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In this special issue of permafrost we have selected poems, prose, 
photographs, and drawings by writers and artists who live in Alaska. 
As you read through the magazine, we think you'll agree that Alaskan 
residency is about all many of these people have in common. Most of the 
writing here is not about Alaska in any obvious way, although some kind 
of common Alaskan experience may underlie many pieces. The writers 
and artists in this issue come from all over the state- Anchorage, Fair-
banks, Southeast, the Kenai, the Interior, and the Aleutian Islands. 

Also in this issue permafrost has begun a practice it hopes to 
continue-printing the winners of the Fejes Award, an annual writing 
contest begun this past year in Fairbanks. This year's Fejes Award winner 
in fiction was Cindy Hardy for her short story "Annie's Time." Co-winners 
of the Fejes Award in poetry were Linda Schandelmeier for her poems 
"Lives of Animals" and "Words for a Granddaughter" and Gerald Cable 
for his poem "Mr. Pete Totten." 
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Pat Monaghan / Three Poems 

DISTINCTIONS 

It has not snowed in Tanana 
or on the Porcupine or in Valdez. 
A long fall. We clutch our 
coats against the rare October 
wind. The pavement is bare 
and brittle. So are we. 

We will pay for this long 
exposure-moose calves will 
starve for lack of browse in 
spring, seedling spruce will all 
be thin and dead as toothpicks. 

Years here have taught us both 
the irony of self-defence, how 
cold protects against a deeper 
cold. Scholars in the subtletites 
of winter, we tell each other: 

this is dangerous. 
There is no snow. 
Things will die. 

Later, when there is no sun, when 
metal cracks in the dense air, 
when anything that we leave open 
shatters from the impact of the cold, 
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we will be calm, safe under white 
blankets, snow piled against 
foundations, each of us a 
city barricaded and besieged. 

IT GETS UP TO FREEZING 

It is two years now since that 
breezeless day the birch tree 
near the kitchen window stirred 
just at the moment he entered. 

Look: our horoscopes together 
form a brittle star with rays 
that shoot toward Venus and 
the luminaries are well-aspected. 

It is all significant. Omens tell 
me that we'll marry, and my 
meditations, oracles-my friends 
have never disagreed. What? No, 

I see him rarely. Once he took my face 
between his farmer's hands and smiled. 
Just that. No, it is not over. How 
can it be. Nothing has begun. 
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LEAVING ON THE RED- EYE SPECIAL 

Eight months pregnant in-where else-California 
she won a topless dancing contest and a date 
with a famous man. She ditched him before dinner. 

Here she lived with her menage: three sons, 
a husband and a lover, at her thrall 
on the homestead in an unknown fairy tale 
with herself as maiden, queen and witch. 

We'd see them in the bars: 
two identical gray men who sat 
at either side of her, this girl 
with breasts like puddings and 
slant cheekbones and round eyes 
that dared you to suggest 

that hers was not a romance of the highest sort, 
that one man rarely shaved and slept with glasses on, 
the other had a pointed chin and jutting ears, 
and she herself had unmatched eyes of blue and green 
and a voice like a schoolbell 

and that she didn't hold her liquor well. 

She gave it up and moved away 
to another state with husband only, 
quit drinking_and- so we hear- smoking, 
lost weight, began to love her children, 
and is dead today at 43 of an overdose of aspirin. 
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David Stark/ Two Poems 

AT THE AIR SHOW IN MANZANAR 
(July 4, 1943) 
-was this the America 
we knew, had known-
--Togo Tanaka 

Years after the air show in Manzanar 
my father shot clay pigeons 
at dusk over dying fruit trees 
while we watched at the orchard's edge 
devouring the cool green pears ... 

Now, I show my son the guard shack, 
pagoda crafted in brown stone, 
where the soldiers cupped their eyes as the B-29 
plowed the thin blue sky 
toward the Pacific. 

I tell him of the wind, 
the busses' glass chipped by sand, 
their faces fused to the windows, 
silhouetted by a cold sun, 
as we gathered in the streets to watch them 
go north to Manzanar. 

How later, 
we saw them from the highway, 
the ten thousand of them, 
no more strange than fenced cattle in a field, 
just blurred shapes in the distance, 
bent over sprouting fruit trees, 
planted in the earth no larger than twigs. 
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And how sweet the pears tasted 
those first years after the war's end, 
as we harvested the ripe fruit 
and let the roots 
turn back into stone. 

How we even took my parents house from them 
at auction 
and ransacked the attic as boys 
finding headlines: TWO JAPS ESCAPE: ONE KILLED 
that crumbled beneath our impatient fingers 
like yellow leaves. 

And how it was that day: the thunder of the planes 
coming low over the brown sage 
at the air show, 
the air show in Manzanar, 
and how their faces must have appeared 
to the pilots 
looking down into the leaves: clusters 
of dark fruit 
among the green trees. 

PAINTING/ ALASKA HOUSE 

This dead raven from Inuviak 
stands still 
as morning water, 
leaves no footprints, 
is always profiled 
against cold sky ... 
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Lapping at this 
morning's dark, 
his dim halfsight 
seems mine: a world 
spread thin 
with possibility 
for want of which 
I peck this chewed bun 
turning black 
beneath the leaves 
for the essential 
grain of the bird, 
designer of ocular 
mystery, who stirs 
summer with the hard 
edge of his wings, 
making filial arrangements 
for his crop 
of snowshoe hares: 
tufts of fur 
adrift in a thin cloud 
of flies: but not 
a bad bird 
even in this two dimensional 
wedding: just 
possibilities not 
realized: contradictions 
in the bird. 
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Cindy Hardy 

ANNIE'S TIME 

Mama, perched on the porch steps shelling peas, looked 
like one of the rust speckled pigeons in the eaves of the barn; 
like she might take flight at any moment if something startled 
her. 

"Aunt Bessie, not everybody's farmers anymore," she 
said. "It ain't no sin to be laid off. Not when they closed down 
the whole quarry." 

The old woman's foot thumped the porch boards, 
twisting the chair swing from its sway. The sun slipped behind 
a low bank of cloud. Annie dangled her legs from the swing 
beside her great aunt, squirming under the press of the arm that 
snugged her against Bessie's pleated bodice. Damp evening 
air cooled on her arms. 

"By their work shall you know them, Alma Lee," said 
Bessie, "and he ain't worked the year over. Jacob offered him 
work on the farm here." 

A tractor clattered home from the fields. 
"Bessie, he ain't a farmer and you know it." 
Annie knew it was Da they were talking about. HerDa 

was no farmer. He drank beer and tinkered with cars, scattering 
the parts around the yard and replacing them one by one into 
his Chevy. 

The tractor rattled into the farmyard. Annie strained 
against her aunt's arm as the driver clambered down from the 
high seat. She wiggled her shoulders against the old woman's 
bosom, but Bessie's grip remained firm. 

"You don't go pestering your uncle none, hear? That's 
men's business out there. The good Lord knows you're car 
crazy already for a little girl." 

Mama swung around at Bessie's words. Her eyes had 
rims of gold at the pupils. 
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''Let her be Bessie." 
Between Mama and Bessie the air seemed to ripple and 

stretch till Annie felt it snap around her tight as Bessie's arm. 
She sucked in her upper lip, watching Mama's face, squirming 
deeper into the crook of Bessie's arm. 

They had come to stay at the farm when Da drove off 
in the Plymouth, towing the Chevy behind him. Da had used 
to tell her stories at night about how he was going to take the 
Chevy to the speedway and make them rich, about ruffled 
dresses and patent leather shoes with a bag to match, or about 
how he and Mama found her one night after their prom in 
the back seat of the Plymouth and Mama had hidden her in 
her belly till after they got married. 

Now, every night before Mama came for a last kiss, 
Aunt Bessie told Annie stories of people who lived long before 
even Aunt Bessie was born. Some lived in a beautiful garden, 
some were kings and wanderers, and one was Jesus who was 
born in a barn and was nailed to some sticks and later flew 
up into the sky and lived there still. Strangest of all were the 
angels - people with wings and spikes of light radiating from 
their heads. They wore white dresses and could fly and sing 
and would come down and snatch people up whenever they 
felt like it. They had snatched up Jesus and made him their 
king. Every night Bessie prayed beside Annie's bed in case the 
angels came while she was asleep. 

Bessie said, "When will you teach this child to speak 
God's English language, Alma Lee?" 

Annie searched the sunset clouds to see if she could see 
Jesus walking there. 

"She'll speak when she's ready to, Bessie. Leave her be." 
Bessie stamped the porch again and the swing chains 

creaked. 
"I've raised four of my own, and you, too, to grown 

age. I know what's regular for a child. She's near four years 
old. It ain't right." 

"She understands plenty." 
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Annie slumped against the back of the swing. Jesus 
was not in the clouds and Mama's face looked tired. Aunt 
Bessie's arm pressed the breath out of her. She screwed her 
eyes shut to soothe their burning. 

With grownups, talk seemed to eddy and splash like 
a creek over rocks. Annie mostly felt like the rock. She 
would shape sounds silently in her throat, hold a word poised 
in her mouth ready to leap out, but the grownups would say 
it for her or grow impatient, insisting, "I know you can say 
it, come on." The word would unravel on her tongue and slip 
back into the darkness. 

With Mama, in the kitchen at home, Annie would try 
out sounds, for Mama didn't ask questions or ask her to talk 
at all. Sometimes Mama sat in the kitchen chair rocking herself, 
and Annie would crawl into her lap and rock with her. Here 
on the farm, Bessie loomed between them like a solid wall 
or a tree whose trunk was too broad for their hands to join 
around. 

Jacob stamped up the stairs as the last light faded 
from the clouds, his clothes stiff with dust. He took off his 
cap and combed his fingers through his hair leaving little 
furrows. Mama brushed the last of the empty peapods off 
her lap into a bag. 

"How come you ladies are sitting out here in the dark?" 
Jacob looked from Mama to Bessie and back again, "You 
ain't forgot that fair tomorrow? We oughta be up early so we 
can leave on time." 

Mama looked up at her cousin. Her voice seemed 
lighter as she spoke, as if she were trying to smooth out the 
air. 

"Oh, we're just talking girl talk, Jakey. We forgot all 
about the time. Guess it's time for somebody to go to bed, 
though." 

She stood up, stretched and walked over to the porch 
swing. Annie felt her aunt's arm loosen around her. Mama 
took her hand and without a word to Bessie they walked into 

All Alaska Issue 19 



the house. 
That night Annie dreamed of Da. After Bessie left with 

her black book of stories and Mama came for her kiss and a 
long hug, Annie lay on the cot and saw images of Da and the 
Chevy in the darkness. 

She'd first seen the Chevy beneath a layer of mud, 
rolling up the drive behind the wheezing Plymouth. She saw 
it before Mama did, through the glass door, and Mama, when 
she'd come beside her to watch, gripped the door handle and 
didn't speak. After that, Da had started staying home all day, 
instead of going off in the mornings like he'd used to and 
Mama's face grew sterner. 

Annie would here them at night as she huddled against 
the dark of her room, Da's voice deep and harsh, Mama's 
swirling against it like paper against a fence. Sometimes the 
voices grew louder and Annie would burrow deep under her 
quilt. Once she'd startled awake to a sullen silence, then 
dropped back into fitful sleep, dreaming she was a pale fish 
floating in a dark backwater pool. 

In the morning they rode to the fair in Bessie's old 
Buick. Jacob drove and Mama rode beside him in front, Annie 
and Bessie rode in back. The morning was already hot, so 
Annie leaned her head out the open window, eyes closed, diving 
through the air, till Bessie yanked her back. Annie sank back 
in her seat, watching Mama talk with Jacob. Mama's hair was 
brushed back into curls and the sun slanting through the car 
glinted into it like it did off Jesus' clouds at sunset. Annie 
wondered how Mama would look in a white dress with wings 
sprouting out her back. 

Jacob called back over the seat, "I bet someone's 
pretty excited about seeing the horses." 

Bessie kept a firm grip on Annie's shirttail. 
"She won't be nothing if she crawls out the window 

of this car," she said. 
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A ring of snowfence circled a baseball diamond at the 
far end of the fairground. Annie rode Jacob's shoulders as they 
pressed through the crowd to the ring where the horses and 
riders trotted round and round. A flock of inland gulls wheeled 
overhead. Their wings flashed white against the sky and their 
calls screeched like trees locked together in a wind. Annie had 
never seen such birds before, white like angels. She followed 
their circling with her eyes. 

Jacob reached up and slid Annie off his shoulders into 
the push and confusion of the crowd. She could hear a calf 
bawling inside a truck that lumbered through the crowd 
towards a pen attached to the far end of the ring, and she 
stretched on tiptoes to see. 

"You stay here," Jacob said, "I've gotta help unload 
those calves." 

Annie swung her arms and looked around as Jacob 
pushed off through the crowd. People pressed around her so 
that she had to duck between the straddled legs of a farmer to 
see. The horses and riders had left the ring, but behind the ring 
she saw a weedy hill that sloped up to a fring of trees. A few 
people stood at the bottom of the hill but at the top, where it 
flattened out, there was no one. Annie glanced around for 
Jacob, saw him stretching up to unhook the loading ramp 
of the truck, then she ducked through the crowd towards 
the hill, the trees, and the circling birds. 

From the hill she could look down on the ring below 
as the white faced calves bounded down the ramp of the truck 
to mill in the pen. Like the calves, Annie pranced around in 
the tall grass. When she looked again, Jacob was walking away 
from the truck back to where he'd left her, his head swinging 
side to side, looking for her. She saw Mama and Bessie stroll 
up to him, then they, too, walked off, turning their heads 
side to side, stopping people who shook their heads "No", 
then walking on around the ring. Annie plopped to her hands 
and knees and peered at them through the weeds. A horse and 
rider had moved into a chute beside the calves. One calf had 

All Alaska Issue 21 



been separated from the rest and stood by itself behind a gate. 
Suddenly both gates flew open and horse and calf burst into 
the ring, the rider hissing as he snaked his rope over the calfs 
head. Annie held very still as the horse slid back on his 
haunches and the rope tightened on the calf's neck, throwing 
it to the ground. The man leaped down, pinned the calf and 
bound its legs together with a short rope. He jumped back to 
his feet, arms outstretched, and the announcer called out 
the time. 

Annie breathed out slowly when the calf was freed 
and bucking around the ring. She watched two men herd 
it towards the pen as the gate swung open to let out the horse 
and rider. Annie saw Aunt Bessie by the gate, shading her 
eyes and looking towards the hill, and she hunched down lower 
in the weeds. All around her weeds rustled, whispered as if 
she was their secret. Above her, birds that might be angels 
soared out from the trees and back. 

That last, hot day before Da drove off, when most 
of the parts had gone back into the Chevy from their places 
on the lawn, but Da still crawled under the car or leaned deep 
under the open hood, he had sent Annie often for beer and 
let her sip off the top as the foam came out. By afternoon 
she had felt shimmering as the leaves in the trees above her, 
oegan to dance, and tripped over Da's beer. He roared so loud-
ly that she jumped and he caught her up and sat her down on 
the Chevy's roof and told her to stay there. He shuffled back 
into the house, and she sat there for an hour all hot and dizzy 
with light, till Mama came out, snatched her off the car and 
carried her into the house. 

This time was like that other. The weeds asked no ques-
tions, the birds told no stories and Annie felt a lightness bub-
bling up inside her. 

A shout down by the ring startled her. A calf broke 
loose, full gallop for the hill, tail up and kinked, white face 
bobbing. Three men ran after it, waving their arms at each 
seemed to speak, and Annie reached for it, but the calf twisted 
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away, eyes still on her. 
She heard her name blared on the loudspeaker, and 

turned from the calf and saw the men forming a triangle with 
herself and the calf in the center. One side lay open to the 
woods where a flash of white caught her eye. Beyond the strip 
of trees gulls gathered in a field of young wheat. Jacob called 
from behind the men and Annie lunged after the calf as he 
bolted into the trees. Crashing through brush and vines, Annie 
followed the white tassel of his tail. She fell once and looked 
behind her. The men had stopped at the edge of the trees. 

In the field ahead of her the white birds circled, 
screeching around the calf. She pushed aside the last vines and 
stepped out onto the green. Gulls spread out across the field, 
flurrying, circling, landing and rising again. Their whiteness 
dazzled her. They seemed like angels, flocking around the 
calf to fly him away. A sound formed in her throat,struggled 
along the length of her tongue. Far down the row of trees a 
rider came galloping, shaking a rope out beside him. 

All at once, all together, the birds rose into the air, 
flashing and circling higher up into the clouds where Jesus 
lived. The sound in her throat found its way to Annie's lips. 
She stretched her arms out to the birds. 

"Wait!" The word seemed to leap back at her like a 
sprung rubber band. "Wait." 

The calf bolted across the field and the rider swerved 
after it. Annie stood in the young wheat watching as the angels 
disappeared into the sky. Jacob would come for her soon. 
She moved her lips as the sounds died down inside her, forming 
again and again the shape of words meant only for angels. 
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Jana Trettner/The Old Sea Wall in Ressurection Bay 
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John Haines/ Two Poems 

IN THE WORKSHOP OF BRANCUSI AND GIACOMETTI 

Nothing bestial or human remains 
in all the brass and tin 
that we strike and break and weld. 

Nothing of the hand-warmed stone 
made flesh, of the poured heat 
filling breast, belly and thigh. 

So, black dust of the grinding wheels, 
bright and sinewy curl of metal 
fallen beneath the lathe: 

Speak for these people of drawn wire 
striding toward each other 
over a swept square of bronze. 

For them the silence is loud 
and the sunlight is strong. 

No matter how far they walk, 
they will never be closer. 
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DEATH AND THE MISER 
-after Breughel 

God surely sees us, 
for he sends his messengers 
when we lie dying, 
tugging in a repentant fever 
the gold seams of a shroud. 

Remember, if you can, 
in your drenched delirium, 
the pinched rancor of the hours 
spent sorting and weighing: 
the squint, the measuring grasp 
broken on dust, flake and coin. 

And now the last lock is sprung, 
and the domed lid 
of your counting chest stands open. 

And, see, the sagging purses, 
rubbed and darkened leather 
spilling great seals and rings, 
the lure of swindled clasps loose 
in their amber or ruby light; 
and tossed among these, 
the sordid bundles of credits, 
foreclosures and mean accounts, 
cannot be hidden. 
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Be sure the deadly creatures 
that litter the floor 
with their glittering excrement 
will find you. With six and eight 
polished, segmented arms 
they dim b the sill 
to cross the fading window light. 

There will never be time 
to try all the keys, 
nor will you be strong again 
to wrestle the cold, 
down-hauling weight of money. 

So pull the shroud to your chin, 
let go of your wallet 
and stop your ears, 

as with his tiny, grating 
click, click, click ... 
the gold-eating beetle of Death 
climbs nearer. 
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Frank E. Buske 

II 

I don't know why they drag me into their conversa-
tions or arguments or whatever you call them. I don't know the 
first thing about guns or hunting or gold-mining and I also know 
that I'd learn very little from listening to them. So when they 
ask my opinion, I always give it. Their reactions are always the 
same: outrage, disgust, then they return to their talk and I get 
back to work. It always goes the same way; I'd have thought 
they'd have learned long since. 

This morning was no different. The voices grew louder 
and then Dan said, "Well, let's ask the Professor. Why do 
you think people like to hunt?" 

"That's simple," I said. "Because they like to kill." 
Dan's face suddenly got very red and he shook his 

finger at me. "Why that's the damndest, silliest thing I ever 
heard. I might have known you'd say some dumb, stupid thing 
like that.'' 

They returned to their rationalizations: hunting was 
good exercise, there was a primitive instinct in man to hunt, 
they needed the meat to keep down food costs, it was a good 
sport anyone could take part in. They didn't come up with any 
new ones. 

Actually, they're a congenial bunch: Dan, Gary and 
Willie T. I've been working with them summers for a number of 
years now and we get along pretty well together. Dan is quintes-
sential new Alaskan. He has a big home with a den filled with 
mounted heads of all the animals he's killed and about forty or 
fifty rifles and guns-I wouldn't have thought there were that 
many animals in Alaska that needed or deserved killing. He has 
a second wife, a son who plays hockey and a daughter who has 
five Huskies who enters the junior sled dog races every year 
during Fur Rendezvous. He drives his camper to work; his Super 
Cub, with the big, heavy duty engine-and the wheels, floats 
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and skis-is tied down at Merrill Field. The boat, with many 
horsepower motor, is mounted on a trailer and he and the 
family take it up to their cabin on Nancy Lake. 

Gary likes money. And booze. He has some gold 
claims up in the Eagle area that he does prove-up work on every 
year over the Labor Day weekend. He maintains that one day 
gold is going way up in price and then he's going to quit and go 
mining. In the meantime, he hints that he's worth a couple 
hundred thousand through investments. But for all that, I've 
never seen that he ever got much pleasure from them. 

Willie T. is the quietest of the three. He used to be a 
skydiver until a hard landing left him with a wrenched knee that 
turned into a permanent limp. He has a plane and likes to fly 
out to go fishing; sometimes, if he goes to an area where there 
aren't too many bears, he takes his wife along berrypicking. 
While getting his B.A. in History, he got interested in politics, 
was part of the Ad Hoc group that tried to clean up the Demo-
cratic Party and he's still a good fund-raiser. 

Actually, we work well together. We decide what's to 
be done, how it's to be done, who's to do it, and things move 
very smoothly. Last summer we had a few problems with Dan 
when he was helping to organize Little League football. He gave 
somebody the office telephone number and we kept getting 
calls about when practice was supposed to be, what did the 
insurance cover, things like that. Dan said that little league foot-
ball was good for kids, helped build character, taught them 
good sportsmanship. He said these kids would grow up to be 
real men; football was no place for sissies. 

So I went to one of the games and the next day I 
asked Dan why his team had been penalized fifteen-yards on the 
first play. 

"Oh, that," he laughed. "Well, after the ball is snap-
ped, when you come out of the set, you're not supposed to 
throw your arms up, it's illegal, but I always tell the kids to do 
it. Sometimes the referee doesn't call it or he just cautions the 
kids. But it scares hell out of the opposing linemen, and it gives 
your team the edge through the rest of the game." Yes, he 
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answered my ql'estion, somebody could get hurt, but kids heal 
quickly. 

Gary had a story, too, that day. He coached little 
league baseball and he told about how a game his team had 
played had almost erupted into a fight among the parents who 
were there watching. Gary's team was ahead, 35 to 33, it was 
the last half of the third inning, the bases were loaded, and the 
other team's leading hitter was coming to bat. It was getting so 
dark that the umpire had agreed that this boy would be the last 
batter, so Gary called his pitcher over, told him to walk the 
batter, and that was the ball game. 

"So he walked in a run, but we still won the game," 
Gary said. "Some people said it wasn't fair, but, hell, these kids 
can't learn too soon that in this world you have to take any-
thing you can get, any way you can get it." 

Their voices rose again and what they were saying 
broke into the concentration I was trying to give some paper-
work. Dan was trying to explain some feeling he'd experienced, 
something so unique that he couldn't even find a sexual 
equivalent. 

"Hell, you know," he broke out. "It's like the feeling 
you get when you raise the rifle and look through the scope and 
see that the crosshairs are right on the eye of a moose." As he 
spoke, he pantomimed the action. 

When I looked up, the imaginary rifle was pointed 
right toward the middle of my forehead. 

"Bullseye," I said. 
Dan lowered his arms and pushed them out as though 

throwing a rifle away from him. "You bastard," he said, and 
turned and walked out the door. 
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Julie Ushio Beck 

FIRE IN THE TREES 

It has been a dry and windy spring in the Tanana Valley. 
Smoldering berm piles, lightning, and sudden windy gusts are 
taking advantage of the situation: fires have been burning inter-
mittently in the area for the past sixty days. You can see it 
in the sky when the sun turns red. Other days, the smoke 
blends homogenously with the clouds. 

Planes laden with retardant drone into the blue sky. 
Like giant dragonflies, they dip down into Clearwater Lake, 
filling their bellies with water. The winter's unemployed and 
new high school graduates fill the buses, shuttling the workers 
from town to the fire. Village fire crews fly in and out as the 
flames surge and recede with the gusting winds. People cluster 
in the post office to compare news on the latest outbreaks 
of fire and directional heading. The local economy hums 

"Evacuation!" The word leaps from mouth to mouth. 
The fire has jumped the highway and the river. It is burning 
less than a mile from some cabins in the trees. They are homes, 
chopped and nailed together with time instead of money, 
balancing on the outer edges of the ever-widening circle of 
electricity and indoor plumbing. Without wells, without fire 
insurance, their people breathe the acrid smoke and anxiously 
watch the ash falling from the sky. 

In the shelter of iridescent aspen leaves, a cabin silently 
waits. The kennels, with well-worn hollows in the dirt where 
dogs usually lay, are vacant. The children, chickens, goats, 
dogs, and pigs are staying further up the highway, closer to 
town. Five days ago, a procession of trucks, a van, and two cars, 
descended upon the cabin. They packed cardboard boxes with 
books, clothes, and dishes, herded the animals into a truck, 
and carried out the tools and furniture. A cluster of men eyed 
the house thoughtfully, then turned their backs to watch the 
red sky. They would not dismantle the cabin, log by log. 

All Alaska Issue 31 



Inside the cabin, the cool grey afternoon light softly 
illuminates the clean-swept floor and log walls. The rooms are 
empty except for a grey, sagging couch, and the shelves of 
empty jars. A man and woman sit in silence at the kitchen 
table. His face and beard are streaked with soot, dirt, and 
exhaustion. There has been little chance for food or sleep 
in the past six days. The fire is close and wind changes are 
erratic. Last night they sat on the front porch and watched 
the flames shooting up into the night sky. The fire was, maybe, 
a half mile away. 

"Remember how long it took to peel these logs?" she 
reminisces to herself. Her first summer on this land was spent 
straddling each log, drawing the knife towards her, peeling 
away the bark to expose the moist, cream-colored wood. 

He is silent. He does not want to think about the five 
years they have spent clearing, planning, building, and planting 
this land. His eyes pass over the stairway, the door latch, the 
window sill. His fingertips slowly stroke the tabletop, sanded 
smooth - was it only last winter? He wants to walk away, 
erase these memories and let the wind choose its course. 

"At least we're in aspen," he reassures himself. ''Aspen 
burns a lot slower than spruce." 

Earlier in the day they had taken a drive to see how far 
the fire had burned last night. The highway was lined with 
charred spikes of spruce. The earth was black and smoking. 
They drove for miles in silence, gazing out of their rolled-down 
windows, eyes scanning the bleak landscape. She saw the aspen 
grove first; tugging at his shirt sleeve, she pointed wordlessly. 
The tree trunks, once a chalky white were scorched and 
blackened by the flames and smoke, but fluttering overhead 
were waves of shimmering green leaves, dancing in the breeze. 

Now, there is no breeze. He walks to the window and 
looks at the trees. A Cat is working nearby, pushing about the 
smoking remains of aspen, birch, and spruce. He smiles to 
himself, remembering his confrontation in town with the 
fire-bosses. 

"Wish I had a tape-recorder," he boasts. "Don't know 
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exactly what I said, but it sure sounded good. Got those asses 
moving too." He listens, self-satisfied, to the machine. He is 
not so sure that the Cat is accomplishing anything, but it breaks 
the ponderous silence that has surrounded the cabin for the 
past five days. 

She nods her head in absent agreement, thinking about 
her tomato plants. Yes, she would have liked to hear what he 
said, for he is a quiet man, eloquent with a hammer and saw but 
awkward with everyday words. 

"Gottaplant the tomato plants," she tells him as she 
walks onto the porch. "They're so leggy and dry," but she 
knows not to ask for water. He is saving the water. Just in 
case. 

"Wind's coming this way again." She yells back towards 
the house as she walks to the fenced garden. 

He walks out to the porch and closes the screen door 
behind him. Ashes cover the logs lying on the ground of the 
half-finished garage. His arsenal of water cans line the wall 
outside the cabin. The breeze blows in his face as he stands 
and looks over the treetops, gazing at the smoke bubbling 
slowly up to darken the sky. He has stood here for hours each 
day, waiting, hoping, pleading for deliverance; scared that 
he will have to start all over again; half wishing that the flames 
would come and get it over with. 

"Damn it. Come on you fucking flames! I'll beat you!" 
Picking up a five-gallon can of water, he walks to the 

garden. She is patting the last tomato plant into place. He 
squats, pulls a weed, and offers, 

"Looks dry. Tomatoes need some water?" 
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Stan Tam / Two Poems 

BEACHES 

Agorapak was sitting on an icecake at the edge 
of the spit. Norton Sound was frozen solid, 
shore to shore, and just a hint of the sun, sunset red, 
dashed along the horizon. The glow of his cigarette 
matched the sky. "Eh Stan." The embers of his cigarette 
glowed. "Dinn' yah know that somewheres got waves? Big ones. 
Ride ten twelve feet. Think we get wave here?" His arm 
swept the horizon as the cigarette glowed. ''If do be damn 
sure I ride this damn thing well!" he said as he slapped 
the icecake affectionately. "Ride all way Bethel with no 
damn plane." 
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DEATHWATCH 

We are waiting for her to die. No reason to be sad, she is 93 
years old. It is her time as it was her mother's before her, and 
her mother's before her. This is not reality, it is tradition. 
They pulled her out of the Quonset kicking at the men in white. 
She had to be strapped to the stretcher. She only wanted to 
die in her own bed, in her own way, in the old way. 

Outside the flag is dangling limp. Snow covers the ground but 
pockets of grass can be seen fighting their way through the 
white blanket shrouding the lawn of the Alaska Native Hospital 
in Anchorage. Across the street two fishermen from Bethel 
are urinating against a stop sign. The black ice causes them 
to fall as they dash across the intersection. Someday there will 
be a car or a bus. But today there is only time to make it back 
to the Montana Club. 

In the village they know she is gone. When they took her from 
the Quonset they knew her time had come. Tonight Agorapak 
will watch his mother die and he, as his father before him, and 
his father before him, will find a lonely place to cry. 
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Gail Pepe/Earthquake Rubble 
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Gail Pepe/Earthquake Rubble 
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Tina Parke-Sutherland 

(from Lake Sketches) 
DAVID 

Some nights when he walked in from work at the lower 
harbor, they'd have to pry his fingers open before he could take 
off his gloves. He'd spent eight cold hours poling iron ore-
jabbing the heavy steel rod down into the unloading railroad 
cars, pushing the ore pellets through the shoot and into the 
waiting ore boat's hold-all the time balancing above the trestle 
like some giant tightrope walker. His hands hour by hour more 
surely taking on the shape of the steel rod, holding it, always 
holding it, even when it wasn't there. At the end of the day he'd 
have to let it slide out of the ruined fists. He wouldn't be able 
to put it down any other way. 

At first his wife did it, straightening out one finger after 
another as gently as she could. But he yelled at her and swore 
with the pain, his face-dark red from the ore dust-a twisted 
mask with two blue eye holes burning in it. Each time his wife 
moved to a new finger, his eyes would flare with the grinding 
joints, the whites visible all the way around. So his two little 
girls did it now. With them it took one-tenth the time. They'd 
stand, one on each side, their blond heads serious-not even 
reaching to his waist. Slowly and with difficulty he'd lower his 
maimed hands to them. Each girl would make a tiny fist and 
wiggle it into her father's frozen hand, inching it in from the 
bottom up until it had disappeared. Then the girls-the seven-
year old on the right, the five-year old on the left-would, all at 
once and as hard as they could, open up their little fists inside 
their father's, stretch out their fingers, pushing his further and 
further from the hard palm, straightening them from the inside 
out. He didn't yell at them or even curse, but his eyes bulged 
until the girls felt almost like laughing if they looked away from 
his hands and up into his face. 
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Gloves, coat, and shirt off and fingers beginning to come 
alive, he'd give them a reward before his bath. He'd lock the re-
born fingers behind his wooly neck and make his muscles dance. 
They thought his biceps looked like cantelope before their 
mother cut it into slices, the seven-year old slightly troubled, 
wondering if daddy's arms were filled with pale, sleek seeds. 
Then-best of all-he'd let them swing on his arms, dangle and 
twist-the seven-year old on the right, the five-year old on the 
left-like they did on the park's jungle gym. 

Almost always when the girls left and he eased himself 
down into the tub, he'd see the ore dust. It seemed to filter 
through his clothes and into his skin somehow. He'd watch it 
float up through the water, burst the surface and pool into dark 
red stains around the tub. Those nights, before he closed his 
eyes and sank into the healing heat, he nearly always thought 
the dust might be, could be, his blood. 

TOM 

David found him-floating on his back in the bathtub of 
the roominghouse on Front Street, legs pale and bent like a 
bullfrog's at the butcher counter, blood blossoming from his 
wrists into the warm water like July's cabbage roses. For 
months before that-day and night-he'd sat in the middle of his 
third floor room in an antique rocker a friend had recaned and 
looked through the age-distorted comer of the window glass, 
over the fish scale roofs of the town, to the Lake. More than 
one-hundred years of iron ore dust had reddened all the roofs 
he could see; but Lake Superior was blue-or grey or green. It 
wasn't red. At night when he couldn't see it, he looked where 
he knew it was-black and deep and full. 

He was a Chippewa Indian-actually half French-raised by 
his grandmother on the Sand Point Reservation. In the winters, 
then, he'd asked her to braid spearmint sprigs into his hair so he 
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could watch the berries shine red beneath his blackness. He 
knew what to do with burdock in the spring, then, milkweed in 
the fall, and that the heron was a small blue god. When he grew 
up he lived in Marquette, because the streetlights looked like 
moons. 

He still visited the reservation but not to see his grand-
mother-she'd died at 84, and he had buried her on a high sand 
dune overlooking St. Mary's channel. There the Lake wind 
always blew. There was snake grass that she'd used for baskets, 
and gull bones. Every time he climbed the long sand hill he 
worried what he'd see. At first he worried that the Lake wind 
would uncover her all at once and he would see her only newly 
dead, the shell beads he'd buried with her sunk down into her 
decomposing flesh. That hadn't happened, and, after a few 
years, he was sure it wouldn't. He relaxed a little. 

Every visit in the sand beside the grave he'd make a hollow 
that just fit him. It was easy; all he had to do was lie down on 
his back and press himself deeper and deeper into the giving 
sand. When the hollow was just right, he'd pull up a nearby 
piece of snake grass, careful not to break it off above the roots, 
and play it. Each section had a different tone-the thick parts at 
the bottom were the bass and made him think of bassoons. The 
soprano sections pleased him most-like flutes. For hours some 
visits he'd float in his sand hollow, watching clouds from over 
the Lake and testing all the reedy parts of a new grass pipe. In 
May of the third year after his grandmother's death he'd found 
the first bone. He was sure it was a gull wingbone-sure almost. 
It looked only a little wrong. He took it home to his room in 
Marquette and hung it on the wall. Sitting in the rocking chair 
that night, he'd thought of it. He'd never stopped thinking of it 
since. It was his grandmother'sbone. The Lake wind was un-
covering her for him, bit by bit, bone by bone. It was true the 
bones were hollow. Human bones he didn't think were hollow. 
He couldn't explain that. But this was his grandmother. In the 
months after that, he brought her home with him piece by piece 
and hung her on his wall. Now and then he brought back a few 
gull feathers too-so he could tell his friends they were just gull 
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bones, nothing more. 
He still had friends then-and lovers, all smooth young 

men. But none as beautiful and ardent and fine-boned as he was. 
It made him ache that he could not love women, but he 
couldn't, not even the one who, toward the end, would bring 
him food and sit at his feet in that dark room to watch him 
watch the Lake. Each day he noticed her less and less. Each day 
he noticed everything less and less. Finally not at all. Just the 
Lake and the light bones it was throwing to the wind on the hill 
above Sand Point. 

David said later that when he picked him up from that 
bright red tub, he weighed practically nothing, no more than a 
child, as though his bones were hollow like a gull's. 

OTILLIANA 

She had to crush the leavings of her breakfast krupsuat 
night since by mornings her hands had always knotted into old 
birch burls and she had all that she could do to lift the creased 
waxed paper and slide the eggy nuggets out onto the snow 
around the south side of the porch. That way worked good at 
home in Finland and here in Herman too when the snow was 
warm and crusty like her krupsu after the fifteen minutes she 
always waited between the oven and the buttered syrup. 

Nights she could make out the stars in the Northen Cross 
from the loft window, she closed her eyes and saw the morning's 
crumbs sink deep into the night-chilled snow, each speck 
making its own thin tunnel deep past where she could see-not 
panking snow she and the other kids made forts with in winter 
in Helsinki. There she never worried about Michigan's February 
storms, the times before the first thaw when Toivo's boyka 
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would have to dig down through the snow just to uncover the 
front door and her inside. That time was coming. What would the 
birds do then and her with krupsu waiting, filling up the kitchen. 

Those clear nights she'd find some comfort in the Northern 
Cross-the way it pointed home-stack her wooden body close 
inside the white feather-tick, and wait for light. 
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Kay Deeter 

THORNY CHARACTERS 

for Dave Harrington 
-title suggested by 

William Stafford 

We puffs of rodent earth 
hurt each other. 
We quibble, raise a defense 
of maximal quill, 
wiry whisks of rears 
brooming toward any abrasive skin. 
Our porky barbs dig in, 
pinful, irreversible 
penetrators of paranoid organs 
toward a purple gangrene. 
We nippers of twigs 
curl a bristle, 
savor the sweat of human saddle 
and assault. 
No hide can hide. 
Invasion of space 
arms our tails, 
loosens fishhooked tongues 
toward the intimate marrow. 

After the mew, the bark, the barb, 
we share the gnaw to wear 
chinchilla's unfelt fur. 
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John Haines 

WITH AN AXE AND AN AUGER 

IV 

He is a long way from Birch Lake now, two thousand 
miles and a little more. The distance is all the greater for being 
so much within him. 

Here is this rain-swept city on Puget Sound he works 
his brother's garden trudging in a kind of sleep these last slow 
days of his life. And he whose best years were lived far north 
of here will pause sometimes and stand forgetful, like a man 
dazed by the sudden disappearance of familiar surroundings. 

It is his brother who comes to the door and lets me in. 
He too is old, ruddy and alert, retired long since from the lum--
ber mill. 

I enter the small front room of their house and see him 
standing there, a stocky figure grown slightly stouter in his 
waist. We greet each other, and I sense the momentary pause, 
the searching gaze in his pale blue eyes: Who is this, and from 
where? Do I know him? He isn't sure. 

At first it is his brother who talks, filling the strange-
ness between us as well as he can. They don't see many people 
now. The brother's wife is dead, his children are grown and 
the house is quiet. They are two old men whose paths long ago 
divided, but they have come together to finish out their lives. 
They are bound by blood, by the old ties of people who came 
from another country; and yet in some understandable way 
they are like strangers to each other. 

They drink different brands of whiskey, and each of 
them goes to his own bottle when the time comes. Now it is 
afternoon, and someone has come to visit, an old friend and 
neighbor from the north. 
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The whiskey is brought from a cupboard, with stout, 
old-fashioned water glasses. He pours three inches of whiskey 
into a glass for me, no water or ice, and the same for himself. 
I watch his hands thickened with work, the skin shining and 
translucent. It seems to me for a moment that they tremble 
slightly. No, they are steady. 

We drink, and the warm liquor tastes strong and good. 
It's good to know, though scorned and damned by the saviors 
of humankind, that a few durable things can still be counted 
on: whiskey, the solace of the poor, the outcast and the aging, 
the last religion. 

"About all I do, drink and sleep!" he says, and we laugh 
about that. I know what he means. 

He accepts me now. I am someone he used to know, 
though I see that he is still trying to fit my name and face to 
a map. The landscape is half obscured by mist, but somewhere 
within it there is a road by a river, high bluffs, and a mailbox 
on a post. 

It is strange for me to find him here, so far from where I 
have been used to seeing him. It seems to me that there should 
be woodchips and straw on a plank floor, kindling and a pan of 
ashes by an iron stove. But the room is carpeted, neat and clean, 
and there is neither woodbox nor stove in the house. 

He moves slowly and stiffly about the room, shuffling in 
a pair of slippers. He is dressed in the same tan workclothes I 
have seen him wear for years, as if he were ready once more 
to go out into the woods behind his cabin, or down to the lake 
for water; to stand looking across the quiet, sunlit surface to 
the birch hills on the far south shore. 

From where I stand, I can see past an open door into 
his bedroom. A pair of trousers and a shirt lie folded on the seat 
of a chair, his shoes are neatly in place beneath it, and on the 
floor beside the chair a suitcase lies open as if he were packing 
to leave. 

We sit down, finally, he in one chair and I in another. 
We talk, hesitating at first, groping among memories, of places, 
events and people we both have known. The names, and the 
years brought with them, begin to awaken in him things he 
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is forgetting here. I see the threads knitting in place as we talk. 
There are some things I have wanted to verify, and so I 

ask him, remembering that once long ago he or someone else 
had told me. Whose cabin was it that burned down near Birch 
Lake one winter night over forty years ago? And who was it 
that had that long walk across the ice on frozen feet before 
he found shelter again? 

"Oh, that was Jim Chisholm," he asnwers. "He was a 
big drinker!" 

He remembers other things now, as he tries to respond 
to my questions. One thing follows another in no particular 
order: who lived at what bend in the road, and whose was the 
place set back into the trees on the long grade above Wood-
chopper Hill? I learn once more that years ago in Fairbanks the 
teamsters would not harness the horses for work or travel in 
the winter if it was colder than 40 below. That was the law. 

"The horses, they freeze their lungs, or something like 
that." His voice is quiet and sure as he tells me this, knowing 
that's how it was. 

I remind him how he and old Axel would come to 
Richardson at Christmas, bringing boxes of frozen whitefish 
tbey had netted under the Birch Lake ice. We all gathered 
around to look and marvel at the fat, good-eating fish glazed 
with ice. Good times, those days. Axel is long gone back to 
Michigan and has never written. Perhaps he is no longer living. 

We drink, and light up a couple of cigarettes-it is some-
thing.to do. As I watch him and listen to his searching phrases, 
I am reminded that he was always a gentle man. And for no 
reason, but because we have been talking about the woods, 
he says, "When I cut wood I always look for a tree that is 
already hurt, got something wrong with it. I don't like to cut 
down a healthy tree. I think maybe they feel like we do." 

He tells me this in such a way that I believe him, and 
there is nothing in it either odd or apologetic. He didn't like 
killing the mink he raised for many years up there on the lake. 
"I get attached to them, you know; kinda liked them." 

He is restless and cannot stay seated in his chair. He 
crosses the room and picks up a newspaper from a table. There 
is some fact he wishes to verify in the day's news, and which he 
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has been disputing with his brother. He was always one to be 
curious about the world and the nature of things, not easily 
content until he had squared the facts with his understanding. 

Now, turning the pages and peering closely at the 
columns, he finds what he is looking for. Yes, here it is, just 
as I told you. 

He puts the newspaper down, and stands as if momen-
tarily turned from something he was to do. One of his shirt 
sleeves is partly rolled , and I see that the muscle in his fore-
arm is shrunken; but he stands in his eighty years much as he 
used to. I don't know what he sees, looking inward that way . 

"Hell to get old," he says finally, turning toward me , 
his eyes distant and baffled. No matter how trivial and how 
often said, it is true each time; especially for the man who has 
been used to working with his hands every day of his life, to 
walk and to be in the world . 

I remember how we always found him when we came, 
alert and ready to talk, having read as well as he could the maga-
zines that came his way, and the few borrowed books. English 
is not his native language, and even now his speech is sometimes 
thickened with an accent he has never shed completely. But 
with so much time alone in the long evenings and quiet days, 
even the simplest man might come to terms with himself and 
begin to perceive the world with some intelligence. 

We would come to his big cabin set in the cleared slope 
above the lake; we came on foot across the spring ice, by boat 
in the summer, or by a long walk around the shoreline, through 
swamp and thicket. More often than not we found him at 
home, happy to see us, bringing his bottles of fresh beer up 
from the cellar beneath the floor almost before we had found 
a chair to sit in. 

And so we would talk, while the homebrew foamed in 
our glasses, and the firewood steamed and snapped in the range 
at the rear of the kitchen. The time went by as we reviewed 
the news, the local and the very distant. Who had come and 
who had gone? What was happening in the woods, along the 
road, and in the big world "out there?" The rabbits were few 
that year, but the moose looked good. The river had been high 
all summer, there were ducks on the lake. And as for the world 
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out there-for all the treaties and agressions, things were pretty 
much the same. They don't change much, do they? 

Something would be cooking while we sat there; or a 
ham was brought in and sliced, and fresh bread cut. Beer and 
smokes, as the afternoon sloped away into the long northern 
dusk, the light that is never darkness; and everything around 
us seemed to fall into a kind of order unchanged for a thou-
sand years. 

He came to America from Switzerland in the early 1920s, 
following a brother and a sister who had come over a year be-
fore. He left the old country to escape service in the Swiss 
Army, he said-a good enough reason. A job took him north, 
to Alaska, and that is where he stayed. One thing and another: 
a homestead on the lake southeast of Fairbanks, new friends, 
and a country he liked. 

He has never married; so far as I know, he has never had 
a steady woman. I don't know way- shy perhaps. But animals: 
the mink he farmed, and a dog that pulled his sled across the 
ice of the lake. When the dog got old and stiff, he pulled the 
load himself, the dog riding on the sled with the groceries. 

And let's say that forty years went by at a slow and 
reasonable pace: one more summer in the wood one more 
winter reading and cutting wood. He was an ironworker by 
trade, and he would sometimes take a job for the summer, in 
town or on one of the military bases farther north. But he 
always came back to the lake in the fall, rowing his heavy boat 
across the two miles of water, to his big, comfortable cabin 
in the meadow, his woodpile and small garden, the silence of 
the water and the woods. 

And all that is gone, the land sold and the cabin empty. 
Sourdock and fireweed have taken over the rhubarb patch and 
the meadow. Some things have changed, after all. 

These will be the last , calm and empty years, with a 
watered garden , a trimmed lawn, a little money in the bank. 
It will be enough finally to sit in the house day and evening, 
while the last strength goes, looking into the distance from 
whatever window he finds himself beside . 

We have more whiskey and feel the good glow in our 
bellies. His brother has gone into the kitchen to make sand-
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wiches for us; he is friendly and obliging, but his thoughts 
come from another world than ours. 

"Look there, now," the brother says to us from the 
kitchen; "There's a big fire across the sound. It looks like a big 
house or a factory burning." 

We all stand at the kitchen window, looking at a bright-
ness across the water, an orange blaze that wavers and intensi-
fies on the Canadian coast. In a moment, I see that it is only 
the setting sun reflected in those distant windows. It looks like 
a fire, hot and molten, but it isn't. I don't tell them this; it's 
a lot more fun to think that there might really be a fire over 
there. 

"It's a big one, for sure." 
"Wonder what it is?" 
"Well, we'll read about it in the paper tomorrow, I 

guess." 

The excitement is soon over. We sit at the kitchen table 
and eat our sandwiches. We eat in silence for a while, and then 
begin to talk again. A familiar calm is present, now that I think 
of it, something of the old, quiet routine, though it is colored· 
with sadness. 

It will be time for me to leave pretty soon. I delay, think-
ing that we may not see each other again. There is so much we 
have known together, but the years are carrying us away from 
the old, firm landmarks. We stand before a certain window, 
gazing into some far place. There is a fire there, warmth, and 
people we know. The names there have always fitted the 
things we could see and touch. That is the world we know, and 
we know ourselves as part of it. 

And something happens. It happens slowly , but as surely 
as the sun comes back each spring and leaves us again in the fall. 
One more old face has vanished; another, younger and stranger, 
is in its place. Imperceptibly, the world grows distant, as if one's 
sight were failing as he watched. Thoughts, physical movements 
struggle to hold their places, then give way and reassemble in 
a different order. We learn to live with spaces and silences we 
had not known before. 

Memory, something we had relied on above everything 
else, falters and slips its bindings; we are borne too far to see. 
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We are alone, confused among shadows; there are no known 
voices, and we feel around us probing and insistent, the cold 
cramp of death . Now sleep is the one possible thing. Night 
and the earth are waiting. 

And then, in that shadowy place, to be recalled by a 
name, a voice, a face; and for a brief time light flickers upon a 
few images we understand. We are home again, and the known 
words come to our lips, to be heard and shared by a listener. 

I stand and drain my glass. It is getting late, and finally 
I have to leave. He follows me down the steps and across the 
lawn. I can see that he is still trying to fit all the pieces toge-
ther, to make sense of the things we've been saying. But he 
seems awake and happier now, his mind once more lighted and 
clear. 

We say goodbye, and grasp each other's hand. His brother 
has come to the porch of the house ; he stands there, apart and 
smiling. Come back again. It's good to visit. 

He stands there on the lawn in the dusk, looking after 
the car as I drive away. I will not forget the affectionate, the 
still strong grip on my arm when we parted . He does remember; 
I think now he always will. It's good to know. 

Part V 

The land lives in its people. It is more alive because 
they worked it, because they left this hillside and that creek 
bottom marked by their shovels and axes. The meaning of this 
place lies in the rough weight of their hands, in the imprint of 
their gum-booted travel. 

Here among the willows you will find old pipe-fittings, 
valves, and chunks of steam-hose; they are scattered with rusty 
tins, bent hoops and splintered boxes. In this place, Ike lsacsson 
sank his prospect hole and fired his boiler. His cabin has fallen 
to rot and rain, but for those of us who remember, this tangled 
blueberry flat is still Ike's bench. 
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Up there where the woods are thinned, someone 
whose name has escaped all memory built his cache and hung 
up his winter's meat. Lying there, half-sunken in the moss, are 
the hewn and punky timbers, and here in the living spruce a 
rusty spike has gathered a knot of pitch. 

And here on this sandy knoll, someone else we knew 
had a cabin. Here were the fence-posts of his garden. And look, 
a few woody stalks of rhubarb still break through the sod by 
the corner-post each spring. 

At this bend in the road, not far from the fallen 
bridge, Melvin killed his grizzly with a pistol. 

They are useful ghosts, these old inhabitants with 
their hand-worn implements, their settled lives. They tell us 
something of what we have been, and if we live long enough and 
well enough, what each of us may become: one more sign of 
our residence on earth, alive by reason of remembered love. 

I was lucky to have known them when I did, for they 
are no longer standing in their patched wool and mended cotton. 
In some way I have always accepted, they were my people, if 
the phrase now means anything, and the best of them I have 
loved with a deep appreciation that has never left me. They 
were friends and teachers, and I do not expect to see their kind 
again. 

When I think of them now, it is of something hugely 
tender and forgiving, akin to a healing thingness in the world 
that assures the soil of its grasses, the earth of its sun. 

They are voices, gestures, faces peering out of old 
photographs, but not that only. They live as names spoken from 
the shadows: Campbell, Melvin, Hirsh berger, Doherty, Fry. 
There were some, like Kievic and Sam Lorna, who died before I 
came; I knew them only as figures looming half-lengendary in 
the local stories. 

The cemetery site at Richardson long ago caved into 
the Tanana; it is silt and driftwood with the rest of the riverbed. 
On a slope outside Fairbanks, intergrown with the birches, with 
mosses and strawberry vines, the glass-covered nameplates are 
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cracked and muddied, their letters erased by the weather. No 
doubt they are all recorded in some basement file in the court-
house, written down with the deeds and taxes in a musty ledger. 

But the people live in these hills, in the shape of their 
ditches, their mounds and cellars. They are accounted for in the 
names fhey gave to the country, to its furrows and pockets, its 
upraised bones: a hidden lake, a creek like so many others, one 
windy dome among a hundred ridges. I know of more than one 
high tributary named in passing by a man reminded of the place 
he came from ; amused or forgetful, inventing as he walked, or 
mcved perhaps by something in the far off news of that day: 
Icicle, Republican, Buckeye, Carrie Nation. 

A wandering spirit came home to the land. In the 
shape of a man, it cleared a space in the forest and build a 
shelter from the trees at hand. It came to learn the ways of this 
country; to sleep and awaken, to flourish and grow old; to 
watch the river, the clouds moving east, the frost in the grass. 

It will never die completely. Look for it in the trails 
you follow, in the amber blazes on black bark. You will find it 
in the settled forge, in the rotting windlass, in the cabin sill you 
come upon by a creek that has no name; in the green scar on 
that far hill . 
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Tyler Henshaw 

SOMEWHERE IN THE ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE 
A BOY PLAYS HIDE & SEEK 

A black bicycle 
leans against 
a gravestone 
in the morning mist. 

Grass paths cross 
in a reaper's grid. 

Names, numbers, 
& epitaphs 
mark the play 
of a boy who zags 
between plots & posses 
of the country dead. 
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Joyce Macbeth 

SHE MY A WEATHER 

Yesterday 

But today 

54 

Was one of those rare sunny days on Shemya, 
Beautiful beyond description. 

Shemya is its old self. There is 
No distant horizon to mark the juncture 
Of the gray-blue sea with the sky 
In its twenty-four shades of gray. 

The flag stands so smoothly vertical that 
One could write neatly on its white lines. 

The carved eagle on the totem pole 
Has driven away all the ravens 
With the flapping of its wooden wings. 

After trying for five hours to get 
Out of the three-sided courtyard, 
A piece of plastic finally rests 
In sheer exhaustion against a guy-wire. 

And the men who have to go out to work 
Seem to represent the missing link 
Between the quadruped and the biped 
As they struggle to keep their parkas 
From going to California without them. 
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Mary Baron / Three Poems 

SOLSTICE: FAIRBANKS 

21 June 

3 a.m. and full light-
a sleeper with open eyes, the body quivers 
the soul eases free 
curves out over the valley 
pretends it is darkness 
creates its own dawn 

21 December 

This time, the soul packs up and leaves 
is seen trudging across the valley 
climbing the far hills 

The body lies down among black spruce 
dreams fire until its bones ignite 
reddens the dark 
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FLASHPOINT 

Time is longer than I thought 

Listen-
something happens before the end 

Once, I saw winter-thin 
trees flame 
thousands of orange wings 
Monarchs/ mid-cycle 
preparing for flight 

flash point 
and the trees surviving 
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ETHICS 

Throw your own limp body 
over a cliff 
watch it fall-

when it lies quiet among the rocks 
scramble down-
check for a pulse 
look for signs of pain 
in the staring eyes 

when you are certain 
it is suffering 
hoist it to your shoulder 
and start back up 

on the heights 
you may swaddle it 
and sit in Pieta. 
but not for long-

throw your own limp body 
over a cliff 
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Linda Schandelmeier / Three Poems 

WORDS FOR A GRANDDAUGHTER 

After the fire we came here, 
to a bay shining with salmon, and forests 
black with spruce. 

We carved our first boat 
out of that wood, days and nights of intense labor, 
the sun and moon unnoticed in the sky 
burned like faroff lamps. 

Then the cow's milk dried up, and the garden 
curled under from an early frost. 

The children caught in a whirl 
of hunger and bad dreams, my husband a shadow 
of someone alive. What little money there was 
went for drink, the days soured. 

The same crows in the morning, fogbound on the 
pilings, the ocean shuffled into the slough 

like always, but the children 
were sinking like dead stars. 

They escaped one by one. 
The eldest tookthe skift across the bay. 

My letters came back unopened. 
The youngest didn't return from fishing. Pieces 
of his boat washed up along the shore. 
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Your mcther said I was dead and now she 
won't tell where they put me down-

it doesn't matter. 
The earth is already drawn tight across my chest. 

Near the old house your reflection 
in the slough is vague. The water remembers my face , 
confuses yours, the lines 
unmistakably the same. 

LEGEND OF THE SNOW-HUNTER 

When the country is thick with winter 
and the moon huge 
he walks under night skin 
through paths coiling 
with devils club and fern 
until his coat blooms into wings 
and his voice changes 
calling snow 
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LIVES OF ANIMALS 

In snowy months 
when light is rare 
and filters down like powder 
I notice the lives of animals. 

Voles, hares, others whose shapes 
escape me, their tracks 
slim tongues of selves, everywhere 
inhabiting the darkness. 

From the stove I 
suck in warmth 
and look out. 

The moon which I know to be a dead sun, 
treacherous and icy, 
beckons like a camellia opening. 

Small shadows 
move over the snow. 
There also waits the blue fox cold. 
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Gail Pepe/Minnie Charlie, Nenana/pencil 
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Jim Hembree 

GARTEENI FLATS 

Nothing feels cold anymore, not 
even in March on a day 
like tarnished knives. 

Not even the game we played 
in the hollow rust of barges 
collapsed on the tide flats 
after the war 

or in the gutted hull 
of the Vagabond Queen, gillnetter, 
listing and dark like 
a kettle rattled up from the trash 
of a passing freighter 

and up the road, that 
strangled our neck of the bay 
like fishing line, to the woods 
and the rope swing 
over Garteeni Creek 

where the Stevensons filled 
their water barrel and 
Freddie fell 
and bled in the gully 
of his own drinking. 
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Nothing feels cold, 
not even the game we played 
in the scaling red 
huts on log rafts derelict 
after the mill up the bay 
went broke 

not even falling 
between logs, slipping 
on algae rank with years 
of rain, too scared 
to jump 

not even the laughter 

not even Patrick, Audie, Freddie, Jeff, Carl, Baby AI 
playing hide 
and seek 

not even jerking open 
the warped door 
of a red shack and clawing 
through the darkness rising inside 
and finding no one 

not even edging my way round 
back to look under a stack of rusty 
roofing tin 

not even looking for you 

not even today. 
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Gerald Cable 

MR. PETE TOTTEN 

Grey stubble, wisecrack light 
in his eye, riding the hard-sprung 
candywagon on washboard roads 
at five a.m. - the clanging 
of his gorgeous hangover. 

We were following the last 
log we'd chokered 
down the steep skidtrail 
to Bartle's landing at noon 
when a chewed-up sapling, bent flat 

as it rode over, sprang up 
and smote Pete just under the brim 
of his hardhat 
right between his Irish eyes. 
I thought he'd kneel 

in the dusty needles, as here 
all morning in his hands already 
nursing the deep 
tight wedge of his brow. 
Had his skull 
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been a bronze bell 
the fallers up in the tall timber 
would have laid aside 
their chainsaws, listening. 
I felt nothing 

in my young smooth face 
and hopped onto a stump, freshly cut 
yellow as the sun, 
the wide rings for good years-
reveling in my ignorance 
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Yvonne Mozee/flammer's Slough, Petersburg 
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Cheryl Morse / Two Poems 

LAST DAY IN TOWN 

This night and this night 
And this night the snow is heavy 
We pull the baby bundled in the red sled 
Over the quiet streets 
To the inn for a hot drink. 

This town feels so right and easy 
To move around in 
Like home yet not home. 

It was the closeness 
The rain 
Could circle round, draw up 
And catch you right off guard. 

Well, it's our last day in town 
We were thinking these thoughts 
We were thinking these things 

The grave of our dog 
is now grown over with soft green moss 
And the stone is white and round. 
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LETTER TO MY SISTER 

As I wash the dinner dishes I handle the long metal slotted 
spoon Grandmother once held, and her presence fills the 
room for a minute, then leaves as quickly as it came. I am 
alone. 

Grandmother died at eighty-nine. I missed a party to go to 
her funeral. The party was a great success- so I was told-
Midsummer Night's Dream performed on the lawn- until the 
lawyer-husband sent them all home. 

When I went to see what was left of grandmother's house 
after the River flood, there was a silent and indifferent man 
bulldozing the roof into the ground. 

Cats, mostly scrawny grey toms, kept her company. Never 
any names to my disappointment. Just kitty . Here kitty, kitty , 
kitty, in a high old lady voice. 

When I was very small I was spending the night with grand-
mother and I remember watching her taking down her hair. 
From a tight bun fell a single, thin, grey braid , reaching 
down past her back against a plain white gown. 

There was a green stone, shiny, like a piece of polished glass 
between the living room and the kitchen. I remember blue, a 
bright sky blue, chairs. 

You didn' t go home then. You won't go home now. I gave 
you grandmother's quilt, red and white, Irish chain stich. Wrap 
yourself. 
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John Morgan 

MOVING TO FAIRBANKS : 
SOME NOTES ON POETRY AND PLACE for John Haines 

It's 1976, and Pan Am still has direct jet service from 
New York. We get on the plane at Kennedy, and seven and a 
half hours later, we're landing in Fairbanks. It could be any-
where on the globe. We have no sense of having traveled to a 
particular place, no sense of a difficult journey, obstacles over-
come, a passage, a goal achieved. For a poet this is surely the 
wrong way to do it, but we're modern people, we're mobile, 
and we expect the convenience of jet travel when we want to 
get to anyplace far-off. 

Moving to Alaska was easy. Being Alaskan harder. I 
came knowing the poetry of John Haines well, admiring it very 
much, and vowing to myself not to appropriate too casually 
what was not, after all, my native material. I had it in mind to 
hold back and live here a while before writing about anything 
Alaskan. 

I stuck to that resolution for about two weeks. I 
couldn't help myself: so much was new and interesting. Within 
a month I'd written both a poem and an article dealing with my 
first days in Fairbanks. Though other people have liked the 
poem, I distrust it, because it seemed to come too quickly and 
owe too much to Haines. But in a way, I suppose I'd been pre-
paring to write that poem for a long time. Seven years earlier 
I'd written another poem which seems to me now to foreshadow 
what mcving to Alaska means in a sense deeper than geography. 

THE TWENTY -SIX YEARS WAR 

Where is the land beyond landscape? 

Slipping across the border-
distant herds of snow. 
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Leaving the map behind, with its 
diagrammed cities, four-square 
musics, and all that predictable violence, 

here clouds become ideas, as black 
as headlines, and even less discreet. 

I am learning a language 
of otters and elk, 
of distances 
and profound insecurities. 

Why do we kid ourselves? 
Where teeth rot and stars fail, even sex 
is a perpetual war with the dying. 

Here the stone 
seashell is my mother, I do not deny 
it, here I am open, alone 
advancing into the sky. 

*** 

From Belle Harbor, where I spent my first four and a 
half years, you could see in the night sky the reflected glow of 
Manhattan. It was less than ten miles away as the crow flies, and 
I remember a dream I had more than once about that glowing 
place, a city of pleasure and light. It was a fairy-tale city, 
constructed of children's blocks piled magically high, and it was 
the first place that impressed me deeply enough to become a 
source for my writing. 

Later, in New Rochelle, a singularly moderate and- to 
me-uninteresting suburb, I remember another magical place, a 
railway cut down below street level, with a station which had 
belonged to the Putnam Line (defunct) of the New York 
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Central. There were no tracks there anymore, no booths or 
benches, though the ladies' room, a dark alcove without door, 
without toilets or sink, could still be explored in its damp, 
crumbling state, an exciting, even daring spot for me in those 
curious, pre-adolescent years. 

These two examples from my childhood could stand for 
many others. I'm sure everyone carries these special, magical 
places around at a deep level. For writers, they are a payload, 
there to be mined for the precious ore they bear. 

But what happens when we grow up? Do places lose that 
special power, that charge they have for us as children? 

It's not that the character of places changes, obviously, but 
that we ourselves change. Our education makes us practical, but 
in the process we lose something, some capacity to explore our-
selves through place. Other things take precedence. At the most 
banal level, we choose a house on the basis of what school 
district it's in and give up the woods or the railway cut that 
might have had more meaning for us and our kids than the 
entire curriculum of the fifth grade. In the effort to be sensible, 
mature adults, we overlook the emotional or spiritual powers 
that lie about us. 

For there is a spiritual component to place, something our 
less mobile ancestors were more attuned to. But basic human 
nature hasn't changed and if you open yourself to it, a certain 
locale can get into you, can lodge itself deeply in your mental 
world. Then, if you are a writer, it will become a setting for 
your work. Some writers may even have that single special place 
that grants them the possibility of doing major work. John 
Haines, in a recent interview, said this about his Alaskan home-
stead: 

I found in my life at Richardson the clear realization of 
what I wanted most when I was a boy; I was acting out a 
very deep wish and the poems seemed naturally to follow. 

It's as though the homestead itself allowed Haines to recapture 
that spiritual compcnent from his childhcod. 
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But this magical connection with a specific place doesn't 
ensure that the writing will be good. I once drafted a novel based 
on a summer I'd spent on a fossil-hunting expedition in Wyo-
ming. Great material, I thought. And I found that I could write 
endlessly about the landscape, the fields and orchards bleeding 
into badland, the buttes and canyons, the storms brewing high 
up in the mcuntains, the mountains themselves and the sky, 
hundreds of miles wide. In fact, my draft gave altogether too 
much of that landscape and not enough of something else-
character, tension, drama. Without the landscape there would 
have been no impulse to write, but that in itself did not make 
the writing good. I recently went over some of that material and 
found whole chapters becoming paragraphs as I tried to reduce 
the novel to what I simply could not leave out. Pushing the 
process further, I took what seemed the strongest of those para-
graphs and worked them into a poem. 

This is certainly not the most economical way to write: 
pages and pages out of which only a few details survive. But 
there is a benefit. The writing process teaches you what details 
are really essential. Better to start with the welter of life than 
with some bloodless abstraction. 

* * * 
More than half the population of Alaska is urban, though 

you might never guess this from the poetry we produce. Perhaps 
it's because our cities, like other cities, are hard to love. I sus-
pect it is also because cities by their very nature are difficult to 
come to grips with, though that is one of the tasks modern 
poetry-from Whitman to Frank O'Hara-has set itself. 

Nature is our nature, always. We are usually alone in it. We 
are its consciousness. In nature we expand, we become moun-
tains, glaciers, and rivers; we encounter the other in its purest 
forms-bear, moose, hawk, raven. 

In cities we are only one of many. Tall buildings cramp us, 
wall us into a narrow grid of possibilities, a grid inhabited by 
thousands of others who are also us. Instead of expanding, we 
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are fractured, becoming many. It is like a hall of mirrors giving 
back oneself in a grotesque multitude. In plateglass storefront 
windows this reflection is literal. 

Nature offers us clear pools where we can gaze at our own 
image undistracted as we wait for a fish to nibble at our hook, 
but in cities it is not acceptable : we must glance surreptitiously, 
as we are hurried along by the crowd, to see that our dress is ap-
propriate, our hair in place. We feel judged, slightly embarrassed, 
and we can't trust our own natural impulses. 

That is one aspect of the city. Another is that it changes all 
too rapidly. Buildings are torn down and new ones take their 
places; stores close, move a few blocks and reopen under new 
management; whole neighborhoods go to seed. And the city's 
boundaries keep shifting. Meanwhile, over there the mountains 
remain the same, stable, enduring only the seasons, and returning 
always to their former state. 

If nature is of God, cities are unquestionably man-made. 
They are planned of course, but whatever people plan and 
execute is full of error and accident. How can poetry deal with 
the accidental and the botched? Even a dying tree is perfect in 
its dying. Nothing about a city is perfect. That wonderful little 
restaurant-you know the one-where they have a few tables 
out on the sidewalk and usually a jazz group or a folk singer, 
and great food: oh, that was last year. Now they've gone over to 
hard rock, added a bar, shut down the kitchen, you can probably 
still get a sandwich. 

For some people, this flux means, paradoxically, that cities 
are alive, vital, organic. Nature, by contrast, is static, dull. 'If 
you've seen one mountain or moose, you've seen 'em all.' 

Interestingly, in Alaska, the moose come into the cities. 
Now that's something different. Alaska is pipelines across 
mountain ranges and float-planes on tundra lakes. It's log cabins 
with outhouses on downtown city streets. What is special about 
Alaska is its mix of the urban and the wild without that Death 
Valley of suburbs in between. 

When I got out of college fifteen years ago, somebody was 
doing a survey on the graduating class. They wanted to know 
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what I imagined my life would be like in ten years. Did I plan to 
live in the city, the suburbs? Did I expect to marry: how many 
children? I said I planned never to marry but to have dozens of 
children. I would live in the city- preferably Manhattan-or else 
way out in the country. The one place I didn't want to settle 
was where I was living right at that moment-in the suburbs. 
For me, city and country are complementary, and I'll be de-
lighted if Pan Am goes ahead and re-institutes direct non-stop 
service between Fairbanks and Kennedy. By the way, six 
months after answering that questionaire, I got married. 

* * * 

Although I'd been writing for years, I'd never consciously 
written about a place I was then living until I bought a house in 
rural New York State. I'm sure it had as much to do with my 
inner development as with outer circumstances. Living in that 
big old farmhouse, I found that writing about the details of my 
environment was a way of placing myself. Perhaps it's that the 
inner self seeks out those details which give back the truest 
image: a willed reflection. Here's a poem from that period in 
which the details- the willow tree, the pond, the leaky roof- are 
all taken from the actual environment, but made over, somehow, 
internalized and turned into metaphor: 
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LISTEN 

No poem without objects 
to discipline the muddle, but 
a pond is not enough, nor is a tree 
(call it a willow, yes, in its earliest 
springtime yellow) leaning over that pond 
full of the water of commiseration 
sufficient. 

And no other poem could ever replace 
the one which might have cornered this moment, 
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now, when what I feel-all tangled up with the night 
and the rain which has fallen, has 
plonked through a rift in the roof-shingles 
into a waiting bowl strategically placed, 
each drip a syllable of moisture 
stating itself succinctly but with overtones 
whose meanings, sinister yet hopeful 
escape through the latticed darkness 
which surrounds my life like mountains. 

* * * 

By the time I moved to Alaska, I'd caught the habit. Not 
everything I write comes in response to my immediate environ-
ment, and I'm happy that it doesn't. I want my poetry to take 
in the range of imaginative experience, to address the issues of 
history, of the arts, and of personal relationships. But it would 
be much poorer, I feel, if it could not include what is nearest at 
hand, for place-rural or urban-when it is used most profoundly 
is a metaphor for the self in its deepest meditative self-knowing: 
all places used in this way are mythological and reach between 
people, across decades, across continents. 
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Gail Pepe/Fishwheel on the Old Nenana River 
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Gail Pepe/A Candle Holder 
Designed after the fishwhell principle by an early St. Mark's missionary 
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Ann Fox Chandonnet 

BARKED SHINS, MEMORIES 
"A rat! A rat!" - Hamlet 

Your whoreson tanner, and your birch, 
their hides stay firm longer 
than their innards, 
cept at the bony limbs. 
Dig 'em up twenty years later, 
the smile's as wide as a crocodile, 
as set in its ways as a crocodile bag. 

In this cold, dry land, memories don't rot. 
After storms 
you count 114 rings, 
gape at strange clearings, at the 
new blue hole in the forest's sky. 
But nothing rots. 
It sits and waits to gnaw your shoelace 
as ycu move slowly by, 
bent, focusing on berries. 

Oh, memories slump a little (after a while) 
inside thick bark; they percolate, sluggishly. 
Come fall 
gnats spiral in their invisible exhalations. 
Mice chew through the vapor barrier 
above the ceiling, below the insulation. 
They drop quaint turds and cracked husks 
down light fixtures. 
Things nest in memories, 
chasing their tails. 
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("Rats' nests," Gram used to say, 
brushing my tangled hair.) 
But they don't decay; they never sleep. 
You grope for the phone at 4 am, 
barking your shin. 
You count 114 rings. 
Gnats zero in. 
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William Sutherland/ Two Poems 

ALTERNATIVE ENERGY 

That barrel used to be at Ozzie's station, 
filled with ball joints, rocker arms, valvestems, 
all splashed gravy red. 
I looked through it once for a six inch stove bolt. 
The tramp had leaned on it, 
bled in the scrap metal. 
bloody too, like he was gonna die. 
Ozzie came back and found us 
kicking him, 
fired AI, 
(AI was drunk again.) 
gave me a talk on the POlice 

and that the hobo would be all right 
if he got out of town. 
I was proud I didn't carry a pint of Old Thompson; 
then I got the asbestos 
workers' scholarship my father cinched. 
(If I hadn't married Patty Jo I 
would have dropped right out 
bang.) 
I didn' t (I) like apples then, 

(2) even know I was an artist, 
(3) never saw a fancy car in my future. 

(I think I thought of it first in the barber's chair.) 
Ozzie said the cops always stop 
you in a little foreign car 
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so I bought myself a Lincoln, 
green -real pretty -painted apples 
on the doors 
myself: delicious for me, 
Macintosh for Patty Jo. 
Detroit wanted an apple package 
for their cars, an original design. 
Spent two days listening: 
"No money on earth," I said. 

They gave me 100 grand. 
Damn dirty that town-
you know I can see why they say 
the world's scum lives in those cities. 
Back then it shouldn't have mattered 
that bum had stolen Al's apple-
I didn't like them anyway. 
But what's right is right, 

so it's worth three bucks to me; 
gonna try to make a wood stove, 
keep the hands busy. That barrel, 
you won't miss it. 
There's a lot of junk around here. 
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LAZARUS 

Three brothers were born and because of their stars, 
Jupiter, Saturn, and Venus, 
grew into a banker, a cook , and a carpenter. 
Two years of happiness separated them. 

The banker married a widow, who had been left 
no money and debts. 
The cook married an Episcopal priest, 
beautiful yet parishless, she blended butter 
chips into his pastry. 
The carpenter 
married a songwriter/singer with a 
great voice and talent who sang while the carpenter worked 
in wood, avoiding power tools as best he could. 

When their father started dying fast enough, 
they assembled at his side, all six, 
with gifts and news of their lives. 

The banker brought money, proof collections 
from the local mint, and promised that mother 
would be always warm, his charge. 
The banker's wife brought flowers from a fruit 
stand outside the hospital, and seedless green grapes. 

The cook brought a meatloaf wrapped in pastry 
for them all to share, with a sauce of tomatoes and cream. 
The cook's wife brought a brown leather bible, 
kissed him, and said she would see him again soon. 
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The carpenter brought his tools in his trunk, 
unplaned oak on his roof, and cried, 
worrying about varnish and the color of stain. 
His wife sang a song of promise, a song the banker liked, 
but the carpenter had to listen to, because he had married her. 

The father thanked them, embarrassed to cause them grief, 
and called for the nurse who brought in three more sons. 
The banker, the cook, the carpenter vanished; 
their wives gasped and cried "Oh no!" 
Then the father got up, flashy, jock less bathing 
trunk under his johnny and said: "There's been a mistake. 
These are my sons. They are all in retail, 
and I feel one hundred percent better. 

We can have a triple wedding. You can officiate; 
you can crush grapes,you can sing. There's meatloaf, 
a bible, coins to put in your shoes. It's as 
well no coffin has been made. You can build 
a sled. Now chat-
get to know one another. This is a happy day. My sons 
are fine men, good salesmen." 
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Seal Mask, St. Michaels 
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Jane Hixon / Two Poems 

OCTOBER FORTUNE 

Pyracantha berries, Jerusalem 
cherries and madness. 
Strawberry red is the color of madness 

and in California there shall be more 
in October than any other month. 
People will run down sidewalks 

looking over their shoulders 
at thc·se who walk. The cure 
lies in the fire mined on the dark 

side of the sun. Beware the familiar. 
Men will wear shirts with one sleeve. 
Someone you love will find cancer. 

Many things will tum up missing. 
You won't find them between 
parallel lines either. 

Pay attention 
when your head itches. 
Do not pursue anything 

that easily flys 
or swims in fresh water. 
Sunday is your best day. 
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If you hear a bell, run. 
Read all legal documents 
and sleep on them before sifting. 

You have a scar on one testicle. 
You will get fat. 
You are the ninth 

brother of Ramses, 
and in five different lives, 
you have commited suicide 

on the same day in November 
at the age of 43, 
but this time you'll die 

candid and gray 
as the dandelion, 
shaggy with stars. 
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POSTCARD TO TINA 

I let her out and she was nearly killed 
by two husky types I think because 
I saw two stroll by like Nazis in Paris 

a minute or two before she returned 
ashamed and bloody with little gobs 
of fat trailing from two holes in her back; 

another hole beneath her right foreleg 
exposed a fluttering lung. 
The car wouldn't start so I called a cab, 

and helped the vet by pushing a black bag 
while he stiched. I never apologized 
or asked God why, and when she lived 

I did not say thank you, like an atheist 
of great faith, fully comforted 
by the certainty of loneliness. Ha. 

88 permafrost 



l 

David Stark 

TRAJECTORIES 

Viking I has landed and Houston is cheering and they 
let us watch T.V. The man on screen holds a microphone but 
the boys shout and I cannot hear. The boy beside me tries to 
work his hand beneath me and between my legs. I am a boy. 
Why is he trying to touch me that way. His lips part and I see 
his teeth. They are green and broken. I push his hand and the 
lips part. I move one seat and he does not follow. His eyebrows 
arch and one eyelid drops in a wink. 

I do notlike him. 
I do not like this place. 

* 
On screen the man still talks. In color the same as 

when Miss Crowder and I watched T.V. Miss Crowder with her 
hair spread fanlike so that placing my head close, like a child 
making highways, I could see the strands sweeping back in for-
ever spreading lines. If parallel lines are parallel to infinity, 
won't the end points of a fan reach the stars. 

I make a note to ask my teacher. 
The deserts of Mars are red, not red like Miss Crowder's 

hair, but dull red, like an eraser. 

* 
Maybe you want to hear about Miss Crowder. To hear 

about the things the papers didn't tell. How she reached down 
to adjust her stockings and then I reached down. How her 
nylons felt like sandpaper worn smooth from use. 

Maybe that is what you want to know. 
Or maybe a description of Miss Crowder's hair, the 

strands spread on the pillow like so many highways, past Jupiter, 
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past Sirius light years away, the next, the next. 
Maybe that is what you want to know. 

* 

It is hot in my room. Above me is a light bulb caged in 
wire. Across from me there is a boy who sits upright and sways 
back and forth. Outside there is a man who walks the hall with 
a sweat covered face. I am not sure of the man's color. The 
color of the hall is white. 

* 

It is an August day. Miss Crowder and I are in a room, 
we are in the hotel where my mother and sisters and I now live, 
the new place. It is a very nice room with blue wallpaper and 
tiny designs like swans. There is a velvet feel to the walls, there 
is a silver tray on the bed. It is day and Miss Crowder is lying 
back. From beside her I can watchher body which is not like 
the papers said. Not voluptuous but long ar.d sleek with red hair 
sweeping back on the pillow. She is smiling at me. We have 
finished our drink, we have finished, and she is writing on form 
520, State of New York. And she looks very sleek. Yes very 
satisfied. Not at all displeased. Outside the air is grey-brown 
smudge over the city horizon, but here, inside, she looks very 
sleek. She puts on her lavender suit, straight cut, brushes her 
hair down her back in a mass. She puts her forms in her briefcase 
and walks out the door. 

An hour later my mother returns. 
I give her the check. 
She squeezes sideways through the door. 

* 
Before. I climb the stairs, the railing broken and 

splintered beneath my hand. To my left garbage and black rat 
faces that scatter when I move. The mass shudders like leaves, 
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they come from milk cartons and wine bottles to stare at me, 
stare at me, they march in quick mincing steps, in columns like 
the Veterans' Day Parade, tapping march time with teeth that 
click, and click, and gnaw and I say: I feel no pain, I feel no I 
feel I. 

* 
And Miss Crowder comes every day before summer's 

end. Across the gold carpet up the elevator where her hair 
spreads out like highways. 

* 
Before. Another day. The railing splintered beneath 

my hand. A man stands at the top of the stairs, his head tilted 
and his lips pressed against his teeth. He says somethingto me, 
he is saying something, and his face is pushed in like a skull. 
There is something in his hand. Something glitters. And he is 
mumbling words that drop like chopped bits. Behind them 
there is a woman. There is something wrong with the woman's 
stomach. Something wants out that she is holding in. Something 
causes red fluid to run through her fingers and down her dress. 
What is that fluid. What has. The plaster beneath my foot 
crumbles. The stairs. The stairs. 

I stand on the street. 
Above me a gold coin blurs at the edge of the slot. 
My hands will not still. 

* 
And Miss Crowder comes every day near summer's end. 

Across the gold carpet and up the elevator where her hair 
spreads out like highways. 

* 
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September. Wind. The park leaves orange and red. Miss 
Crowder has not come in a week, has not lain on my bed. There 
is something on television that concerns us, my mother says, 
that people are angry at our being in the hotel, that we may 
have to go back to the old place, that my sisters will be taken 
away, the television says. My mother fills the chair, overflows 
the chair, her hand rubbing the carpet, back and forth, back and 
forth, then she flows over the carpet down the stairs into the 
streets and sutways, filling Avenue of the Americas, the next, 
the next. 

My sisters cry. 
My mother sits and does not move. 
I think of Miss Crowder. 
Her hair red and floating toward the stars. 

* 

I am alone. The boy no longer sways back and forth. 
There is a corridor outside but no one walks it, just this now, 
while it is dark. 

* 
It is the last time I see Miss Crowder. She is lying on 

my bed, she is telling me it has ended, she is telling me that we 
must go back to the old place, she is telling me that she cannct 
see me again, that she must leave before my mother returns. I 
tell her my mother is here already, in the next room, my mother 
and sisters in the next room, and her eyes open wide like cups. 
I say I will not go back. Will not. Will not. Then I bring from 
beside the bed what I have been waiting for. What my mother 
and my sisters saw in the next room. What I saw on the stairs. It 
glitters. Miss Crowder screams. 

92 

Her red hair. 
Spreads out and out. 
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Tom Gillispie/ Two Poems 

MANN'S CREEK CEMETARY 

Starved tamaracks dominate. 
And under them iron grills and headstones. 
The apparatus of the individual. 

Some old spinsters strew vinyl bouquets, 
scrape bare the graves, restore names 
quick as they're effaced. 

But most times the dead 
pursue their private entertainments. 
Best in hard seasons 
when snow engenders thaw. 
When, safe from cultivation, 
baby's breath grows, dies, tumbles 
to earth or in the wind. 
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MILK CANS 

Antonio first, 
Angelic wetback who taught me 
my one word of Spanish: Agua. 
He hoed melons six to three, 
had a wife, new pick-up, jillion kids-
no English. 
He was happy. 
Had a run-in with aU. P. freight, 
Spread his white smile over six acres. 

Aunt Pearl. Great Aunt. 
Came West, 1914, last possible covered wagon. 
Her sister (my granny) rubbed out 
one eye, said the T.V. bothered it; 
died first of the two. 
Saw her 
skittery, washed out, abandoned 
in the old folks home. 
Gratified when Mother 
helped her to toilet. 
couldn't do it for any but family. 

Laid out, her hands 
picked at the coverlet. 
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Rex last. 
He's died twice, still kicking. 
Married-a bronc rolled on him the next year. 
He walked spraddle-legged all fall-hid it. 
His wife scolded, "You're too old to break horses." 

His first son died spitting blood on his father's hands. 

The old man tells two fish stories: 

Hooked a leg length steel-head on Little Weiser, 
three hour give and take- let the big fish go. 

Sea-run trout used to spawn, 
(this before the high dams) 
run up his ditches. He transferrer. 
the fry to the creek in cool, steel milk cans. 
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David W. Miller/Northwestern Glacier, Kenai Fjord National Park 

96 permafrost 



REVIEWS 

GLACIER BAY CONCERTO 
by Richard Dauenhauer 
120 pages, $4.95 
Alaska Pacific University Press, Anchorage, Ak. 1980 

Richard Dauenhauer of Anchorage has written the 
latest- and perhaps the best- of a dozen or so recent books of 
Alaskan poetry. GLACIER BAY CONCERTO, published in 
late 1980 by Alaska Pacific University Press, although it was 
written by an Alaskan and is set in Southeast Alaska, has uni-
versal implic:-~tions; it is the product of a deeply religious mind, 
a mind that sees in the microcosm of Tlingit history the reflec-
tion of the entire white supremacist history of America, a mind 
that preaches respect and acceptance for all. 

It is easy for those of us who are white to forget that 
racial prejudice still exists, to relegate it to the historical ell of 
our minds, back there in the red dust with the plantation and 
the cane fields. It is easy to forget that Jim Crow still lives, 
and that as recently as 1930, twenty-nine states outlawed 
marriages between whites and blacks. 

Yet I have stopped at a motel in Kansas and found KKK 
literature in the dresser drawer, next to the Bible and the free 
postcards. I've heard an Alaskan high school student say , 
"Sure I like blacks ; everybody should own one," and tell me 
his swimming coach says there are no blacks on the swimming 
team because " their muscles are too dense." But most of us 
shrug these incidents off as isolated, meaningless. Few of us 
take them to heart. Only those who unite with other racial 
groups through marriage, friendship, or poetic empathy-- or, 
in the case of Dick Dauenhauer, all of the above- can experi-
ence racism as it is, and as it has been through the ages. 

In GLACIER BAY CONCERTO's world , where all that's 
left of the Tlingit is "glaciers and government," Dauenhauer 
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repeatedly demonstrates that the moral idealism Americans 
preach is a far cry from what they practice. Like a great syl-
logism this poem works through major and minor premises to 
conclusion, and also , like a book of Alaskan history , it works 
from past to present. It pulls you in like some enticing black 
hole, from the vague threads of newspaper reports and other 
historical documents, to the dense embrace of love. Yet all 
is one; both are the same, eventually, for both Dauenhauer 
and reader. The widely separated, curving lines (if we visualize 
the structure of the book as that of a three-dimensional com-
puter drawing) that seem to have nothing to do with one an-
other at first, there in the planes of space (history), eventually 
draw closer, eventually converge, unite, become inseparable : 
The Raven Woman is the present and the past. Dauenhauer's 
love for his wife Nora is love for her Tlingit heritage, is hate for 
its denigration, for the continuing paternalism and land hunger 
of the outsider. His ultimate goal is to make us love her and the 
Tlingits, to marry us to this heritage and person he has mar-
ried, the "Child of the Clan of Grass." It is a work of magni-
ficent scholarship and magnificent feeling, the work of a scholar 
and the work of a lover. These two directions alternately pull, 
tug at the taut fabric of the poem , but are also united in the 
reader's mind (as the Raven is a god and yet a prankster) by 
the time the final page is turned. GLACIER BAY CONCERTO 
is a wonderfully unified book, a poignant cry for justice, a 
love poem any woman would weep to receive. 

GLACIER BAY CONCERTO will remind some readers 
of John Dos Passos' prose trilogy U.S.A. (1938), because 
Dauenhauer uses, especially in his First Movement, "Com-
mander Glass Cuts Deeper into Kake," extensive quotations 
from sources like John Winthrop, FDR, magazines, Customs 
Collectors, the Interior Department, the Forest Service, First 
Lieutenants and Commanders, Veniaminov, missionaries like 
Mrs. Willard and Sheldon Jackson, newspapers, Letters to 
Howard, and so forth . However, Dos Passos' novels showed 
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rigid detachment by the author, and the absence of any media-
tion by the author between his story and his audience. Dauen-
hauer, in contrast, does considerable mediation, and makes no 
secret of his emotional involvement with his subject. 

"Commander Glass Cuts Deeper into Kake" (a typical, 
gritted-teeth Dauenhauer pun, envisoning new lands as pastries 
to be subdivided) is the Old Testament of this trilogy, full of 
blood and guts, atrocities, vengeance, words like "redneck" 
and 'Siwash," examples of injustice, of ignorance ("What kind 
of Eskimos/are the Tlingit?" asks the lady in the "Banquet 
Convensations" subdivision), of simplistic educators and simple 
PR men whose regional accent Dauenhauer catches with deli-
cious precision: 

ahm pre-owed to work 
for an all compani. 
Ahm pre-owed 
of mah compani. 
Thank your lucky stahs 
if an all famli 
moves in next to you. 
Ahv been heah two years 
and ahm as much a risidint 
as innibodi. 
Some of mah neighbors 
are all people. 

(Dauenhauer's ear and ability to transcribe dialect are just as 
sharp for the sounds of Tlingit-English, which we see in the 
"New Anny" stanzas.) 

Dauenhauer is miltilingual, and is thus able to get close 
to the Tlingit language, and, through translation, enter into 
its humor: 
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In Tlingit: 
nukwdi haatl'i 
ptarmigan turds 
enormous snowflakes 
that fall in March. 

He even traces the Tlingit back to its Oriental, Zen-related 
origins, before Alaska, in poems like "Sitka Koan": 

Sitka koan: it rains 
but you don't get wet; 
it hails, 
but you don't get hit. 

He wants to move himself (and the reader) beyond the cliche of 
"helping the Natives," beyond "the forest of symbols,/the red/ 
and the black," back to what he senses are the "underlying 
patterns" that are "like permafrost:/and basic structures/never 
change." 

The transitional middle section or Second Movement 
is "The Woman in Ice," the woman being Shaawat Seek' - who 
according to legend sacrificed herself when a glacier was advanc-
ing to cover a Tlingit village, who remained behind in the 
abandoned village and entered into the ice, 

who knew 
the ice would stop 
but never the moving 
ice of obligation 

This mediating section leads us into the Thrid Movement 
of the CONCERTO, the final section of the trilogy, "Raven 
Woman, Child of the Clan of Grass," full of poems (many very 
short) addressed to Nora Dauenhauer. This section is anala-
gous to the New Testament: forgiving, full of the promise of 
young children, the "awesome power/in tiny lungs," full of 
hope for the future. 
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GLACIER BAY CONCERTO runs the gamut from 
screams of outrage to tender songs of love. A masterful work 
that can be dipped into at random, repeatedly, and with delight. 

Is Dauenhauer so naive as to expect to work miracles 
with his song, to change his bigoted audience? of course not : 

for those to whom 
sin is just a word 
salvation 
is just a word 
too. 

Of course not, as he says at the beginning of the Second 
Movement: 

Writing poetry , as we learn from you, is not desiring, 
not wanting something that can ever be achieved. 
To write poetry is to be alive. 

He goes on: 

We mature with poetry 
with songs of vision 
and experience; 
we raise these questions 
so that myth 
will mean for us 

Dauenhauer is, like Shaawat Seek' , motivated by "the moving/ 
ice of obligation," and believes that the future of any people is 
built of acts of love, on human speech. 

-Ann Fox Chandonnet 

All Alaska Issue 101 



NO HIDING PLACE 
by Warren Woessner 
57 pages, $3 
Spoon Rivtr Poetry Press, Peoria, Ill. 1979 

Warren Woessner was born in New Jersey in 1944. He 
attended Cornell University where he received a B.A. and 
studied writing with A.R.Ammons. He edits Abraxas, an all-
review journal, and is enrolled at the law school of the University 
of Wisconsin, Madison. His previous collection was LANDING 
(Ithaca House, 1974). 

Woessner's NO HIDING PLACE is a personal 
geography, a travelogue of poems about different places, in 
which the places are backyards or state parks, treehouses, or 
Galena, Illinois. One long poem, "Range of Light," concerns 
training for and then climbing 14,000-foot Mt. Rainier. There 
are several poems set in Alaska; "Blue Lake," for example, deals 
with the conflict between preserving the land and harvesting its 
resources, a conflict all Alaskans are familiar with. This is a 
selection: 

Pick-ups rattle down the logging roads, 
bumper stickers warning 
SIERRA GO HOME .... 
Walking back to Sitka on the hard highway 
we get a ride from Chuck Johnstone. 
He was suspended today after 16 years 
for growing a beard and talking crazy 
about birds and fish. 

(The use of "hard" there, to modify "highway," is typical of 
Woessner's subtle usage-leeches rather than major surgery; 
"hard" reflects boneweary tiredness of loggers, speaks of diffi-
cult choices-all in one four-letter syllable.) 

Warren Woessner may occasionally refer to the Sierra 
Club or Oz in this collection, but he never stoops to topical 
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allusions as so many contemporary poets do, larding their lines 
with fatty, gabby tidbits they feel are guarantees for reader 
interest. Although the reviewer would like to deny it, person-
ality comes through in writing; and Woessner seems the sort of 
fellow you'd like to get to know better. He doesn't mind seem-
ing the fool: writing of his fondness for his cat Cirrus, or wanting 
"to invite the rain in for a drink." He is willing to take risks, to 
reveal himself as human, worried (about nuclear generating 
stations, Japanese pulp mills, strip mining for coal, land treated 
"like trash"), too cocky ("feeling we can lick/ all these pretty 
mountains/ like snowcones/ melting in our hands"), even 
proven wrong ("Too tired at the top to stand up/ for a picture. 
Too tired/ to eat."). He is both brave and confident enough to 
reveal himself in the process of growth, rather than only after 
growth, during success. His human-ness makes him seem friend-
ly, real, approachable. 

When Woessner gives us personal debris (what might 
be labeled simply journal entries made on a trip West and 
North), there is scant sentimentality: 

Glacier Bay 

Men and birds fish together. 
Seals sit up in the water 
and watch. 
Funny old man faces. 
Float planes roar down the narrow channel. 
A young eagle sits in his tree, 
too new to fly. 

The poems of NO HIDING PLACE lead one to the 
next in quiet, subtle fashion. "Glacier Bay" leads to "Lumber-
yard," a positive, pastoral poem. "Lumberyard" leads us on to 
"Parfrey's Glen"--positive, wild in the first stanza; in the second 
stanza man intrudes in the form of wrecked boxcars at the 
bottom of the gorge. 
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Man often intrudes on Woessner's landscapes, but 
Woessner tries hard not to preach, not to know all the answers 
to the world's problems, simply to observe and note. He doesn't 
want to be Gary Snyder or John Haines warning us of the 
drawbacks of petroleum products. He says in "Hard Winter" 
--finding a frozen, unmarked rabbit in the snow--"If there was a 
lesson/ I left it there,/ got back to my fire." I don't think the 
reader is meant to interpret this lack of moralizing as a signal of 
man's impotence, but as a reluctance to intrude on others' 
privacy. 

The final poem, "Good-by," addressed to the reader, 
does not sum up. The speaker leaves on another trip into the 
world, without pencil or pad: "If thereare any poems/ I'll just 
have to remember." 

And we do remember Woessner's poerr.s, relaxed yet 
contrived, crafted yet natural. Nature is the hero here : 

After hours of climbing trails 
steep as staircases 
we're the most harmless animals 
on the mountain. 

--"Range of Light" 

If there is a message, it is this: Get out and see the world, and 
you'll never be able to harm her again. 

- Ann Fox Chandonnet 

THE RED SNOW: A Story of the Alaska Gray Wolf 
by James Greiner 
227 pages, hard cover, $10.95 
Doubleday & Co., 1980 

James Greiner is a pilot and game guide who lives in 
Fairbanks and has written for Sports Afield and Alaska maga-
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zine. His first book was WAGER WITH THE WIND. 
Wolves have lived in Alaska for 14 million years; 

Greiner points out that man has lived here only I 0,000. His 
main characters in THE RED SNOW are a wolf pack meant to 
"exemplify uncourted hundreds of others," in a "graphically 
explicit account of how they live." The tale is set in the present, 
70 miles south of Fairbanks, in the corrugated drainages of the 
St. George Creek and the larger Wood River. It is early May, 
under a "sour-biscuit-dough-sky" and the pack numbers six. It 
soon grows by four, for the gray bitch is pregnant. But at the 
close of the book, the following April, there are only two 
wolves left-the bitch's brother and mate, a huge black wolf, and 
the (again) pregnant bitch. 

Greiner draws subtle parallels between his single 
human character, Jake Tatum, and the pack. Tatum is 67 years 
old, slightly more than the equivalent of the II years of the 
small gray bitch; Tatum is introduced in Chapter 12; up to this 
point, the bitch wolf has been the main character. Tatum is, like 
the female wolf, losing his mobbility, past his peak. His cabin is a 
parallel to one of the pack's whelping dens, "an island of com-
fort, a place of escape." The pack makes 70-mile traverses of 
the riverine flats, travelling 7 to I 0 miles a day. Tatum's 20-mile 
trapline can be traversed in a day, with snowmobile. A trapped 
wolf takes a step forward, "slowly wagging his tail as if in greet-
ing" to Tatum, as if eager to meet him; Tatum marvels at the 
size of the 130-pound black male's footprints, eager to view the 
creature who made them. 

I don't want to reveal the entire plot; the reader 
deserves some surprises for his effort. But, in general, THE RED 
SNOW trails the wolves and the man as their lives, their habi-
tats, veer closer, and finally intersect. (Occasionally, as Greiner 
records every urination and evacuation of the pack, one feels he 
is reading a Bukowski novel; ultimately, however, we are drawn 
into the fact that scent is crucial in the wild, and into the reali-
zation that human senses have faded.) 

The lives of the wolves intersect with those of bear, 
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caribou, moose, fox, and other tundra wildlife; the book is truly 
a symphony of repeated, intertwining, slightly varied melodies. 
The bear spreads the seeds of fireweed and blueberry. The dens 
that wolves use have been made by foxes. The fox's den is often 
the enlarged burrow of the parka-squirrel. The lynx population 
reflects the hare population. The hare represents an emergency 
food for the wolf, a kind of wolf gorp. Ravens, Canada jays, 
magpies, and foxes strip the carcasses of large wolf kills. Man 
sets his trap near kills to which wolves will return. Half a dozen 
wolf pelts will keep a small airplane in fuel for a year. Wolves 
are attracted by woodsmoke, and tear up Tatum's snowmobile 
cover and seat; they eat the moose he considered "his" winter 
meat. Two white females are attracted to the cabin and kill the 
old husky dog: 

She died without sound beneath the weight of the 
white wolves, each of which outstripped her by more 
than thirty pounds. Then, as they attempted to drag 
her carcass away from the cabin, the chain which 
tethered it came tight, and the wolves fed on the spot. 
By midafternoon only the husky's head and half of 
its attached spinal column remained, made macabre 
by the still-attached collar and chain. (p. 213) 213) 

This scene is notable because in it Greiner switches from a non-
judgemental, wolfs-eye-view of life, by using two adjectives 
with negative connotations: "macabre" and-in the following 
paragraph-"pathetic." This is the turning point of the book, the 
beginning of the symphony's fourth movement. These two 
adjectives subtly hint that Tatum will feel "insulted" by the loss 
of his companion and begin flying over the area an hour a day, 
searching for the wolves-an act he has repeatedly pet off. 
(Wolfing with planes is illegal, but Tatum has long disregarded 
this law.) 

A crucial parallel in THE RED SNOW is that man 
here is to the wolves as the "pointy-toed, high-living Oklaho-
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mans and Texans" of the oil rush are to Tatum. They affect him 
with a "single loss of privacy," a "need to consider bigger 
things" (p. 123) than day-to-day existence. The oil rush ex-
pands Tatum's world as the snowmobileand airplane expand his 
hunting territory; the female's old fear of plane noise fore-
shadows the difficulties the pack will have with airborne 
hunters. 

There is one stylistic flaw in THE RED SNOW. 
Greiner seems not to know how to use the semicolon, and lack 
of this mark of punctuation often leads (particularly in the first 
two chapters) to incomprehensible run-on sentences, to sen-
tences where subordination falters, and fails. This flaw should 
have been eliminated by a good editor. 

This petty quibble aside, Greiner is to be compli-
mented for his portrayal of bush life, from the creaking of dead 
branch against dead trunk to the way water in small creeks 
stops flowing in fall, leaving thin bubbles of ice suspended. He 
knows the relative weight of a raven to a Newhouse trap. He 
knows the habits of moose as well as wolves, and how large 
browsers are killed or not killed by the most minute chance: 
standing in deep brush and not moving, not exposing their soft 
bellies to sharp teeth, for example. Seen by Greiner, the much 
vaunted "instinct" of wild animals is often a matter of fatigue 
relative to underbrush relative to snow depth relative to 
precision of leap. In other words, luck more than thoughtful 
calculation. Animals seem as forgetful of past experience and as 
heedless of potential danger as man. 

- Ann Fox Chandonnet 
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PTARMIGAN VALLEY: Poems of Alaska 
by Ann Fox Chandonnet 
64 pages, paper, $3.45 
The Lightening Tree, Box 1837, Sante Fe, New Mexico 

"Most of the poems tell what it is like to live in Alaska 
in 1980. PTARMIGAN VALLEY is a real place, as Walden Pond 
is. 

"Only by a stretch of the imagination am I a hcme-
steader or a pioneer. My home is a ranch-style with a circular 
drive, lawn and a flagpole. 

"These poems are my answer to that impolite question, 
'Why do you want to live way up there?'" 

The writer's own comments are a useful introduction 
to this new book of poems, PTARMIGAN VALLEY. In it, Ann 
Fox Chandonnet becomes a guide to that Alaskan region just 
north of Anchorage, writing with a good eye and much spirit, 
taking the reader into her territory as if for the first time. 

She writes of the walrus and whale, Eskimo and puma, 
of the snow, woods, crowberries, rocks; and never forgets the 
human presence in the landscape. Her nature poems draw the 
Alaskan scene with wonderful geographic words and local 
terms, giving the reader an informal lesson in the science of the 
land. The details are right and images precise. 

''May In Chugiak" is good clean writing that shows her 
wit, as she describes her yard, picturing it as the frontier where 
Dan'l Boone might step from the local trees. 

"Splitting Wood "is different. Here she looks at herself 
in action , really looks and sees it, and makes the reader see the 
arms, wood, axe: 
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Lacking shoulders 
I turn scientific, 
teasing the lengths 
atop the block 
until they become level. 
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Then my little force 
runs straight down the grain. 

And finally at rest, she sees that "a scrap of inner bark/glows 
pink as a conch." 

A truly regional piece is "Snow /Qecugluni." This is a 
language trip on snow, with images that enliven the cliche, 
"There are twenty Eskimo words for snow." My favorite is a 
contemporary one - "termination dust," which a note explains 
as an Alaskanism used by summer construction workers who 
can mark their final paychecks by the first snow on mountain 
peaks. 

Epigraphs and quotes throughout the book are con-
sistently illuminating and surprising - evidence of careful 
editorial judgement. The preface opens with a quote from 
Annie Dillard, saying that her Tinker Creek was in a suburb! I 
understand why Chandonnet chose it. 

"On A Human Scale"is an excellent spiritual poem. 
This is the poetry of God on earth-the quiet beauty and 
serenity of what is here now: 

This close to the green sea, 
wild geranium and Nootka lupine all around, 
one does not need cathedrals 
to see God. 

Three other poems to single out are ''And The Rocks 
Rise," "Woods," and "How It Beckons." 

Landscape is a starting point, and from her place Ann 
Chandonnet steps out to see the world. These poems of Alaska 
show what she has seen. 

The book finishes with a long, sprawling, ambitious 
work called "Skin, Blood, Bones: A Trilogy," which takes us 
through the dictionary, history, anatomy, and her kitchen 
among other side trips. The long poem holds, meeting the 
challenge of its scope and vision. It is a virtuoso piece at times, 
with spontaneous language rolling wide open on great wild 
images. It is a triumph of the irr;agination, as she hands out 
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meaty vocabulary and metaphors, chunk after chunk. 
Ann Fox Chandonnet is not a native of Alaska, which 

might lead one to wonder if her poetry is the excitement of a 
convert, but that doesn't wash, because she has written with 
equal fervor of her homeplace, a small town in Massachusetts 
near the New Hampshire border, Dracut. A New Englander by 
birth, she began her education there and later received a 
master's degree in English from the University of Wisconsin. 
Since 1973, she has lived in Chugiak, Alaska with her husband 
and two sons. In addition to pee try, she writes book reviews 
and is the food editor of the Anchorage Daily News. This is her 
fifth book of poems. 

Let her have the final words: 'I am not so presumptuous 
as to call myself the poet of this place .... But I care for it. ... 
It swallows you up .. . and you go willingly ." 

- Paul Marion 
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CONTRIBUTORS' NOTES 

MARY BARON is the author of two books of poems, Letters for the 
New England Dead, 1974 and Wheat Among Bones, 1980. She 
teaches in the English Department at the University of Alaska, 
Fairbanks. 

JULIE USHIO BECK has lived in Delta five years, has taught first grade 
three years , and has just returned from a trip to Japan. 

FRANK E. BUSKE is Head of the Department of English at the Univer-
sity of Alaska, Fairbanks. A published poet, his suite of poems, 
"Woman's Songs," in a musical setting by American composer 
Judith Zaimont, will have its world premiere at Bayreuth, Ger-
many, in the summer ofl982. 

GERALD CABLE has lived in Fairbanks since the flood. The rest is 
history. 

ANN FOX CHANDONNET is a regular contributor to permafrost. Her 
book of poems, The Wife, part 2 , was reviewed in permafrost 
fall, 1979. Her most recent book of poetry is Ptarmigan Valley. 

KAY DEETER hopes to retire right on the Oregon coast in six years, 
writing in the tidal influences of Stafford, Bentley, Bell, Fraser , 
and Haines. She has been published in Chelsea, The lowa Review, 
Pequod, Poetry Seattle, Harpoon, Poet Lore, and other magazines. 

NORA R. FOSTER divides her time between studying marine animals at 
the Marine Center in Seward and her home in Fairbanks. 

TOM GILLISPIE was born in Weiser, Idaho, November 3 , 1955 , and 
prefers hay-grain operations to row crops. He is currently study-
ing anthropology at the University of Alaska, Fairbanks. 

JOHN HAINES is back in Alaska , living once again on his homestead 
on the Richardson. 
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CINDY HARDY lives and writes in North Pole, Alaska. 

JIM HEMBREE is from Hoonah, a village on Chichagof Island in South-
eastern Alaska. A graduate of Whitworth College in Spokane, he 
spends his summers as a petty bureaucrat at Hoonah Cannery. 

TYLER HENSHAW has taught school for eight years in Petersburg. 
Next year he's going outside to finish his second book of poetry 
and get away from teaching and rain for awhile. 

JANE HIXON lives in Fairbanks and has published poems in Writers 
Forum 7, South Carolina Review, and Porch. 

PAUL MARION lives in Massachusetts where he works with the Lowell 
Historical Preservation Commission. His poetry has appeared 
in Wisconsin Review, The Hamden-Sydney Poetry R eview, As-
pect, and other magazines. His most recent chapbook is Focus 
On A Locus, a collection of Lowell poems. 

TINA MATTHEWS is Tina Parke-Sutherland. 

JOYCE MACBETH lives in Anchorage. 

DAVID W. MILLER is a photographer who lives at the edge of the Kenai 
Fjiords. 

PAT MONAGHAN has lived in Alaska most of her life. She grew up in 
Anchorage and now lives in Fairbanks, where she is a teacher 
at Tanana Valley Community College. 

JOHN MORGAN teaches in the writing program at the University of 
Alaska. His collection, The Bone Duster, was published last year 
in the Quarterly Review of Literature Contemporary Poetry 
Series. The poems quoted in his essay first appeared in Poetry 
(Chicago). 

CHERYL MORSE lives in Sitka, Alaska, where she divides her time as 
a mother of a two year old, a wife, an English instructor at Sheldon 
Jackson College, and editor and publisher of OCRA an Alaskan-
based literary publication of poetry and prose. 
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TINA PARKE-SUTHERLAND is Tina Matthews. 

GAIL PEPE is from Fairbanks and has been the Art Editor for many 
past issues of pennafrost. 

LINDA SCHANDELMEIER is from Fairbanks and a regular contributor 
to pennafrost. She was winner of the 1981 Midnight Sun Poetry 
Contest sponsored by the American Academy of Poets, and co-
winner of the Fejes Award for poetry. 

DAVID STARK is the co-Director of the Creative Writing Program and 
Director of the Midnight Sun Writers' Conference at the Univer-
sity of Alaska, Fairbanks. His works have appeared in Northwest 
Review, Southern Poetry Review, Poetry NOW, Cimarron Review, 
Quarterly West, Greenfirld Review, and other magazines. 

WILLIAM SUTHERLAND lives in Fairbanks, where he is a masonry con-
tractor, novelist, and part-time teacher of English. He owns a 
very large red dog that can jump ten feet plus. 

STAN TARN is a part-time freelance writer. The rest of the time he works 
on the slope. He has been in Alaska six years, some of that time 
was spent as a paramedic operating out of remote villages. He 
writes when he has time. 

JANA TRETTNER is a marine biologist who lives and works in Seward. 
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