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Winner of the 1993 Farthest North Fiction Contest 

David Abrams 

Baptism 

On their first date, Bud took her to a cemetery where Jesus 
looked down at her with hard, marble eyes. She was fourteen and 
when the cold ground pressed against her back she wondered if 
she'd live to see fifteen. 

Bud was twenty and cut hair at Jake's Whack and Yack 
Barber Shop, the red-bricked building whose back door Starr 
passed every day on her way to school. Bud had a wispy blond 
goatee and wore large black hats with hawk feathers stuck in the 
brim. He'd stand in the back door of Jake's, snip invisible hairs 
and call out, "Hey, Starr-light, want a trim? I'll give you a special 
at no charge." When he grinned, she saw the spaces where he'd 
lost teeth playing football for the Arrowheads when he was a 
senior two years ago. 

Starr passed him every morning before school and heard 
his voice, as deep and rich as earth, and she couldn't help falling 
in love with him. 

Bud's voice wasn't anything like the one that poured from 
Rev. Dodge's throat every Sunday morning, though she loved 
each in its own way. Rev. Dodge's words were high and musical. 
Starr gave each one a distinct shape, like the clouds that sailed 
across the wide sky beyond town. During the sermon, she'd tip 
her head back against the pew and watch words like "transform," 
"renew" and "bles-sed" bump against the ceiling beams of the 
tiny sanctuary. 

The sound Rev. Dodge reading Scripture made Starr ache 
with love, just like her heart double-thumped at the sight of Bud 
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* -----------------------------------------
hooking one thumb over his leather belt when he slouched in the 
doorway. 

Bud always smiled at her before school. Despite the gaps in 
his teeth, Starr thought he was the handsomest boy in Wyoming. 
She'd do anything just to brush his beard with one of the little 
black combs Jake kept in blue antiseptic on his front counter. 

But when Bud entered her and the pain split her like an ax, 
she felt as empty and dark as the gopher holes hidden among the 
sagebrush. They were three miles outside of Flint on an unused 
dirt road and when he unzipped his pants, Starr thought of 
nothing to say in her defense. 

"Let's have a little ftm," he said. 
Her body was frozen-her mouth, her arms, her joints-

and she sat among the graves, unmoving until Bud put a hand on 
her shoulder and lowered her to the ground. 

She looked up past his purple straining face to a headstone 
beside them. "Our Beloved Daughter," she read aloud, upside 
down. 

Bud said, "That's it, that's it," and pumped harder. Like an 
oil rig going into overdrive, she thought. 

Above the inscription, a tiny Jesus carved out of marble 
looked down at her. She thought of that verse in the Bible about 
the stones crying out if the disciples were silent and then in the 
very next verse Jesus Himself shedding a tear for the corruption 
of Jerusalem. Then she thought, what must Jesus think of her 
now, lying under Bud in Flint's pioneer cemetery? 

For good measure, she thought she should recite the Lord's 
Prayer. Rev. Dodge would approve of.the prayer, if not of what 
was happening to her. A buzzing blackness leaked through her 
head and she wondered again if she was about to die. Soon, the 
constellations above her would tum to tiny angels in diaphanous 
robes and fall like snowflakes on her face. Her lips moved in 
prayer. 
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--------------------------------------$ 

Starr only made it to "thy will be done on earth," before 
Bud finished and she felt something like a fever fill her pelvis. He 
backed away on his knees and playfully slapped her sides. "They 
were right," he said in his dirt-deep voice. "You sure know what 
to do." 

Starr's head throbbed and wheeled. "You think so?" she 
said. She felt a cold trickle run down her thigh and, thinking it 
was the sour black sin inside, she spread her legs to let it all leak 
out onto the sandy ground. She thought of the others: Wayne 
Bickley and Robbie Nelle, the county's calf roping champion, 
and-the very first-Chance Gooding Jr. 

It started less than a year ago, after Chance Gooding Jr. 
asked to come over after school and when he did he insisted they 
play strip poker and when they did she lost every hand because 
she didn't know the first thing about cards. She'd let him stick it 
in her there in Mrs. Hume's bathroom with the door locked and 
Mrs .. Hume downstairs humming "Rock of Ages" in the kitchen 
as she made peanut butter sandwiches for their afternoon snack. 
Though it hurt worse than anything she'd ever felt, she and 
Chance had gone downstairs and eaten their sandwiches as if 
nothing happened. But inside, mixed with the peanut butter, was 
a sticky, sour feeling, as if one of her organs was rotting and 
would one day fill the empty spaces inside with black bile. Starr 
watched Mrs. Hume's wide, bosomy body hum around the 
kitchen, carefully laying out the food for that night's dinner, 
singing happy hymns as if she was preparing a feast for Jesus 
Himself. If she'd known what had just happened upstairs in her 
bathroom, Mrs. Hume would have cried for hours, then she'd 
have called two or three of her lady friends from church and they 
would have come put their hands on Starr's belly to cast out the 
demons. Starr's living arrangement with the Humes was still 
temporary and at the time she believed Mrs. Hume had the God-
given gift to smell a person's unwashed sin from blocks away. 
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*------------------------------------
Starr couldn't risk being kicked out of the house. So, she chewed 
her sandwich softly and when Chance put his hand on her knee 
under the table, she crossed her legs and quietly slapped him 
away. 

When she returned Bud's smile one day after school, Starr 
wondered if this was what she'd been waiting for. Bud, she 
thought, could reverse the avalanche sweeping her toward 
everlasting punishment. The others were boys who'd had enough 
trouble unhooking her bra, let alone untangling themselves from 
their own underwear. But, she thought, Bud was different. For 
one thing, he ·vas older. Then there was the way he looked at her 
from the back of the barber shop: slow and steady like something 
delicious simmering on the stove. When he smiled at her, his eyes 
squeezed up. Two weeks ago, she'd sprawled across her bed and 
pictured the two of them sitting on the warm hood of his pickup 
truck, Emmylou Harris on the radio, as she let him cut her 
straight shoulder length hair. If she closed her eyes and plugged 
her ears, she heard the snick-snick-snick of the scissors in his hands. 

But from the moment Bud picked her up tonight and she 
smelled the sour mix of Copenhagen and beer on his breath, she 
was frightened and disappointed. She was a piece of debris 
caught in the current of the avalanche. When Bud jammed his 
boot on the gas pedal and gave a wild whoop as he drove toward 
the cemetery, she knew nothing would change the course of the 
evening. 

Starr sat up, pulled her blouse around her small, budding 
breasts and watched him urinate on a headstone. When he was 
done, Bud danced over to her in his bare feet and said, "It's cold 
out here. Let's get back to town before your mother starts to 
worrying." 

"I told you my Mom's not here now," Starr said. "She 
works on the oil rigs. I'm staying with Mr. and Mrs. Hume." 
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--------------------------------------* 
"Well whoever," Bud said, dancing from side to side. 

"Let's just go back before my nuts get freeze-dried." 
That night, she took a warm bath and washed herself with 

soap and a rough sponge so that when Mrs. Hume came into her 
room to say goodnight, she would not be able to smell the sin on 
her body. Since coming to live with the Humes, Starr had learned 
sin- or at least the lack of it- was very important to Mrs. Hume. 
Even the everyday silverware was not allowed to get tarnished. 

Mrs. Hume sat on the edge of the bed in the guest room 
and said, "How was your little date tonight, sugar?" 

Mrs. H\lffie was a large woman who wore tent dresses 
every day of the week except Sundays when she squeezed into a 
pantsuit (with girdle) and sat on the second pew of the First 
Baptist Church of Flint. She'd grown up in Tennessee and, in 
addition to murmuring" Amen" during Rev. Dodge's sermons, 
called everyone she met either "sugar" or "honey." 

Starr clutched the sheet to keep from rolling into Mrs. 
Hume on the edge of the mattress. "It was alright, I guess," she 
said. 

"That Bud is such a nice boy," Mrs. Hume said. "He's been 
cutting Roseann's hair for almost a year now and I swear there's 
never been anyone who did a finer job. I tell him so every chance I 
get. I say, 'You make my daughter look like an angel of the 
Lord."' 

Roseann was two years older than Starr, had perfect skin 
and, it was rumored, could tie boys' tongues in knots when she 
kissed them. 

"Milk-white," Mrs. Hume said to the new visitors she 
greeted after church services. "That's what color the governor-
the dead one--said my child's skin was. I think that governor 
knew purity when he saw it, don't you?" 

When Roseann was nine months old, Mrs. Hume had 
bundled her in the stroller and walked to the Masonic Lodge 
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*--------------------------------------
where the governor was giving a campaign speech. She'd pressed 
through the crowd and, when he came out the front door shaking 
hands, she held Roseann forward. The governor snatched the 
baby and held her, crying, above his head. "Folks," he shouted, 
"ain't this the milkiest-white skin you've ever seen?" Mrs. 
Hume's said her face burned with pride when she looked at her 
baby above the governor's head. "The newspapers were there, of 
course," she said, "and you know I really think Roseann was the 
main reason he got elected that year." 

Starr had heard the story at least three times since coming 
to live with the Humes eight months ago: at this summer's church 
potlucks and once when her mother dropped her off. 

"This is only a temporary thing," her mother said to her 
twice: once in the car, then in the Humes' living room. 

"Of course, honey," Mrs. Hume said, taking Starr by the 
shoulder and rubbing it in her soft, meaty hand. Starr held her 
powder blue suitcase in one hand. "We realize how hard it is for 
you," Mrs. Hume said to Starr's mother. "Being a single working 
mother and all." 

"Certainly," Mr. Hume said, coming into the room with 
the evening paper folded to the crossword puzzle. "Heck of a 
distance to commute to Casper all the time. Doesn't make sense . 
for a woman like you driving back and forth every night alone." 

Starr and her mother had lived in Flint for two years - first 
with a roughneck named Curt Gitchee who one day packed up 
and left for Oklahoma and only called once from a truck stop in 
Nebraska; and then she and her mother lived alone in a small log 
cabin with two windows. In the space of eighteen months, her 
mother worked a dozen jobs until finally she'd had enough of 
housecleaning, waitressing, substitute teaching, bus driving, ditch 
digging and cattle branding. "I can't afford to give you a decent 
childhood unless I can make a decent living," she said. "I know 
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-----------------------------------------* 
there's one out there somewhere." Four days later, when talking 
to an old friend on the phone, she decided to go work on an oil 
rig two hundred miles away near Casper. "Who knows," she told 
Starr, "maybe one day I'll catch up to that Curt Gitchee and kick 
him where it counts." 

Standing in the Hume's living room, Starr's mother 
plunged her hands in her coat pockets and burrowed her chin 
into the collar. "I still feel terrible asking you to ... " 

"You didn't ask, sugar, we volunteered," Mrs. Hume said. 
"We are more than happy to watch over Starr. When I heard 
Marion Ash talking in the grocery store about your situation, I felt 
the Lord click on a little light inside me and I knew He was giving 
me a choice of doing or not doing." She paused to take a breath. 
"And now don't you worry, we'll make her fit right into our 
routine around here. Nothing'll change for us. Or her." 

"Well," her mother said again, digging her hands in the 
pockets until Starr thought the fingertips would poke through the 
outside. She saw her mother's upper arms ripple under the heavy 
coat sleeves and knew she was uptight. Her mother always flexed 
her hard, manlike muscles when she was unsure of herself. 
"Well," she said. "This is just about the only option I have left, 
short of leaving her alone in that cabin." 

"We wouldn't hear of it," Mrs. Hume said. 
"Not at all," Mr. Hume said. 
"Well, her mother said. "Again, I do appreciate it. She 

laughed and shrugged. "I don't know what else to say." 
There was a soft noise behind them and they all turned. 
"Roseann, honey," Mrs. Hume raised her arm toward the 

girl at the top of the stairs. "Come here and say good-bye to Mrs. 
Baker. She's leaving now for the oil fields and won't be back for 
quite some time." 

"Good-bye," Roseann's voice floated down the staircase. 
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*---------------------------------------
Starr looked around Mrs .. Hume and saw Roseann standing a 
above them, one hand on the banister. She wore a white night-
gown and her hair had just been washed. "Hello there, Starr," she 
said. 

"Hello," Starr said. She set her suitcase on the floor because 
it was heavy and the handle hurt her hand. Starr felt she was on 
the set of a 1V show and they were all reading a really terrible 
script out loud. "How are you?" 

''I'm fine," Roseann said. "How are you?" 
''I'm fine, too, thanks." 
Starr's mother coughed. "Well," she said, "I get every other 

weekend off. I'll see you then, she added, looking at Starr and 
bunching her arms in knots. 

But she'd only come home from Casper twice before 
transferring to Texas and leaving Starr with the Humes. She 
promised to send money for a plane ticket when she could scrape 
it together. Six months had gone by and now Starr only mustered 
a tiny smile for Mrs. Hume when she got the postcards with 
pictures of cowboys standing next to a giant trout strapped to a 
flatbed and the caption: "A Ten-Gallon Howdy from Texas!" 

Mrs. Hume eased off the bed, then kissed Starr on the 
forehead and said, "Good-night, sugar." When she got to the 
door, she turned and, silhouetted by the hall light, said, "You take 
my advice and stick with that Bud. You can't go wrong by him." 

When Starr heard her heavy steps reach the bottom of the 
stairs, she flung off the bedclothes, crossed the room and opened 
the window. The air outside pricked her skin as she knelt and 
rested her arms on the sill. She saw the details of the Hume's 
backyard - the border of dark pines, the holes dug by the prairie 
gophers, the snowmobiles and the overturned boat covered with 
tarps, a black plastic garbage bag split open by neighborhood 
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dogs. Starr came to the window each night and, except for things 
like the trash bag, had memorized the details of the yard. Her old 
backyard, on the other side of town, was treeless and surrounded 
by a sagging chicken wire fence. Every night she'd made her bed 
on the couch and stared out the living room's window- one of the 
two windows in the cabin and imagined something warm and 
sweet filling all the empty space in her backyard and even out 
beyond the chicken wire fence to the sagebrush and the rest of the 
Wyoming prairie. Starr imagined it was something like the Blob 
she'd seen on the late night horror movie only it would have the 
opposite effect. It would be glowing and full of love, a sweet mass 
of jelly. With a deep, vibrant hum it would engulf Flint someday 
and they would all be changed for life. 

Tonight, the needles on the Humes' pine trees hissed in the 
wind. Starr crawled back into the bed, thought about the black 
gaps in Bud's face, and'fell asleep after the cold air through the 
open window numbed her skin. 

* * * 

The next time Bud raped her, she was at the fall youth 
retreat at Slim Lake Campground and Bud wasn't even supposed 
to be there. 

Starr sat under the picnic pavilion on a rough, plank bench. 
The smell of crisp marshmallows lingered in the air. She sat in the 
middle of thirty other high school students, all fiddling with the 
small red Bibles they'd been handed at the start of the morning 
devotion-and-praise hour. Starr held hers open to the Book of 
Acts but couldn't read what it said because Roseann sat on the 
bench behind her with Jack Pluid and, without turning, Starr 
knew Jack was trying to work his hand under Roseann's shirt. 
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Starr felt Roseann's hot, giggling breath on the back of her head. 

Skeeter Frame was at the piano, rousing the dead with his 
off-key playing. Somehow Skeeter got the First Baptist congrega-
tion through the hymns, doxology and offertory each Sunday 
with a great deal of frowning and guessing at notes. 

Now he tipped his head back and his voice rang off the 
pavilion's concrete floor: "Everybody on the chorus!" 

Starr closed her Bible and sang with her eyes closed, 
dreaming of the way the Rev. Dodge moved his mouth on 
Sundays. His lips were full and generally moist. Starr thought a 
long time about how they brightened the rest of his face. Since the 
day she'd first gone to church with the Humes, Starr had fallen in 
love with the Rev. Donald Dodge. 

Each week, she sat next to the tightly-girdled Mrs. Hume 
while the sound of Rev. Dodge's voice lulled her like the baritone 
keys of an organ. For several months, she'd wondered if the Rev. 
Dodge was the large force waiting outside the town limits, 
waiting for the divine signal to invade and purify. 

When he leaned conversationally across the pulpit, as he 
did each Sunday to punctuate his final point, Starr breathed 
shallowly, half-expecting him to stretch forward and kiss her. His 
lips would be hot as coals and he'd be murmuring parts of his 
sermon as they touched. Maybe his hand would cup the back of 
her head. Every week, she walked down the front steps of the 
church feeling clean, through and through and she wondered if 
there'd ever been such a thing as hope in her life before she 
started attending the First Baptist Church of Flint. 

Later on those Sunday afternoons, Starr always fell back 
across her bed as a thousand tiny knives of guilt pierced her. 

It was wrong, wrong, wrong to even think about the Rev. 
Dodge that way, she told herself. It was thoughts like these that 
filled her with the rotten black bile. Sometimes she hooked her 
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fingers at the back of her tongue because she knew from the Rev. 
Dodge's sermons that Christ could only fill that which had first 
been emptied, but nothing ever came out and she began to lose 
hope that there was anything out there filling the prairie. 

Against her will, she continued to dream about his lips 
caressing hers. Then, in a fury, she'd pinch herself, marking her 
skin with little moon-shaped dents. Thoughts like these would 
get her banished from Flint forever. She imagined the entire town 
gathered at the pockmarked sign that read: "Welcome to Flint, 
Home of the 1975 AAA Boys Basketball Champs." Mrs. Hume 
was there, so were Roseann, her teachers, even the mayor-all of 
them throwing rocks as she walked away down the highway ... in 
the opposite direction of the pulsing blob of love. 

So, while she sang "Kum Ba Yah," she frowned and made 
herself think of things like barbed wire laced around her feet, 
burning coals on her tongue and paper cuts under her fingernails. 
She had almost forced the Rev. Dodge's lips from her mind when 
she felt a tap on her shoulder. 

She turned to see Roseann smiling with her perfectly-
lipsticked mouth. She buttoned the lower half of her shirt as Jack 
Pluid fanned himself with the pages of his Bible. 

"There's someone here to see you," Roseann said loudly, to 
be heard above the singing. 

Beyond the shade of the picnic pavilion, Starr saw Bud 
wave at her from beside his pickup. 

"I don't know him," she gasped and turned back around 
on the bench. 

"Momma says you do, Roseann said, bringing her mouth 
close to Starr's ear. "I know him. He cuts my hair." 

"Oh sure, yeah. That's where I've seen him before. At 
Jake's, right?" 

"You don't fool me. Momma says you and he went on a 
date. I think he wants another date right now. Just look at him." 
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Against her will, Starr turned and looked past Roseann, 

past the fire pits and rusted grills, to the patches of sunlight where 
Bud scuffed the dirt around his truck. 

"Go on, Roseann said. "Romeo waits." She winked and 
Starr noticed how her mascara had clumped several lashes 
together, giving her a clownish look. "I won't tell nobody," 
Roseann murmured with another long wink. "Not that they don't 
already know anyway." Jack Pluid giggled when he heard 
Roseann say that. 

"Yeah," he said. "We all know." 
Roseann knifed his ribs with her elbow. "Jack, stop!" They 

both giggled and Starr felt the skin on her face prickling. 
"Go on, sugar, " Roseann said in a near-perfect imitation of 

her mother's drawl. "Go give that boy some salvation." 
"I think he wants to cut my hair." Starr did not know why 

she said that to Roseann, but something needed to be said as she 
rose from the bench and, in the sight of Skeeter Frame and the 
thirty others singing to Jesus, walked out to Bud. 

As Starr approached, Bud took off his black hat and held it 
in his hands, a surprisingly polite gesture. Starr liked the sweaty 
band it left around his head. 

"Hey, Starr," he said. 
"Hey, Bud." She looked back and caught Roseann staring 

at the two of them. "Let's move somewhere out of the sun." 
"''ve got my truck," Bud tapped the mud-splattered tire 

well with the toe of his boot and grinned. " 
"No, I don't want to get in your truck," Starr said. 
"C'mon, let's take a drive." 
The others started a new song, "Just a Closer Walk With m 

Thee." Skeeter Frame's warbling tenor rose high above the rest of 
the voices. Soon, they would break for a twenty-minute prayer 
time, taking their hand-written prayer lists back to the cabins 
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where the boys would fold the paper in small triangles and play 
football and the girls would roll their eyes and say, "You guys 
better cut it out!" 

"What about the lake?" she said to Bud. "You ever seen the 
lake before?" 

"Are you crazy?" Bud spit a brown bullet of saliva in the 
dirt and covered it with his boot. "I've lived in this town my 
whole entire life. My old man fishes here all the time." 

"Well, I want to see the lake," Starr said. Roseann darted 
glances over her shoulder as Jack Pluid tried to recapture her 
attention. "Let's take a walk." 

Bud spit again. His lower lip hung down, loaded with 
snuff. "What the hell," he said. 

On the path to the lake, Starr's legs were rubbery and she 
knew she should tum back and walk under the pavilion as if 
nothing ever happened. But the path took a sharp tum and 
descended toward the water and it seemed too much effort to 
climb back up the hill. Maybe Bud would leave soon and she 
could go to her cabin and pray that God would cover Flint with a 
cloud of whipped cream. She would huddle in a quiet comer, her 
legs against her chest, and try to picture all of them swimming in 
frothy sugar. 

"Bud," she said, stopping on the path. 
He stopped, too, and said, "What?" 
"Why'd you come out here?" 
"You know." 
"No, I don't know." 
"Yeah, you do." He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled 

her toward the tall willow bushes on the shore of the lake. She no 
longer felt her legs, she moved as if on a conveyor belt. She 
thought she heard herself say, "No Bud not here not now," but 
later she wasn't sure because that part of her mind had gone 
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black, as if she was on the inside of a sealed box. 

* * * 

Water lapped against her feet. Starr sat up and the buzz in 
her head trailed away like a cloud of black insects carried off by a 
breeze. Her feet and legs were bare. She saw her underpants 
caught in the willow branches six feet away. She was sitting in 
water and it was cold. A bird called across the lake, a short angry 
sound, then she heard singing voices and realized everyone was 
still under the log pavilion and very little time, if any at all, had 
passed. She heard Bud's truck start up, then quickly drive away, 
the tires snapping branches on the side of the road. She scooped a 
handful of water into her lap and rubbed hard, scrubbing until it 
hurt again. 

* * * 

After that day, Starr took a different route to school, 
avoiding Jake's Whack and Yack altogether. She stopped thinking 
about combs and when she heard an Emmylou Harris song, she 
got physically ill. She'd almost forced the sight of Bud's face from 
her memory until two Sundays after the youth retreat when she 
and Mrs. Hurne walked out of the church and passed the Rev. 
Dodge at the front doors. She felt light as a balloon because he'd 
just preached about how Jesus said to clean the inside of the bowl 
and not just the outside. 

The Rev. Dodge said, "The Lord said to the Pharisees, 'You 
hypocrites! Examine your lives and tell me who is clean and pure 
among you. None of you, that's who. Only I can cleanse you and 
make you worthy of the kingdom of heaven." Starr felt his voice 
go into her like a surgical tool, sterile and sharp. 
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-----------------------------------------* 
At the door, the Rev. Dodge reached for Starr's hands and 

for the instant he held them in the warmth of his palms, she 
looked up at him and smiled. 

Then he opened his mouth and his organ voice washed 
over her: "I never got a chance to ask you about the youth retreat, 
Starr. How was it?" 

Her heart squeezed. Mrs. Hume's belly pushed against the 
small of her back and, feeling pressed for an answer, Starr said, "I 
think I learned something." 

The Rev. Dodge's eyebrows shot up. "Well! I'm sure glad 
to hear that." He looked at Mrs. Hume and they exchanged 
smiles. "I'm always glad to hear things like that." 

Starr tried to say something else, but her throat went dry as 
if filled with sand from the prairie. 

"Experiences like that can really change a person, can't 
they? If you have any questions ... " He stopped, smiled and 
interrupted himself, "In fact, why don't we just plan to get to-
gether sometime this week and talk about it." 

She looked at him standing there in the sunshine, his 
smooth face lit up with smiles and love. She nodded and 
swooned back against Mrs .. Hume, who pressed her against the 
mattress of her breasts and said, "We're all so happy for you, 
Starr." 

* * * 

When she arrived for her appointment, the Rev. Dodge's 
office was empty. She stood at the threshold, hesitant, then 
stepped in by sliding one foot forward. A portrait of Jesus with 
copper-colored hair and skin hung on one wall. Jesus' head was 
angled to the side as if He was trying to eavesdrop on a whis-
pered conversation in the room. 
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* ----------------------------------------
In the center of the room, under an overhead fluorescent 

light that buzzed like a trapped fly, was a desk overflowing with 
papers. There was a gold-colored letter opener skewed across a 
pile of opened letters. The slits of the envelopes were ragged 
where they'd been forced open. The top of the letter opener was 
shaped like a cross. Starr thought it looked like something used to 
ward off vampires in the movies. Then she thought about the 
cross fitting in Rev. Dodge's palm. She touched the shaft and 
picked it up by the arms of the cross which had been rubbed 
silver. When she heard a noise in the outer sanctuary of the 
church, she slipped the letter opener into a deep pocket of her 
pants without thinking. 

She rushed back to the office door and leaned weakly 
against the door jamb, listening to Rev. Dodge walk through the 
empty church. He whistled a hymn from last Sunday's service-a 
ferociously loud whistle, like a flute played next to a microphone. 
He carne through the swinging doors, saw Starr and stopped 
whistling. 

"Well, well," he said. "Here you are. Sorry I'm late." 
"I wasn't sure if I should go in," Starr said. "I'm not even 

sure if I should even be here." 
The Rev. Dodge carne closer, so close she smelled the 

breath mint he clicked between his teeth and cheek. "There's 
nothing to be afraid of, Starr," he said. 

He placed his hand between her shoulder blades and 
guided her into the room. His hand was soft and cool just above 
her bra strap. "This is an exciting time in your life," he said. "''m 
sure you have lots of questions about your salvation." 

The word "salvation," when it carne from his lips, sounded 
like a trickle of water hitting the ground, the dry alkali soil Flint 
was built on. Starr thought she'd be happy just to sit here in his 
office, listening to him saying the word over and over. 
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"Have a seat and let's talk about what happened to you 

out at church camp." 
She sat in the imitation leather chair which faced his desk 

and he took his seat under the buzzing light. The chair was cold 
under her legs and she started to shiver, though she tried to hide 
it. She thought of Bud's body pressing into hers and the icy 
ground of the cemetery. She wondered how she could talk to Rev. 
Dodge about these things while the beauty of his word "salva-
tion" still lingered in the air of the office. 

Starr stared at the picture of Christ, at the copper ringlets of 
hair hitting his shoulders like a waterfall and when she opened 
her mouth, nothing came out. 

"Maybe I can help," the Rev. Dodge said, breaking the 
silence. "Let me ask you this, did you experience salvation during 
the youth retreat?" 

"I think so," Starr said, grateful not to be talking about 
Bud. 

"Can you describe it for me?" 
His voice was cool and smooth, like the water from Slim 

Lake she'd spooned into her lap. She thought of his voice cover-
ing her body. Suddenly, the leather on the chair was warm and 
her skin prickled. Her fingernails dug a row of half-moons across 
her forearm. "I think I had an experience, but I'm not sure it's 
what you think it is," she said. "Does that make sense?" 

"Perfect sense. Salvation comes to each of us in different 
ways, different forms. For some, like the apostle Paul, the Lord is 
a blinding light. For others, he is much more subtle, like someone 
you see in the comer of your eye. He's always been there, but 
you've never looked at him directly." 

"Yes, yes," Starr said. She sat forward in the chair. "I think 
that's it. Sometimes I think I hear something out on the edge of 
town." 
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*--------------------------------------
"And at the edge of your life?" the Rev. Dodge asked, 

pressing his fingers together like a steeple under his lips. He 
could have been at his pulpit, a hundred people spread before 
him, but instead he was alone with her in this office, covering her 
with words. 

"Maybe. Maybe, maybe, Starr said, not taking her eyes off 
the Rev. Dodge's fingers and lips. "One thing I do remember ... " 

"Yes?" 
"There was a bird. At the youth retreat, I heard a bird." 
"A bird?" 
"I heard it across the water, after ... " Her throat clenched. 
"After what, Starr?" 
"After the ... experience. But," she shrugged, "maybe it was 

just a raven flying by." 
"Maybe," the Rev. Dodge said, smiling and collapsing his 

fingers. "Of course, Christ cannot always stay out there on the 
edge. You must bring Him into your heart. His love is gentle; He 
comes by invitation only. At the same time, you must do some-
thing else. Do you know what I'm talking about, Starr?" 

"Not really," she said. Her voice was a clogged whisper. 
"You must cut away the old, dead sin in your life." 
At the word "cut," Starr tingled. She pictured herself with 

a knife in her hand, Bud cowering on the ground at her feet. She 
felt the shaft of the knife, its hardness under her curled fingers, 
and she began to form an idea in the silence of her head. 

"Cut," she said. "Yes, I can cut it away." 
" Through repentance, those old sins will fall away." 
"Repentance, I understand," she said, thinking of the terror 

on Bud's face as he begged for mercy. 
"Christ will then come in to fill the empty spaces left 

behind." 
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She was breathing hoarsely and didn't realize he'd stopped 
talking. 

"Starr?" 
She blinked twice and looked at his lips. "Yes?" 
"Have you prayed the prayer of repentance?" 
"Many times," she said softly. 
"Would you like me to pray with you now?" 
Starr nodded and when she closed her eyes, she saw the 

golden-brown portrait of Jesus. His face looked oddly like Bud's, 
with a wispy beard and yearning eyes, but there was something 
different in the lips and the gentle tilt of the head. Starr wanted to 
reach out and pull the face closer, study it between her hands, but 
the Rev. Dodge had finished praying and she opened her eyes. 

"Well," the Rev. Dodge brought his hands together in a 
soft clap. "There's just one little bit of business left. A public 
display of your salvation. Of course, I'm talking about baptism." 

"Yes," Starr said. "I would like to be baptized." She 
thought of herself sitting half-naked in Slim Lake, the water 
erasing the traces of Bud. 

"It just so happens that next Sunday night..." 
"Sunday would be fine," Starr said quickly. 
"Good, good," he said and made a few marks on his desk 

calendar. 
They both stood. At the door, she turned and said, "Can 

you promise me something?" 
He smiled and beams of sunshine poured out from be-

tween his lips. "Anything, Starr." 
"During the service, will you use the word 'salvation' lots 

of times?" 
He laughed, spilling sunlight everywhere, and patted her 
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on the shoulder with the cup of his hand. "Of course, of course." 

* * * 

When she left the church, Starr's body throbbed. The 
sound was audible in her ears: thrum-thrum-thrum, like the deep 
rhythm of a ceiling fan. She thought of the ceiling fan in Jake's 
Whack and Yack. Thinking of the barber shop make her think 
about Bud and she had to stop in the middle of the sidewalk, in 
front of the First Flint Bank. She pictured the large blades of the 
fan moving the air, the tufts of blond, brown and black hair 
swirling around Bud's feet. Maybe he was humming, keeping 
time with the fan as he pulled the wet hair away from the head 
and sliced it with his scissors. 

Starr leaned against the sandstone-brick wall of the bank, 
trying to recover her breath. Her body pulsed and she felt bright, 
full of electric power. She could do anything now -even castrate 
Bud. 

Her knees buckled and the sandstone scraped her back. It 
was another five minutes before the thrumming current regained 
control and she could walk again, her steps longer and harder, as 
she thought of luring Bud somewhere quiet and deserted, maybe 
to the banks of the Flint River, and then when his pants were 
down and he was ready for her she would lop off his family 
jewels with one flick of her wrist. Walking home from the church, 
her face grew hot when she pictured herself holding the testicles 
in her hand like purple, swollen fruit she'd snatched off a tree 
branch. 

As she walked, she felt something forcing its way up into 
her belly. She patted the front of her pants and realized she still 
had the Rev. Dodge's letter opener. She gasped and pulled it out 
so that the cross sparkled between her fingers. Then, instead of 
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feeling panic and shame over having stolen something from his 
office, she began to cry. Thick, wet tears rolled from her eyes and 
she felt forhmate, as if she had just received a gift from heaven. 

Starr only slept three hours that night. The rest of the time, 
she rose to peer into the dark backyard, listened to the horizon, 
and then sweated against the pillow as she thought of Bud, 
Chance Gooding Jr., and even Curt Gitchee somewhere out in 
Oklahoma. She wondered why she loved their long, hard bodies, 
the lazy scrape of their boots as they walked across the floor, the 
way their eyes squinted at her from under their hat brims. She 
suddenly felt terrible for thinking bad thoughts about Bud. When 
she remembered how, just a few hours earlier, she'd been plan-
ning to castrate him, she gagged uncontrollably against the pillow 
and wished she didn't have to wait until Sunday for her new 
birth. 

* * * 

She and Bud were sitting in the Wrangler Restaurant when 
she told him about the baptism. Their booth was against the front 
plate-glass window. They would have been in full view of anyone 
walking by on River Street if it wasn't for the chipped painting of 
the bacon and eggs that covered half the window. As they waited 
for the food to arrive, Starr scraped at the painted eggs with her 
fingernail. She'd ordered a grilled cheese and small milk. Bud had 
asked for a Trail Burger with everything. 

"You sure you want a grilled cheese?" he asked her after 
Shellie Monkle, their waitress, had taken their order back toward 
the kitchen. 

"Yes," Starr said. 
"You really, really sure? I mean, hell, Starr-light, I'm 

paying today so you can get whatever your pretty little heart 
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*---------------------------------------
wants." 

"What I really want is the milk, but I thought the grilled 
cheese would make it taste better." 

Bud snorted and reached for his pack of cigarettes. "You're 
weird, you know? Cute, but weird." He stood, cupped his hand 
around his face to light the cigarette, then walked over to the 
jukebox. Starr watched as he pushed several dollars' worth of 
quarters into the slot. His long body leaned against the jukebox, 
slanted like a ray of sun coming through a narrow window. 
When he returned to the booth, Starr scooted closer to the win-
dow to make room for him, but he sat on the opposite side and 
stretched his legs out the full length of the bench. He closed his 
eyes and breathed smoke as an old Merle Haggard song filled the 
restaurant just below the sound of rattling plates. 

"I love this tune," Bud said, his eyes still closed. 
"It must be twenty years old," Starr said. "They never 

change the songs in here. Why don't they ever change the juke-
box?" 

Bud cocked an eye and grinned at her. "Some things 
should never change. Just leave well enough alone." 

That's when she told him about the baptism. 
Bud opened both eyes and brought up one knee for a place 

to prop his cigarette hand. "What's that supposed to mean?" 
"It means Jesus is going to wash me clean." She heard her 

voice overlapping the Rev. Dodge's, just like during the respon-
sive reading each Sunday. 

Bud snorted. "What do you care about Jesus?" 
Starr scratched at the paint on the window, scraping a hole 

big enough to see the people out on the street. 
"When have you ever cared about Jesus?" Bud said again. 
"Maybe I've been thinking about Him all the time and you 

never knew it," she said. 
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Bud's eyes narrowed. "You're weird, you know that?" 

"Will you come?" She didn't dare look at him, at his thin 
beard, his dark mouth, his uncombed hair. The white paint from 
the swmy-side-up eggs collected under her fingernail. 

"Come where?" 
"To the church. Sunday night." 
"I ain't going in no church. No way." 
"You wouldn't even come to see me? You could stand in 

the back and leave as soon as I came up out of the water." 
"Hey, Starr-light, I just told you, churches and me don't get 

along." 
The song on the jukebox changed and he leaned back. 

"Man, I love this tune, too. I sure know how to pick them." 
The two of them were silent until Shellie Monkle brought 

their food and said, "You better stop messing with our window, 
Starr." 

* * * 

The next morning, Starr put the letter opener in her pocket 
and carried it with her to school. Throughout the day, she shifted 
in her seat when the cross pressed into her belly. 

After school, she followed the old route home past Jake's 
Whack and Yack Barber Shop. Bud's pickup truck was parked 
out back. Moving to the front of the building, Starr saw him 
through the plate glass window. She stood next to the swirling 
barber pole and watched Bud snip the hairs at the back of a man's 
head. The man was Skeeter Frame and his mouth moved in 
conversation as he tipped his chin toward his chest. She thought 
of Skeeter playing the piano at the youth retreat and how he'd 
thrown his head back as he sang. Then she thought of how 
Skeeter Frame, the Rev. Dodge, Mrs. Hume and the rest of the 
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congregation would stare at her with the fire of condenmation in 
their eyes when they learned of what she was about to do to Bud. 
She knew they would finally have a reason to banish her from 
Flint and send her to the infinite prairie where she would become 
a hermit wearing nothing but rags and eating sagebrush and road 
kills. 

Starr stood by the pole and watched Bud's scissors flash at 
the base of Skeeter Frame's neck. The two men laughed, then Bud 
turned Skeeter toward the mirror. Skeeter nodded, Bud whipped 
the drape from his neck and shoulders, Skeeter brushed the stray 
hairs from his lap and stood up. He paid Bud and left. Starr 
watched Bud, all alone in the shop now, sweep the floor between 
the chairs. She felt something drain from her, the electric juice of 
power trickled away, and when Bud started dancing a quick, shy 
tango with his broom, Starr knew her strength was gone forever. 
Then, growing angry at her own weakness, she slipped around to 
the back of the shop. Gritting her teeth, she plunged the cross-
handled letter opener into all four of Bud's tires, hacking and 
hacking until the old cracked rubber gave way. She didn't know 
how long the air had been sitting in the tires, but it smelled bad 
when it came out, as if a casket had just been opened. 

She watched the truck sink to its hubcaps, then went home 
and slept through dinner and only woke up when Mrs. Hume 
called Roseann for breakfast the next morning. 

* * * 

When the Rev. Dodge announced Starr's upcoming 
baptism in church, an audible flutter rippled through the congre-
gation. Sitting at the front of the church next to Mrs. Hume, Starr 
stared hard at the pulpit and tried to ignore the hands that flew 
up in cupped whispers behind her. 
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Roseann leaned across her mother and murmured, "You 
know what they're saying, don't you?" 

"Hush, sugar," Mrs. Hume said and elbowed her daughter 
until she sat up straight in the pew. 

When Mrs. Hume closed her eyes during the prayer, Starr 
saw Roseann tip her head forward, staring at her around the bulk 
of her mother. Roseann smiled sweetly, then mouthed, "S-L-U-
T." 

Starr snapped her eyes shut to block the sight of Roseann's 
crimson lips moving around the shape of those letters, but then in 
her private blackness she seemed to hear each voice whispering 
the word in prayer. There was so much taking place behind 
cupped hands that she knew even her baptism could never 
change. 

The Rev. Dodge said, "Amen," and everyone opened their 
eyes. 

In celebration of the day's events, Mrs. Hume had started 
cooking lunch before they left the house two hours earlier. She'd 
wrapped the beef roast in foil, sprinkled it with dehydrated 
onions, set it in a shallow pan and placed it in the oven on the 
lowest temperature setting. When they arrived home after 
church, the smell of the meat filled the house and Mrs. Hume 
sniffed triumphantly, saying, 'This is going to be a beautiful 
meal. I want your last meal as an unwashed sinner to be just 
perfect, sugar." She hugged Starr, smothering her in the folds of 
her belly. "I just wish your momma could be here to see you 
baptized," Mrs. Hume said. 

"Yes, what a pity," Mr. Hume said, coming into the kitchen 
and sniffing deeply. 

"Well, she's probably busy with other things right now," 
Starr said, wondering if her mother had caught up with Curt 
Gitchee yet. 
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At lunch, Starr ate voraciously, devouring everything on 

the table-the roast, the mashed potatoes, the stuffed peppers, the 
apple-raisin salad, the meringue pie. Afterwards, she looked at 
the plates with the shriveled pepper skins and dried puddles of 
gravy and knew she could eat even more if given the chance. 
Instead, she wiped her mouth with a napkin and went to her 
room to wait for the evening church service. 

Four hours later, when she heard Mrs. Hume's voice at her 
door saying, "Starr, honey, it's time," she slipped into a striped, 
one-piece bathing suit and then dressed in jeans and a clean T-
shirt. She pulled her hair back and tied it with a rubber band. She 
scrubbed her face and hands with soap and when she came down 
the stairs, Mrs. Hume said, "Sugar, you are absolutely glowing." 

"Positively radiant," Mr. Hume said, coming into the room 
with Mrs. Hume's coat. 

When they arrived at the church, Mr. and Mrs. Hume 
escorted her into the sanctuary with Roseann trailing behind and 
people turned in the pews to look at her as if she was a bride 
coming down the aisle. Skeeter Frame was at the piano, pounding 
a march-like hymn. He nodded at her and motioned with his 
head for her to go through a door off to his right. Starr saw a 
church deacon at the front of the church lean over the railing of 
the baptismal tank. He dipped his hand in the water then shiv-
ered, a large comic wriggle from his shoulder blades to his knees, 
and the congregation chuckled. 

Mrs. Hume led her into the room, which was small and 
filled with stacks of chairs, boxes of old hymnals and a large 
mimeograph machine. 

"I'll leave you in here to change, honey," Mrs. Hume said. 
"You just put this here robe on and when it's time, you go 
through that door and into the water." She pointed to a narrow, 
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wooden door on the other side of the room. Starr had seen 
enough baptisms at the church to know it led to the deep metal 
tank where the Rev. Dodge would be waiting for her. 

said. 
"I don't think I'm feeling too good all of a sudden," Starr 

"Now, sugar, everyone gets cold feet. It's only natural." 
"But my stomach ... " 
Mrs. Hume kissed her on the forehead. "It's just nerves, 

stage fright. Why, I still remember how Roseann cried and cried 
during her baptism. She was just a baby, barely three years old, 
but I remember thinking how lovely her hair was, even all plas-
tered back." She clucked her tongue and sighed, then stroked the 
back of Starr's head. "Don't you worry about a thing. You're in 
the family of God now." 

She went to the door which led to the sanctuary, then 
turned and added, "We're all just bursting with pride, sugar." 

When she was gone, Starr unstacked one of the chairs and 
sat in it. She sneezed twice at the dust flying around the small 
room. She tried to breathe slowly though her stomach throbbed 
and her head buzzed. She thought of the mountain of jelly quiver-
ing at the edge of Flint. She thought of Mr. and Mrs. Hume, 
Roseann and the rest of the town being swallowed by the sweet 
blob. She thought of how, in just a few minutes, Jesus would slip, 
ghost-like, into her body and scrub her clean like the inside of a 
bowl. 

She heard Skeeter strike up a new tune and knew that was 
her signal. She took off her pants and shirt and put on the white 
robe Mrs. Hume had given her. Then she opened the door and 
saw the Rev. Dodge already in the water, waiting for her to 
descend the wooden ladder into the tank. He wore a black robe 
which floated around his waist like an oil slick. He submerged it 
beneath the surface with his hands and looked up at her. 

31 



* -----------------------------------
Starr tried to smile, but bile rose in the back of her throat. 

She stepped into the water. Long icicle fingers came up between 
her legs, past her hips and stopped just under her breasts. They 
wrapped around her like steel bands and she gasped. 

"It's okay," the Rev. Dodge said. His voice rippled the 
water at their waists. He took her by the shoulders, turned her to 
face the congregation and said, "In the Book of Romans, Paul 
writes, 'We were therefore buried with him through baptism into 
death in order that, just as Christ was raised from the dead 
through the glory of the Father, we too may live a new life.' Folks, 
tonight Starr Baker stands before you ready to start a new life." 

Someone said, "Amen," and Starr recognized Mrs. Hume's 
voice. 

The Rev. Dodge placed his hand at the back of her neck. 
"Starr," he said, "do you claim to know Jesus Christ as the savior 
of your soul and invite Him to enter your life?" 

Starr closed her eyes as an oceanic roar entered her head. 
She wanted to say yes. She wanted nothing more than to shout 
the word so Jesus himself would hear her with His copper-
colored ears and move into her body. But when her mouth 
opened, the bubble inside her stomach broke and, with a fury, the 
contents of Mrs .. Hume's well-cooked lunch came pouring out. 
She felt each morsel scrape past the back of her throat, some of the 
bile leaking through her nose so she was forced to smell what had 
been inside. The Rev. Dodge snatched back his hand as Starr 
leaned over the railing and vomited twice onto the floor behind 
the pulpit. 

When she was through, the water felt warm and soft 
against her tingling skin. Her head lolled weakly from side to 
side. She gripped the wooden railing separating the baptismal 
tank from the congregation, feeling empty and shaken. 

Suddenly Starr grew alarmed because, through the sweet 
nauseous fog, she heard a voice like a siren rising somewhere in 
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the distance. 

She opened her eyes and saw, in the second pew, Mrs. 
Hurne stand and clutch her daughter's arm. Mrs. Hurne' s mouth 
was open and from it poured the most awful scream Starr had 
ever heard. 

Starr heard a man's voice whisper, "Let me in." She looked 
up and realized it wasn't the Rev. Dodge-his hand was clapped 
over his mouth and his eyes were wild with surprise as he stared 
at the puddle of vomit near the spot he stood each Sunday. 

"Let me in." The words were thick and sweet as honey. 
Briefly; Starr wondered if everyone in town, including Bud, 
would notice the change in her once she'd been completely filled 
with Jesus. 

She closed her eyes again and saw a bearded face coming 
near her half-parted lips. It was the most handsome face she'd 
ever seen. 

At that point, she knew she could slip back, arms and legs 
spread, and swallow the entire tank of water. She was so thirsty. 
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Robert S. King 

Sanctuary 

Beside the road 
someone has left a lantern. 
Small footprints circle it 
and then off. 
The house through the woods is full of light. 
If one wants to warm his hands 
he must learn a stranger's story, 
of someone who waited here for a word, 
then gave up the road to absence. 

One could follow through a field of wheat, 
parted where the lantern and the light 
from her window meet, 
could watch his own dust finally settle down 
in her bright and private room. 

But not he who loves a road, 
however dark. 



--------------------------------------* 
Robert S. King 

Selling 

The grower says his oranges are small suns. 
The bootblack boasts 
even darkness can be polished. 

The spender puckers up to a lemon, 
says the shine in the eye of a lie 
is just as bright. 
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Sally Lipton Derringer 

36 

Shore 

You stand at the edge of a green 
depth, your heart the texture of sand. 
The waves bring their gift, broken shells, 
a cache of small, white pills. You hear 
the sound of birds calling you south. 
But there are your old brown shoes 
holding the blanket down, always 
something that invites you back. 



-------------------------------------- * 
B. Z. Niditch 

Esplanade 

There's passion 
between us, 
somehow cunningly 
sweat begins and I can't talk 
through the crisp November 
and I realize suddenly 
I'm in a four-letter word. 

At the giggling fountain 
on the Esplanade 
I despise the word genuine 
for instance my partner 
has a smile, wears leather 
speaks with a Boston accent 
it all seems compelling 
just to be mutely held. 

Under the electric lanterns 
glittering like stacks of stars 
wondering if the memory 
of these revolutionary stones 
I walk under 
can hear my glassful 
of stammering adolescence 
promising like a new petal 
to get inside another. 
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Jane Stuart 

Roachmobile 

"It's time to clean the car out," Bill said. 
"I don't want to," Will replied. 
"It doesn't matter if you want to or not," Bill said. "We're 

going to clean the car out." 

out." 

"Outside in the rain ... " Will said. 
"It's a bright, sunny day," Bill told him. 
"I don't like the sun," Will said. 
"Do I have to do everything by myself?" Bill asked. 
"No," Will said. "But I just don't want to help clean the car 

"All those French fries papers," he said. "And Melly has 
been sitting in the car." 

"I've had enough of that," Bill said, standing in the center 
of the room and jingling the car keys. "If we're going for a drive, 
we have to clean the car out." 

"Oh why didn't you say so?" Will said. 
"Because it doesn't matter what we're going to do," Bill 

said. "The car has to be cleaned out." 
"I don't want to," Will said. 
"And I'll empty the ashtrays," Bill said. 
"No, I can do that." 
"While you polish the doors." 
"'And clean the chrome.' But what about the bottles and 

dishes and dirty clothes?" 
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"And dry cleaning!" Bill said. "I forgot the dry cleaning." 
"No wonder I can't find my pants," Will said. 
"Trousers," Bill told him. "Trousers. You can't find your 



-------------------------------------- * 
trousers." 

"Whatever," Will said. 
"I hope the ashtrays aren't too full," Bill said. 
"I only use one," Will said. "I don't know who puts ashes 

in the other two." 
"1hree," Bill said. "There are three more ashtrays besides 

the one I'm thinking about." 
"I did not put bubble gum in the garbage bag," Will said. 
"Didn't say you did," Bill replied. 
"I can stack the dishes in the sink," Will said. 
"Never mind. They're plastic, just hose them off." 
"Do we have to take the chairs out and vacuum under 

them?" 

only." 
"Seats," Bill said. "No, we have to vacuum under them 

"And down the middle?" 
"Shut up." 
"And the windows, should I bring the Wind ex in a squirt 

bottle and a roll of paper towels?" 
"An old undershirt'll do fine." 
"Only if it's one of yours," Will said. 
"Is Melly going to help us?" Will asked then. 
"No," Bill said. "She's taking a nap." 
"But she rides in the car," Will said. 
"I don't give a fly-ass fuck if she does," Bill said. "She's 

taking a nap and doesn't want to be disturbed." 
"Oh-ho to that one." 
"Watch your manners," Bill said, looking for the gin bottle. 
"Oh, no," Will said. "We're not going to drink while we 

clean the car, are we?" 
"It takes a strong stomach to get those ashtrays emptied," 

Bill said. 
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"Then I will empty them," Will told him. 
"No," Bill said. "That's my job." 
"And I'm to polish the doors and clean the chrome?" 
"That's what you said." 
"No, that's what you said," Will said, sitting down and 

pretending to be a skunk. 

said. 
"Well, if you don't want to help clean out the car ... " Bill 

They heard a noise, it was the engine starting up. 
"Where's she going?" Will asked. 
"To the art museum," Bill said. 
"But I wanted to go," Will told him. 
"That was yesterday," Bill said. 
"She has her own keys?" Will asked. 
"No, she took the bus." 
"That's final," Will said. "I'm not going anywhere. You can 

clean the car out by yourself." 

here." 

us." 

"How did you know she has her own keys?" Bill asked. 
"You're always giving her things," Will said. " And I just sit 

"That's not true," Bill said. 
"You let her go on the bus?" Will asked. 
"If we clean the car out," Bill said, "we can go for a drive." 
"Not with your lll{)ther sitting there in the chair, watching 

"My mother is NOT in the chair," Bill said. 
"I never get to do anything," Will said. 
"You can help me clean the car," Bill said. 
"It's a nice, stumy day." 
"Bright stumy day," Will said. "You said it was a bright, 

stumy day." 
Bill sat down and took a draw on the gin bottle. 
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"Are you going to help me," he said, "clean the car?" 
"I don't know," Will said. 
"Neither do I," Bill replied. 
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Cathryn Funkhouser 
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The Reading of Tea Leaves 

Bone china and fragile stems, 
the gift from a mother to a daughter 
swims out to sea 
while the women sit on the porch. 

The scarab shells of winter fall 
like the men who collect them. 
The snow backs up until the driveway 
and the night are figures packed tight. 

The third season we try to speak but 
a hollow rain drowns the leaves. 
The rain seeps through the upstairs' ceiling, 
and a mother is a far off sound. 



-------------------------------------- * 
Cathryn Funkhouser 

The New Year 

I have no land to compare flowers. 
All seasons come and go simply. 
The map has no names 
for people who remember 
years instead of faces. 
The land where I once lived is filled 
with sad limbs and heavy mouths. 
My house is full of dreams without you. 
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The Photo 

The spring planting, the geraniums, 
and down the street, the azaleas, 
and further on down, the starry night. 

The city holds in its stomach for the shot 
where we all stand beers in hand 
our hair slicked by the wind. 

Two copies, please, and one more for the 
terror across the street, 
the window broken, the rape in progress, 
the wife and husband hand in hand. 



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

B. D. Love 

Weight 

Your death came fast and hot and hard-
Cancer-and never more obscene-
Mere spore embedded in those pods 
From which your own seed should have flown. 

The white-frocked men with worked-white smiles 
-Who call such practice therapy-
Pumped you to bursting with chemicals, 
With still more smiles, with wait and see. 

In photographs of bayou swamp 
We see a forest suffocate 
Beneath a mass of moss. Too late 

We learn how worlds are swallowed, crown to stump. 
We bear what bores within, that blackest weight. 
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B. D. Love 
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Salt 

Having, at twenty, tasted love and fmmd 
It salt, you'd spit and spit it out for good. 
The principle you've always understood: 
That sweet needs sour, that spicy-heat demands 
Its bed of plain white rice. Balance is skill, 
But salt is nothing, common, the stuff of blood 
And tears, the core of mountains, scent on the tide. 
The rule: a little stings. Enough can kill. 

My table's set. The guests have gathered round 
To count off calories from mental charts, 
To shun what salt might press a worried heart. 
I think of you, your heady pain, young friend-

And make my simple prayer before I carve: 
Salt, bum us. Bring us savor. Salt, preserve. 



--------------- * 
Winner of the 1993 Permafrost Chapbook Contest 

Manigault's Hunger 

poems by 

Kevin Griffith 
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Preface 

A portion of this sequence of poems is based on the life of 
American artist Edward Manigault, a painter of the early twenti-
eth century. The Manigault of these poems shares only one 
feature of the actual artist-his death. Manigault, in an attempt to 
hallucinate more vivid colors, starved himself to death. Every-
thing else here is a fiction-a poet trying to imagine an artist's life. 
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Manigault in Downpour 

Olive, the color of a bad bruise, feathers 
into a comer of sky, seeps in, like rain 
in a faulty coffin, when we know the dead cry 
long after the sorrows of the living are over. 

Its purple folds wadded like crepe paper, 
the flower clipped to my pocket becomes 
some relic of an old party. 
In a grand hall laughter weeps like a carnation. 

Using the small stair of its body, ivy climbs 
my mistress's window. I see her face through 
the iron cross in the pane, crow-blue, 
then the face of another beside her. 
My heart sinks like the fish in the pond, 
and I know the green lace which is their sky. 

A newspaper clings to the mailbox, 
words disintegrating like the ghost of a chance. 
I am gladS is such a sad letter, the beautiful curve 
of the sleeper's body, a drunkard's path, 
the luminous waltz of the sleep walker. 

All at once, my wnbrella falls from my hand 
and lands upside down on the sidewalk. 
It hurries away on its sharp metal foot, 
its steps sounding very much like the persistence of rain. 
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Manigault's Sleeplessness 

Midnight rides in on silk rails, and though 
curtains shelter the glass, I know branches 
are falling, scattering themselves like Chinese letters 
over the whiteness of her lawn. 

Tonight I rearrange my sorrows 
like chess pieces. I remember that doll 
I buried as a child, sealing it in a coffee can, 
like some sacrifice to eternity. 
Well, it's gotten me this far. 

The mind's such a sad palace. A house 
with tin walls and a plastic lid. Dust 
that smells like morning. I spend 
my nights studying the little plastic hands, 
wondering what banquets are being prepared for the dead. 

I have plenty of time to trace 
cracks in the ceiling, to map out my own 
continents of plaster. In my battles 
all soldiers retreat, holding the pages of nights' atlas. 

And the trucks past my window 
rush on like ghosts snoring, losing themselves 
along the highways of sleep. 
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The Statue Made of Leaves 

It is not enough to be white marble, 
stone so cool to the touch 
our fingers know the infinite regress 
of night, stars disappearing in the palm. 

No, for this woman, her hair is too delicate 
for stone. You cannot carve contours 
of shadow the way wind carves its weight 
into the summer willow. 

Stone keeps the eyes closed. These grow open. 
Inside, plum and mulberry sleep, 
drinking in light, ripening 
the fruit purple and heavy. 

Stone has one face: winter. In the thick branch 
of her face, days darken and fall. 
Time passes quietly, the way the smell 
of water travels over tall grass. 

What lives in stone? Animals hide 
in the dense forest of her body. Night 
opens her arms to owls and prayers 
flying over the endless pine. 
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Emily Dickinson 

You wait so long to float down 
the black river of yourself. 
You want to be as unfamiliar as now. 

You sit in a chair 
of your own bones, the white rose 
of a handkerchief 
pressed against your face. 

Your shadow runs a race with itself. 
Already it is tomorrow. 
Already yesterday. 



-----------------------------------------$ 

Three Songs for a Woman 

Your body is thin 
like a thread, strong 
the way a thread 
is made of still smaller threads. 

When you walk, you move 
quietly, like a child's story-
the last pages of your steps 
turning into sleep. 

Your words are not even, 
but angled, the way 
a candle is cut 
so that its purpose is not 
to last, but to melt, 
to make bottles beautiful. 
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Apology 

For so long I have lived as a seed 
in the earth's open palm, waiting 
for something that was mine. 

Forgive me. 
When I laughed I could not see 
my doubt draping around you 
like the wild grape 
covering telephone poles. 

Now it's quiet enough 
to hear children gathering 
at the river. 
Their voices sweep 
from tree to tree 
like the onrush of dusk, 
disappear 
into the white invitation of water. 

54 



--------------------------------------* 
The Last Days of Edward Manigault 

November 3, 1910 

Outside, the sky grays like an old saint. 
Rain is seasoned with soot. New York. 

I've been reading of the shamans, how they journey 
living on nothing but prayer, until their eyes 
are pierced by the arrows of spirits, 
that wound which lets in a different light, 
God's light. On my plate, some scallions 
and a square of brown bread. 
I wash it down with tea. My last swallow. 

55 



$------------------------------------

November4 

An empty plate of moon. 
A white canvas. Evening. 

My work progresses in fits and starts. 
A color leaves my brush for canvas 
and ceases to have relevance. 
It dies like a wave: the beauty 
is in the crashing, the stroke on cloth. 
What's left is merely foam and sand. 
In frustration, I paint the canvas black, 
closing its eye, sending it to sleep. 

In my dreams, I walk across a desert 
carrying a walking stick made of hair. 
Dune after dune I travel, the stick 
becoming heavier as I realize I cannot 
capture even the color of sand, 
color of monotony. In the distance, a great canyon, 
a bowl scooped into rock, mottled 
with the colors of snake leather. I am a visitor 
in one of my own landscapes, traveling toward 
an artificial horizon. No matter how long I walk, 
I am already as far as I have been 
and as far as I will go. 
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November 8 

A bubble sealed in amber. 
My studio. 

The jars of oil paint rest on a table: burnt umber 
swirled with turquoise and jade, violet with cream 
and parrot. Some colors have not mixed well 
and remain in perpetual swirling, like the galaxy 
of milk that forms in coffee 
when white slips into brown. 

Someone enters without a knock. 
I cannot see past the candle tongue. 
The shadow speaks with a woman's voice: 
I have brought you food. 
Are you a nurse? 
I take care of men. I live here. I have seen you. 
What do I look like? 
Like a man who wants to die. I've seen many like you. 
If I eat, I will not see. 
A strange thought. 
Do you know all the names for yellow? 
Here is half loaf and cheese. 
Canary, lemon, jasmine, saffron .... 

The shadow is gone. I return to work, 
wondering if there is a true color for rain. 
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November 11 

The stars continue their slow somnambulant waltz. 

I rest on my cot, reminded of the story of an amnesiac 
who awoke one day remembering 
nothing of his own life but speaking another language. 
I think of the genius left to be opened, 
the brain's little vaults. 

In my dream, I am walking down a gray hallway: 
my hand touches an iron door. The lock is rusted 
and crumbles in my hand. Inside this windowless room 
are all the colors I can imagine, yet as I reach for them, 
they become fruit, bread, meat. A stem-looking man 
gathers the food onto a plate and eats 
while I am forced to watch. 

I wake, feeling as if I have painted all night. 
My mind is weary and the canvas is black. 
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NovemberlS 

Sky a grayish violet. 
Cloud a Lagerfeld rose. 

Sound of a bell, a distant bell, like the faraway echo 
one hears inside his own hollow body. 
I must drink a small glass of water 
to keep my mouth moist. The water is a gypsy; 
borrowing its color the way the ocean's green 
is really the alchemy of murk, 
sea flower, and sky. 

I look through the bottom of my glass 
to the bare wood floor; all the various grains 
ripple and contort. I am standing on a silt carpet, 
waiting for the prophets, the messengers of color. 
But they are spies, draped in velvet cloaks, 
and in the comers of my vision, 
I can sense them following. 
When I tum to face them, they disappear. November 8. 

Blue hair. 
Dried cheese. 

The shadow again. 

You have not eaten? 
Even black has its nuances. 
I will bring a doctor, if I can find one for the poor. 
May I see your eyes? 
My eyes? You must eat. 
What color is worry that swims behind eyes like a shark? 
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You cannot live on your colors. 
Ebony, jet, sable, ink .... 

The shadow disappears. 

I remember my mistress, the wife of a printer. 

0, the blackness of her letters, the dark words shadowing 
the curl of her body as she slept. 
Black and white are simple, clean. The colors of accounts. 
I stare into my black canvas. In its impasto terrain 
live thousands of tiny skeletons. 
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November20 

Fireworks. 
I have decided to paint fireworks. The grand kind, 
like I witnessed as a child along the Hudson River. 
For that is what I now see-pinpoints of light-not the stars 
that flourish when one stands too quickly, but a steady net 
of light speckled over my face. A veil of light. 
God is sharing his colors for joy and sadness, 
giving me a veil, something one wears as a bride or a mourner. 

A color between jade and pink 
blossoms in my mind, sending tendrils 
up the crisscross of light in front of my face. 
My brush becomes a tiny oar. I am ready to make a great journey. 

The tip of my brush ripples into blackness. 
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The Loss Trader 

He was a man whose trade 
was loss. At 12, he buried 
a tin soldier and a Mercury dime 
in the peach grove near his home, 
thinking that, at some 
great distance in his life, 
they would come back to him. 

In his old neighborhood, 
roofs were covered 
with toy rockets. Tiny gray boats 
littered the river. The wind combed 
its hair with balsa and paper. 

Now, as he sleeps, chessmen are retreating 
under the sofa. His wife's pale body rolls 
and sinks beneath waves 
of blanket. In some orchard that grows 
in his dream, a poor soldier savors 
fallen fruit. He is preparing 
for the long march home. 
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Memory 

Now and then I think of you. 
You leave a few words on the page, slippers 
I leave beside the bed. When I sleep, 
shadows walk in them. 
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Kevin Griffith is an Assistant Professor of English at 
Wartburg College, Iowa, where he teaches creative writing, 
composition, and film. His work has appeared in numerous 
literary journals, including The Southern Review, The Quarterly, 
New York Quarterly, and National Forum. His chapbook Labors 
was published in 1991 by Still Waters Press. 
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1993 Permafrost Chapbook Contest Honorable 
Mention, Catching the Water Under Fish 

Leslie Leyland Fields 

Arrival 

It is good to arrive 
by sail or oars. 
Movement is clean. 
Landings are silent. 
You can come alone, 
no one knows. 

But if I arrive 
by boat with roaring outboard, 
I skim the water; 
I make a mark. 
When I land, I never 
land alone: 
my skiff drags behind it 
all the rest--

the rows of repercussions, 
small, wet thunders 
that clash against my boots: 

the water is telling truth. 
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Leslie Leyland Fields 
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Under the Night 

"Tell me your dreams," I say. 
He doesn't remember. 
I do. 
I am there every night, 

the misty face rising 
from the sea; 
the bulb of kelp, 
brown hair choking the prop 
of his skiff 
as he skims my cheek; 
the white buoy 
he just misses in the dark. .. 

and when he is drowning, 
eyes gasping for air--
lam the one 
who swims to him. 



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

1993 Permafrost Chapbook Contest 
Honorable Mention, The Violin Mark 

Judith Skillman 

The Shortest Day 

When the trees detangle 
branches like feathers, 
I think back to the strange shop 
where a man with an earring played 
the violin badly, his bow sinking into the string. 

The stages of blue begin to circle 
and fill in spaces, poisonous 
as certain mushrooms, as the woody stem 
of the violin bow. 
There. It always takes place 

In an unmarked shop, 
upstairs, where foreigners speak a strange language 
I can understand. Vitali waxes 
and wanes, a sheet of light 
slipped under a practice door. 

The chaconne grows into its own 
in crevices and folds, where lumps of rosin 
gleam like fool's gold. 
I know I've been left alone on account 
of my shyness. 
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I peruse the old books, 
postcards and scribbled notes, until 
the musty dampness and dark 
agree to separate quietly, 
to become a different version. 



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

Judith Skillman 

Seccadour 

... while on the roof was formed a flat terrace, called ... 
'seccadour', to indicate that part of the house used for 
drying linen or fruits. 

-Antonio Stradivari, His Life and Work 

The violins are drying. On parchment strips, 
orange-red varnish still wet, 
they hang high above the piazza, 
and if a breeze begins it dies off 
in the sheer act of rising. 

First wire Francesca hangs 
dates and figs on strings, the stiff shirts 
she pounded with a rock. She thinks the violins 
are his other women, 
who wait so long to be finished. 
Their narrow waists 
and long necks are passive, caught in the act of drying. 

It is summer everywhere, they play, 
though they are bare children 
caught in the act of make believe. 
And she knows it's still too early to string them 
and give them their names. 
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Some will be dark and mellow, 
others carry a bright falseness. 
The woman knows this even though 
she's never played music. 
In an emergency, 
one of them could be taken apart and put back together 
under his skilled hands. 

Parrots and Birds of Paradise litter the courtyard. 
From above she can't tell the difference between the flower 
on its disappeared stalk, and the bird swinging 
from the dowel clasped in its tongue. 

She feels the price of his work, 
and remembers the happiness 
he takes sometimes in the folds of her body. 
All around her the heat is liquid, sweat 
beads running down her arms 
and flushed cheeks, the sweat under her heavy petticoats 
like lacquer on the rinds of her hips. 



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

Warren Ferguson 

Me and Hermie 

Me and Hermie are sitting on the edge of my front porch, 
smoking our cigarettes, scuffing the dirt with our sneakers and 
looking out into the darkness. Dad and I live in one of those small 
frame houses built thirty-five or forty years ago in the fifties. I've 
heard, in those boom times, almost any cracker-box with four 
walls and a roof found a ready buyer. Now, our neighborhood is 
not so much run-down as just unattended, with other tenants like 
us at a standoff with landlords over repairs and rent increases. 

"I got some good stuff inside," I say. "Want me to roll us a 
joint?" 

"No," Hermie says, "not for me." 
We've survived another parched summer in East Texas. 

Even the voices of the cicadas sound weary, competing against 
the window air conditioning units that lay a steady, low hum 
over our street. 

"You know Dad don't care," I say. 
"Naw, not tonight." 
Hermie has spent the summer sacking groceries down at 

McElrath's. Me, I've mowed some lawns, hauled trash, practiced 
my baseline-shot and read a few books. Most every evening 
before dark we play a little horse. Both of us been trying to grow 
some, since we're shorter than most other guys we know. Didn't 
seem so important before, but now that we're going to be high 
school seniors, it hurts to have to look up to people. 

Me and Hermie have been best friends since the third 
grade when me and Dad and Morn moved to Lufkin from Fort 
Worth. Hermie sat on the curb that day, not saying anything, just 
watching us carry our stuff from the U-Haul into this house. 
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Toward dark Mom sent me out with some lemonade, and 
Hermie asked me if I liked basketball. When I said I did, he said 
he had a hoop on his garage. He pointed toward a house at the 
end of the block. 

The next week on my first day at school, during recess, 
with all the kids bunched around, he stepped between me and 
Billy Laughlin. Hermie never said a word, just clenched his fists 
into hard knots and looked up at the bigger boy. In less time than 
it takes to tell it, Billy lay sprawled on his butt, a surprised look in 
his eyes and blood squirting from his nose like water from a 
garden hose. 

In the years since then, me and Hermie have been like 
brothers, only without the arguing and fighting. He's what all the 
sports writers like to call "a natural athlete." If it's something that 
rolls, bounces, can be hit or thrown, Hermie can do it better than 
about anybody in our whole district. On the other hand, without 
my coaching he'd still be sitting in Algebra I and Biology. 

"Hey, Hermie, how's it going?" my dad says, coming out 
of our house, letting the screen door bang after him. He walks 
down the steps, then backs up and sits on the rough boards of the 
front porch and makes himself comfortable against one of the 
posts. 

"Pretty good, Mister Kiles," Hermie says, looking past me 
at my dad. 

My dad's about forty, I guess, a little taller than me but 
with a stocky build and strong as a bear. His head grows almost 
out of his shoulders, and his upper arms are thick as railroad ties. 
But he carries a big stomach that strains all his shirts to stay 
buttoned. I've never understood how a guy working outside in 
the heat all day, doing heavy lifting, could keep steady company 
with all that fat. 

"How're things down at the lumber yard?" Hermie asks. 
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"Aw, not bad," Dad says. "Guess if my boss was anybody 
but my brother I'd mind. He cuts me some slack, so it works out 
tolerable." Dad puts a match to a cigarette, takes a puff and flicks 
the match stick out into the shriveled yellow patches of grass that 
pass for our front yard. "Won't never be nothing good as that 
service station I had in Fort Worth. Ain't that right, Buddy?" 

"Yeah," I say. "You had everything but customers." 
Dad laughs a little. "Guess you're right there. Going broke 

ain't never fun." 
I offer Hermie another cigarette, and we both light up. 

Then all three of us just sit quiet, listening to the cicadas and the 
air conditioners, occasionally swiping at a mosquito or gnat, 
wishing for any hint of breeze to break this still heat. But cool 
weather for this part of Texas is still somewhere up in Alaska or 
Canada, and will take two months to work its way down to us. 

The living room light coming through the open front door 
just barely reaches us, throwing shadows over our features 
whenever we look at each other. I inhale deep, letting the bite of 
the cigarette smoke kick me in the chest. 

"Buddy here tells me your mom's getting married," Dad 
says. 

"That's right," Hermie says, "week from Saturday." 
"I met him once," Dad says. "Over at the cafe, at Ruby's. 

Didn't seem like a bad guy. Lane, Lane Cottrell? That his name?" 
"Yes, sir, that's his name," Hermie says. "He ain't bad, I 

guess," the tip of his cigarette glows, "long as you don't have to 
live with him." 

"Been selling cars up in Nacogdoches?" 
"Yes, sir. Now he's moving in with us. Along with his two 

kids every other weekend. And four weeks in the summer." 
"Him and your mom went to high school together? Do I 

have that right?" 
"Yes, sir, you do. Was right here in Lufkin. He's coming 
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back home. 

"Guess your mom will keep working for the city?" Dad 
asks. 

Hermie laughs but not very loud. "Oh, yeah. Dynamite 
couldn't blast her out of the tax department." 

"Well, sounds like it'll work out," Dad says. "Guess he can 
get a job. What with all them used car lots out on Bailey Street." 

From a pack out of his shirt pocket, Dad pulls another 
cigarette and lights it with the stub of the old one. The spent one 
arcs out into the blackness, settling in the dirt, a dying spark 
looking back at us. 

"Your mom's worked hard all these years, Hermie," Dad 
says. "She deserves some happiness, you know." 

"Yes, sir," Hermie says, "I ~ow." 
We sit for a bit, just looking out into the night, watching 

lights in the houses across the street wink on, then off, then on 
again in a different room. 

"Ain't like he's trying to take your dad's place," my dad 
says. 

Hermie snorts. "Wouldn't have to be much to take his 
place. The sorry bastard." 

left?" 

The smoke from our cigarettes just sits close to us. 
"How long's it been now," Dad says, "since your dad 

"Four years," Hermie says. 
I look at Dad, but he's looking out over the yard. I'm 

thinking, why the hell you asking him that, old man, you know 
damned well how long it's been. Your wife left six weeks later. It 
doesn't have to be in board feet for you to add and subtract that 
much, does it? 

"You ever see him?" Dad asks. 
"Not in almost two years. That Christmas morning, when 

he knocked on the front door, drunker than Cooter Brown." 
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You think you're sly, you old fox, I'm thinking. Hell, 
Hermie can figure you're just trying to find out if her and him are 
together. When Mom left us, the gossip raced through this town 
like a summer grass fire in a high wind. Even the kids at school 
whispered when they saw me or Hermie. But we never knew for 
sure. Still don't. Only fixed thing I do know is Mom never came 
back or phoned or wrote, or in any way gave us a clue where she 
was or what she was doing. Must have rooted us out of her mind 
forever. 

Me and Hermie talked about it a lot. Put what we knew 
together to try to figure it out, but it didn't help. His dad, my 
mom, both of them left so suddenly. We didn't know any reason, 
except they didn't want to be around us any longer. 

On the night she left, Dad asked my mom, what about 
Buddy here? You just going to abandon him? She gave me one of 
those pale smiles of hers, and said we'd do just fine together, that 
she wasn't adding much to the family, anyway. After a long hug 
for me, she picked up her suitcase and went out to the car. Dad 
took her downtown to catch the bus to Houston. I was in my 
room with the light out when Dad came back. We haven't talked 
about it since. 

But Hermie wasn't even that lucky. His dad just took off 
one day while his mom was at work and Hermie was at school. 

Later on, me and Hermie thought maybe my dad and his 
mom would hit it off, but that didn't happen. Hermie's mom 
dated here .and there, some of the guys Hermie liked, some he 
didn't. As for my dad, when he wasn't working, he just hung 
around our house, reading detective stories, watching sports on 
TV. Still does. 

"Well, this time next month," Dad says, "you boys'll be 
bouncing them basketballs again, for real." 

I offer Hermie another cigarette but he shakes his head. I 
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put the pack back in my shirt pocket. 

"You boys shouldn't be smoking." 
"We never smoke, Dad," I say, "once practice starts." 
"Whole town's expecting you to take state this year," he 

says. "It's your last chance." 
"We'd have done it last year," I say, "if that shithead 

Sullivan could have remembered a few history dates." 
"Did that coach from San Jac call your mom, Hermie?" 

Dad asks. "Robbins, Robinson, I think it was." 
"Yes, sir," Hermie says, "he called. Bent her ear for half an 

hour." 
"Yeah," Dad laughs a little, "he's a talker." He's solemn 

now, bending to his left, looking past me at Hermie. "He wants 
you boys bad next year. Both of you. And why not? Best damned 
guards in the state. Either one of you can play point or shooting 
guard, and never lose a step." 

He rests against the post again, lights another cigarette, 
tastes the smoke before sending it out in the night air. 

"I know you've already got lots of other calls, Hermie," 
Dad says. "You can get a scholarship in about any sport you 
want. Buddy here's a one-sport man. Basketball. I think of you 
boys as a team. And I hope you'll stay together." 

Dad leans to the left while he's delivering this message to 
Hermie, who glances his way, then out to the front again. 

"I see you winning state," Dad says, relaxing against the 
post, "then going down there to San Jacinto College for two years. 
After that, transferring cross-town to the University of Houston. 
The final four at the NCAA tourney, and straight into the pros?" 

I laugh. Not a big laugh but enough. "Dad," I say, "have 
you gotten into some of my stash? You know how many guys 
like us make it to the pros?" 

"I'm serious," he says. "I don't want to hear none of your 
negative trash. You boys can make a basketball walk, talk and do 
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everything except yodel. You could hold your own with the 
Lakers or the Celtics right now." 

Most of the lights in the windows of the houses on the 
street are out now, and it's cemetery-quiet in our neighborhood. 

"And don't tell me nothing about your size," Dad goes on. 
"Just remember Calvin Murphy. Five foot nine. Best damned 
free-throw shooter in the history of the NBA. And Spud Webb 
over there in Atlanta. Can dunk a basket smooth as Michael 
Jordan." He sighs. " All it takes is ability. And attitude. So, I don't 
want none of that trash talk. You hear?" 

Me and Hermie sit still, letting Dad's energy wash over us. 
Soon, though, Hermie slides off the porch and comes around to 
offer his hand to my dad. "Thanks for visiting with us, Mr. Kiles." 
They grip, then drop their hands. I wonder if Dad finds anything 
strange about this, since they don't usually shake hands. If he 
does, he doesn't glance at me for any answers, but my eyes are 
mostly looking straight ahead so I won't show what I know. "See 
you later, Mr. Kiles," Hermie says. 

"Come back, Hermie," Dad says, "anytime. You're always 
welcome at our house." 

Hermie nods and turns and walks out to my old pickup in 
the driveway. The door opens grudgingly, and he settles himself 
on the passenger side. The door bangs loud in the stillness. 

Dad and I just sit, both of us looking out toward Hermie, 
though we can't really see him very well in the darkness. 

Finally Dad says, "You driving Hermie home? Don't he 
still live at the end of the block?" 

I think for a few seconds, then say, "Hermie's not going 
home, Dad." I can see his eyes jump around on me even though 
I'm still looking ahead. "I'm taking him downtown. To the bus 
depot." 

"The bus depot? What the hell for?" 
I tum toward Dad. "He's catching the eleven-ten to Hous-
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ton. Joining the Marine Corps first thing in the morning." 

"The Marine Corps? What the shit's going on with you 
two?" I don't answer, just keep my eyes on his face, watching all 
the questions gather there. "Who the hell's idea was this?" 

"Dad, do you think I want him to go? To quit school?" 
"How the hell am I supposed to know what's going on 

with you guys? I think you're all set for a big season, a straight 
ride into the pros, and you dump this on me." 

"Look, Dad, I've used every argument I could think of. For 
the last month, every day I've talked to him." 

"He's been planning this for a month? And you never said 
a damned word about it!" The veins on Dad's neck look thick as 
ropes. "What the hell's got into you, boy?" 

"Listen, I knew I was the only one who had a chance of 
talking him out of it." I scoot closer to Dad, almost put my hand 
on his shoulder. My voice is softer now. "I've been over it again 
and again, what he's giving up. What we been planning since the 
third grade. To be together. Playing college basketball. Our 
dream. None of it's made a dent." 

"Hell," Dad says, "if he don't want to live with that Cottrell 
fellow, he can come stay with us." 

"I told him that a hundred times," I say. "But him and his 
morn had it out. Big time argument. She told him he'd be leaving 
in a year, anyway. Said this was her best chance, and she was 
going to grab it." 

I watch the pain spilling out of Dad's eyes. 
"You know how hot-headed Hermie can get," I say. "He 

told his mom if they wanted him gone, he'd by-God get out of 
their way right now." 

When Dad's words finally came, they were low and 
gravelly. "Don't he care nothing about us? Him and you, you're a 
team. Don't he care nothing about that? Or what happens to you 
now?" 
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"Hermie doesn't owe us anything, Dad. He's got to do 

what he thinks is best for Hermie." I wait a bit, and then my 
words are slow and deliberate. "Listen, Dad, I'll get along with or 
without a basketball scholarship." 

Dad and I stare at each other for a long time, then we look 
out toward Hermie in my pickup. He's holding a cigarette and 
from time to time we see part of his face in the small glow. 

"I didn't know you could get in the Marines," Dad says in 
a dead voice, "unless you'd finished high school." 

"They make some exceptions," I say, "long as you've been 
through the tenth grade. Hermie's had a lot of publicity, Dad. 
Newspapers. Even 1V. You know how the Marines are always 
looking for good athletes." 

Dad looks back at me. His face has that same expression I 
saw the night Morn left. "Guess he thought all my talking was 
just a bunch of bullshit," he says. "I'm just a blabbering old fool." 

After a little bit, I say, "He likes you, Dad. That's the only 
reason he even bothered to hear you out." 

Pretty soon I push myself off the porch and head out 
toward the truck. Dad's voice trails after me, "Goddarnrnit, don't 
nothing in life ever work out right?" 

As me and Hermie back out of the driveway, I see Dad still 
sitting on the porch. He doesn't move except to strike a match 
and put it to the end of another cigarette. 

79 



* -----------------------------------------
Elizabeth Rees 
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Grandmother Rose 

My grandmother was taken away 
by tall men in white, 
when a rose broke in one breast 
and her other was empty. 

Ghosts grow fingers 
to carry bodies. 
She left my father 
the view of her eyes, 

when he was only ten. 
My father doesn't know 
that he is crying. 
He has given me her name, 

still ridden with wishes. 
I buy long-stemmed roses 
and keep them long after 
they've died. 

Petals of a rose 
dry and flutter off 
like the chambers of a heart 
open for a second. 



--------------------------------------- * 
My grandmother whispers 
when I sleep, Go now, 
go to your father 
who does not speak of the past. 
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Angela J. Davis 
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Anna 

People tell him 
what he feels for me 
is not love, 
but they're wrong. 
All day today 
he stared at the yellow chord 
wrapped around my dress, 
thinking it just might be 
the yellow· line that runs down 
the dream he keeps having, 
that line that rises up from the highway 
and winds itself into a serpent 
in his rear-view mirror. 
He had to touch that yellow chord 
and when he did, 
he thought of lightning and opium 
and a million things he could do to me 
with that chord. 
And on Sunday 
when he saw me 
wearing white instead of black, 
he thought of the word, "disarming" 
and roses made him see blood. 
A sister or a daughter or a mother 



----------------------------------------- * 
will never know what it meant 
when he crushed the stem of his glass 
in the palm of his hand, 
but I do, 
one of a thousand 
like the way he looks 
at the graying hairs on his wrist 
when I brush against his sleeve, 
the way the sound of my name reminds him 
of the sound of his own heartbeat 
in a nightmare where his whole life 
is an electric line across a video terminal, 
a line that stops 
when my face appears, my lips 
parted to tell him: 
dust, shadow, nothing. 
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Floyd Sarvis 
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His Ghost Drifts Home 

for James Wright 

A great distance, an empty page. 
His voice travels invisibly, 
a white boat floating 
over whiteness. When I dream 
of the other shore, I dream he is waiting, 
the white moon of his face 
shining out across great waters. 
When I reach for him, my hands fill with light. 



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

Floyd Sarvis 

What I've Heard 

Wheeling, West Virginia 

I've heard the fog 
purr through fir trees, 

November rain zip 
the Blue Ridge in a gown of ice, 

steam sizzle on the flesh 
my bones will lose. 

I've heard the rough smoke 
of Weirton Steel my father wheezed, 

my mother curse, 
just once, when father died, 

the many accents 
my family speaks. 

I heard a blackbird's scree 
the morning I was married, 

the low sound of my child 
swimming in my wife's belly, 

the loneliness of my son's voice 
when he was lost in Kimball Woods. 
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Tonight, I listen 
with the sharpness darkness brings 

to the slow Ohio work 
through my veins. 



-------------------------------------- * 
Floyd Sarvis 

As Smoke Loves Fire 

The last time we held each other for our own, 
a tiny spark flicked into air 
and briefly claimed our place in the dark. 
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Carolyn Kremers 

Fine Views 

I parked my bicycle beside a creek at the foot of Sunshine 
Canyon and began the long run uphill. The route led over dry 
meadows, past a granite outcropping, through an old horse gate, 
up a gravel road. At the crest of the road I veered right, onto 
blonde grass, then dropped down through the green aspen to my 
usual lookout. 

I panted for air as my eyes searched the hillside for the 
wide-racked white-tailed mule deer that had grazed in the snow 
all winter, unruffled whenever I burst into view on Friday after-
noons or Saturday mornings. Instead, bright blue surveyor's 
stakes stuck out of the harebells and sage, and orange streamers 
fluttered from some of the branches of aspen and ponderosa pine. 

So. Even this small plot of land has been sold. 
Someone was going to build a house. And whoever it was, 

they were going to have a fine view of North Boulder, the lake 
directly below, and the Great Plains, lion-colored, stretching for 
miles to the Colorado-Wyoming border. A very fine view. 

This is my spot. I've been running to it for more than a year. So 
many thoughts have come together here among the pine cones and the 
prickly pear. And not a few tears. Who has bought this land to hack 
down so many things? Look at these streamers, awarded like prizes. All 
but a few trees have been sentenced to die. 

I sat on one of the grey and green lichen-covered rocks and 
looked out at the Plains, hugging my knees, my back to the 
western breeze. 

Soon I will have to find a new destination, another new destina-
tion. 
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Breaking up with Michael had been hard. He had taught 

me much about sound, about how to let my flute sing-how to 
blow hard, not hold back, drop the jaw and send a concentrated 
air-stream to the strike-wall at just the proper angle, so that rich 
low tones would come out, not weak ones, and a sonorous well-
tuned high register could sing, unsqueezed and not sharp. I had 
much to learn. My lips were not as strong as Michael's and they 
were not shaped like his. He had played flute almost all his life. 

My lower lip needed to tum out more to make a cushion 
for the air-stream, and my top lip was short and too pointed in 
the middle. "A tear drop," flutists called it. I had to pull my top 
lip down over my teeth to reach the bottom lip and to form my 
embouchure slightly off-center, to the right, in order to make a 
symmetrical football-shaped opening. These were fine adjust-
ments to learn. Not easy, but not impossible. 

Until Michael refused to teach me anymore, we worked 
hard on embouchure and air support, and on many other things. 
Only later would !discover that Michael's teacher at 
Tanglewood, Doriot Anthony Dwyer, had had an embouchure 
worse than mine. It could be seen when the television camera 
zoomed in on the wind section of the Boston Symphony. Doriot's 
embouchure was twisted, even ugly, but it worked. She had been 
the first woman allowed to join a professional American sym-
phony orchestra. 

Breaking up with Michael had had to do with spirit. This 
was bigger than musical connections and bigger than him throw-
ing all my furniture out on the deck of his condominium. We had 
both wanted something unnamable, something tied up in sound 
and its power to move people, and at the same time connected 
with the natural world: with birds, trees, air. We lived together for 
three years, but we could not find this thing. 
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Michael had slender blonde-haired arms and legs, a tickly 
beard, and eyes like laughing blue ice. His father and an uncle 
were physicists. Although Michael loved music, he had chosen 
botany for his undergraduate degree. 

After college, he had gotten married and had done gradu-
ate work in a new field called ecology. The Vietnam War was 
heating up, though, and Michael did not want to be drafted. He 
took a job teaching biology to nurses in New Jersey. When the 
War ended, he applied to the Yale School of Music, received a 
fellowship, and won first place twice in Yale's annual concerto 
contest, with the Mozart Flute Concerto in D Major, memorized. 

The summer before he would have finished his doctorate, 
Michael and his redhaired wife filed for divorce. He had typed 
her Ph.D. thesis in anthropology four times, she had had an affair 
with a millionaire anthropologist, and he had decided he had no 
need for a doctorate, because he refused to train college flutists for 
jobs that did not exist. With almost all the D.M.A. requirements 
complete except the final comprehensive exam, Michael quit Yale. 
That was when his father decided to help him buy the condo-
minium in Boulder, up against the Flatirons. 

In spring, Michael loved to wander Flagstaff Mountain, 
Gregory Canyon, and the Chautauqua trails, glassing the ponde-
rosa-pines and flowering willows for broad tailed hummingbirds 
and yellow-breasted chats. He would cock his head at the trill of a 
lazuli bunting and search with his eyes and ears until he discov-
ered the singer, perched on a snag. Then he would raise his 
binoculars, gaze at the pulsing orange neck and blue body, and 
hand the binoculars to me. 

"There," he would say. "Take a look." 
He liked lightning and the undersides of plants. 
Michael's flute sound was the roundest and warmest in 

Colorado, his fingers the fastest. He was almost as good as 
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Geoffrey Gilbert, my teacher in Florida. And like Mr. Gilbert, 
Michael helped me see that music is a mirror of the soul. The 
mind does not play the flute and neither does the body. They play 
together or, more accurately, something else plays. 

This notion is hard to hold onto, especially if you haven't 
grown up with it, and neither of us had. 

One morning my third week in Tununak, I dreamed I had 
resigned from my job after only a few weeks and had gone back 
to Boulder. I saw myself sitting at my old desk in the School of 
Education at the University of Colorado, working as a reception-
ist/ clerk typist again. One of my favorite professors came in to 
ask me to type a memo, and something he said made me realize 
he didn't know I had moved all the way to Alaska and back. I 
couldn't remember why I had left Tununak, but I wished and 
wished I hadn't. 

I woke up crying and stared at a bare plywood ceiling, pale 
in morning light. The furnace switched on and I realized where I 
was. Give thanks, give thanks. 

One winter morning, I turned off the alarm and thought 
about what day it was: January fifteenth, Martin Luther King's 
birthday. This day always reminded me of my students in Chi-
cago. I turned over to psych myself for crawling out from under 
the covers, and realized something was wrong. My nose felt very 
cold. 

Every night in my little house, I turned down the thermo-
stat to conserve oil, cut noise from the blower, and keep from 
roasting under my quilt and two blankets when the furnace 
blasted. Now, in spite of the loud wind, I sensed that the furnace 
was dead. 

Pulling on my terry cloth bathrobe and down booties and 
switching on the obscene fluorescent ceiling lights-! hadn't 
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acquired a lamp yet-I slid the pointer on the thermostat up from 
where I had set it the night before. Within seconds, thick black 
smoke spewed from the joints of the flue-pipe into the room. 
Quickly, I pushed the pointer all the way back down. 

Now what? 
I couldn't see outside, for the living-room window and the 

kitchen window were caked with ice and frozen snow, so I 
shuffled into the arctic entryway and threw my body sideways 
several times against the outer door. When it opened, a foot of 
wet snow tumbled down the buried steps and I looked out into a 
black void swirling with white. Down the hill in the old part of 
the village, only three lights glowed. 

No planes today. No paycheck from Bethel, no mail, and no 
student trips to Kasigluk and Toksook for the district basketball tourna-
ments. 

I switched on the cassette-radio that Mark had lent me and 
turned the volume knob all the way up. The house rattled and 
shook in the wind, especially the telephone and electrical wires, 
and this made the radio hard to hear. In storms like this, the wires 
outside the living-room window bounced up and down like jump 
ropes and I knew that, had it been daylight and the window clear, 
I would have thought that the wires looked ready to rip away at 
any moment. 

"Fifty-mile-an-hour winds for Cape Vancouver, with 
blowing snow and rain," said the radio announcer, broadcasting 
from the Jesuit station in Nome. 

It seemed to me a good day to cancel school, but since Phil 
had not called and it was already 7:15, I went through my usual 
routines. 

My breath curled in a small cloud as I sat gingerly on the 
steel honey bucket seat. 

Yow! I've got to find some styrofoam to cover this seat. 
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I heated water in the tea kettle and poured a few inches 
into a basin, saving the rest for tea. A thin film of ice in the bottom 
of the basin crackled under the steaming water. I washed my face 
and under my arms quickly, then dressed in the cold air as fast as 
I could. I pulled Gore-tex wind pants over my jeans and put on 
my fleece jacket and pac boots. After making a tuna sandwich 
and cutting half an apple for lunch, my whole body shivering, I 
stuffed the lunch bag and some papers and books into my faded 
blue daypack. 

Still standing, I drank tea quickly and downed a bowl of 
Cheerios. Then I pulled on the rest of my winter gear: Thinsulate 
parka with hood and wolf ruff, wool hat, polypro liners inside of 
down mittens inside of Gore-tex shells. I swung the pack on my 
back so both hands would be free and pulled the draw-string on 
my hood very tight. I was reaching for the switch to tum out the 
lights, when I heard boots stomping in the arcticentryway. 

Gabriel, the school clerk, opened the inner door. 
"No school today," he said, stomping his boots some more 

and shaking the snow off his goggles. "Oh, and the phones are 
down." 

I hadn't thought of that. No wonder Phil hadn't called. I 
told Gabriel about the black smoke coming out of my flue-pipe. 

"I'll tell Charlie or Abraham," he said. "If they show up 
today." He smiled, put his goggles back on, and headed outdoors 
for the school. 

I closed the inner door and, taking off my parka and two 
pairs of mittens, tried to think of what to do next. Water had 
leaked from the ceiling and the attic onto the top of the furnace, 
and the flue-pipe was covered with soot. I wiped up all the water 
and most of the soot, thinking this might help cut down on the 
smoke somehow. Then I turned the thermostat up again. 

Clouds of black smoke poured out, this time from the top 
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and bottom of the "devil," as Mark's father liked to call it. "You 
got a devil in your corner!" he would tease, whenever he came to 
visit and the furnace turned on. 

A stench like a burning city dump filled the room. I 
grabbed the thermostat and turned it all the way down again. 
Then I rummaged through a dusty pile of pamphlets I had seen 
stashed under the sink. 

"Turn the electric power off," the owner's manual said. 
I looked in the circuit breaker box over the sofa and found 

a switch: "Furnace and Kitchen Outlets." I turned it to OFF. 
What do I do now? I Juwe three college degrees, but I don't know 

a thing about furnaces. 
I decided to walk to the school and ask Gabriel if I should 

go get Abraham, the other school maintenance man. Abraham 
could probably make it to my house on his snowmachine. He 
lived in "housing," much closer than Charlie, whose house clung 
to the beach at the far end of town. Abraham didn't talk much to 
me at school, but I liked him. He seemed about my father's age 
and he always smiled at me. 

I put my parka and two pairs of mittens on again, tied the 
hood tightly, braced myself for the wind before opening the outer 
door, and stepped out. 

The five steps were buried and slippery, but I was used to 
that. At the bottom, I felt with my boot for the boardwalk beneath 
the snow, then followed the walkway carefully a few yards until 
it disappeared in a packed snowdrift as high as my head. The 
footholds I had kicked into the drift on my way down it the day 
before were buried now, so I scrambled up the bank on all fours. 
On top, I followed the drift a hundred yards to the school. 

After prying the outer door open and blowing through the 
inner one, I saw that Abraham was already in the principal's 
office. 
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"Let's all go take a look at that furnace," Phil said, after I 
described the problem. He and Abraham pulled on their gear, 
including their snowmachine goggles, and picked their way 
behind me across the drift. 

Inside my house, Abraham stood by the furnace and 
studied it. 

"The flue is not stopped up," he announced after a few 
minutes, slowly, in his quiet Yup'ik way. "The cap on the top 
must have blown off. Now the wind is blowing down the chim-
ney. So the fumes and smoke cannot escape. We must wait to put 
a new cap on until the wind dies down. Then someone can go on 
the roof." 

Abraham unplugged the furnace. A plug! I hadn't noticed 
that. Now I could tum the circuit breaker back on and use the 
kitchen outlets for my hot-plate and toaster oven. 

Abraham showed me how to light the old iron stove in the 
kitchen, the kind most people in the village used. He dropped 
newspaper scraps inside the big black belly and primed the oil. 

"Now you can light it," he said. "Do you have a match?" 
I lit one, and hesitated. 
Abraham looked at me, then burst into laughter. "You're 

afraid!" he teased. 
I tried to laugh, too, then dropped the match. The papers 

burst into flame. 
While Phil and Abraham waited to see that the old stove 

heated up, they talked about furnaces versus stoves, telephones 
versus CB radios, blizzards. 

"I'm glad you came to school today, Abraham," I said. "I 
was about to go and look for you at your house to see if you 
could help me." 

"I am used to this weather," Abraham said, quiet again 
now. "I used to take dog sled out in this kind of weather. I never 
worry about getting lost. I had very smart lead dog. That dog 
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could always find the trail back to the village." 

"How many dogs did you run?" I asked. 
"Oh, I don't know. Maybe nine. Usually nine. Sometimes 

five." 
"Did many people have dog teams?" 
"Oh, yes. Almost everybody had dogs. But that was ten, 

twelve years ago. Now they too much trouble. Too much trouble 
to catch the needlefish for food. And take care of them. 
Snowmachines is easier. But dogs was much safer. They don't get 
lost. And if you fall through the ice, they can pull you out." 

The stove was burning well now. Abraham and Phil put 
on their hats and tightened their hoods, zipped their parkas, and 
adjusted their goggles, looking lik-e visitors from outer space. 
They groped down my slippery steps, back into the wind, and I 
closed the door. 

My house warmed up slqwly, the oil making it smell like a 
Yup'ik house-hot and close, like Mark and Paul and Hilda's 
house, minus the dried herring fish and seal oil. 

Ten a.m. I lunged against the outer door several times to 
get it open and take another look. Wild white still swirled on 
black. Snow blew horizontally. The air wasn't very cold, though.· 
Maybe twenty-five degrees. 

I stepped back inside the kitchen and got out some Island 
Orange herbal tea I had brought from Boulder. I always enjoyed 
the tropical scene on the box: brown monkeys, red and yellow 
parrots perched in orange trees, and a sandy beach lapped by 
what had to be very warm, turquoise water. A fine view. But I 
preferred the ones inside and outside my front door. 

Months later, I would hike up the hill to the north on 
Saturday or Sunday afternoons, past the place where Mark had 
said perhaps two sod houses used to be. About a mile away, up 
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among the jumbled rocks displaced by permafrost, I would reach 
the Pretend People. 

Eight stacks of stones-flat, lichen-covered rocks placed 
neatly on top of one another-kept watch on the mountainside 
and gazed out at the Bering Sea. Cliffs rose from the beach below 
and sometimes, walking along the shore at low tide, I had seen a 
peregrine falcon soar above my head and disappear in the cliff 
shadows, returning to a nest. 

The first time I climbed to the Pretend People, the hill was 
so windy I could hardly keep my balance. But the visit was worth 
it. Something could be heard. 

Some people in Tununak said the Pretend People had been 
put there to scare the reindeer away from the cliff's edge (when 
Nelson Island had reindeer), saving them from the fall to death 
below. It was true that, in heavy snowstorms or fog or when the 
wind created ground blizzards, tundra blurred with sky, and the 
only way a human could tell where she was going was to remem-
ber the direction of the wind on her cheeks and keep it there. 
Reindeer were not good at this and many were lost over the edge. 
Or so I was told. 

Other people said the Pretend People had watched from 
these cliffs for generations, perhaps since before the reindeer 
came. They said the Pretend People were put there to remind us 
that other people had walked this way, so no one would be lonely 
on the big island. 

Still others said the Pretend People were put there to show 
fishermen and pilots where the village was, in storms or fog. 

I liked to visit the Pretend People and sit among their feet, 
out of the wind. In spring, you could see ice floes far out on the 
water, watch seal hunters motor out of sight, observe people with 
buckets and shovels wading in the mud at low tide, looking for 
clams and mussels. Above the Pretend People, thousands of birds 
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flew, honking in flocks and vees, returning from the Lower Forty-
Eight, Mexico, and South America. Geese, geese, geese: white-
fronted, cackling Canada, emperor, Pacific black brant. Ducks 
whirred. Quick white clouds of black-tipped snowbirds veered 
right, then left, and Lapland longspurs with bright white eye-
brows and chestnut necks walked and ran in the grass. 

Several yellow-coated weasels lived beneath the Pretend 
People, and if I sat still long enough, one might crawl out of a 
crevice and stare at me with twitching nose and beady eyes. The 
ground was scattered with musk ox droppings, but mostly the 
musk ox grazed several hundred feet up on top of the mountain. 
Tan arctic voles tunneled the wet earth, scurrying in whiskered 
zig-zags whenever I walked on their homes. And if the air was 
warm, hairy brown spiders swmed on the rocks. 

These stacks of stones reminded me of pictures I had seen 
of chortens in Nepal and Tibet, so each time I visited the Pretend 
People, I added a few stones to their heads. Others did this, too. 
The Pretend People connected us: with people and other living 
things, with the air and sea, the weather, the past, the island. With 
the world. 

On my way down the mountain after my first visit, I found 
a piece of rusty metal lying on the tundra. I picked it up, wonder-
ing what it was, then guessed by the shape and chain. The jaws 
were rusted open. I tested them with the piece of driftwood that 
dangled from the chain, but the jaws would not budge. I knew it 
was illegal to take other people's traps, but this one looked 
useless and forgotten, so I took it home and hung it from a nail on 
the kitchen wall. Later, I would learn that this leg trap was the 
size for catching arctic fox, and I would buy a soft white fox from 
Susan Thomas' son and hang it, also, on my wall. Other events, 
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too, would change some of my views of traps and furs and of the 
people who used them. 

But that would be later. 
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