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Editor's Note: 

Special thanks to all who entered our first chapbook contest. It was 
great to read so many good manuscripts, and we look forward to continuing 
the contest. 

For those readers who would like to read more on the subject of Fetal 
Alcohol Syndrome, I recommend a book coming out in 1993 by New Sage 
Press: When the Bough Breaks: The Legacy of Addiction, by Frances Payne 
Adler and Kira Corser. This is a well-researched, compassionate work of 
poetry and photography that explores the complex issues of victimization and 
responsibility women are struggling with in relation to this societal problem. 

As this double issue goes to press, I'd like to thank Sandra Boatwright, 
our faculty advisor, for her help in reorganizing our staff and publication 
procedures. Thanks also to David Howell, last year's editor, for selections he 
made which were held over for this issue. It has been a pleasure working with 
Karen Sylte and Kip Knott, who have shared the joys and headaches of editing 
and publishing a literary journal. I wish Kip success next year as editor. 

Special thanks to Vanessa deWolf for our cover drawing. 

Sandra Keith, editor 
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Peggy Shumaker 
Cuentista/Storyteller 

Through the holes in her lobes 
she slipped hoops of silver. 
Across her breasts, a mist 
of wood rose and moss. 
She ate skull-shaped 
breads spread over tended 
graves. Before 
the mirror, her mouth oh 
opened. Another face, 
not her own. Her lips 
an oval frame. 
She loved the face, though it came 
to take her life. 
The face opened 
another face! She loved 
this face, too, and the 
one, brown-eyed, 
inside its mouth. Each face 
held many stories. 
She knew them, the light 
and the heavy. All the wild coronas of damp curls, 
flaring. She understood 
why some people live their whole 
lives with their mouths 
shut. But she could not. 
She spoke their stories. 
It was not enough 
to keep the blood 
inside her body. 
Half her blood 
burned blue as the ancient 
stars. Half her 
blood stained the earth 
where the healing 
herbs flourish. 
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Once You Name It 
Once you name it grass, the new-mown 

aroma will see you through winter. 

Once you name it hard durum wheat, it will feed 
the world. 

Once you name it, you assume 
you can stop looking. Though snow 
shows only one facet 
of flake or storm or bank, powder 
one quality of the slope 
we're sliding down. 

Once you name it Mozart, you expect it 
to save you. 

Once you name it 
it's yours. You've claimed it. 
Now you must tend it, watch it 
grow into its name, then 
grow out of its name, come 
into its own. 

Once you name it home, it will live in you 
no matter where you live 
no matter how you live 
as long as you live. 

Once you name it enemy, you devote your life to it. 

Once you name it friend, it will forgive you. 

Once you name it love, you begin not to know. 

Name it blood, and you see how you're related. 
It thickens, rich pudding 
after death, afterbirth. 

Name it death and you step toward it, just 
as you did before it 
weighed down the tongue, 
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melted like a wafer 
or a mouth of snow. 

Once you name it birth, you breathe 
first breath 
and cry, cry 
for the world you've left, harder 
cry, for the world 
you've come to, wide 
awake, helpless, unclothed 
but for your cloak 
of blood, hungry 
to put it to your mouth, 
that whole world 
you've yet to name. 
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Winner of the 1992 Farthest North Fiction Contest 

Karen Sylte 

This is a Scream 
The smell of coffee laced with something alcoholic drifted down from where 

the adults sat watching the football game. Kim wrinkled her nose, concentrating 
on watching the game. The pep band blared "charge," and the cheerleaders 
tried to get a cheer going: "We've got spirit, yes we do. We've got spirit, how 
about you?" Watching the head cheerleader throw her hands up in despair at the 
lack of response from the fans, Kim pulled her black anorak more closely around 
her. She stared out over the field, not really seeing anything. 

Emmitt is the shortest football player on the Cedar City team. And the 
meanest. He plays on both the offensive and defensive lines, and he blocks by 
throwing himself at a larger player over and over. This is a scream. I mean, he 
has no technique, but it works for him. It drives his coaches crazy. I love to sit up 
here in the stands and watch my brother knock bigger guys down by just being 
crazier than they ever thought of being. Sometimes, before the team goes in at 
the half, Emmitt pulls off his helmet and looks up in the stands. He gives me that 
goofy grin he has, the one that pulls to the right. Uke mine. His red hair is 
standing out from his head and he looks pretty ugly, all dirt and sweat and 
freckles and crooked grin. Uke a football player should look. 

"Kimberly Larson! Hi!" a girl in a "Go panthers!" sweatshirt bounced over 
to Kimberly and sat down. "I didn't know you liked football!" 

"It's okay." Kim grimaced and scooted closer to the railing. 
"I mean I really can't believe it." The girl glanced over at her friends, who 

were watching. "I thought you were always at the bus station with those others." 
"I go lots of different places." 
"So are you going to join the pep squad, too?" There was a flurry of giggles 

from the three girls listening in. 
Kim stared at the girl talking to her, who had braces and was vaguely pear-

shaped. Kim wondered who had bullied her into coming over to have this 
conversation, and felt a little sorry for her. "Do you like being in the pep squad?" 
Kim asked. 

"I can't believe it, god, a black hole wants to be on the pep squad." The girl 
laughed squeakily and looked over at her friends again. 
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"Look, just stop, okay? I'm trying to watch-" 
"Do you have the hots for a jock, or what?" 
''I'm not ... why are you doing this?" Kim shook her head, and dug her 



fingernails into the worn wood of the bleachers. "I just came to see-" 
"See how nonnal people act?" 
Kim stood up fast, and the girl backed away. "Fuck off," Kim said. "Just 

fuck off." 

People like me are called black holes, because we wear a lot of black and 
we're supposed to be "deep." We get a lot of grief from the more fluffy sorts. 
But even my friends think I'm pretty weird because I come to the games. My 
crowd isn't into sports. We're sort of known as the artsy-fartsy types. Uke it's a 
sin to be multi-dimensionaL People are so stupid. And mean. People are mean. 
There isn't any point in explaining about Emmitt. Most people think older 
brothers are just a pain. They can't see Emmitt is different. 

After the game my mom will pick me up. Being fourteen is awful. I'm in 
high school but my mon has to drive me around. My friend Sky is sixteen, 
because she got left back twice, and she can drive her dad's Uncoln any time she 
wants. But she doesn't go to games or school plays or anything. She only goes 
to Denny's and drinks too much coffee and talks about cyberpunk novels and 
virtual reality and computer hacking. She's in a rut. So I have to catch a ride with 
my mom after games. Emmitt will be with his friends, and he'd invite me, only 
he knows I wouldn't go. Who wants to be a tag-a-long? 

"How was the game, honey? Did we win?" Mrs. Larson smiled brightly at 
her disheveled daughter as the girl slid into the passenger seat and slumped 
down. 

"We always win." 
"I think it's so nice that you're getting out more. It's good to expand your 

horizons." Mrs. Larson pulled out into traffic, ignoring the honking of the car 
she cut off. "I had so much fun at my high school games." 

"Did you?" 
"Sure did. I was in the pep club and we all sat in the same section and wore 

red and white sweaters. We knew aU the words to the cheers. We sat right next 
to the band. I had a crush on a drummer." Mrs. Larson glanced at her daughter. 
"I watched him more than the game." 

"Hmmmm." 
"Kim?" 
"What?" 
"Kim, are you happy?" 
"I guess." Kim looked out the window. 
"Your biology teacher called today. He says you aren't doing well." 
Kim rolled her eyes. "He's a creep. He cuts up little animals just to see what 

makes them tick. Uke that hasn't been done already, like it isn't in a thousand 
fucking books." 

"He told me students aren't required to dissect anything. There are plastic 
models for students who object to dissecting." 
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"He still does it. He's disgusting." 
"You haven't been going to your school counselor appointments, either." 
Kim sat up straight and glared at her mother. "What, now I'm a fruitcake? 

I'm going to perish if I don't get therapy every day?" 
"Once a week." 
'Tm fine. It isn't easy going to a new school, you know. I think I'm doing 

pretty fucking well, considering." 
Mrs. Larson took a deep breath. "I wish you wouldn't say that." 
"Say what?" 
"The 'F word. You know I don't like that kind of talk." 

Emmitt gets home after curfew and sneaks in my window because he lost 
his keys. He's always losing things. Uke me. He tries to get from the window to 
the floor without bumping the end of my bed, but I'm awake and I kick him in 
the butt just as he's got both feet on the floor. He grabs my ankle and makes like 
he's going to hold me upside down and shake me. Then he sits down on the 
edge of the bed. Squirt, he says, what are you doing still awake? I tell him Mom 
is being a pain, and my biology teacher is a squealing Nazi scientist pig. Emmitt 
asks for the real story, and I tell him, because I can tell Emmitt anything. I hate 
school here. I tell him. It isn't like eighth grade, where there was only sixty of us 
in two classrooms, and we were the oldest kids in the entire school, and knew 
everything, and were cool. And nobody said that if you were a certain way, you 
couldn't be another way, too. Uke Russ wore Doc Martins and was also on the 
football team, and a seventh grade cheerleader chopped up her hair with scissors 
so it would look like me and Sky's. But everybody in this school is knotted into 
their own little group, I tell him. Being a freshman is Hell. What if you don't fit 
into one group? What if you want to be multi-dimensional? Emmitt nods, and 
doesn't laugh or call me a dumb kid, which is why I love him. Go on, he says. So 
I blurt out that everyone at this school knows about our family, how screwed up 
Dad was, and how Mom had to get a restraining order to keep him away from 
us. I tell him it's partly school, but it's home, too. Everything is just Hell now. 

Fuck Dad, says Emmitt. Who needs him. You got me. Then I start crying 
and Emmitt just sits there and sort of holds my hand and pats it until I fall asleep. 

Well, football team gets creamed by St. Anthony's Eagles in the semi-finals, 
and Emmitt and me are bummed to not get to go to Seattle and play in the M 
championships. But that's life. I put a little into biology and am pulling a "C." I 
go to see my counselor, who wants to talk about my asshole dad every week. I 
go to this counselor for my mom, because Mom's okay. She's had to put up 
with a lot, and she still is pretty cool. 

Emmitt is wrestling now. This is a scream. He is a maniac at that, just like 
football. He looks like a crab, scrabbling around on all fours, his skin all red and 
shiny with salty sweat, grabbing for any part of the other guy available. Emmitt is 
short but pretty muscular, so he's strong enough to be good at this. But he kind 
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of needs a technique, I think. I tell him to try to do it like the other guys, learn 
fancy holds and all. But Emmitt. Emmitt. He calls it "wrasslin'," and loves to 
"w'up" guys with just his muscles, no brains. I think he'd bite the other guy, if it 
wouldn't get him kicked off the team. 

The only guy I like to watch besides Emmitt is Russ, who used to hang out 
with me and Sky and our friends at the bus station. I can't believe he's wrestling. 
And he cut off all his long hair. 

"Hi, Kimberly," Russ said, pulling off his head-gear. "How are you?" 
"Okay. You wrestle pretty well," Kim said, smiling tentatively. 
Russ shook his head. "I stink at it. But it's good exercise. How's biology?" 
"Lousy. How did you get out of it?" 
"I decided to take two years of chem instead." 
"I didn't know you could do that," Kim said. She tugged at her jacket. 
"Yeah, they don't broadcast it, but you can. So what brings you to wrestling 

practice?" 
Kim almost said "Emmitt." But she caught herself. "I just like it," she said 

awkwardly. 
Russ put a foot on the bleachers and leaned toward Kim. "You know, some 

of the guys won't even talk to me because they think I'm doing jock stuff." 
"That's stupid." 
"I think so, too. I still want to be friends with them, but it's hard." Russ ran a 

hand over his sweat-spiked, dark hair. 
Looking closely at him, Kim could see that he shaved. There was a trace of 

stubble on his chin, and along his jaw-line. The realization made her feel 
suddenly shy, and she couldn't think of anything to say. 

"Well," Russ said suddenly, "better get back to it before I get yelled at. It was 
nice to, you know, see you." 

"Bye," Kim said. Russ half-waved, then went back to his teammate/ 
opponent, who got him in a headlock and began spinning him around, until a 
coach yelled at thern. 

My dad comes to school. I cannot fucking believe he does this. He waits out 
by the buses and, when I walk towards the #8, I hear this, "Kim, honey. 
Kimberly." So I tum, and there's my dad. He looks like shit, in this cheap 
polyester suit, and he's got this big smile and he's standing there, waiting for me 
to run over to him, or something. I want to get on the bus and ignore him, but 
I'm scared he'll come over and pound on the windows and make a scene. 
Besides, what can he do with so many people around? So I walk over, real slow. 
And he has such nerve, my dad. 

"I've missed you," he says. Uke it's me who messed up and had to leave. 

"You're not supposed to come within one-hundred yards of me," Kim said. 
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"No, listen, honey. What I did, hitting Mommy, was bad. Really bad. I was 

under pressure at work. I felt trapped. I was unhappy. But I shouldn't have hit 
Mommy. And I never, ever meant to hit you like that. Honey, it was a reflex. It 
was involuntary." 

Kim began to feel sick to her stomach. 'Tm going to miss my bus." 
'Til give you a ride. Kimmy, you have to forgive me." Kim turned and ran 

for her bus, which was just pulling out. The bus driver stopped and opened the 
doors for her, but scowled as she climbed in. 

It makes me want to puke, that I almost felt sorry for him. How could I just 
forget that he busted my jaw? I had to go through eighth-grade graduation with it 
wired shut, and I had to drink milkshakes forever. Just forgive and forget. Right. 
But it's scary, I might have even gone with him, when he offered me a ride, but I 
saw Emmitt across the street. Emmitt, looking furious and thumbing me towards 
my bus, looking like, if he had a gun, he'd blow Dad to bits. So I got on the bus. 
Emmitt doesn't tell me what to do unless it's some serious shit, so I usually listen 
to him. I wish Emmitt rode the bus with me, but he has to go to practice, and 
then he's going to have driver's ed after. He gets busy doing Jots of cool things, 
but he always has time to hang out with me, too. 

Mrs. Larson was sitting at the kitchen table, bent over a stack of ripped-
open envelopes from credit card companies. Holding the checkbook open with 
her elbow, she wrote down numbers with one hand and punched numbers 
awkwardly into Kim's calculator with the other. Kim wanted to offer to help her 
mother, even just enter the figures for her, but she knew she wasn't supposed to 
know they didn't have much money. The phone rang suddenly, and Mrs. Larson 
jumped and lost her place in the checkbook calculations. Scowling, she grabbed 
the phone, took a breath and composed herself: "Hello?" she said softly. 

Kim came over and perched on the table's edge, close to her mother. She 
peered into her mother's purse for some gum, then reached in and felt around a 
bit. Nothing. Grimacing, she pulled the purse's jaws wide and stared in. 

There seemed to be some kind of foreign money lying loose, dropped into 
the purse. Kim pulled it out and examined it. Roughly dollar-bill size, the slips of 
paper were colorful. Kim looked closer. 

"They hung up!" Kim's mother put the receiver carefully back into its 
cradle. "I don't understand why people don't just say they've made a mistake. It's 
so rude to just say nothing." She turned to smile at her daughter. 

Food stamps. Kim saw that the colorful foreign money was food stamps, 
two worth ten dollars and two worth five. Kim Jet the crisp rectangles fall back 
into her mother's purse, and looked up. Her mother was staring at her. A 
thousand questions and defenses and reassurances flashed through Kim's mind. 
"I was looking for gum, " she said. Her mother opened her mouth a little, then 
looked at the purse. The phone rang again. They both reached for it, but Mrs. 
Larson got there first. 
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"Hello?" She said it as sweetly and as calmly as always, as if nothing were 

wrong, or ever could go wrong. But Kim could tell by the way her mother 
stiffened up suddenly that it was her father on the phone. 

"Mom?" 
"I don't want to talk to you," Mrs. Larson said into the phone. 
"Mom?" Kim watched her mother grope for the back of a chair to hang 

onto, and grip it hard. 
"I don't have anything to say to you," Mrs. Larson said. 
"Mom, just hang up!" 
"Please, I don't want to talk to you," Mrs. Larson repeated. 
Kim edged around her mother and stared up at her mom's face, at her eyes 

squeezed shut hard and the grim lines she was pulling around her mouth. 
"Hang up!" Kim spat. "Hang up the fucking phone!" Kim slammed her 

hand down on the reset button again and again, until the phone fell off the wall 
and dangled from the receiver in her mother's hand, bouncing crazily against her 
leg. Mrs. Larson's eyes flew open, and their blankness made Kim run out the 
back door. 

Sky and me went to Denny's and she actually asked me if my dad had tried 
to do me. Everyone is saying he did you in your own bed, she said, and your 
mom tried to stop him and he beat you both up. I think you should talk about it, 
she said. This is all right in the middle of a piece of apple pie ala mode, with 
people all over the restaurant. She's leaning towards me like a fucking therapist. 
I want to put the pie, the ice cream, the whole plate down her throat, but instead 
I tell her he didn't. 

Because he really didn't. He used to come in my room, when he was pretty 
drunk, and he'd sit by my bed and stroke my arm through the covers, or he'd 
touch my hair. I used to pretend I was asleep, never make a sound. It made me 
feel pretty weird. I mean, what was he doing that for? Sometimes his breathing 
would get all raggedy, too, and I would really get the creeps then. So I told my 
mom, one day. I told her Dad was coming in my room late at night and touching 
me. She never asked what kind of touching, she just ran in the living room and 
started hitting Dad and told him to get out, to never touch me again, and called 
him a drunk and a pervert and other stuff I can't exactly remember. And Dad 
was pretty loaded, and he belted her real good. If he ever hit her before that 
night, I never saw it. But he hit her three or four times, until she was on the 
floor. She wasn't trying to get up, but her legs were moving, like she was riding 
a bicycle really slow. I could hear her pantyhose rasping against the carpet. Then 
he kicked her leg a little, not really hard, but I ran in and hit him on the back and 
he turned around and just decked me. 

I didn't tell Sky all this, I only said he didn't do me. I told her he just hit me 
and that's all I remember. Which was pretty much a lie, because I remember his 
face just after he hit me. He looked real surprised. Uke he'd just walked in and 
found his family all beat up on the floor by someone else. 

Sky wanted to ask more questions, but I told her I couldn't talk about it, and 
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I looked very sad and stuff. 

Kim was looking through her mother's shoebox full of nail polish. Some of 
the bottles were so old the polish had solidified. The colors were mostly pearly 
pinks and corals. There were no shades Kim felt would suit her own tastes. Kim 
held up an almost-white bottle of polish, and stared into the opalescent liquid. 
"Mom?" 

"Yes?" Mrs. Larson looked up from her book. 
"Dad never touched me in a perverted way, "Kim said. 
"Kim, honey." Mrs. Larson set her book in her lap and twisted sideways to 

look at her daughter's face. "I know. You told me. That isn't why I made him 
leave. It's the drinking. I couldn't take the drinking anymore. And I just won't let 
a man hit me. Or you, especially not you." Mrs. Larson got up and came over 
and hugged her daughter, holding on to her for a long time. 

"I just wanted to make sure you knew," Kim said into her mother's shoul-
der. 

Emmitt didn't win any wrestling matches, but he says he had fun, anyway. 
The weather is getting warmer, and our favorite place to go after school is the 
graveyard. It sounds morbid, but it isn't. There's these beautiful trees there: big 
maples with branches that sweep down. And, later in the spring, there's a tree 
that has bunches of little flowers, like a lilac tree, but the flowers grow in a ball. 
We call it the snowball tree. We pick the snowballs and put them in old tin cans. 
We put the bouquets on graves that nobody visits. The little ones, the scruffy 
ones, the ones that are naked even on Memorial Day. We put flowers on the 
graves and we say the people's names: Alabaster McKinney. Charles Castaneda. 
Uncoln Brown. Old names, great-sounding names. My mom would have a cow 
if she knew I go to the cemetery. She hates it there. 

"So, Kim," said the school counselor, "have you seen your father since the 
incident?" 

"There's a restraining order." 
"Do you ever want to see him?" he asked softly. 
Kim picked up the counselor's paperweight and shook it, watching the little 

red hearts swirl around two bunnies who were hugging each other. You're no 
bunny til some bunny loves you. "Why would I?" 

"Do you want to talk about that?" 
"No." 
"Okay." The counselor wrote something down on his legal pad. "Let's talk 

about boys." 
"What about boys?" 
"Do you have a boyfriend?" 
"No." Kim squirmed in the too-soft, too-big Naugahyde chair. 
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"I wouldn't worry about that, lots of girls your age want to date different 

boys, test the waters, play the field." 
"Uh-huh." Kim looked out the window to see if Emmitt was throwing a 

football around with his friends in the field outside the office. 
"Do you have any friends who are boys?" 

Eating in the cafeteria is disgusting enough because of not knowing what 
table to sit at, and having to bring my lunch now. But today I saw Russ with 
Jennifer, that squeak from the pep squad who I hate. He was sitting at a table 
with her and three other really stupid girls, just leaning forward and talking to her 
like she was cool, or something. If she was even gorgeous I could sort of see it, 
but she's really average. I mean, more average than anybody. It made me so 
mad to see him act like that, like he belonged at that table. 

Luckily Emmitt came over and sat down and told me to quit staring. Emmitt 
says blink, why don't you, and I offer him my tuna sandwich which he takes to 
save for later. He looks at me and says Russ is just talking to her, is all. I tell him 
to mind his own business, but he says my business IS his business. It doesn't 
mean a thing, Emmitt says, and even if it did, all that would prove is that Russ 
had some kind of brain seizure that makes him like really gross girls. It isn't that I 
like him, I say, and Emmitt says he knows, he knows. Then I just have to get up 
and run out of the cafeteria, because I start to feel all blubbery inside. I just felt 
like I couldn't sit there another second, not even with Emmitt to help me. So, of 
course, some fucking busybody teacher must have called the school counselor or 
something, because I get called out of sixth period and sent to his office. 

"What were you doing in the cafeteria, Kim? Why did you get upset and run 
out? Are you feeling really bad about the divorce?" 

Kim tried to find answers to block all the questions, but all she could say was 
"Divorce?" 

"Your mother told me," the counselor said. "She filed the papers yesterday, 
and she was worried abut how you were going to take it." 

''I'm fine." Trying to sort through all this, Kim realized that the counselor 
thought she knew about the papers, that her mother had told her already. 

"She said you didn't react at all when she told you this morning. That 
worried her." 

''I'm fine." Kim didn't remember anything being said about divorce papers 
at breakfast. She bit her lip, trying to remember. 

"Kim, who were you talking to in the cafeteria? Mrs. Beattie said you were 
talking-" 

'To myself." Kim felt sweaty, and thought she might stick to the Naugahyde 
that surrounded her, stick and never be able to get up. 

"And why did you run out of the cafeteria?" the counselor pressed her, 
putting his big hands flat on his polished desk. 

Kim stared at his wrists, extending too far out of his blazer's sleeves. The 
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dark hair on his arms stood up around his watch band, casting a little shadow 
over it. "I just was in a hurry, I guess," she said. She saw that it was a gold watch 
with a moon on it. Her father didn't have much hair on his arms, and he wore a 
digital watch she'd given him for Christmas. Her father had a very expensive 
watch, a big, chunky gold one, nicer than the counselor's watch, she thought. 
He kept it in his sock drawer. Her father wore the cheaper watch just because 
she had given it to him. He had been wearing it by the buses that time. 

"Kim, why don't you talk to me? Why keep secrets? I know more than you 
give me credit for, anyway, just from observing you." 

Kim wanted to scream when he said that, to tell him he didn't know her at 
all. Only Emmitt knew her. Kim turned to the window, searching. There he was. 
He was rifling a football at a small, dangling branch of a tree, trying to knock it 
loose. "Emmitt," Kim whispered, seeing him wave at her from across the field. 

"Emmitt?" 

I am in deep shit. I mentioned Emmitt's name to the school counselor. It 
was a total accident. Of course the counselor asked my mother who Emmitt is. 
Of course my mom didn't know. If I would have kept my head, I might have 
been able to lie and make things okay again. But I just found out Mom is really 
filing for divorce. I mean she did it. She didn't just talk about it. I also found out 
I'm getting an "F' in biology. 5o I couldn't lie very well. So mom pretends 
everything is okay, and then after supper she up and asks who Emmitt is. I say 
just a guy. And she gets all worried because I'm not talking to her. Uke she's 
some fucking priest and this is confession time. Of course I get all hot, but I don't 
yell. And instead of yelling like usual, she gets all weepy-looking. And Emmitt 
can't stand it when Mom cries. I mean I can't. Then Mom remembers the name 
Emmitt from when I was little. You don't mean, she says, that Emmitt? Not your 
imaginary friend? So I lose it. 

"He's real," Kim shouted. "He's real, as real as me." 
Mrs. Larson stretched her hands out toward her daughter, as if she were far 

away. "Kim, honey, oh my god, it's okay, calm down." She tried to reach for the 
phone, paused then reached for her daughter again. "It's going to be okay, 
Kimmy. Please just settle down. We can talk-" 

Kim wrapped her arms tightly around herself and backed away, eyes wide. 
"Mom, Emmitt is ... I'm not ... crazy. I know." Kim backed into the front 
door. ''I'm not crazy." 

You have to know that I never lose it. I have excellent control. Emmitt and 
me both have terrific self-discipline. But I sort of lose it this time, and I start 
saying he's real, he's real. And Mom says Oh my god, honey, it's okay, calm 
down. She's making these little motions with her hands, like she's trying to push 
something down that's rising up in front of her, like cartoon bread dough gone 
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haywire. And I tum and run out of the house. It's late at night and I know it's 
going to make Mom freak out even worse if I run, but I do it anyway. I have to. 

"Kim! Kimmy, please come back," Mrs. Larson called down the street from 
her porch. She ran to the edge of the road and looked both ways, but her 
daughter was nowhere in sight. Neighboring porch lights lit the road for a short 
distance in both directions, then wooded lots bordered the road, their cedar 
branches overhanging the street. Leaving the front door open, Mrs. Larson 
jogged down the street. She slowed to a walk when she saw someone's draper-
ies move aside, and a blurred, inquisitive face peer out at her through a well-lit 
window. "Kim!" she hissed. Then she jogged again, running until the trees made 
it so dark she couldn't see anything. "Honey, please," Mrs. Larson said hoarsely. 
"It's going to be okay." 

I'm running down all these streets and I can feel the hardness of the 
concrete rattling the bones in my head when I clench my teeth. So I hang a right 
and take a soft dirt path through the woods. Then my brother comes jumping 
out of the woods and he runs with me. That's the thing about Emmitt, he knows 
when to talk and when to just be with you. So we run all the way to the cem-
etery, and then we slowdown and Emmitt throws his big, old arm around my 
shoulders and squeezes me. And we go over and sit on one of those cement 
monuments that look a little like a crypt from one of Lovecraft's stories. Emmitt 
says it's all right that I blew it. He says you got to do what you got to do to get 
through. I love Emmitt so much. I know you aren't really, exactly alive, I tell him. 
He spits on the ground and says real is pretty much relative. I ask him what our 
being related or not has to do with it, and he hits me. You know, he says, what 
I'm saying. And I do. I just got so I needed him to be more really alive than he 
can be. I ask him if I acted like a lunatic, going to football games and wrestling 
practice to make him more real for me. Who knew? Emmitt asks. He gets up 
and starts trying to do cartwheels, which is a scream, because he can never keep 
his legs and arms straight. He looks more like a flat tire than the wheel of a cart. 
Emmitt, I say, let's go look at that grave. 

So we walk over to this little, pink granite headstone with a lamb carved in 
it. I read the inscription out loud: "Baby Boy Pal." Emmitt says that the lamb 
looks like Walt Disney drew it. I saw this grave when I was five, I say, I just saw it 
during Grandma's funeral. You were born and died a year before I was born, 
and I thought it was awful that they never named you anything but Baby Boy. 
Mom said it was because your parents were probably hurting too much, and that 
naming you would have made loss too real for them. Dad said that Pal was a 
gypsy surname, he thought, and that it meant brother, or twin, or warrior, or 
something. But alii thought was you were real, and should have had a name. 
Maybe only for an hour, but you were actually real, Emmitt. So I adopted you, 
and I named you: Emmitt. Which could be the name of a football player, or a 
philosopher, or even both. It's a very multi-dimensional name. 

So then I look up from the grave and I don't see Emmitt. I get really scared 
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for a minute. I thought it was important to tell the truth out loud about Emmitt's 
not being real, because I don't want to be crazy and be hanging out with 
somebody unreal all the time. They lock you up for that shit. But I didn't want 
him to leave me, either. I mean, sometimes Emmitt is the only thing that gets me 
through. 

So I swing my head around looking for him. Emmitt, please, I say. It's going 
to be okay. I'm starting to feel panicky, but then I look hard and I can see him, 
making a goofy face and doing a handstand in the wet grass, so that all the 
things he's carrying in his pockets fall out on the grass. And Emmitt walks on his 
hands, teetering and waving his feet around. He walks as far as he can, and then 
he rests, and then he tries it again. 
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Gretel Young 

With Mai-li 
Mai-li plays violin music 
so that I can write, and she makes me eat 
seaweed and rice 
so I will have strength. 

I feel as if I am making thin marks on the world, 
like the white lightness of wax rain 
against the blue cloth of the batik 
by my husband's bedside. 

And Mai-li won't even let me wash the dishes. 
Instead she brings a blue pencil and some rice paper. 
I write lines about her 
with my elbows pressed 
into her table's silky veneer. 

When !look up from the paper, 
I see red rows of brick 
apartments with wet tile roofs, 
and feel filled with indelible grey rain. 

Once, when I drove Mai-li to Sears 
to buy an electric kettle, 
she said, "I will wait 
for you, before I use it." 
And then, though I'm married to a man, 
I felt lonely for a woman. 
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Palomitas de Maiz 

I want to tell you about love. I want to name it 
so you'll remember. But in these narrow streets, 
the three-wheeled street cleaner buzzes 
through rain like a thousand 
electrified mosquitoes over a swamp 
quilted with willow leaves. 

I want to say, "It is like the way you say 
popcorn in Spanish, 'palomitas de maiz,' 
little doves of com." 
When I feel! am drowning, 
I can only make comparisons. 

Sometimes it seems simple as light and water-
mirrors collected by finger-deep depressions 
in a farmer's field. 

Or fledgling geese 
flapping rain-soaked wings. 

They run and hop, 
run and hop, over winter wheat with webbed feet, 
almost-swans pushing their necks 
forward forcefully; their bodies sway and swing, 
but they end up like people-
too heavy to fly. 

But calling half-flights love 
is too easy. Maybe we are possums gorging 
and expanding, who never stop growing, 
enormous marsupials walking at night 
through wet entrails 
of sewer pipes that snake under cities 
and open onto ravines lined in slate. 



--------------------------------------* 

I used to skip pieces of slate 
over sheetrock-beds pressed full 
with water. Once, I saw an enormous possum 
nesting under a budding forsythia, waiting 
to emerge in search of food. I moved in close, 
but she knew I would walk away 
if she played dead. 
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The Divorce Quilt 
We spread beneath us blue and white, 
Pieced in octagonal flowers, like designs 
In old floor tiles. We love and fade 
Then wake to talk while tracing 
Cotton stitching and random spots 
That have begun to fray, whole going 
To piece again but in a natural decay 
Unlike the making. From woven bolts, 
The pieces, cut, were trimmed and designed 
To pass the evenings of many days. 
You don't ask. Yet I tell you why I made 
The quilt on which you rest. 
And as I talk I think of folds of cotton 
Aanneling the skin, of visitors 
Pulling down coverings from a storage shelf, 
Picnics that weren't but might have been, 
Children or masters by peasants in old movies 
Tossed high in the blanket game. 
And I remember the reveries I stitched in 
As the blue, hand-dyed, rubbed off indigo 
On my fingertips. I worked it 
Through the years. Less in summer, 
For the gloom swept out with spring. 
More in winter, as we fought the marriage. 
The earth moved out the farthest distance 
On its orbit ring, shortening days 
And the quilt, lengthening, brought knowledge 
Of what was ruined made clear between my hands. 
I snapped the last thread with my teeth, 
Packed some few scraps, and Penelope reversed, 
Finished my work and then was free. 
Still listening, you help me fold this quilt away. 



------------------------------------------* 
Winner of The Midnight Sun Poetry Contest for 1992 

Kip Knott 

Raven and Crow 

-for Gretel 

1. In Alaska 

A bruise darkens 
around my ring finger 
like a patch of snow 
beneath the shadow of a raven 

The moon bums 
its halo through 
clouds. Without light, 
a raven is invisible. 

A raven chisels 
through snow. 
A white band 
circles his neck. 

Snow echoes 
in the cold. Searing 
the black sky, auroras 
glint in a raven's eye. 

A raven argues 
with the wind. In the forest, 
a ring bums 
through snow. 
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2. Marriage 

That day we carved our names into the soft face 
of a sycamore, we thought we'd never die. 

Over the years the letters have stretched 
and opened like mouths trying to sing. 

3. In Ohio 

A crow picks at dried com grinning 
through husks. Though winter, 
there is no snow to bury my rings. 

I toss a rock into the pond. 
One crow becomes three, four, five, 
six crows in the spreading rings. 

Gray wreaths of chimneysmoke 
adorn a dead elm 
leaved with crows. 

I wander his field. It is seeded 
with rings of mica 
glittering like wings of crows. 

Crows roost in the abandoned church 
where we were married. Rusted 
in its cradle, the churchbell gapes, 
an open mouth that's forgotten how to !>ing. 



--------------------------------------* 

Jennifer Lange 

Christine, 

it is easy to write about bodies. 
Even the bible gives us a belly: a heap of wheat. 
We could follow that example. 
I could bless your eyelids into yellow jungle 
butterflies, searching for salts in the earth. 
Ribs are so easily fishes, cellos, or banisters, 
fingers, or tulip stems 
bent by the water in a glass. 
We can both do this. 
I can talk your wrists into planets. 
You could spin my veins into a ladder or incense. 
But I do not want my body made 
metaphors. I don't want to be cut and spread 
flat: a map of sea and roads. 
I do not even want to be savannah and rain forest. 
Neither do you. 
We like our familiar 
elbows, shoulders, and bellies. 
I have looked at women's bodies 
to love them, and have come to mine. 
I do not say: 
we are the same. Do not think it. 
We are not mirrors or witches, 
you and I. 
My only divination is that you love 
your body. I do not know how 
you have come to love it. 
Tell me that story, Christine. 
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St. Mary of Egypt Among Sinners 

You lie 
in my night bed 
exhaling the sweet 
sickening breath 
that pulls me 
to and fro, 
dreaming nightmares 
of that naked dance, 
as if my conversion 
were complete 
and I were not 
here lying too 



----------------------------------------* 

Ray Gonzalez 

Language of Love 

We hover above the bed 
like bees stunned 
at the death of flowers, 
broken wings chasing the sun 
to steal new color 
out of the light. 

We hang above the bed 
as if we just met, 
bend our wishes into 
the smoke of sex that 
drives insects away, 

even those that sting 
and sting like 
the wasp lost and fighting 
among the swarm of bees, 

the lone wasp buzzing 
to get closer to the ground, 
spin into our bodies 
like a drop of honey 
constructing our lips. 
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Genealogy 
What happened that summer is not a story. 

-Black Elk Spegks 

When my mother first felt memory 
elude her, its silken mantle 
flaring to fine white ash 
at a touch, she began to record 
her genealogy. 

I have her letters, the charts, 
and place names: Blue Stone Junction, 
Bristol, Tennessee; Stewartsville, 
Virginia; Lawrenceville, Pennsylvania; 
Brantford, Ontario; Calgary, Alberta-
a geography of gatherings . 
and losses. 

Relatives misremember 
which sycamore snapped, 
how many willows bent 
the year Dooley's Creek 
filled the hollows, 
recall instead how 
older girl cousins, stranded 
at Uncle William's farm, 
staged a mock wedding 
one afternoon. 

The bride wore a white crocheted 
cotton vanity scarf, the groom, 
a lavender lilac from Aunt Ida's 
garden. 

My mother played the wedding march 
on the dark upright in the hallway. 

By suppertime, the creek began 
to subside. We went out to the porch 



--------------------------------------* 

to see the pastures glisten 
like afterbirth in the new-made light. 
Then a slender thread sliced the throats 
of the Blue Ridge, and the bronzed soil 
glowed in the sunset. 

My father 
was one of the first 
she forgot. She no longer 
speaks my name. Instead, 
she touches my gold 
wedding band, smiles, 
and tries to pull it 
from my finger. 
If I handed it to her, 
she would swallow it 
like a child. 

Before speech, 
everything enters 
our mouths. We scale 
the world by rolling it 
on our tongues 
till we grow 
into the memories 
we tell to our children. 

That summer, the fields 
yielded their cache 
of clay and broken rocks; 
split apart by pressure 
from water and seed 
they exposed their histories. 

Perhaps whatever happens is never 
the story, but part 
of a legendless map 
whose unmarked roads end 
somewhere off the page. 
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Last Letter To My Father 

The summer you loved me 
you loved me in tongues. 
You loved me in the way 
of similar faces pressed 
too close together. In June 
you crowded against me with black 
and white photographs 
of lovers, of my mother, 
young, a laughing basenji 
at her feet, and me 
beginning inside. The ceiling 
fan groaned a slow 
tum, flies buzzed 
and dried in windowsill 
comers, and that night 
I dreamed your tongue a snail, 
a live snail, probing. 



--------------------------------------* 
Winner of the 1992 Northern Ughts Essay Contest 

Jennifer Brice 

Lullaby for Uoyd 
In my imagination, Faye Ahgnatook lurches slightly as she walks the one-

lane, windblown streets of Barrow, an Eskimo village on the Arctic coast of 
Alaska. Darkness and swirling snow swallow the plywood-and-tarpaper shacks 
that line the narrow streets. In my imagination, Faye is not alone. She carries 
her baby boy in the Inupiaq way, his body cocooned in the hood of her fur 
parka, his face framed by her wolf ruff. With Uoyd snuggled against her back, 
Faye sways down the streets. She doesn't know where she's going, only what 
she's looking for: a place to sleep, a hot meal, her next drink. 

My picture of Faye is drawn from newspaper articles beginning in 1971. 
They recount how, one night during the sub-Arctic spring, when the sun never 
rises above the horizon, Faye left a bar with a white soldier. Later, they must 
have argued. He shot her, then he left her to die. 

Uoyd's name is missing from articles about the murderer's arrest and trial. 
Did the men who pulled Faye's frozen body from the snowbank find the little boy 
cocooned in her hood? If he hadn't been with his mother the night she died, 
would he have grown up like a normal kid? The answer to both questions is 
"Probably not." Uoyd's life, like the lives of thousands of children born to 
alcoholic mothers, was wrecked from the inside out. Even if a drug existed to 
cure brain damage caused by drinking during pregnancy, no medicine-not even 
love-can heal the ache of a mother's rejection, neglect, and, in Uoyd's case, 
outright abuse. 

For the first few months after Faye's murder, social workers shuffled him 
between foster homes in Barrow and Fairbanks. A four-year-old ball of fury, 
Uoyd terrorized classmates at Head Start, a government-funded pre-school for 
kids from low-income families. His first complete sentence was "Fuck you." 

Uoyd Henry Ahgnatook is my brother. 
My parents adopted him in June, 1971, bringing the total number of kids in 

our family to five. Dad ran a fledgling construction company and Mom worked 
as health director for Head Start, which is how she found out about Uoyd. The 
Alaska Department of Health and Social Services was looking for a foster home 
with access to the pre-school, and ours fit the description. My parents adopted 
him shortly before the U.S. Supreme Court decided that Native children belong 
only in culturally appropriate-meaning same race-homes. 

At Uoyd's adoption hearing, the judge asked us kids if we wanted to say 
anything about our new brother. My brother and sisters looked at me, the eldest. 
I was eight, Sam seven, Hannah six, and Becky, the baby, only two. I swung my 
legs below the courtroom bench, squirmed self-consciously on the slippery wood, 
and forgot every word of my prepared speech. Uoyd picked his new name that 
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day: Ben Andrew Brice. 

For the first few months, we were enamored with our baby brother. He 
looked different from us: we were all legs, arms, freckles, and blue eyes. Ben was 
small for his age, encased in baby fat, brown-skinned, pink-cheeked, with thick 
black hair that rebelled against Mom's home haircuts. We older kids played with 
him like with a new doll; my baby sister toddled worshipfully behind him. Dimly 
aware of problems in his past, my parents put him on a regime of hugs and 
figure skating lessons as well as green vegetables and regular trips to the dentist. 
Ben seemed fine during the day. At bedtime, though, he'd cry for his mother 
until his eyes swelled shut and snot drenched the front of his flannel pajamas. 
The rest of us lay in bed listening to him sob. After a few hours, he'd climb out 
of bed, lift the toy box out of the comer, empty it onto his bunk, and, clutching 
Matchbox cars and Tonka trucks, Ben slept. 

For Christmas that first year, I asked Santa Claus for a Barbie beauty kit. 
Sam wanted a banana-seat bicycle, Hannah a horse, and Becky a Baby Dear. 
Ben wanted to be a cowboy. Mom bought him a Stetson, pointy-toed boots, a 
bandanna, and six-shooters. On Christmas morning, Dad photographed Ben in 
front of a tree: a bow-legged, brown skinned, Eskimo John Wayne. 

Buying Ben the cowboy outfit might have been a mistake. It didn't occur to 
my parents until years later that Ben might like costumes too much: he tended to 
identify with them. He and Becky started playing dress-up in the afternoons 
when the rest of us were in school. Becky wore Mom's lipstick and cast-off prom 
gowns from a Rorida cousin. Decked out in high heels and flesh-colored 
negligees from Grandma's trunk, Ben mimicked her. At the time, it seemed like 
normal brother-sister play. 

From the beginning, though, life with Ben was anything but normal. The 
first signs of just how different he was from the rest of us were small. 1V bored 
him; he couldn't see it. He didn't come when we called him for dinner; he 
couldn't hear us. At meals, he ate until Mom took his plate away; he'd never had 
enough. My parents took him to the pediatrician, who recommended specialists. 
It turned out that Ben was nearly blind, with a drifting eye too far gone to corral. 
Chronic infections had eroded his eardrums, and his teeth were rotten from a 
diet of candy bars, soda pop, and potato chips. What concerned the doctors 
even more was Ben's inability to use words, even lnupiaq ones, to describe how 
he felt. When he was happy, he kissed and cuddled; when he was angry, he 
lashed out with tears and fists. He lived in a haze of un-seeing, un-hearing, un-
speaking. Uttle wonder he felt frustrated. 

By the time Ben started elementary school, my parents suspected, but didn't 
know, that his deficiencies ran deeper, beyond the purely physical. A school 
psychologist diagnosed him as suffering fro Minimal Brain Dysfunction. Nothing 
too serious, it meant learning would probably be more difficult for him than for 
other kids his age. Next, when the behavior problems started, school counselors 
stuck him with a new label: Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder. Finally, 
after ten years on Ritalin, a drug that slowed his responses and stunted his 
growth, Ben was diagnosed with Fetal Alcohol Syndrome, which affects roughly 
twenty percent of children whose mothers drink heavily during pregnancy, and 
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Fetal Alcohol Effect, which plagues the remaining eighty percent. How much 
Faye Ahgnatook drank throughout her pregnancy did not necessarily determine 
whether her son was born with Fetal Alcohol Syndrome or Effect. What 
mattered was how much she drank before she kn~w she was pregnant, her 
genes, and, to a degree, her luck. A cynic might say Faye Ahgnatook was lucky 
to have a kid who suffered only from Fetal Alcohol Effect. 

Children with Fetal Alcohol Syndrome tend to be severely malformed and 
profoundly retarded, registering IQs between 40 and 60. In most cases, they live 
out their short lives in mental institutions. Kids with Fetal Alcohol Effect usually 
end up in different institutions. Uke Ben, during their early years, they suffer 
from language deficits, poor social skills, and hyperactivity. Uke Ben, their 
symptoms as adolescents range from below-average intelligence to low self-
esteem to violent behavior. Depression, broken relationships, alcohol and drug 
abuse mar their adulthood. Like Ben, they slide between minimum-wage jobs 
and rescue missions, between detox units and jail. Victims of Fetal Alcohol Effect 
don't live: they survive. 

If my family had known twenty years ago what we know now about Ben's 
disease, growing up with him might have been easier. Instead, his anti-social 
behaviors always preceded the research by four or five years. It is now widely 
accepted that alcoholic mothers such as Faye abandon their babies emotionally 
from the time of conception. Uke Ben, children who have been abandoned by 
their mothers typically grow up to be sociopaths, their fear of further abandon-
ment driving them to sever bonds, often violently, before they have a chance to 
form. Their problems defy eighties-style psycho-jargon. Unconditional love, 
nurturing, empowerment-my parents thought these gifts could fill the gap left 
by Ben's mother. They were wrong. They now accept that it's possible to 
change the environment for a kid such as Ben, but not to change his life. 

Approaching adolescence, Ben acted out more and more. The Baptist 
family next door quit speaking to us after he begged their five-year-old daughter 
to have sex with him. On car rides and camping trips, he played our teen-aged 
emotions like a five-piece jazz band. My weak spot was my looks-no surprise 
considering I became endowed with braces, glasses, and acne all in the same 
month. Ben would sit next to me on the back seat of the station wagon, inching 
closer and closer until his grubby thigh stuck to mine like Saran Wrap. Then he'd 
chant under his breath, "Jennifer is ugly. Jennifer is ugly." One night, at the tail-
end of a particularly excruciating family vacation, I lost control and slammed his 
head into a hotel room wall over and over until he passed out. Mom and Dad 
quit leaving the house at night, even to watch a movie: they were afraid one of 
us kids would kill Ben while they were gone. Not that they didn't understand how 
we felt. I mean, I remember the time he used a magnifying glass and the winter 
sun to bum a hole in Mom's brand-new sofa set. 

In the long run, Ben didn't need any help with mutilating himself. Swim-
ming in a gravel pit one summer day. he nearly cut off his left foot when he 
stepped on a piece of glass. That same year, he teased the babysitter's German 
shepherd until the dog turned on him and mauled his face, requiring 80 stitches. 
It was like Ben's body acted sometimes before his brain thought. 
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When he was nine or ten, he nearly killed himself by accident on a family 

trip to Georgia. One minute he was playing alone at the end of a dock; the next, 
his otter-brown head was bobbing down the muddy Savannah River. Without 
hesitating, Dad tossed his watch on the dock, kicked off his shoes, and dove in. 
Five minutes later, Ben sat on the bumper of the car, soaked, shocked and-for 
once-subdued. He looked so small and scared, I pulled him onto my lap and 
rocked him like a baby. Of all my memories of Ben, that one stands out the 
most. Not because I came closest to loving him at the moment, which I did. But 
because, the moment I saw his head drifting downstream, I thought, in a 
horrifying detached way, "Now we'll be a normal family again." I rocked him 
then, and cried because I was a strong swimmer and I saw him first. I could have 
jumped in the river, but I didn't. 

By the time Ben turned 14, living in the same house with him was like 
listening to a stuck record 24 hours a day. He pilfered from stores when Mom 
took him shopping, beat up special ed kids at school, and conducted guerilla 
warfare at the dinner table. Our family disintegrated into warring factions: Ben 
and my parents against the rest of us kids. Desperate, Mom telephoned the 
commissioner of the Department of Health and Social Services. She told the 
commissioner if the state couldn't help with Ben, she and my father would I have 
to give him back. A few days later, the commissioner called back. She said if my 
parents could find an appropriate facility for Ben, the state would pay. 

A year later, I drove up to Spokane, Washington, during spring break form 
college to visit Ben. He was attending Excelsior, a school that teaches basic 
skills, such as getting a job and cleaning an apartment, to emotionally disturbed 
teenagers. Tuition at Excelsior cost $30,000 a year, far more than my parents 
could afford. In exchange for paying, the State of Alaska required my parents 
temporarily to give up custody of Ben. When !learned that, technically at least, 
he was no longer my brother, I felt the familiar mixture of guilt and relief that, 
since the afternoon by the Savannah River, I always associated with Ben. 

In the Fairbanks public schools, he'd always been less smart and less 
popular than the other students. At Excelsior, his classmates were prostitutes and 
pushers. There, for the first time in Ben's life, he was a role model: the only one 
in his class who'd never spent time in jail. Someone took a picture of me and 
Ben, arm in arm, that afternoon in Spokane. Somewhere I still have it. At 
fifteen, he stood taller than me. He'd lost his baby fat and grown his hair out of 
Mom's crew cut. I looked at his picture and, for the first time, saw him as though 
he were a stranger. And I realized he was handsome. 

My family knew it was only a matter of time until Ben was expelled from 
Excelsior, the same way he'd been kicked out of Boy Scout camp, KO'd from 
the Five & Dime, suspended from high school. The principal, when he tele-
phoned, was sincerely apologetic, but said he just couldn't keep a kid who kept 
trying to bum down the dormitory. 

Ben flew home with a new interest. He wanted to know about his family 
and why they abandoned him. My parents had always been open about Ben's 
adoption, but they'd held off telling him how his mother had died. Now he 
wanted to know the details. And he wondered why the space on his birth 
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certificate for the father's name is blank. My parents didn't have the answers to 
all of his questions, but they knew where he could find most of them. That 
spring, a commuter airline offered free trips anywhere in the state to newly 
graduated high school students. Ben's old school issued him a diploma largely, I 
think, because the teachers were afraid of him. He exchanged a copy of the 
document for a ticket to Barrow. The day he left, Mom carefully wrote out his 
birth name, birthdate, and his mother's name on a piece of paper, which he 
tucked in his jeans pocket. 

In Barrow, Ben met a younger brother who had been adopted by relatives. 
The brother introduced him to a toothless and wrinkled lnupiaq woman who had 
taken care of them both as babies. The woman gave Ben a photo of three 
women sitting side by side on a bench, dressed in colorful cotton qaspeqs. The 
woman in the middle is Faye. The solemn-faced baby on her lap is Uoyd. 

Ben flew back to Fairbanks exhilarated about finding his brother, grieving 
for his mother, angry at the father who never acknowledged him, and more 
confused than ever about which world he belonged in. Was it the lnupiaq or the 
white one? Of course, these are my words for his feelings, not his. Like and 
eighteen-year-old man trapped in a five-year-old 's body, Ben never expressed his 
emotions; he just acted them out. After Barrow, he got fired from a succession 
of jobs-McDonald's, Burger King, Wendy's, Sizzler, and Pizza Hut-for 
laziness, rudeness, and stealing. One morning after he left for work, Mom lifted a 
sagging ceiling panel in his bedroom and found, along with the usual Hustler 
magazines, a box of burned-up matches. Pornography my parents could handle; 
pyromania they couldn't. They moved him into a rooming house. When he lost 
his latest job and couldn't pay the rent, they paid it for him. He went to a 
psychiatrist. My parents went to a psychiatrist. He wanted a snowmachine. He 
wanted a car. He wanted a girlfriend. 

Mom described Delilah as "jail bait." Ben was 22 and she was just 16, 
underweight and pale except for the skin on her neck, which was blotched with 
hickeys. Her overweight, pasty-skinned parents spent winters traveling in their 
Winnebago, watching cable lV, living off welfare checks a friend forwarded to 
post offices in the Lower 48. They took Ben with them in the fall of 1989. 

He called collect from a truck stop a week before Christmas. Delilah's 
parents had kicked him out of the Winnebago with no money, no clothes, 
nothing. He didn't know which side of the Mason-Dixon line he was on, let 
alone what state he was in. By that time, Mom had earned a master's degree in 
education and started her own business teaching people to be better parents. No 
way was she wiring him a plane ticket home. She and Dad told him to make his 
way north as well as he could, and to call collect every day. 

On Christmas Eve, Ben phoned from Seattle. He'd hitched rides with 
truckers all the way from South Carolina. Mom cracked. She gripped the phone 
with tears dripping down her face, sobbing, "I can't stand the idea of a child of 
mine spending Christmas on the streets of a strange city." Dad wired him $100 
for a hotel room and food. An hour later, Ben called again. This time, Dad wired 
him a plane ticket home. Early Christmas morning, Ben strutted off the plane at 
Fairbanks International Airport wearing a new leather jacket and Sony Walkman. 
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After we opened our stocking, he called Alaska Airlines to ask about his 
"missing" suitcase full of presents for the family. 

Twenty-four years old now, Faye Ahgnatook's son is still trapped in 
adolescence. In his mind, the line between right and wrong, good and evil, love 
and hate is blurred, distorted like the world he sees when he loses his glasses, 
which is often. He exists on the fringes of our family. Last New Year's Eve, at 
my sister Hannah's wedding, he skipped the receiving line and family pictures so 
he could get to the reception and start drinking early. Nine months ago, Mom 
was hooked up to life support machines in the intensive care unit of the hospital. 
Ben never called, never visited. 

Now that all five of us kids have moved away from home, Ben no longer 
pits us against our parents. Instead he plays Mom and Dad off each other. When 
government checks for Ben arrive at the house, Mom tucks them in a drawer, 
telling him to pick them up whenever he's willing to take her to the bank. too, 
and reimburse her for rent she's covered. So Ben calls Dad at the office and asks 
him to drop off the checks, which Dad does. The only cracks in their 30-year-old 
marriage have been caused by Ben. 

When they adopted him that summer day in 1971, they swore to raise him 
like one of their own children. 1ney've never given up on him, never stopped 
feeling responsible for his well-being, even though his miserable existence was 
programmed before birth. For my part, I used to feel anger toward Ben. After 
all, he stole what should have been a normal childhood from me. Now I feel 
nothing but occasional frustration and, sometimes, black humor. A few weeks 
ago, for instance, Mom pulled back the curtain in the downstairs bathroom and 
found a row of Corona bottles on the windowsill. She figured that Ben had been 
stashing them when he came for dinner, then stuffing them in his coat pockets 
just before he walked out the door. Ben and I are so disconnected, he doesn't 
even know where I live. And I don't know his phone number. Sometimes, when 
I imagine myself rocking my own baby in my arms, I think of holding Ben that 
day beside the Savannah River. And I feel nothing, not even guilt. Maybe I could 
have tried harder to save him. But I probably would have failed, and I might have 
drowned with him. 

Faye Ahgnatook's son is technically an adult now, old enough to drink, 
drive, and serve in the Army. He holds a high school diploma, but he can't 
multiply 9x6 or fill out a job application without help. He lives in a rooming 
house until he sets fire to it, holds a job until he gets demoted, works at a 
relationship until someone works back. Fine white lines crisscross the undersides 
of his wrists. The last time an emergency room doctor phoned my parents in the 
middle of the night, one of my sisters said she wished that Ben would cut a little 
deeper, like he really means it. Someday I'm sure he will. 
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Beth Simon 

Sap 
Good Friday, and the conifers were rich in resin. A cemetery near my house 
held a close of longleaf and spruce. 

Fat young girl, I slip out of school, go home, make myself clean. In the old 
man's raveling cardigan, I sneak out the back, past the crabapple and shed, 
through the rutty field and finally, sweaty, blown, to the graves. To the 
trees. I squat under a body of branches. 

Dim; cinnammmon and rot. Around the base, a rug of needles, and I lie 
down, face to them, smooth as rice. I roll to one side and clutch a low 
bough. I trace its silk across my cheek. Again, then again-then tum. 
I claw sap from the trunk of white pine. 
I press into its crevices and lick at that thick rill; jab it with my tongue, spit, 
and scrape pitch up on my teeth, and it is cold. Rank. 
Its bitterness shuts my jaws. My mouth swells with saliva. 

Vegetal, animate-a deep unfamiliar life-here is the heart. 
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Richard Kostelanetz 

Intelligence of Rhyming: Poems & Stories-IT 

A recurring, if not principal, truth in English poetry is 
the literary intelligence intrinsic in rhyming. 

playday midday waylay survey foray wordplay display 
pate atelier essay buffet parfait foreplay bouquet soothsay 
entryway matinee interplay gateway ricochet straightaway 
convey underway outweigh gourmet gangway crochet bobsleigh 
disarray fairway workaday sundae runway replay breakaway 
bidet downplay overstay penetrate magistrate concentrate infil-
trate arbitrate portrait gab cab jab lab nab blab scab 
dab stab tab prefab snatch hatch detach batch dispatch 
rematch scratch detach thatch mismatch tarantula phantasma-
goria insomnia hypochondria anglophobia purdah bacteria 
amphibia clepsydra rah-rah abrade afraid barricade blockade 
brigade cannonade der=grade fusillade grenade invade stockade 
tirade unpaid cad grad mad glad fad sad lad bad wag 
tag stag snag rag quag mag lag jag hag gag flag 
fag drag brag bag remunerate regenerate refrigerate reverber-
ate recuperate reiterate shack crack hack claque back stack 
lack knack rack black track enervate captivate excavate 
aggravate motivate renovate salivate activate declaim exclaim 
became inflame proclaim misname nickname overcame 
endgame postulant conversant flagellant mendicant disputant 
miscreant supplicant tintinnabulant excommunicate sychophant 
aunt detente debutante dilettante cam swam dam gram 
ham lamb clam ram slam pram yam tram sham jamb 
cram scram am exhorbitant irritant militant inhabitant hesi-
tant concomitant combatant ejaculate escalate expostulate 
emulate emasculate encapsulate extrapolate balm calm palm 
qualm imam embalm becalm psalm camp champ clamp 
cramp ranch blanch branch avalanche calculate crenellate 
congratulate collate correlate copulate capsulate coagulate cumu-
late slain stain strain sprain skein vein vain vane cane 
chain bane brain fane feign rain reign rein plain plane 
pane pain twain main mane crane sane lain lane deign 
drain cane chain gain grain train suffocate reciprocate 
predicate sophisticate masticate lubticate communicate imprecate 
fornicate equivocate duplicate adjudicate explicate dislocate 
deprecate domesticate conflate deflate sufflate orchestrate- wait 
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Jerah Chadwick 
Letter 

Today the geese have flown 
into my sleep. Half-awake 
I still hear them, passed 
overhead, braying faintly 
through the chilled air 
of this room where I've started 
the stove. Those birds 
pair for life. Remember 

the goose we saw circling 
its mate's scattered feathers 
by the lake? How we watched 
as it lifted the sky 
finally and flew? That sky 
is inside me now. 
It is alii have to say to you. 
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Miriam McCluney 
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Kudos 

We broke the monotony of summer, 
put our ears to satin rails to hear 
the rumble of the black giant. Like 
new-born gandy dancers, we'd waltz 
the ties then dare a slow-step balance, 
arms spread, sure as Icarus that we could fly 
when that second sun appeared, 
curving the granite hilL 

The engine's white steam 
warned us. One dare more--
to place a penny on the track 
then fly and tumble down the gravel bank, 
flatten ourselves and feel 
the mighty Cyclops roaring by. 
Our wings unmelted, 
it left us giggling to the sky. 

We found our flattened copper prizes, 
thin and gleaming in the August sun, 
their homily burned smooth. 



--------------------------------------* 

Ken Waldman 
Abstract of a Salmon Rsherman 
For ten seasons I've trolled, 
dark tails flapping 
as I drag and raise the dying 
heaviness. Exposed to the wet wind's 

chill, I often question 
the meaning of fishing. 
My back and shoulders ache 
even as I get paid. Arriving 

home, I hug you and kiss your forehead. 
You tell me salmon fishermen act 
as naturally as salmon. I take your hands 
and pretend we're swimming slowly 

upstream to our creekbed. You catch me 
by letting me be. 
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The Fatality of Ught 
Dying is the hard part-
the white sky that's too bright 
after you climb the high dive 
and stand there, ready, 
toes on the edge, alive 
to death's double somer-
sault: the midair straightening, 
the headfirst entry into water. 

Being dead is easy-
asleep within the liquid box 
a body peacefully sinks 
now knowing its twin, 
wings spread like a hawk's 
for the dying flight blind-
folded: shiny feathers burning, 
the sunlight on fire. 



-----------------------------------------* 

Madelyn Carnrud 
Aoating on Grace Lake 

On my back, 
gliding through water, 
I'm like silk pulling silk. 
My anns are wings spreading 
reflections of clouds 
until the sky clears. I imagine 

I'm playing softball 
with the Holmes team. 
The ball I hit 
makes no sound, it goes farther 
and farther, 
beyond the sky's blue leather. 
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Christina Pacosz 
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The Low-Rider, Trouble Machine 

That Detroit engine, a lethal rumble 
climbing the hill, 
a gangster carburetor without a heart. 
It is Hazel Motes, 
driving his resurrected rat-color car. 
It is fear, the mother of violence, 
acrid vinegar in the mouth, 
bright headlights cutting 
a swathe in the dark cloth 
of night. It is automobile, 
automatic, a lead sled, 
badly in need of a muffler 
and you are the girl, the flesh 
and blood hood ornament, 

--for Judith 

upper thighs gleaming in the flashbulb light, 
all tooth and scuttle 
cowering in the roar and glare 
of whatever it is 
that has arrived. 



-----------------------------------------* 

Tina Marie Conway 
Lightning 

"The first time I ran away," she says, "was during a storm. A strong wind 
pushed me against the trunk of an oak. I stayed there until my father came and 
pried me loose." 

Emily is my best friend. The only friend I've made since hitchhiking from 
Miami to Holly Hill. She has short, strawberry-blonde hair and freckles that seem 
to jump around her face as she talks. We have thrown towels over two lounge 
chairs and propped our feet on an old orange crate on the back porch of Emily's 
apartment. 

"In the flashes of lightning, he grew bigger and bigger. His hands were like 
a giant net. I was only five." 

A light drizzle falls. We can hear the low moan of thunder in the distance. I 
hand Emily the bottle of Tequila and a can of frozen lemon-lime juice. She pours 
a shot in her glass, stirs in a few tablespoons of the melting concentrate. There is 
a frown line across her forehead. I want to press my finger into the crease, ease 
the rippled skin, but I don't. 

"The second time," she says, "I was twenty-one." 

Emily takes my hand, brings it to her face . The skin on her cheek is 
smooth, cool like glass. She moves my hand across her sharp jaw, pointed chin, 
down her neck. I pull my hand away. 

I house sit and walk dogs for neighbors on vacation. If I'm not at the 
Decker's split-level on the edge of Crescent Lake, I'm watching the Butler's 
Pekingese, Smith, in their three-story colonial on Beach Avenue. Emily and I 
pretend the winged-back chairs and glimmering chandeliers are our own. I pull 
the cork from a bottle of Korbel and pour champagne into pink. long-stemmed 
crystal. 

"'Liz," she says, "You've got style." Emily lights a cigarette, flings the 
smoking match onto the table. 

Smith scratches at the front door. I look at the leash hanging on the 
doorknob. Emily pulls me next to her. The sofa is rough against the backs of my 
legs. We knock our glasses together in a toast. A splash of champagne hits my 
thigh. Emily reaches over, wipes it away with the sleeve of her shirt. 

At night we jackknife off diving boards at local apartment swimming pools. 
The water is warm, smells of chlorine, and stings our nostrils. I float on my back, 
arms and legs weightless, my hair spread like a web on the water. The moon 
and stars seem upside-Down. Emily jumps, lands flat on her belly. When she 
comes up for air, she squirts water through her round mouth. We hit a different 
pool every week. Lakeview Manor is our favorite so far. It's L-shaped, with red 
tile lining the steps. When we're alone, we switch off the overhead lights, pull 
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our suits off and swim, underwater, holding hands, to the shallow end. 

"I left him in a bar in Tequesta," I whisper. "I crawled out the bathroom 
window." 

Emily works at the Volusia County Public Ubrary. When I walk through the 
glass door, the librarian, Mrs. Winslow, purses her lips and rolls her eyes. Emily 
sits at a tiny desk in the lobby, reading. She looks up, mouths "Old bat." As she 
passes the front desk, Emily says "Lunch" in a loud voice. Mrs. Winslow shakes 
her head, clucks her tongue. 

We walk two blocks to the Sunrise Cafe, take a table by the window. 
"In elementary school," I say, "every morning before class I went to the 

library and shelved books." 
The waitress comes and Emily orders tuna salad. 
"The same," I say. 
"I loved Louisa May Alcott," I say. "And that nurse. What was her name?" 
"Sue Barton." 
I nod. 
When our food arrives, Emily unfolds her napkin, places it in her lap. "She's 

cute," she says, nodding to our waitress, whose hair is dark and hangs down her 
back, swinging as she walks. "My best friend in fifth grade, Gina Harper, French 
kissed me behind the Science portable during recess. I ran home and told my 
mother. You know what she said, she said she was once in love with her best 
girlfriend, too." 

Mrs. Butler hands me the key, says "Please don't get crumbs on the couch, 
dear. They stain the upholstery." 

Later that night, Emily sits eating coffee cake and smoking a Marlboro on 
the wine-colored sofa. I place an ashtray on the table and take a bite of her cake. 

"My virginity was wasted on a pimply seventeen-year-old band boy," I say. 
"His lips were constantly swollen from blowing the trumpet. " 

Emily laughs so hard food falls from her mouth. "I can't top that," she 
squeals. 

Emily and I hook fingers through the chain-link fence surrounding the 
Monterey Apartments pool. Two women hang their feet over the side, moon-
bathing. Both hold half-empty bottles of beer. The lights in the pool cut through 
the water like headlights. I remember the feel of warmth at the edge of the 
beams. One woman says, "I couldn't go through with it. When he took off his 
shirt, I choked. He had hair all over his shoulders and back." The other turns her 
face and spits into the water. 

I stand at the Butler's shell-shaped marble sink washing the blood from my 
underwear. "It happens every time," Emily says. 

I tell Emily my husband drove trucks for a citrus company. We lived in a 
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shack behind the groves. I left him standing by the bar, holding a shot of 
whiskey, his foot propped on the rail. I can still see his jeans turned up at the 
ankles, the point of his boot, a curl of hair on his forehead, the back of his fleshy 
arm, the curve of his fist moving toward my face, a flash of red before my eyes. 

"I never lost my virginity," she says. 

It's dark. As I walk Smith, I watch figures move in the lighted windows of 
houses. I stop at the comer and peer at a couple leaning against a table, 
hugging. He slides his hand up and down her back. She fingers his shirt buttons 
and pulls open the flimsy fabric. Their mouths open and close against each 
other. I see him outline her mouth with his tongue. Smith yaps and tugs on the 
leash just as the man reaches over, turns off the light. 

I hide between two shelves of books in the library. I'm in section F of the 
biographies-Franklin, Fromm, Frost, Frye. Over the books, I see Emily standing 
at the card catalog. She whispers to a big man with thick glasses. He leans close, 
looking over her shoulder into the open drawer. She says, "By author, title, and 
subject." Mrs. Winslow walks past me, pushing a book cart. She wears wrinkled 
stockings and white rubber-soled nursing shoes. I notice two books out of 
place-Farragut comes before Farrell-pull them off the shelf and replace them. 

Emily walks over to where I crouch. She takes my hands and urges me up. 
We go to a small room at the back of the library, close the door. Emily falls into 
a cushioned chair. She pushes her bangs off her forehead. I think of her hair 
splayed across a flowered pillowcase, my hand moving down her cheek, across 
her shoulder, over her arm, her breasts. 

Emily crosses her ankles and swims like a mermaid underwater. When she 
paddles by me, she stops, runs her fingers down my thighs and blows bubbles on 
my belly. I gather her hair in my hand and close the strands into a tight fist. 

While they're in the Bahamas, the Butler's Pekingese is killed. "I just let him 
out for a second. I couldn't find the leash," I tell Emily when I pick her up in a 
borrowed car. She slides over the seat, puts the shift in neutral. "I heard the tires 
screech, but it was too late. How will I tell them?" I cry. 

"Uz, Uz," Emily says. "It was an accident. They'll understand." She places 
her hand on the steering wheel and kisses my wet cheek and mouth. 

"When I was young," Emily says, "I caught fireflies and rubbed their shiny 
tails down my arms and across my face." 

I let my eyes follow the curl of her lips, follow her hand as she reaches up, 
runs a finger down the side of her face. 

"Uke Indian paint," she adds. 
We're sitting on the porch swing watching dots of light bounce on and off in 

the dark night. 
"We called them lightning bugs," I say. 
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Emily snaps at the air, but her hand is empty. "My brother and I sealed 

dozens in a jar and forgot to punch holes." She lights a cigarette and I, awk-
wardly, knowing it will bum, reach out to capture the glow. 
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Winner of the 1992 Permafrost Chapbook Contest 

Necessary Madness 

by 

Stacy Tuthill 
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Ulith 
Old men say a long-haired 
goddess prowls at night, 
her beauty a ripe berry; 
lust grows scarlet at the seed. 
In brittle bones, old men ache 
with passion. Their guilt bums 
with her imagined evil. 
They slander her and chain 
amulets around their necks 
to quiet orgasms of holy wrath. 

Some old men say Lilith, 
bruised from stoning, 
escaped to the wilderness, 
at the edge of the Red Sea. 
Others say her genitals are fire; 
she eats babies to feed the flame, 
and modem mothers, fearing scarlet 
in their daughters, hug infants close, 
rock them to sleep, chanting, 
·'Ulith-a-bye. Ulith-a-bye. " 

The same old men who would kill 
a man for raping a daughter 
go hot to cool beds imagining 
Ulith dancing naked in the desert 
beside a cow-dung fire, 

hips writhing, 
genitals flaming , 

mouth scarlet, 
her skin polished with palm oil, 
and sweat of passion 
glowing in blue shadows. 



-----------------------------------------* 

Ulith as Wind Goddess 
Sumer--4000 B.C. 

In another life, she was wind, 
the breath of gods. Thunder 
was her voice, lightning her tongue. 
In that dream time before time, 
she arose from waters of chaos, 
played games with cosmic oceans 
crashed waves against stone cliffs 
embracing the Mediterranean Sea, 
uprooted cedars of Lebanon, 
and with her fiery tongue, 
burned houses at the edge of Ur. 

On more dispassionate days, 
she wandered at play among plants 
beside the Euphrates, barely 
causing a ripple. She whispered 
through reeds of thin papyrus, 
fields of flowering lentil, 
scattered seeds of millet, 
pine, pomegranate, pistachio, 
gave buoyancy to swallows, 
and teased old men sitting 
cross-legged beside the stone 
wall carving woodwinds from 
algum and sweet sandalwood. 
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Hand of Inanna 
Rising sap of spring sends shudders 
through veins of all living things. 
Mother of Heaven calls her naditu* 
to close harvest accounts, rent new land, 
lend money for seeds of wheat and barley. 
Soaked by spring rains, earth quivers 
with stirrings of new life and old roots. 

It is then lnanna sends Lilith 
into houses where men sit at looms 
and into fields where they hoe 
barleycorn for wives, or stroll 
among stalls at the dty market. 

Her warm breath on mouths, necks, 
cheeks, stirs secret hungers. 
Men imagine her to be flesh, 
soft against hands and lips, 
a dreamed jewel they would die for 
with that same sweet ache in the groin. 
Men leave their looms and digging sticks, 
forget their missions at market, 
and entering the temple, stand naked 
before lnanna, fertile like dark loam. 

•Priestesses who conducted temple business. 

Note: In the goddess cultures of lnanna, 
Astarte, Asteroth, etc. , men who entered the 
temple had to shed their clothes in order to 
appear before the goddess. Lilith, the Hand 
of lnanna, was sent out to seduce men into 
coming to the temple for fertility rites. 



------------------------------------* 

From Clay Into Aesh 
When man arose, his female was affixed 
to his side, and the holy spirit in him 
spread to each side, thus perfecting Itself. 
Afterwards God sawed man in two and 
fashioned the female and brought her to him 
like a bride to the canopy. 

Ulith sees the flowers first, 
clumps of wild iris, their beards 

-Zohar Ill 19a 

draped over edges of purple blossoms, 
fennel's yellow bowls like buttercups, 
pale stems of flax tipped with blue. 
Fragrance of mint and lavender clear 
her head to intimations of ancient 
wisdom from a past life. Thoughts 
trapped in memory scatter like swallows 
arcing the sky beyond olive trees. 

She senses she was once a wind spirit, 
later the souls of swans and dolphins, 
then a goddess. Determined to make the best 
of this awkward birth, she examines her hands, 
thinking they might be useful tools, 
and on her arm, fingers the brown of clay. 
The animal grunts and snuffles at her side 
startle her. Exploring with curious hands, 
her fleshy burden, she touches muscles, 
hair, skin; her fingertips stroke navel, 

thighs, genitals-rudiments of a creature 
whose mind and speech is not yet formed. 
Creeping with him to the garden pool, 
she mirrors her face beside Adam's: 
one hirsute, cold, empty, the other luminous 
in white light, eyes brilliant as a spray 
of stars, and knows when God makes them two, 
they will be one again. She will take him 
as her lover, SHE in whose blood dances 
the mystic fire of unicorns. 
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Ulith in Paradise 
The ripest fruit was there for easy picking-
savory pear-shaped figs, succulent seeds 
of pomegranate, tart to the tongue, mulberries, 
melons, and manna from tamarisk, sweet 
and buttery when eaten with the rising sun. 
Her bed was a bower of leaves and meadow grass 
cushioned with fluffs of lamb's wool. 
She chose her own vine and fig tree, 
watched the lion and lamb lie together, 
but she wanted something more-
something to make with her hands, 
something to show for the visions 
streaking through her head at night. 

But there was Adam. How he vexed her 
with his slow indifference, scoffed 
at her ideas about weaving baskets 
to gather and store food, laughed 
at her proposals for making a better bed. 
In matters of sex, Adam claimed to be 
superior, always insisted on having her 
his way, always on top, always finished 
and snoring while she lay awake waiting 
for small epiphanies. She wanted answers, 
not innocence. They had been created equal, 
molded from the same lump of wormy clay; 
she wondered if she were not the better half. 

Note: According to the Zohar, Lilith was Adam's first 
wife. She refused to be submissive and ran away. 
God made Eve for Adam's helpmate. 



--------------------------------------* 

Adam's Choice 
Ulith lounges on a granite stone outside 

the Garden gate, her long red hair 
riding a reckless wind blowing 

out of Paradise. 
She watches Adam 

shuffle down the path 
trying to cover his ass 

with a wilted leaf. 
And Eve, cowering ten paces behind, 

crosses her brown hands 
over her genitals. 

Ulith gathers her long necklaces, 
holds them out like an offering. 

The jewels reflect fire 
from flaming swords held aloft 

by guards, mirroring 

Her pale face reflects the radiance, 
her almond eyes grow luminous 

crimson folds on her gown. 

beneath the storm clouds spreading 
like a pall over the Garden. 

Ulith believes when the storm settles 
she will be blamed 

for this small fiasco 
of historic proportions. 

She knows men can be tempted 
only when they want to be, 

and she sees the dangers 
of innocence in jungles. 

Turning her face East, 
she watches sweet fruit 

droop and shrivel on the Tree, 
Good and Evil confused forever, 

The flaming light revolves, 
and Ulith rises, hypnotized. 

and the contours of Paradise 
vaporize into dreams. 

Spreading her white wings, 
she catches the updraft, 

soars to the open sea. 
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Moving to music and rhythms of stars, 
she pulses to the impartial 

ebb and flow of tides. 
Swimming through bladders of kelp 

she takes to deep water 
feels the bum of stingrays, 

tests webs of deadly polyps, 
watches sea anemones sift plankton 

through plumes of poisoned stingers, 
hurling unsuspecting prey 

into their flowery mouths. 
She cavorts with ocean butterflies 

winged like water birds, 
casting carnivorous veils, 

prowling the slime of sea floors 
in search of prey. 

Leaving the jungle below, Ulith rises to light. 
Pale sun streams cathedral-like 

through ribbon-kelp, glinting 
on coral clusters in shallows. 

Leaving the rich nursery of the sea, 
she rests on the beach, 

waits for primal night, 
howls at the new moon, 

grieving that Adam's choice 
has cultivated the fertile 

seeds of sorrow. 



--------------------------------------* 

Lot's Daughter 
And Lot went up out of Zoar, and dwelt in the mountains, 
and his two daughters with him; for he feared to dwell in 
Zoar; and he dwelt in a cave, he and his two daughters. 

-Genesis 19:30 

At twilight, father sits at the cave's mouth, 
drinking wine brewed from wild berries. 
Then he comes trembling to me in the dark, 
where I lie curled on my grass bed, sleeping, 
his breath stale, his beard coarse against my cheek. 
His rough fingers uncurl me like a dying leaf, 
his palms spread my heels from each other. 
I am still a child, afraid to say no to my father. 

I hear the shrill calls of crickets, 
wind wailing at the cave's stone door, pain, 
and the slop of his body, heavy upon me. 
I imagine myself at home with mother 
where children dig holes under fig trees, 
girls clap and sing in a circle, 
bread rises fragrant in ovens, and women, 
gathering to talk and mend, share secrets. 

With the stink of his seed upon me, 
I creep outside, listen to the even 
rhythm of his snoring, and turning my face 
to stars, follow the full moon 
floating across heaven. Turtle doves 
mourn the night, and I grieve 
for the loss of my mother, unable 
to cry. There is only Sodom ahead 
and pillars of darkness behind me. 

Note: Genesis records that Lofs daughters got him drunk 
and seduced him so they could have children. 
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Abishag 
The girl was very beautiful. She became the king's 
attendant and served him, but the king did not 
know her sexually. 

-1 Kings 1:4 

At night the eunuchs led me 
to King David's bed to warm his blood 
when he complained of cold. 

He wrapped around me like a wilted leaf, 
his thorny fingers resting on my side. 
He had no seed for he was withered, old. 

My sleepless eyes burned holes 
into the dark. Thinking of escape, 
I listened to the even rise and fall 
of breath, his wheezing low and deep. 

I saw nothing of heroic deeds, 
the rise and fall of warrior kings, 
only a dying man with stench of musk, 
turning at the edge of sleep. 



--------------------------------------* 

Sheba 

She came bearing gifts for Solomon. 
Her camel train padded across miles 
of sand and scrub bush; the goatskin 
packs bulged with sweet cinnamon, 
nutmeg, talents of polished gold, 
amber, malachite. She came, 
her ebony cheeks draped with rows 
of precious jewels, her neck ringed 
with chains and amulets, her dove's 
eyes ripe with questions to tempt him. 

When Solomon saw her and she told him 
what was in her heart, he lost reason, 
gave her all that she desired, 
lying at night with his head between 
her breasts, her body an open lily 
blossoming in the full of its time. 
Solomon's eyes mirrored woman's divine 
nature. Returning home, her eyes 
carried Solomon's wisdom, her body 
a new line of desert kings. 

Note: Haile Selassie claimed "divine right" to the throne of Ethiopia 
as a direct descendent of the union between King Solomon 
and the Queen of Sheba. 
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A Mother's Lament 

Where is my son Sisera, the general, 
his iron chariots, his gold-hilted sword 
sheathed in leather and jewels? 
Where is the hawk-eyed general, 
face hardened by wars, the child's 
face I still remember soft as a Iamb's, 
a brown-eyed boy tom from my flesh 
who lay at my breast sipping milk, 
small hands clasping mine until his father 
wrenched him away for lessons at war. 

I call through my latticed window, 
where is my son Sisera? Why has he not 
come home with battle's spoils, the usual 
woman or two to serve in my house, 
dyed cloth, embroidery, gold earrings, 
carved vessels from foreign temples? 
I dreamed last night he was deceived, 
stung by a bee, impaled on the horns 
of a mountain goat; a strange woman 
served sweet curds, milk for his thirst. 
I saw his vacant eyes, glazed gems, 
staring into a tunnel of white light. 

Note: Deborah (Hebrew prophet whose name means "bee'") and 
Jael (housewife whose name means "mountain goat") were 
instrumental in winning a battle against the Medianites. Deborah 
drew General Sisera into a battle he could not win, and Jael invited 
him into her tent for rest, gave him milk and sweet curds, and 
drove a tent stake through his temple while he slept. (Judges 4 and 5) 



--------------------------------------* 

Vashti 
But Queen Vashti refused to come at the king's 
command conveyed by the eunuchs. At this the 
king was enraged 

-Esther I: 12 

Nobles drank flagons of wine for seven 
days, draining goblets of polished gold, 
their minds dull as slate, their bodies 
ripe with seasoned sweat. A silent mouse, 
I'd watched tnrough lattices the profane 
acts drunken men commit, lounging on silver 
couches and perfumed pillows stitched 
with anemone and lilies of the fields. 

I felt the unborn child lurch inside my womb 
when Xerxes sent his servants to summon me 
for display before their obscene stares. 
I left the ladies' banquet, my sandals whispering 
fear on mosaic floors of porphyry, marble, tile, 
and safe inside my room, dropped the latch, 
refusing to adorn my breasts with violet silks, 
plait jewels and ribbons in my hair, and stand 
before lords, to be studied like a vase or bowl, 
stirring wet fantasies for dry old men. 
The servants pounded at my bedroom door. 

Wind howls at edges of my exile, 
thorn trees, glorious in full bloom, 
stand guard as I deliver to the midwife 's hands 
a perfect child for Xerxes now lost to sin 
and frankincense. Seeing his pompous pride 
unmindful of his own, I eat without sacrament, 
blind to this sweet ripeness and the child's beauty; 
the king's rage displaces me like grains of sand. 
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Ruth 
Spread your wings over your servant, 
for you are a redeemer. 

-Ruth 3:9 

My eyes trace the crescent of a quarter moon. 
In blurred light, the cone of the millstone glows 
like a shrine to the goddess of my lost people. 
Mellow fragrance of harvest hovers in dry air 
as sweet as the moth-breath of chaff brushing 
my bare feet and ankles. I walk on tip-toe 
through chilled night to the tousled mound 
beside a mountain of threshed grain, bend 
in faint light to Boaz's face loose with sleep, 
his blanket scented with lanolin and woodsmoke. 

I lie trembling at his feet, listening to owls, 
fearing he will take my body without ecstasy, 
afraid to be a concubine or slave, afraid 
of bondage to a rich old man in a strange land. 
Then his promises to protect me, his gentle 
voice saying, "You are a woman of worth," 
are like sunlight on fields of ripe wheat. 
I lie wide-eyed until morning watching Venus 
framed by the curve of the waxing moon, thinking 
of red roses I will gather in my arms for Naomi. 



------------------------------------------* 

Rievaulx Abbey 
England-1145 AD 

It is a year of big snows and bitter cold, 
brittle enough to crack the tower bell 
and freeze the abbot's nose. After Compline, 
Brother Henry follows Brother Albert 
single-file up the long stone steps to bed, 
their chants still resounding in his head, 
satisfied he tries to lead the holiest of lives. 

It's after nine; the moon hides behind a cloud. 
In darkness he removes the black mantle 
that molds his shoulders masculine and wide, 
then the tunic of bleached Merino wool 
and curls between two sheepskins on his pile 
of straw, clasping his rosary over that tender 
vessel that might spill over while he sleeps. 

He knows these dreams are works of demon Ulith 
who mounts any man found sleeping on his back. 
She fills her womb with Ulims, invisible demons 
that go abroad causing men to sin. He's sure Brother 
Albert, snoring nearby, covers his vessel, too. 
Hadn't he whispered at Matins his fear of women 
who come to wet dreams on lonely nights? 
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Necessary Madness 
At the beginning of winter, 
a white Cadillac cruised, 
quiet as sails on a dark sea. 
A shadow leaped out, 
stifled my scream, 
arms a vise on my neck. 
Voices burned in my ears, 
like dry ice, 
like the sting of frost. 
My own words were stones 
flung back with a fist. 

Traffic roared continents away, 
branches scattered frozen 
veins across a hunter's moon. 
Distant light shadowed 
the rodent face above me. 
I rode with the beast of terror, 
longed for a knife in the throat, 
a bullet that solved everything. 

At dawn I was chained to a meter 
in an empty parking lot. 
Silence settled on concrete 
slowing time's ticking. 
Snow drifted, like white moths, 
melted against globes of lights, 
the death-face of office windows. 
Ponds of morning streaked a slate sky. 
Street lights died. Traffic groaned. 
Then a woman walking to work, 
reflected my horror in her eyes. 

Now I startle at a clock's alarm, 
tremble when I open a closet, 
listen before entering a room. 
My breath withers at doorbells; 
I want to be invisible. 

Sleep is a wasteland where memory 
plays back on screens of night. 



--------------------------------------* 

I'm afraid to be with men 
in empty rooms and elevators, 
afraid to go to work, 
afraid to ride the subway, 
afraid to tell anyone who might 
say it was my fault. 
I cry easily. 

Nothing much matters anymore, 
but when I hear men say, 
"What do women want, anyway?" 
I bum with necessary madness, 
in the most secret temple of soul. 

Uke Eurydice, I was ferried 
across that wide river 
with no Orpheus to speak for me. 
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Exiled in Chador 

The crowded airport is a babel 
of voices rises to vaulted ceilings, 
trussed steel beams above long halls 
lined by gift shops, bookstores, restaurants. 
At tables lethargic travelers sip coffee, 
share space and schedules, help each other 
watch flight numbers flipping down the boards. 

Two dark men in gray robes, embroidered caps, 
shield a hooded figure wearing black, 
a white cloth draped over the face, 
holes cut for eyes, hands gloved in summer heat. 
It might be a man-illegal alien traveling 
incognito, a terrorist hiding behind the veil-
or a wife, cloistered in black, exiled in chador. 

It is said that in some countries 
men are so bad they must hide their women. 



--------------------------------------* 

Our Lady of the Dark 
Einsiedeln, Switzerland 

Bells of the monastery peal through village 
streets below. The sun's angular rays illuminate 
the fountain's spray where Mary rides 
a crescent moon like the first dark goddess. 
Up two flights of stairs, behind two ancient doors, 
Our Lady of the Dark is balanced on a shelf of black 
marble, sheltered in a chapel in the great basilica, 
poised to prepare us for the healing light. 

Monks chant "Salve Regina" a capella to the Black 
Madonna every afternoon. Their faces radiant, 
no fear of evil drawn from their own dark wells 
or fountains flowing from currents underneath. 
Before them is Mother-God luminous in cloudbursts 
of flowering gold. Her· satin robes, crusts of silk 
embroidery, and royal scepter, veil her black beauty 
and her gift for changing midnight into day. 

Beyond the monk's adoration for the Divine Mother 
is knowing that light depends on dark for being, 
that within all darkness there is an easy glow, 
and within light, elucidation of the darkest pall, 
for as plants reach out for sun, their seeds 
begin new life in shade. Ancient legends say 
that one who lights a candle for a hated enemy 
at the Black Madonna's altar will be healed. 

Note: Black Madonnas are older than Christianity. They represent 
the balancing of the murky unconscious with the solid and secure 
conscious mind. They exist in many countries in the world today, 
for example, Bologna, Italy; the Cathedral of Charles, France; Our 
Lady of Guadelupe, Mexico; in Poland; and in some cities of the Far 
and Middle East. The Black Madonnas are not associated with race, 
but, rather, with the dark side of human nature which must be 
explored in order for people, especially women, to find spiritual 
wholeness. 
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Stacy Tuthill was awarded a fellowship for 
poetry by the Maryland State Arts Council for 
poems included in her recent book Pennyroyal, 
published by Scop Publication, Inc., November 
1991. She is the author of a chapbook of poetry, 
Postcards from Zambia, published by the 
National Educational Company, Ltd., Lusaka, 
Zambia, winner of a contest sponsored by the 
Ministry of Culture. After winning a PEN 
Syndicated Fiction Award in 1986 and a Works-
in-Progress Grant from the Maryland State Arts 
Council in 1987, she lived in Kenya for a year, 
where she wrote a manuscript of short stories 
based on her experience of East African cultures. 
Her poems and short stories have been published 
in anthologies and numerous literary magazines. 
She has read her poetry at USIS in Lusaka, 
Zambia, at the Folger Shakespeare Library's 
Midday Muse, at the Smithsonian, the Writer's 
Center in Bethesda, for local television, and other 
places in Maryland, Virginia, and Washington, D.C. 



--------------------------------------* 
Honorable Mention, The Price of Admission 

1992 Permafrost Chapbook Contest 

Val Gerstle 
I Haven't Seen Gene in Years What's He 
Up To Poor Gene 
Val working job as cashier 
long line waiting waiting watching Val 
Val looks up man in wool sweater lady with shopping cart 
food and babies 
Val fingers packages punches buttons 
then woman says so you're a Gerstle squinting eyes at Val's name tag 
yes says Val looks up woman middle-aged large vapid eyes big beige 
car coat buying Kotex Bic pens Wrigley's gum 
you're not any relation to Gene are you 
yes says Val thinking oh no yes he's my father 
you're kidding why whattaya know small world woman 
exclaims why Gene and 
Leonard that's my husband fraternity buddies yes you look like 
Gene I see definite resemblance I haven't seen Gene 
in years what's he up to poor Gene I heard 
he went off the deep end awhile back 
Val looks up line is not people frozen statues 
Val staples and restaples and restaples woman's bag 
best friends back in college woman is saying honey that's enough I think 
that'll hold that Gene was nice looking boy yes I can see 
definite resemblance thank you honey thank you 
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After Rorida 

Returning to Ohio, you couldn't wait 
for the cold 
of what you called a real 
winter, houses fringed in ice, 
water that changed to daggers in midair. 

You too have changed 
in ways impossible 
to define with the clutter of words, 
so when trying to explain, 
you go quiet as falling snow. 

Your friends have tired 
of your questions. They too questioned 
but have settled 
for the weekly communion 
of paycheck, once a year strapping themselves 
into stationwagons with kids and coolers 
of tin drinks, leaving 
for Mexico or anywhere 
with no snow. 

Before Ronda, you too hated the snow, 
that numbing blanket 
that blotted everything out. 
Terrified of your body 
or car slipping and breaking, 
you spent the winter inside the prison 
of your house 
like fine, unused china. 

Now you love the snow, 
the way it makes everything the same 
colorless color. 
The questions haven't stopped; 
rather they've gathered momentum 
like a car in a skid-
but you feel sure this will end: 
there 'll be a crash, 
then simply quiet. 



--------------------------------------* 
Honorable Mention, Songs for the Fisherwoman 

1992 Permafrost Chapbook Contest 

Kevin Griffith 

Songs of the Rsherwoman 

He left before the first son, 
the one that came blue and looking old. 
I placed the body in a cradle 
between two roots so large 
they had burst through the earth 
the way the backs of carp 
break the surface of a river. 
I wish I could bury his father there too. 

ii 

Today is measured by sheephead: 
one before noon, a bite later. 
By nightfall! have two. 
Their bodies move in the bucket slowly, 
dull silver, but alive. 
They borrow their beauty, 
the way the moon borrows the sun. 

iii 

I have no boat. I place my chair 
on the pier and let the waves 
sail to me. This land is its own giant raft 
moving slowly through the water. 

iv 

Fishing is a ceremony for the dead. 
Of all the things fishing is compared to, 
no one mentions judgment. 
Your reflection walks out of you 
and floats on its back only so long. 
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Everything you catch, even the most bloated catfish, 
must tear through your likeness. 

v 

People on the boats know me as Mary. 
I don't think I'll ever take a husband. 
The people float by saying "Mary," "Mary." 
I can't help but wonder if names are cruel. 

vi 

In the end I know I'll ask if it was worth it. 
I'll tum my back, my reflection rolling face down 
in the water. So many days and so many fish . 
If God is kind, you'll see an empty chair, 
an empty bucket, and a pole. Throw them in. 
The raft is yours to keep. 



--------------------------------------* 

Stillbirth 

You cradled the bcx:ly delicately, 
like a bunch of August flowers. 
You spoke to it quietly, 
as if the dead could understand a murmur. 

Sometimes happiness fills a belly. So delicately 
you run your hands over the pale flowers 
of your skin. But sorrow can work quietly, 
arriving in light without a murmur. 

Now you rest in bed for days, your head delicately 
propped against the pillow. The flowers 
of your silence have bloomed quietly 
into a meadow. The fan murmurs 

in the open window, delicately 
bending the tall grasses and flowers 
that keep distance between two people. Quietly 
I move from your room, the murmur 

of a conversation, a few words, delicately 
fading in my head. Outside, the white flowers 
of stars fall into place. Quietly. 
Not even a murmur. 

75 



*---------------------------------------

76 

Intercessions for the Laborers 

1. For the grave digger, who uncovers the milky quartz, 
keeps it to remind him of his wife. 

2. For the maker of glass eyes, who holds so much 
blindness in his hands. 

3 . For the steadiness of the ropewalker, who travels unafraid, 
until he drowns in a sea of wind. 

4 . For the seamstress, who works into the evening, 
until dreaming is nothing but sewing a dark suit. 

5. For the painter eating paint, the miner breathing 
coal, the fisherman feeling the tug of nightfall. 

6. For the taste of amber, of burnt umber. For the breath 
of fire. For the empty weight of stars. 



--------------------------------------* 

Joyce deVries Kehoe 

Moline, 1982 

Ilona's mother told everyone that it was Elvis' dying that caused Grandma 
Betty to act the way she did. 

"It was the death of Elvis that did it" was the exact thing her mother would 
tell visitors, and Grandma would softly moan "E'vis," lifting her feet slightly from 
their flappy old matted blue fur slippers. Her legs were the shape of rolling pins, 
with magenta-blue veins here and there in little clusters; a fairly huge woman, 
she would tell you that her legs were made for holding up the slender girl she 
once had been. Ilona was indeed often told that Grandma Betty had been a 
handsome woman; the pictures atop the piano were offered as evidence. 
Actually, Ilona was unable to tell whether Grandma had been beautiful or not; it 
is an oddity of old photographs that, no matter what age the people in them 
were, they still look .. . old. In the biggest picture, Grandma Betty wore a suit, 
red lipstick, and a great big smile. Ilona thought that the suit might be brown. 
Ilona's Grandpa was in the picture, too, but she never paid any attention to him, 
since he died before she was born. 

Grandma Betty's room used to be the attic, but her only son, Otis, Ilona's 
daddy, had put up particle board, knocked out the tiny window, and hung in the 
hole an old primer-painted air conditioner that dripped outside into the carport 
and inside onto Grandma Betty's old gold rug. The rug used to be part of the 
living room carpet, before Anetta, Ilona's mother, had replaced it with the new 
aqua shag. The air conditioner threw out a conical blast of moistly chilled air, 
which felt pretty good if you stood in its narrow path, but if you stepped out of 
that shield, you returned to the weighty heat that filled up the room through the 
warm months. 

Even so, Ilona liked to go up there sometimes-she and Grandma Betty 
would watch Grandma Betty's old eight-inch black and white lV that you could 
see all the tubes and wires of, since Otis had removed its workings from the 
original heavy, hollow-wood console. Also, when Grandma Betty was in a good 
mood, she would give Ilona a dollar or two, fishing the wrinkled bills out of her 
red oval plastic coin pouch with the white embossed picture of Elvis on the side, 
with the word "Graceland." Grandma Betty had never been to Graceland, even 
though Tennessee was only two states away from Illinois. She often told Ilona, "I 
axed Otis to take me to Graceland after E'vis died, but he never will," and then 
she would sigh and squint in the meager light coming through the gap between 
the air conditioner and the window sill. 

Pictures of Elvis in various outfits plastered Grandma Betty's wall. Ilona 
thought he was absolutely gross, with his wide, sequined belts and platter-sized 
belt buckles, his stomach sticking out only inches from the bottom of his gold 
chains. Ilona like better music, like the Sex Pistols and Clash and the Cramps. 
Groups like that never came to the Quad Cities, it seemed like, but sometimes 
she got to go to heavy metal concerts, or, rarely, punky bands from Chicago or 
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St. Louis. As she rode across the Mississippi River in the repainted cars of boys 
with hair longer than hers and black t-shirts decorated with the concert itineraries 
of the groups they'd seen the weeks before, she felt like this was as far away as 
she could get from the hot attic and her own room which, though decorated in 
rock group posters, was only an inch of wallboard away from her parents' room. 
When she listened to music on her cassette player, Otis would yell , "Tum down 
that cat screeching!" 

"It's Satan gives those boys those songs," Anetta would remark darkly, but 
when she found out some of the families from up the bluff let their children listen 
to that kind of music, she relented. 

Tonight Deathmarch, a punky group from Chicago, was opening for the 
heavy metal band that her date wanted to see. Her date was Art Downs, whose 
father had a Kentucky Fried Chicken franchise and Cadillac; Art had his own 
rebuilt GTO that's licence plate said "Illinois. Lando' Lincoln. GOAT 16." Now 
she heard him pull up in front of the house and lay on the hom, and she raced 
to the mirror to thicken her lashes with a bit more Midnight Blue mascara. She'd 
tried to do her eyes like Siouxsie from Siouxsie and the Banshees. "Where's my 
purse?" she said, scanning the cramped kitchen. 

"A gentleman would come to the door," Grandma Betty said, shifting one 
of her legs deliberately. 

Rolling her eyes, Ilona pulled her black Levi jacket a little tighter around her 
shoulders so Grandma Betty couldn't see she wasn't wearing a bra under her 
black sleeveless t-shirt. If she noticed, she'd tell Anetta to make Ilona go change, 
and they'd all get in a big fight. 

"Anetta," Grandma said. 
"What, Grandma?" Anetta said, not looking up from the kitchen counter, at 

which she was preparing pigs in blankets. 
"Don't you think that baw-ee should pick Ilona up at the door and come in 

to meet us?" 
"It's Art Downs, Grandma," Anetta said loudly, wrapping the sticky dough 

around a pink-and-white mottled pork sausage. "His daddy owns the Kentucky 
Fried." 

"I just don't know,"Grandma Betty said, averting her pale watery eyes from 
the pink glass fixture over the sink. 

"Bye, Mom. Bye, Grandma," Ilona said, pushing through the door. Even 
though it was just early April, it was warm out. Art's GTO sat bubbling and 
rumbling in front of the house; Ilona ran around and let herself in. "Hi, Art," she 
said. 

He nodded back at her. 
"Cool shirt," she said, and he turned to display more fully the skull with a 

lightning bolt through it. 
"Let's go," he said, pulling the car onto the rutted, potholed street. Ilona 

watched him as he drove. He pushed his carefully mussed, shoulder-length blond 
hair back behind his thin shoulders. Before he got bumped from the football 
team, he wore his hair like a jock, and some of the girls in school said they 
thought he ought to wear it that way still, but Ilona wished he 'd spike it or 
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something. Some of the girls even said that Art was ugly, but Ilona thought his 
kind of bad complexion and the scar on one cheek made him look cool, even 
with the metal haircut. They were leaving her neighborhood now; the houses 
were getting bigger and farther apart. 

"What time does the warm up band go on?" Ilona asked. 
"Eight," Art said, looking straight ahead. "Probably a bunch of punk shit. 

Want to get something to eat first?" 
"Okay," Ilona said. She was hoping some of her friends would see her with 

Art. To tell the truth, up until a year ago, Ilona was considered a goody-goody in 
the school; her mother always made her go the Sunday school at the Fire 
Baptized Holiness Church, and be in the choir. Even though Ilona kind of liked 
doing solos like the cow in "The Animals' Christmas," it was sort of embarrass-
ing. Until last summer, she had never even kissed a boy, even though plenty of 
the girls in the school went all the way; then, at church camp she let a boy from 
Pekin put his tongue in her mouth behind the mess hall. She didn 't mind that 
very much, and now she'd made out with six boys in her school and some of her 
friends were beginning to warn her about her reputation. But she didn't care. It 
was better than people thinking she was just a child that sang in the choir. 

As Art pulled the GTO into the parking lot of Dog 'n' Suds, Ilona saw 
Heather Rose and Dana Fortner sitting in Heather's dad's Buick; they glanced at 
Ilona without, of course, actually turning her way. Heather and Dana were social 
queens. Before she fell in love with Glen Acree, Heather used to go out with Art. 
Glen also took Art's spot on the football team, which is what caused Art to go 
heaV)' metal, according to the analysis of the girls in the locker room. 

The carhop appeared with a yellow pad. "A chili dog and a Big Red," said 
Art. "What do you want?" 

"A diet Pepsi," said Ilona. She didn't think she could eat, with Heather and 
Dana sitting right there. 

Art pushed open the door of the GTO. ''I'm going to take a whiz," he said, 
and Ilona watched him disappear around the side of Dog 'n' Suds. She saw 
Heather watching him, too, and then looking at her out of the Buick window. 
"Where's Art taking you?" Heather said, pushing at some of her thick, yellow, 
permed hair. 

"A show," Ilona said. Inside the Dog 'n' Suds, the carhop was slopping 
thick red-brown chili on Art's hot dog. 

"What show?" Heather said. 
"Thymus Sharks," Ilona said. "With Deathmarch opening. At the Locks 

Club." 
"Deathmarch, yuck," Heather said. "They suck." 
So do you, Heather, Ilona wanted to say. Instead she said, "Did you ever 

hear their music?" 
"No," said Heather. "But maybe I want to," and Dana snorted and propped 

her feet on the dashboard. 
"You wouldn't get their music," Ilona said. 
"Probably not. Because it sucks," Heather said. 
Ilona finally looked right at her. Heather was wearing a Guess jean jacket 
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and a low-cut, pink and yellow flowered blouse and more make-up than usual. 
"Where's your jock boyfriend?" Ilona said. 

"Gag," Dana said, and Heather gave Dana a look, then glared back at 
Ilona. "What's it to you, Mullen?" 

"Well, Heather, are you going to answer her?" Art said, still fiddling with the 
buttons on his fly. 

"Hiiii, Art," Dana said, smiling to show her multicolored braces. Dana was 
one of those girls that wasn't very good-looking, but dressed like she didn 't know 
it. 

Art leaned against the side of the Buick, polishing Heather's side-view 
mirror. "So? They start football practice early?" 

"Uke April?" Heather sneered. 
"They probably need to start then, with Acree." 
"Go away, Artie, " Heather said. The carhop brought Art's chili dog; it 

smelled like Kal-Kan. Ilona shoved the red and blue striped straw through the 
plastic lid of her diet Pepsi and balanced Art's chili dog on the dashboard. She 
didn't want to tum back towards the Buick. 

"Fuck off, Art," Heather was saying, and Art said, "Any time, Heather." 
They were saying some other stuff, too, but Ilona couldn't hear their conversa-
tion very well since Dana had put on a Cars tape while leaning forward to smirk 
at Ilona. Art bounded back around to the GTO door and climbed in. 

"Come here," he said to Ilona, and pulled her over the console. He pushed 
his face at her, scraping his front teeth against hers. It hurt, but she didn't pull 
away. From Heather's car, the music got louder. Art took his mouth off hers, but 
didn't move away; his eyes pointed right into Ilona's, in a way he didn't usually 
do. The whites of them were bluish that close up. Then he picked up his chili 
dog. Ilona heard the Buick start up and pull out of the parking lot. 

"I love you, Art, " she said, though she didn't think she did. 
"Tonight," he said, staring at her lap, and she drank some of her diet Pepsi. 

It fizzed up her nose, leaving a stinging sugariness. 

They got to the Locks Club during Deathmarch's first set. Watching the 
boys in the audience slam around the floor in undulating waves, Ilona kept 
wishing that if Art was really going to be her boyfriend he'd get his hair cut like 
the lead singer, who had one side shaved and the other side beveled into a long, 
perfect wedge dyed black/magenta. He wore a long, black sweater, and a gold 
cross punctured his earlobe; he clutched the microphone like Art had held her 
head in the car. Even though he was singing about death and starving babies, it 
seemed like he wasn't really thinking about the kind of important causes that 
civics and social studies teachers talked about, things that you were obligated to 
think about, solemnly, to keep ever close to your mind. No, it seemed like he 
was thinking of something else, something maybe both repellant and appealing. 

When Ilona looked away from the singer, Art was gone, swallowed up by 
the crowd. Plenty of punkers were at the Locks Club tonight, a lot more than the 
usual handful of locals who generally shunned the company of other clubgoers. 
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Ilona wished that more punk guys went to her school, and she thought that if 
she really did get to be Art's serious girlfriend that she would strongly suggest the 
new haircut. She wondered where in the Quad Cities one would go to get a 
haircut like that. 

Deathmarch started to play a slower song. The lead singer stuck the 
microphone back into the stand. 'Td rather be a fucking corpse than live in 
Indiana," he spat slowly, staring tiredly into the crowd with black-lined, sunken 
eyes; Ilona couldn't stop looking at him. He was really skinny, like a skeleton. "I 
wanna bum. Mayor Byrne's. Underwear," he sang, with only a monotonous 
drum accompaniment; he scratched at his arm vacantly and hitched up his black 
leather pants. Ilona thought they were probably expensive. She wondered if Art 
would ever wear black leather pants. 

"Hi, Ilona," said somebody behind her. It was Dana. "Surprise,·· she said. 
She smelled like beer. 

"Mmmm," Ilona said, turning back towards the stage. 
"Looks like you'll have to get a ride home." Dana grinned, showing the rear 

rubber bands of her braces and a representative sample of whatever she'd had at 
Dog ·n· Suds. 

Ilona followed Dana's gaze, and, of course, Art was slow dancing with 
Heather across the hall, as if the music were some geek like Barry Manilow 
singing a goopy love song. It seemed like they were arguing, but Art's hands 
were on the rear end of Heather's pink jeans. 

"I guess they'll be back together," Dana said. "I knew when she broke up 
with Glenn she'd go back after him." 

"I care," Ilona said. Even more people packed the Locks Club, now that it 
was almost time for Thymus Shark to come on; people elbowed and jostled her 
and someone spilled a beer on the floor. Nobody was dancing or paying much 
attention to the band except for the punk boys, who were nodding near the 
stage. She wondered, now that Dana had mentioned it, just how she was going 
to get home. Not with Dana, that was for sure. 

"They've been in love since third grade," said Dana. 
"Sick," Ilona said. 
"Of course, you wouldn't know, going to South Side Elementary instead of 

North Side," Dana said. "Heather's dad owns Rose Meats, so her dad and Art's 
dad are pretty good friends." 

''Uke I didn't know that, " Ilona said. For some reason she didn't walk away 
from Dana; this was the kind of conversation girls had in the school bathroom as 
they sprayed their hair and put on blue eye shadow while Ilona tried to 
nonchalantly work on her own hairdo without breathing their hair spray. 

"They still look pretty good together, even though Art has the gruesome 
hair," Dana was saying. 

"They look like twins," Ilona said. "Uke fucking twins." She walked away 
from Dana, through the crowd, like she was going to go up to Art, but then the 
Deathmarch singer said, "We'll be back soon," and the lights were on. 

When that happens, when the lights of a club come on, trash on the scuffed 
floorboards, people blinking and sweaty, tables sticky, full and ignored ashtrays 
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all around-it's not a good moment. Ilona thought that everybody there looked 
like they had a good buzz. She hadn't even got to smoke any dope, since Art 
ditched her so early. She spotted him in the comer sharing a folding chair with 
Heather, with her leg draped over his. Ilona kept her eyes pointed at him until 
he looked up. Then she smiled and gave him the finger. Before Heather could 
see her, Ilona had pushed back into the crowd of punk boys, up towards the 
empty stage, watching the punk boys talking in that sort of exhausted English 
accent way. 

When Deathmarch came back out and the lights dimmed, Ilona didn't leave 
the front, even though girls weren't supposed to slam. No slow songs now; the 
bass was murderous, guys bounced off each other, most ignoring her, some of 
them giving her looks, but she didn't care. Damn, she thought, why should the 
girls sit off on the side talking about their boyfriends leaving them, when you 
could be in this mass of people all going up and down and mobbing on each 
other with sweaty arms and clothes and grazing against each others' dog collars 
and spiked bracelets, everyone moving together, rising and falling, the grim-
faced boys swirling and flowing like some intelligible tide. Why was it a boy 
thing? It was intoxicating. She was sweating and she liked it. But soon, "Hey, 
careful, babe," a guy with a bandanna and a long brown ponytail was saying, 
and he pulled her out of the crowd, and she let him, even though she thought it 
was male chauvinistic. He steered her by the elbow around behind and below the 
stage. "You got to be careful, baby," he said. "Even in Chicago most girls don't 
slam." 

"Fuck that," Ilona said. 
He smiled. "Yeah," he said, smiling indulgently. "Come here, help me." He 

was doing something with the intricate bundles of wires that led to the stage. She 
couldn't really hear what he was saying to her. "You like Deathmarch?" he 
yelled in her ear. His cologne and sweat smelled like her dad after an Elks 
meeting. 

"Yeah, they're pretty good," she yelled back, close to his ear, but careful 
not to touch it. 

"You from Davenport?" he said, picking up a scuffed black guitar to plug it 
into yet another wire. "This is Ed's other one," he said, working busily, like her 
dad in his workshop. "When this number's over, Ed'll need this one." 

During the next two songs, Ilona sat on a scuffed black amp case, watching 
him feed instruments to the stage and busy himself with more wires and 
switches. 

"Are there any other roadies?'' Ilona asked, and he laughed. 
"''mit. With as shitty equipment as they have, it only takes me." 
The lights were on again, but behind stage it was still pretty dark. Then, 

down the three narrow steps, Deathmarch appeared. "Good crowd, for 1-oway," 
the lead singer was saying, and then, "Hel-lo, what have you got here, Ro-bair?" 

"1 found this slamming with the boys. What's your name, babe?'' 
"Ilona," she said, and the bass player snorted. 
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Ilona ran her fingers through her sweaty hair. The lead singer was looking 

at her with his racoon eyes. "I-lona from 1-oway, you want to come with us for 
awhile?" They were aU looking at her, and onstage the fat announcer was 
welcoming Thymus Shark and people howled and went "Ow!" and she said 
"Sure." 

You would have thought that a band like Deathmarch would stay at an 
expensive hotel, but they were at the Motel6 off the highway. The lead singer's 
name was Ed, and he and the roadie, Rob, were sharing a room. The other 
band members would be next door, but now they were stopping at Denny's. 
"You hungry, Ilona?" Rob said from the drtver's seat of the old, black van with 
shark skeletons painted on the side. 

"Are you?" Ilona said to him, and to Ed, with whom she was wedged in 
between the amps and guitar cases. 

"No, ·• said Ed. He was clenching his teeth, sweat on his forehead glistened 
in the yellow parking lot lights. He was squirmy. 

"I guess not, " said Rob, and he pulled the van across the parking lot in front 
of the Motel 6. 

"My leg's asleep," Dona said as Rob gallantly helped her out of the back. 
Holding the black, plastic key tag, he gestured with one big hand to the row of 
orange and green doors, saying, "Premium accommodations." 

Ed jerked the key out of Rob's hand, digging at the lock; he rushed in, and 
by the time Ilona and Rob entered, he was in the bathroom with the door shut. 
Rob said, "He can't load up in clubs in these little towns." He started bringing in 
duffel bags and boxes, and Dona wondered what she should do right that minute. 

The bathroom door swung open and Ed reappeared; his sweater was off 
and he wore a black sleeveless t-shirt a lot like Dona's. He tapped delicately at 
the end of a syringe, the needle of which bulged through the thin skin on the 
inside of his elbow. 

"Want some, Ilona? he said, showing the slightly blackened edged of his 
teeth. 

"No, thanks," she said, trying to sound polite. Rob put his arm around her 
and whispered, "Don't worry; he'll be fine now." She moved over to evade the 
pressure of Rob's arm, watching Ed as he somehow held onto both the syringe 
and a kind of rubber tube thing that was eating into the muscle into his arm in an 
uncomfortable looking way. The tube was kind of like part of the douche thing 
Anetta kept in the top drawer of the bathroom. Ed was breathing softly now. 
Sitting down in the orange and yellow flowered chair, he tapped the end of the 
needle one more time and withdrew it from the inside of his skinny arm, which 
was covered with a row of what looked like chicken pox scars. A little blood 
came out the end of the needle, and Ed tossed it onto the bed Rob had just sat 
down on. Rob picked it up and threw it into one of the black satchels. Ed 
grinned at Ilona again; his eyeliner was smudged. 

Now Rob said, "Com 'ere, Dona," and leaned back against the padded 
headboard. Dona lowered herself obediently beside him, and he pulled her over 
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with one hard arm. He flipped his shoulder-length ponytail back and said, "I 
didn't know they had babes like you in Davenport." 

''I'm really from Moline," Ilona said. Now he kind of smelled like oil. She 
looked back again at Ed, who was staring, utterly unblinking, at the heavily-
antlered deer in the large painting of a mountain scene that hung over the bed. 
He was still wearing his spiked dog collar bracelet and his cross earring; up this 
close, Ilona could see that a squirmy-looking Jesus was hanging on it. Ed moved 
his yellowy eyes her way. 

"You're so pretty, llona,"Rob was saying. He stroked her arm, and she 
stood up. She walked over to Ed. He smiled at her with this teeth, which were 
black around the edge. 

"What was that stuff you took?" she said to Ed. 
"Aw, I don't know," he said, smiling with his picket-fence teeth. He held out 

his arm, letting her examine· the line scars and red-black sores. Ilona reached 
down for his hand. ''I'll read your fortune, " she said, though she could do no 
such thing and thought people who said that were stupid. She felt the ends of his 
icy fingers and they fastened around her whole hand, like an octopus up from 
some ocean trench. 

"It doesn't say anything," Ed said, and as she sank onto his lap. she skidded 
along his pants, which she could now see were only leatherette. Ed gestured at 
the door with his head, and she could hear Rob standing up, muttering; the door 
slammed. The carpet was scratchy, like it had been shampooed and not rinsed. 
Ed's pupils, an inch from Ilona's, were the size of pinpricks. He felt like some 
papier mache puppet, hardly any weight at all. 

"Yeah, I'll take her home," Rob answered. He had changed into cut-off 
jeans and black cowboy boots right in front of Ilona. He didn't look at her as he 
opened the van door, and she scaled the tom-up black vinyl seat. 

"What time is it?" she whispered. 
"Fuck if I know," Rob said, putting an unfiltered cigarette between his 

chapped lips. Backlit by the orange Motel6 sign outside, little unidentified things 
floated around in the visible fluid of his lighter. "Where do you want me to take 
you?" 

"Home," she said. "Go back over the bridge, 1-74." 
"Illinois. I can't get away from little Illinois girls. " He started the van. 
"Are you from Illinois, too?" 
"No. Oregon." 
Ilona leaned back in her seat as he jerked the car out of the parking space. 

"How'd you get to be in Chicago?" 
Rob took the cigarette out of his mouth with his thumb and forefinger like a 

roach clip. "I moved to Chicago with a different band. A hippie band. Ain't 
much call for hippie bands anymore." 

"[thought you looked kind of like a hippie," Ilona said politely. 
"Yeah," Rob said, speeding up. They passed the Quad Cities Bank. and 

Ilona said, ·'Uh-oh. " Some bulbs were burned out. but she could see the sign 
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flash back and forth: n· 3:17 n· 3:17. 

Her street was way darker than she'd ever seen it before. "Slow down," 
she said. "Let me out on the comer here." 

''What's wrong?" he said. "Don't you think I should come in and meet your 
mama?" He stopped in front of the Van Hoomissen's house next door and 
leaned back in his seat. 

Ilona smiled at him. 'Thank you for bringing me home." 
He nodded. "Any time," he said. Then before she could open the door, he 

grabbed her upper arm. "Damn, you're pretty. I would have been really sweet to 
you." As he leaned closer, Ilona could see that he had deep creases on his 
forehead. "Hey," he said, "that wasn't your first time, was it?" 

She started to shake her head no, but her hair stuck to her neck and she 
said, "Yeah." 

"That damn Ed. Most hypes could care less about women. Go on." 
She hopped out of the black van and watched it move out of her neighbor-

hood; she hadn't realized before that the shark skeletons glowed in the dark. 

As Ilona made her way cautiously down the hall, Anetta said, "You were out 
pretty late last night." She was still wearing her seersucker housecoat and her 
hair curlers, so Ilona figured it must still be pretty early. But no: the digital 
starburst clock above the avocado stove said 11:38. 

"Yeah," said Ilona. "The concert went pretty late." 
"You oughta be wearin' more than that t-shirt," Anetta said. 
"It's too hot." 
"Well," Anetta said, and looked up the stairs. "Is Grandma Betty out of 

bed?" 
"I don't know," Ilona said. She sat down at the gold-flecked formica table 

and put two sugar cubes from the sugar bowl into her mouth. 
Anetta dropped the frying pan she was holding, and it clanged against the 

sink. "Oh, Lord," she said. 
"Is Daddy down at the plant already?" Ilona asked cautiously. 
"Yes, of course. He would be down there when his mother ... " 
Ilona scanned the room: something wasn't right. "What's wrong with 

Grandma Betty?" 
Anetta looked at her. "She went down to Rexalllast night, all by 

herself. "Anetta laughed a dry little laugh and started pulling out her curlers. "The 
store called. I didn't even know she was gone. She shoplifted a package of com 
plasters." 

Ilona almost smiled. 
Anetta blew breath out. "Otis had to go pick her up. She wouldn't even talk 

to him. She just went upstairs, and now he's off at work." She scrubbed and 
scrubbed at the frying pan with a Brillo pad. 

Ilona looked curiously up the stairs. 
Grandma was still in bed, in her pink Barbizon nightie. "Good morning, 

precious," she said. "How was your date last night?" 
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"Fine, Grandma,., Ilona said. 
Grandma didn't look up; she was perusing her TV Guide, holding it inches 

from her nose. "Ilona," she said, "tum on the lV." 
Ilona switched it on; a little white dot appeared and then a faint grey glow. 

Grandma pointed at the TV Guide with one plump forefinger. "This says Elvis is 
supposed to be on at three o'clock. " 

"Elvis is dead, Grandma," Ilona said, feeling mean. 
"I know that, Sweet," Grandma Betty said. "It's going to be a show about 

him. I'm not going down till! see it." 
They sat through Family Feud and then a program about ladies that killed 

their husbands after they got beat up. Ilona thought she might go get dressed, 
but instead she climbed onto the bed beside Grandma, stretching out her dirty 
legs on the old, faded pink satin comforter. 

At two o 'clock, Grandma Betty made a sudden move, as if someone had 
jerked her up with a string. "Here it is!" she said. "It's on!" 

The show was about old rock-and-roll, the history and all. Ilona knew that 
stuff pretty well, since she had studied rock 'n' roll the way teachers thought she 
should study Geography and Algebra. Now Buddy Holly was on, black glasses 
and his friendly face, plowing away at his old-fashioned guitar. Then an interview 
with Jerry Lee Lewis right after he got married to his thirteen-year-old cousin, 
Myra; Myra was wearing a sailor dress, chewing gum and smirking. Ilona moved 
back against the metal headboard, leaning on her grandmother's soft, fat arm. 
She was thinking about those spots on Ed's arm. But then Grandma sat bold 
upright and stared open-mouthed at the lV. Now the film was grainy and 
crummy-looking; from a moving camera, maybe one mounted on a vehicle, you 
could see a sign that said "Tupelo, Mississippi. " Then Elvis, at some country fair. 
Screaming girls in long, ugly skirts, tight sweaters and pointy glasses pulled at 
their ratted hair. The camera moved back to Elvis in a tacky, open-collared shirt, 
throwing his microphone around, using his hip bones to flip his guitar from side 
to side. His floppy thatches of hair were unappetizingly greasy. What a redneck, 
Ilona thought. He reminded her of the boys that would stand around back of 
Central Junior High, the one that was closed two years ago. Those boys were 
drop-outs, and they'd make remarks about passing girls while they worked on 
their flat-black painted cars. 

Now Elvis was singing "Mystery Train," and he wasn't even looking at all 
those screaming girls-his lidded eyes focused on some place farther away, like 
he could see that train moving away, moving far. Ilona heard a funny noise. 
"Train, train ... " Grandma was croaking; tears came from behind her glasses. 
Ilona put her arm around Grandma's shoulders and pulled her close. 

Grandma shook her head. "I was just young when I first saw E'vis," she 
said, wiping under one thick lens. "Your daddy was just born. Your Grandpa 
Chester and me was at the Illinois State Fair, and he wanted to go see E'vis, to 
make fun of 'im." 

"Grandpa Chester didn't like Elvis?" 
"No, he never did. But I did. I was holding your daddy in this big white and 

yellow blanket, at the back of this pen they'd roped off so the crowd wouldn't 
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spread into the pig judging, and I could just see E'vis. He looked a lot like on this 
1V show." Wiping the front of her glasses with one edge of the satin comforter, 
she said, "Chester and his friends kept laughing at E'vis, but pretty girls like these 
here were all screamin' at him. There was all these folding chairs set up, but 
nobody was sittin' in 'em, cause they were all squeezed up in the front rows. But 
I had to stay way in the back because Chester wouldn't hold the baby." She 
smiled now. "That E'vis was a dangerous, dangerous baw-ee." 

Ilona chewed at part of one of her fingernails that had broken straight down 
the middle. She looked back at the lV; in this scene, Elvis was older, with a 
black leather jacket and tight black leather pants. Real leather, it looked like. 
Together Ilona and Grandma peered into the grey screen, and Elvis lifted a 
section of his upper lip back at them, with great precision. 
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Knute Skinner 
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The Knocking 

I was doing the Half Butterfly when the knocking 
came at the door, 
polite at first, then persistent, 
the thrusting language of knuckles on wood. 

Later, after meditation, I looked out the window 
and became what I saw-
below, the white thorn petals 
which scattered on the green yard, 
above, one middy blouse of a cloud, 
bright white on an eye-blue sky. 

I have found no explanation for the urgent caller, 
no note on the door, no token, 
no follow-up phone call. 
Whoever walked the path in from the gate 
exists in his or her own time, not mine, 
and no theory of what I missed 
has eclipsed those affinities 
which made my day. 



-------------------------------------* 

Kyle Parker 

Picture Shop 

I pull the bus up to the white 
men's graves 

for the vacationers to take 
photographs 

of cracked sites, saged over 
limestones 

the Tutchone Indians 
separated 

from their own sacred 
spirit house 

tombs 
for purity. 

No one gets off the bus 
here. A sign says "Out of respect 
this is not a tourist attraction. " 

The smooth skinned mortician's wife wants to take 
another picture 

of the open gate, yards 
of yellow peaks, 

birch & aspen 
shadowed 

by gaunt black spruce, 
a lip of fireweed, 

machine cut scrub, 
hip high houses, 

one done in siding so 
light 

the baby opened 
its door to the wind. 

A man's voice says the child is visiting 
her father across the field . 

Sun plays 
low in Northway 

village & Mr. Quanah Sumpter 
tells me 

he is an Indian 
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from Sheboygan fish 
country. He can see 

what I as a guide could 
not or his fellow passengers 

could not ever 
as gypsies in a ouija 

world. 



------------------------------------* 

Ioanna-Veronika WaiWick 

Lot's Wife 

They took away my name 

no one knows if I was 
Naomi or Hannah 
Deborah Miriam or Leah 

that was the real punishment 

not the pillar of salt 
but black letters that caw like crows 
Lot's wife 

my name died with those 
not elected for mercy 
my name that soft wind 
a twig brushing the wrist 

we ran 
in fiery rain 
boulders shuddered and split 
through the drumroll of thunder 
the hiss of the burned river 
I thought I heard my name 
as though the whole city 
were calling me 
the last 
prayer of hands 
stretched out from the rubble 

a cry of bones 

we ran 
like animals in panic 
only I 
obeyed the human 
commandment 
only! 
turned around 
and saw 

the keepers of the story 
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took away my name 
so that I'd be 
nobody 
only a woman 
who once turned around 
rather than safely 
staring at her husband's back 

1 stand on a mountain 
above those who keep on 
without looking 
like good caterpillars 

I stand 
stone-blind 
but having seen 

my no-name rumbles 
through the cities of the plain 

through temples prophecies 
earrings dropped in haste 
on the bedside table 

my name collects shards 
of other unknown names 

my dissolved mouth 
seeks after the first vowel 

rounded like the doorway of home 



-----------------------------------------* 

What to Say to a Bear 
Do not run. Stand still 
and talk softly to the bear 

1. 

-What to Do If You Meet a Bear 
Canadian National Park Service 

Bear, you blackened into being, 
a mystery in my skull. 
The forest closes shadows, 
jealous of its own. 
I couldn't tum over rocks, 
or paw the ground 
with flint-like claws; 
it's difficult for a human 
to be beautiful-

2. 
Bear, you could make. these 
bones crack, mere 
flesh, mere sticks. 
How unhurried your tongue would be 
burrowing into places 
more secret than sex. 
When you rise, you look 
like a man-a wild man, 
our image of terror. 
We don't trust ourselves, 
our sleep is shallow, 
we dream of dancing 
dressed in bear skins-

Give me a sign 
the universe is kind, 
its paws and shaggy nights embrace 
my unjustifiable 
desire not to die-

3. 
I'd love to feel 
my fingers glide 
into your sleek fur, 
to stroke your stubborn 
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head and touch 
the rounded ears that hear 
a pebble budge, a twig bend. 

You graze on healing herbs, 
you climb into yourself 
for winter, 
into your bulk 
and hoarded warmth, 
your sleep deep as the earth. 
I am your sister, bear; 
I see another birth, I 
am licked with a honeyed tongue. 

4. 
Bear, black 
luxury of the earth, 
in truth I don't know 
what I'd say. 
If talking softly 
would be enough 
of an expiation. 

Us ten: 
a woodpecker starts. 
The sky flows 
in the beginning of my silence. 



------~------------------------------* 

Sara Darnell 
Room to Dance 
He dances 
like no other partner 
I've ever had. 
He teaches me to lead, 
as he pulls away. 
Pale cheeks flushing, 
his thin arms wave 
as he bounces 
in rhythm--
whirling on one foot--
a 360 degree tum: 
Tina Turner is all his own. 
When he was in my belly, 
we moved together, 
like two dancers 
who didn't know how to stop. 

At ten, 
sons don't let mothers 
kiss them goodbye, hold hands. 
At ten, sons style their hair, 
don't cry 
when the dog dies, 

Until later, in the night, 
he crawls in bed, curls close, 
arms, legs, bodies breathe together, 
like we used to, 
when we didn't know 
when to stop. 
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William Studebaker 
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Old Timers' Disease 
Having the house moved 
was too much for a woman 
set in her ways, 
and when Lynville 
turned the house around, 
Mina was misplaced. 

Anyway, that's what 
she blamed everything on: 
the lump on her head, 
putting guests up 
in the dining room, 
planting fern for a windbreak, 
going in the closet 
to take a bath. 

And when the front doorbell rang, 
she answered the back. 

And if the kids visited, 
she flustered. 
Ralph was the only one 
she could keep straight, 
and he had come breech. 

"Years and years 
in the same house. 
A woman needs a change," 
she had always said. 
So, that's what Lynville did. 

And when they passed 
in the hallway, she asked 
if he would be staying 
for dinner 
or if she could help him 
find the door. 



----------------------------------------* 

Scott Owens 
The Sky Keeps Back What the Earth Needs 

Six days in Columbia 
and thunder every night, 
but still very little rain. 

In the waiting room 
we named your grandson 
not yet born: 
Uriah, Eoghan, Forrest, Donovan. 
We covered fifty years 
of marriage, from Phoenix City 
to Bond Street. 
We counted pigeons 
on rooftops 
where they come 
to die, unseen, 
never getting 
the same number twice. 
We listened to doctors 
tell us how helpless 
it was, how helpless 
we were, how little 
we really knew. 

There should be more screaming 
in hospitals, more breaking 
of glass, of windows, of all 
that can be broken, more pounding 
of fists into walls, more anger 
unkept. 
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The Weight of Silence 

!learned quiet time from waiting 
for Papa to die, how much 
could be done in the dark, with just 
your hands, without making a sound. 
How paper and books weren't needed 
to read or write. How stillness 
could free the mind, quiet 
could take the ear down 
passages it never knew existed. 
How the head back could stare 
past the ceiling. How patience 
could watch the single line 
of light beneath the door 
and see so many possibilities: 
the source of light, 
the shadows on the other side, 
the door opening. 



--------------------------------------* 

H. L. Hix 
Rreflies 

Stacy Awalt, d. 1982 

Some imperfections from a list I've begun: 
A lame bird dragging its gnarled foot, 
A two-headed calf (She won't live long, son), 
A runt puppy, and a three-legged cat 
Perched on the porch like badly chipped porcelain. 
Only those to show for six years of false starts, 
Of facing up to insufficiency. 
Mortality is one flaw among many. 
Accept this gift: that the gift is flawed, that so soon 
I've stopped seeing fireflies as leukocytes 
Multiplying over the lawn, so soon I can hold 
That stars are animate, so soon think you might listen. 
You, who over and over overheard your bones 
Whisper the word dust to your blood. 
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