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Marijane Osborn 

RETURN FROM THE HUNT 
(After a poem from the Greenland Eskimo) 

I'll never stop for long, 
I'll never be still. 
1 shall wander through every land, 
Go in my kayak, go far from all lands I know 
To where the mountains hang like a thin blue line 
Far, very far, above the horizon. 

But now: someone waits for me. 
By the edge of the water one is waiting--there! 
He waits for me surrounded by many people, 
By all those who live by the shore. 

I shall wander through every land. 
But now: I see someone waiting on the shore. 
(And once , the mountains opened, and I went through.) 
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SONG OF THE OTTER WIFE 

Robert, you said that, lying by my side, 
You dreamed I was an otter as you slept. 
You dreamed that I left you, wandered long and wide , 
Returned into my woman-shape and wept--
And then you woke and found me weeping there, 
And I myself knew no cause for despair. 

"A dream," I said, but could not recall the dream 
That wrenched my heart, and you told me of the change 
That you had dreamt , how I entered a clear stream 
And dived for the joy of it , and sleek and strange 
Swam to the sea, and away, and returned at dawn, 
And did not know myself that I had gone. 

Nor what I wept for. But now I've seen the place 
And have it , remembered from your dream of when 
I left you once, wearing another face . 
Oh, do not trap me, man of the Kutchin! 
I must return to my own form and race, 
And lie in Robert's arms, in my woman-skin. 
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POEM AFTER RE-ENTRY 

I dreamed I saw a village of wooden huts 
Strewn wild as flowers across a field of snow. 

THE HUNTER 

There is a hunter in my head 
Standing in a field of snow·· 
Nothing around him in my head, 
Nothing through which to come or go. 

So still he stands I cannot see 
More than the shape of his being there . 
So poised he stands I only see 
A shape of fire upon the air·· 

A darkness where his being is, 
The lines of fire around him doors 
Opening to a wilderness 
Where no man ventures or explores. 

Where all beings are friends to me 
And greet me kindly as I go 
Seeking the one who cannot be 
Among those fields of untracked snow. 
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ARCTIC VILLAGE 

Embraced with snow hills on fire 
by day with the winter sun, by night 
dark under the dancing northern lights, 
Netsi, I shall miss you. 
But I had to go. 

My home is an island 
far across the world , 
a picture-postcard land of villages; 
but the people there are not so gentle, 
and no village is so beautiful 
as Netsi. 

And I shall miss those faces smiling at me 
(and that one dear face, that face) , 
and trying to do beadwork in the fading light, 
and going with the men in my mind as they talk 
of hunting and trapping, 
and playing chess and scrabble, and dancing 
an Indian dance to a Scottish jig, 
and the children saying, "Marijane , look at this!" 
and learning how to say ninahal'ya 
and "come sit by me" in Kutchin , 
and the laughing, 
and the quiet , 
and the faces, those dear, kind faces , 
and that one face--

I miss you 
and my heart grows heavy with longing, 
Netsi. 
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OUTSIDE 

Shadowy in the half-light of a room 
You smile at me . I hear a ptarmigan's 
Soft call across a far-off winter lake . 

And in the emptiness others press around me, 
Sleeping, breathing, only you awake--
And you call to me,Mary, Mary, come! 
And I fly to you like the willow ptarmigan 
Flying home , over the distant lake, 
Only to find myself in an empty room, 

Alone, awake. 

TREES MEDITATE 

In the midst of the woods of arctic spruce 
You move, then vanish in stillness. 
Could I find you if I drew no lines? 

You range over the land, gather it in , are still, 
At one with the trees, with your prey. 

"Will you take me hunting?" I ask. 
" I don't think so." You say this kindly. 
"A woman--it is just superstition ." You shrug. 

I see lines, write lines; you step lightly 
Over all my snares, and are gone . 

10 



1J 



Nora Young 

MARGARET O'BRIEN'S HAT 

My mother cried. She cried when I arrived. Now she cried 
when I prepared to leave. Great gulping sobs. They seemed to be 
more for the benefit of those watching than for me . I wanted 
desperately to go to the bathroom. I could not speak to her. 
She continued, loud and uninterruptable. She was a woman 
caught up in the drama of being herself. Finally she pinned the 
tag to my coat . With the pinning of the tag, the pain of my 
contained urine became less. I became happier and warmer. 

The coat I wore, like the dress beneath, had belonged to my 
sister, Ina--both medium blue to match her eyes. The yellow 
flowers in the print of the dress complimented her blonde 
hair. She had outgrown the coat long before the dress. This had 
resulted in the dress hanging two inches beneath the coat. As 
with all summer things, it hung down limply now, dying in the 
winter cold. 

My shoes were black, heavy and laced up the front. "Bro-
gans" that had belonged to my cousin Dennis. Ugly shoes that 
did not fit my very small feet. My bobby socks were a former 
white with holes in one heel. My legs were bluely bare. My 
knickers (underpants) were navy, fleece lined and rough, with 
life threatening elastic at the waist and legs. 

Upon my head sat the one thing I could call my own--a 
"Margaret O'Brien's" hat. 

I was a very small child, wearing a size three at age six. My 
skin was very pale, hair very thick and dark, a tiny, heart-
shaped face, two missing front teeth, large dark eyes surrounded 
by large, horn-rimmed glasses. I knew I was not pretty. I was 
not sure if I was ugly. I carefully avoided mirrors . My looks 
often caused my mother to embark upon a sea of tears. She had 
recently decided that I looked like Margaret O'Brien, a child 
movie star that specialized in crying on cue, despite the fact I 
had no tears. She frequently wore a little hat called a "Pixie." 
Mine was a violent purple, a tightly tied helmet around my 
head that had two little points on top. The hat that made 
Margaret O'Brien famous did not do much for me. I resembled a 
small horned owl wearing glasses on her turned up beak. 

"Your tag must not come off! No matter what happens, 
you must keep your tag on." Picking it up from Ina's coat she 
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read aloud: "This child, she is for the Shelachie. Benbacoula, 
Muir of Aird. Outer Hebrides Scotland. Please to forward her if 
she is lost." 

Hands pulled me forward through a forest of legs, bags, 
luggage. The forest became an impenetrable wall ahead of me. 
I was lifted high, passed from hand to hand. So many hands . 
Finally hands pulled me through a window and into the train. 
Up and over heads I went, at last tossed into the luggage rack, 
near the roof, I came to rest. It was to be my home for the next 
two days. An illegal passenger aboard a troop train. 

My need to go to the bathroom was truly urgent now. The 
world was a khaki mosaic around me. Each seat was jammed to 
capacity. Each standing space overflowed. Pulling my tag up 
near my face, I slept. 

I did not hear the airplanes. I never felt the bullets that 
ripped through the wooden ceiling. The train rocked. The 
soldiers' screams became a snarling howl of human fear. I 
pleaded, "Oh God, please don't let me get buried in wet 
knickers." 

It hurt when hands moved me, reaching for me, dragging 
me back and through the window. Hands tore at me, cutting 
away my clothing and ripping up Ina's blue dress. It was then 
I saw God. Using all my strength, I pushed and ran towards 
him. 

I wrapped myself, crab-like, around his bare knees. With grim 
determination I clambered upwards, under his kilt, my head and 
shoulders covered by it. With a tenacity born of terror I clung. 

"Ye'r awe right, bairn." The smell of his body comforted me. 
"Dinna fecht yer sel, what matter wi ye?" 

Whistling through my missing teeth I chattered out the humi-
liation of my wet knickers. His stomach rumbled as his voice 
came forth: "Bairn, ye ha nay got wet knickers, yer just bleed-
in', ye ha a bloody rump, that's awe." God had wraught a 
miracle! I was not disgraced, merely wounded. 

I pulled my head out, stood back and smiled at him. God was 
truly a braw sight. Tall, red haired and blue eyed. God wore the 
battle kilt of a Gordon Highland soldier. On his head was the 
most bewitching bonnet I had ever seen. Khaki, with a tartan 
band, totally perfected by a bright red toorie on the top. 

We talked then. I told God of my tag. He sympathising, made 
me a bonnie new one. Then happened the most wondrous thing 
of my small life. Removing the betwitching bonnet from his 
head, he placed it solemnly on mine, proclaiming to the multi-
tude, "This child is for the Shelachie, Benbacoula, Muir of 
Aird." 

I walked forward, clad proudly and only in one white sock 
and God's bewitching bonnet on top of my Margaret O'Brien's 
hat. 
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Michael Fredson 

PHOTOGRAPHS OF A MEDIUM 
to Dora Fred son 

You crumple breakfast napkins and tend 
the grave of your brother. The old maid 
who married the family. A Chinaman 
cook and your grandfather 
log the stand of years in this county. 

Your family , buried 
in a scrapbook you shovel 
through, bends your breath 
into their story. Years 
yellow the portraits broken 
by babies and consumption. 

'In the local newspaper , the obituary 
records history as a seance. 
You bring the dead to life . 
Make them talk; what they know 
I must die to discover. 

FUNERAL WIND 

We stop here going to a funeral. 
The smell of wives and chickens 
blew away years ago . 
The dog sniffs the porch for a scent. 

Broken windows slash 
the wind . The door frame 
leans a sort of welcome. 
Sometime , even the wind must walk. 

A faint odor of pine 
nudges aside the wallpaper mold, 
drawing me to the stairwell. Others 
have used stairs to step into wind. 
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Christine Zawadiwsky 

BARBARA '5 SWEATER 

This belonged to your lover, 
and now her scent will enclose me. 
So anyone can form a circle, 
I can see I'm not the only one. 
Then anyone can learn to live in that circle . 
Pretend that they're suffering. 
Not only Barbara, but me. 

I've never seen her. 
I've never held her hand, 
stroked her blond hair, 
or lain astride her. 
But now you've come 
and married her to me. 
My wool surrounds her. 
That inevitable creasing. 

Her lips and mine: 
why shouldn't we enter each other? 
Both wearing the bracelet 
of the slave. 
Both breathing the breath 
sent by the man who is golden. 
Both receiving 
the supreme heat of the sea. 

Years ago I thought 
all my kisses were stolen. 
Years ago I wanted 
your body close to me. 
Now I want only her, 
the blond wisp, that blond phantom, 
astride the rocking moon, 
one foot dipped into the water, 
the lamb that's been marooned 
in the white, wild ocean. 
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Christine Zawadiwsky 

LIVING 

I live in my sleep. 
He fades, he fades, 
sleeping like a rocket 
in a dusty city 
among countless others 
to whom he's only a case 
of mistaken identity, 
playing the sort of games 
that make no noise. 

I live in my sleep. 
He mourns, he falters 
while the moon is assaulted 
on every side, 
and I am the sunflower 
that grows beside him 
so ready to die. 
I live on his sighs 
until the dust rises and rises. 

I live in my sleep. 
Everyone who was once close to me 
(little stars of light outside the window) 
is intolerable since I've been with him. 
My voice that is always musical 
declines to pull and tug at his soul. 
Do you call this living? 
Do you call this natural? 
Only my sleep and I would know. 
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Gary Smith 

TOMATO HARVEST 
SANTA CLARA VALLEY 
CALIFORNIA 

There will never be enough of them--
serpentine, flatbed-diesel trucks 
as intent and narrow as insects, 
vaulting blacktopped streets . 
Here once oxen groaned and spat 
clots of earth-trampled hooves, 
squeezed into pancakes underfoot--
grown men driven beside them. 

The tiny cabs where drivers perch 
like bemused birds conducting air 
through even tinier nostrils opened 
to the breathless cant of radios. 
They marshal their tomato stores 
with bright, pagan invectives--
all along the winding roadways, 
tomatoes explode like grenades. 
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Sundays too the canneries dolt 
like sentimental widows at toilet. 
The old gas of stewed tomatoes 
powders the less significant air. 
Just this side of the gateway, 
two Cerberus Mexicans blink 
away the aspects of machinery. 
Everything has come to this--
resistance narrowed to eddies 
of light winding downward. 
From where we lie we overhear 
the metallic howl of diesel-loads 
of tomatoes, red and damned, 
crossing the open divide between 
where we have leased ourselves 
and the punishing mission of sleep. 

3 

Down from the masthead, morning, 
the whole valley unlimbers thin 
trailing shimmers of starched light. 
For the second time the clock 
has shut itself on. Trained 
in the etiquette of chores, you 
rise to answer its impatience. 
It has grown seasonally old--
a screw worked itself loose 
and gelders time in brassy-tenor. 
I lie with cat eyes narrowed 
to the size of your stretched hand. 
This is how it has gone between us. 
While others, we know, learn 
to accommodate vagrant lusts, 
we argue the relative merits 
of keeping an alarm clockhappy. 

19 



4 

Without their once trailing trellises, 
they are strangely at bay. Compliant 
things: agreeing with the merest knife 
edge or finger pressed into them. 
Bleeding as openly as Ophelia might. 
What wonder then that mornings 
the late-trucks, existing sharply, 
throw hundreds beside the roadbed--
their bodies peppering the freeway 
red with pock-marked bomb blasts. 
You tell me you know the sound 
they make when landing there--
your lips flap in mimicry, 
then the stillness reroots us. 

5 

The sun , as pale-gold as Ahab 's 
doubloon , nestles between the loins 
of the now-immobile, quaint foothills. 
Stumpless, the landscape has been 
rubbed free of distracting matter. 
There is nothing to watch from here . 
An infinite point falls somewhere , 
but it neither incites nor obeys. 

The spirit of the place is gone. 
Once overstocked with contentious game, 
human hand could hardly steady 
its greed. What remains dances 
singularly on the combatant fringes. 
And hearing its echo reecho again , 
turns and replaces the gross silence 
which has grown lush and full. 
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Ian Krieger 

SCHEMATIC OF REJECTION 
(Herbert Bayer, 1937) 

Consider the hand 
as self-portrait 

Long yellow pencil 
shadow ready to break 
between tight fingers 

Drawing how 
the lungs persuade 
cold white 

Sterile heart in a jar 
passed hand to hand 

Till its cough 
breaks the concentration 

of the montage. 
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Ian Krieger 

OCEAN PARK SUNSET ( 1) 

There is erasure in his eyes, 
something to rub against the sky 
like terry cloth towel 
wet to keep the fever down. 

This is his town assembled, 
ceilings and the longing 
for the earthbound; a line 
ready to be divided by color. 

He is slow, consisting 
of a happy ending, some 
perimeter along which 
dinner will come. 

This is his neighborhood, 
owned by that mental apprenticeship 
that is his certificate 
for beng on this third planet, 
for travelling among its suspicions 
and shadows that once were 
a first language singing 
in the darkness of his own throat. 
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Dixon Sims 

THEOLOGICK 

in the farthest suburbs 
where numbers become names 
eyes meet 

a deity, the ocean rolls 
to leave the wandering ghosts of trees, 
seaweed wrapped japanese floats; 
great , dark shapes play out there 
killer whales 
they come up beneath your eggshell boat 
to nibble barnacles with yards of prickling teeth 

fardown others move in 
the mindless sound of deep salt water's 
flow between stones 
in days to come it crests and breaks on 
misty beaches 
where numb-handed fishers live 

their boats chug out 
in wet gray 
from drizzled docks that squat 
like sleeping crabs 
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Marjorie Cole 

"CICADA" 
A REVIEW 

"Cicada" by John Haines 
Vol. 86 in the Wesleyan Poetry Program 
Wesleyan University Press 
80 pages 

Out of 44 poems in "Cicada," twenty are reprinted from "Leaves and 
Ashes," published in 1974 by Kayak Press. The Rasmuson Library's copy of 
"Leaves and Ashes" fell apart the first time someone checked it out. The 
library rebound it by mixing up pages and splitting poems--page 47 now fol-
lows page 11 . The pages bear reverse imprints of other poems beneath the 
one you are reading, as if the press had had a dirty cylinder. Twenty of 
these poems are now at home in a much sturdier book and among them are 
some of John Haines' loveliest and most complete poems, such as "The 
Incurable Home," "Leaves and Ashes," and "The Weaver." 

Few of his poems reach such self-containment as the three mentioned 
above. He will often begin with, or include, a careful description of the 
scene or moment that started him toward the creation of a new poem. 
"The Stone Bear" begins, 

An old root-crowded cemetery 
near Dyea, Alaska. Among 
the devil's club and ferns, 
I found a stone bear 
on the pedestal of a grave. 

In that body of rusty wire 
and crumbling mortar, 
it stood and clawed the air. 
This is what Haines does well, when he does it. But his poems disinte· 

grate when he uses them to put forth his ideas about the decay of our civil-
ization and how we can discover salvation in the wilderness . "The Stone 
Bear" continues, 

Slow pulse in a den of roots 
remember a grey shadow world 
blowing in drifts overhead, 
windfall and creaking timber. 

He attempts to identify with the bear, and imagines it as a wild cub, then 
as a beast captured by men and imprisoned in the stone monument. In the 
third section of this poem, Haines leaves the graveyard carrying within 
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himself "a doomed and singing spirit ," the spirit of the animal, and contin-
ues, 

There in a wind spilling down 
from wintry pastures, 
I'll pull my fur around me 
and freeze into living stone. 

Dismayed and trapped by the clutter of civilized men, the poet turns to a 
dream of the past. In "The tree that became a house," he writes of being 
" fastened in a living box," 

half in my dream life . 
with finches, wind and fog--

Like many others, John Haines believes that we have cut ourselves off 
from the life-giving wilderness. We cannot know ourselves as long as we con-
tinue to live and die in cities, he writes. Perhaps we can rediscover who we 
are in the simpler, cleaner world of the wilderness, where life is as stark and 
plain as 

much joy in the weather, 
spilled blood in the snow. 

Haines turns away from crowds and communities in part because he is 
a quiet and intensely personal poet, and knows that he works best in retro-
spect and alone. But too often he assumes to be a moral leader and uses 
his poetry to instruct and guide the world he has, in a sense, rejected. Like 
a spike cutting into a bark canoe this voice of instruction damages his 
art. The consistency of his work suffers. He may feel alone, but he becomes 
another shrill guide among many, another prophet on the sidewalk: 

he cries aloud in the wind: 
"This world shall come to nothlng!" 

And there is no one to hear or believe . 

In "Things," he speaks of voices that sing "along eroded wires:" 

They tell us what we partly know, 
hidden by the noise we make: 
The land will not forgive us. 

The poem "Victoria," like "The Stone Bear," begins with a descrip-
tion of something he might have seen: 
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A girl, half Indian, seated 
on a floor of beaten clay, 
threading beads, 
little knots of green fire 
on a strand of sinew. 

He goes on to evoke the girl's "racial memory" of a free and primitive 
past; she rides a horse out of the cities and into wild and beautiful country 
that would be the American west 250 to 2,000 years ago. In the last section 
of the poem, we are no longer reading a poem about Victoria , but a speech 
or a form letter mailed out by Friends of the Earth, perhaps : 

Dear friend at the continent's end 

Wilderness survives at the camp 
we have made within us 
a forest filled up with night... 

Will we ever again be at home 
on earth? 

He seems to give up on the world as it is, alloyed and cluttered; and in 
a sense he gives up on this poem and lapses into speechwriting. One sur-
render makes the other inevitable. Surrender of this kind is a bad habit 
and as conventional as a TV commercial. What kind of response does he 
expect from us? Should we agree heartily and fall toward his ideas as if 
he were a religious talk show host? 

In "Dusk of the Revolutionaries," Haines says, 

We were serious back there 
under the barracks 
and dreamed of bringing to earth 
the towering 
decrepitude oflife ... 

Although he has seen "the great cloud-utopias/burn out in the west," 
Haines still has a tendency to dismiss cities and citydwellers along with all 
of their tremendous failures. Annihilation on a grand scale is not abhor· 
rent to him . In "Driving Through Oregon," he imagines what it would be 
like if the fuel shortage were really a sign of the end of our civilization , 
and if his car were to stall at a lakeshore in Canada, beyond the last dried 
up oil well: 

the driver sleeps, the passenger listens: 
Tick, tick from a starlit engine, 
snow beginning again , 
deep in a continent vacant and dark. 
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In turning away from civilization he turns away from the problems of a 
community. And yet, sometimes he is right to do so, for his best work is 
the description of decaying things and gone things, remembered or seen in 
a still moment--and these things are part of our lives, as dead birch trees 
are part of the forest. Poems by the solitary dreamer are among these, such 
as "Leaves and Ashes" and "The Incurable Home," which have their own 
logic and structure and need no interpretation or extrapolation by the poet. 
Haines is not a social poet, and does not choose to live in a city. Yet he 
cannot escape the fact that he belongs to the community of men and 
women who have worked before him, and who will work after he has gone. 

His poetry, or any other, cannot save us from ourselves. But like his own 
father, who taught the boy to fish, Haines can give us rare moments, more 
of life. His most effective admonishments in "Cicada" are the quiet and 
tender lines to a daughter who liked to count her money: 

Money will go and never come back 
no coins in the wind 
but an acre of sorrow blowing away. 
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Richard Spilman 

ABRAHAM'S REPLY 

Isaac, child of my hobbled years, 
born of prayer and a withered womb 
to cry "Nation! Nation!" to the people, 
the seed God spent to root me here. 

God's promise must fall to His law, 
so the priests say, so they have seen. 
The thirst of God's law drinks my sleep. 
"He laughs ." You were rightly named. 

A servant snores outside the cloth. 
My concubine waits without interest, 
bored by God talk. She lives to breed. 
Only Sarah weeps, cursing my God and me. 

When you were born a cry rose 
from the women's tent, "Praise God, a son!" 
He heard our psalm and smiled 
thickly, the grin of a jealous Lord . 

Promises--He has made many, 
kept some. I do not understand Him. 
If I must be chastised, why annul 
His word and bleed the generations? 

I cried, "How can tribute apply 
to the child Your own breath named?" 
But those who read the bones say "death." 
I must or face the wrath of my people. 

He set this when He answered our prayers. 
When you sucked manna from Sarah's breast, 
when I bared your manhood before Him , 
He knew and fed our dreams. 
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The judgment of God is fire and brass. 
His to give is His to take . 
I will praise Him for His power 
but He cannot expect my love. 

No rain for a month, the stunted wheat 
pecks the granite earth for water; 
the ewes dropped early this spring 
and few of the lambs survived. 

Our flocks crowd the wells, the men 
fight for buckets and troughs. 
I must find a sign or gut the boy 
to ease the doomsday fear of the clan. 

Tomorrow we will ride to God's mountain , 
father and son. We will build an altar, 
stone by stone, pile it high with wood 
and I will strap you upon it, 

shroud your gaping eyes from mine 
and gibber prayers as I lift the blade. 
To drain your blood in flame for His cup--
that is Jehovah's plan . Not mine . 

As we climb, as we gather and build, 
I will craft a way that you and I may sate 
the law and yet declare to the assembly , 
"Blood enough is let, grace is ours again!" 

If that be evil , God split my belly with light! 
I have no love for this crawling life. 
But hear my oath! If You crave my son's blood 
You must take it with Your own hand! 
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Laurel Speer 

BEDS 

King-sized beds are for romps, 
For young rutting couples 
Who require lots of positioning. 
Queen -sized beds 
Are for slightly less ambitious types 
Or single women who fantasize a lot. 
Double beds require ingenuity 
1 o accomplish acrobatics 
Without barking the shins 
On bedposts. 
And the twin bed 
Is only good for children 
Before the onset of puberty 
And monkish types 
Who go right to bed 
After vespers 
And sleep completely 
In one straight line . 
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Susan Jane Liguori 

FOR BROTHERS 

I didn't complain when the years 
crept in with their noiseless conventions, 
or when time sent us sprawling 
like tumbled pots in the hot house, 
transplanted suddenly and rudely 
with separate names. 
But now, as the wide-eyed summers 
age us, alas, 
I would have us entwined, 
reckless, and naturally, unrefined. 
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Taylor Graham 

TO THE CAMERAMAN 

buried on the opposite hill when the avalanche he was recording 
overshot the valley floor and swept over his vantage point. 

The film shows 
how a mountain fell down 
and came back up. 
Your camera never shuttered, 
though the lens went white. 
Your eyes stopped open. 

Who told you 
a winter would lie in pieces 
down in some bottom valley, 
ghosting itself out till thaw? 

They shoot bears, 
who die . 
The toothed charge focuses 
and falls. 
The cameraman 
is supposed to walk away. 
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Taylor Graham 

AN ANNIVERSARY 

Two spirals merge 
a spin of birds 
and a flash of goosedown pillows: 
how people get attached 
and it turns to 
filet of cod 
Friday 
and aging sheets. 

You asked for the truth. 
Now you sit reading , mending, moving 
fingers and eyelids. 
"I'm frightened," you 
didn't say, but 
in case of tremors 
framed certificates 
nailing us to the wall . 
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POINTS OF RESOLVE 

Backed up against the skyline 
a surge of burgundy 
colored air glazes 
like breath . "I should like 
to measure my own 
transparency," he said, 
steadied his legs unequally 
aligned to the creases 
of his pants; turned 
and walked 
while his limbs lobbed and skittered 
trying to catch up. 

On 4th Ave. the pros 
walk, moon in their shoes 
and stars 
clinking in their pockets. 
Luminaries are his magnets. 
Six o'clock sharp he rounds 
into sight, flash 
of neon on his teeth, 
remembering old interpretations 
of the flesh . 

When they bounce him out 
what is he thinking? 
The darkness 
of his innards? the light 
he's bound for? 
his own ease 
between impacts? 
At the point where he weighs 
nothing 
does he vow to hobble henceforth 
in the space of his skin? 
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Sue Standing 

TUNDRA (Song Cycle) 

Fables 

I want a little bedside swamp 
not so much for the skunk cabbage 
as for crickets and their long 
sketches of nerve. 

I'll slide into my swamp 
each night count nebula 
and the striations 
on a skeeter's belly. 

Mornings, I 'll walk with loons 
& small wings fanning air : 
no drift 

no rock 
no edges. 

Seance 

knock knock 
when your eyes tap me 
a water table 
rises three inches 
above the earth 

Quirk 

no neutral daydream 
to see rivers 
as salamanders 
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& bluffs as typhoons 
it's a distant & early 
fugue without 
foretelling 

Astral Plane 

nights get pinned 
to one spot 
as if mosquito 
nets were thrown 
over us at dusk 

Constellation 

summer staves 
& starblankets 
someone looked up 
& saw the first 
pattern of light 
pricked in the void 
I think I gazed at you 

Taproot 

your hands 
are the leaves 
of a book 
I once could read 
they ripple me 
with mossy fingerprints 



Letter 

your distant rope 
raves & pulls 
the ocean tight 
around the shore 
I'm left in the stark 
windmill of space 
sinking without a trace 

Voiceprint 

don't cry dryad 
there's no place 
to go 
salt licks 
down the spine 
weathervanes point 
every direction 
eating the wild 
wild currents 

Quark 

this is the winter 
to find my polar coordinates 
stray kisses 
lampoon the harbor 
I'm sculling 
the darkness 
for clues 
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Li/quid 

from October May 
tulip glasses 
won 't fit my lips 
nothing fits 
except you 
we both slide into one 
pair long 
underwear 
& my empty lung pillows 

April in Alaska 

where you are 

roots won't give up 
their fur 

bird tracks 
rust in frost 

trout can't jump 
from fingerlake 
to fingertip 

spring is a handful 
of loose tundra 
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Alamgir Hashmi 

LINES TO AMIR Ill 

One hardly understands 
such things, one can only 
take them. What can you do 
about death, which , when all 
is told, is already second-
hand? I had been told 
as a child 
a change of landscape 
hardly does anything, 

for after all it is only 
land. Years have since 
changed their names 
upon the wall-calendars , but 
everything else is the same. 
I was curious. This good summer 
I took the question 
to Rio Grande , the elder among 
rivers, near Taos, 
where Lawrence is buried. 
No one speaks, you can see it 
there: feeling echoes ruin 
like a sodden particle of sand 
in the silting deserts of New Mexico. 
There wilderness meets wilderness. 
In the deep gorge where the 
quick river curls about the way, 
the kindest breeze hits 
the ear like a wailing sound. 
So a crusty heart can find 
the crust and fumes of dwindling 
time dropping from the rock 
hour upon hour, endlessly. 
My hand upon my chest 
tells me nothing. 
The heartbeat is like a clock 
wound over and over. 
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Alamgir Hashmi 

GAUTUM 

How Gautum had succumbed 
to the spirit; 
a seduction that made him 
desert the shadiest groves 
of love and irrigated rice-
fields; 

or how he had widowed his 
wife in his life 
is painfully familiar. 
And the tale has grown fuzzier 
with the idiocy 
of long time. 

To subtract from that 
would be another kind of 
addition. So let's celebrate 
the discontent that fell upon him, 
the unhappiness of a fine brain 
that seeks employment, 

the leisure which brims over a 
summer holiday 
and must return to the dull 
sanity of routine. 
He broke the pattern : 
there could have been wrong 

analogies; a Thoreau by the pond 
sunk in meditation 
to flee his taxes, 
unperturbed by the vagrant callers. 
He was glad that no pond 
reflects much in the winter. 

As always, the summer had a kind 
of persistence in the 
last. At night 
Gautum went to his wife's room 
and saw her sleep lit by an oil-lamp, 
the infant sleeping sweetly 
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surrounded by the flowers. 
He had tried to bow to kiss them. 
But the fear prevented him, lest 
he should awake his wife. Or was it 
the old rule that one should 
let a sleeping girl lie? 

No one knows. But only 
that he softly droppd his clothes 
on the threshold , 
and happy aimlessness, and mounted 
his horse in the bright Indian moonshine, 
and rode off. 

POEM 

A poem 
sounds like a dog , 
a beetle nut cracking or a stick . 

Something 
the eye can tell the hands 
proceed. 

Also, 
a poem is an olf.actory something, 
perhaps a tobacco grind 
of teeth . 

As love is a tongue 
that deposits truth in the gums, 
(and fertile silt) . 

Then, let the poem be 
a numbed snigger 
stopped by sneezing old men. 

Their poems snore, 
and slattern they sleep 
like cow shit . 

Its bones 
and skin are its own, 
our breath 
the neighbour . 
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By Nora Young 

CATRIONA: THE LAST DECADE 

Her name was Catriona Clunes Moore . She was born near 
Benbacoula, Muir of Aird, Outer Hebrides, Scotland. 

She stood a neat and tidy four feet eight inches . She weighed 
less than 90 pounds, with clothes. Her hair, even in old age, was 
a wondrous thing to see. Black it was, shining like the raven's 
wing, oiled and coiled contentedly at the nape of her neck. 
Sometimes, as a special treat for me, she threw it like a silver 
threaded shawl down her back, that it might be more fully ad-
mired and loved by my own small hands. Her eyes were green. 
Not grey-green, not brown-green. Her eyes were spring green 
when happy, bright green when sad. Always unmistakably 
green as our island grass in the spring. Her skin was dark in a 
village of fair-skinned strawberry blondes . Catriona was dark 
honey . Smooth she was , smelling of the wild lavender soap we 
made each summer. 

Catriona never seemed to walk . She bounced through life. 
Her movements were short and lightly touching. She never 
seemed to hold to anything for long--not her feet to the ground 
nor her hands to a pot. It was a magic thing to watch her, 
moving around the house like a wild thing, never settling for 
long. 

She always liked bright colors. Her blouses were white, 
starched after boiling in blueing every two weeks. They were 
worn with swinging skirts of red, green or blue, worn over 
petticoats of many colors. At the edge of her skirts, she stitched 
silver bells. Little tiny things that tinkled as she walked . In this 
way , she explained, no evil spirits would come close. It was 
known that small devils full of household mischief lurked 
everywhere , to burn the stew, to break a plate, or put out the 
morning fire . She, being a Shelachie, knew all that was to be 
known about such things . 

She was much respected in our village . She made medicines, 
tended the sick, comforted the dying, ushered babies into the 
world . Catriona was a singer of songs, a teller of tales. She knew 
the names of the old gods and the proper way to address the 
new. 

It was generally agreed in the village that when Catriona 
spoke, only a fool did not listen. Her voice had a windy quality, 
slightly nasal. Words with an "s" in them came out with a "sha-
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a-a" sound. That sound was like a sea breeze, kissing the rocks 
on a warm spring day. It was a voice that belonged to her alone. 

Her knowledge of English was limited to obscenities only. 
When aroused, the gentle breeze became a hurricane of rich 
obscenities, crashing forth with descriptions known only to the 
most happy degenerates. She knew no other words in what 
she described as "An accursed language, spoken only by pi-
rates and bastards!" 

One day an unfortunate Dominee (minister) of the Presby-
terian Church stopped by. He suggested that I be sent to Sun-
day School. Catriona bounced like a tiny dervish . She roared 
at him, attacking with a rousing description of his ancestry--
magnificently, and in three languages. She described his ances-
try as diseased offspring of an unknown syphilis ridden per-
vert. She dispelled his damp spirit from the house, completing 
the assault with hand movements that would make a ballerina 
proud. Oh, the wonder of her! Carried away with admiration 
and awe, I joined her with a few childish obscenities of my own. 
Her right hand swung straight and hard. It sent me screeching 
into the raspberry bushes. Catriona was a devoted advocate of 
her own special double standard. 

Apart from "a wee drapie" of whiskey now and then, her 
one other weakness was men. More correctly, romance . She fell 
in and out of love with each new season. Five husbands and 17 
children had not cured her. For Catriona, being in love was as 
essential as breathing. 

Her last love was Willie. They held hands and nibbled appre-
ciative ears as freely and as openly as any lovers I have seen 
since . Sex over 80 was invented for and by Catriona Clunes 
Moore. She did not favor marriage, however, making it clear 
to one and all she thought marriage to be a foolish adventure, 
a waste of time. Not lasting long enough to convince her of its 
value. 

In the summer of my fourteenth year, Catriona and Willie 
ran away to Glasgow. There followed a week of whiskey , 
laughter and glorious debauchery. After what was described 
as a "romantic episode ," Catriona died in Willie's arms, slightly 
tipsy and, according to her devoted Willie, "wi a wee bit o a 
smile ." 
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Karen Randlev 

LAMENT 

We don't talk to my grandmother anymore 
she's from Baltimore 
a German Gypsy (Jew) 
jarring our Nordic family vision 
of day lit nights and purity. 

We haven't talked for eleven years 
six blocks away 
she's after my father 
and me 
and will eat us whole 
leaving other persons behind. 

Her wedding present to my sister 
rumpled damask 
a banquet cloth and twelve wine-stained napkins 
stuffed in a plastic bag. 

We are still worrying 
about the significance 
of such a gift. 

She loved my father so much 
he couldn't leave for college 
or life 
and drawing her strength for eighty-nine years 
from two sons' lives 
she outlives at least one and three husbands. 

But my father is next. 
There's no way he can beat her 
she has the last ace in a no-trump hand . 
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Karen Randlev 

IN PLACE OF BOTTLED WATER 

The rusty pump 
leans between 
two drooping sycamores 
and gives no more. 

A thin red barrier 
in its curved neck 
keeps in 
rarely lets go 
a flow of cool, spring water. 

So that now 
even pumping hard 
I only feel 
a week, brown trickle 
leaking out. 
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A FEW MOMENTS AT THE PHILADELPHIA MUSEUM 

Listen, Duchamp 
first, you dropped the kneeling rail on the top of my foot 
changing prayers into momentary flashes 
of piercing raw strips from my arch 
centered womblike. 
I screamed 
hearing only the sharpness of glass 
splinters tearing me apart. 

Then, you sat there 
three wise men in one 
murmuring to me: 
ridiculous 
absurdities 
Dada 
freeze. 

You old man 
I refuse to listen 
changing my prayers into momentary flashes 
of piercing raw strips from my arch 
centered womblike. 
I can't even scream 
my ears, nose, and cheeks 
stuffed with ammonia-wet cotton. 

You 
slammed my Self in the car door 
the nail of my soul turning black 
to protect the blood vessels' swell 
the nerve endings' twitch 
You're sorry; so sorry 
not serious, just kidding. 

Shit. 
I'm the bride stripped bare 
by her bachelors, even 
and I don't want to be the bride. 

(Note: "The Large Glass" or "The Bride Stripped Bare by 
Her Bachelors, Even" is a nine foot tall composition of glass, 
wire, and paint by Marcel Duchamp which stands in the 
Philadelphia Museum of Art.) 
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Earl Nunni 

AFTER A SEA CHANTY 

Did you ever hear a loon cry 
dancing on the water? 
She's just like a young girl 
the forest's glad daughter 

Northerly northerly hey hey 

Did you ever hear the coyote moan 
running in the pine break? 
It's a clear sound and a dear sound 
freedom's last soldier 

Northerly northerly hey hey 
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Ann Fox Chandonnet 

VAN CLIBURN AMONG THE CROWBERRIES 

Centuries of moss sing here 
in mellow green hummocks , 
the soft mastabas of forgotten berries, 
multiple inviting buttocks 
of earth. 
Here the crowberries 
twine their green inviting tendrils, 
as the creek descends 
through damp alders. 

Here near the sky 
all but rock is miniaturized: 
birch are but a leafy handspan; 
valleys, a yard square. 

Giants in this landscape , 
we gambol among the hummocks 
devouring the inhabitants; 
our blue-lipped children 
roll down upholstered slopes 
laughing like tumbleweeds. 

Big hands come into their own here, 
rippling the fruited valleys 
like keyboards, 
cascading black berries 
into harmonious pails--
a whole pastorale of pies. 
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Christopher Millis 

VILLANELLE: OCEAN CLAY 

You looked past me when I spoke 
About the ocean clay. 
I told you how it broke 

To touch it; how, like fleshy smoke, 
Its runny meat was grey. 
You looked past me when I spoke 

Of its rippling ridges which cloak-
Like seal the mountains . The way 
I told you how it broke 

You might have seen it, but you could not evoke 
An image: Your eyes will stray. 
You looked past me when I spoke 

And shouted at last, ''What sort of joke 
Is this talk of mud all day? 
I told you how it broke!" 

I did not mean to provoke 
You: I know how minds and mountains wash away . 
You looked past me when I spoke : 
I told you how it broke . 
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ITAGLIO, ANKOR WAT 

She dances at right angles to her legs. 
Her arms are swans: one eyes the cobra 
That wreaths her neck; the other looks away. 

Your Mongol eyes seemed Balinese 
This morning: you chased the bees 
That burrowed through the sill 
With narrow breaths around the kitchen. 
You crushed them ceremoniously in Kleenex; 
You ritualized the kill. 
Fingers, long like beaks, 
Clutched the corpse as though to eat 
Then spat it in the garbage. 

Arms dropped afterwards to rest 
Like tired necks along your sides . 

LOT'S WIFE 

When Lot's wife looked to Sodom 
With her total flesh, she ached 
For her carnal city sucked by fire. 
She loathed the tepid gods, 
Her husband's fervent greed; 
She cringed to wear the caftan of their shame. 

You are less lucky: no final flame 
Consumes your city. You need 
Not look back. The gods 
Keep you conscious of desire. 
You ache 
To be salt overlooking Sodom. 
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Pat Monaghan 

MISCELLANEOUS WILD SOUND 

Yours are the hands 
of a magician of 
wildernesses: 

like iris transmuted 
into wild blue flags 
what you touch escapes 
from cultivation instantly, 
like roses collapsing 
into fruitfulness . 

After that- alchemy 
lawns become suddenly 
rampant with bedstraw. 
A fieldstone path dissolves 
into a canyon. Cedars crush 
an ornamental hedge. 
An ancient order reasserts 
itself. And this, from your 
one charm: you know 
no garden long withstands 
the sorcery of freedom . 

Some things change quickly. 
Farther north, the slow 
responses : glaciers stir. 
Migrations swell like canticles. 
And the locked sea opens 
to the seeking whale 
its savage revelations. 
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UILGASUK 

(Widow) 

Flailing like an insect--
a wind-smashed moth 
against the tinted glass--
he died at eighty knots 
and ten thousand feet. 
His heart gave out. 

All I knew of flying then 
was how to land. Was it enough? 
Below us narrow rivers 
twisted like collapsing veins 
through an eternity of snow 
and a death-blue glacier 
stretched out like a corpse 
or like a runway. 

I leaned across 
his flapping body--
my moth-husband 
oh my firefly--
and only later tried 
to save him with 
that parody of kisses. 
I brought him down. 
I could not bring him back. 

What I know of flying now 
is everything I need, 
a cocoon of loneliness 
around a secret strength: 
the knowledge that just once 
the frailest butterfly 
survives its own emergence. 

(One of a series of poem-portraits of Alaskan women entitled 
"Sedna's Daughters." The titles are lnupiat Eskimo.) 
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Pat Monaghan 

ON THE MORNING OF A FRIEND'S ABORTION 

it is still too soon 

despite your windowsills 
eager with tomatoes, 
despite the soaking peas 
that sprout long fetus tails: 
only in June is the ground 
free from frost 

we who require 
vegetables 
and roses 
we must wait 

but oh 
in May 
how I envy 
weeds: 
the reckless 
the hardy 
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Marie Morin 

IN A LAUNDROMAT: SEWARD, ALASKA 

Outside; grey raining. 
My orange poncho draped on an old kitchen chair, 

wet through. 
The windows are steamed. 
Yesterday a Russian fishing boat came in. 
The men walked hurriedly by the fish cannery; 
bright high-necked shirts, bushy bearded, a 
few thin boys behind . 
(Will I forever think ''Peter and the Wolf' 
when I see them?) 
Before, the bracelet of mountains around 
here shone for me; 
blinding sun on snow white. 
One day I walked the break-water, 
tangled in fishing line and wind , 
near a forest of boats and sails, 
trying to remember 
where I'd pitched my tent. 
I would like to let the ferns grow up around it. 
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By Morgan Wills 

DEATH OF A CAT 

When it rained she felt happiest, alone with her name, Lorraine, and the 
way it seemed to link her to the cool, sweetene'd air. Of course, she had 
never told anyone about this feeling. Her husband was awkward with any-
thing that wasn't a fact Once when she was shelling dry corn, letting the 
kernels fall, a stream of hard suncolor, she thought of the way her husband 
talked: he sifted times and measurements into his sentences. But farm life 
and farm people, they had to grasp on to what they knew. And her children, 
the eldest just married, were looking always to the future. They lived im-
patiently, skipping one foot to the other before what was to come. The 
door would bang, bang again, and they would be out and gone. 

In the sudden raw silence then she would push her hands through her 
hair. It wasn't just that everything got older, bigger, but that perspectives 
changed. On the wall near the south window was a picture of herself and her 
husband, drawn by their eldest daughter when she was six. It was two pair 
of legs, brittle as straw. The shoes grew as delicate bubbles from the ankles. 
It was her lovely picture and she hand hung it so the sun would flood it 
with a mellow, setting lighL 

From that window, too, she could just see the farm on the next ridge. 
It had long been empty, but last week her husband had said a new family 
had bought it He said an English family. She looked at the distant gables 
flashing through the heavy movement of the slope maples. It didn't seem 
different, but--an English family in this area! She wanted to take them some 
tomatoes and strawberries; she had even arranged them in a bowl. Could 
she walk over there of an evening, maybe take her youngest with her? But 
suppose she couldn't understand them when they spoke with her. She 
suddenly saw herself in the linen shift, her long bare arms the color of cured 
leather, holding a bowl of red fruit and staring dumbly at a rapid mouth 
across the stoop, while her boy hugged her knees. Big and slow as a cow she 
would have to leave without being asked in ... 

Her husband came into the kitchen from the barn and wiped his face 
on the towel. He coughed, 

"Won't be long for it'll let up. I saw lightning fork down in the lower 
pasture, though--you better go take a look." He patted her in the small of 
her back. "Come to think of it, though, might be a good time to move the 
new unit in." 

''My refrigerator." 
"Where do you want it?" 
"On the wall facing the south window, right over there." He scratched 

his head, 
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"Kind of inconvenient, seems to me ." 
"No," she told him . He shrugged and went out to the stoop to bring it 

in on the trolley . She watched him back cautiously across the floor , a wiry, 
bent man with a huge jaw. When Hart McVey set his jaw, they said in the 
county. When she was fifteen she had liked his hazel eye, lashless and direct. 
The refrigerator slid neatly into place against the wall. She went to a drawer 
and took out the placemat she was saving. The picture of the big Japanese 
mountain and the men in pointed hats with their donkeys was so fine. She 
smoothed it down on top of the refrigerator . 

"What's that you have?" Hart asked her. 
"Just a picture placemat from the last fair. I've been saving it all this 

time." 
"You can't put something like that on a refrigerator , woman!" he 

grinned at her. "That there belongs on a table in the parlor." 
"I like it here." 
"Put it out in the parlor." 
"No, Hart." 
" ... goddamn mule of a woman," he muttered, turning away. It was his 

favorite saying about her and usually she smiled faintly back at him to 
show she liked his joke . Now she only evened up a corner of the place mat . 

"You never took over that bowl of fruit yet?" 
"I was thinking about it but the wind blew up." 

"You won't go over at all. I know it as well as you." 
She said nothing, but went to the hall for a poncho . Outside the rain was 

a faint peppery sprinkle and the sky was full of great cloud movement. She 
plowed down through the wet broomcorn. The door slammed and she 
turned around to yell, "Go on in the house, Paul. I won't be a minute." A 
thin whine reached her across the field. She cupped her hands around her 
mouth. "You do as I say." She went on towards the creek which flowed 
through the lower pasture. A fence ran along one side, separating their land 
from the ridge farm . She shaded her eyes, looking for breaks in the line of 
fallen branches. There was a movement and there stood a man in a white 
jacket on the other side of the fence. For a moment she was badly fright-
ened, but he raised his hand and smiled . When he spoke to her she knew he 
must be from the ridge farm. She made her legs walk toward him. 

"Hello. Did you all see the lightning too?" 
"Yes," he said. "I was afraid it had done some damage. Do you live in 

that farm up there?" She nodded , 
"My name is Lorraine McVey. I guess you all are our closest neighbors 

now?" 
"Seems that way. Richard Elliot," he added, almost as an afterthought , 
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and stretched to her his hand. It was as smaJI, as full of light bones as a 
trout. As they inspected the fence together Lorraine watched him with 
long sideways glances . He was in his late forties and his hair, which must 
have once been red, lay in thinning auburn streaks. He was quick and ner-
vous in his movements. When he spoke he moved those white hands of his 
in the air, and the way he spoke, it was a wonder. Lorraine heard her own 
long, soft country vowels. She wondered how she sounded to him. 

And then she heard, too, very near, the low rising scream of a cat. She 
had half-turned when there came, rustling through the upper branches of 
the trees, a cat clinging desperately to a grapevine. Its ears were flattened 
and its eyes were opaque with fear. The neck showed a ring of dark, clotted 
fur. The grapevine swung slowly forward and stopped at the fence. The 
cat slid from its length, landed on four splayed feet, and collapsed . Its side 
heaved and heaved . As Lorraine and the Englishman stood there, the thicket 
trembled and a dog appeared panting, head cocked uncertainly, one paw 
held in mid air. 

Lorraine made a motion but the man was quicker. He charged the dog, 
head down , shoulder first, scuttling sideways up the bank. 

"Get away!" he cried, kicking out. The dog yelped and ran. A handful of 
dirt and pebbles followed him. "Murdering wretch!" She saw that his face 
was bright with emotion. She knelt over the cat. It was breathing more and 
more heavily. She looked for a large rock or stick. Her neighbor said, 

"We'll take it to your place--it's closer. Shouldn't move it at all but 
can't be helped." His words were coming more and more excitedly. "What 
a bid for freedom! He deserves to live after that ride. Have you got a phone, 
by the way? We'll chariot him up that hill as quick we can, then call a veter-
inarian. Here, let's just slide him over. Careful." She said, 

"But we can't, I mean, it's no use. There isn't a vet. And we have no 
phone." She stopped and did not know how to go on. The man said, 

"Then it's just us. We'll make a try for it. Hot water, and whiskey, I 
guess. Scissors ... have you got those?" His tone seemed faintly accusing to 
Lorraine. She saw the eat's eye beginning to glaze. She pushed her hands 
through her hair . 

"It's not, he's not much more than alive now-" 
"We'll pull him through, I know it. But help me get him on our stretcher, 

now , and be quick with it." 
Lorraine took the eat's back paw and pulled it onto the raincoat. Her 

hand knew the feel of a dead animal; something coldly inert touched her 
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nerves. Yet she picked up her side of the coat and stumbled up the hill 
behind her neighbor. The cat rolled from side to side in the well of the 
plaid lining. Its neck shook weakly as a rag. She thought the dog had prob· 
ably bitten through the spinal cord. And as she thought this her feet in the 
brown penny loafers stopped. They were in the middle of the field . The 
man turned to look at her, his eyebrows raised. 

"This is really no use at all," she told him, and made her voice gentle . 
"He was really dead before he left the vine." He looked down at the cat 
and frowned . She thought he seemed almost surprised. 

"Well ... " he said at last, "at least we gave him a fine ride out of this 
life." He paused a moment. "Didn't we?" 

"I guess we surely did," she told him. 

Her husband was eating at the table when she came in, spooning bran 
flakes with his chin close to the bowl. His eyes were narrowed. She thought, 
he's figuring time lost because of this storm. He glanced up at her and 
smiled. Paul was lying on his stomach on the linoleum, picking at something 
and making humming noises. Carefully she shook out her poncho. 

"Find anything?" Hart asked. 
"Nothing to worry you." 
"That's a relief." He slung into his jacket and went out towards the 

barn. Paul jumped up and ran to follow; this time she let him go, and 
walked over to look at the picture of herself that was just legs. Time was 
once, when she was wholly different and rains came that were beautiful 
to see and did not hold up work, or when things were done not for reasons, 
but for sudden right feelings. She tried to think about this, to put it in 
better words to herself so she could remember it; but this brief little griev-
ing she had for a cat seemed to be part of something much bigger that 
she couldn't locate . She put her hands on her new refrigerator and her 
palms stroked smooth metal. 

She stood perfectly still and did not look down. Then she turned and 
went into the parlor. The placemat was on the chest of drawers under the 
window . She took it off. She went out into the kitchen lean-to and found 
the big black roll of electrician's tape. Her hands tore at it, over and over, 
short strips, long strips, and she taped the placemat to her refrigerator with 
a savage pounding that made her hands tremble. When she had it taped all 
around she took the roll and wound it round and round the top and sides, 
and watched the ugliness cover up the mountain and the little men. When 
she was finished she sat down at the table and smoothed her hair and tried 
to quiet herself. In the south window was an arc of white sun. It was eve-
ning, and soon to be time for the late meal. 
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Norma Bowkett 

FOR MY DAUGHTER 

I will not cry. 
What is this contraction 
called goodbye, 
this breathing, 
squeezing in 
of God be with you? 

Yours is the cry 
to give you breath 
in this goodbye . 

I know of no 
contraction for 
I love you. 
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LAUREL SPEER's first small press publication, a book of one-act plays, 
will be published this year by Holmganger's Press. 

TAYLOR GRAHAM's poems have appeared, or are scheduled to appear, 
in more than sixty little magazines, including the "Beloit Poetry Journal," 
"Beyond Baroque," "Moons and Lion Tailes," "Poet Lore" and "Sequoia." 
He is a recipient of a Branford P . Millar Memorial Award for poetry from 
the "Portland Review ." 

ALAMGIR HASHMI: "Was born in Pakistan ; a book of poems, "The Oath 
and Amen ," was published in 1976; an essay, "A Perspective on the Forma-
Jist Criticism," is scheduled for publication in "Explorations," Spring, 1978; 
several poems will be appearing in the forthcoming issues of "Intrinsic" 
(Toronto), "Confrontation," "The Louisville Review," and "Voices Inter-
national ;" teach English at the University of Louisville; am Guest Editor 
of "The New Quarterly"--January 1978. 

CURT MADISON: freelance human being. 

MARIJANE OSBORN has a Ph.D. in English literature and lives and writes 
in England in a 1699-vintage home , Moulterbeck. 

EARL NURMI: "I am a Finnish-American who has published approxi-
mately 130 poems. I am 35, and am schizophrenic." 

PAT MONAGHAN is a self-employed writer whose articles have appeared in 
Alaskan and national magazines. She is also a graduate student in creative 
writing at the University of Alaska, and teaches contemporary women's 
literature at Tanana Valley Community College. 

RICHARD SPILMAN was born and raised in Normal , Illinois, which per-
haps explains why he now lives in San Francisco. He holds a Master's 
degree in creative writing and works as a clerk in a local bookstore. He has 
published poetry and short stories in several small quarterlies and is now 
working on a novel. 

KAREN RAND LEV is a writer/photographer living in Barrow, Alaska by 
the sea, by the sea, by the Chukchi Sea and has sustained significant 
amounts of brain damage because of lack of sunlight , stimulating conversa-
tion, and physical abuse. Her poems have appeared in "Northwest Arts," 
"Jeopardy," "The Full Cry ," and "Celebration." 

CHRISTOPHER MILLIS received an American Academy of Poets award 
at Wesleyan University where he graduated in 1976. His poems have 
appeared in "English Journal," "College English," and elsewhere . He 
teaches and is at work on a collection of poems about the Trojan War. 

MICHAEL FREDSON will be graduating in May from the M.F.A. prog-
ram at the University of Arizona. 



MARIE MORIN is a student at UA Fairbanks. 

SUE STANDING lives in Taos, New Mexico, where she has a residency 
grant from the Wurlitzer Foundation. "Tundra" (Song Cycle) is: "a group 
of short poems currently being set to music. I wrote them for a friend of 
mine who was on tour in Alaska with Western Opera." 

BRIAN ALLEN was a political science major at Harvard and is now doing 
freelance photography in Fairbanks. 

LYRIC OZBURN is an art major at UA Fairbanks. 

NORA YOUNG is a student at UA Fairbanks. 

VIJA Y A RAO graduated recently as an art major at UA Fairbanks and has 
received many awards for her work. 

TONI HARSH is an art major and pre-med minor at UA Fairbanks. 
MARJORIE COLE is a graduate of UA Fairbanks. 

NORMA BOWKETT has been chosen to receive the ASUA Executive 
Council Award for Outstanding Faculty Member for 1978 . The poem "For 
My Daughter" was stolen from her by the editors, specifically for inclusion 
in this issue of permafrost. 

ANN CHANDONNET is a free-lance writer whose special field of interest 
is the history of food. She is the author of two collections of poetry, 
"Incunabula" (1968) and "The Wife & Other Poems" (1977), and two 
cookbooks. Currently she lives in Chugiak (18 miles north of Anchorage, 
Alaska) and is an English instructor with the Eagle River Community 
College. 

CHRISTINE ZAWADIWSKY lives in Milwaukee, Wisconsin . She was a 1976 
National Endowment of the Arts recipient in poetry and a 1977 Wisconsin 
Arts Board winner; she has a new book of prose-poems out soon from the 
Bieler Press entitled "The World At Large." She also has a new broadside 
out by the Osage Orange Press. 

IAN KRIEGER lives in L.A. and is an editor for Telepoem, a dial-a-poem 
oral magazine. 
GARY SMITH: "I have enclosed a series of poems in and out of a general 
theme about the industrial aspects of tomato farming in Santa Clara Valley, 
California .. .! am presently doing graduate research at Stanford University, 
where I received the 1977 Clarence Urmy Award for poetry. My poems 
have appeared in a number of other periodicals, including "Poetry" (Chic-
ago) and "The Portland Review." 

SUSAN JANE LIGUORI is studying in the creative writing program at 
Brooklyn College. 
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