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Roads 

End of the road. 
Just a thought 
until I came here. 

Here all of them--
roads-- have ends 
you come to. I came 

to understand 
that to go 
on, I need to change 

modes. It's a step 
different 
into wilderness, 

a yessing step 
into self, 
where roads continue 

as long as you 
follow them--
yes, that long. Yes-long. 

Mary Kancewick 
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Second Story 

Each twig is exact 
against the sky, 
cut into the light 
by a sharp, black pencil 

Now all weight 
is gone: structure 
without ornament 
gauges the breeze 

As if the draft of leaves 
was just a sketch, 
a scaling down 
for deeper cleaning 

the cold that reduces 
to pure line what 

Leroy Perkins 

memory refuses as extravagant 
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September Rains 

Like dark masts 
on an ocean of 
ships the black 
spruce roll 
toward the horizon 

shallow roots 
stuck in perma-
frost. their poles 
no thicker than 
a wrist, they spire 
toward sandhill cranes 

cranes that form ranks, 
now circle, making false 
starts, heading south 

while the furtive sun, 
splotching flatlands 
with blankets of light. 
loses seven 
minutes every 
day 
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The Blackbird 

Suddenly, everything depends on this: 
a nervous blackbird on the garden. 
A fine piece of darkness. 
Not us, but Nature 
playing tricks. 

Spring then 
is upon us, aqueous 
and loud with increase-

Judith Nutter 

a heartache in three dimensions- drawn up 
with the worm 
from its fattening blackness. 

And the excitement of arrivals, of blueness 
in motion; 
my own screeching lapis lazuli. scything in 
thin as parchment. 
and as other histories arrive 
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the patient year fouls up on its own proposals. 
An explanation of the world in feathers 
and a million green capilliaries. 

• • • 

What shall I make of you. of limbs 
worn through offering 
that held off the mad Atlantic next to mine 
flaking like i>late. muddied 
and sorry as deserters? 

It wasn't geography. or gravity 
that kept the hills up then. 
or the tides running . 

• • 

If blackness arrives with flashes 
then this is it; 
summers' insomniac. zithering 

• 

in the greening air over summer lawns. 
I think of you. 
This bird is your bird. 
rarely heard among the swinging fuchsia. 
envoy of all you have known 
and are losing now: 
the Englishness of England. 
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Judith Nutter 

Solidity; 
mile upon mile. vaulting off 
all decked in purple; 
small words 
doing nothing to temper hills. 

These are presences; old tales 
the wind feels 
through sharp nights jumping with stars. 
"you would not believe," I told you 
"how melencholy it is," 
but up here 
anything can be believed. 
I swivel like an idiot at the top of the world 
on limbs stout with hollowness; and it goes on--
that tempting space here is only going 
where heather scent 
and gorse go; 
you may recognize it 
where the hills flatten like rabbits 
and nothing upholds; 
a certain element in the wind 
snatching the voice from grasses. 
Hawks know it: 
they bank clear of airs 
tn.at splinter feathers like ice. and sit out 
under purple shadows. 
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See how lean I have become 
from too many campaigns, up there 
among the cold stone and quartz light. 
This atmosphere is pumice. 
Your tongue is useless, flapping 
like a flag 
embroidered with words 
that offer nothing to bones growing as saints. 
Down beside the lamb still-born, unmoved 
by the ewes rapid stammer 
I shall sink 
and lose my heart like a stone. 
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Philip Gerard 

Homing 

Was the word, and the word was stone. And the word 
begat stone, and was first void and then filled full, of sun 
which is light and moon which is daughter of light. and 
took the nighttime. And stone became flesh, and flesh 
became fire, and fire became spirit, and is now a man. 

Said go. No explanation. not even the pretense of one. 
"I had a dream," he said. Voice that could suck fear out of 
their pores like a river leech, serve them with a ruthless 
subpoena of doubt: about their puny shivering selves mol-
ing by night into their wretched secret caves, scarified with 
the crude petroglyphs of hoary animals they had only 
heard about rendered in mock-heroic stature as stick-
figures with no living proportions and too elemental even 
to be called primitive. They would have to advance to that. 
Fear that leaked into their sleeping places deep in those 
stone quarters. where mildew grew with the audacity of 
mushrooms in a perpetual moonless winter. 

Voice that melted stone. shattered forever the security 
of those walls against the chimera of their blind imagina-
tions, nightmare beasts that would now ravish them at 
will, unless they fled their stone as they had fled for their 
lives from the treetops when the competition claimed an 
evolutionary jump and these pretty humans'babies started 
tumbling out of their branches like windfall apples too 
many in a season. Alas, the world was young and irony 
bounded them like atmosphere, accumulated in the virgin 
earth like carbon pockets. ore unmined, possessed of all 
the human gravity before the fateful apple, anticipating 
discovery. Fetid, fecund, fertile of slimy things that feed on 
life organized into limbs and lobes, those caves abandoned. 
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Go, he said, and so invented naming. Heretofore. safe 
as seeds in their miserable catacombs, they had addressed 
each other with no more precision than a grunt. Now that 
fear inspired singularity. He became One. And in naming 
retired democracy. for One led. 

Home. he said, with no more reason than they to 
believe it. 
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Linda Aronow-Brown 

My Father's Overcoat 

I reach deep 
into the familiar pockets 
to find paintbrushes 
and a bell from 
a stuffed dog's ear. 

When the threads grow thin 
I mend with sinew 
and old photographs. 

Some days when the sunshine 
heats the wandering Jew in the 
bedroom window. 
I sweat, but 
will not take it off. 
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David Ignatow 

The Question 

If we could be brought up to the surface 
like a gleaming fish and served for supper: 
if we could swallow our own complicated lives 
to make a good meal of it: if we could go 
fishing every day we feel the impulse 
to fish for ourselves and be fed 
on the gleaming swimmer below the surface 
of our skin, the fish that is 
our slippery life and death in one. 
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The Wasteland 

Here where the ground is flat and hard 
the earth once conceived of a forest 
as an adornment of its self belief. 
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Dawn at Quinto Loreto 

So this is that forest of so-called light, 
that legendary decay that took so long 
to get here its patched coat lets in 
the dark; holes in its socks, it tries 

Diane Reynolds 

laying a pitiful drape on the chipped cups, 
aging the tiles and roses alike. 
the wall-eyed parrot won't stand 
for this sad-sack, and grouses off in 
horned rimmed dark. A stray cat 
trying to sleep off a poor shave, 
turns a cold shoulder under her dingy bush. 
"Black sheep," she squints, 
nothing would get up for such 
a bowl of gruel. A lukewarm bath 
that held stars? Bah, they've all 
swirled down the drain and here he comes 
with his scum, his bag of grit! 
The lacklustre trees fidget and sigh. 
In their fog of flesh the kitchen help 
come like walking trees, their bones 
beginning to count themselves to a drawn-out tick. 
cathedrals reassuring morning. 
the local seeing-eye dog comes around to bark 
at this vagrant. but deadpan, once, 
then back to sleep beside his indiscriminate master. 
The only decent shape in town, the cat'd bored shrug 
defines day by default. That shrug must suffice 
to lure sound and color protesting from their closets 
where this skin and bones light would muffle them 
forever. Now in the kitchen the pans 
chime and clang, trying familarity. 
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At last in the infirmary of shadow 
a burro hears and honks, sincerely. 
Day is banging in his pail. 
His heels flare on the cobbles, firing 
at last a definite dawn. 
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Fireworks: San Miguel de Allende 

Each dusk the cursive flocks set treble clefs 
among the spires of this eleven-cathedral town. Like coins 
spun on their sides. then rocking down. the birds 
tilt in and out against an incremental. aggravated blue. 

In unision they turn their serifs in and out of visibility. 
incline both ways to catch the light or let it shine 
through them till night uncoils from their wings and they dro 

down into 
the chaliced trees between Our Lady and the Parroquia's pati 

I sit in thejardin among the birds and families. out of place 
in a thicket of speech I can't quite get. thinking of birds. 
also incomprehensible. although their fine scrawls draw night 
over us all. a uniformly understandable net. 

How can I say we were a satisfaction like the birds. 
that failed beautifully. that fell through 
our fingers like the seasons fall. because they cannot be passed 
from hand to hand or down 

the families. because they must pass themselves 
or else fail utterly. This time of year 
candles and fireworks go for a song in tents that spring up 
overnight between mercado and cathedral. 
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The vendors come down from black concentric hills. 
the families come to buy the lights for both sides of fiesta. 
and in a twilight that birds have given shape and distance to 
with arabesques that hang, stilled in the minds, eye, 

measuring the thickened air, the mother next to me 
measures lengths of wool between her daughter's hands. 
The girl is distracted. Called out 

by evening's unravelling octaves, or by the birds, or by the 
bells. 
the adolescents of this town begin to circulate, 
as shy, as calculating as domestic birds. 

They make a set of segregated rings that move 
inside each other, past tile fountain, past the mothers and father 
looking past each other, pretending they see 
nothing in particular. 

They are temporarily, boldly shy. Poverty. miscarriage, 
jealousy, twins, fatigue and boredom are still beyond them. 
They look through each other to something simple, 
and they yearn for it to begin as their wheel starts turning. 

Their fathers huddle in the dark, their cigarettes 
sucked bright, then disappearing as they laugh and slap 
their tassled hats against their leg. They're talking 
politics and farming. They've seen it all before. 

The mothers knit on benches ringing the square. 
They see it still, one eye on the skein, the other 
on their bashful girls. Suddenly the air's all current. 
An undertow of light soaks everyone. 
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Some men have lit a fuse and let it climb the sky. 
A parachute of fire. a chrysanthemum, a sizzling rope, etc. 
their debris zigzags down, falling to harmlessness. 
to chiselled monograms that mock the birds' calligraphy. 

The noisy light stirs up the flock, a whir 
tilts all the leaves until their feathers settling 
make a sound like fires going out. 
The boys and girls move in their segregated chains. 

Disengaged gears, unhooked from consequence. 
Their mothers frown, know time will assemble them 
into a single clock, 
but now--

wound and counterwound, mainspring and balance wheel, 
held separate by a toothed escapement--
they're satisfied with looking, for there's more 
than meets the eye: overhead a bobbin and a gyroscope 

are intricate a moment till their jewelled movements fall 
to soot, a veil on fire and using itself brightly, 
a wheel inside a wheel, wound up but not let go. 
If they are gears, these children know they may not mesh yet. 

They march until the moment they are waiting for: 
a Catherine Wheel is brought out by a dozen men. 
Some father's cigarette unwinds its bolt of fired lace. 
Tots shriek and clap. One circle blushes at the other's joke. 

The mothers sigh. This one unwinds a row to catch 
a stitch that failed in the weakening light. 
then giving up her needles and her skein, she rolls 
her youngest baby tighter in her shawl. 
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Jarold Ramsey 

''October,'' the Brothers Lim bourg 

Melancholy seedsman 
trudging eastward but with trailing thumb 
extended westward, gauche, 
the way the scarecrow archer aims his bow, 
the way the plodding horse and rider 
drag their harrow, on which rides a stone .... 
On our farm , I remember, "putting in a crop" 
could feel like this--
everything against it in October 
just as here, the thievish crows and magpies, 
the chilling rains. the loss of green, 
the level certainty of winter. 
What's the use of going retrograde 
against the autumn drift of things? 

As the seed grains scatter from your desultory 
hand, and vanish in the furrow, 
you seem to pause mid-step in doubt--
your right leg planted 
in your latest footstep like a post. 
your left foot raised and feeling for the loam, 
your eyes full of nothing just ahead. 
A bushel-weight of wheat or barley swells 
your apron like a pregnancy at term. 
and behind you squats your lord and master's 
bag of seeds, its mouth rolled down and puckered .. .. 
A pang of never reaping cramps your sower's 
hand; in and of themselves 
these are not rich hours, 
my friend , my weary friend . 
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Cup-In-Hand 

Cup-in-hand, I venture out for stars 
and a drink of Placid Lake. Behind me, our fire 
is good, and Jim attends it in a ruddy 
trance for counting every alder spark 
en route to heaven. So many 
quick bright lives in a log! 

Beyond, blind water at my feet. 
in the true night where every spark is living 
yet, I kneel and reach my cup to fill. 
There at the rim, a bright star floats in the water 
burning blue-white without a tremor. 
I hold my breath to keep that perfect light 

in my eye: and this tiny lake, this brief night, 
these vexed lives, mine, and my brother's-- all gleam 
as deep and still and boundless as the sky. 
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A Short Lecture on Narcissism 

Behind the mirror 
gapes 
the medicine cabinet 
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Jay Griswold 

July 1936 

The voices of two men under the trees. 
Federico in mourning, a drop of duck's blood 
under his tongue, perhaps he is singing 
or reciting a poem. Two men die at noon 
and nobody saves them, not even the bells 
by which a man from his country checks his watch 
and winds it religiously, not even the dog-faced hawk 
who squats on the steeple and looks at nothing. 

It happens, and later a bullet will rip 
through the brain of a drunk who wanted to pray. 
There are so many knees. There are so many dead men. 
Two voices go on. Are they talking of earth? 
The earth under cobblestones often sings. 
Do the fish in aquariums pray? 
A wise man can sit on his ass for hours. 
Sometimes it takes years to get things done. 

The bullets at noon are transparent bees. 
The peasant hears them and looks at his watch. 
It's hot. and still a long way to Grenada. 
His donkey sighs at its burden of sticks. 
Flies will have gathered on the blood by now. 
The peasant takes off his hat and wipes his face . 
Two dead men come walking up the road. 
" Buenos dias, senor." "Buenos, buenos." 
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The Assassin Speaks 

Yes. and the day runs out 
through that hole in your forehead: 
Your eyes look vacantly upon the Spring 
that wanted to love you with many colors. 
But an evil dragon inhabits the air, 
the clouds gather darkly above our country; 
you don't hear the songs a blind man sings 
made sweeter still being sung by no one. 

And the dead in the fields: Let them rot. 
The grain needs bodies so that it can grow, 
so that the man in the street won't be afraid, 
tasting the dark blood beneath his bread. 
The man in the street is a watchful man. 
He walks with confidence so death can't strike him. 
He knows the night is full of federal guns, 
full of passports, and oblivious women. 

The Spring comes dressed in her sheath of grey; 
she takes off her clothes and becomes a dagger. 
The man standing alone at the end of the street 
watches her pass; he has seen many women 
undressed, but she is not his tonight. 
Soon, the blind man will count his change and go. 
It's a hard life when nobody listens. 
He can barely speak, his throat is so raw, 

And the guitar is tucked safely into its coffin. 
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David Charlton 

Monk Nestor's Description of 
Andrei Petrov 

His head is a cave of babbling anchorites. 
Sounds of a foreign world 
glide from Andrei Petrov's mouth. 
Silence is a country without faith. 
Andrei Petrov is a leaf in the mouth of God. 
His lungs would fly 
but the clay around them weighs him down. 
He is a skull of words. 
The speech of men is rain in his ears. 
His heart is crimson mist. 
We pray with bread on our tongues 
to taste the Saviour's flesh. Andrei Petrov's 
tongue is a yeast rising. 
His lips are torn in a holy wind. 
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Andrei Petrov Finds the Carcass 
of a Wolf 

Weeks into the forest. Andrei Petrov 
finds a frozen wolf, split 
open at the breast. He reaches 
inside. tears the heart 
away and holds it 

close to his own. Andrei's living heart 
leaps with hunger 
against the frozen one. 
Andrei cannot thaw 

the heart to eat it. His teeth 
spark when he bites into the cold 
and his stomach twists 
in desperation. Andrei considers 

how he can survive these trees 
until the spring. when the wolf 
returns to life. He thinks of it 
as slinking with no heart. 
Does a godless beast. he wonders. 
need a heart, or is the heart a spirit 

that beats inside us? Andrei stares 
into the clouds of the wolfs eyes 
and sees a heaven there 
in which beast may live again 
when God has ripped away its soul. 
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Straddling 

A young black bear 
scrambles up and down a sandbar 
kicking up summer-toughened foot pads 
flings sand into Chilkat milky current 

a full moon 
and sudden cottonwood gold 
have squared him face to face 
with time. 

Pluck Henr 

He squeezes out each drop of the season. 

One more time they pack their bags 
and review the blessings of their annual plunder: 

41 postcards ( 17 of Denali--invisible during their visit) 
1 Tlingit raven mask (carved by a white man in Ancho 
2 scrimshaw pendants (was it walrus tusk or whale bon 
1 extra-large t-shirt proclaiming the mosquito as Alaska 

state bird 
2 pounds of smoked sockeye bought from a Texan in K• 

It doesn't all fit 
so they send the mask and cans back home 
insured mail. 

Still, the vacation is not complete. 
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Travel connections to a river 
take on clean-shaven guide with big gun 
to replay their frontier destiny 
between man and beast. 
Meat looks like cow flesh roasting on spit 
hide is stuffed. unmoveable. 

Who has won. savoring madness? 
Who has won? 
Who has won? 
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Supper Dance 

Steam rolls like banners 
From irregular corners of 

soot pot. 
Twisted, cracked, blackened 

soot pot 
soot pot 
soot pot. 

Tendrils of dried vegetables 
Shiver in a cold. hard glacial breeze, 
I bow and scrape 
From spice bag to spice bag 
More subtle messages, 

welcome 
soot pot 
soot pot 
soot pot. 
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a 40 yr. old cannery/poet 
with a large family 

y.s. heyn is an abbr for his 
Tlingit name 

he has lived on the pacific rim 
all his life so far 

and loves islands 

37 
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Crying for the Right Island 

(or A Tale of Two Gravities) 

Consumed by the beach, bloated, bleached 
Puncturated blue; She-gull turns looking then 

Slippery streets and all. the morning turns 
Too. All seeing clam spit .... Raven sitting 

Shitting Cool. No place to go any way. 

This tug is hurting crying Island girl 
Boy balling too. Old piling look like crib 

Pegs. piling bait, piling green. 
Gramma say give me sugar darling sweets, 

Give me tree smoke, give me fish voice 
Glaze. Hugs the window to the beach. 

On this Island the killing-self walk 
Any where crying no place to go, the thing 

Has got a hook in it and bleeds bitter 
Sweet perfume. We all smell it, this slippery 

Thing and forget it like a slippery dream. 

0 the Medicine Dream weaves web that 
Catch some soul. with some place to go. 

Giving voice to the cry a vision, 
From Eagle claw to eye a Message; Sacred 

Places to go. Island in the island. 
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Consumed by this medicine island, singing water 
Drumming land in all directions, touching go. 

Touching every place, touching tears and laughter. 
Touching Island girl island boy: The medicine people. 

That the earth and sky shout out loud today 
The Greatest Name! 
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The Blind Piano Tuner 

Virgil, the blind piano tuner, 
travels the backwater towns 
throughout Alaska with his wife 
in an old broken-down station wagon 
charging a flat $50 fee 
to tune any piano anywhere. 

On a chilly autumn afternoon 
he wears only a soiled black 
T-shirt over worn work pants. 
Unshaven, he smells of stale beer. 

Led into the darkened auditorium 
by a small hesitant child, 
he fumbles through a maze 
of music stands and chairs 
until he encounters the piano. 

He props open the top presto 
and pulls from his back pocket 
the tools of his enterprise: 
a tiny tuning fork wrapped 
in an old red bandana. an ancient 
black-handled hammer wrench 
and a long strip of red felt. 

40 
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His hands disappear down inside 
as he snakes the felt 
through the steel wires. 

While playing. adjusting and listening 
he frequently cocks his head 
for a closer more focused reading. 
Sensing my scrutiny. he starts 
lecturing amid his measured swaying. 

"There're 230 wires in here 
and when she's true 
each's tuned to one of the 88 notes 
that harmoniously modifies 
the notes of the natural scale." 

He sits at the black bench 
working his magical healing 
with the intense zeal 
of a Pentecostal accompanyist 
during a rural tent revival. 

I observe Virgil. the blind piano tuner. 
this dark disheveled character before me 
for nearly an hour wondering 
what thunderously cinematic worlds 
must play behind his useless eyes. 
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Hunting Snow Geese 
on the Stikine Flats 

Wrapped in great white tarps 
we look like gigantic archangels 
just landed in Paradise 
or stragglers from the Norwegian 
Resistance hunting down Nazis 
in the Kjolen Mountains. 

We try to arrive unannounced, 
unobtrusive hunters trudging 
across a pole of crusted ice 
trying to get close enough 
to their feed for the first shot 
before they spook and fly . 

Perhaps we should fashion decoys 
out of the snow or just lie 
in our frozen exposure 
hushed and motionless 
until the next assemblage nears? 

Perhaps this will be the way 
our souls ascend to heaven 
if we pass on during hunting season? 

When you have time to kill, 
such things fly through your thoughts. 
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Figures of Dance 

Dancers of red cedar bark 
& spruce root, 
yellow cedar smoke 
& thick autumn mist. 

The freed bones 
of my marooned spirit 
lift into figures 
of ceremonial dance 
the cleansing medicine 
of eagle, raven, killer whale 
as a village of rain mongers 
buries its dead 
in the sealed caskets 
of flood tides. 
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Not An Aztec Sundae 

I'd like a scoop of vanilla ice cream, sprinkled with a bit 
of tabasco sauce." I eyed my date nervously; that was an 
appetizer she had just ordered. I wondered what would pop 
into her head next. Soon I found out. "Could I also have 
piece of Bavarian pie? Thats's all, thanks." The waitress 
did not seem to mind. She wrote down the order word for 
word. I thought that black was not white. 

Meanwhile I decided to order a shrimp cocktail and 
charcoal broiled steak. That would show my date that 
was not going to sit still for her nonsense, I thought. I 
thought that Seattle was not Portland, and that 
were not jets. 

The waitress left. I scratched the top of my 
where my hairline receded. What was there to say to 
woman I wanted to impress? Besides she had already 
upped me. She had ordered everything in sight and 

"Do you always order ice cream before your entree?" 
asked. My manner was impeccable. My voice did not crac 
and my gaze was straight. 

"I always try to put the 3 ball in first. yes, if that's 
you mean. You should be able to understand that." 

By my expression it was apparent that I had not. 
She tried again. "Maybe it will help if I put it 

way. I always sing north and flag a train before I pray to th 
saint of new fortune." And she sat in front of me safe 
sunny as if she had told me an incredibly wonderful truth 

I pretended to understand but my smile was uneasy. 
thought that fish were not fowl and air was not soil. 
thought harder. I thought that cats were not dogs and 
were not wolves. I thought that wolves were not sheep. 
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She smiled, as if to a child, and said. "Wolves can be 
sheep but I eat meat only when the pianos are playing and 
I'm thinking and drinking the important news." 

To describe the radiance that came over her face is im-
possible. I only saw bright white teeth smiling out to glow-
ing cheeks. I was at her mercy. I did not want it that way. 

I had to think fast. I thought that birds were not bees 
and keys were not locks. It was not enough to ease my 
mind. I looked to the right and saw a couple engaged in 
talk. Their eyes sparkled. Their lips danced. When I turned 
to face my date I found her busy playing with our forks. I 
said nothing but remembered that the earth was not flat 
and cows could not jump; that slippers were not mittens 
and that glass was not straw. 

The waitress returned. She was not Elizabeth Taylor. 
Nor was she Joan of Arc. She brought us our appetizers. I 
ate my shrimp cocktail, dunking the shrimp in tangy 
sauce. My date had her ice cream. 

She looked satisfied and when she finished her bowl 
she said, "You know. speaking of gray. cleaning windows 
is not my idea of a good time.·' 

The remark seemed ungrateful and my brain raced out 
control. I thought that sugar was not flannel and that 

was not salt. I thought that seven was not three, nor 
it a particularly lucky number. I felt compelled to 

"What do you mean that cleaning windows is no 
And what are you talking about 'speaking of gray?' " 

"What I meant was I go on vacation when sparrows 
I. I meant that I like it slow. What I would really like to 
is walk down Main Street with Fred Astaire and sit on a 

bench with the foolish prince." 
It was as if she had somehow tricked years of 

ledge from out of my mind. Was there really any way 
respond? Fortunately the waitress came back carrying 

dinners. A big, thick steak was set in front of me. My 
received her pie. 

I did not enjoy my food. Instead I tried to think. I 
that farmers were not sailors and holy men were 

thieves; that mirrors were not truth and beauty was 
easy; that money was not important and that beer 

n't help. I thought many thoughts. I thought that I 
never think again. 
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I struggled with the steak. The knife and fork did not 
seem to work. My date ate the Bavarian pie with a happy 
appetite. I asked her how she liked it. She answered after a 
pause. "I think that I never hurry to answer when men are 
not at all like women." 

46 



47 



Peter Virgilio 

Training the Kamikaze Pilots 

The instructor rips off his cap, flings it 
to the ground. He lifts up a globe in the corner 
of the classroom and, laughing fitfully, 
hurls it out of the window. 

His shifty eyes shift to and fro 
along the row of attentive fools. 
He removes a medal from his chest, and, with the pin, 
pricks his thumb. A little blood appears. 
He sticks his numb thumb again and again, 
in a fury. It gushes. 

He hastily removes a large piece of white cardboard 
from the desk and smears the center 
with his thumb, in a large circular motion. 
"This," he screams, "is what heaven looks like." 

Everyone present nods in unison. A trumpet sounds. 
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Late Indulgence 

Half a measure of milk in the cup, in the saucer, on the 
fire. 1 :34 in the morning and I have been listening to a 
poetry reading by Gerard Malanga from 1974. Afraid to go 
to sleep, afraid of what might come during, or maybe just 
weary of the lack of it not rearing its head at all has me 
standing here now. I open the inner door and stand behind 
the glass to watch the heavy blades of rain .. .it always 
reassures me to watch it, calms, maybe simply because it 
always knows its direction and we never seem to ... also, the 
inevitable rhythmic accompaniment, the too often ignored 
wonderful symphony in every major. Here, in the North 
End, I marvel at its hitting bang bang bang faster and 
much more effortlessly than the best percussionist. I've 
just noticed noticed a centipede up on the corner of the 
grey door, probably stirred from its place where I opened it. 
I move the door back then push it hard with my foot. The 
'1 ,000 legs' stays still for an instant, then zips across the 
door zags and zigs up down left right crazed, so unlike the 
rain. It's the moisture that brings the centipede out this 
night, brings out the best in all of us. The milk is curdled 
and gone--no need now anyhow. Just looking after the rain 
zoom past the glimmer of the streetlight in the alley has 
had the right effect. could be a habitual hiring. Robbe-
Grillet run run centipede away. I consider now instead of 
falling into bed going out and sitting with bare feet in the 
gutter just to let the rainwater carrying the assorted street 
dirts wash over my bare toes, an odd thought. then picture 
taking a swan dive off of a 40 foot rooftop right into the 
river and coming up, doing a back stroke. me up that lazy 
river and weary. so unlike the rain, always down, always 
down for the count and continuing. What count? So 
unlike the fire. 
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Big Business 

I think I will marry my desk. 
I touch hurt in all its folds 
but I love the feel of nine to five's 
wanting sleep and needing an hour. 
I begged my friend to join me 
and check lists of accountable dust. 

Marcia D. Mason 

But for him the trees held strong to their leaves 
and when winter blew by 
their absence hung timely 
timely as berries in spring. 

I will marry my desk regardless, now 
for it hangs like a solo over 
rotting things. given an hour. 
And besides, my desk is a sure thing 
a thump or two when the earth uncalculably cracks. 
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Danae 

The marsh reeds bend 
when rain sets in. 

Lynne Harvey 

A woman falls asleep on the sand. 

She sighs. curls tight 
winds low into lands of fish and tea. 

Silence 
washes into sketches of lines and shadow 

inlets of rain drop deep 
catching broken waves 
rising whispered inlets 
Zeus draws in 

spring 
flushes the air to a crisp rose. 

II 
Reeds lie matted in the sand. 
She yawns 
waves tumble, close and roll 
fold in, on her 
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rain falls 
lines blend to shadows 

down, grey light 
mist 

fuses the horizon 
catching on her arm 

soft; 
blanket creases of broken sand. 

Tides cut inlets into her veins 
petals open 

She churns 
uneasy light slides apart 

too fast to 
dip 

touch dawn in the catch of the sun 
reflections in the breath of fish. 

The waters flicker a cold fine blue 
of sleep deciphering the landscape. 

III 
If a jug could fill a dream ... 
The tides, light air of water 

last 
graspless clutch of morning twilight 

slipped 
between two parched lips into 
the neck of a bottle. 

Emotion hungers the shadow of Him inside. 
Her hushed breath 

of silhouette floats out to sea. 

The light lingers 
rains from the deed of rebirth. somewhere 
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On the River Ganges 

The river swells mud grey. 
Fishermen cast their nets 
throw bones on the docks. 

At a distance, cows sip the trough 
watch mist rise from red clay ooze. 

The waters recede in time. 

On plain wet shore, bald women squat 
pounding sheets between rocks 
mixing with the sounds of switches 
bells and clicking tongues. 

Downstream a woman slowly dips her jug. 
Foam presses the banks on an indigo-pink horizon 
breathes the ancient smell of fish. 
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Plainsong 

On the road to the culm bank mountains 
along clapboard shanties and brown river 
a washed out bridge rusts into brush 
paces the white stretch of sky. 

Sight bends to treelines, harvest sun 
to mirages of dust. 
Orange mist rolls in heavy waves 
on the long flat ground, for 
miles and miles, a straight pitch 
opens air., sweat and tar 
drives on and on. 
Evening comes silent. 

At night. gold moon over plains of cornstalks. 
A train whistles off in a funk of thought 
folds through wind. cold night on end. 
The echoed chords of cricket song 
fill the brim of shadow 
solitary. on the road to the culm bank mountains. 
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JayS. Paul 

Louie Like a Lighthouse 

Where sun does not touch frost, a limb, rising 
from leaves it took down, thickens and ends; 
around the yard, twigs poke up, swimmers, 
distant arms. What has it been? a week? 
We remember wind tugging. What is 
a day, really, but a jacket you drop, 
the last sleeve inside-out? The cigar 
is here, the rake sproinging. "Hey!" Puffing, 
he wrinkles his face. We don't think of the years 
that barnacle him with chins, the thick tilt 
of legs' towering agreement. We kick 
the wash of effort, not knowing which way 
to grab for horse chestnuts. Stooping, squatting, 
we crab along in a crouch, pocket the naked 
hemispheres edged like neighboring toes. 
smoking moons like nails: we peel the shelled, 
saliva-fresh and dark as mahogany, 
the crust of numbness warming off our fingers. 
Where grass falls ten feet to the sewer, where trees 
shade the yard lawnless, we look up from 
our wandering wakes to see him, Louie 
like a lighthouse, tend the tumbling shore. 
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William Doreski 

Tearing Up the Railroad 

Workmen in yellow helmets 
uproot the abandoned railroad 
behind my house. dumping spikes 
and plates in metal drums, packing ties 
in bundles of twenty for salvage. 
Burdened with my Harvard book bag, 

I stroll through the construction site 
and watch a diesel switcher 
shuffle tank cars at the Grace Plant 
where strange plastics sour the breath 
and stilt the mind toward flowers. 
Uncouth but sensuous allusions 

to poets freshly risen from death 
mummify my slightest gestures. 
How can this happen? As if birds 
in flight should look at other birds, 
murmur "impossible," and fall . 
I want to ca lm the language-act 
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to encompass cats bearing kittens 
and daffodils gloating in snow. 
The yellow helmets bob and nod 
and rattle as spikes hit cans. 
Loose talk. I'm walking south, straight 
into the sun. Women gloat 

and slather over babies 
in the startled yellow warmth. To merge 
the self and others. to imagine 
hymns tangled like barbed wire to snag 
the conscience and veil the sobs 
of the innocent is to shade 

one's ego with poison ivy 
on the embankment while trains flush 
the air and leave it quivering. 
I want to walk to Harvard Square 
and back in style, but no one's there 
to greet me, no clues to lost lovers, 

nothing but the bones of animals 
bleached along the roadbed. fossil runes 
of a language of natural cliche 
dismembered when faulty syntax 
snake-like tried to swallow its tail. 
The workmen wrestle up the tracks, 

their stringy muscles rippling. 
Such physical yearnings bond us 
to each other, while the April sun 
rattles in its socket like a mind 
wizened in its skull, dry abstractions 
frozen in mid-stride to speech. 

57 



George Kalamaras 

George Averginos 
1904-1978 

The shed creaked. 
Wind bleated across the grass. 
Toward autumn. we sat outside 
in light draining down to dusk 
and Indiana oak. 

On the soaked boards 
of that walkway 
you placed toward the woods, 
the moon ros~ 
throwing strange half-light 
across your lap. 

You turned, gently, and told me 
the sound crickets make 
in the short grass 
is the breath between heart beats 
men share. and the wind 
across the pump-house 
leaves, the way a woman bends 
over us. her hair, damp 
in morning. 
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You reached out, held 
my hand, turned toward evening 
rising again from soil 
beneath ivy. 

And your flesh that lay inside my palm 
was soft. grandfather, like the place 
near the crown of the head. 
And your body gathered the dusk 
around it, and was warm then 
like the silk 
months of corn soak into. 

All around us, the wind stopped. 
Thunder rose in the distance 
and echoed in the long wood. 
The moon poured 
through the lightning 
bug, breathing 
fire. 
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A Question of Emphasis 

You ask me to live 
fully in this world, 
and the wind stirs 
the cottonwood in the front yard. 
Think of the air 
whipping the small leaves, 
the pockets between the air, 
and leaves rattling 
their memory of green. 

Think of this porch 
dissolving one day 
back into the water it was 
before cement fixed it 
under our feet. the black railing 
already coming apart. the nails 
pulled out from the white boards 
of the house. 

Think of the river winding 
in the foothills, pulling us 
out of ourselves. the music 
within our small words 
opening deep wells inside, 
the way a slender mill 
clicks in the sun. 
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Think of the earth breaking apart, 
mud turning over beneath the plow. 
the holes inside the mud, 
the river falling asleep 
further into itself. 
the cottonwood opening. 
and the wind inside us 
blessing the dry leaves one day 
with our water. 
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Memucan Pays His Debt 

You were too, too harsh. 
Atoms failed and flew apart. 
imperfectly reassembled, 
they stumble through space, 
molecules struggle to form. 
and there is life somehow. 

These children you see 
are not their father's, 
not their mother's children. 
They leech to the leviathan 
like citizens of Rome 

while we chase after ourselves. 
after the all and nothing " I. " 
as if our roots did not exist 
and our seeds were not falling 

toward the future. 
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Cindy Hardy 

Peace and Quiet 

The first time they ate dinner together, Emma tried her 
best to be polite. But afterwards, when they were clearing 
up, she took her son aside. 

"Jimmy," she said, trying to keep her voice low, "How 
can you eat that stuff?" 

At the sink, over dishes, the new wife stiffened. Jim 
took his mother's arm and headed her towards the liv-
ingroom where the kids he'd married into lay sprawled in 
front of the TV. But Emma had to know. 

"No offense," she said to the new wife's back. "I know 
it's your religion and all. But if you're going to eat 
vegetables, why not eat them plain instead of dressing 
them up like cheap cuts of meat?" 

Later, alone in the mare's stall at feeding time, she 
pressed her forehead against the mare's belly. Damn. I 
always do that, she thought. The foal shifted inside: a knee 
or a hoof rippled under the warm hide. The mare reminded 
her of Rasco; it had been his horse. 

"You got too much mouth. Emma," he had said to her 
once. "People don't know how to take it." They had been 
driving home from the saddle horse auction and the kids 
were asleep in the back. 

"Well. you don't seem to mind it." she said. He laugh-
ed and reached over his free hand and laid it against her 
neck. It felt hard as the iron shoes he pounded out every 
day. 

"That's why you need somebody like me around." He 
roughed up her hair. She could feel the stump of his little 
finger brush her temple. Then he went back to his driving 
and they didn't speak for a long time. 
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The ponies hooves clattered on the packed dirt of the 
barnyard. Ruth had one by the halter in each hand, and 
one trailed behind on a lead. Emma could hear her cursing 
under her breath. The sound seemed to steady them. As 
she passed, Ruth glanced once at her mother and Jim, 
then looked away. 

"All she knows is ponies and chickens," Jim said. 
"Where do you think that'll get her?" 

The mare shifted her head out of the feed box to look at 
Emma then rattled her nostrils and nosed back into the 
grain. Emma straightened and ran her hand down the 
mare's neck under the mane. 

"It's easy enough for you," she said. "All you got to do 
is eat and wait around for the baby to come. Your kids 
don't come back to live with you." The mare's ears swivel-
ed back and forth as she ate, listening to Emma's voice. 
Well, they'll probably pack up that trailer and leave now, 
she thought. 

So it didn't surprise her the next morning when she 
stood in the chicken house in her mucking out boots squin-
ting at Jim. The light coming through the ventilation fan in 
the wall behind him shadowed his face. 

"It'll be better this way, Ma," he said. She swiped at 
something white dangling at the corner of her eye. It came 
loose in her hand and floated away. 

"Darn hair's getting so I can't tell it from chicken 
feathers," she said. "Well, go if you have to." 

Jim stood there for a moment, arms folded, looking at 
her. This one had been grown up so long. first in the Navy. 
then out in the back lot in that trailer, that she had forgot-
ten he had ever been a boy. In the dim light she saw on him 
the look of the child she had known back when his first 
Daddy was alive. It occurred to her to step towards him, to 
give him a hug for luck as she used to give the child, but 
the proportions were all wrong now. Her head came up to 
his shoulder. barely; he could pick her up with one arm. 
She stabbed a pile of matted straw with her pitchfork. lean-
ed her weight against the handle and flopped the stuff into 
the wheelbarrow. When she looked up again, he was gone. 

That afternooon, a semi tractor came bouncing down 
the lane. In the far pasture, three ponies jerked their heads 
up to watch it approach, thenspun and galloped ahead ofit 
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up to the barn gate. From the house Emma watched the 
truck stop in the barnyard and Jim and her youngest, 
Ruth, get out. She pulled on her boots and headed out the 
door, slamming the screen behind her. She made herself 
walk slowly across the yard--hurrying wouldn't do any 
good anyway. It was always like this when one of them left. 
even Jim, even now that he was married. Well, she 
thought, there's only Ruthie now. 

By the time Emma reached them, Ruthie had set her 
schoolbooks on the fence post and was standing around 
talking to the driver. The ponies milled by the fence at her 
back, kicking at each other and squealing. Emma could 
see Ruthie headed for trouble like Ava Lee, gone who 
knows where. It all started like this: standing around. 

"Ruthie, you catch those ponies before they hurt 
themselves," Emma said. 

The girl gave her a quick look, then ducked under the 
fence. 

She's moving fast, Emma thought. and no sass. 
What's she want? Jim came out of the barn with his tool 
box. 

"Well, Ma. I got a space in the trailer park near town. 
All we have to do is hook it up and drive it therH." 

"Makes for easy moving, I guess,"she said, "It's like 
your house is one big packing box on wheels." Jim put 
one foot up on the semi and shifted the toolbox to balance 
across his knee. 

"It's easy and it's close to town and work and Sue's 
church and Ruth--" Emma could see that the toolbox was 
getting heavy. 

"What about Ruth?" 
"Well." he said, "She can come live with us and go to 

that city hi~h school." 
Emma drew her foot across the dust. So that was it. 

There would have been trouble with them anyway, she 
thought. what with their mother so nervous about the 
ponies. Emma broke off a piece of rye grass and began to 
suck at the stem. 

"Never even called me Grandma," she muttered. 
She didn't turn in at the track, but kept on down the 

land to the mailboxes. The sun gleamed through the tops 
of the trees and something moved in the shadow below 
them. Emma shaded her eyes. It was the mare, grazing her 
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way down the strip of pasture away from the barn and the 
smaller ponies. Her white legs flashed through the grass. 

As Emma came up even with her. she noticed what she 
hadn't seen before-- a skein of afterbirth trailing down 
below the mare's uplifted tail. On the ground a brown colt 
lay curled. As Emma watched, it lifted its head and flicked 
its ears. 

"Wonder how long that's been there." Emma said. She 
tossed the chewed rye grass into the weeds. There was 
always a moment with a new one, one like this that hadn't 
got to its feet yet. when anything seemed possible. If it was 
marked right and its legs were straight and it could be 
gaited well and someone with good sense found to ride it. 
then. five years down the road, if it won enough blues and 
if it were a stud colt and if people began bringing their 
mares to breed-- that way the future opened up with a new 
foal. The mare had her head down to the foal now and was 
nudging it to stand. Emma turned and kept on walking 
down to the mailbox. 

That was Roscoe's dream, a stud colt. She could wait 
to find out. She remembered he had walked with her down 
this way the day he told her about the will. 

"I want to leave it all to you," he said. "Only we got to 
get married first." 

"Me and the kids," she said. 
"Yep," he said. "The whole lot of you. Do it legal." 
"OK." she said. "That'll make three times each for 

both of us, I guess." 
Only he didn't last long enough even to get tired of it, 

she thought. Now all I got is this farm, a little money out of 
that blacksmith shop, and a lot ofwhat-ifs in that colt. She 
scuffed her bootsole against a rock that lumped out of the 
dust in the lane. Something in her wanted to stop. to sit in 
the tall weeds waving beside the fence and listen to the 
wind in the pasture trees, to go back and watch that colt 
take its first steps and find out if it were a stud or a filly. But 
she held her back straight, shoulders hard, jaw pointed 
square ahead of her towards the gray swath of blacktop 
road and the mailbox, a dull aluminum arc sitting crooked 
on top of a post. 

As she crossed the road, she could hear the semi pull-
ing out into the lane. She didn't look back until she opened 
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the mailbox door and reached out the mail. Then she turn-
ed and faced down the lane. The semi bobbed heavily go-
ing over the ruts and the pink house trailer swayed behind 
it. Emma looked down at the envelopes she held. Besides 
the bills, there was a letter in Avalee's hand. She waited by 
the side of the road until the truck pulled up in front of her. 

Jim leaned across the driver. 
''I'll call you tomorrow, Ma," he said. She nodded and 

waved at him. His wife's car rattled up through the dust, 
the bikes strapped to the roof. Emma waved at the wife, 
too, and at the boy's faces pressed against the back win-
dow. When it quieted, she crossed the road, opening the 
letter from A valee. A couple pictures fell into her hand, of 
her daughter and a dark-haired lady. 

She began to walk back up the lane, through the settl-
ing dust. The colt was up now, braced against the ground, 
butting at the mare's side. Colt, not filly, she noticed, and 
who's going to train it up? Emma measured the distance 
back to the house with her eyes. then looked back down at 
the picture in her hand. 

"That's all I get of peace and quiet," she said. Ruthie 
would be already getting her things packed. She didn't 
have to read the letter from AvaLee. They could have 
Ruthie's room whenever they wanted. 
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Bob Ross 

Firefly Dust 

Adrian was home for the weekend. and the weather 
was awful. sticky and hot; so that I was surprised to see 
Selva come into Casey's. Behind her, beyond the painted 
window. the red of sunset was giving way to the blue of 
mercury-vapor streetlights. Nighthawks would be return-
ing to their gravel rooftops and the bats would be taking 
over. ripping through the bugs. making a great unnoticed 
slaughter twenty feet above the sidewalks. Still ninety. 
ninety-five degrees. She smiled half-heartedly when she 
saw me, and I smiled back. holding in some of my pleasure 
at seeing her because I expected Adrian to follow her 
through the door. But he wasn ' t there. 

I got up from my stool and opened my arms. She stop-
ped a yard or so away. out of bear-hug range. "Hi, spook," 
she said. 

"Hey!" I said. "Good to see you. Let's grab a booth. 
Where's the Che Guevara of C Street?" 

She followed me to the Booth of the Sad Indian and sat 
across from me. I sprawled on the slatted pew. my back 
against the wall, watching her. She tugged at the cuffs of 
her long-sleeved satin shirt. and sat primly. her white 
hands folded in front of her. A smoky whisp of scar tissue 
threaded the skin of her wrist; her nipples made bright 
nubs where they pressed the shiny cloth. 

"Where's Adrian," I asked again: "you folks having a 
fight?" 

"Yeah. I don't want to talk about it." 
"The child-note in her voice made me restless. "Let me 

get you a beer." I said. "Or do you want something else?" I 
slid to my feet. 
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"Get me a Collins. Wait a minute. here's some 
money. 

'Tll get it." 
"Jonas! Here. I mean it. Don't be gallant. I'm up to 

here with chivalrous men and their gallant agendas and 
their plans and their--penises." She got a five out of her 
billfold. "Besides. I'll bet you're broke anyway ... 

I took the money. "Could be you're right," I said. 
"I worry about you." she said. "Before you go. give me 

a cigarette." 
'Tm out of those too." 
"Buy a pack out of that. then. I want a smoke." 
When I got back with the drinks and a pack of Camels. 

she was picking at her sleeves again. Her long hair pinned 
up for the heat, gave the light back dully. like old pennies. 
Her collar was turned up: she gazed at the table in front of 
her. I set the Collins on the spot she was staring at. causing 
her to jump. 

"You're being a turtle," I said. 
"Sorry," she said coldly. 
"No, no," I said. "Not the point." I slimed back into the 

booth again, my back to the wall , and broke the cellophane 
on the pack of cigarettes. ·'You seem a tad depressed. Here. 
have a grit: you paid for 'em." 

She allowed me to lean across and light hers. "Boney 
man," she said. "You have the wrists of a giant." 

"Runs in the family," I said . "In fact. I used to be twen-
ty pounds heavier. Wasn't always the snake you see before 
you. 

"When?" Her pupils contracted from the first puff of 
nicotine. Her sea-changing eyes were cold green. Color of 
trouble. 

"Oh--When I was in college before. Ask Adrian some 
time." 

"You're older than him," she said. "He doesn't 
remember you then." 

"I remember him." I said. "An arrogant little fucker. 
Trouble is, he's as smart as he thinks he is." 

"Some days even smarter. Worse luck." She grinned 
at me for the first time that night. "He's mad at you. He 
thinks you smoked up all his marijuana." 

I grinned back. "Would it were so. So you've taken to 
getting loaded. have you?" 
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She giggled. "I never smoke by myself. but the other 
night I was bored. so I made a couple of joints and smoked 
them down. Then I had an attack of paranoia and flushed 
four ounces of good weed down the john." 

"Didn't you tell him? Why does he think it was me?" 
Oh. piss on him," she said. "He'd think I'm an idiot. 

Strike that: he'd tell me I'm an idiot. Who needs any more 
of that?" 

"Well?" 
"Shut up," she said. "Better be nice to me if you want 

another beer." 
I took her money to the bar again for a beer and 

another Collins. The blast from the air conditioner was 
flailing the smoke, but it didn't have much effect on the 
temperature. It was loud, with the shuffleboard and a cou-
ple of pinball machines going. but it wasn't the same 
crowd during the summer. A fat dark-haired man in an 
undersized tee-shirt and leather vest was slapping the 
machine nearest me, a pitcher of beer sitting on the slanted 
glass top. The blonde watching him was sort of a regular. 
but she was just as regular in most of the downtown bars. 
The younger students were home for the summer; the hard 
core were driving cabs. waiting tables. or working for Man-
power, like me. The booth was empty when I got back. I 
sipped her Collins and looked around. then sat down. Pret-
ty soon she came back from the rest room. 

"God, it's hot back there." she said. "Makes you sick." 
"You all right?" 
"Yeah. I just wish I could cool off for a while." As with 

a fair proportion of redheads. Selva suffered during hot 
weather. She did not tan and had to keep out of the sun: 
her skin looked whiter than ever in the summertime when 
everyone else was brown. 

I got an idea so good it scared me. "Hey, I know." I 
said, trying my best to sound casual. "We could go swimm-
ing.·· 

"You know I can't, "she said. Then she gave me a fun-
ny. appraising look. "Sometimes-- sometimes it almost 
seems like you read my mind." 

"How's that," I said, my blood quickening. 
She leaned forward. I'll tell you a secret." she said. 

"Couple of weeks ago I bought a swimming suit. A two-
piece." She smiled. "It's dinky. You'd like it." 
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I could see where the white scar tissue peeped from 
under her collar and crept into the hairline at the back of 
her neck. "No kidding," I whispered hoarsely. Then, to my 
discredit, "What does Adrian think of it?" 

"I didn't buy it for goddamn Adrian." she said. My 
heart gave a couple of loud kicks; I must've looked a little 
seasick, because she laughed at me. 

"I bought it for myself. For my own self, Jonas." She 
turned sidewise and gave me a look from the corner of her 
eye. "Men! You're all just totally self-centered." 

I dropped the subject of swimming, but it remained on 
my mind. Somewhere in the dustbin of my abandoned fan-
tasies was the notion of being first with a girl. The thought 
of a midnight swim with Selva--who had never been swim-
ming. who because of her scar had worn a long-sleeved 
shirt to the shower after high school gym, who made love, 
so she told me, only in total darkness even with Adrian. 
with whom she'd lived for a year--aroused a form of greed 
in me. So what if she was no virgin? There was no chance 
of my seducing her anyway. I knew well enough how she 
thought of me. But that scar of hers.if Adrain hadn't seen 
it; or even if he had. but not fully--! 

I had always wanted Selva. but more than that I 
wanted to beat him at something. Me, the court jester, the 
provisional one. the mocking hyena of their children's 
crusade! It made me sweat, though I talked as coaly of 
literature and politics as I ever had done. And I had not 
even known till then that I was his enemy. 

73 



"Buy us a six-pack to go?" 
"Jonas, you don't look like you need a six-pack." 
"Please?" 
"Tell you what. there's a bottle of wine at home that 

nobody wants. We're going there anyway because I have 
to get my suit." 

So. it was happening. I swayed. conscious of her 
smaller body ahead of me as we pushed open the heavy 
door. Outside was the night country of Lincoln at closing 
time. the late cars, the empty sidewalks. The air was 
weighty and soft. and smelled of diesel and roses. 

Selva had walked downtown in the twilight. Now, we 
had to find my truck. After a block or two in the fresh air, I 
remembered I'd left it behind the Elks club. It was a flat 
green '56 GMC. with blotches on the doors where Game 
and Parks Commission insignia had been buffed out. It 
started with its usual bluster. Selva was still fussing at me 
as we pulled out into the 1 a.m. traffic. 

"You shouldn't be driving. Really. It isn't right. 
Jonas." 

"How far do you think I'd get walking? Cops all over 
this town." 

She settled back. sighing. "Why is the engine so 
loud?" 

" Some kid had it. The engine came out of a Pontiac. 
Be a hot one if someone'd buy it some spark plugs." 

I turned left and left again, west on Q Street past the 
police station and south on 9th. My instinct told me to go 
slow. but I knew better: flying by the gauges. I kept the 
speedometer needle at the speed limit. A squad car drove 
beside us for a couple of blocks, but he turned left at L. 
sudenly in a hurry. red lights flashing to run the stoplight 
but no siren. 

Selva and Adrian lived south of the Capital in an area 
of old cake box houses and new brick twelve-plexes, in the 
top half of a peeling mansion that had been the home of a 
judge. As I wrestled the pickup from the narrow street up 
the narrow driveway, I could see that every light in the top 
floor was turned on. "Looks like a party going on," I said. 
"Hope it isn't a lynching party." 

Selva. too. was looking up at the lights. "Thanks a 
lot.·· she said. "Listen. I'll probably be only a minute, but 
if I'm not--anything longer than ten minutes-- you might as 
well forget it. Just go on home. You got that?" 
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"Got it.'' I said. "Hey. what about that wine?" 
"Oh, damn. Well, if you don't mind dodging flying ob-

jects. you can come in and get it. But give me a few 
minutes first. OK? 'Cause-- to be honest. I'd rather not 
have him see the shape you're in." She jumped out and 
banged the door: feeling wronged, I closed my eyes and 
leaned my head on the wheel. My anger gave way to 
sadness, then to drowsiness. Prop blades were whirling 
and the rain forest crawled beneath me when the door 
opened and I nearly fell out of the truck. 

She was back already. "I told him where we're going. 
I said we'd be back in a couple of hours." 

"What'd he say?" 
"He won't talk to me. He's having a pout. Here's your 

wine: I'll open it if you let me drive." 
"Deal," I said. "Give it to me, I'll open it myself. Big 

job but I can handle it." I slid across to the passenger side 
as she handed in something rolled up in a towell and climb-
ed in. The bundle spilled open. 

"What's this?" 
"My swim suit." 
"This isn't yours." I held up a pair of men's trunks. 

the old-fashioned boxer-shorts kind, flowered like a 
kimono with five-inch chrysanthemums. 

"Oh. those are a pair of Adrian's. I'm not going skinny-
dipping with you." 

I examined the trunks. ''I'm overwhelmed," I said. 
"Words fail me." 

She grinned wolfishly. "A gift from his Mummy." she 
said. "She thinks her boy's a pansy. How do you get this 
damned thing into reverse?" 

The rest of the after-hours aquatic club had found 
places closer to Lincoln. so we had the lake to ourselves. 
Selva parked next to the "No Overnight Camping" sign 
and turned off the lights: when she shut off the engine. the 
sound of insects poured into the cab. We sat listening 
while our eyes got used to the darkness. 

"Hey," she said, "this is nice." 
"It is." I said. "Listen to those crickets getting it on.·· 
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"Listen to those mosquitos! I bet they don't really 
need this sign." 

I was already rolling up my window. "They won't 
bother us once we're in the water," I said. "Have some 
wine. It's not that bad, just a little puckerish." 

"Is that a tent over there?" The high tightness of 
early evening was back in her voice. I shoved the bottle 
into her ribs and tried to look where she was pointing. 

"That'sjust a picnic table," I said. "You OK? Sure you 
want to do this?" 

"I'm sure," she said. "Quit shoving that stuff at me. I 
can't drink it, it's awful." 

The night was a moonless one, but clear. Lincoln lit 
the horizon somewhere behind us, but where we were it 
was pitch black. After a while, Selva's white skin and satin 
blouse gathered form out of the darkness. A thousand 
stars sparkled in the reservoir; I leaned forward and looked 
up where the summer Milky Way trailed overhead, the col-
or of skim milk diluted with ink. I found the pole star and 
the Dipper and figured the time that way, taking account of 
the season. Except for Selva and the lake, everything on 
the ground was quite black. I reached for the wine and 
touched her hand in the darkness. 

"Let's go in pretty soon," I said. 
"Getting nervous?" When she teased me, her voice 

lost its anxious edge. 
"Yeah." I gave her fingers a shy squeeze and picked 

up the bottle. "It's a bit too much of an honor, you know." 
"Pooh," she said. ''I'm ready when you are." 
"I'll change behind that shelter over there," I said. 

"Mosquitos, here I come!'' 
"That's right, bugs," she said. "Bite him; he's 

marinated. I'll change here by the truck. 'Last one in is a 
pickled herring' --Always wanted to say that." 

When I came wobbling out from behind the picnic. 
shelter, stepping high on my tender feet, I could see her 
white legs over by the truck. I could tell she'd put 
something dark colored on, a shirt or jacket. 

"You go in," she called to me. 'I'll be along in a 
minute.'' 

"You're the pickled herring then," I called back. 
"You're the one who's pickled," she replied. 
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Though Adrian was a compact man, his trunks were 
too big for me. I'd taken up the drawstring, but they were 
loose everywhere else. When Selva saw my silhouette, she 
had to laugh. 

"Those trunks! They look like a tutu on you!" 
"Don't mock my youthful figure," I said. Where'd you 

get that shirt?" 
"It's one of yours; I found it in yor truck. Go away. I'm 

having trouble with my top." 
"Is that my fatigue shirt? You can't go in the water 

with that on; it'll dissolve. It's never been washed." 
"I can tell it hasn't been washed! Will you get out of 

here?" 
My breath came fast and shallow as I picked my way 

over to the boat ramp. To tell the truth, I am a poor swim-
mer and had never gone in the water without someone 
nearby to pull me out in case of trouble. But my heart was 
on the line, desire sharp as glass grated my veins. I decid-
ed I didn't like the boat ramp and moved along the shore, 
reluctant to approach the water; but the mosquitos began 
to gather, and I began probing my way outward, the coarse 
grass catching between my toes. The grass was cool and 
scratchy, tickling my legs. I took another slow step. 
Another--

My stomach contracted in shock as my foot came to 
rest on something damp, smooth, warm as flesh; I stood 
open-mouthed, my right foot in the grass and my left ex-
tended, just touching the warm soft mud. There was the 
most delicate skin on the surface where the sun had touch-
ed it. That passed, it had the texture of stiff pudding; I tried 
to withdraw my foot. thinking in panic that the stuff might 
be bottomless. but the ground behind me was giving way. 
Rather than turn and run, I put my tembling weight for-
ward, and gasped as the tepid, unbelievably smooth stuff 
oozed between my toes and flowed deliciously along the 
tingling nerves of my instep, drawing me in against ex-
quisite resistance. I moaned softly; my eyes were closed, 
my breath came in sips. Finally. after an eon or two of 
dreamy. hesitant insertion, as the flowing warmth sur-
rounded my ankle, the bottom began to support my 
weight. Confident now. I stepped joyfully forward, com-
mitting my flesh to the live mothering mud. and did a slow. 
sweet, sucking,hobbling dance outward; cool water splash-
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ed against my legs as the resistance grew less and less and 
less. My feet slipped and thrashed, I hopped, galloped. 
lunged, plunged, staggered, wallowed, until finally , pin-
ching my nose. I leaped up as high as I could and did a 
crashing belly-flop, savoring the tremendous smash and 
splash and shock and the black bubbles roaring past my 
ears. I went limp and made a few feeble frog kicks, and 
came up for air, whooping and blowing. 

"Whooh! Whee-aah! Man! What a rush! Jesus!" 
I stood. shook the water out of my eyes. and lurched 

around in a circle. looking for Selva A slapping sound 
caught my attention: she was standing in the middle of the 
boat ramp, her toes just touching the water. When she 
v.•asn' t swatting her legs, she stood with her arms folded 
across the front of my fatigue shirt: her posture was 
wistful, like a long-legged child with measles standing in a 
picture window, watching the other kids play. 

"Come on in! It's wonderful!" 
''I'm gathering my courage. The water feels friendly ." 
"It is. I don't think you can swim wearing that shirt." 
"The top of my suit won't stay fastened I couldn't fix 

it." She fidgeted on the concrete. stepping forward into the 
water and then backing out. "I thought it would be darker. 
You can see me pretty well. can't you." 

"Well--" I thought fast. "What if I can? I'm not going 
to tell on you. As much as I've had to drink. I probably 
won ' t even remember it in the morning." Not remember it! 
As long as I was lying anyway, I thought I might as well 

tell a real whopper. "Besides, it's not that big a deal." I 
said. my throat thickening. 

She slapped a mosquito: the smack echoed in the 
stillness. "I think you're being a nerd, Jonas." 

" Sorry." I said. "Look. I can move off a ways. Or I 
could just promise--" 

"Oh, don't bother," she said. "Here goes ." She waded 
cautiously down toward me until she was in water to her 
hips. Then she resolutely took off the shirt. wadded it up. 
and quickly turned and threw it back up on the ramp. She 
turned to face me, covered her breasts. and dove as I had 
done, splashing in on her belly. She came up only feet 
from me, crouching in the water to her shoulders. 
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Her white teeth gleamed in the starlight. "Wow." she 
said. 

"Wow, yourself." I whispered hoarsely. Breasts. scar, 
breasts, scar, breasts-- Her white body spun in my mind. 
The scar on her back had flashed. had shone like 
phosphorus under my purient eye. As she dove I'd been 
absorbed in the float of her full breasts. and then--

"You're making me feel very uncomfortable." she said 
finally, and I realized I'd been staring at her open-mouthed 
for some time. 

'Tm truly sorry: I am," I said. "Only. could you--
Could you turn around and stand up a little so I can see 
you from the back again?" 

"Is that what you were looking at." she said. It was a 
statement of disbelief. 

"It's so bright in this light. different from the rest of 
your body. It looked so-- It seemed to be glowing. I've 
never seen such a thing. Please?" 

Saying nothing. still crouched in the water. she slowly 
backed away from me. Then she turned. stood deliberate-
ly. lifting her hair. and walked gravely up the ramp until 
she was exposed to the knees. I was struck speechless: 
without knowing what I did, I stepped toward her to see 
better. 

She turned her head a little. "That's close enough." 
"Sorry," I said. "Sorry." 
"That bad, eh?" 
"No. Jesus." 
Starlight. She stands twenty feet from me, a ghost 

outlined against trees along the shore. Her white skin 
gathers the faint light and reflects it faintly. but the scar--

The scar is glowing. Its light is thin, like parts of the 
Milky Way that seem dark atjirst. like the Crab Nebula 
seen through binoculars. Thin, but it is there. It webs 
her back with iridescence, jading away in patches where 
the darker natural skin mottles it, trailing off into in-
distinct lines down her arms. along her ribs, even down 
the backs of her thighs. Here it gathers itself in a bright 
knot. there makes a pattern like the "canals" the old 
astronomers thought they saw on Mars. It is the faintest 
possble tissue of light. a living glow coming from a 
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beautiful woman's back, through and beyond which all 
the lovely shadows and contours of the woman are 
visible--

Japanese pilots in World War II had little capsules of 
firefly light, real ground-up firefly dust that began glowing 
again when they crushed the capsule by rubbing their 
palms. Somewhere I've seen a picture of this, the blunt. 
vigorous-looking Oriental hands cupped around a little 
puddle of light. beneath which a map in an unreadable 
language is just visible. It is a moving photograph. 
perhaps unintentionally so. Selva's back was something 
like the hands and the map taken together. A map for the 
spirit: a human cup of light. 

It's the middle of the war, neither winning nor losing. 
the slogging stalemate. You'reflying your junky Zero or 
whatever the hell it is somewhere over the forests of 
Southeast Asia. The tips of your prop blades make a 
bright semicircle where the moonlight hits them, and 
below you there's fog in the river bottoms. filling them 
just to the tops of the trees, so you see the night jungle 
and the fog shining with reflected moonlight. It's all mot-
tled and uneven, dark where the hills show through, 
rounded and swirled and eddied. bright and mysterious--
You think of your girl back in Ngoya asleep under this 
same moon. its holy light touching the silk of her robe. 
You yourself haven't slept in twenty or thirty hours: the 
bloody Chinese are making advances. the Colonel is ner-
vous, driving everybody, he'll get the blame if they're not 
stopped. not to mention an American-made bayonet in 
the guts. They gave you something. a drug, but it's not 
cutting the fatigue. You 're at the end, burnt out, no more 
inner resources. and that moonlit beauty below you 
makes you go crazy, makes you curse and sweat and call 
all the gods names and the Zen hole they were shit 
through. You want to move the stick, or just let the 
damned thing go and kick the rudder and go over and 
down. spiraling down faster and Jaster into the pale 
unearthly light--

"Had enough?" The bitterness in her voice shocked 
me out of my trance. 

"Never." 
She turned . "Jonas? Honey. is it so ugly it makes you 

cry?" 
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"No." I fled from her. "It's-- It's more beautiful than 
anything--" I dove, no longer caring where the bottom 
was. thrashing through the water until I was exhausted, 
drowning-- My feet touched bottom and I stood up. 
coughing, feeling the complete fool. When I opened my 
eyes. Selva was standing before me. no longer hiding 
anything from my gaze. She took my face in gentle hands. 

"Tell me again ." 
"It's beautiful. More beautiful than anything." 
"Oh--'' Suddenly all was sliding confusion. It seemed 

Adrian's trunks were down around my knees; it seemed 
that, under the surface. Selva's legs had floated up and 
were touching my ribs--

"No, Joey!" She darted away as if she had been born 
in the water. Just then the seed pured out of me; I turned 
my face away, knowing the stars had betrayed me. and 
from that moment I knew that I was lost. 

8 1 



Contributors 

Mary Kancewick is a Fairbanks writer. She recently 
completed a collection of poems arising from a two-year so-
journ in the Alaska bush. A lawyer. she came to Alaska in 
1981. She won an American Academy of Poets Prize in 
1982. Originally from Chicago, she has had poems 
published in a number of small presses in the Midwest. 

Leroy Perkins teaches English as a Foreign Language. 
composition and literature at the University of Alaska-
Fairbanks. 

Barb LaMack is a graphic artist who may never leave 
Portland. Oregon. She laughs an awful lot. 

Jude Nutter is from ~. 

Phillip Gerard is curently a writer in residence at Arizona 
State University. Recent fiction of his has appeared in 
Soundings/East and New England Review/Bread Loaf 
Quarterly. His novel. Hatteras Light. has been nominated 
for an Editor's Book Award by Norton & Co. "Homing" is 
part of a longer story. 

82 



Linda Arnow-Brown is originally from Boston and has 
been living in Fairbanks for ten years. She has her BA 
from Harvard and her M.F.A. from the University of 
Alaska- Fairbanks. 

David Ignatow is a fairly well known poet. It looks like h e 
could use a new typewriter. He is currently a teacher at 
Cornell University which is God's summer home. 

Larry DeVito recently completed his course work at the 
University of New Hampshire. He now has his B.F.A. 
degree. This spring h e's leaving home, Greenville. N.H. 
and heading for New Mexico. 

Diane Reynolds hails from Austin, Texas. 

Jay Griswold's poems, "July 1936," a nd "The Assassin 
Speaks." are from a manuscript of his entitled The Human 
Landscapes. From Littleton , Colorado, Jay works as a 
seasonal employee for the Colorado Division of Parks and 
Outdoor Recreation. 

A chapbook by Dave Chorlton entitled The Skin Beneath 
will be published by M.A.F. press this spring. Charlton is 
working this year in the Artists in Education program in 
Arizona. His poems, "Andrei Petrov Finds the Carcass of a 
Wolf. .. and "Monk Nestor's Description of Andrei Petrov." 
are from a sequence based on a traditional Russian 
character-type. 

83 



Chuck Barber has spent a lot of time the last few months 
observing bears-- the stuffed ones at the University of 
Alaska and the live ones at Prudoe Bay. The ones at 
Prudhoe are harder to photograph, he says. 

Y .s. Heyn indeed loves islands. 

Tyler Henshaw teaches in Petersburg. Alaska. His first 
book, Through the Rain Glass. is available from Solo 
Press. He also sits on the Petersburg City Council. 

Ken Waldman is in the M.F.A. program at the University 
of Alaska- Fairbanks. Since this is his first mention in a 
contributor's notes. he thanks his parents and all his 
friends. Thanks you all 

Andrew Burgess is a senior majoring in journalism at the 
University of Alaska-Fairbanks. He is originally from 
Ashland. Kentucky. 

Peter Virgilio grew up in Boston's North End and ac-
quired his B.F.A. from Emerson College. where he was a 
founding editor of Gangsters in Concrete. He is currently 
a memeber of the writer's workshop in Iowa. He's been 
published in Soundings/East, Impetus. Blue Unicorn. 
Thunder Sandwichand Slipstream. among other publica-
tions. 

Marcia D. Mason is a poet from Bowling Green. Ohio who 
now lives in Fairbanks. She likes drawing circles. 

84 



Lynne Harvey lives in Newmarket. New Hampshire. 

JayS. Paul's poems. stories and essays have appeared in 
Poetry Northwest. New England Review, Chicago Review. 
Beloit Poetry Journal and Cimarron Review. Originally 
from upstate New York. he has lived and taught in Newport 
News for the past seven years. He is married and has a 
teenage daughter. 

Poems of William Doreski have appeared in The 
LiteraryReview, The Massachusetts Review and the 
Great River Review. Also. Ford-Brown has just published 
a book about Andrew Glaze that Doreski edited. 

George Kalamaras is poetry editor for Ground Water 
Review. He also teaches English at Colorado State Univer-
sity. His poems haveappeared in Bluefish, Greenfield 
Review. Hawaii Review, Kansas Quarterly. and several 
others. His first chapbook, Heart Without End. will be 
published soon by Leaping Mountain Press. 

Cindy Hardy works for the Fairbanks Arts Association . 
She learned about horses in Peachbottom. Pennsylvania. 
Hi mom. 

Bob Ross is a writer who currently lives in Fairbanks. He 
edits his own magazine, Shitepoke. a literary journal of 
world-wide importance. and furnishes diplomatic 
guidance to the Reagan Administration. 

Robert Drozda studies winter in and around Fairbanks, Alaska . 

85 



Permafrost is published semiannually in Fairbanks, 
Alaska. Subscriptions are $5.00 yearly; single copies are 
$3.00. Back issues are available at reduced rates. 

Poetry, fiction. essays, reviews, translations and black and 
white photographs and graphics are welcome. Please in-
clude sase with submission. We lean toward innovative 
material, although we welcome traditional material as 
well. Quality however, is the prime consideration. 
Response time: 2-8 weeks. Payment is in contributor's 
copies. All correspondence and submissions should be ad-
dressed to: 

Permafrost 
c/o English Department 
414 Fine Arts Building 

University of Alaska 
Fairbanks. Alaska 9970 l 

ISSN: 0740-7890 

Member CCLM 

86 










