has a nearly flawless ear for these sounds, which I 
think accounts for the success of the prose poems in this collection. I am , 
in general, indifferent or hostile to prose poems, finding most of them 
formless and slack. Kenyon 's, however, I am forced to admire. They 
are spare, nearly laconic; the stanza having the effect of bursts of speech 
surrounded by silence . Their images are vivid and controlled. And 
finally and especially , they really do capture the movement of speech and 
take their form from these rhythms. 

I have left until last in this review the thing I usually notice first in 
a poem--imagery. In Kenyon's poems, one can see a change taking place 
in her use of images, a change I suspect is half the result of changes in 
perception, half the result of gains in technique. In the poems written 
earlier, the poems sometimes seem to separate in to two voices; the 
first voice tells us the story, gives us the images; the second ends the 
poem with comment on them (see "The Needle," "At a Motel Near 
O'Hare Airport," "The Shirt"). In the later poems , the images both 
come from and inform the characteristic voice I have tried to describe, 
so that we are never jarred by an image the speaker seems self conscious 
about, never given an image in a tone which unintentionally belies it. As 
an example, a poem I particularly admire: 
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YEAR DAY 

We are living together on the earth. 
The clocks heart 
beats in its wooden chest. 
The cats follow the sun through the house. 
We lie down together at night. 
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Today, you work in your office, 
and I in my study. Sometimes 
we are busy and casual. 
Sitting here, I can see 
the path we have made on the rug. 

The hermit gives up 
after thirty years of hiding in the jungle. 
The last door to the last room 
comes unlatched. Here are the gestures 
of my hands. Wear them in your hair. 

Here the image of the jungle hermit, which might well jar in a geography 
of wooden clocks, cats and well-worn rugs, is accomodated in the poem 
by the poet's voice. The calm speaker of the first two stanzas prepares us 
by a long series of factual statements, to accept as fact what follows--the 
hermit gives up, the doors open; the final gift becomes possible, the 
strong and beautiful final image, inevitable. 

Mary Baron 
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The Five Stages of Grief By Linda Pastan. (New York: W. W. Norton, 
1978. $8.95 cloth, $2.95 paper) 

Linda Pas tan's fourth book uses as a title a trendy phrase which 
might be found in the pages of Psychology Today: The Five Stages of 
Grief But rather than putting forth a theory, Pastan's own experience is 
a living out of the stages, and her work is an acknowledgement that life 
and the emotional experiences that accompany it are an ongoing process. 

The book is mainly about endings, mostly in the form of deaths, 
departures, breaks in relationships. The stages that form the sections of 
the book are remarkably similar to Elisabeth Kubler-Ross' chronicles of 
the emotional reactions of terminally ill people: denial , anger, bargain-
ing, depression, acceptance. Yet these can apply to almost any trau-
matic experience , though resolution of the experience may be hastened in 
less severe instances. 

In Pastan's case, she divides the book into sections that correspond 
with the stages, and within them tries to deal with the death of her father , 
her own middle age, and a precarious relationship with her husband. Mi-
nor themes include autumn and winter which Pastan uses as metaphors for 
her dark emotional state, and several poems about being a poet, which 
seem too self.conscious here . The most important poems, many the best 
in the book, form a cycle depicting her various personal relationships at 
different points in time . She moves chronologically , and goes from total 
denial of her circumstances to a begrudging but final acceptance. The 
poems I'll quote form a cohesive chain because of sym bois which are meta-
phors for Pastan's view of herself and her world . She makes repeated use 
of stones, shadows and darkness , so much so that I felt Pastan was writ-
ing to keep herself from sinking into a permanent psychic blackness. At 
the end of the book, the darkness is there, to be sure, but accepted with 
respect and sadness. 

All five sections begin with poems about death. In "Denial," the 
book opens with a poem called "Funerary Tower," about Pastan's father's 
funeral. This poem is a good example of the weaving of Pastan's images 
and repeating metaphors. She begins with a stanza describing the natural 
surroundings; inevitably, as we shall see, it is autumn/winter. 

In this season of salt 
leaves drop away 
revealing the structure 
of the trees. 

Pas tan then jumps to a reminiscence about her father_ "Good bones, I as 
my father would say," which immediately makes one associate the leaves 
and trees with flesh melting off the body to reveal a skeleton. Pas tan 
moves to the present , her father's gravesite. The mother still plays house-
keeper to the man's grave ; her role and the connection to the husband 
doesn't end, even at death. But in Pastan's vision, it seems odd: her 
mother, "with trowel I among the stones , I already at home here." She 
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is perhaps preparing the site for her own future arrival. In the last stanza 
we learn Pastan is forty years old, and impatient as an adolescent. She 
whisks her mother home, thinking, "We carry our childhoods I in our 
arms," as if to retain the memory of youth to combat the reality of death . 

Section two, "Anger," picks up from the first with a poem again 
about Pas tan's father, now dead six years , which makes Past an herself 46. 
The poem is a more energetic one than "Funerary Tower" and is a good 
choice to begin the group of angry poems. More violent words are used 
here, more action words to indicate Pastan's own turbulent emotional 
state. Her father "slammed" from her, now is "axed and buried." Her 
last three lines convey, with a beautiful decadence, the depths of her 
anger at his death. 

See me lift my skirt 
among strangers 
to show them my scar. 

She isn't holding back now, she's letting herself and others know. 
"Bargaining," section three, begins again with a poem relating to 

death, but here it is presented as a philosophical discussion which trans-
cends the rules Rabbis wrote about people being allowed to touch a dying 
person if a fire broke out and he had to be removed from the area. Pastan 
thinks the Rabbis are "barbaric" because the religion forbids touching a 
dying person unless there is a fire and the person can be removed in order 
to die but not to burn to death. Pastan says "whom may I touch then , I 
aren't we all/ dying?" The answer comes from an unnamed "negotiator" 
who, in the fine Jewish tradition, answers a question with a question: 
"aren't all our houses I burning?" I like the poem but am confused as to 
its meaning beyond the suggestion of sly compromise to hypocritical rab-
binical law. The questions almost become riddles, left to the reader to 
answer. And right now, I have none . 

Section four , "Depression," includes two poems especially worth 
quoting. "Final" is a poem of seven stanzas, long for Pastan, and isba-
sically about realizing her life is finished when she's just about to enjoy it. 
Her first stanza says it all: 

I studied 
so long 
for my life 
that this morning when I awaken 
to it as if for the first time 
someone is already walking 
down the aisle 
collecting the papers_ 

It seems as if she's finally ready to enjoy herself and she finds it's too late . 
Also interesting is that Pastan feels she has to study and spend time pre-
paring for her life rather than just living it. The placement of herself as a 
student of life illustrates her dependent state. 
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The second stanza uses passive voice to indicate that things just hap-
pened to her, even if she performed the task herself: "relevant blanks 1 
have been filled in I . . Jneals served I and eaten I and cleared away." The 
third stanza says "Only one page I remains empty ," the page that fills in 
Pastan 's death, and here is evidence of her disappointment and hopeless-
ness. She feels there is no where to go now but to death , yet she doesn't 
know when. She likens question marks to nooses and carries that into the 
fourth stanza with implications that she's guilty "of writing I the same 
line I over and over again ." She can mean this literally with her poems 
and also of repeating her living patterns and refusing to make changes in 
her life, like studying forever. The fifth stanza comes down to the last 
few moments in an exam , and her life , when there is a "scribbling of ex-
cuses," and the last two stanzas are tinged with regret. She studied for 
her life, not knowing that all along "morning had been parked I outside 
my window." This refers to the first stanza where Pas tan wakens to 
morning for the first time, ready to live her life. Here she realizes she 
could have begun living long ago , instead of only preparing to live. And 
finally, she asks , knowing the answer, "Can so much light I be simply I 
to ready?" The light is for living in and enjoying, not just for studying. 
As she opens the curtains , a first gesture of active living, she realizes the 
test is over before she had the chance to live her life to pass it. It 's curi-
ous that Pas tan views life as a test for which one prepares , like SAT exams, 
rather than something one learns by doing. 

The final section, "Acceptance ," is the end of Pastan's emotional 
journey. She begins with "Old Woman" and speaks of herself, so the 
poem might be a projection of Pastan as an old woman looking back on 
her life, or the title could reflect how Past an feels after going through all 
the pain. If this is how Pastan feels, then she has not become like her 
grandmother. In ''Old Woman ," Pastan's griefs come to remind her of her 
past. In the day they come disguised and ''When my griefs sing to me I 
from the bright throats of thrushes I I sing back ." Pastan rocks "in the 
warm amnesia of the sun" but still responds to the song of the birds. She 
hasn't forgotten , and by singing back, she acknowledges the griefs, gives 
them credence, validity, even though to me there seems something badly 
tormented about Pastan wailing at birds in whom her griefs are concealed. 

In "Threads to be Woven Later" Pastan makes each stanza a thread 
of experience to be woven into a whole after the experiences are over and 
she looks back on them . She begins with her grandmother's death , and 
proceeds to other relatives. 
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My grandmother's grave 
like a loaf 
of newly risen bread . . . 
my father's photograph 
dying 
in its frame . . . 
my mother 
whose perfect beauty 
I finally forgive. 
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Next Pas tan connects to nature with "the tree of veins I a leaf I of my own 
blood" and goes on through loving to birth: "the weight I of the baby's 
head I fragile as a moon." She then speaks of writing a story of her son 
and herself: 

a story 
in my son's writing 
the mother is the villain . .. 
the year 
I took to my typewriter 
as others take to their bed. 

Last, "the smell of the sea rising I the rising I of bread." She ends where 
she began and there is both the indication of the end of something as the 
beginning of another, or Pastan 's own death one day, with a grave like 
her grandmother 's. In this poem Pastan uses each stanza to bring together 
subjects of earlier, separate poems. Perhaps she sees some order in her 
life now, and hence the "threads to be woven." She knows they can be 
woven, can be understood in the context of her life , which is why she 
provides them for a future weaver , for someone who survives her to create 
a physical pattern to the life Pastan has at last understood emotionally and 
intellectually. The pattern seems to be the natural cycle of birth and 
death, with everything in between, finally seen as having individual and 
collective importance . 

The book's title poem is the last in the book and seems self-<:on-
scious unlike the rest of Pastan's work. My guess is that after she got the 
idea for these sections and the title, she decided to write a poem of the 
same name to accompany them. It is the only poem where Pas tan tries 
to get away with a cliche masquerading as an original idea. Her idea is 
good, but falls flat for me. Yet best lines are here too . She begins : "The 
night I lost you I someone pointed me towards I the Five Stages of Grief." 
These lines seem phony. Her vague pronoun reference, "someone ," does 
not work. It conjures up ideas of a bodiless voice , a spiritual experience. 
And if it was not this , why can't Pastan name the person? And as I under-
stand the book to be a process, these five stages aren't things to con· 
sciously decide to march through as the above lines suggest, but a natural 
process which will complete itself if basically left alone. The sub-
conscious will do all the work and allow the conscious to know things 
when it can handle them. 

The poem is a summation of the journey which is much better told 
through the whole book. The cliched lines are "I passed you the toast-- I 
you sat there. I passed I you the paper--you hid I behind it. " This situ-
ation is so classically cliche , it seems truly dumb for Pastan to insert it. 
But her good lines are gems : 
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After a year I am still climbing, 
though my feet slip 
on your stone face. 
The treeline 
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has long since disappeared; 
green is a color 
I have forgotten. 

She uses these lines to describe her depression, repeating the image of 
stone as in the stone soup , and referring back to her poems about the dark 
sadness of autumn and winter. But Pastan finally reaches acceptance, she 
finds "something is wrong. I Grief is a circular staircase. I I have lost you." 
For her, acceptance of his loss seems to create more grief; the reality 
truly shocks her. Now she can grieve for the reality of the situation rather 
than her rationalizations of it. 

Pastan includes in the book three adequate poems about the condi-
tion of being a poet and two dreadful poems ("Marks" and " Whom do you 
Visualize as Your Reader? ") which seem to be filler. Her travel, season, 
and painting poems are all good, though they didn't attract me as much as 
the dominant poems dealing with people and relationships. A whole 
other paper could be devoted to Pastan's usually flawless form and mech-
anics. Her line breaks are non-syntactical and seem to be broken each 
time a new piece of information is given so each line pushes the reader 
down the page to gather more and more. 

Family, friends and seasons reflecting change are Pas tan's world, 
and her book is a document of an emotional interchange which, in keep-
ing with her own circular last poem, is quite possibly still going on . 

Gloria Bromberg 

BRIEFLY NOTED 

Through Yup 'ik Eyes/Yupiit lingitgun: Poems & Photographs by Yup'ik 
Eskimoes. Coordinator: Richard Fagnant, with the Student Body of St. 
Mary's High School, St. Mary's, Alaska. May 1976. 132 pages. 

As stated in the Introduction, Through Yup 'ik EyesjYupiit lingit-
gun is a collection of poems and photographs which represent the unique 
qualities of Yup'ik culture. The four sections of this book are organized 
according to the seasons of the year and reflect the various aspects of life 
in the Yup 'ik villages. The bilingual presentation of the poetry is invalu-
able to the student of the Yup'ik language; and the photographs--of con-
sistently high quality--are well-suited to the subject matter of the poems. 
The overall production of this 132 page book is first-rate; and the students 
of St. Mary's High School have indeed achieved their goals: to help pre-
serve their culture and to help others understand their life as seen through 
Yup'ik eyes. 
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Cedar Rock. David C. Yates, Editor & Publisher. 1121 Madeline, New 
Braunfels, Texas 78130. A Quarterly. 32 pages. Single copy, $1. 

Cedar Rock, with its 32-page tabloid format, provides not only 
quality poetry from a wide range of writers but also important commen-
tary and information for the literary community. In addition to poetry 
and photographs of contributors, Cedar Rock offers a number of regular 
features: relevant columns by David Yates, Charles Taylor, R.S. Gwynn, 
and Judson Jerome; numerous book reviews; a "Potpourri" of random 
news notes; and a lively Letters-to-the-Editor section. Recent contribu-
tors include Peter Wild, Haywood Jackson, and Albert Huffstickler. The 
Special Fiction issue, Fall 1979, features Lewis Turco, David Ray, War-
ren C. Miller, John Bennet, and Ruth Jespersen. Cedar Rock, as stated 
in the masthead, is dedicated to promoting poetry; and the editors make 
a sincere effort to speak to the major issues facing the contemporary liter-
ary scene in America today. 

Porch. c/o James V. Cervantes, Editor, Department of English, Arizona 
State University, Tempe, Arizona 85281. Vol. II No.2, Spring 1979. 
62 pages. Single copy, $2. 

Porch is published four times a year by Porch Publications. The 
issue we received, VoL II, No. 2., contained poetry by Norman Dubie, 
Peter Cooley, Richard Cecil, John Morgan, Pamela Stewart, and others 
including a fine poem, "The Funeral Was This Morning," by Sam Pereira; 
there is also a sizable review section. Porch Publication's new pamphlet 
series, Inland Boat, features ten different writers, among them John 
Haines and his essay, "The Writer As Alaskan." Porch has also initiated a 
chapbook series beginning with two excellent collections, Norman Dubie's 
Odalisque in White and Katherine Kane's Ferry All The Way Up. 

Greg Divers 
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LIST OF BOOKS AND MAGAZINES RECEIVED 

Beyond Baroque 792, Early Summer 1979, Vol. 10, No. 2. Guest-
Edited by R. H. Deutsch. Beyond Baroque Foundation, P.O. Box 806, 
Venice , CA 90291. 64 pages. Free. 

The Chowder Review, Number 12 / Spring-Summer, 1979. Editor : 
Ron Slate , P. 0. Box 33, Wollaston , Massachusetts 02170. 85 pages. 
$2, single issue; $5.50, three issues. 

Connecticut Quarterly , Vol. 1, No. 2., June 1979. Editor, Fred 
Sokol, P. 0. Box 68, Enfield, CT 06082. 75 pages. $2. 

EtCetera 11, Volume III , No.3. Edited by John Yamrus, 2988 Wilson 
School Lane, Sinking Spring, Pennsylvania 19608. 20 pages. $2. 

Harpoon, Edited by Steven C. Levi & Joanne Townsend, P. 0. Box 2581, 
Anchorage , Alaska 99510. 48 pages. $2. 

Illinois Quarterly, Winter 1978, 
Chairman Editorial Committee. 
Illinois 61761. 48 pages. 

Vol. 41 , No. 2. John Heissler, 
Illinois State University, Normal, 

The Limberlost Review, No. 6. Richard Ardinger, Editor, c/o Dept. 
of English, Idaho State University , Pocatello, ID 83209. 60 pp. 

One of Us by Ronald Vincent. WWhimsy Press , 1822 North view Drive , 
Arnold, Missouri 63010. 24 pages. $2.50. 

The Pikestaff Forum, No.2., Winter 1978-79, Edited by James R. Scrim-
geour and Robert D. Sutherland, P. 0 . Box 127, Normal , Illinois 61761. 
32 pages. $1. 

Product 1, Vol. 15, No. 1, Edited by Pamela L. Nail and James M. 
Gaston, Center for Writers, Southern Station, Box 5144, University of 
Southern Mississippi, Hattiesburg, MS 39401. 84 pages. 

Solomon's Seal by Emily Herring Wilson. Cedar Rock Poetry Series No. 
3. Cedar Rock Press, New Braunfels, Texas. 35 pages. $2.50. 

Stand, Vol. 19, No.2, Edited by Jon Silkin eta/. U.S.A. address: 215 
South 4th Avenue, Highland Park , NJ 08904. 82 pages. $1.25. 

Tar River Poetry, Spring 1979, Vol. 18, No.2. Editor: Peter Makuck, 
Department of English, Austin Building, East Carolina University , Green-
ville. NC 27834. 48 pages. $1.50. 
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Those. 17 poems by John Yamrus. Blind Lion Books, 110 Whitby 
Road, Bradford 8, Yorkshire, England. 1977. 23 pages. $1.50. 

Time's Sentinel by Sergio Mattos, translated by Maria Luisa Nunes. 
Autin, Texas 1979. Translated from 0 Vigia do Tempo (Salvador-Bahia-
Brazil, Grafica Universitaria, 1977). 23 pages. 

Tales To Tell by Larry G. Stenzel. Samuel Powell Publishing Co., 2125~ 
I Street, Sacramento, CA 95816. 118 pages. $4.50. 

Willow Springs Magazine, Winter 1978/79, No. 3. Editors: Thomas J. 
Smith et al, PUB P.O. Box 1063, Eastern Washington University, Cheney, 
Washington 99004. 90 pages. $2.50. 

Winging It, Published by M. 0. P. Press, Rt. 24, Box 53C, Fort Myers, 
Florida 33908. 25 pages. $1 .25. 
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Yvonne Mozee: Be/fort, France 
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CONTRIBUTORS' NOTES 

BRIAN ALLEN received the "Best Black & White" award in the 1978 
Alaska Positive statewide photo competition. He was the photographer 
for This Is The Way We Make Our Baskets, a book by Matthew and Dor-
othy Titus of Minto , which won first prize in the Competition for Collab-
orative Works of Art, sponsored by the Alaska State Council on the Arts. 

MARY BARON, Assistant Professor of English at UAF, is the author of 
Letters for the New England Dead, Godine Press 1974, and Wheat among 
bones, which will be published by Sheep Meadow Press this FalL 

JEANETTE BLAIR grew up in rural western Tennessee and currently lives 
in Anchorage. She won two of the ten prizes in a short fiction contest 
sponsored by the Alaska State Council on the Arts in the Spring of 1979. 

BILL BRODY is Assistant Professor of Art at the University of Alaska, 
Fairbanks. 

GLORIA BROMBERG teaches English at the University of Alaska Con-
tinuing Studies Program. She has worked as a real estate managing agent, 
bookstore clerk, and artists' model. 

JOSEPH BRUCHAC, Editor of The Greenfield Review, has published 
poetry in over 300 different magazines. His most recent publications are 
There Are No Trees Inside the Prison (Blackberry Press) and The Good 
Message of Handsome Lake (Unicorn Press), both published in 1979. 

FRANK E. BUSKE, Head of the English Department, UAF, teaches a 
course, "Native Oral Tradition," and sponsors Tuma Theater, a group of 
students from many of Alaska's native cultures, who seek to perpetuate 
their storytelling heritage through study and performance. "The Legend 
of Chuning" is arranged from materials'translated in large part by the teller 
of the tradition, Mike Lokanin, and published in Transactions of the 
American Philosophical Society, New Series, Volume 49, Part 3, 1959, 
pages 124-6. 

JERAH CHADWICK is a graduate of Lake Forest College in Chicago and 
is currently a graduate student at the University of Arizona. He has pub-
lished in CutBank, The Sun, and Rolling Stone. 

ANN CHANDONNET's most recent book of poems, Ptarmigan Valley, 
will be published in November by a Santa Fe, New Mexico press. Her 
book The Wife, part 2 is reviewed by Mary Baron is this issue. 
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RONALD CROWE has published poems in several small magazines includ-
ing The Paris Review. He was winner of the University of Alaska's 
McCracken award in poetry in 1974 and 76, and was recently named as 
recipient of the New York Quarterly s Lucille Medwick Award in Poetry 
by judge Robert Penn Warren. 

CLAIRE FEJES is author of People of the Noatak, published by Alfred 
Knopf, and Enuk, My Son, by Pantheon Books. She has had 8 One-
Woman exhibits in various museums across the U. S. 

MALCOLM GLASS' book of poems, Bone Love, was published in 1978 
by the University Presses of Florida. His poems have appeared in many 
journals and reviews, including The Sewanee Review, Nimrod, New 
Orleans Review, and Prairie Schooner_ 

GUNTER GRASS is the internationally known German poet, novelist, 
playwright, and essayist, whose books include The Tin Drnm, Dog Years, 
and Local Anaesthic. In the Spring of 1979, thanks to the efforts of 
Irmgard Hunt and a grant from the Alaska Humanities Forum, Grass 
visited Alaska to read from his novel, The Flounder_ 

RICHARD GRAYSON has published fiction in numerous small literary 
magazines. His book of short stories, With Hitler in New York, was pub-
lished in May 1979 by Taplinger. 

ELYSE GUTTENBERG, former editor of permafrost, is currently 
studying for an M. A. T. degree in the English Department at the Univ-
ersity of Alaska, Fairbanks. 

JOHN HAINES, who is currently finishing a book of essays for Graywolf 
Press, recently received a grant from the Alaska State Council on the Arts. 
His prose pieces, "Snow" and "Other Days," originally appeared in Living 
Wilderness and Ironwood, respectively. 

SUSAN HAUSER received her M. F. A. from Bowling Green University 
and now lives in Bemidji, Minnesota where she writes and teaches_ 

MARK HESTER has published in numerous literary magazines; upcoming 
work will appear in Confrontation, Pebble, Poetry Now, and Southern 
Humanities Review. 

JANE HIXON lives in Fairbanks and attends the University of Alaska. 

GEARY HOBSON, Native American poet, novelist, and editor, served 
on the staff of the Midnight Sun Writers' Conference in Fairbanks, June 
1979. permafrost gratefully acknowledges permission to reprint his re-
view of Crooked Road from Western American Literature. 
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ELLEN LEVINE is currently on the faculty of Antioch University in 
Seattle. Her poems have appeared in Michigan Quarterly Review, Poetry 
Northwest, Seneca Review, Georgia Review, Carleton Miscellany, and 
Poetry Now. Her book Notes on the Pumpkin was recently published by 
Lynx House Press. 

LYN LIFSHIN's recent books of poetry include Leaning South, Plymouth 
Women, and Some Madonna Poems. She recently edited Tangled Vines, 
a collection of Mother & Daughter poems by Beacon Press. 

RODGER MOODY lives in Eugene, Oregon. Poems forthcoming in 
Poetry Now, Nimrod, and Porch. 

YVONNE MOZEE, a regular contributor to permafrost, is a professional 
photographer who lives in Anchorage . She has worked as a staff member 
for Pace magazine in New York and Los Angeles, and her photo essays 
have appeared in such publications as Alaska Journal and Norton's Alaska, 
A Bicentennial History. 

NAOMI SHIHAB NYE is in her sixth year as a poet-in-the-schools in 
Texas. She was recently anthologized in A Geography of Poets edited by 
Edward Field (Bantam 1979). "Different Ways to Pray" is the title poem 
of her full-length collection of poems being published by Breiten bush Pub-
lications of Oregon. 

DAN O'NEILL was born and raised in San Francisco, and attended the 
University of California at Berkeley. Four years ago he moved to Alaska, 
where he has learned to drive a dog team and a caterpillar tractor. 

CAROLINE PATTERSON is a young writer who attempts to support her-
self by frequenting such dubious establishments as Kelly Girl and the State 
of Alaska. She is currently bicycling somewhere between Washington D.C. 
and New Mexico. 

LINDA SCHANDELMEIER is a Fairbanks poet who works at the Institute 
of Northern Forestry. She is currently preparing a Field Guide to Com-
mon Alaska Seaweeds. 

NANCY SCHAUFELBERGER was born and raised in Portland , Oregon. 
She graduated from Linfield College in McKinnville, Oregon and has lived 
in Juneau since 1976. 

PEGGY SCHUMAKER received her M. F. A. degree from the University 
of Arizona, Tucson. Her poems have appeard in The Louisville Review, 
The Cincinnati Poetry Review, and Three Rivers Poetry Journal. 
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PAUL SHUTTLEWORTH received an M. A. in Creative Writing at San 
Francisco State University where he studied with William Dickey and Kay 
Boyle. His poetry and prose have appeared in Wind, Kansas Quarterly, 
Poetry Now, Confrontation, and Southwest Review. 

LYDIA TOMKIW is currently a student at Columbia College in Chicago. 
Her second book, Obsessions, is now going into its second printing; her 
work is also upcoming in The Wormwood Review. 

PETER WILD's latest book is a prose study with the rather long handle, 
Pioneer Conservationists of Western America. 

MICHAEL YOTS directs the Writers' Workshop at the University of West 
Florida. His work has appeared in Wind, The Pikestaff Forum, Impact, 
Writers Forum 5 & 6, and The New York Quarterly. 
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