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Arnie Oliver

"Traveltn' Man"

A lexts Easely

The Island
Days and nights, Nick walked the tracks. Splashing bottlecaps into slate puddles, he dreamed of Alice. Alice with
her big feet hanging over the edge of her little girl's bed,
swinging to the tune of some 45 she loved. Some bee-bop,
candy-cane tune that she had shoved into a crumpled
jacket on her way out the door. But Alice was a woman for
sure. She wore blouses made out of jiggly material that fell
down over her hips. And she had hips all right.
The kid wet his fingertips and pulled his sideburns into a
point over his ears as he sat beneath the bridge. He pictured the divers on the Fourth of July arching their backs
into smooth crescents as they split the swirling waters of
the Ohio. Swirling, jack-knifing currents that could catch
you like a black-gloved robber.
Nick got up and crossed the tracks again, whispering to
himself as he shoved his too-big hands into the pockets of
his jeans. Picking his way among dandelions and Coke
cans, he scaled the hill up to the bridge. It shook and wailed hollowly beneath the cars as he leapt up to the ledge
where he liked to walk. The metal felt icy on his feet.
He surveyed Wheeling to the east-its brick storefronts
corroded green like a penny. Through the grating, Nick
watched the river's argent currents below eddy among silt
piles. He watched channels curl and braid the shores of
Wheeling Island, muddy and queer to the west.
Housebouts banged against a small dock in front of the
Boatel Bar, their striped awnings snapping in the wind. A
lady in a sailor suit sang alone, leaning against the back
door of the bar.
Down at the dog tracks, Alice bit her nails and accepted
bets from the hands of strangers. She looked up from the
chapped hands to the bloated face of one man. He pulled
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up his beach hat to look her in the eyes.
"Hey, lover," he whispered and uncrumpled a bill from
his pocket. "Twenty to show on Bright Eyes." He twisted
his ear. The smell of lilac made Alice choke. She placed
the gold tickets in his hand and frowned at the clock. She
wondered when Nick would come sauntering in from the
rain and put his elbows on the counter of her booth. He
would smile crookedly as she rattled on about one thing or
another, picking the paint from one of her pencils. Mr.
Holloway would glare at the two of them after a while, so
giving Nick a nudge, Alice would shuffie tickets and smile
to herself. Then she'd watch him as he trotted toward the
dog cages. He'd slip past the fat ladies with newspapers
and the men in fur coats for a closer look at the beasts who
would tap their muzzles in the sawdust as Nick whistled.
"Last call!" A medley of cashiers sang.
"Last call!" Alice mananged to squeak, but nobody looked. A throng of people crowded around the TV screen,
murmuring as the dogs pawed the mud in their gates.
"And they're offi" The announcer bellowed. Alice leaned her head against the wall and watched as the silver dogs
leaped out of their gates to chase the mechanical rabbit
across the screen, the muddy track. "We have Simple
Pleasure on the inside, Molly's Pride on the outside!" Alice
rubbed her temples and counted the bills in her drawer.
"Looks like Mister Brandy and Red Scarlet for the finish!"
Rain streamed down the greasy windows, smearing the
shapes of a few spectators outside. "It's Mister Brandy!
Mister Brandy!" Tickets fell from limp palms to form a red
and green collage on the linoleum. Some boys in scarlet
overalls trailed the dogs in through the side gate, holding
their legs where the greyhounds' tails might smack. Alice
tied the scarf tighter around her hair and wondered about
tonight, about walking the streets with Nick while her
parents watched the late show. "We have Mister Brandy
one ... Red Scarlet two .... "
A lady slammed her money on the counter and demanded a ticket on T-Sigma-a dog with a tail as pink as a rat's.
Georgia at the next station closed the door to her booth and
let her daily tears fall from behind her black hair. No one
seemed to notice except Alice selling tickets for the Daily
Double, shivering for the sweat beneath her satin blouse.
Nickle waited at Alice's bedroom window. He wondered
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why anyone would choose to paint their house pink, bubblegum pink, with white trim. He tapped at the window.
Alice appeared from behind the lace curtains, jimmying
the window open with a butter knife. She slippedsoundlessly out to where he stood.
"Let's go, Nick, hurry!" Nick felt her hand slide into the
pocket of his army jacket as she led him through her
backyard. He reached to hold it, his blood falling like
needles to his fingertips. The wind felt icy on his cheeks; it
blew from Columbus, where the streets had been so flat,
Nick remembered, the wind couldn't help gathering to
blow like a fist. South on Front. two blocks down
Edgewood Street, Nick led Alice in silence. She smelled as
dry and exotic as peppercorn. Something glittered in the
rustling cloth around her neck.
"Where to, Nick?"
"Well, my apartment?"
Nick drew his shoulders
together as if they were wings under his jacket. He looked
at her and thought of saying please. of throwing her over
one shoulder, of turning around and taking her back to her
bedroom window. Alice stared straight ahead and picked
at her hands. Several cars roared off the bridge and passed
them on the highway. Nick noticed a flash of hand here, a
shock of red hair there. but the drivers themselves remain·
ed obscured by windshield raindrops.
"Of course." She smiled and squished water out of her
shoes. Nick felt a wave of pleasure splash in his stomach as
they walked on in exaggerated silence. The chain-rattling
of the bridge resounded through the air until it filled his
ears like cotton.
"You're quiet tonight," he said after a while, squeezing
her hand to the rhythm of a song in his head. The pocket of
his jacket became hot, relaxing her palm like a sauna.
"Alice, are you sure your parents aren't going to notice you
missing?" One last chance, he thought, one last chance to
gp home, Alice.
"Hell, no, Nick, I told you I was okay tonight."
"It'd be all right with me .... "
"You sure are talkative tonight, Nick" She smiled, clenched her teeth and leaned against his shoulder.
Nick led her through the bushes to the back of his apartment house. Their feet stuck in the mud by the door.
"River's high." Alice whispered.
"Don't I know it." He led her into the entryway and
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showed her where the river had crept up to in the spring.
He touched the ring of ochre moss around the mouldings.
She put her hand there and frowned. Nick wanted to ask
her why she frowned, but instead he pulled her into the
hallway. "My room's upstairs. C'mon." They passed
several doors. only slivers of orange light shining out at the
bottom. Alice clutched his arm and tripped on the thick
carpet going up the stairs. He opened the door to his room
and yanked the cord to the light, which swung lightly in a
draft and made a clinking sound.
Alice shivered and remembered how rashly she had
jumped up and run out of Nick's apartment that morning.
She remembered running home, buttoning her shirt as the
rain fell. How gray and old her mother's face had looked as
Alice had burst in the door. She'd looked up for only a moment and then continued washing the windows with
vinegar and newspaper. And then no word from Nick for a
week and a half. Alice smoked miserably. kicking poptops
into piles in a flurry of dust. He didn't seem to be
anywhere. She'd waited after work by the window until
the janitor kicked her out; she'd walked to his apartment
house and peered through the ragged bushes. And now
she walked down the highway to where the bridge crossed
over to Wheeling and looked through its trestles at the
tracks. She remembered how Nick used to roll tires into
the river and bury bottlecaps in the mud with his shoe.
Alice suddenly heard the rhythm of someone's approach
and looked up. A lanky figure walked in her direction, dotted with light filtered through the bridge's grating.
"God, Nicki" She panted, running to him. "Where have
you been?!" Alice felt blood pumping into her fingertips as
she approached him. "Where've you been?"
"I've been around. Working mostly." Alice put her
hands under her sweater, next to her skin. The river stank
like mildew; it flowed slowly like a molten. impure metal.
Looking at her from the comers of his eyes. he frowned.
"What's wrong. Nicki"
"Nothing." His hands were fists now, beating his legs.
Alice felt her knees weaken, her eyelids grow heavy. Nick's
legs were bowed now as he rocked on the sides of his boots.
"I guess we're a pair now." He said. Alice pinched her
waist and wondered if she would cry.
"Well, yeah. I guess." She said. "I mean .... " Nick
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leaped up to his catwalk and stared past her at the cars.
Alice felt a drop of water part her hair like a knife. It rain
down her forehead and into her eyes.
"See you later. all right?" He said and turned toward
Wheeling.
"I guess .... " She managed to whisper to his back. He
smiled then and, rolling his pants up. continued walking
across the bridge.
Alice leaned over the rail and watched the river currents
turn logs and split over rocks as they flowed down from the
hills. Alice heard old bottles rings as raindrops the size of
pennies smacked them. As she watched a fog rise up to
settles on the Island, she wondered how the robins manag·
ed to sleep in the wet trees.
"No!" She yelled to the bottom fish, the robins, the
reeds. And a strong wind blew.

F.R. Lewis

Signs of Life
Sometimes I am asleep; sometimes I am awake.
Sometimes I understand what happens; sometimes I
understand nothing at all. Sometimes I think that I am in a
bed with a curtain around me; sometimes I think that I am
inside wave after wave of the tide coming in, only coming
in vertical. Sometimes the sound of the tide is not water,
but words. Sometimes I am asleep before I know: are the
words life, or are the words television.
Doctor shows are hot this season, and I watch them, all
of them. What doctor-show doctors do-besides sometimes
fu.lling in love with women who go out on their
surfboards and drown-is that doctor-show doctors fight
diseases whoever heard of except maybe other doctorshow doctors and do operations in the nick of time.
Operations are nothing to look forward to, even for a
doctor-show doctor. so when the time comes, that is the
time to start paying attention to whatever is wrong. I do
not call my personal doctor, who has a history with me of
taking things out. (I should probably say what they were.
the things he took out, that they were babies and afterbirths, but babies and afterbirths make a history.
nonetheless. and we have had one of each this year.)
What I do is call two other doctors from two other
specialities. but here I am, scooped out like a grapefruit,
and here my doctor is, just like somone wrote the script.
Well anyway. after a length of time that I don't know
how long or which week even, I open my eyes. and where
I am is in a room where there are flashes of light on the
curtain around the bed that I am in, and then there are
words and then flashes again and so forth.
Even with the words being too low to tell who is saying
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them. you probably don't need to watch all the detective
shows either to figure out that words and flashes together
mean a television, and where there is a television, there
could be someone who is watching that television, someone you could maybe ask what the day is, or week
even, and is there someone who could cover your foot,
which is outside the blanket where you can't get it back
in and is cold.
Then again, maybe not. Outside of she could be sleeping, this woman I might have a history with. Because of
the very curtain around the bed, who knows, she is
maybe the same woman from before, the woman with
the guests. If she is the woman with the guests, why
would she want to tell me anything, and who could
blame her? I mean how could she carry on a decent conversation with these guests or even watch television with
these guests when there I would be almost right next to
her and screaming.
Mostly on doctor shows, unless there is some great
moral or something that needs another person, television
patients have rooms to themselves and no one they
disturb when they scream, if they scream, which mostly
they don't. On doctor shows, mostly they are brave.
Besides, I have my own television set that is inside the
curtain and has a box for the coins, but I have no coins
and no glasses on to see with. The television on my side
of the room is connected to the wall on the side of the bed
where the curtain isn't by these tube-type things. These
are not the only tubes inside the curtain, or the only connections. Connected to me, there are other tubes, skinnier and clear, plastic, they look like, and connected to
something that blinks and something that drips. Two
blinkers, one dripper.
From having babies I know firsthand what the dripper
is for.
On the doctor shows I have seen machines that blink,
but the ones in here do not seem like those are, not that
dramatic. Mine do not have screens or wavy lines across
them, coming and going, just red lights that go on and off
and on and off. My machines don't beep. either, like the
machines on the doctor shows do, or have people standing around in front of them saying, "Don't die. Don't
die," which either does the trick or doesn't.
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Sometimes there are these crazy ideas. Here is a crazy
idea: A television is on, but I can't hear the words. Instead there is the screaming, and this other idea, which
is that if I have "urinary output," the nurse will bring
more painkiller, even if it isn't the time.
"Urinary output" is something you have to know from
life. "Urinary output" is something that when you have
a baby, they won't send you home, the doctors and
nurses, unless you have enough of it written on this chart
thing they keep. When they look at the chart on the
doctor shows, the doctor-show doctors don't say "urinary
output." Sometimes they say "vital signs," but mostly
what the doctor-show doctors do with the chart is they
kind of smile or kind of frown when they look at it, so that
when you are outside watching, there are things you just
know.
About my "urinary output," I ask the nurse to bring a
bedpan, which the nurse does, which is colder even than
a foot gets when a foot is out of a blanket. I sit on the cold
and I sit and I sit and nothing happens, so I start to rub
and to sweet-talk and to beg and I rub and I sweet-talk
and I beg until I rub and sweet-talk and beg this trickle of
"urinary output" into the bedpan. Maybe there is steam,
it is that cold. the bedpan.
"See," I say to the nurse.
One thing about television, you can turn it off. One thing
about painkiller, if the nurse gives it, she can turn off the
screaming. What the nurse does is smiles and says,
"Nice."
Sometimes what the voices say is, "Move."
Sometimes what they say is, "Pick your head up. Pick
your shoulders up. Pick your arms up. Pick your legs up.
Pick your body up. Move."
Do I have a choice? I mean, can I switch the channel or
something? What you could say is you could say I am a
captive audience.
Someplace where they hold me is in this hallway that is
oolder than a bedpan, and with bodies that race back and
forth, vertical to my horizontal. Someplace else where
they hold me is where sometimes I hear what sounds like
these water sounds, kind of suck and kind of plop, and
sometimes I don't hear any sounds at all; where sometimes
there is this voice that says "everything" and sometimes
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there is no voice at all: where sometimes there is this smell
that is the smell like my finger smelled when I cut it almost
off with the electric knife: and where there is this light.
everywhere this light, too much of this light for shadows.
Sometimes I close my eyes. When I open them, there are
shadows on the curtains and then there is my doctor.
"Could you hand me my glasses?" I say to the doctor.
My doctor picks up the chart. My doctor smiles.
"With your history. you will be better off," my doctor
says.
He is the doctor.
On doctor-shows. you are either better off or you are
dead. I am not dead. What I am is all of a sudden this kind
of hot that is prickly all over. then all of a sudden, I am not
hot at all. or prickly either, and then again hot, except for
my foot.
"Could you cover my foot, please?" I say to my doctor.
My doctor examines where the tubes that are connected
to the blinking machines at one end are connected to me at
the other end.
"Nice," my doctor says.
The doctor is smiling a big, proud smile, the biggest, proudest smile I have ever seen him smile.
"Lateral incision,'' my doctor says.
I know what the words mean, but not what my doctor
means. or why my doctor is smiling that way.
"Lateral incision?" I say to my doctor.
He says the words again. "Lateral incision," one syllable
at a time.
"You know," my doctor says. "bathing suit? Bikini?"
Bikini, I know. Bikini, I know from television.
"Do you have fifty cents?" I say to my doctor. "Do you
have a quarter?"

Mary Baron

Dreaming of the Doctor's Hands
for Alan MacFarlane

Toward morning
I dream of you/ your hands
threaded
like a puppet's
tiny knots
within each palm
and you, slumped
like Pinocchio
near the end of his story
waiting to learn
he is real
Waking early, into
my child's absence/ empty-handed
myself, I think
of old Eskimo carvers, piercing
holes, shaping
a hunter's mittens. leaving
openings
to let the animals escape
to set their spirits free
loose over the world

Souls which slip
through our fingers, range
elsewhere
We are nearest to them
when we mimic their freedomif we hold up our hands
we can dance

Debbie Friedman

Enfibulation *
Her mother would not
explain the rusty cut
loose flesh dangling
like a chicken's throat why she couldn't
ride camels. Legs tied
longer chores the well water spurts
like wingless birds four trips
for a full pail more sweat.
She remembers the surgeon's wet hand
on her five-year-old forehead imagines
a husband with dirty fingernails
ripping just enough stitches
to make it challenging.
Taught not to ask she runs
circles
like a chicken
in grainless sand. All lips
are closed. All legs
are tied. All
hands writhe.

•Eriflbulatton

ts a rttual sttll performed on young

gtrls tn vartous parts of the Mtddle East and Africa.
It tnvolves removtng the clttorts and sewtng up the
vagtna, whtch supposedly makes the sexual act
more pleasurable for the male.

Kathy Doak

Thrush
for Tamltn near his third birthday

A sudden thud against
the glass. We look
to see a small, winged
body lying in the grass
and walk outside to where
it lies with mottled breast,
its neck unstrung.
I tell you it has
died, and you stand
without a word
while I lift it
gently between two sticks
(some ancient fear
of using my hands)
and put it on a mossy
hummock off the path.
In the house you run
inconsolable to your room,
fearing to be so stUl
as that thrush,
and draw two crayon masks
to fasten on the glass
to warn the spirit of a thrush,
to warn the spirit of a hawk.
Now as I cover
you in your sleep,
your warm hands flung
into the dark,
I feel beneath the warmth
your heart
that moves like the throat
of a singing bird.
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Reading in Winter
"Ideas, gondolas without oars... "
Federico Garcia Lorca

Your head in my lap, I read
to you from Lorca-lizards
flickering across the path, the sea
baring its teeth to the moon.
Here there is only snow, shifting
like coarse salt against the door.
Your eyes close; a stanza more
and your hands tug faintly, loosen,
the hulls of half-dreams drifting out,
filling with snow. My voice trans off
as I watch you sleep, the lines
by your eyes smoothing; under the lids
those rising boats that w111 not bear
the weight of even one foot
of my curiosity. I blow out the lamp
and sit by the dark waves of your breath.

Linda Gregg

A Flower No More Than Itself
She was there on the mountain.
Still as the fig tree and the failed wheat.
Only lizards and a few goats moved.
Everything stunned by heat and silence.
I would get to the top of the terraced starkness
with my ankles cut by thistles and all of me
drained by the effort in the glare.
I would put the pomegranate and the anise
and a few daisies on the great rock
where the fountain was long ago.
Too tired to praise. And found each time
tenderness and abundance in the bareness.
Went back down knowing I would sleep clean.
That She would be awake all year with sun
and dirt and rain. Pride her life.
All nature Her wealth. Sound of owls her pillow.
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City Workers in Early Spring
All must be seen as worthy, not measured
by what is distant and what is close up.
A winter field is blank until the plowman
cuts the earth with metal wheels
to accomplish something. But the field
is something even before that.
My spirit worries about what love uses
and what it tries to make.
I stand on the bridge with my bicycle
and see two young working men. public
groundkeepers, in the middle distance,
on the left bank. The dead weeds that
outlasted winter have been leveled
from where I am to where they are.
The rest of the weeds are high beyond:
greyish, gesturing, obviously trying
to continue. Their clothes are dark.
They hold scythes or something like that.
My spirit considers the bushy sketchiness.
Tries to choose between the cleared
and the mess still to come down. The roar
and suction and power of the melting river
frightens me, making my being too silent.

Cindy Hardy

Last Night
for Redwood
we galloped horses
breakneck down hill,
grasses rushing by beneath our toes,
to the valley floor where we let them
graze free. You took me to your garden.
Around the cabbages. kale and broccoli
the fence shone whiteeach picket: white, white, white, whitebehind us your house loomed white;
your dress flared in the breeze, white.
You lifted the latch and turned to me,
your eyes the color of loam warmed by sun,
and told me it was all a mistake.
"See how well I am."
There, your hair moving as you moved,
dark and sleek as an otter's back,
we lay against the bank
and when I looked
there you lay. breasts and belly
now smooth in that light.
But, I say.
they have burned you.
scattered you.
They have told me this
and on my heart rests ash.
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Yet, restored, we stroll the grounds
Everything blooms. bears fruit, gives leaf.
From time to time we touch,
flesh. the resilient boundary
that gives back warmth.
We loop arms around our waists.
across our shoulders-we have no separate joy.
In a room overlooking the garden
you lie down. Then I see
how small you are.
A woman in white comes
to draw your fluids out. to inject some in.
You smile at me to make me believe
the hurt keeps you whole,
there is no separation ever.
I lie beside you
curl around you as around a child,
your head against my breast.
curl as if I could hold you there
past morning. past waking.

Sharon Haney

He's Number One
We sat late at night, a circle of conspirators
letting no men in, fluffy and round as hearthbound cats,
claws tucked in at ready, tongues wagging from wine,
being unkind to men we'd known.
"Did you see Mr. Big's interview in Sunday's paper?"
his ex-wife asked, voice aghast with meaning. I had,
and shared her feeling--he's a paragon who uses women up
like sled dogs. "He talked like he did it all himself,
didn't even credit his mother!"
"You did all the work," purred his just-dumped lover.
When you left, I went up to take a look around, thinking,
hold on ...she didn't stay."
The others were amazed. "You and he? We never knew."
They poised for more.
My mind churned up memories of the log cabin:
Her
hands on the drawknife, peeling, peeling,
her hands
in the kitchen doing his dishes, bringing him drink,
taking water buckets out back to slack thirst
in the two dozen dogs trained for the purse.
Her hands
splitting his kindling, stacking his cordwood, stroking
his ego. Keeping his home clean, bearing a baby,
raising kids up, seeding and weeding and harvesting his
garden and working, working sundown to sun up.
And from up to down.
I remembered his tender eyes in the dim light,
his smile as he gave me the big satin-bow box. My heart
swelled. A nightgown. He told me, "I bought it for her
but she's gone and you're the same size." I'm not.
And wouldn't disguise or compromise, so it ended.
"I saw all the work," I echoed at last. "A charming
cad, egocentric at best.'' Then I laughed, tensing my thighs
as the silk skirt he gave me kissed my knees and I sat there
not telling, not telling.

Jana Harris

Just a Girl
I try to put into words
what the children
playing in the vacant lot
across the street
have taught me today:
Brunette bob, all legs,
I call her Vogue Model
she says she is
taller than any other
third grader in the world
In a too short pink dress,
knees dotted with goose flesh,
she pumps the pedals
of the pink bike,
a white plastic basket
strapped to the handlebars,

Skidding to a stop,
hoisting herself
onto the bow
of a battered blue boat,
her shorter compadres follow,
she gives orders
and is obeyed
After the smallest
walks the plank
they wait for Eugene,
a dwarf boy who
stops by the woodpile
calling to the crew
of Battered Blue:
"don't you beat me
with that board,"

Jana Harris

Quick as fire
she is "man overboard,"
two-by-four in hand
aimed dead center
for Eugene who does not
run, but halts,
"don't you, don't you... "
repeated like a chant,
a cheer from the high school
football game
three blocks away
Her compadres stand
on the sidelines,
shining stones, their eyes
wet with passion,
the dwarf boy
~all head
a dent in his
high blond brow,
the Vogue Model brings
the board's butl-end
closer to the space
between his eyes
Even the neighbor's collie
comes out to watch
the tortured look
on Eugene's face:
"if you do
I'll tell on you,"
the Vogue Model drops
her weapon,
"who'd believe you?"
says the tallest
third grader in the world,
"I'm just a girl"
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Just a girl
fn a too short pink dress
with a pink bike,
a white plastic basket
strapped to the handlebars,
just a girl
commands her compadres
to reboard Battered Blue
as Eugene
retreats towards home
The tallest third grader
in the world stands
on the bow, a wind
billowing her dress
up into her face,
goose flesh rising
over her knees,
in anger she beats
down her skirt,
holding it fixed
between her thighs,
The collie dog and I
walk into the street
to reproach her,
she is all sweet smile
turning a pink cheek
she speaks in words
so well rehearsed,
I'm just a girl

Jane Hixon

Souls in Flight
They are here.
I have seen them.
I have heard them singing after a series
of quiet nights when snow had accumulated
on even the weakest plants.
By day they sleep in shady spots
clumped together like lemurs,
then on the soft scroll of dusk
they appear, minute chips of light
spattering intricate characters
from the language the fear of birth
makes us forget.
And as the night progresses,
so does their alphabet,
and my confusion.
Just before dawn,
they seem to stop for a moment
beneath the common stars
(to take a last look?)
before burrowing through the blueblack sky
where they leave bright narrow trails
for us to follow to the lives
we w111 have the courage
not to return from.
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The Fourth Course
Revasserie: roast fetal pigs
Each was perfectly shaped
and cuddled the sauce
in labyrinths of miniscule creases.
He carried them in arranged in a circle
on a large silver tray.
"Unlike ordinary gutlings,"
he said, "these were gleaned
from truffle pigs, pigs so fine
men carried them to and from the hunt."
And then he raised their plump bodies to light
so that I could see their pearly translucence.
He made a shallow cut.
Myriad swiney eyes seemed to blink.
He placed thumbsized wedges

eX satiny hot tenderloin

far back on his tongue,
and with each remaining nibble,
he shivered as though feeling
a delicately wicked frisson.
Revasserie .. .it means daydreams.
There were twelve,
swollen and steaming,
nesting in watercress.
Every one was double creme.

Mary Kancewtck

For Three Nights We Listened to
the Sled Dogs Chained Outside
howl. We lay in bed holding
each other and their voices
rose and did not fall but broke

in the cold or lost themselves
in the dark, in the wood, in

the echoes off the bluffs, or

inside; you smiled, savouring
the sound so like wolves, so loosewoven and yearning; I breathed
deep feeling the root desire,
my heat not unlike that

of the female pup removed

to the far side of the cabin,
the problem, you call her,

as they yip-yowl on, your team,
the boys, and you resolve to
breed her, end potent suspense
of one kind for another;
she dances through it all; it
makes her grin, the surprises
she holds within; she marvels
at herself and them; and eats
her food and theirs, and guards,
the thieving whiskey jack you shot
with gusto.

Amte Oliver

Linda Gregg

How Life Becomes Poetry
An Essay
Our poetry is about our lives because the world is there
and because we need something to write about. We see a
house alone by the sea in the middle of September and we
describe it or tell how it made us feel. Or we write about
what we did on Christmas when we were a child in California. But the hard thing is to get the life and the world into a
poem instead of the poem just talking about the life. It is
hard to capture the essence of the life and the events in
poems beyond merely what we saw or what we did.
In a sense, my life was poetry before it became poems. I
grew up in a valley surrounded by gentle hills. Cows grazed and horses wandered one by one in big pastures, and
there were deer higher up among the bay trees and
eucalyptus. Beyond the end of the valley was a town and
beyond that a bridge and on the other side of the bridge
was a big city called San Francisco. But that was far away.
It was country where I was. There was beauty everywhere
and order and the life with my twin sister when we rode into the hills or played in the creek or hurried home on foot
through the woods as it got dark. But there was also
something invisible inside all of it, underneath it all. A
world of spirits and mysteries and essences and the sacred.
It was the life inside the beauty and the order that was
poetry before it entered my poems, the life that got into the
poetry as truth and magic and importance even though I
didn't understand and don't fully understand it now. The
poetry was not saying this happened to me and then that
happened to me, nor was it saying everything was pretty.
When the poems succeeded, they were the essence and the
spirit of the world showing themselves in things and in
what happened. The place around me was beautiful, and
the stars at night were so many that there seemed to be no
space between them; but there were also the dark things
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like the terrible pain in our family. They were mixed up
like when my father hung our pig from the tree and made
the two small girls we were watch as he shot it and cut it
up: there were enormous things mixed in with our grief
and sorrow. What I try to tell of in my poetry is the dim
knowledge of the sacramental in all of it. In the way that
the Hopi Indians come to understand that the sacred and
the actual are the same thing. It is the poetry behind the
beauty and behind the darkness that mostly got into my
poems, I think. All of it made me a shape that can
sometimes speak its shape.
It was like a marriage. I was made of that world: horses,
moon, red-tailed hawks, the smell of summer, the Calling
Tree, tall, dry grass on the mountain hiding us from
everybody, Louise and I carrying bones down to bury in
our secret place, a huge blue heron caught in the woods by
the creek and fighting to escape-filling the night above
my head with the sound of limbs breaking. lfl didn't put it
into my poetry, all of it would stay invisible.
In the spring salmon would come struggling up the
stream, and years later I wrote about them:

Death looks down on the salmon.
A male and afemale in the two pools, one above
the other. The female turns back along the path
of water to the male, does not touch him,
and returns to the place she had been.
I know what death will do. Their bodies already
are sour and ragged. Blood has risen
to the surface under the scales. One side
of his jaw is unhinged. Death will pick them up.
Put them under his coat against his skin
and belt them there. Will walk away
up the path through the bay trees.
Through the dry grass of California to where
the mountain begins. Where a few deer
almost the color of the hills will look up
until he is under the trees again and the road ends
and there is a gate. He will climb over that
with his treasure. It will be dark by then.
But for now he does nothing. He does not disturb
the silence at all. Nor the occassional sound
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of leaves, offerns touching, of grass or stream.
For now he looks down at the salmon large and
whole,
motionless days and nights in the cold water.
Lying still, always facing the constant motion.
When I first read that to an audience, I was shocked by
how much I felt the atmosphere of the woods by our
stream. The air was there, and the way the place breathed.
I think it's there in the poem because I lived in that world.
When we live truly with things, they are different in our
poems than when we make them up; and they wUl
sometimes exist there even when we speak of them very
simply. When I read Black Elk's last speech to the gods,
about not being able to make the tree bloom, I can hear his
life in the words. His life and that world. Just as I feel the
deer exist easily in this poem when it says:

... afew deer
almost the color of the hills will look up
until he is under the trees again...
And I think it's because I know about those deer forever.
Really know, and with the kind of knowing that can, with
luck, get the weight and dying and power of the salmon into poetry.
Of course, Death in this poem is not simply a reflection of
something known well. But he his a good example of how
life can get into poetry by something else, through myth: a
complex truth given concrete form in King Lear, Huck
F1nn, or Aphrodite. Death here is also an example of how
life becomes poems unaccountably. by magic. However, in
this essay, I'm not going to try to account for the unaccountable. Instead, I want to say a few words about stUl
another way life becomes poetry.
After my childhood was over, I found the world was
seldom poetry already, even before I began to write about
it. The world was complex and fragmented and without
the inherent shape of my early landscape. When there was
an essence, it was hard to get at, and the materials seemed
not to have natural form. Once a child I loved died. It was
the morning of the funeral and I wanted very much to
make a poem that would preserve the importance of that
death. But my mind kept slipping away, skipping around
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in my past, grabbing at this and that, seeming to know by

instinct what it might be able to use: the picture of my
grandmother, the waxed gardenias at my grandfather's
funeral when I was four and tried to get into the coffin with
him, the cypresses which grow in Greece where people are
buried, the old women I saw out in the emptiness of the
island called Santorini all in black up in the fig trees, the
fear and suffering men had caused me, the toughness of
nature, the snake a cowboy skinned alive in front of me
when I was little. The bits and pieces became a poem called The Poet Goes About Her Business.
Michele has become another dead little girl. An easy
poem
Instant Praxttelean. Instant seventy-five year old
photograph
of my grandmother when she was a young woman
with shadows
I imagine were blue around her eyes. The beauty of it.
Such guarded sweetness. What a greed of bruised
gardenias.
Oh Christ, whose name rips silk, I have seen raw
cypresses
so dark the mind comes to them without color.
Dark on the Greek hillside. Dark, volcanic, dry and
stone.
Where the oldest women of the world are standing
dressed in black
up in the branches offig trees in the gorge
knocking with as much quickness as their weakness
will allow.
Weakness which my heart must not confuse with
tenderness.
And on the other side of the island a woman
walks up the path with a burden of leaves on her head,
guiding the goats with sounds she makes up,
and then makes up again. The other darkness is easy:
The men in the dreams who come in together to me
with knives.
There are so many traps, and many look courageuous.
The body goes into such raptures of obedience.
But the huge stones on the desert resemble
nobody's mother. I remember the snake.
After its skin had been cut away, and it was dropped
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tt started to move across the clearing.
Making tts waving motion.
It was all meat and bone. Pretty soon tt was covered
with dust.
It seemed to know exactly where it wanted to go.
Toward any dark trees.
The old women in black up in the fig trees are a thing
known well, but they are also in themselves immense
beyond the facts and without logic. Images mean and require. I could have told how I fed and held and loved the
child. But the gods showed up, the old women, the
cypresses, and the snake. When the mind, ·sptrtt and heart
in their full size begin finding the poetry in life, it is not
always comfortable. Not always nice. Myself, the world,
Death and the sacred are not always nice. Huge things
happen. Unmanageable things. Poetry and life are splendid and dangerous. Living in the city is more and less than
the sweet country of my childhood. I walked the streets of
Manhatten for six months. I thought my spirit would take
care of me. I ended up unconscious on somebody's floor
for three days. Hard things happened. My spirit was having a wonderful time walking to the Metropolitan Museum
in the December rain everyday. My spirit was singing
louder and louder of its great happiness. My body nearly
died of pneumonia. A simple poetry won't make a whole
out of an adult life.
When I was in New York, I bought a toy in a children's
store: a matchbox full of small, painted things: a tree, a
dog, a man and sheep. I was living in the room of
somebody who was away. I put my wooden things in a
table and worked at moving them around for a month. I
thought there was a perfect order for them, and if I could
discover what it was they would be at peace the way a
work of art is complete. The poem about all that is called
The Beckett Kit. When I look at the poem now, I see the
world as it is entered it. First, there is a table. Then I finally discovered the tree should stand in the back next to the
dog while the man lies with the sheep. It took two months.
Then I got it right and the poem says, "Ah, world, I love
you with all my heart. " It's not talking just about the
world I arranged. It's talking about this world where we
are now. The Hudson River, police talking far off over a car
radio, war, jail, Oakland playing Cincinnati. The world
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found a home in my poetry. My poetry and I changed to let
that happen. The poetry and the life are mixed together,
just as the sacred and the real are. I know more about love
because of that. The world is not smaller than the gods nor
is it more important that they are. When I finished my
book ALMA and gave it to Random House, I went back to
Greece. I had lived for four years there on different islands.
This time I went to Lesbos to write my poems. After a
month, I knew they were shallow, so I lay on my cot and
didn't move. I felt my life was at stake. I decided I was going to lie there until I was ready to write seriously. I had
come to write poems about being a happy woman on a
Greek island in the springtime. But I discovered what I
wanted was only part of it. I had to find out what the
poems wanted to be. I got up and walked to the sea, sat on
the ground with my back against a bank of dirt. As I sat, a
pebble rolled into my hand. But it wasn't a pebble, it was
the tiny head of a girl. A head more than two thousand
years old. So I walked back to town and bought a loaf of
bread. It was still warm. I took it back to my room and
began writing my Her poems, not knowing if Her was
Demeter or Persephone or Aphrodite or the Earth itself, but
certainly something bigger than myself, and female. As
the days passed and the poems came, I also got back the
stars and warm silence of my childhood. I had not left the
gods and spirits behind.
There is a communion between the gods and the human.
They give to each other. And the same transaction happens between life and the poem. Just as I could see the
seven-foot goddess in the months of searching and not find
ing her. Just as the ancient cucumbers of Praxilla are still
fresh. Life and poetry become each other.

Charlotte Watson Sherman

emerald city:
3rd and pike
this is oya's comer. the pin-striped young executives and
sleek-pumped clerk-typists, the lacquered-hair punk boys
and bleached blondes with safety pins dangling from
multi-hole earlobes, the frantic-eyed woman on the comer
shouting obscenities and the old-timers rambling past new
high-rise fantasy hotels; all belong to oya even though
she's the only one who knows it.
oya sits on this comer 365 days of the year, right here in
front of the new mcdonald's with everything she needs
bundled inside two plastic bags relentlessly by her side.
most folks act like they don't even see oya sitting like a
buddha under that old green army blanket she got from
salvation army. but she don't pay them no mind, anyway.
sometimes oya's eyes be red and wild looking, but she
don't say nothing to nobody. other times her eyes be flat,
black and still as midnight at the mission, and she'll talk
up a storm. tell everybody walking past her, om she'll tell
them all about her family-her uncle that was a cowboy,
her grandfather that fought in the civil war, her mother
who sung dirges and blues songs sometimes on the chitlin
circuit, and her daddy that wouldn't take no stuff from
nobody which is why some folks got together and broke his
back. oh yeah, oya'll be tellin them folks an earful if they'd
ever stop to listen, but she don't pay em no mind, she just
keeps right on talkin, keeps right on tellin it!
now, one day when oya's eyes were flat and black and she
was in a preachin mood, i walked down 3rd and pike, past
her like i didn't even know her, cuz i didn't, but oya turned
her eyes on me and i could feel her lookin at me and i knew
that i couldn't just walk past this woman without sayin
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somethin cuz that's the way i am, so i said, "hello." oya
looked at me with them flat black eyes and motioned for
me to take a seat by her. now, I'm usually scared of folk
that sit on the streets downtown and don't look like they
ever have no job or nowhere else to go to, but somethin
about her eyes made me sit down. now, you know i felt like
a fool and felt my face gettin kinda warm when i kept
wonderin what people walkin by must think about me sitting on the street next to this woman that don't look like
she has nowhere to go to: but after sittin there for a few
minutes i could see that they didn't think no more or less of
me than when i'm walkin down the street cuz nobody in
particular paid any attention to us and that kinda bothered
me cuz what if i really needed help or somethin and i
couldn't talk but could only just sit on the street? but it
looked like i would just haveta keep sittin on the street 365
days of the year cuz not one soul looked in our direction!
"don't pay them fools no mind, daughter. they wouldn't
know moses if he walked down pike street and split the
nordstrom building right down the middle. you from
around here?" i shook my head, yes. "i thought so, you
look like the folks what's been up here all they lives, kinda
soft-lookin like you ain't never knowed no hard work." i
immediately took offense cuz i could feel the inevitable
'there ain't no real black people in seattle' speech comin
on. "calm down, daughter, i don't mean to hurt yo feelings, it's just a fact that's all. you folks up here too cushy,
too soft: you can't help it, it's the rainwater that does it to
ya, all that water can't help but make a body soggy and
spineless.''
i made a move to get up. "now wait a minute, just wait a
minute. let me show you something." she reached in her
pocket and pulled out a crumpled old newspaper clipping.
there was a picture of a grim-faced young woman and a
caption that read: 'domestic to serve life in prison for
murder.' " that's me in that picture. now ain't that
somethin?" it sure is, i thought as i wondered how in the
world i was going to get away from this woman before she
hurt me. "them fools put me under the jail for protectin
my dreams. that's right, protectin my dreams. humph,
they's the only dreams i got, so naturally I'm gonna protect
em. nobody else is gonna do it for me is they?" i shook my
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head, no. "but how could somebody put you in jail for protectin your dreams?
that paper said you killed
somebody." i didn't want to seem combative but i didn't
know what this lady was talkin about and i was feelin pretty uneasy. sittin right next to her after she had pretty
much insulted me and then showed me evidence that she
had been in jail for murder, no less!
"now. i know you folks up here don't know much about
the importance of a body's dreams, but where i come from
dreams was all we had. seemed like a body got hold of a
dream or a dream got hold of a body and wouldn't turn you
loose. my dreams is what got me through so many days of
nothin, specially when it seemed like all the future held
was more of the same nothin, day after day; insult after insult." she stopped abruptly and stared off into space. i
kept wonderin what on earth could her dream have been
that she killed somebody for messin with it.
"there ain't nothin wrong with cleanin other folks homes
to make a livin, nothin wrong with it at all; my mama had
to do it and her mama had to do it at one time or another,
so it didn't bother me at all that much when it turned out
that i was gonna haveta do it too, at least for awhile. but
my dream told me that i wasn't gonna haveta wash &
scrub & shine behind other folks the rest of my life; these
jobs was just temporary, ya know what i mean?'' i nodded
my head. "look at my hands, ya never woulda knowed
that once i wore silk evening gloves, would ya?" i shook
my head no, her hands looked rough and wide, like hands
that had seen hard labor. i wondered if they looked like
that cuz of prison.
oya's eyes pierced into mine. she looked like she knew
what i was thinkin. she cackled, "daughter, they'd haveta
put more than a prison on me to break my spirit. don't ya
know it takes more than bars and beefy guards to break a
fightin woman's spirit?" she cackled some more. "nope,
they won't never break me and they damn sure tried. i
spent fifteen years in that hellhole. fifteen years of my
precious life, all for a dreamkiller.'' i looked at her and
said, "but what did you do, what did they try to do to your
dreams?"
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oya leaned over to me and whispered, "i was gonna get into the space program, i was gonna be an astronaut flyin out
into the universe, past all them stars. I was gonna meet up
with some folks that none of us had ever seen before, folks
that don't speak like us or look like us, but i was gonna
meet up with em and be a ambassador of goodwill; not like
the fools that's been sent out there now thinkin they own
the universe. i was gonna be a real ambassador of goodwill
and then that fool i scrubbed floors for had the nerve to tell
me that no black maid was ever gonna be no astronaut.
well, i could feel all of the broken dreams of my mama and
my grandma and her mama swell up and start pulsin in
my blood memory and i hauled off and beat that fool over
the head with the mop that i had in my hands until i
couldn't raise my arms up no more and the chantin of my
people's broken dreams died down and i looked and there
was that dreamkiller in a mess of blood all over that clean
floor t'djust scrubbed. and they turned around and put me
in jail and never did say nothin about that old dreamkiller;
just like my dreams never mattered, just like i didn't have
no dreams, just like all i could ever think about doin was
cleanin behind grown folks for the rest of my life. humph!"
she snorted and i eased up onto my feet so that i could run
away quickly ifi had to cuz see, i'd never talked face to face
with nobody that had spent time in jail for beatin
somebody in the head with a mop and killin em and i
didn't know quite what to make of all this.
"you got any dreams, daughter?" oya asked with a gleam
in her eye. somehow i knew i better tell her yes, so i did.
"well i don't care if you are from up here, you better fight
for your dreams girl, fight for your dreams!" feeling folish,
i asked her, " but was your dream worth goin to prison for
all of them years?'' oya looked at me for a long, long time.
"t'm still gonna make it past all them stars." she said and
motioned for me to get to getting. "right now this street
belongs to me and don't nobody mess with me or my
dreams," she shouted as i walked quickly towards pine.

Natalie Kusz

Possessing the Land
For my father
Dry wheat grass rims
this pond, ripples around
and up the hill beside.
You stood here once,
OO.rrel-chested, white-hatred
too young, holding out
broad arms to catch in
260 acres of field. forestland
said Tosh, this
is mine, and no one
came to question
as you scooped hat
into hand and prayed
rolling Slavic syllables over
this place you came to
hard. The fields grow

faster .t his year
than you can mow, thicker
than your cave of a chest
with its five bad vessels choking
length from your stride.
Your eyes, the color of water
you crossed forty years ago
~ow lighter all the time
now, emptying
themselves of this sky
with its air too heavy
for you, a wanderer
an always-emigrant surprised
to be here this long.
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Next year, if the pond seems
stiller than 1t has before
and the sky is thinner
and the grass here grows
up to my waist, I'll stand
here by the hUl and picture
you in that place, mowing
fields that will never
overtake you.

Natalie Kusz

Woman Friend
For Jane

Woman friend, whose hands
have held my hands through fits
of aching, whose own
palms grow cold, come lie
inside my chest, beside
dark stream tying
us closer than marriage
or birth, let me
hold you in
to myself, fasten
your hair up behind.
Lay your face
to my neck and let me
dream for you while you sleep.

Arnie Oliver

"For a Special Sister"

Natalie Kusz

Laughter in Mourning
Six fltght jackets, army
surplus, and green
mittens, snow boots dumped
by a chair. Around a coffee table
five friends and the woman
lean in, holding
jokes like gas masks helping them
breathe; each laugh
a turn passing.
In her lap, the woman's
fingers tap, tap against
red crusts caked deep
in the weave of her jeans.

•

A child in the snow
in the dark has no voice
to close mouths of sled dogs
tongues freezing but for hungry
breath heated by love
of the chase. Reaching
down among harsh fur, the woman's arms
gathered in red
scraps of parka, held them
tight around her daughter, dreams
taking careful note
of teeth without smiles
children without faces
blood running so
slowly in the cold.
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•

Gloved hands move in concert
swabbing, salvaging what they can
of a child recognizable
only by size.
In a room the same
flat white, a woman sits
with five friends, passing laughter
like ether in perfect
time to beats of her head
slaps of cold finger
pads on thighs: let her die,
let her die.

Lyn Lifshin

Depression
ink from the
ball-point pen that's
broken in the bag
you lug around dip
into in the darkest
places come out
black so what ever
you touched is
stained from what
touched you
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Hiroshima
patterns of kimonas
burned on some women.
on the twelfth day
wounds began to open
wider. women saw
their hair fall out.
someone without eyes
calling for a sister
purple sores some
couldn't be touched
their skin fell off
in glove like pieces
by the 20th day
vegetation began to
grow wildly lush
green weeds huge
wild flowers as
people died the cities
were blanketed with
flowers

Katherine McNamara

The Salmon When They
Are Still
1

firm and silver
hang in their net.
We pick them, shining
and jerking, into the skiff.
Their bellies are white
and we fish them and fish them,
becoming slick in our rubber coats.
We are soon deep
in live and dead fish.
They tarnish in the air.
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2

Heads
pile up
In the fish box
knife severs backbone
above the heart
graceful cuts along the cheek
rotten head tastes good
hundreds
of heads stare
through water. as from a mirror
the rotting smelldelicate,
clean, a little sharp
What if a fish·s soul
lies in his head.
Here are these dead souls
roll1ng like marbles
in their box
on the river bottom
I keep seeing heads
-eyes-of salmon
staring so far past me. and the eyes
of the man who drowned

Katherine McNamara

3

Narrow bones.
food for dogs.
hang from bone racks
Blowflies
blacken them,
crows pluck at them
like harps
4

I am the salmon
and I am the woman who slit
their white bellies.
Where the net webbed
my belly, muscles twitch
I am this flapping fish
on the table dying
not fast enough:
guts, my lovely eggs
slip out
Open vermillion
flesh, three slices
to a side, and I'm split.
hung, dried,
smoked.
In winter
I wlll eat
myself
to stay
alive.

Patricia Mo_naghan

Hmong Pa-ndau, Embroideries
of the Laos Hills
A woman buys a dream maze in blue and red
on a patio in California while the sun
mges like a warrior, while the wind battles
with the sea for possession of the sand.
She does not know who cut and stitched
the runes of slavery in the cotton cloth,
what old mother bent beneath the mission tiles
to trace an alphabet of tribal names and reach
back over the Pacific to the peaks of home.
The woman takes the maze away, back across
the sea in the direction of the Laos hills
and hangs it on the wall above her bed.
She dreams: in a small neat hut, laughing,
away from any wars; in a trackless jungle, fleeing,
short of breath; explosions and escapes. She dreams:
solitudes and sorrow, forgotten families.
She dreams while an old woman who has sold
these dreams for bread sleeps fitfully, trying
to find the road back, trying to remember scenes
that shine like dragon's scales, weeping in her sleep
for the one time she forgot to trap the power
of dreams within a border of embroidered peaks.

Patricia Monaghan

The Gardener to the Hermit
I have been closer to wilderness
today since I left you at the forest's edge,
surrounded by scrub oak. circled by
the litter and magic of your solitudescloser, here in my garden seeing
the extremities to which fireweed
has gone to overwhelm the strip
of irises and marigold, here where
Canadian dogwood now spots the lawn
where in my absence a thin birch
is now intruding on the clearing,
I have been closer than you can realize
to the heart of wilderness.
hoeing back pigweed and purslane,
cutting wild roses and tamarack,
everywhere aware of the futility
of my actions. the temporality
of any clearing. not a woman
dressed, as you would like to see
me, like an Irish cousin
in my best clothes to honor

the formality. the audacity. of
this struggle for order. not a woman
who fears wilderness but one
who is too intimate with it and
still chooses to build these
openings where none exist-all this
I thought as I cleared again
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my private grounds, trying to
remember where boundaries had been,
finding traces on rock paths of my
former patterns, a woman full of pain
and choosing, choosing not to run
westward to that string of gravel
bog, not to pass into the vlllage
where you live, each garden moment
a decision, each weed a boundary
between lives, and now, here
in the middle of the lawn,
my cat has left a squirrel tail.
There is no end to it at all.

Cheryl Morse

Mter Years of Sharing
the Bedroom
I used to dream of my own island.
My bedroom was papered a cornflower blue,
Trim painted white, walls lined with books,
Bed neatly made.
Suppose we saw that room againAttic bedroom of the farmhouse
A room of sun and light.
There are things I remember:
Aunt Ann's long blue formal,
Marble-top dresser,
Long winter nights of flannel
And dressing under covers,
A bed where once at night
We heard wolves howling.

Arnie Oliver

Cheryl Morse

Winter Moon
for Beverly
It is so cold tonight.
The faceless moon
Wants to be let in.
And how is it there with you?
Inside the heartA small private wa1Ung.

Judith Neeld

A Discrete Flowering
Beating the rain home
when the sky is a dying man filled with pain
I am the caretaker
who stops where first drops roll
off the garden: its sweat
like a face mask.
The cold man sleeps in his house
bones growing light
as light bends
around his next corner.
A woman can do more
than bring in the August weeds
but knows that death will be a discrete
flowering. knows
there is not comfort, only compassion.
Rain is today's wage buried
in my skin; no
difference now between
the life before and this storm.
I pull a bud from its cloister.
A man opens
into the rocks, the soil. the roots.

Sharon Negri

Soft Machines
Watching curtains
blow across skin,
white silk,
late August night
when you
pushed my fingers
into me,
said you
wanted wet,
women who
could do it
for themselves,
you just hard,
licking the places
they can't get to
on their own.

61

Monday in February
28 days
after he's gone
I bleed.
there's a blizzard
again.
Waking.
a touch on the shoulder,
finger pressing Ups.
not to forget
how tied we are
to earth.
Reaching down to
rub dark fur,
ask a window
what it would be like
if snow fell red.

Nancy Lord

Alma
Alma could hear Ted moving around out in the shop, the
old floorboards creaking as he crossed them. Mostly she
could hear the radio he kept beside him for company; it
was very loud, even for her, separated by all that distance
and a heavy door. Whenever the news came on, Ted had a
habit of turning the radio up. He'd forget to turn it back
down. The next time the news came on, he turned it up
again. It got louder and louder as the day wore on, until
Alma could barely hear herself think.
With her hands resting on the edge of the table, pressed
together, Alma looked as though she were preparing to
dive into her cup of coffee. Then she reached forward and
wrapped her hands around the cup, pulling it closer so that
it steamed into her face. The burn mark on the inside of
her wrist was shiny with butter; after a winter in town, she
was out of practice at feeding the woodstove.
Ted pushed through the door, rolling up his sleeves as he
headed for the sink. The music he'd left behind was still
loud. Alma wondered if he even realized he'd left it on. He
got so absorbed in what he was doing, she thought he
might just block it out until the news came around again.
She glanced at the clock. Ten after three. Ted rarely
missed his mid-afternoon snack.
"Did you hear?'' Ted said. "They got the guy who stole
the reindeer. He butchered it." He soaped his hands.
Alma made a face at his back. Someone had stolen a pet
reindeer from a fenced-in yard in Anchorage. She'd supposed, reindeer being difficult to hide, that whoever had
stolen it must have killed it. Still, she really didn't want to
hear it.
"They found the meat in his freezer, all packaged into
steaks and roasts."
This, today. And yesterday he'd told her about the four
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men whose boat had capsized in a lake. Two made it to
shore and two didn't. Before that, another man was shot in
a burglary of an all-night Quik Stop. For some reason, Ted
always liked to keep track of the gruesome things. Even
reading--she'd noticed that the Reader's Digests they kept
in the bathroom were dirtiest along the edges of the pages
that had to do with plane crashes and accidents.
Alma sipped her coffee. "What can I get you?" she askeel. "I just put bread in the oven. You can have crackers
and cheese, or peanuts. a hot chocolate?"
''Sounds good.'' Ted tapped the lids of each of the jars of
salmon on the counter. There wasn't a flat note-a bad
seal-among them.
"What?"
"Hot chocolate. Crackers, cheese, peanuts." Ted took a
bag of unshelled peanuts from the cabinet and spilled
some onto the table, then sat down.
Alma put the kettle on to heat water and went out to the
cooler for cheese. Except when she was sleeping, it seemed
like there was never more than a couple of hours between
fixing meals, cleaning up after meals, fixing snacks. Ted,
even now, seemed to eat all the time. He reminded her of
some sort of machine, like the engine of a train, that you
could keep loading with fuel, that could just keep on going
forever, burning it up and asking for more. If he wasn't as
muscular and strong as he'd once been, neither had he put
on any fat. He just kept going-tinkering with this or that,
splitting wood, running off down the beach to fetch cottonwood bark for the smokehouse, digging holes, filling holes
in.
Ted turned the pages of an old Newsweek as he ate.
Since he wasn't wearing his glasses, Alma assumed he
wasn't bothering with the words. Last year's news wasn't
much news, anyway. He turned past a picture of the space
shuttle, back when it was so sleek and white and full of the
nation's pride. Who would have thought?
Soon enough he'd have his audience here, and Ted
would spend mealtimes telling his stories to the boys. He
didn't have a story that Alma hadn't heard a hundred
times. But once he had new listeners, he loved to bring out
the old stories, and she loved to hear him tell them again
and to watch the eager young faces. One of the boys had
helped out at the end of the previous summer, but his
friend was entirely new to the beach. Ted would be in
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heaven with them to talk to.
The first good-sized king salmon they caught would bring
to mind the old fish buyer, way back before statehood, who
wouldn't take the small kings. She could practically hear
Ted warming up to the story, explaining how the salmon
back then were paid for according to the number of fish,
regardless of size, instead of by the pound like they were today. He'd describe pitching the kings across into the fish
buyer's hold and how the buyer picked out one small one
and threw it overboard, then another, and another.
"What's wrong with them?" Ted would bellow out, same
as he had thirty-five years ago. "Too small," he'd imitate
the buyer, in his lowest, gruffest voice. Ted would pause,
looking around the table at each of his listeners while the
suspense built. "So I picked up one just like the one
today-probably bigger, probably eighty pounds-and I
threw it overboard. That buyer couldn't believe his eyes.
'What did you do that for?' he yelled at me. 'Too big,' I told
him. And you know, after that, he always took every one of
my fish."
Remembering the story-remembering how Ted
described every bit of fish gurry on the deck, exactly how
that eighty-pounder felt as he heaved it over the side, and
the look of the buyer as he saw it sink away-Alma laughed.
She loved that look in the fish buyer's eyes-all those
years ago but clearer than if she'd seen him herself the day
before yesterday.
"What's funny?" Ted asked.
It was so complicated-her long thought sequence from
his quiet page-turning to the boys who were coming, his
stories, and the long-ago fish buyer-so Alma said just a
part ofit. "I was just thinking," she said, "how quiet it is
this time of year, before the help comes.'' She set a plate of
crackers and cheese on the table and reached for a peanut.
Ted pretended to slap at her hand, guarding the peanut
supply. "Too quiet for you," he said. "You like to have
people around.''
The way he said it, he seemed so sure, as though that
was the one great truth about her. It was true, that she liked
being busy. When there was always something to do for
the men-cooking, baking, cleaning, doing laundry-she
always did it, morning to night, and she never complained.
It didn't take any thinking to do it, not the kind of thinking
that wondered what tj? or caused her to worry. All her at-
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tention went into timing her meal so everything finished
cooking together. to getting the laundry hung and dry and
brought in before the rain, to feeding the stove so there was
enough hot water for showers according to men's
schedules.
Ted pushed his chair away from the table and got up.
"back to work," he said. "Enough shirking for me." He
tossed his crumpled napkin into the burn box and left.
Alma put the food away. cleaned up and washed another
case of jars while the water was hot. Even though the
season wasn't open yet, Ted couldn't resist occasionally
throwing out a scrap of net, "just to see what's going by."
Whatever salmon they couldn't eat she canned for later on,
when they wintered back in town. Alma was famous for
her salmon casseroles at church potlucks.
When the bread was done Alma took it from the oven
and turned the loaves out on a rack to cool. Another hour
or so and it would be time to begin dinner. She planned
her menu in her head-fresh bread with butter and jam,
her home-canned beef and vegetable soup, raw carrot
sticks, a cottage cheese and pineapple salad. Something,
as always, from each of the food groups. No dessert. The
salads, which she'd make on individual plates-a spoonful
of cottage cheese in the middle of a pineapple ring, sitting
on a leaf oflettuce-were dessert-like, without the calories.
They used to be more dessert-like, when she'd topped
them with maraschino cherries, before anyone knew the
red dye was poisonous.
No fish to deal with at the moment, no immediate job
that needed to be done, not enough time to get into a project like reorganizing cupboards-Alma crossed to the
armchair in the comer and sat down. It felt funny to sit
there. First of all, it was so huge and had so many broken
springs, she was nearly swallowed up, like a fly in one of
those insect-eating plants. Second, she never sat there: she
was always too busy during the day, and in the evening it
was Ted's chair, while she sat at the table with her mending. letters, or a fat Michener book.
She supposed Ted was right about her liking it best when
there was more of a crowd. It was easier that way, being so
wrapped up in her everyday work that she could practically forget there was a beach and an ocean out there. Whole
days could go by that she didn't even get outside, when she
might even forget to look out the window and notice the
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spindrift blowing off the tops of waves.
It was these in-between times-after the frantic first days
of opening the camp but before the help arrived and they
began the fishing season in earnest-:-that left her time to
think. She was still busy-there was always more that
needed to be done-but she wasn't scheduled all the day
through with things that just had to be done right then, for
other people.
Alma pushed herself back up out of the chair. Ted had
brought sand in on his boots; there was a scattering of it
Hke spilled sugar on the linoleum beneath his part of the
table. Well, she could at least sweep that up. She went to
get the broom from the shop.
The radio was still playing loudly, some old Johnny
Cash song. Alma started to turn it down and then snapped
it off altogether. In the silence she could hear an
airplane flying over, far overhead. But where was Ted?
Alma looked at some black plastic piping he'd left spread
on the workbench. He must be working on his solar water
heater again. He'd been at it for ten or twelve years, and
she couldn't see that he'd gotten very far. It was always at
this time of year he started with it again; after all, as he
said, it didn't make much sense to keep a woodfire going in
the kitchen all summer just to heat water, if you could get
the same thing from the sun. But then he'd get too busy,
too, with the fishing season, and shove his project aside.
Alma stood in the open doorway and listened. It was an
almost completely still day, the only noise besides the distant airplane a very light slap of water on the shore. Up
above, putlball clouds now blocked, now uncovered, the
sun. The three-wheeler sat parked at the top of the beach,
so Ted couldn't have gone very far. Hadn't he said, that
morning, something about the water system, something
about working on the well? Alma shaded her eyes to follow
the trail up the hill. That's probably where he was.
As she turned back to find her broom, it carne to Alma as
an idle speculation. What if she were suddenly all alone
here, if Ted were plucked off the hilltop by some visiting
spaceship or otherwise just disappeared? How would she
survive? She looked around the workshop, at all of Ted's
projects and specialized tools. She hadn't the first idea
how he meant to turn that tubing into a water heater. Of
course, she could always split wood to stay warm. She'd
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done plenty of that when she was younger, even if she'd let
that chore fall exclusively to Ted and his helpers in recent
years. CuttLng wood, though, was something else. She
could hardly see herself out there with the chainsaw, sawing up beached cottonwoods.
Then there was the
generator. That was another of Ted's areas. She did the
washing, but he always started the generator to run the
machine. She knew it was cranky from all his cussing over
it, so she doubted she could start it, even if she figured out
which buttons to push and what kind of gas to put in it.
When the waterline got clogged, she didn't know what it
was Ted did when he went off to "bleed" it. What would
she do if she couldn't even keep the camp in water?
Alma set her broom against the door. Where was he?
She moved out into the sunlight and took a few steps up
the trail. She suddenly wanted to see him, right then, to
know that he was still with her, still there in charge of all
his projects. She walked up a little higher and listened.
There was still nothing except the sound of water along the
shore. She couldn't see him anywhere along the beach.
She turned back to the trail and kept going, sucking air in
sharp intakes like gulps of water. Her heart pounded, her
hair stuck to her forehead with sweat. One foot in front of
the other. she told herself, watching her sneakered feet.
She realized she was practically running up the steep trail.
At the top, the trail wound through bushes and some
small trees, then broke into a meadow. Ted stood at the
edge of his well, smoking his pipe as he stared down the
hole. When he looked up, Alma realized he must have
heard her heavy breathing; the ground was so soft her feet
didn't make any noise across the clearing.
"Well, look who's here," Ted said, grinning. "Fancy
meeting you here."
Alma stopped in front of him, panting. Her nose was
dripping and she felt slightly foolish. Here he was, after all,
just as he'd said he would be that morning. "How's... the
well?" she gasped.
"Full of water." Ted looked down at her hands. "You
came up empty-handed?" He pretended to be dismayed
that she hadn't carried up a rock or two from the beach. He
always did himself-had, for years now, in his effort to fill
1n the walls around the well. Years. And it had been
almost as many years since Alma had come up to the well
herself. Somehow, she'd gotten just too busy down in the
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kitchen and it always seemed like too much extra effort to
climb the htll.
"Do you know," she said now, pausing for breath, "how
long it's been ...since I've been up here?" She turned and
looked back towards the inlet, as distant and silent as a picture postcard. At one side of the meadow, she looked at
where she'd once had a small garden. It had never
amounted to much, since the growing season was so short
here, but even now a few strawberry and rhubarb plants
hung on. Ted or his helpers sometimes brought her a
handful of bird-pecked berries or pink stalks. She took a
few steps to that side to see how the plants were surviving.
"Looking for this?" Ted asked. He bent over and picked
up a bundle of slim rhubarb stalks cut off neatly at both
ends.
The stalks were so small-barely a pencil-thickness
around and six inches long. They'd hardly had a chance to
start growing. "Oh, Ted," she said, thinking to scold him
for cutting them too soon, and before the boys were there
to help eat dessert. But then she saw how pleased he was
as he carried them to her. He pressed them into her hands.
"First rhubarb cobbler of the year," he said. "I can hardly
watt."
"First cobbler," she repeated. It made her think of first
fish, first barbecue, first flreweed bloom, first storm, first
lantern in the evening, first frost-the whole pattern of
firsts that followed one another every year, summer after
summer. Forty-two summers of recurring patterns, events
and routines they both knew by heart.
Her mind switched back to the kitchen, her stack of
cookbooks on the shelf. Mentally, she picked out the book
with her usual cobbler recipe; she could even picture the
red and blue berry stains on the page. It was the simplest
robbler possible, merely a matter of pouring some packaged
pancake batter over the cut-up rhubarb. There was
another recipe, in another book, that was more complicated and took more time to prepare. She had to make
her own batter and then a vantlla bean sauce that needed
to be boiled just right to thicken. It turned out a better cobbler but it was usually too much trouble when she had so
much else to do.
Alma closed up her hands around the rhubarb. She
wondered what time it was. If she started right away,
she'd have time to get it in the oven before dinner. No more
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restlessness to sink her into chairs with her thoughts, no
more idle poking through Ted's shop. She had plenty to
do. Before they knew it, the season would be upon them.

Karen Randlev

Billie
Novel excerpt
She was a big woman. Rawboned, they liked to say.
With tight-curling, short, black hair and a wardrobe of long
fur coats and rayon dresses. She was big enough to make
people stare when she approached them. Neither ramrod
thin nor obese, she watched herself in the Marshall Fields
windows walking down State Street in Chicago.
She could feel her size when the men opened doors for
her at restaurants or at stores and then stood back so she
would have enough room to pass. Wasn't that foolish. She
wasn't that enormous. She could see that her five-year-old
granddaughter Kala was going to be just like that. The little girl liked to climb into her grandmother's lap and press
the flesh on Billie's forearm into the silver bracelets she
was fond of wearing gypsy-style until the bone tingled. But
Billie didn't worry about that little one ...she was going to
be just like her: tough, full of sex, big, and smart. It was
the older one, her son James's child, Justine, that made
her sad. Little Justine ... almost two years older than Kala,
but just a frail, sad excuse for a youngster. James's wife
was so stupid; she spent more time on make-up than she
ever did on the child.
Billie felt strange watching the two little cousins play.
Kala was always the independent one, handing toys gently
to Justine, and fascinated by her cousin. What was it
about those two had made them so different. Billie liked to
sit out on the lawn, under a tree. in a mahogany rosepoint
chair she had brought from the house, watching the little
gtrls play. She felt much the same about them as she did
about the porcelain balloon lady on the mantlepiece: lovely,
fragile, accoutrements to her life. There was no time for
children now. What a puzzle they were to her. She was
often so moved by the sight of these two little ones that she
cried. A few minutes later she would have forgotten the
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feeling and was off to go shopping.
That was Billie's only defense. To be able to turn off her
emotions as one would turn a beautifully facett~d coldwater faucet. She knew that they would get her into trouble. She needed her freedom. Her husband Jake had never
understood that. He had been carried away by his feelings
for her. He had never met a woman who made so little
pretense of her feelings, who responded so openly to his
teasing, who touched him on the arm with her heavy and
beautiful hands and then, touched him with her eyes. His
life had been filled with tall women who strode through the
plain rooms of the family house with purpose and athletic
surety. Theirs was a hardness like blue, tempered steel.
Billie was like that, too, but there was something in her
eyes that was forbidden, and when he married her, he
wasn't disappointed.
Billie had known Jake wanted her. Jake's brother had
wanted her, too. Only Jake had asked her first, and she
was a practical woman. He could never understand that.
He had expected her to stay at home and raise children.
She had preferred to play golf and leave the children with
Jake's mother. There were silver cups from tournaments
she had won, stuffed in the back of the armoire in her
bedroom. She and Jake had separate rooms.
During their marriage, feminine duties bored her as
much as the established routine of his coming home after a
night out playing poker. He crashed up the stairs to her
room, thrusting his whiskey and cigar-stained clothes deep
into her dreams. She hated that and pretended to be
asleep. She could just turn it off.
But Jake kept returning. He never gave up. And her
reluctant surrender would be a game for them both. She
would never tell him how much she enjoyed it. Never. Not
even when he was dying from a heart attack.
Now she was getting old. She could feel it in the muscles
of her face. She could walk through the rooms of her apartment at night, pausing only to look at her reflection in the 2
a.m. light and listening for the sound of Jake on the stairs.
Sometimes, after she went to bed and fell asleep, an ache of
such intensity would wake her, reverberating through her
body with a scream. But in the morning she could put on
her clothes and fur coat and walk by mirrors without a
glance.
Jake was dead. Their son James was an alcoholic and
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getting married for the fourth time. Kala's father was of no
use. Kala's mother had forbidden the child to come visit
Billie anymore. That woman. She was like the men who
held the doors open for Billie:.. she overestimated her
mother-in-law's size, her power. Billie frightened Kala's
mother, like a child about the dark. But Billie belonged in
the dark, in the shadows of morning. waiting to see the
light come through the windows of her bedroom. By
herself.

Sheila Nickerson

For Larry and Chris
Who died in the 1982 crash of their plane on the
Copper River Delta after picking strawberries
on an island in Prince William Sound.

You went ahead, over the delta,
carrying strawberries home.
How like you,
to go provisioned,
doing what you loved,
in the fullness of summer.
The delta has changed, now,
the dusky Canada's almost gone,
the swans riding high from the tide.
In sweet gale and sedge
I wUl search for you
long after the geese have left,
their nests broken by bears,
the land lifted by earthquake.
I remember the ride you took us on
before the earth started to rise.
We were going on to Fairbanks and Whitehorse.
The great delta was a place along the way.
You were our pilots, our guides, our friends.
You took us into the fragile shell of your plane,
with the wings specially constructed
for slow, low flying.
We would have gone anywhere with you.

Sheila Nickerson

Fairy Tale
You wake one morning
with a swan's wing for an arm.
Lopsided you move to the window;
there is wind and rain over the marsh.
Autumn flocks are flying.
You stretch, unevenly.
Your children, your mate recoil,
their words a gabble around you.
You have no taste for food,
nor can you hold a fork.
Plates. newspapers slip to the floor.
You open the door, reading weather,
trying to remember: just how you reach,
how you find your way into the sky.
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Iris
To pick it brings rain.
To explain its anatomy
is to be lost
in the wild flags of your eyes.
To stand beside it
in the rain-bringing meadows
calling your name is to know
June's blue tongue;
to embrace. the cry of sky and grass.

Mary Lou Sanelli

Waterfront Photo
Ketchikan. Alaska

Even if the seine fleet wasn't in
or our pale arms weren't sleeveless
I could tell where we were, which
summer from our past
by the size of your hands
swollen from three months' work
rebuilding a cannery and dock
constructed first back in 1912.
Years ago
when men did not drive to work
inside but dug rows in the mud for seed
their hands adjusted slowly
like pekoe sun tea
to the color of rich earth. New skin
grew right over the dirt.
There are men in the city. men
right here in our small town
whose hands are smooth, knickless
as a slab of marble, hands perfect
and really quite pink. I study such things
like how your callouses grow thickest
where your fingers meet the palm and when cut
draw no blood.
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And there are men, musicians
maybe or lawyers, able to grab
at small objects with the tips of their fingers
instead of rolling one hand on its side
and letting the thumb do the work. Men
who can sit next to a woman in a library
or church rubbing her legs covered in nylon
without being heard or lie in the dark with her
on a sleeping bag unzipped and opened flat
with hands that prowl easily without catching
on each lofty seam.
There are even men, so unlike yourself,
who would drive a bent nail
deeper into the grain of mahogany
or even teak
just to get the job done.

Mary Lou Sanelli

The Party
Through a haze of protective calm, people
strike poses on the couch, by the windows
and in the kitchen two women share speeches
before easing into conversation. One of them
tells how her mother favored her sister all the years
she was growing up. I move away. The past
is such sorry territory.
Dry white and a flesh-pink wine is served
from bottles with colorful drawings of irises,
wild roses, and a bouquet of daffodils on their labels.
I think it funny that not one of the illustrations even
suggests
a simple grape as I sip from my glass with the others
at this hour of the day when young children go to bed.
and traffic clears though after only a few swallows my head
is unclear. Later, comfortable at home, my pen will search
for the clarity I'm after as sure of itself as the doctor
who first searched my breast with a curcular
four-fingered motion, I'll begin by writing down
everything I heard discussed this evening, and then
with only two fingers pinching and squeezing, and I won't
lie
and say I enjoyed the regalness of the people there. And
the words
he said I'll never forget: "Oh. Oh. What is this?" or how I
felt
Uke screaming out at all of them, "Hey, the party's overt"
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I'll also write how certain headlines drench and then bore
us
like a heavy and continuous rain. Absorbing what we can
we let the rest run off. The morning newspaper says our
world
is currently in an energy glut, though myself, I'm as tired
as ever
but to stay current I describe my disease as a private oil
spill
spreading inside of me just as black. I can tell the hostess
Is afraid I may bring the whole subject up.

Peggy Shumaker

Where Mountains Have
No Names
Moving water melts the glacier
from the inside out. We listen,
trace its widening along the flatland.
A yearling moose strips new bark
off low-hanging birch, thrashes
and stomps knee-deep in the stream.
Vast, bountiful, unforgiving-the ways of water's being. Constant loss,
constant motion, constant change.

81

Blue Apples
Grandfather chose a nameLan Pingand laid out clean
bands of cloth
while she waded
ankle-deep
in yellow mud. When he called,

her hair swung

over melonshells, a white boat,
clay horses, one shoe.
This high-necked dress
attended her, her thighs whispering
so privately she dared not
look up. A drizzle-blue windowbeads chattering
over the organized wrong-doing
of the fuchsia
sweating on her nightstand.
He tightened thick bandages
toe to heel
and turned from her stare.
Taught her to paint not the leaves
but the spaces
between the leaves.

Linda Schandelmeter

Fire
Father,
the night I was five,
sparks
shooting from the roof
you punched
out a window,
thrust my cloth bed
through glass.
I rocked out of sleep
into snow.
Sparks
like stars the night
asks for.
beautiful in their fever,
I save a few
inside me.
What you saved me
for, your hand
covering my mouth
sour smell of your thighs
my hair in the dirt.
You call up the dark
so you can build
your fire,
the husk of my body
gtowing orange
behind us.

Met Met Evans

Katherine Foster Ferguson
This business about the Hubbard Glacier in
southeastern Alaska is beginning to get on my nerves. For
one thing, it's pushed Katie back into the forefront of my
thoughts just when I was hoping to put all that away once
and for all. The Hubbard is making news because it's doing something a glacier isn't supposed to do, like advancing instead of retreating, and doing it at such a rate of
speed that observers can actually see the ice moving. It
seems like a violation of the order of things. an aberration.
There should be a few things in this world, if only a few,
that you can count on to act in a predictable fashion. Katie
made her reputation by contradicting everyone's expectations, too, now that I think of it.
Although we were sisters. we had little in common. I was
older by almost two years. Blond hair, blues eyes, tall and
thin like my dad. Katie was the dark one, a fat-cheeked
baby, and then an overweight little girl. The only
resemblance was in our names, which shared a certain
staid propriety: mine, Elizabeth Lambert Ferguson, and
hers, Katherine Foster Ferguson. We were each named for
one of our grandmothers. When we were little, Mom used
to dress us in matching outfits. but she finally quit because
we both protested so much. Perhaps Katie and I knew instinctively that we didn't want to be compared to each
other.
Photos from childhood show me holding Katies's hand a
lot-the dutiful older sister. She usually looks like she's
trying to pull away. I'm smiling brightly at the camera;
she's scowling or looking at her shoes. My mother used to
complain that in all her baby pictures, Katie looks like
she's mad at the world. It's true that Katie had a harder
time adjusting than I did, but I'm not sure why.
She took everything so seriously, as though it were a
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matter of life or death. She couldn't let go of things. I saw
an article in the newspaper recently about a young woman
who was a finalist in a long-distance race. She came in
third. Instead of stopping at the finish line, she just continued running, right out of the race area. Everyone
thought she was going home or something. But what she
really did was run to the nearest bridge and jump off.
When I read that, I thought of Katie. That felt to me like
something that Katie might have done.
Our family has lived here in Seattle for four generations.
Doctors and lawyers and professional people. Katie and I
and our cousins grew up with a lot of privileges, as well as
the pressure of parental expectations. It was assumed, for
example, that after high school, we would not only go to
college, but to graduate school as well. I received my MBA
at the University of Washington last year. Katie dropped
out of college, Evergreen, after her junior year, even
though you could hardly accuse Evergreen of having the
most rigorous academic standards in the nation. I don't
think my parents ever completely forgave Katie for that. I
never understood why, with only a year to go, she didn't
just finish. But then, Katie wasn't the most practical person in the world.
I think her fascination with Alaska started early. We
grew up in the suburbs and Katie was forever outdoors.
She was your classic tomboy, preferring ratty jeans and
sweatshirts to nice clothes. When she was little she had a
JBSSion for building what she called "forts" in the yard.
When she was older, she and her friend Mitzi sometimes
went on backpacking trips to the Olympic Peninsula or in the
Cascades. I only went camping with Katie once. It just
wasn't something I enjoyed very much, although I have to
say that it is one of the few memories I have of Katie when
she was really happy. It was while on that trip that I slipped on a log and fell into a stream. Katie laughed so hard
that she cried.
Living in Seattle you get exposed to a lot of the Alaska
hype. You know, the usual stuff about how Alaska is bigger, better, further, colder, etc. etc. I think Katie really fell
for it. And that's another thing that irks me about therecent TV coverage of the Hubbard glacier.
These
newscasters-Dan Rather, Tom Brokaw, it doesn't matter-they wear these little smirking grins when the story
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comes on, the way parents do when recounting the latest
outrageous achievement of a precocious child.
The really haunting thing for me now in the glacier story,
though, is the way the ice blocked off a fiord and created a
huge new lake. They said that hundreds of marine mammals were trapped in there, and that with no accesss to the
ocean they'd most likely die. That distressed me. I hoped
somebody could save them.
All the hyperbole about Alaska may be true, but I also
believe that it's a dangerous place, potentially sinister and
evil. I never had the vaguest desire to set foot up there
before. Now, I know I never will.
As I said, I think Katie had always felt the lure of the socalled "last frontier." Katie was living at home when she
first got the idea to go there. She'd been out of school for
over a year then, and was waitressing at a downtown coffee
shop. "Soundings," it was called. Nothing fancy, no big
Ups. Katie wasn't real happy, but then again, she wasn't
~depressed as she'd sometimes been during highschool,
and that's saying something. She said she didn't mind the
drudgery of her job as long as she had a goal.
She decided that as soon as she saved enough money.
she'd take a ferry north and satisfy her curiosity about
Alaska. If it was half of what 1t was made out to be, Katie
said, then she'd like 1t just fine. She was convinced that
the people who lived there were a colorful, independent
breed who saw through the phony trappings of modern
society. I was equally certain that many of them were
losers and drifters who'd never been able to make it in the
normal world.
It may sound odd, but I encouraged her in her plans. I
had a feeling that she'd like it up there, for one thing. I also
felt strongly that 1t was time for her to get some distance
from our parents. Like anybody's parents, they mean well,
but I think Katie always felt pressure from them to be more
like me.
At the risk of sounding conceited, I think I can say that I
was the kind of daughter that parents like mine hoped to
have. My grades were good, I cared about my appearance,
I was popular. Katie was, well, uncomfortable. She was
overweight and moody, shy and withdrawn. She didn't
really try very hard to make friends. I think I've always
realized, perhaps better than anyone except Katie herself,
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what an injustice it was to her to be compared to me.
High school, particularly, was a torturous time for her.
As her breasts developed, she became acutely selfconscious and adopted a horrid, stoop-shouldered hunch
to try to hide them. She refused to have her hair cut or
curled and wore it long, where it hung on either side of her
face like a curtain. My mother nagged her constantly. I'll
bet Katie would remember her adolescence as an almost
unceasing refrain of "Katherine, stand up straight." and
"Do get your hair out of your face, dear." I know my
mother only wanted the best for her, but I think maybe she
pushed Katie too hard.
Katie also went through a period in which she was absolutely enraptured with the whole idea of the Arthurian
legend. She found a moth-eaten, floor-length black cape at
a Salvation Army or someplace, and proceeded to wear it
everywhere. She changed her middle name to "Merlin"
and actually tried to make it legal. My parents had a fit.
They probably never knew this, but that was the name she
had printed on her learner's permit when she enrolled in
driver's ed.
Katie did a lot of acting out. It was impossible not to feel
that she was deliberately taunting my parents. And me.
She developed a string of nicknames for me, knowing that I
destested being called anything but Liz. She called me Betty for awhile, then "Bits," and finally "Queen Bess." It was
pretty obnoxious.
Katie had a best friend, Mitzi, during this time. They
were practically inseparable, spending most, if not all, of
their free time together. I have to say that they were really
quite devoted to each other. It's not that I don't think Katie
deserved a good friend, it's just that that kind of friendship
seemed inappropriate at their age. Neither of them were
dating anyone. Eventually, my parents discouraged their
relationship. I'm not sure how it transpired, but I
remember that on at least one occasion my mother actually forbade Katie from going anywhere near Mitzi. She said
that if Katie went against her wishes she would not be
allowed back into the house. Katie wept and wept.
We tried to get Katie to go out more, but she wasn't exactly a social butterfly. The one boyfriend she did have,
her senior year, was a character named Sluggo. Can you
imagine? My boyfriend at the time, a grad student named
Don, called Sluggo a "throw-back." Sluggo's wardrobe
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consisted of a black leather jacket and motorcycle boots.
His great interest in life was early Marlon Brando movies.
The other thing I should probably mention· in light of
what happened is Katie's weird food habits. For a period of
time. I think it was when she was a sophomore, she refused
to eat anything except the yolks of hardboiled eggs. She
had a little ceremony that she performed at meal times.
Flrst, she would meticulously peel off every little speck of
shell. Then she would cut into the white with a knife and
strip off all of that with great seriousness and attention, as
though this were some profound ritual she was performing. When she had finally isolated the greenish-yellow
globe of yolk, she'd study it for a moment or two before proceeding to nibble it with tiny. thoughful nibbles. She could
spend as long on a single egg as it would take me to eat an
entire meal. She drove us crazy.
It got out of hand. She lost an enormous amount of
weight. It was a little while before we all realized what was
going on, and just when my parents were threatening to
send her to a psychiatrist, Katie swung to the other extreme. She began to eat everything in sight, including a lot
of baked goods and pre-processed foods: hot dogs,
doughnuts, ice cream, candy bars, all kinds of chips. She
put on the weight she had lost and then some. Her complexion went to hell. I don't think Katie ever really did get
her eating thing under control. She became a vegetarian in
college, which seemed to make her more conscious of
nutrition.
As a teenager, she had a tough time. Having acne all
over her face didn't help much, of course, and Katie
wouldn't even consider using cosmetics. She always hated
the very idea of make-up and was pretty contemptuous of
me for using it. I suppose I wasn't always as supportive of
her as I might have been. I was elected class president and
captain of the cheerleading squad my senior year. I was
also dating a lot. I should have been more sensitive to
Katie.
One day I came home from school late to find Katie alone
in the house. She was crying. I don't know what happened
to upset her, but she'd been home for at least two hours
and it appeared that she'd been crying for most of that
time.
"Do you want to talk about it, Kay?" I set my books
down on the kitchen counter. She was sitting with her
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head in her hands. She shook her head, still sobbing as
though she would never again know what it was to be happy. I could tell that even though she couldn't speak, she
didn't mind me trying to comfort her.
I remember that afternoon because it was the first time
in years that I'd touched her. She stiffened at first, but
then she leaned toward me. I stroked her head. Her hair
was always a little greasy.
"Whatever it is, Katie, it can't be that terrible. It's only
high school, after all. Someday you'll look back and
maybe you'll even laugh at yourself for ever taking it so
seriously, you know what I mean?'' I was trying to be
helpful, but the fact of the matter was that I was making
her cry harder. She turned to face my shoulder and began
to wail. I remember wondering if her tears and snot were
going to wreck my new sweater. I felt a little worried then,
too, because whatever it was, she was obviously pretty
distraught. I wished that Mom and Dad would get home.
"Hey, Katie, come on. It's going to be okay. Really. I
lmow what it feels like."
It was the wrong thing to say. She pushed herself away
abruptly and studied me. She stopped crying long enough
to speak.
"No you don't, Liz. You don't have the faintest idea how
I feel. There's no way you could." Her eyes were bright
with both tears and anger. In that moment I almost felt
like she hated me. She went upstairs to her room. Naturally, I felt terrible about it, even though it wasn't my fault.
She didn't come down again that night, and Mom and Dad
and I never did learn what it was all about.
Katie left on the ferry at the end of March. She wanted to
travel through the state, visit McKinley Park, and then try
to find work in a coastal town called Foster. She said she
picked Foster because she was tickled that the town shared
her middle name.
She wasn't ver good about writing. When she did, it was
usually one of those hokey postcards that portray such
things as a giant cabbage dwarfing a miniature moose.
"All the hype is true," she wrote on one, "Alaska defies
description. I love it!"
She was running out of money by the time she got to
Foster, but she was so full of her adventure that it didn't
seem to discourage her. And although she wasn't able to
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find a job, she was offered a cabin to stay in for a few months
while the guy who was living there went to work in the
Bush.
Katie took to her new lifestyle like a duck to water. The
cabin was almost a mile from the nearest road and had no
electricity or running water. ''I'm discovering how
resourceful I am," she wrote on a piece of grocery bag. "I
really like living alone. My nearest neighbor, a couple of
miles away, is an old German guy who homesteaded here.
He's kind of a hermit. He grows potatoes and makes incredible sauerkraut. He's taught me a lot about edible and
medicinal plants-the guy's like a walking encyclopedia!
He says you can pretty much eat anything that doesn't
taste too bad. I'm not so worried about finding work now.
Mter all, it doesn't cost anything to live off the land!"
She called me towards the end of May, to congratulate
me on finishing business school and to say she was sorry
she was missing my graduation.
"You wouldn't come even if you were down here," I said.
We laughed.
"Probably not," she admitted, "but I'm still proud of
you."
"Is there snow up there?" I asked.
"Just little patches in the trees that are hidden from the
sun. It's starting to get pretty warm."
"That means above freezing, right?"
"Give me a break, Liz. You know as well as I do it's not
the polar ice cap."
I asked her to tell me about her average day at the cabin.
"Well, 1t gets light really early in the morning now. and
all kinds of things are starting to poke up out of the ground.
Nettles, fiddlehead ferns, stuff like that. I go around and
pick things to eat. I'm tapping birch trees to make syrup.
Sometimes I make bread. Konrad-he's the German
homesteader-he gave me some sourdough starter. Then
there's always wood to cut and water to fetch. Stuff like
that,''
It sounded lonely to me, but I didn't want to appear
judgemental. I guess you don't see too many people," I
said.
She hesitated. "Not really. But you know something? I
like it like this. It feels good." She cleared her throat
selfconsciously. "You know what I mean."
"Robinson Crusoe," I said, feeling self-conscious, too.
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"I still have a hell of a lot to learn, but I feel as though I'm
finally living my own life, instead of someone else's."
I don't remember everything we talked about, but I do
remember that she sounded happy.
"Liz, there's kind of an ulterior motive to this phone
call," she said at one point. "There's something I want to
do and I need your help."
"Ask. I suppose I can always refuse."
"You won't, though. Listen I want to go across the bay
here and try to live off the land all summer. I need some
money for supplies."
"Katie, don't you think you're taking this thing a little
too far?"
She didn't respond. "How much do you need?" I asked.
"A hundred dollars."
"Are you going by yourself?"
"Yes."

"Do you really think that's smart?''
" 'Smart' doesn't enter into it, Liz. Let's just say it's
necessary." Her voice was firm.
"Where will you go?"
"There's this area called Chinik Lagoon. I think I can get
a ride over on a fishing boat. I've heard there's lots of
shellfish in that area, and later there'll be salmon." I could
hear the excitement in her voice. "I'm still a vegetarian,
but I've been eating seafood."
"Are you taking a tent?"
"That's one of the things I need to borrow money for. I'd
like to buy a small roll of visqueen and make a semipermanent shelter."
"Visqueen?"
"Plastic. You know."
"Don't forget about insect repellant. And a bear gun," I
said.
She ignored me. "So will you send the money?"
"Hey, Kay. Do you remember the time you ran away
from home?''
"Before this time, you mean?" She laughed. "No."
" You must have been about seven years old. You were
mad at Mom about something. You left us a note."
"What did it say?"
"It said, 'I am running away. I am taking gum and
soap."
She laughed. "I probably won't take either this time."
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"How long are you going for?" I said.
"I'd like to try for all summer."
"You'll have to come out to resupply, won't you?"
''I'm not taking any food with me. I told you I want to
live entirely on what's there."
"You have to take a few staples, anyway-like flour,
rice."
"Maybe," was all she said. "Will you send the money?"
I paused, just to tease her. "Liz," she said.
" Sure," I said. "Do you need more than a hundred?"
"No, that would really be great. Thanks. Can you mail it
soon?"
"First thing in the morning. Have you told Mom and Dad
yet?"
I could sense her tensing up. ''I'm going to write them
tonight. Please don't say anything to them."
" Okay, suit yourself. " I thought for a moment. "When
will we hear from you again?"
" No later than early September. I'll call."
" Okay. sis. Ciao. Be careful."
"I will. Thanks again, Liz. I love you."
She caught me off guard. I couldn't remember either of
us saying that since we were little. She hung up before I
could respond.
There was just no way that she could survive for three
months in the wilderness, so I didn't take her plans too
literally. I figured she might give it a week or two, at the
most, and it would still be an unforgetable experience. I
wasn't particularly worried about her, is what I mean. I
knew Katie wasn't stupid. Stubborn maybe. but not
stupid.
The very next day I went to my bank and mailed her a
brand new hundred dollar bill. I didn't like sending cash in
the mail, but I wasn't sure that she'd opened a bank ac·
count. I wrapped it well, and besides, I liked thinking of
her opening the envelope and finding this crisp, mint-clean
bill.
My parents reacted differently to Katie's plans, however.
I called and told them the news, despite Katie's request. I
figured they had a right to know.
"Is she crazy?" Mom said, her voice rising with indigna·
tion. "How can she be so foolish? She knows how worried
we'll be."
"Look," I said, "everyone up there does things like this
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all the time. It's practically a way of life."
"How do you know?" Mom's voice was sharp.
"My point is that it's the next logical step. considering
the way she's been living this spring."
"Logical?"

"She'll be careful. Mom."
My mother was quiet. When she spoke again, she sounded uncertain. "She says she intends to spend three months out there?"
"We both know she'll never last that long. I'd give her a
couple of weeks. myself. But anyway, it's summer now; it
won't be too cold. She told me that it stays light there
almost twenty-four hours a day. There should be plenty of
seafood and vegetation. You have to admit, it takes some
guts. We should give her credit for wanting to try."
"What if she hurts herself? What about bears?'' Mom
continued to sound dubious.
"Katie said there were people scattered throughout the
area, especially in the summer. It sounds like she's checked it out. She said she'd most likely be able to get help if
she needed it. I guess these are risks that she's willing to
take. Mom. this is really important to her."
I got one more postcard from Katie, postmarked Foster.
It was a black and white photograph of a wooden Eskimo
mask, the eye sockets lost in shadow.
"Thanks for sending the money, Liz. I can't quite
believe I'm really doing this. It doesn't feel real. I was too
excited to sleep last night. I'm a little nervous, I admit, but
mostly I feel like I'm claiming something for myself, and
that feels pretty good. Love, Katie.··
When we hadn't heard from her by late June. I found
myself applauding her. She was really doing it, by God. At
that point it honestly never occured to me that she might
fail.
But when we still hadn't heard from her by mid-July. I
began to wonder if in fact I really had the right attitude
about it. I know now that I wanted to believe that she was
not only surviving, but thriving. I remembered her excitement when she had told me of her plans.
My parents were beside themselves by mid-July, and on
August first they notified the Alaska state troopers. After a
preliminary investigation in Foster. they launched an ex-
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tensive air and ground search in the area surrounding
Chinik Lagoon. They interviewed everyone who lived
there, as well as those who frequented the vicinity for
fishing and recreation. As far as they could tell, no one had
seen Katie since the day she'd crossed the bay two months
earlier. Even then I imagined Katie's outrage when she
found out we were interfering in her life.
When the troopers failed to tum up any leads, my
parents flew to Alaska. Due largely to my father's insistence, and financial backing, the search was reinstated.
Meanwhile, a group of volunteers from Foster mounted
their own effort. I was very touched that they would do
that. After all, Katie hadn't lived there for very long.
I thought briefly about joining them, but had to admit
that I would have been more of a liability than an asset.
The very thought of searching the Alaskan wilds for signs
of Katie terrified me ..
It's just that I wanted to do something. I felt helpless and
useless and far away. It was a hellish time. My parents
looked as though they had each aged ten years in a matter
of weeks. I found it impossible to concentrate at work, but I
needed to be occupied so that I wouldn't go crazy. I wished
Katie and I had kept in better touch. I realized how little,
really, I knew my own sister.
The night before Mom and Dad flew home, when the
search was called off for good, I dreamt that I had gone up
there to look for her.
I was in a leaky old rowboat, paddling along the
shoreline of the Alaska coast. I was alone. It was a grey,
cold day, with a light mist falling, and I had been rowing
and calling Katie's name for a long, long time. My throat
was hoarse from shouting. The coast was very rocky and
the forest grew right up to the edge of the land. It looked
dark and imposing, and I knew I was going to have to enter
it, and I didn't want to.
At some point I beached the boat. I put the oars carefully
under the seat and pulled the boat a little way up into the
rocks. Then I started walking into the woods, almost as
though I knew exactly where I was going. I was afraid, but
I knew I had to do it.
I kept having to push branches out of the way, and even
then brambles and vines and things kept clawing at my
clothes and scratching my face. It was as dark as night,
and very cold and still. I had never felt more alone.
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I managed to climb up this little hill and right in the middle of it was this particularly tall tree, with moss draped on
all its branches. I saw something swinging way up near
the top and moved closer for a better look. What it was was
Katie's skeleton hanging from a rope. I woke myself up
with my own scream.
A family on a fishing excursion found what was left of
Katie's camp in late September. She had chosen a little
knoll overlooking the water, three or four miles from the
harbor. They found what was left of her backpack, sleeping bag, and clothes, all of which had been chewed by
animals. The state troopers mailed some of her things to
my parents. There was a small hatchet, and a flashlight,
both already rusty. There was a book about wild and edible plants. It was covered with mildew and the pages were
matted together in clumps.
And there was also the remains of a cloth-covered
notebook. Katie's diary. She had taken pains to protect it
in a plastic bag, but it, too, had been nibbled by animals.
We opened it very carefully, trying to separate the pages,
but the ink was smeared and the writing was completely
indecipherable. We couldn't even tell the date of the last
entry.
It didn't look like it had been written in very much. Katie
had pressed some plant specimens between its pages. I
was studying one of these when I discovered the hundred
dollar bill stuck in the back. It floored me. Why on earth
had she taken the money with her to a place where it had
no value? What had she used to purchase her supplies?
Apparently there was no other evidence of Katie. The
authorities suggested as gently as they could that she may
have eaten something poisonous and/or been killed and
dragged away by a bear. They said you couldn't see her
camp at all from the water, and that there were lots of clam
and mussel shells around her fire, which may have attracted animals.
What gets me is how close Katie was to help. She was only a few miles from a harbor; she could have walked out at
any time. Was it because she'd had an accident and had
been hurt too badly to seek help? Or was it because she
didn't want to? I doubt if we'll ever know.
When the lake that was created by the Hubbard glacier
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burst its dam, they said that water rushed out of it with
tremendous force, and that the marine mammals that had
been trapped were freed. When I try to imagine this, I picture a creature that's a cross between a seal and a porpoise,
my sister, caught in the rush of the flow, washed back out
to the sea.

Jean Anderson

Book Review
Unlacing: Ten Irish-American Women Poets. Edited by

Patricia Monaghan. 120 pages.
banks, c. 1987. $7.95, paper.

Fireweed Press, Fair-

In her beautiful poem, "The Ritual of Memories," Tess
Gallagher describes an entrance into a state of being "noU
merely human, but of the world gone pasU being human.''
The experience is a symbolic releasing of old ties to form a
new self. Now in its second decade, the Fairbanks-based
F1reweed Press seems also to have entered a new phase-to
have come of age, perhaps-with the publication of UnlacIng, its first book to move purposefully beyond the concerns of a regional press.
Unlacing is a collection of 55 poems by ten IrishAmerican women, selected by Fireweed's founder, Patricia
Monaghan. Each of the ten poets whose work is included
writes with the maturity and control of a full-fledged artist.
Two of the women-Gallagher and Kathy Gallaway-are
already well established, with national awards and several
highly praised books to their credit. But the other eight
poets, including Alaskans Monaghan and Katherine
McNamara-both of whom are featured in this issue of Permafrost-seem equally promising, if less known.
I especially liked the seven poems by Ethna McKiernan,
whose work I'd not seen before. Like many of the other
poets in the collection, McKiernan examines not just her
Irish roots, but the complexities of human love and loyalty.
Her stance in these poems is always one of passionate
engagement: "I eat cantelope and words for breakfast,/And
on the bus I read again, this time/Weary novels in the sad
riders' eyes./Damn your definitions .... "
She pictures her grandmother in Ireland staring out to
sea before she left for America, in "Going Back": "How
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your skirt cut the wind in halfl" She muses, angrily in
''Biographical Notes,'' over herself: ·'Described once as the
mother of none ... ,'' then sorrows over a whole constellation
of people in "The Other Woman," including the married
lover of the central character, who "breaks his loneliness
inside you," and his wife, whose "children fan about
her/Like blue stones in a peacock's upraised tail."
McKiernan often presents situations that seem about to
change ("Verge" is a word that appears in two of the seven
poems) and this sense of movement is one of the strongest
appeals of her work. Another is her seeming inability for
self-absorption, even when she appears to be pondering
her own life. In each of these poems, her energy and compassionate wit combine to carry herself and her reader
toward simple, durable truths.
Also a poet of great vigor is Nuala Archer, whose five
poems open the book. Archer thrives on subjectivity, as in
"The Lost Glove is Happy." Here, a mother who describes
herself on the phone as: ''in the midst of desolation'' is joined by her daughter (the poet: "at the cliff-edge of/twentynine"), who flies to her parent from another state. The two
cheer themselves up by shopping: "and/for a few moments
we are relaxed, lost/and strangely happy,/ in the Lubbock
Mall, without/ labels, stripped to our bones.''
In the other poems, Archer's vigor is at times overpowered by undecipherable personal details, as in the
(nonetheless) beautiful "A Breaking," where nothing but
the mood of rebirth seems certain.
Margaret Blanchard's four narrative poems come next,
each telling the story of a nineteenth-century Irish woman
in the woman's own words. All four of these impressive
poems focus on loyalty, faith, and famine, drawing as well
on a visionary power that's exciting and original and
remarkably clear, but that never undercuts the uniqueness and humanity of the speakers.
If you've not yet read the work of Kathy Callaway or Tess
Gallagher, their eleven poems here will make a good introduction. Editor Monaghan has chosen work that
displays the range of each poet effectively. Each is gifted
with a strong mystical eye that shapes most of these eleven
(lovely!) poems, but I especially enjoyed the humor and
perhaps uncharacteristic, tongue-in-cheek irony of
Gallagher's "Conversation with a Fireman."
Renny Golden's strong-voiced, often revolutionary
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poems are marked by an equally strong streak of affection.
I found her personal poems, "Dinny Murphy" (for her
grandparents) and "Sheila, A Friend Distracted by
History" -("The song of the poor.lyou never tire of
it... ")-most moving.
Alaska resident Katherine McNamara's voice is equally
distinctive. There's a powerful stillness to her five poems
in Unlacing, a hypnotic stasis, an almost dream-like,
ritualistic mood of obsession and pattern that fixes her
often pain-filled images securely outside time, as in "The
Magic Drunk." Similarly, in "The Rower," the man "in his
spidery shell" of a boat: "moves through water/and air so
perfectly,/in such fine measure, that/his strokes are calm
breathing."
Mary Swander's mythic power is akin to McNamara's,
especially in the beautiful prose poem "Sea-Woman." Like
many of the other poets. she focuses powerfully on motherdaughter relationships.
Swander's Catholicism both
enriches and brings pain to her perceptions, as in the
deathbed vigil kept over her mother, in "Song": "And the
moon. rising over your bed, was a host./And your body was
eaten."
Nancy Sarah Schoellkopf brings a cheerful resolution of
family pain to the collection. Her love of food and gardens
helps achieve this end. The homey scene in "Life on the
Flood Plain" is irresistible. with its house: "Nestled in the
south elbow/of the levee ...• " where cats "lounge/on a
plastic table cloth" and "human babies/resolve to live
forever/on Mom's cookie dough/and duets Dad sings with
the dog."
Monaghan's own poems, several set in Ireland, are
among the collection's few pieces to make use of rhyme
and meter.
One, "West County," is a well-crafted
villanelle-giving a good sense of her skill. I especially enjoyed "One of Us is Missing.'' about a reunion of adult
sisters in which "we all recall/some toddler in diapers
adventuring down/the rollerskate sidewalk," but "no one
remembers either being lost or being/found." Like other
poems here, it celebrates the mysteries of human affection
beautifully.
In fact, an enjoyable feature of Unlacing is that its poems
seem to have been assembled with affection. We readers
are lucky that, in her third book. Monaghan once again
shares her enthusiasms with flair and style.
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traveling from her base in Homer, Alaska since 1976.

Debbie Friedman lives and works in Northampton,
Massachusetts. She has published in several literary
journals including Pacific Poetry and Fiction Review, Rhino,
Pudding Magazine, Pig Iron, Peregrine, and Home
Planet News.

Unda Gregg's most recent book, ALMA, was published

by Random House in 1985. She received a Whiting
Award the same year. She is now living in western
Massachusetts finishing her new book, provisionally entitled HER.

Sharon Haney lives near Delta Junction, Alaska. She is
co-author with R.S. Combe of Alaska on the Cover and is a
featured contributor to the Tides of Morning anthology
published by Vanessapress of Fairbanks.
andy Hardy has appeared in Permafrost before. She

received an Alaska State Council on the Arts Individual
Writing Fellowship in 1986 and is a graduate of the
University of Alaska-Fairbanks creative writing program.

Jana Harris has publishedfive books ofpoetry. including
Manhatten as a Second Language, and one novel, Alaska.
Her poetry has appeared in Ms., The Nation, The Ontario
Review, New Letters and other periodicals.
From
1980-86, she was director of the literary series of the
Manhatten Theatre Club, Writers in Performance.
Presently she lives on afarm in Sultan, Washington, and
teaches fiction at the University of Washington. Her
critical reviews appear in the Seattle Times. "Just a
Gtrl'' is from her manuscript in progress, Shipwrecked in

Useless Bay.

Jane Hixon is spending the summer at Dorland Mountain Colony. Her book, Pocket Dramas, was just published by Fireweed Press of Fairbanks. Her work has also appeared in South Carolina Review, Writer's Forum 7,
Porch, Alaska Bar Rag and others.
Mary Kancewick is an attorney and teaches political
science at the University of Alaska-Fairbanks. She has
appeared previously in Permafrost.
Natalie Kusz is a member of the graduate creative
writing program at the University of Alaska-Fairbanks.
F.R. Lewis writes in Albany, New York. Her short story
"Secrets" was awarded a PEN Syndicated Fiction prize
in 1986. Her story "Signs of Life" in this issue is herfirst
journal publication.

Lyn Lifshin is a well-known poet and editor. More than

70 of her her books and chapbooks have been published,
and she has edited a series of books of women's writing:
Tangled Vines from Beacon Press (1978), Ariadne's
Thread from Harper and Row (1982) and a book of
women's memoirs.

Nancy Lord, of Homer, won the Alaska State Council on
the Arts fiction contestjudged by Stanley Elkin with her
short story collection The Compass Inside Ourselves,

which was published by Fireweed Press of Fairbanks.

Katherine McNamara lives in Fairbanks. Her poetry has
most recently appeared in Unlacing, a collection the work

qf ten Irish-American women poets published by
Ftreweed Press in Fairbanks which is reviewed in this
issue.

Patricia Monaghan, is the author of The Book of Goddesses and Heroines. A founding member of Fireweed
Press in Fairbanks, she edited Hunger and Dreams, An
Alaskan Women's Anthology and, more recently, Unlacing, Ten Irish-American Women Poets. Her poems have
appeared in many publications.

Cheryl Morse moved to Alaskafrom the Midwest in 1974.
She is the editor and publisher of ORCA Press in Sitka.
She received an Individual Artist Fellowship from Alaska
State Council on the Arts this year and has appeared in
Kansas Quarterly, Alaska Quarterly Review, and the
tenth-anniversary issue of CALYX.
Judith Neeld has published in such journals as Poetry
Review, Crosscurrents, Poetry East, The Texas Review,
and The Southern Poetry Review. She has a collection,
Scripts for Life in Three Parts, and will have a chapbook
entitled Sea-Fire published by Adastra Press in the fall.
She edits the journal Stone Country. She lives on
Martha's Vineyard.

Sharon Negri lives in upstate New York and has had her
work published in several magazines including Rolling
Stone, The Midland Review, Dog River Review, Slipstream
and Planet Detroit. She is currently working on The
Dreams of Wild Dogs,a book of selected poems.
Sheila Nickerson of Juneau edits Alaska Fish and Game

magazine for the Alaska Department of Ftsh and Game.
This fall, Old Harbor Press of Sitka will publish her
newest book, A Feast of Animals: An Alaskan Bestiary,
which will include wood engravings by Dale DeArmond.
Photographer Amie Oliver is a student of photography at
Longwood College in Farmville, Virginia.

Karen Randlev is a doctoral student at the University of
California-Berkeley and teaches part time at Diablo
Valley College in Pleasant Hill. She lived in Alaskafor six
years and traveled as a member of the state council on
the arts' Poets-in-the-Schools Program. In 1981. she
received a Merit Awardfrom the artcouncilfor her poem,
"Old Woman and the Ice Cave," which was published in
the art council's anthology, Finding the Boundaries. She
was also included in the 1983 Hunger and Dreams, An
Alaskan Women's Anthology published by Fireweed

Press.

Mary Lou Sanelli's work has appeared in the Poetry Seattle, The Crab Creek Review, The King County Written Arts
and others. Lineage, a collection ofpoetry was published

in 1985 by Empty Bowl Press of Port Townsend,
Washington. She has also had work aired on National
Public Radio and was awarded an honorable mention in
the 1986 Billee Murray Denny Poetry Competition. She
Uves in Port Townsend, where she runs a dance studio,
teachingjazz and madern dance. Summers, she teaches
in southeast Alaska.

Linda Schandelmeier lives in Goldstream Valley near
Fairbanks. In 1985, she was awarded an Alaska State
Council on the Arts Individual Artist Fellowship. She has
poems forthcoming in Montana Review and The Northern
Review.

Cllarlotte Watson Sherman has had poetry published in

Obsidian, The Black Scholar, Gathering Ground: New
Writing and Art by Northwest Women of Color (an anthology). Backbone, and The Written ARTS. She has
workforthcoming in IKON, New Rain 7, Obsidian II. and
When I am an Old Woman I Shall Wear Purple. A

choreopoem, "Erzulie", will be produced by The
Women's Theatre Fall1987.

Peggy Shumaker teaches at Old Dominion University.
Her book, Esperanza's Hair, is part of the University of
Alabama Press Poetry Series.

Thanks
The editors of PERMAFROST wish to thank
several people for help in the production of this
special issue.
Thanks to the Associated
Students of the University of Alaska and the
Sun-Star newspaper for use of typesetting and
paste-up facilities. Special thanks to Natalie
Kusz and Jerah Chadwick for productioN. and
distribution help and to de facto co-editor Kathy
McGill for clerical support. Special thanks, also,
to photographer Amie Oliver, whose work is
featured in this "women writers" issue; she is
appreciated and acknowledged as being as
much an artist as the writers in this journal.
Lastly, a very special thanks to University of
Alaska-Fairbanks Chancellor Pat O'Rourke for
help in getting this women writers issue back
on track toward publication.
This issue of PERMAFROST was funded with a
grant from the Associated Students of the
University of Alaska.
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