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Abstract
The fabric of this novel arises from the burnt pages of Gogol’s Dead Souls. It
explores the metaphor of water, in all its forms, as life. Joe Hennessy is a high school
dropout working construction in Lake Tahoe. Catholic shame spins his mind into
Mandelbrot sets of unrealizable responsibilities toward his family. A crisis occurs
when his sister forces him to start over in a new place. We hear the hush of snow, the
smoothness of water and the approach of the saw blade.
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1. Chac Mool Drinks the Rain and Loses his Stomach
January 2, 1996
The granite peaks of the Sierra Nevada Mountains popped the bellies of a system
of clouds moving eastward. Near the California base of Heavenly Valley Ski Resort, Joe
looked at his reflection against the darkness as he slid the window open. Light behind the
receding clouds moved as Joe stood up and peed out the window, the cold air shiny
against his chest like the falling crystals.
The snow-removal machine ground up the street, throwing rays of light over the
ellipses in the tongue and groove pine. The picture of Joe swimming in the water near
Cave Rock was illuminated for a moment. There was still a boyish touch of the snow
about his face, quiet, spun from crystals, shy to take the light but receptive of sound.
He stepped outside to clear the driveway at five thirty, hearing the dynamite blasts
of the ski patrol guys doing avalanche control. He thought of how clean he would feel up
on the mountain before the sun appeared, watching the avalanches. The wind had blown
snow in between the shed and the snowblower. He had to reach into the smoothness to
pull out the shovel. It didn’t want to come out at first and he shook it around. Once he
had it out, he cut downward at first, making a line and pushing the little avalanche toward
the stream. And when Pharaoh saw that the rain and the hail and the thunders were
ceased, he sinned yet more, and hardened his heart, he and his servants.
Joe hefted a shovelful of snow into the stream and watched it turn gray and
disappear, wondering how he would change shape in Alaska. He threw another shovelful
in and watched, the snow made a sound as it moved over the bottom of the stream, a low
rumble. The water somehow rose up into the snow, as if it were angry at the white color.
He pulled on the snowblower cord a few times and got the motor going. The noise of the
engine made him feel that a robber could sneak up on him and slit his throat in the semi
darkness. There was no one behind him, only the hush of snow and the drone of the
neighbor’s lights. As the snowblower started to move forward, he loosened his focus,
individualizing each projectile of snow. And I will pour out mine indignation upon thee,
I will blow against thee in the fire o f my wrath. The thought of Dad’s face yanking the
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damn thing around for the rest of the winter made him feel guilty for deciding to go to
Fairbanks and work with Dad’s best friend, Larry, the man with the magic toothpick.
Passing beside his sister Anishta’s Chevy LUV, the snowblower started whining
and bits of orange flew into the air. The machine seemed to be spitting pieces of an old
bum into the air. Joe worried that it may have been Great Uncle Yorick, slipping on
something and being buried in the snow as they all slept. It was the plastic covering of
the Tahoe Tribune.
Joe took off his gloves and focused on the steam rising from his hands. The gray
snow shovel wasn’t next to the shed where he should have left it. He had stuck it into the
side of the snow covering the woodpile as a mental note to himself to bring in firewood.
The blade may have been permanently bent. Dad was sure to blame him; it
wasn’t possible that years of inhaling branches and pinecones and the rocks from Mom’s
garden could have done any damage.
Once he was done shoveling the snow off the deck, Joe sat down to scrape the
newspaper puree out. The sky became paler and the wind started to move the tarp a little.
The door creaked open, followed by Dad’s footsteps coming down the stairs with a set of
plans under his arm. He stood behind Joe for a moment assessing the situation and patted
him on the head. Before driving away, he leaned his head out the window and said he
was going to the Hokoyo job site if the road was plowed.
The year Joe dropped out of high school from boredom, Dad, on a night when no
amount of alcohol would sink his ship, wanted to hear the sound of a fire and nearly cut
his thumb off. Since then, the rationalization for the paper was that it would save the
family’s thumbs from danger even if no one read it. There was no use mentioning the
mixture of alcohol and a heavy sharp object. A fool talks sense in a house of madness.
Anishta honked her horn twice, as if to say see you. The night before, Joe was
pacing in the hallway munching chips and looking at the family pictures on the wall. The
sound followed him in the hall like the light of a copy machine. He heard Anishta crack
her back and, thinking she would know he was there, stopped chewing. She shoved her
door open.
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“Yeah?” Anishta asked, turning her radio off.
“Can I have that little bowl deal?” Joe asked.
“I don’t know where it is.” Anishta’s back looked vulnerable. Joe wiped the dust
off the face of her radio clock. He picked up a picture of Uncle Carl, Uncle Henry and
Dad holding the best catch of mackinaw in family history. He took the earrings out of the
mortar and put them on top of the clock.
“Didn’t say you could take that,” Anishta turned around. Joe held up his hands to
show his innocence, his profile blocking the view of the shiny part of her earrings.
“I got you something already.” Anishta pulled the blanket around her shoulders.
Joe picked up a glass and was going to drink from it when he saw a ring floating in the
bottom. It reminded him of the time he ran through the sliding-glass door and passed out
to breathe in tiny shards of glass that made his lungs bleed.
“Jewelry cleaner,” Anishta said, too big to play tag, now. The clocked read
11:10. It flipped over to 11:11. Joe wiped a line of dust off the frame of the mackinaw
picture.
Anishta sighed and threw a lighter at Joe. Joe knew he was

but there was

nowhere to run. He moved the spice-grinding mortar from the middle shelf to the
bottom. He was sitting on his suitcase when she opened the door and knocked him over.
“Just fucking, urn.” Anishta sighed and shook her head. Dad came out of his
room and looked at Anishta with her hand out. Anishta rifled through Joe’s stuff.
“Joe,” Dad’s voice barely made it through the open door. Joe admitted to moving
the mortar. Dad shook his head, went into his room and moved the panel behind which
he kept the old things. He took out two brand new mortars, giving one to Anishta and
one to Joe, explaining that Larry sold two cases of them when he came back from
Lebanon.
The wind began to blow the snow off the trees. It made the tarp covering the
woodpile rattle and snap. The sound seemed more inside Joe than his thoughts. Joe had
been working as a stock boy for Tahoe Basin Electrical Supply. After getting home at
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eleven thirty, he watched a half hour of MASH and then Northern Exposure. Since he
was still awake when Baywatch came on, he eased himself.
Joe walked back to the shed to spray some more non-stick juice on the shovel. He
poured out a bucket of cleaning supplies, realizing as they hit the plywood that he put it
on top of the Chac Mool statue’s head. The dilapidated deck reminded Joe of the
previous night’s episode of Northern Exposure. Chris, the radio DJ, receives a dead
friend in the mail. He builds a catapult and hurls the casket through the heavens. Time
slows to let the viewer’s spirit glide over time, over gravity, over their own mortality.
Coming back into the house, the stillness of the pictures on the wall seemed oddly false
in the electric warmth. Uncle Carl and Uncle Henry fishing together, Mom and Dad at
Kiva Beach, Anishta and Joe dressed up like chickens for Halloween. His dog was
snoring against his bedroom door. He patted him on the head for a while, trying to
remember what he needed to get from his room.
A baby spider crawled across his picture in a newspaper clipping. Larry had
taken him diving near the beach at Cave Rock and under submerged tree trunk; he found
a Chinese opium bottle and pipe kit, which he turned over to the museum in Carson City.
They let him keep a decayed box of railroad spikes. The weight of his air tank, rubbing
spit into his mask so it wouldn’t fog up, and the newspaperwoman’s low butt were the
only things he remembered. Did they get there in Larry’s boat or his truck Big City?
Outside again, images from TV kept appearing before his mind. The MASH
episode in which Charles Winchester III travels to the front piqued by a curiosity about
death. A dying man’s last words are, “I smell bread.” Joe watched the wind lift the tarp
and felt like he was ready to hear the voice of the world.
Dad was a quarter of the way done shoveling the subfloor when Joe got there.
White lining was falling out of the hole in the elbow of his jean-jacket. He had shaved
his beard—of twenty-nine years—a few days earlier. Joe avoided smiling inwardly at
this new stranger with the boyish face and the shy manic-depressive eyes.
“You get another newspaper?” Dad hefted a shovelful of snow through the two
by fours. Joe pushed the snowblower off the back of the truck down the plywood ramp.
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“Called Robbie and Craig and told them to hang out for a while.” Dad kept
shoveling while Joe lifted the snowblower onto the subfloor. A Twix wrapper was stuck
to the back of his jacket. Joe wanted to pull it off, but it fell on its own.
“I’m going to go over and see if they’ve plowed Mandan. They’re supposed to
bring the trusses at three.”
“Yeah,” Joe kept his eyes kind, unshocked.
Dad looked down and started to move his hand as if to speak. He scratched his
head and put the shovel into the back of the old truck. He came back with the circular
saw in his hand. The previous day, Joe had cut the head beam three feet short. After
that, he fell victim to farpotchket, an attempt to fix something that results in said item’s
destruction. He measured a fascia board and wrote twenty-two inches on a piece of scrap
plywood upon which he had also written sixteen inches. He made a mental note not to
cut at sixteen inches; he put the mark on the board by the number that he didn’t want to
see. The damn saw didn’t work anyway. Joe’s hand-me-down from Uncle Carl had been
fixed too many times. Instead of trying to fix it while angry, he walked to a jobsite across
the street and borrowed a saw from Alicia’s Uncle Carlos. Looking at the scrap plywood,
his mind added the numbers together. He had been through too much to take the board
down.
“Son, hold this ladder for a second.” Dad spit a black projectile into the snow.
Larry had sent him some kind of Alaska birch fungus mixed with Copenhagen. Joe put
his hands on the cold steel and watched Dad climb, the ladder creaking with each step.
He made a line and cut the board. The sawdust rained down louder than the whiteness of
the snow. The Lord shall make the rain o f thy land powder and dust: from heaven shall it
come down upon thee, until thou be destroyed. The wind blew a comet of snow off a paw
of pine needles that landed on Joe’s neck, making him shiver and lose breath.
“Taqueria today?” Joe suggested.
“Rips up my guts, son.” Dad walked to his truck and sat down. Joe watched as
he opened his briefcase and looked at his yellow notepad. He turned his face toward Joe
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for a moment and drove away. The truck turned down the hill, leaving a fading hum in
the pine needles and the blue air.
With the machine buzzing under his hands, Joe tried to remember what the log
looked like, how heavy it was, what piqued his curiosity, how did the underwater dust
swirl, anything. It was before the driver’s training class where his teacher said that
people go through life without ever opening their eyes. There was something down there
that scared him, bright enough to eat his bones forever. Joe remembered an underwater
knife fight from Magnum PI. A blue jay landed on the air compressor and cawed.
Uncle Carl’s house was about fifteen minutes from the Hokoyo job site. Joe
almost drove by the street looking at the snow that was being blown off the trees in split
parabolas. Uncle Carl was perfectly capable of shoveling the roof, if not for his fear of
heights on the slippery reddish metal. Joe was taking off his hat to cool down the first
time he fell and slid off onto the snow pile. After the initial anger, it was exhilarating.
The fifth time he fell, he landed on something hard and tied a rope around his belt
in a bowline knot. Uncle Carl was watching him from the window and came out. He
didn’t look so tall when Joe looked down at him from the roof. Joe needed to ask him for
the two hundred dollars but it seemed wrong to ask from up there. Anyway, Uncle Carl
would pay him back if he had the money.
“I taught you that knot.” Uncle Carl said as Joe stuck his shovel into the snow.
“No bites?”
“We got some bites, but it was too windy out there. Below zero with the wind
chill.” Uncle Carl squinted, looking at Joe. His face was pockmarked from Agent
Orange. It was only at times like these, when slanting light made the holes seem deeper,
that anyone in the family noticed. As a boy, Joe watched Chuck Norris’ Missing in
Action series. He imagined his Uncle Carl running through the jungle from murdering
Vietnamese under Russian command. Uncle Carl wouldn’t talk about what he did in
Vietnam even if Joe were standing on a roof tied in with a bowline knot.
“You sound like your Dad. Out here cussing at everything.” Uncle Carl ran his
hand along the railing, spilling snow. Joe spun the shovel around in his hand.

“You hungry?”
“Do you still have that Japanese wheat tea?”
“Coffee. We could put a little Vodka in there if you’re cold.”
“I have to do Great Uncle Yorick’s roof today, too.” Joe twisted the shovel
around in his hand.
“Not like you have to apply the theory of relativity.”
“Have to drive, though.” Joe slid the shovel under the snow and cracked it loose.
He threw it onto the snow-pile and it broke apart like spilt flour. Uncle Carl went inside
without making any noise. Joe hoped that he was getting the money ready. He was
halfway tempted to have that shot of vodka.
Joe came in without knocking, smelling the wheat tea. After Uncle Carl got fired
from Heavenly Valley for destroying a truck, he had steadily been selling off the
expensive furniture Aunt Valerie made him buy. It was beginning to look like a house
ready to be remodeled.
“I saw Alicia at the courthouse. She was contesting a speeding ticket.”
“Yeah, I better get going.” Joe took a mouthful of tea and kept it in his mouth. It
tasted like the wind over Japan. He stood up to go before Uncle Carl thought up a few
pieces of advice or a reason for not being able to repay.
“I know dealing with her jealousy was tough, Joe.”
“At least, you know, I tried.” Joe put his arm around Uncle Carl’s shoulder.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe ordered four beef tacos and Anishta ordered a veggie burrito. There were
different statues of Chac Mool on all the tables. The first time they came there, Anishta
explained to Joe that he was probably the Aztec Rain God, the one who made the rain to
fill the hunger of our souls. Blessed are they that hunger and thirst. The one at their
table had a perfectly flat stomach. A punk kid had written Mr. Sheridan sat here on the
flat space. The food was fabulous. In California, the more you pay for Mexican food,
the lower the quality. It was the holes in the wall where people cooked with soul. The
owner called him cunado. He didn’t want to ask Anishta what the word meant.

9

“Uncle Carl saw Alicia, today.” Joe put florescent salsa from a little plastic
container onto his tacos.
“I don’t know how you can eat that stuff,” Anishta said. She picked up her
container of mild salsa and stared at it. A piece of cilantro was stuck to the side. She
split it with both index fingers and then pushed it back together. There was a small
overlap.
“This stuff bombs everything out of there, cleans up my nasal passages,” Joe
spoke softly.
“You already stopped by the bank?” Anishta looked up.
“Yeah.”
“Dad called me at work. He can’t make it.” Anishta got up and refilled her
horchata. Joe’s nose started to run from the salsa. Perfect hemispheres of sweat
appeared on his forehead. They sat and relaxed after the food was done, neither of them
wanting to go back to work.
Joe looked at his hands. Anishta laughed and shook her head. Joe took a napkin
out of the silver dispenser and wiped up the salsa he had spilled.
“I don’t know. I’m sick of that word change. Hey! Can you help me move my
seat back? I pushed it forward today, looking for the ice scraper and now its stuck.”
Anishta stood up.
“Thanks for lunch, Knee.”
“Its nothing.” Joe followed Anishta outside. Her seat wasn’t stuck. She wanted
to give Joe a wool sweater that she bought from a tent sale on her way to work. It was a
thick woolen Nepalese sweater with circles and stars. Joe took off his thrashed Carl
Hennessy sweatshirt and put it on. He liked the faint sensation of pain that the fabric
caused against his skin.
It started raining as Joe threw the last couple shovelfuls of snow off Great Uncle
Yorick’s roof. The sky was clear to the east and dark to the west. It would only be warm
enough to rain for a few more hours. Inside, Great Uncle Yorick was cleaning his sink.
His fingers were so thin that they seemed to be strained to the point of breaking.
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“Good to see you working like a Catholic.” Great Uncle Yorick had never lost his
Irish accent. Joe remembered his birthday parties where Great Uncle Yorick and his
Grandfather Liam would get to talk about the wild things they had done in Kilmallock.
Their accents got so thick that Joe’s friends would laugh and laugh.
“Can you make it over tonight?” Joe asked.
“If I figure out how to turn the volume down on these new hearing aids.” Great
Uncle Yorick poured Joe a glass of beer. Joe sat down at the table to drink.
“Your grandfather and I each had an extra pair of boots and a wool blanket when
we left Kilmallock and that was it.” Great Uncle Yorick started to refill Joe’s glass and
Joe stopped him by shaking his head. It was the thousandth time he’d heard about the
wool blanket.
“I better go home and get ready,” Joe said. Great Uncle Yorick touched Joe’s
knee.
(((((((((())))))))))
The slush turned to snow, the snow to shush and back again. The sound of brakes
followed a line of cars that descended from Heavenly Valley full of skiers and
snowboarders letting the cold dissolve from their hands and feet. Joe watched the line of
cars coming down off the mountain, hoping to be able to make it to Reno for his flight.
He went downstairs and into the kitchen. He took a chair from under the table and set it
in front of the oven. He stood on it and reached into the back of the medicine cabinet
without making noise. He found a dusty bottle of Percodans that were too strong for
Dad’s stomach after shoulder surgery. He put the pills into his pocket and replaced the
chair. The water was brightly cold as he washed three years of dust from his hands. He
looked outside again. The brake lights streaked the snow on the trees with red.
In his room, he was rolling up his T-shirts. Mom called him down to dinner. He
tried to open the door. Lifter was in the way again. He liked to fall asleep against the
door, waiting for Joe to come out. It was taking him longer to stand up and move out of
the way. Joe heard groaning through the door. He patted the dog’s snout and walked
downstairs. The dog descended one step at a time.
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Mom fried the trout her brothers caught in com meal, salt and pepper. She
cooked the two mackinaw in the oven with mayonnaise. If Joe had seen her put the
mayonnaise on the fish, he would not have tried it. There were oval platters of fish,
combread, black-eyed peas and spicy green beans. The family sat around the table at
tangents to the platters. Joe held his hands out to pray. Dad always forgot to dry his
hands after washing them. Anishta was smiling with her head down in prayer. Bless us
oh Lord fo r these thy gifts we are about to receive. In Jesus name amen.
“I hear they have a good circus in Fairbanks.” Uncle Carl pinched limejuice onto
his trout and waited for Dad to start eating.
“Who’ll shovel Uncle Yorick’s driveway?” Uncle Henry asked with his ZZ Top
beard. Joe wanted to say that since he didn’t live in Tahoe, he had no right to ask.
“Why didn’t Unca Oowick come over tonight?” Anishta asked, taking a fillet of
mackinaw. Uncle Henry and Uncle Carl looked at each other.
“Hearing aid problem.” Joe picked the eyes out of his trout and ate them. He
looked at Anishta, to see if she was proud, but she didn’t want to acknowledge him.
“Laura, we don’t deserve to eat food like this.” Dad touched Mom’s arm.
Mom looked at her son as if she couldn’t believe how big he was already.
“What do you think about this, Peter? I think Milo’s fish finder works better if
we take the cover off it. Don’t leather and plastic change the electromagnetic field?”
Uncle Carl asked for support from Dad’s face.
“Well, I think your first problem might be going fishing in your leather gear.”
Dad seemed to wait for the reaction to his joke. Mom’s smile fell. She didn’t like it
when Dad made fun of Uncle Carl for being gay.
“No, really, Peter. I don’t think it changes a damn thing,” Uncle Henry opened
his eyes wide and waited for Dad to respond.
“If there is any difference, its negligible,” Dad said despondently. Joe thought he
was hurt because no one liked his joke.
“You can make lots of money up in Alaska if you’re willing to work with fish.”
Uncle Carl took another piece of combread. Joe watched his reflection made by the light
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that couldn’t get out of the room. The motion of the fan strained the spider web in the
comer. It seemed safer there.
The lights went out. The Hennessy family paused for the darkness. Uncle Carl
looked for his lighter. He stuck his elbow out and knocked Uncle Henry’s beer over.
“God damn it, you moron. Watch what you’re doing.” Uncle Henry stood up.
“Its dark. Let me find the damn lighter,” Uncle Carl said and Dad walked into the
hallway closet to get the flashlight. He made a ruckus. Anishta and Joe looked at each
other, laughing. There was a little fear in their laughter.
“Need a flashlight to find the flashlight,” Dad hollered.
“Probably knocked it over,” Mom said. Joe didn’t want to get up and see Dad
panic because by standing there and doing nothing, he would somehow be the cause of
the chaos in the closet. Uncle Carl made a few sparks with the lighter and lit the candle
in the middle of the table.
“Dad, you want to use the candle?” Joe asked. They listened to Dad pause in
thought. He let all the air out of his chest.
“He’ll set the house on fire,” Anishta whispered.
Dad walked outside to reset the circuit. Joe got up and reluctantly went outside to
help.
He paused for a moment at the door and walked outside. The spring on the box
was too tight because Dad didn't want the raccoons to be able to get in.
“Joe, hold the flashlight.” Joe held the flashlight and it flickered.
“What the fuck are you doing, Joe?”
Joe tried to hold the flashlight at the right angle. Dad groped at the wires. He
loosened his grip on the door and it slammed shut on his finger. Joe shone the light on it
and there was a white spot that would have started to fill up with blood if Joe didn’t move
the light away.
“Christ! Cut me in half.” Dad yelled.
“Hold this, I’ve got these springs so tight,” Dad growled. Joe moved fast and
bumped into Dad.
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“Try not to knock me down.”
The flashlight went dark and Dad put it in his mouth. It went out again. Dad tried
to yell but the flashlight made it sound like he was gurgling. He started shaking it and
shined the light directly into Joe’s eye. The image of the bulb remained in Joe’s mind for
the moment that Dad hurled it at the tailgate of his truck, causing an explosion that
expanded as the image of the bulb receded. Dad stood there for a moment and Joe felt
with his hands for the breaker that was a little lower than the others. He pulled it down
and pushed it up and the light in the kitchen appeared again.
“Peter, leave the flashlight out, I need to fix it.” Mom looked at an empty plate as
if to take it away.
(((((((((())))))))))
There was an accident inside Cave Rock on the way to Carson City. They were
stopped for a long time. The driver let them get out and wander around. Joe walked
down to the place where they had brought him to take the picture after finding the opium
kit with Larry. There was a dead rabbit on the side of the road. He stopped and stared at
the eyes, his bones nudging him to cut them out and throw them into the water. Walking
away from the smell of guts, Joe felt like he was made from stone, like his blood
wouldn’t work if he went through the tunnel. Chac Mool pulled all the water down
through Joe’s disappointment in himself.
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2. Chac Mool Boxes the World on the Ear
On the plane, there was a little girl sitting next to him who was putting her braids
in her mouth and flicking spit onto her brother’s legs. Joe hid his hands under his
armpits, wanting to reach under the seat into the shopping bag where he had Paul’s
family portraits and the pain pills. He knew the pills would be in the remotest comer of
the bag. He took one and started to chew it, the sulfurous taste making him frown. He
drank water to swallow it down and choked. The girl reached around him and patted his
back.
He waited until the buzzing of the plane seemed to contain a stillness that made
the nonsense in his mind seem less significant, a calm beyond the hiss of the fasten
seatbelt sign. He thought of the way he closed his eyes and held his breath while passing
through Cave Rock, how his legs almost refused to take him back to the bus, how not one
person in his family cared enough to pay him back before leaving. The little girl asked
her Mom if they would have a chance to skate on the glaciers and Joe took off his
seatbelt, put his back against the chair, excused himself and slid out into the aisle.
The chairs flickered by him as he made his way to the back of the plane. He went
into the bathroom and the plane started to wobble. The fasten seat belt sign came on
along with the captain saying that the turbulence would last a while.
In the bathroom, the plane was dancing under him. He talked to himself.
“Whoa, this dog is boogying under me. Hope those little dots on the roof don’t
turn into dark blue sky and rip! Half of me is flying somewhere I’ll never be able to find.
Easy.” He returned to his seat and passed out, unable to quiet the howl of Cave Rock.
A light tap on the arm woke Joe and he thought that he would see the little girl’s
face with the braids telling him that this was Fairbanks. It was a white lady dressed in a
gray custodian outfit. She had a pockmark on the side of her face that looked like a
tattooed teardrop.
“Sir,” she said, her voice concerned. He stood up and noticed the plane was
empty. In the front, an elderly gentleman got up and sat down in a wheelchair. Walking
through the jetway, he looked down at the alternating pattern of parallelograms into
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which his feet landed, the pattern making him feel like he was walking on the lining of
his stomach. The roar of the jet engines faded as he stepped into the terminal. Not
wanting to throw up, he sat down in the courtesy wheelchair.
At the bottom of the escalator, there were three lines of color running through the
gray carpet. Joe wondered if there was some logic behind the choice of red, turquoise
and purple. He bumped into a Plexiglas case containing a giant wolf. He looked around
to see if anyone had noticed, but the people were all deadpan, shuffling off to get their
luggage, muttering away the boredom of the flight. Inability to talk to someone
convinced him to take an earlier flight out of Seattle. The flight attendant told him that
he might have to wait three hours for his bags in Fairbanks. She was right; he had three
hours to wait. It would have been fine if he hadn't hidden his cash in his bag, not trusting
himself with the pills and the desire to get drunk on the plane. The foundation of peanut
paste in his stomach couldn’t stabilize the bitterness of the Percodan.
He went back up the escalator and into the restaurant. A Catholic Priest was
eating a hamburger. He whispered hello father. The priest wore thick glasses and had
thin fingers. He threw his French fries away. Joe pretended to read the paper until the
clerk wasn’t looking and took them out of the trashcan. He was so hungry at first that he
didn’t notice they were drowned in a mixture of Tabasco, Catsup and Mustard.
Pharaoh's chariots and his host hath he cast into the sea: his chosen captains also are
drowned in the Red sea.
Joe watched the guys working the runway in their masks and earmuffs. They
moved their hands and shook from side to side. The guy driving the deicing truck looked
like he was smoking a cigarette but when he got closer, it was a sucker. Joe wondered if
any of them had seen the 20/20 episode about Glycol poisoning. The woman behind the
counter was bent over cleaning the inside of the display case, quiet.
Toward the inside of the airport, Joe looked at the women working the line of
rental car places. He could almost hear their voices. Joe filled a paper coffee cup with
water, walked back down the escalator looking at a little girl and her brother playing on
the escalator. They were stepping backwards at the top step and laughing. A security
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guard came up behind them and pushed them off the escalator with his palms. Joe shook
his head at the security guard.
“Let em play.” Joe knew it was the wrong thing to say. The security guard
drummed his fingers on the nightstick as a cloud of cologne reached Joe’s nostrils.
“These things can rip their skin right off their bodies.” His voice was exactly like
his cologne, heavy, pungent and ridiculously macho. The little girl and her brother
looked at Joe for a moment and started throwing a ball of silly putty between them. Joe
walked into the gift shop to avoid a confrontation with the security guy.
The smell of cheap leather, stuffed animals and plastic doodads in the gift shop
was the same as the tourist trap places in Tahoe. Anishta’s philosophy was that people
were as happy with a rock as with an overpriced sweater. Opposite the gift shop, there
was a water fountain that made a gurgling noise when Joe pressed the button. The
metallic-tasting water ran down his chin. He swallowed wrong and started coughing.
The security guard eyed him.
“Haven’t learned to swallow yet?” he joked. Joe looked at him, shook his head at
the joke and took another drink. He held the water in his mouth for a long time before
swallowing, thinking of how satisfying it would be to give him a walrus hosing. The
security guard winked and walked away.
Joe walked downstairs past the rental car places, the baggage carousels, and the
line in the carpet that made him run into the wolf case. He sat down next to the two
tourist pamphlet stands. He tried to spin it with his toe, but it wasn’t the spinning kind.
There were pamphlets for dog mushing, Inupiaq Jewelry, Northland Wood, the
pipeline, the Yellow Eagle Gold Mine, Alaskaland, the University of Alaska, Fairbanks
Museum and an assortment of bed and breakfast places.
(((((((((())))))))))
He had to pee already. He failed to get his shirt out of the way and the steam wet
his hand and his shirt. Washing his hands, Joe sighed. He tried drying his pants, under
the hand blower but it was too high. He could have turned the trashcan over and sat on it,

17

but the security guard was sure to appear. Little spindles of paper towels came off on his
pants, which he picked off with his fingernails, flicking them onto the stall.
A man came in and sat down in the stall next to him, cold air falling on the floor
and scurrying over the tiles. A snow cast of his footprint fell off his boot. Joe watched it
melt there after the man went away. The sheet of toilet paper in the water reminded Joe
of the time Uncle Carl had a toothache. Joe was playing the backwards bomber, crossing
his hands on his chest and falling backwards onto Uncle Carl’s chest, landing on the spot
where Uncle Carl had his bad tooth. The enraged Uncle Carl slapped Joe on the side of
the head, scaring the breath out of him. Uncle Carl panicked and threw water on his face
and he started breathing again. Joe remembered being unable to laugh even though the
water tickled.
Back in the baggage claim area, he sat and waited, watching the pretty girls bent
over their paperwork, laughing warmth out of their bodies. A crowd of people was lining
up in front of the customer service desk. Thinking that maybe he needed the same
information as them, Joe waited in line holding his stomach, trying not to puke on the
red-haired lady in front of him.
A guy smelling of vodka put his fly pole together and reached into the air with it.
Joe followed the smallest eyelet as it touched the old gray plane. Joe was surprised that
he didn’t see it after walking under it a dozen times.
He gave up on the line to go to the bathroom and puke. There was a circle traced
into dimpled plastic of the toilet paper dispenser with a pocketknife. Someone had cut in
tangent lines. He looked closely to discern whether the tangents were drawn before or
after the circle.
In a Plexiglas display case, there was an old steel pot that had been used to keep
the planes warm during the winter. There were cracks in it. Joe wondered how long it
had been since the pot was heated. He imagined a power outage and someone going to
his truck and pulling out the wood he kept for emergencies.
The kids were still throwing the ball of silly putty up and over the plane. It
worked a few times and then got stuck in the plane. They sat down for a while, staring
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up at it, and then started to ask for help. Joe watched as the women shook their heads and
passed the responsibility off to the next person. There had to be a ladder somewhere.
Outside, it seemed like the air was scared under the ground by the cold. He
walked down five steps, through a parking lot with exhaust rising from running cars, over
a green grate, down a little hill and onto a frozen pond covered by a thin layer of snow
and little birch seeds that looked like angels. Joe kneeled down on the ground and puked
blackness out of his empty stomach onto three shadows. As he shook and heaved again,
his body seemed to be opening for the cold to rush in and numb his core. He saw a sliver
of ice forming in the comer of his glasses. A faded image. It had to be ice, he was
certain. The sound of footsteps approached.
“What you’re doing out here?” the voice asked, in some kind of accent that Joe
didn’t recognize. He was glad it wasn’t the security officer. Joe looked up and saw gray
coat sleeves stuffed with long grass.
“Got sick,” Joe looked up at a brown face.
“What you’re drinking?” it seemed like the voice came to Joe from underwater.
Joe shook his head and heaved again. The guy picked him up and led him back into the
bathroom. As he looked at himself in the mirror, the design of a great horse on the
sweater from Knee made him think of Senor De Soto meeting Atahualpa. Joe suddenly
wanted to thank the guy for his help, he handed him a couple pills, which the guy downed
immediately.
The light crisscrossed the tile, his head back and forth and the interstices shifting
with him. He walked out of the bathroom, under the procession of heads that lined the
wall. Musk ox, caribou, moose, sheep, black bear, grizzly bear, polar bear. He thought
of stealing one eye from each head so they looked like they were winking at the people
who wanted to get out into the wild and bag one of them critters. An Tm-not-reallydead’ wink or one that said, ‘You can die, too.’
Wanting to ask the guy if he had a place where Joe could crash, he returned to the
bathroom. The guy was behind the stall. Joe saw blood coming down on the tile
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clockwise circles, falling with bits of grass. The guy was whispering his name to himself.
Joe watched the blood spin and stood paralyzed.
“Didn’t you feel alive, out there?” Joe asked. There was no response. As Joe
turned to walk toward the security guard, the thin pop of a .22 caliber ended the story.
He stood still as if immobility would remove him from the situation.
He took two more pills of Percodan to stop his mind from directing the blame
inward and watched a television show about glaciers. A maintenance man was up in the
plane looking for the silly putty. Joe thought he wanted to pretend to fly.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe woke up on a futon in a garage feeling like he had been breathing water. His
face was cold; he looked over at a space heater. He was still wearing the sweater that
Anishta bought for him. Balls of lint hovered over the fabric like worlds. He knew that
there was something in them that he didn’t want to remember, but what it was, was
impossible to determine.
Larry came in, looking much older and skinnier than Joe remembered. His
prognathic jaw no longer menacing. Thinking that he may have been in a coma, he
pondered asking what day it was, but could see from Larry’s watch that it was
Wednesday, somehow.
“You passed out on the way home.” Larry moved a roll of duct tape off a crate
and sat down.
“There’s a picture of that opium bottle in my bag.” Joe pushed himself up.
“There’s a lady down at the station who will want to interview you.” Larry sat
down on Joe’s suitcase.
“Did I do something?” Joe asked.
“No, some kid fucked up over some woman.” Larry stood up and patted Joe on
the head. Joe appreciated the skipping of the house rules and lecture against arriving in a
state of intoxication.
“Joe, the creek that runs through your back yard is called Debelelelek meaning
reddened or smeared red.” Larry made his toothpick seem like it wasn’t there as he
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talked, talking to Joe in the same tone as the light coming through the floor of the garage,
over the spilled salt and stone smell. Joe remembered that it did look like blood, even in
the winter, the goo on the side of the rocks as the sun came up so he could go inside,
away from the tent. Anishta slept beyond the fear of how easy a knife stabs through a
tent.
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3. Chac Mool Wants the Rain to Fall Forever
For the first two months in Larry’s house, Joe worked for his rent plus nine
hundred dollars spending money per month. It worked out to exactly ten dollars an hour.
His work mainly consisted of construction laborer jobs, but Larry threw in a few odd
errands. Around the house, Joe made it a point not to let Rachel ask him to do things
because she was a woman who did not like to stop talking once she established eye
contact. He got so good at anticipating that she started asking him not to do things so her
son Jordy would have chores to do.
Joe felt like there was an invisible conduit grip around him whose gripping action
increased in direct proportion to the amount of tension applied to the cable. He had set
himself up in a new place doing the exact same kind of things he did in Tahoe. There
was some sealing gasket effectively shutting out any life, any real dirt, any dust to make
him feel.
Larry landed a bid to remodel a store in Ester that had been damaged by fire. A
few of the walls were left undamaged, but the smell of smoke was repugnant. Joe
bleached the walls and sanded them down so Larry’s buddy Spiridon could spray them
with a vanilla-scented stain. He enjoyed sanding because he ran his right hand behind his
left hand, feeling along the wall for any roughness as he went. Moving his hand over the
smoothed wood, Joe felt like he was reading the name of the world in Braille.

((((((((CO)))))))))
Doing the windows, Joe was thinking of asking Larry to borrow some money to
move into his own cabin. The window they put in wouldn’t shut properly. Somewhere,
it was off kilter.
“Joe, I say we throw some grease on there and call it close enough for the girls we
go with,” Larry said.
“Let me sand it for a second.” Joe got the sander ready and went to town. Larry
went outside to talk on his cell phone. As Joe was watching the sawdust shoot out from
the bottom of the sander, he noticed that Larry was standing beside him, waiting to talk.
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“You work just like your dad, Joe. Hardly a word.” Larry hefted a roll of burnt
carpet onto his shoulder and threw it into the comer. Joe moved the sander into position
as if to start work and stop the conversation but it seemed to be the wrong thing to do.
“Kind of like getting into it, the work. You know?” Joe walked to the comer,
unscrewed the cap off his bottle of Gatorade and drank a long gulp, feeling the coolness
slide down his throat.
“I’ve been trying to convince Rachel to give you that old Toyota.”
“You don’t want it for when Jordy turns sixteen?”
“He has his heart set on that old hearse.” Larry swept a small pile of sawdust into
a circle with the side of his shoe. Joe put his hand back on the sander and moved it back
and forth a little without pulling the trigger.
“I’m thinking of getting a cabin. Kind of tired of having to sneak around to
smoke my dope.” Joe felt the belt of the sander to see if it was still worth using. It was
smooth and warm. He looked for the packet of new belts. Larry noticed what he was
looking for and started to help.
“The first thing we can assume is that it’s on the planet.” Larry took off his
Oakland A’s hat and put it back on his head. Releasing a little cloud of sawdust as he
pulled it down.
“You ever live in a cabin?” Joe asked.
“Get one with a fireplace. You can haul your dishes and laundry over to our
place.” Larry walked out to his truck. Joe checked the bucket behind the kitchen sink
and found the new belts.
“It’s been good to have you around, Joe. Makes me miss your dad, though.”
Larry threw a fruit roll-up at Joe and drove off. Joe had the window opening smoothly.
Sitting down to smoke a bowl, he saw a moose crash through the yard. It looked like a
horse at first, eating the leaves off a chokecherry tree with a narrow heart carved into its
bark. The warmth of its blood in the cold fascinated Joe. He realized that his own blood
must be warm, too. He tried to remember lines from the Bible. When the fools wax
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warm, theyvanish: when blood is hot, they are consumed. The paths o f their way are
turned aside; they go to nothing in anger and perish.
Joe tried to take a nap on the floor but it was too cold. He started flinging a nail
into the air, hoping that he wouldn’t have to walk home. It had already happened a few
times. Larry would come up with stories of disaster that were never worth investigating.
Larry showed up, saying that he had been delayed at Play it Again Sports looking
for a pair of hockey skates for Jordy. Jordy kicked one of the bleach bottles around while
Larry looked at the job Joe had done. He opened the window, ran it back and forth,
pretended to hear something inside and smiled.
“Dad, it smells like a swimming pool in here.” Jordy kicked a bottle out the door.
It hit the frame and rolled to the side of the paint-drying light.
“Son, be careful. Those are expensive.” Larry picked up the bottle and examined
the bulb, handing it to Joe, who couldn’t tell whether or not the filament was broken. Joe
plugged it in and the immediacy of the light startled his eyes.
“She’s a little loud.” Joe imitated Uncle Carl’s tough voice.
“You think you’ll be able to finish sanding by Thursday?” Larry ran his hand
across the face of the log and wiped the powdery sawdust on his jacket. Jordy took the
used piece of sandpaper and turned it into a fox. He gave the fox to his dad. Larry stared
at it.
“Origami, huh?” Joe unplugged the sander and wrapped the cord around its base.
Jordy took another piece from the trash and made a swan for Joe.
“Glad we’re getting these windows in.”
“Wonder how this fire started.” Joe put the sander under his arm and picked up
his flannel, smelling the clouds of sawdust shaken loose by his movement.
“I ’ll call this kid Tim who used to do labor for me.” Larry took off his hat and
sighed.
“Could we stop by Fred Meyer and pick up something for my sister’s birthday?”
Joe made sure the back door was locked.
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“Yeah. Jordy, do me a favor. Turn on those heaters and put all those bleach
bottles in the back of the truck.” Larry picked up a dust mask and put it in the trash. He
looked inside the bag and sat down on a bucket. He opened a set of plans for a moment
and closed them.
“All right, then.” Larry moved toward the door.
(((((((((())))))))))
On the way home, Jordy talked about how his science teacher lit a piece of
magnesium on fire and burnt his hand. He hadn't ever heard a teacher cuss. Jordy’s
awkward voice, the droning of the truck and the fatigue in Joe’s limbs melded together,
creating a feeling of utter dissolution. They hovered over the road for a moment in
silence, watching the snow swirl behind a shiny BMW.
“Joe, I’m tired of Spiridon gumming up the scenery. He hasn’t even started at the
Weinman place.” Larry rolled down his window a crack and threw his gum out.
“He finishes a twelve pack before lunch and you never see him piss.” Joe
grabbed the handhold and rested his arm, the energy flowing out of his elbow.
“He’s got that perfect beer receptacle.” Larry downshifted from fourth to third.
“Dad, remember when I asked him if he was gonna have a baby?” Jordy was
throwing the origami fox into the air and catching it with his eyes closed.
“I don’t remember that, son. Sometimes you amaze me. I never really know
what you’re thinking.” Larry patted Jordy on the thigh.
“Remind me to pick up some earplugs.” Joe wanted to catch the fox at its apex
and then drop it a moment before Jordy opened his eyes.
“Yeah, it seems like that sander is made by Boeing.” Larry pulled into the
parking lot at Fred Meyer. Larry went to the liquor store to pick up some beer. Jordy
followed Joe. He bought three candy bars and gave one to Jordy and one to Larry.
(((((((((())))))))))
“You forgot to show me where Tim lives,” Joe said as the truck pulled onto Deer
Lane. Larry stopped the truck and set the parking brake with his foot.
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“Oops. You just make a right turn on Thomas Street off University and go to the
house that has a sun painted on the shed.” Larry grabbed the red drill box and pointed
toward the Sawzall box for Joe to bring into the garage.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe found Tim’s house without getting lost. There was a fish jawbone above the
door that looked like it may have belonged to a baby shark. A young Native woman
opened the door with paint on her hands and forearms. She was wearing a dark green
flannel shirt and had her hair pinned up with a pencil, her throat catching the light from
the snow.
“It’ll be a second,” she said.
“Yeah.” Joe leaned his head back and cracked his neck, trying to play it cool.
“Come in,” she went back into what seemed to be the garage and left the door
open. There were plants all over the house with dust on their leaves.
“Are you Joe?” Tim asked, putting a hat that said In Memory o f Andrew
Woodhouse onto his head. The dates of his life were printed in loopy small print that Joe
couldn’t read. Tim looked like Mario, one of Joe’s Mexican buddies in Tahoe who
Anishta wanted to marry.
“Yeah. Sorry I came early. Thought I might get lost.”
Tim downed a glass of water and went back into his room. Joe looked at the
pictures on the wall. There were a couple paintings that Joe was shy to stare at. One of
them had an actual beer can lid sticking out of the middle, the mouth of the world. A cat
crawled out of a comer, rubbing its back against a chair and meowing for food. Joe
tchick-tchicked for the cat to come but it was shy. He started to think about the fact that
this was the first Native home he had visited. Looking for cabins, he had passed by
dozens of places with moose and caribou antlers, always thinking that maybe there were
real people inside. Asking about the jawbone seemed to be a bad idea, but he was
curious. Tim had that quietness, that acceptance of the magic of his skin color that Joe
remembered from Northern Exposure.
(((((((((())))))))))
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Joe was happy to have someone near his own age working with him. He told Tim
that he was one-quarter Washoe, the tribe from the Lake Tahoe area, his intention to
establish a connection beyond sanding the same walls. Tim didn’t respond. Joe asked
him if he felt like smoking a bowl and he shrugged his shoulders.
After taking a bathroom break, Joe felt it was necessary to loosen up the ice inside
him, jump a little rope, and ionize the relaxation molecules. Breaking the bud apart with
his fingers, he looked up and saw Tim stepping on an old snowmachine track.
“Guess I could go for a little bowling.” Tim lifted a burnt door with the side of
his foot. Joe handed him the pipe and watched as the entire bud disappeared in one hit,
the brown jaws working to hold the smoke like the shark jawbone held the world outside
the house in place. Joe took a hit and made a face, holding the smoke in his lungs.
“How do you say ‘thank you’ in your language?” Joe asked on the exhale.
“Thank you. I joke; its baasi” The kindness followed by the apparent
condemnation scared Joe.
“I know I’ll sound like a stupid Californian, but that jawbone above your
entryway, is that a shark?” Joe tried to make it look like it hurt him to ask the question
by lowering his left eyebrow.
“Pike. My sister put it there to scare the devil away.” Tim’s tone was like the
burnt board under his feet, there was no way to discern the direction of the flames.
“The Washoe word for sister is, Nderaku, it means ‘the face keeper.’ Sister and
brother, same word.” Joe looked over at Tim to see if he would offer any Athabascan
words, but he didn’t. Joe claimed to have cousins who called him ghost because he was
so white, that he used to get beat up as a child, that it didn’t matter to him because no
man chooses his own skin. Tim listened to all this and seemed to be hovering over
something profound.
“Do you think Rachel’s hot? Like in a trashy way.” Tim reached for the pipe.
Joe became paranoid that all the lies he’d told would reach Larry. It was possible that
Larry told Tim about a kid coming up because he was getting into trouble with drugs.
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They took a few bowling breaks during the rest of the day. Joe noticed that the
date on the hat was the day that Joe arrived in Alaska. He imagined Tim’s sister
designing the hat as Joe threw up in the airport bathroom, the last thing he remembered
before waking up in Larry’s garage.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe finished his first cabinet and wanted to put it up in the kitchen. Larry was off
at Sam’s Club because they had a deal on tarps. Joe asked Jordy to hold the cabinet in
place while he screwed it in. He got the first screw in and told Jordy to let go. He moved
the cabinet up until the air bubble was in the middle of the level and screwed the second
screw down. Steadying the third screw, Joe pushed too hard and stabbed himself with the
drill. After a second, blood fell down onto the plywood.
Joe steadied the screw again and drove it down. Jordy went right to the closet and
got out the first aid kit. He got out the alcohol and poured it over Joe’s finger. The sting
made Joe’s jaw muscles tighten. He got up from the chair and sat down again.
“It’s killing the bad stuff.” Jordy seemed to be entranced by the seriousness of the
situation. He wiped the alcohol off with a paper towel and wrapped a pad of gauze on
both sides of the flap of skin that had been unhinged by the drill and put tape on either
side of the cut.
“Not bad, Jordy.” Joe moved his thumb against the tightness of the Band-Aid as
Rachel came into the kitchen.
“You all right, Joe?” Rachel flicked Joe on the back of the ear.
“Bad luck with drywall screws.”
(((((((((())))))))))
The remodel of the store on Happy Road was coming along. The smoke smell
was gone, new windows were in place, the burnt floor removed and plywood ready for
the subfloor. They were going to do the hardwood floor themselves. The owner had
ordered mesquite because it was the hardest wood available at Northland Wood. Larry
left it at the jobsite for a week so it could acclimate.
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Getting ready in the morning, they found that the staple gun and the chop saw
were missing. Larry threw things around until Joe asked if he could screw down the
tacking pad. Larry looked to the side, pushing his eyebrows closer together, and agreed.
“Patrick just takes without asking. Does he ever bother to return shit? Fuck no.”
Larry shoved a cardboard box full of junk toward the wall.
“Want me to stop by AIH, the old American Indian Hardware, for screws, then?
Dad said we should use a huge angle grinder, the ones that are like twice the size of a
plumber's drill?” Joe asked, hoping to pick up a paper and make Larry laugh with his
acronym joke.
“No, I have a box of thumb nut screws around here, somewhere.” Larry pulled an
old peanut butter jar full of short rusted screws off the shelf.
“With the light coming back like this, feels kinda good. Like I’m really awake.”
“Once we do a little fishing this summer, you’ll feel better. I told you when you
got here, best way to deal with winter is to be dipping your wick.” Larry measured Joe’s
seriousness. The field which Abraham purchased o f the sons ofHeth: there was
Abraham buried, and Sarah his wife.
“Or whipping my dick.” Leading to a certain nothingness, one knows everything.
Joe got the keys for the van and started it up. Larry had the damn AC/DC on full blast.
Joe ejected the tape and put in the Mongolian music he checked out from the library. He
waited until he was away from the house to turn it on because he knew that Larry would
tease him about it.
(((((((((())))))))))
Emptying his tool belt, Joe found sinkers, ring shanks, drywall screws, an orange
earplug with sawdust stuck to it, a couple wooden biscuits, a gum wrapper and a small
joint. Thanking himself, he went out and lit up. The wind moved through the grass at his
feet, making it hard to concentrate on the world. He looked in through the window at the
opened boxes of flooring panels. An old Malibu pulled up, a guy with bushy gray hair
walked into the store. Joe rolled his eyes for a second and went in.
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“Hey, you wouldn’t be interested in buying a periscope? One of my buddies used
to work here. He was always trying to buy it off me.” The guy spoke with his hands, too
much energy that seemed to come out of a wart on the side of his face.
“No use for one.” Joe thought that if he weren’t there, the guy would load the
flooring into his car, boxes, tools and all.
“I know who burnt this place down,” the guy said, bending over to read the label
on one of the boxes.
“You know the electrician who punjabbed the scenery?” Joe asked, thinking of
offering the guy a hit off his joint, not because he seemed trustable, but because he would
be shocked by the offer.
“Anyway. You know of anyone who might want a periscope, here’s my card.”
Joe walked over to the man and took his card.

Guttenberg, Professor o f Foreign

Languages.
“What languages?” Joe asked.
“Doesn’t matter any more. It takes talent to get fired once you have tenure, and I
have managed to live without killing my talent.”
“Come back in a while, my boss’ll be here. He’s more into the garage sale side of
the world.”
“There are things that can only be said on other languages. Some of those things
can be found out from Larry if you get him drunk and say the word abriq. If I told you
the rest, um, you’d be in doubt as to what I was saying.” Joe looked at him as if another
insulting word would result in a drill smashing the side of a gray head.
“All right, then.” Joe turned toward his work.
“You should ask Larry sometime why he left Tahoe,

Tray drove off.

(((((((((())))))))))
Unrolling a new tacking pad for the subfloor, Joe looked at the pattern of screws
about every six inches. He moved his head from side to side and shifted the pattern,
enjoying how close he was to starting the actual work. Larry still hadn’t come with the
chop saw and the stapler. Joe was tired of waiting around for him to get his head out of
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his ass. He remembered waiting for Larry as a boy to go on fishing trips. Half the time,
even Dad would give up.
Joe had to concentrate on driving the screws without tearing up the pad. The drill
overheated and died at two o clock. Joe took it apart and found that the carbon brushes
that rub together to transfer energy from the commutator to the motor were ruined.
Larry showed up with the chop saw and the stapler as Joe put the drill back into
the box.
“Joe, I was actually at court. I made my buddy Spiridon, who did thank Mr.
BushleyHead. Xidon. Dixon. Confusing a bit of it, really, Joe.” Larry said to Joe’s
raising eyebrow, how did you know Tray was there? Joe said fuck it and asked,
“Why did you leave Tahoe?”
“There was no say anymore. They’re bringing in all this shit, turning the place
into an LA off ramp, no non-bullet-proof windows. A guy who learns shit because he
does shit, he gets fucked.” Larry, his answer a little prepared, quite prepared, as prepared
as a picture of a man kneeling down in front of a bunch of sagebrush in Hope Valley
looking at Joe’s tracks as he turned into an antelope.
“Bullet proof?” Joe peeled the do not sand sticker off the laminate.
“Tray told me he stopped by. He likes to yank people’s chain.” Larry’s New
York accent was back.
“His bushy head can roll down the hill; I’m beyond having pity for you
old.. .Sorry.” Joe flicked the sticker into the trash, where it stuck against the side of a
discarded tea bottle.
“What happened to him?”
“He tried to take a bunch of tools off my hands and put in an insurance claim. The
dumbfuck got drunk and tried to sell them at the Two Eyes Pawn Shop.” Larry handed
Joe a roll of tacking pad.
“So what happened?” Joe asked, loading the staple gun.
“We’re waiting for an interpreter for Spiridon to come up from Anchorage.”
Larry said. This is sad, Joe thought.
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4. Chac M o d ’s Rabbit Boy
Rachel was in the kitchen reading a bank statement with her bifocals. She was
dressed in her work clothes. Her blond hair hung down over her cashmere sweater in
chaotic curls. Joe wanted to sit down next to her and breathe.
“Hey, Joe, how are you?”
“Think we figured out how to snap that flooring together.” Joe felt like he
couldn’t shake his childish voice talking to Rachel, who seemed to know that
understanding was beyond the feel of wood in his hands, beyond the way he wanted to
see beauty in her panic, in her need for a face to hear about the looseness of the tie on the
trashcan. The smell of sawdust made Joe as safe as Mom in the kitchen, deserving of the
warmth in the food, the light in the ice cubes.
“I don’t know.” Rachel put the bank statement back into the envelope and poured
herself a cup of coffee. She looked at Joe to see if he wanted a cup and he nodded his
head in agreement.
“Thanks,” said Joe. Rachel pushed two quick bursts of air through her nostrils
and smiled. Joe poured the sugar into his coffee, watching it slide to the bottom and
dissolve. Nakleng, pobre, pauvre, 6en,H»ra.
“The drill I got him for Christmas?”
“The old one,” Joe said, unable to keep his head still as he spoke. The previous
two nights he had found Rachel sitting alone at the table in the dark. He didn’t know
how to start the conversation.
“Thanks for the coffee.”
(((((((((())))))))))
Spliced wires the electricians didn’t clean up. Joe picked up a white piece of wire
and whooshed it in the air a few times. He threw it in the trash, waiting for Larry to come
back with his Friday twelve pack. Joe remembered last Saturday looking for a log cabin
with the feather of smoke rising into the air. Instead, he found mostly dilapidated shacks
and landlords who wanted first and last month’s rent plus a deposit.
Larry hadn't noticed the pieces of drill on the counter.
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“That drill is history. Those little copper deals that bring electricity to the
commutator are toasted.” Joe pointed to the pile of drill pieces and old duct tape. Larry
scratched his head, shrugged his shoulders and looked at the pieces of copper that fell off
as Joe tried to clean them. Joe waited in silence, as if the drill were a departed sister.
Putting the chuck wrench into his pocket, Larry spun the drill into the trash.
“We call it garbage and the French call it

Larry said Dad’s word

with his thumbs into his Carhartt suspenders. Joe put his sweater back on and took his
water bottle and thermos, wondering if Larry knew how afraid he had been of being
accused of killing the drill.
“Looks good,” said Larry, the river’s grace in the sawdust rising from Joe’s jacket
as the sandpaper hand pulled away.
(((((((((())))))))))
Larry’s truck smelled different. Joe reached down and picked up a Quizno’s cup
that had peach-colored lipstick marks around the cover. He put it back quickly and they
drove for a moment in silence. Sir, farfather out of heaven.
“Already dark at 4:45.” Joe watched the snow swirl in the lights.
“Did I give you your money back from when you took Jordy to the movies?”
Larry took his wool hat off and threw it in the back.
“You paid.” Joe ran his finger along the dust on the dashboard and wiped it on
his pants.
“Was it weird seeing the story of Joseph?” Larry asked.
“Weird they rolled all the brothers into one sister. Guess historical pieces are just,
ah, you know. I can forgive almost anything,” Joe said, his voice all the world behind his
song.
“You know that lady Janet, the one with the fence and all the books?” Larry’s
tone cried out for absolution. Joe wanted the car to crash in the ditch so he wouldn’t have
to hear any more. He imagined the ice chipper in the back of the truck stuck through
Larry’s neck, rendering him unable to speak. So shall ye say unto Joseph, Forgive, I pray
thee now, the trespass o f thy brethren and sistren.
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“She blows all the fuses, too.” Larry adjusted the rear-view mirror. Joe
wondered how much acid it would take to make Larry’s tongue dissolve.
“Is there any way I could take off early tomorrow and use the van? I want to look
for a cabin.” Joe looked over at Larry, who was running his tongue along the bottom of
his mustache.
“Saturday, tomorrow. I wasn’t planning on working. Are you sick of baby
sitting?”
“Thought it was Thursday. Jordy’s fine.”
“Kinda feels good, to be the one who has to be brave. You know what I mean?”
Larry pulled into the AIH parking lot and leaned back in his chair. Taking his seat belt
off to pretend that he hadn’t seen Larry’s request for intimacy, Joe took his hat off his
head and put it back on.
“We need a twenty-pound box of finish nails.” Joe looked at the silver light
caught in the windshield crack.
“I have a couple friends who own cabins.” Larry turned the lights off. Joe looked
at the air for some trace that the light had been there.
“My heart’s not set on a cabin.” Joe’s eyes tried to drown out the buzzing in the
frozen lightning of the windshield.
“You’re going to have to keep this under your hat, Joe. Janet’s been trying to
convince me to leave Rachel.” Larry drummed his fingers on the steering wheel, a sound
that seemed to be full of dust.
(((((((((())))))))))
During the next week, Rachel tapped on Joe’s door a couple times if she noticed
that his light was on. She would be wearing her thin negligee and Joe would try to keep
his eyes away from her skin. They sat in the living room whispering. She occasionally
remembered things from her life in Tahoe, but stopped. And Joseph fe ll upon his father's
face, and wept upon him, and kissed him. Joe knew Rachel didn’t want to talk about
Dad. Somehow, waiting for Larry and

your dad to come back hom

platform for her voice in the stillness from the light behind the shadows. Larry got up,
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the creaking of the house giving them time to organize their fear as Larry descended the
stairs and turned toward the bathroom without looking at them. Joe thought it sounded
like his pee was drilling in the water, purposefully pushing hard to scare him away from
Rachel or to push him toward her.
Joe and Rachel stared at his absence for a moment, letting the creaks from the
wood held by nails fall to the floor like rain from Chac Mool’s mouth. The silence lasted
too long.
“My dad was a locksmith. His huge idea was key rings. Actual rings around your
finger.” Rachel pulled a blanket off the couch and covered her legs. Joe took the bottle
from behind the couch where he had hidden it from Larry and poured himself another
shot. His eyes watered upon

hisfather

“Even Dad would have a tough time losing those.” Joe leaned his head back in
the chair and stared at the ceiling. Why didn’t he say my dad? A faint buzzing slid out of
the wavelike dimples of the drywall. The light in the smoke detector waited to be
scattered as the house turned to dust.
“My brother James still might have a couple.” Rachel leaned the bottle a little to
the left and spun it on the table. Joe closed his eyes for a moment. When he opened
them, he saw little scintilla of light moved in descending curves.
Rachel poured herself a small shot and stared at it. Joe pulled his right leg up
under his left leg.
“If I don’t go up to bed, I’ll pass out and you’ll have to carry me.”
“Where am I supposed to carry you?” Joe, knowing that he had crossed a line,
got up too fast and sat back down.
“To where the blood is warm, Joe.” Rachel looked unsteady. Joe knew that her
eyes were looking for his in the light. He washed the shot glass and got up to go to the
garage, where his gray breath looked like the stupidity of his sexual excitement. The cold
of the stone unable to take his feet. He casteth forth his ice like morsels: who can stand
before his cold? Jordy’s scooter was blocking the garage door. He grabbed it by the
neck and the moisture on his hands froze to the metal. It made a plastic noise when he
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hurled it and shut the door all the way. He took off his clothes fast and got into bed. The
coil on the heater took longer than normal to go silver to red and Joe fell asleep with the
safe warmth against his face. Ways of getting Rachel back downstairs suggested
themselves to him like the blood lights moving in his eyelids.
(((((((((())))))))))
Larry dropped Joe off at the store with Jordy to pick up school supplies. Jordy
went into the electronics section to look at the CD’s. Standing next to Jordy in the store,
Joe was surprised at how small and vulnerable he seemed. At home, he seemed bigger
than even Larry with his loud voice, his ability to entertain any room full of adults.
Joe was considering buying the new Primus CD when he noticed that Jordy was
walking away. He followed the kid to the school supplies section, all the pens hanging
down, all the notebooks with pages that were never to be written upon, all the world in
the crossing of florescent light rays.
The lady in front of them in line was buying water filters with a purchase order.
The cashier had to call the manager. Joe looked at the drops of water on the side of the
box, wanting to check if they were two or three-dimensional. He looked down at the silly
putty and took it. The red egg and the cardboard hovering above the counter made him
think vaguely of a toy airplane, a huge toy airplane, but he couldn’t connect the thought
to the fear in the back of his neck.
Larry wasn’t waiting for them when they walked out the automatic doors. Jordy
suggested that they count beards and bald guys. Spiridon had told him that it was bad
luck if you could count forty bald men. They were on twenty-three beards and five bald
guys when Larry showed up. A dispute arose over whether or not a man with a beard
could be considered bald.
As Joe moved toward the parking lot, he saw Tim and Ira drive by in a blue truck
filled with pike jawbones. Joe blinked, the truck turning into a cloud of exhaust
drowning in the cold.
“You like the art sub?” Jordy punched Joe’s thigh.
“What?” Joe put his hand out to stop any further blows.
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“Our teacher shot himself and she was the sub for a week. He lived though.”
Jordy hefted the bag into the back of Larry’s truck. The temperature gauge red -17. Joe
saw the red light reflected faintly on the hood.
(((((((((())))))))))
Saturday, Joe woke up early after dreaming that he was pulling grass out of his
throat, he kept pulling and pulling, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to speak until all the
grass was gone. When he woke up, the blanket was stuffed into his mouth. The van was
running. Larry was sitting in the passenger seat smoking a cigarette.
(((((((((())))))))))
“I ’m going to have you drop me off at Janet’s place. You can pick me up when
you’re done dinking around.” Larry headed south on the Mitchell.
“Partner in crime.” Joe smiled.
“Spiridon used to say that when we owned that night club in Beirut.” Larry threw
a cigarette out the window. Joe looked up and saw it bouncing in the rear-view mirror.
“We still have those little mortars you bought.”
“Beirut used to be like Amsterdam, everyone in the world wanting to go there and
party.” Larry reached for the radio and pulled his hand back.
“Did you try that kif?” Joe felt cool knowing the word.
“Got lost in my own apartment building.” Larry parted the world.
They rode in silence, Joe thinking of something to ask about Lebanon, until they
got to Janet’s cabin. Larry had ordered too much maple flooring and Joe hauled it into
the back of the truck. He tripped over a log that was in the way and hurled it. Time for
you to fly, he thought. The log came to rest against the side of the doghouse, leaving a
sizeable dent in the flashing. Joe looked around at the trees and the stack of wood in the
back of the van.
“Easy, what are you trying to do?” Janet put her hand out, the smell of patchouli
coming out of the turquoise rings on her fingers. Joe looked down at the oil stain in her
driveway, the wind moving the flaps on the back of her car. Larry came back out, his
hand an airplane crashing into her ass. She seemed to enjoy the threefold blame.
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“Oops.”
In the car again, Joe turned up Hun-Huur-Tu all the way, pretending that he was
riding a horse through the steppes with ravens ready for him to fall off so they could eat
his eyes. The sky was white.
O f the six cabins Joe checked out, three were already rented, two were plywood
shacks that smelled like piss buckets. The last house was built into the hillside. It was
the ugliest so far. Joe was about to leave when he saw a woman walk outside, rub her
hands in the snow and go back inside.
The landlord was an old Siberian Yup'ik Woman from Testochka named Mina.
Her cheekbones, the shine of her dark brown skin, the roughness of her hands all
punctuated Joe’s sense of anomie. She said that the previous tenants, her niece Ruth and
husband Solomon, were going to be back in a week to get their stuff, her sister’s kids.
The way she said the phrase my sister’s kids hurt Joe by bringing him too close.
On the inside, Joe noticed that the two by fours were really two inches thick. He
had never seen real two by fours in all the old houses he demolished in Lake Tahoe. The
wood was still clean, free of knots and stain. Grass-woven dance fans and carved masks
lined the walls. The table was loaded with carving tools, various colors of grass strands,
a blue bucket filled with water. The sunlight magnified the grass, making it look like
gold. Joe put his index finger into the water. He thought that if he had died in this room,
his skin would feel like this. And the cedar o f the house within was carved with knops
and open flowers: all was cedar; there was no stone seen.
Mina asked for first and last rent. Joe gave her three hundred and fifty and said
that he would be back later in the day with the rest. Joe sat outside the new cabin, feeling
elated. From the outside, the cabin looked uglier than all the others he had visited, but on
the inside, it had panache. Mina knocked on the side of his window. Her sudden
appearance made him think that she was going to ask for a favor. The window was
frozen in place so he opened the door.
“I was going ask, are you Catholic?”
“Yeah.” Joe felt small.
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“Ok, ok. That’s where I know you. You were helping Father Michael a couple
times, but you don’t come to mass.”
(((((((((())))))))))
At Janet’s house again, Joe didn’t want to go inside. He sat in the van hoping
they would have heard him pull up. There was no motion in the house. Joe turned up the
music for a second, but the sound of the mouth harp seemed to create some passageway
for ghosts to bite into the flesh in the back of his neck. After about a minute of watching
the curtain flutter in some heating flow of air, Larry looked out the window with a sheet
wrapped around him. Joe laughed at how young Larry looked. Joe stepped out of the
van.
As Joe approached the door, Larry appeared with his shirt buttoned wrong.
“I need to get this perfume smell off of me. Let’s stop off at the Bluetooth,”
Larry suggested. Joe waited to ask for an advance until they got to the bar.

((((((((CO)))))))))
“You think she douses herself with that perfume on purpose?” Joe put the straw
into his iced tea, watching the bubbles slide around the ice cubes.
“You mean like a dog, a, um, bitch pissing on a tree?” Larry filled a mug for Joe
so he could keep up the appearance of two guys sharing a pitcher.
“Guess so.” Joe watched the cocktail waitress set drinks down on a table in the
comer.
“Joe, did you know that one ounce of Deuterium has the same energy as two
hundred and fifty gallons of gasoline?”
“What in Sam Hell are you talking about?” asked Joe, his central solenoid magnet
seeming to be about to start modem history’s first pole reversal with his confusion.
“Don’t get married, Joe.” Larry leaned back into a guy who turned around. Joe
noticed the tattoos covering his face, half-moons around the eyes.
“Your idea is sort of a preemptive counterweight thing, then? I pretend to go out
with Janet, that way Rachel doesn’t suspect.” Joe again, not understanding how the
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climbing frame was going to allow him access to the main jib, how the whole idea was
going to benefit anything besides the alleviation of Janet’s boredom.
“Everything has to be complicated, Joe. Its life.” Larry downed his beer, checked
to see if the bartender or the waitress were watching, and took Joe’s.
“Hey, can I get an advance from you? I found the perfect cabin.”
(((((((((())))))))))
Rachel, in an attempt to be friendly to Joe’s new girlfriend, with all the blessings
of Irish hospitality, invited Janet over for dinner. Joe watched her station wagon appear,
thinking that it looked like a hearse.
Janet brought banana bread and a bottle of wine, slapping Joe on the butt and
kissing him with a tongue that tasted like absinthe. Her hair was done up mushroom
style, as if she were auditioning for a mock Gilligan’s Island skit.
Jordy teased Joe about having a girlfriend. Joe and Janet sitting in a tree, p i s s i
n g. The adults were too serious to notice the difference between p and k. Janet sat next
to Joe. He wanted to tell her to brush her teeth.
“You gotta relax, honey. I brought some ganja,” she whispered into his ear with a
restaurant smile. Joe scratched a calcium stain off the side of his glass. Larry came
down the stairs, wearing a raggedy pair of sweatpants.
Janet made Joe step outside. She packed a small bud into a fake cigarette pipe
and handed it to Joe. The high hit him right away, making him feel like he could see
through the waterfall where the strings of the world were attached. Janet loaded one for
herself.
“Janet, I’ve never really been in a play. You know.”
“If you relax, you can pretend to do anything,” she said, grabbing his butt again.
He pushed her hand away, feeling her fingers clamping down for another feel. Joe
wondered what would happen if he didn’t go back into the house for salad and colcannon.
He asked her to reload. She looked at him sideways and put a small nugget into the
chamber, her fingers whiter than the snow. Joe felt the full twang approach, the buzzing
coming up from the marrow in his bones, the sound of water in the snow.
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She had been pulling on his arm, trying to get him inside, but he needed to see the
sky about him, the wood would cut his head off.
Joe ran.
Janet followed him, alternately laughing and screaming at him not to leave her
there in the cold. Joe bounced through the snow like a rabbit, his eyes already
underwater. He eased his rhythm, over the ice, along the cross-country ski tracks, beside
the birch trees with their fear of moose eating their roots.
The music of Huun-Hur-Tu appeared, under his feet, pulling Janet’s rotten tongue
into the clouds with Dad’s sorrow, Anishta’s worried eyes into the raven flying upside
down, Great Uncle Yorick’s amputated toe into smoke coming out of his breath, Joe’s
stomach out of the barbed wire. And the water, splashing out over everything, pulled
down from the mountains, the rivers veins. Joe ran until he didn’t know where he was,
the cross-country ski tracks gone from under his feet. There were no houses or telephone
lines in the twilight. He pinched his cheek to check for frostbite and couldn’t feel
anything.
Joe took off his jacket, put his shirt on the ground and cut the sleeve off with his
pocketknife. It wasn’t long enough to go around his face. He took the remains of the
shirt and wrapped it around his face, hoping that it wouldn’t sting. He ate as much snow
as his stomach could handle, remembering that dehydration worsened frostbite. He
climbed to the top of a small hill and saw the light of a house in the distance. How did he
get so far away?
Runner’s high.
Approaching the light, he remembered the place. He had waited outside while
Rachel went in to the garage sale. There was a car with a bumper sticker that read lost
wife and dog, reward fo r dog. Joe remembered wondering why the sticker was framed
by two wet kiss marks. There were minute boomerang-shaped ridges of ice crystals
deflecting the red of the lips. Knocking on the door, there was no answer. There was a
sign that read Ashui Valley, 3.1415...1arge units of distance. He turned the knob to see if
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it was locked, the metal warm against his cold fingers. As he let go, the door opened.
Joe left his hand there. A beard appeared, surrounded by massive dreadlocks.
“Come on in, Arturo, I’ll weigh it out,” the man kicked some shoes out of the way
for Joe to come in and reached out his hand.
“Arturo. I’m not Arturo.” Joe looked up at the warm air rising into the cold
leaving a trail like heat rising from a barbecue.
“Are you sure about that, yeah?”
“Sorry, I, yeah, could I come in and warm up? I got lost.” Joe felt the hand touch
his elbow and he was inside, covered by a blanket. The owner of the house said his name
was Kalaya. He made Joe warm his cheeks with a handful of snow.
“Were you a student in my 060 class?”
(((((((((())))))))))
The stairs creaked and creaked. Joe sat up and pretended to be watching the TV
until he saw that it was only Jordy, yawning and wiping his eyes on his way to the
bathroom. Joe leaned back on the couch and closed his eyes. The soreness in his legs
smoldered. Jordy hadn’t closed the door all the way and the sound of his peeing made
Joe laugh. Joe listened as he washed his hands.
“Did Janet hurt your feelings?” Jordy scratched the back of his head exactly like
Larry. Joe shook his head.
“You want to play chess?”
“I think maybe she did, Jordy, maybe she did.” Joe got up and walked into the
garage to end the conversation, knowing that he was hurting Jordy, but unable to bare his
emotions to a thirteen year old.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe was pulling in to the bank to cash his advance when he saw the flash of black
hair followed by a face full of laughter. It was Tim’s sister, looking over the roof of a
blue car at her friend’s toddler. Slam!
Joe suddenly saw a police car’s lights flashing. It was a big sheriffs truck.
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Joe hung his head as the police officer got out of his car, a tall red-head with his
hat at an asshole angle, demanding license, registration and proof of insurance. Joe
handed them through the window, put the van in reverse and parked. Joe thought that
Tim’s sister must have seen the Jiboom Construction sticker on the side of the van.
“I gotta be somewhere right now. You wait here until I come back.” Joe nodded
his head; glad the officer didn’t want to do a sobriety test. The officer looked back at the
van and handed the stuff back to Joe.
“You’re the kid staying with Larry Jiboom, yeah?”
“Yeah.”
“His place is closer to where I need to go. Follow me.”
“Could I please cash this check first?” Joe put his license back into his wallet,
wondering if someone was getting killed while they fumbled with a broken taillight.
“You go straight to Larry’s house when you’re done.”
Joe dropped the first and last month’s rent off at Mina’s house. She was
babysitting her grandson when he got there. The house smelled like liver soup.
“You’re a Popsicle. We’ll freeze you up, Mr. Popsicle,” the little boy said to Joe.
Mina offered Joe some seal meat soup, but he said that he was running late. Pulling out
of her driveway, Joe thought it was a bad idea not to go straight to Larry’s house. The
long line in the bank wouldn’t work as an excuse. He had to get out of the Larry’s place.
It was like he had substituted one set of bars that ate his time and energy for another.
Janet was there when he came home. She pretended to drop off a box of his
things, leaving Joe with a box of love letters written by her previous boyfriends. Joe
threw them in the fireplace, surprised at how fast they burned.
(((((((((())))))))))
The officer didn’t show up until nine o’ clock that night. He said that he would
fix the taillight himself. He wanted a hundred and fifty dollars. When Joe asked for a
receipt, he said that he would bring it by later. Days went by, no receipt. Joe felt
bamboozled.
(((((((((())))))))))
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Joe found himself staring at Tim’s house. He found a five-dollar bill on the side
of the road. He was going to buy himself hot chocolate but in the parking lot, there was a
woman with her two kids pulling away from the gas pump.
“Did you get the blue kind?” a young man asked as his mom sat her toddler down
into the car seat.
“All they had was lime.” The woman closed the door and started to drive away.
Joe heard a bouncing sound and as the car drove away, he saw the bottle roll to a stop
over a pool of frozen anti-freeze. Joe walked over to it and picked it up. It hadn’t been
opened. He drank it down in two sips.
Joe returned to the side of the road where he had found the five dollars. He
wanted to drop the bill on the exact place where he had found it but couldn’t remember.
He dropped the note at about the place where he could distinguish the sun painted on
Tim’s shed. Smoke coming out of a cabin’s chimney seemed to be watching his good
deed.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe finished a small bag of dried salmon and was still hungry. The skins were
hard to chew but after they softened up, they tasted as good as the meat. Tim’s buddy
Patrick came over with some cocaine that they did up on the glass table. Joe was
ashamed of staying sober.
“Tim, is your sister’s name Ira?” Joe asked.
“On all the paintings. We used to call her Ira Girl, but now she gets pissed.” Tim
waved his hand at the paintings.
Patrick was a fellow Californian from San Diego. His wife was out of town and
he didn’t have the cash to go to the pussy bar. He had long black hair that was lighter at
the roots. Joe went to the bathroom to pee and looked at himself in the mirror. His skin
seemed to have suddenly turned whiter than Patrick’s.
In the living room again, Patrick was eating a bowl of cereal. Tim scraped the
resin out of his pipe and handed it to Patrick.
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“Quyana. Did you know that strawberries are the only fruit whose seed grows on
the outside?” Patrick set the pipe aside and washed his bowl. Tim glared at him.
“Joe, you know why I’m not responding to Patrick?” Tim put his paper clip down
on the table for a second. Joe didn’t feel like guessing.
“I ’m not Eskimo, I’m Indian.” Tim shook his head in disgust.
Joe wanted to ask how to say thank you in Athabascan, again. He focused and
unfocused his eyes on the patterns of red and blue in the fabric of the couch. The whole
time, his leg was shaking to the tune of Flash Gordon. Ira came in quietly, frowning at
Patrick. Joe didn’t want to be caught staring at her painting and lowered his eyes to the
place mats on the coffee table until she was gone. The was a small spider crawling across
a magazine. Joe put his finger out for the spider to crawl up but it was afraid. Joe knew
that there was no way to make Ira laugh again as she had laughed at the bank.
(((((((((())))))))))
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(((((((((())))))))))
Unable to sleep, Joe went to the kitchen, poured a little oil into his hand, returned
to his room without spilling it on the floor, turned off the light and masturbated. He came
thinking, please Ira, please, we’re made to do this. He wiped up the mess with his work
shirt and wrapped a blanket around his head.
“If after every storm come such deep calms,” he whispered. He tried listening to
Yakut Harp singing on his headphones but didn’t want to fall asleep flat on his back. He
couldn’t stop thinking about whether or not he had closed the truck door, Anishta going
through his room and stepping on a nail somehow, Dad having a seizure in his sleep and
swallowing his tongue, Mom getting her skull crashed in a car accident. The music
seemed to surface and resurface behind his thoughts. He turned it off and the house
creaked and moaned in oscillations of pressure release and lost stasis.
Rachel came downstairs, bringing a moment of silence followed by a timid three
beat knock at the door. He jumped back onto the bed and pretended to be asleep, but his
eyes twitched. Rachel came in and slipped off her negligee. Joe tried to draw out the
foreplay, to start slow as if they were getting right into the second round, but she put her
cold finger on his lips. He looked at her, trying to get hard. She had big nipples and her
skin looked blue in the light coming under the metal door. Her body looked better with
clothes.
Rachel returned to her room. Joe walked into the kitchen to get water and wash
his hands and face.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe went out with the battery and started the van. He was helping Larry’s friend
Spiridon, a taciturn guy from Uzbekistan who also had to leave Lake Tahoe because of
gambling problems. He told Joe stories about himself, and their time in Tahoe, the way
Anishta thought Ramadan wouldn’t work without a turban. They were repainting a house
because the owner wanted to move out and sell it. He had a long beard and always wore
sunglasses. He prayed for a long time before eating, always had a cigarette in his mouth
and said amen whenever something fell.
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“That’s where I remember your name, that crazy foreign language teacher with
the bushy hair.” Joe put his putty knife into the side of a can of paint to pry it open.
“Tray, Gospodin Guttenberg. Crazy man, without no roof to head.” Spiridon still
had a thick accent. Joe couldn’t remember Spiridon in Tahoe.
“Did you ever hunt deer with a bow?” Joe asked, remembering a brown face and a
deer in a house near Meyers.
“I won’t even kill those little fishes.” Spiridon took the plastic off a new roller.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe bought Larry’s old Toyota Corolla for two hundred dollars and named it Blue
Thunder. It had a steering fluid leak, a hole under the driver’s seat big enough to put his
foot through Flintstone style, a heater stuck on cold, but it still roared up the little hills
around Fairbanks. Joe found himself mobile with no place to go. He went back and forth
to the Laundromat because it had a pinball machine that he liked and there was a faint
chance of seeing Ira.
As the sun came back, Joe preferred to leave the car parked and walk.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe packed his belongings into his back pack and took milk crates full of old
things from Larry’s shed: a reading lamp, a couple dishes, an old space heater and some
tinfoil. Joe felt like he was ready to live in a place where he was free to breathe, this was
the reason he had come. When he got to his cabin, the family was still there. There was
a note on the door from Mina. She apologized and said that he was going to have to stay
in another cabin for the first month, that she would only charge him a hundred dollars.
The other cabin turned out to be a tool shed with a cot. No stove, no fridge, no
monitor heater. Mina made up for it by cooking soups for him: beaver, seal, muskrat and
half-dried fish. Joe’s favorite was bear-foot soup until he saw her skinning one. It
couldn’t have looked more like a human hand.
Life in the tool shed was quiet at first. Joe didn’t have to worry about chores or
pretending to be asleep as Jordy thrashed around the garage looking for his hockey stuff
or Rachel coming in as he was sleeping for the taste of his tongue.
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The temperature dipped back into the minus twenties for a week. Mina said that
winter was a jealous sister. Joe felt her press down on him with the weight of suspicion,
the proof of his disappointment in the cold making her want to hurt him until he realized
that she gave him the only way to feel warmth. Notwithstanding, that I be not further
tedious unto thee, I pray thee that thou wouldest hear us o f thy clemency a few words.
By the time he got used to the food, it was time to move into his real cabin.
(((((((((())))))))))
Life without running water wasn’t more difficult. It simply took more time to do
things, locating a shower, heating up water for dishes and carrying the drainage bucket
under the sink into the woods. He had an old five-gallon jug for dishes and drinking
water. He didn’t want a phone and would walk to the Catholic Church to make calls,
every time thinking it was better to give a couple dollars to the church than the phone
company.
The silence in the cabin pressed in on him. He took Larry’s old skis and got on
the cross-country trails behind the Mushers’ Hall. The first time out, he experienced
runner’s high baptized with the danger of cold. The northern lights came out and he
watched them spin and shift pale blue bands of light until his neck hurt. He kept skiing
until he ended up back at the beginning of the trail. At home again, he fell asleep from
slight hypothermia and woke up in the same position.
(((((((((())))))))))
The air became warmer. Water began to appear on the windows, on Blue
Thunder’s windshield, pulling the whiteness of the snow toward gray. Joe put the water
bucket for dishwater underneath what seemed to be the lowest point of the roof. He
noticed a big fly on the side of the cabin; the cars splashed by on Farmer’s Loop.
Larry had been fishing Joe out to Spiridon for demolition work. He ripped out
linoleum, drywall, shingles on a storage shed, rotten decks, cabinets that wives could no
longer tolerate and scrubbed a thousand refrigerator racks for a liquor store that was
being remodeled. Spiridon landed him a prevailing wage job that consisted of painting
and doing piddly jobs for the university.
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They were cleaning birdshit off of three dormitories. A set of drab buildings
called the MBS (Moore, Bartlett, Skarland) complex. Ira worked at a store called The
Campus Cache on ground level. At first, Joe was shy to go in and buy things, even when
his hands were shaking from hunger. He preferred to get chips and candy bars from the
vending machines or to walk down the hill to the cafeteria. It took him a week to go in.
He felt stupid walking around with a hard hat under his arm with all the kids who chose
to stay in school carrying their back packs full of thoughts bound to give them a universal
perspective.
His Snapple cost a dollar ninety-nine and he shook his head when she held her
fingers out with the penny and the receipt. Back on the roof operating the rope machine
that lowered and raised the scaffolding, he felt like he had been horribly disrespectful
shaking his head as if she set the prices.
They had nearly finished cleaning the birdshit off the windows on Bartlett Hall,
the middle building. Joe got to hang for the second half of the day, hovering over rooms
where he hoped to see hot college girls

sansclothing. All he sa

had just finished pulling up her pants and an old woman asleep at her desk with a book on
her head. Pretty girls walked by all day below him, but realizing how close he was to the
ground shattered the feeling of merging with the sky and the singing ravens.
At the end of the day, Joe put his hard hat in his car and walked into the store. He
picked up a bag of chips and a couple drinks, the energy in his body flowing downward,
enjoying the slowness of the tile floor, the bags of chips and the candy bars part of the
world he needed.
“How’s Tim doing?” he asked, setting his things on the counter.
“All right.” Ira looked up from the register. Joe felt like the ropes were still
holding him up. She passed the chips over the scanner. It beeped and she slid it down
into a pale yellow bag. There were no rings or paint marks on her fingers.
“You’re Larry’s kid?” she asked, both hands holding one drink.
“Friend of the family.” Joe reached for his wallet. It was stuck in his back
pocket. He tried to keep his face calm as he yanked it loose.
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“You a student?”
“Window cleaner. I didn’t mean to be rude earlier, complaining about the price.”
Joe smiled and walked out feeling like a fool for not shaking her hand. The car wouldn’t
start when he got out to the driveway. He took a shovel out of the back and banged on
the solenoid with the handle.
Joe walked back onto the roof looking at the pile of ropes and extension cords in
daisy chains. He sat down on them and got his pants wet. Joe thought it would be better
to walk to the cabin than to waste money on a cab. He could check and see when the
Campus Cache closed; maybe he could beg Ira for a ride.
The sign said in gold letters that the store would close at 10:00 PM. Joe broke his
empty Snapple bottle on the side of the building and started walking home. He walked
down the hill, down a set of metal steps and onto University Avenue. Something made
him want to play pinball until his fingers hurt.

((((((((CO)))))))))
The Laundromat was as full as he’d ever seen it. He thought it strange for a
Wednesday. The pinball machine offered no relief. He wasted three dollars without
winning a single free game. He couldn’t tilt the machine because someone had screwed
it to the floor. He gave up and walked out the door. Scratching a circle into the deicing
salt, there was a man who looked like a bum. Joe had seen him there before, standing
watch over the bicycle rack. Joe handed him the rest of his quarters.
“If it’s letting the lightning out of your fingers ye seek, there are good places on
the snow; to sit where ye can’t be full wroth and not hurt the world.” The man held
something in his fist; his white face and balding head were accentuated by eyes bluer
than any water. Joe looked down, not seeing any reason to interrupt.
“Most people don’t realize we’re about a hundred and fifty feet away from a
church, see?”
“My name’s Joe,” holding out his hand, Joe felt trust coming from the soft hand.
He thought for a moment that the guy may have had a sex change.
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“I’m Hayden. I’ll take your money, but you have to ask me to do something for
it. Ingratitude makes people flash at me, see?” Hayden took a condiment cup full of
pickles out of his pocket and ate them all. Joe thought of all the people who must have
helped Dad in his manic phase. He had an idea.
Spiridon Shishigin, The White Horse on Joe’s headphones. The White Horse had
to be the snow that melted. Boil away in the light coming back. Fairbanks, spring. Back
up the hill, potato hill. Named potato hill by the man with the drum who played hackysack like a dance Joe wanted to say was Athabascan, the shame of anthropologists, too.
His feet moved, Tim’s feet moved, all dancing in the melting of time and the fuck-all
sadness of having to speak, having to ask for a place in a madman’s face, even if he is
your father.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe watched Hayden walk in to the Campus Cache with twenty dollars in his
pocket. The plan was to make a disturbance and wait for Joe to come in and throw him
out. Ira, impressed with Joe’s heroism, would offer Joe a ride home, and come in for
green tea and stay to talk out the sickness of winter in her blood.
Hayden walked in and talked to Ira. Joe came in, thinking that Hayden was
already abandoning the plan. As he whispered a hello to Ira, he felt Hayden’s left fist go
hard into his breadbasket, followed by a sharp right into his throat, making two wet-wood
thumps. The light from the reflection in the comer of his glasses spread across his field
of vision. The silver underside of the water was pierced by a stone, he knew he could
push the stone away and breathe but the grass held his hand, the swaying of the sand held
his hand, the deepest blue breaking itself to enter his lungs as the breathe of life, drown
boy, drown in the cave.
And Hayden blew the stone in his hand away, Ira Girl laughing, her laughter the
sound of sand. Joe sat down in his car and turned the key. Hayden wanted a ride home
saying that the car was safe because the streetlight was on now.
“It’11 flash at you if you open it up too much.” Hayden pulled the seat belt across
his chest. Joe saw four colors of paint on his hand.
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“Don’t expect me to respond.” Joe held his neck still to avoid the fear of being
mean to someone who took helping too seriously. Joe tried to turn the ignition key again,
making the starter scrape against the already running engine.
(((((((((())))))))))
Larry’s truck was in the driveway. Through the window, Joe saw him at the table
with a newspaper covering half of his face. Joe hoped that whatever he wanted would
take little time.
“I came in to use the phone that isn’t here, and locked myself in.” Larry laughed
at himself. His face had grown thinner. Joe leaned down and took off his boots,
expecting Larry to get up and shake his hand.
“Must have sprayed a ton of birdshit today.” Joe turned a milk crate over and sat
down beside the table, feeling small.
“Did you see any, ah, wonders?” Larry sounded disinterested in the question.
“Couple ravens up there making that waterdrop sound.” Joe hoped Larry would
hurry up with what he wanted.
“I was talking about college poontang.” Larry folded his paper and held it as if he
were getting ready to smack a fly.
“Yeah.” Joe looked at Larry’s hand covering half of the police car on the front
page.
“Bring your universe back to the big bang.” Larry unfolded the paper and folded
it again.
“Dad liked that chew mixed with ash you sent.” Joe spun the teapot, thinking
himself rude for not making some.
“Rachel kicked me out.” Larry tapped on the side of the table with the paper.
Joe’s silence agreed to let Larry stay there until things were smoothed over.
“Tim’s sister works right there at the store.” Joe filled the teapot with water and
set it on the burner, deliberately forgetting to turn it on. The two teabags floated on the
surface, spinning toward stillness.
(((((((((())))))))))
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On the last day of the prevailing wage job, Joe returned to the Campus Cache and
left his wallet with a hundred dollars so his address on a stick-em note didn’t appear out
of place. Joe imagined her coming in the house, finding him, buying a quarter of weed
and saying there was no money, feeling guilty as they smoked and apologizing with skin.
The possibilities played themselves out in his mind, someone else finding the money and
putting the wallet in the trash.
Two days passed, three. The snow was almost completely melted from the roof.
Joe threw the ice scraper into the back of Blue Thunder and drove to the Laundromat to
take a shower. The birch trees on the side of the road shone white in the sunlight. Joe
rolled the window down to feel the air.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe rammed the milk crate aside, looking at the red bottle of Heet, the AntiFreeze, a towrope and an empty water bottle. He refused to drive back to the cabin for
soap, not with Larry sitting there with his god damn twelve-pack of Heineken. He took
the empty water bottle into the Tesoro Bathroom and pumped hand soap into it. The pink
soap drooled over the divots in the bottom of the bottle. Someone had carved excrito
ergo sum into the tile.
He decided not to waste money on soap any more.
(((((((((())))))))))
Watching the tiny globes of water splash over him, Joe popped in just after
closing time and asked for the wallet. That way, there would be a chance that she might
want to jump a little rope, expand the parameters of the synaptic flow in the mind, make
sure that her skin could still feel.
(((((((((())))))))))
She was mopping the floor. Her hair was in a thick braid that hung over her right
shoulder and shook with her movements. He wiped his feet on the floor mat and stayed
on the dry spots.
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Ira put the mop in the strainer and squeezed the water out. Joe heard a slight hiss
as the tiny air bubbles burst, looking at the meniscus of water reach up the side of the
bucket like a thread of quicksilver. He turned and walked toward the door.
“I hate mopping by myself.” She took her braid in her hand and flipped it away
from her shoulder. Tiny dots of sweat appeared in the middle of her nose.
Joe watched her as she bent down to push the mop. They walked into the storage
room to wait for the floor to dry. Behind the storage room, there was an emptied out
walk-in freezer.
Ira smoked a cigarette, telling Joe how she threw a beer bottle at Tim because he
called her stingy. Ira’s hands made shadows on the wall as she told the story. Joe’s
nervousness was transferred to the sound coming out his Snapple lid.
“There’s a Washoe story about why pinenuts taste like ear wax. Kind of
reminded me of storytelling watching your hands,” Joe took out his wooden pipe.
“My hands?” Ira asked and laughed. She tried to balance the useless coke bong
on her foot. Joe raised his eyebrows, unable to stop coughing. He felt it was kind of Ira
not to ask if he was all right.
“Patrick said fish cough; I wonder if that’s true.” Joe drank his tea.
“What’s that thumping?” asked Ira as she looked at the ceiling. The can clanked
against the concrete floor.
“Jumping jacks?”
“When Hayden hit you, it looked like you were underwater.” Ira put her hand on
Joe’s leg. He didn’t know how to respond, thinking that she had forgiven him with her
silence. It was one of those Percodans in the refrigerator kind of moments: inexplicable.
Laughing hard and looking at the smoke move toward the ceiling, they heard the
pounding again. This time louder and definitely not from above. Ira stood up and tried
to put Visine into her eyes. The first drop landed on her cheek.
“Security guy, shit!” Ira ran out of the room and came back in a couple minutes
laughing. Joe thought the cop had smelled the smoke, but he was only there to take the
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cash from the store. Ira motioned for Joe to follow her out into the alley. It was 10:15
PM and the sun still wasn’t down.
“Thought we were going to jail there,” Joe said.
“Thanks for keeping me company for a second,” Ira said.
“I heard Tim call you Ira Girl.” Joe walked back around the building and got into
Blue Thunder; hurt by the way Ira shook her head to dismiss him from talking about her
brother. He didn’t know if she was offended by the mention of her brother’s nickname or
the way he said the word girl.
Driving home, he wanted to drive the car into Ballaine Lake and be on the verge
of drowning when Ira pulled him out and breathed warmth into his face.
He pulled into the parking lot at the Catholic Church to call Anishta. As the
phone was ringing, he realized that there was something in the pouch of his sweater. It
was his wallet, with the hundred dollars.
(((((((((())))))))))
— I kind o f think chickens are more disgusting than dogs, anyway.
—Your ingratitude makes you more disgusting than a, um, dog.
— Didn 7 realize that a hundred dollars was all that you had. I mean, you still owe me
four-fifty, and you say I ’m ingratitious, ingratitudinal, I don 7 know. A second ago, I
waited fo r two hours in the confessional.
—Dad came back from the dentist today and congratulated Paul for being brave enough
to say goodbye to his nuts and get married.
— There was a sign directing people to the reconciliation room.
—How long did you sit there?
— Quite a spell. Maybe two hours, until I noticed the dust. The dust told me that people
weren 7 using the room recently.
—The dust, Joe, are you talking about dust
— Yeah, there was dust on this window-sill type deal. And the floor wasn 7 wet.
—Anyway.
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—Anyway, I went to the bathroom, got a handful o f paper towels and dusted both
confessionals.
—You didn’t like reconciliation and a set of directions on the confessional door?
—I ’ve got a cup in my pocket, a plastic cup. Got some water with it. You said crying
dehydrates us.
—You have to be aware, Joe.
— I heard the father talking, he sounds just like, I mean ju st like Great Uncle Yorick.
—Did you ask him if he’s related to us?
— Do you have to put me down?
—I’m not putting you down, I’m just asking if you asked.
—I ’m not high. You can’t believe I would go to church high.
—I can’t listen to this again, Joe.
—

I ’mgoing to move back in with Larry because the car got impounded.

—Dad thinks jarred salmon is going to heal him. He’s concocting the potion for his
springtime madness as we speak.
—

I don’t know where to get it. The police are still at Alaska Interior Fish Processors,

someone came in, robbed the till and blew himself up by accident. I sent you the
newspaper clipping, it’s a Darwin Award thing.
—Yeah. Dad says you should call him.
— Ok. D on’t tell him, but I got hit by this painter guy I thought was a bum.
—He asked Alicia for her phone number, to give to you.
— Why do you have to do that?
—What?
— Monitor stuff for me. You tell me to go to Fairbanks, and here I am.
—Just a number, Joe. Who hit you, now?
— This guy Hayden, he was honestly trying to help me, though. Is there still snow on the
face? I actually miss tourists.
—It’s getting a little thin at the bottom. They’ve got the jet machines making snow all
night.
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— That guy, Hayden, he offered me opium.
—I might have to go in for a minor surgery.
— What for?
—I don’t want to say right now. Its, um, dust. I don’t need this dust.
— I always thought snow sounded better than rain. Anishta, are you there, did you hag
up? Knee?
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5. Chac Mool Spinning Rain out of Kings
Larry wanted to keep Joe working but three of the four spring projects he had
going were held up. The woman who owned the subdivision was having trouble getting
the permits because of possible aquifer damage. The fucking water under the ground,
Larry had said, making Joe and Jordy wait until later to laugh.
They spent the day installing door accessories, aligning the formwork panels,
getting the chamfer strips in place. And the door still wouldn’t close smoothly. Larry did
something Joe had rarely seen. He got in his truck, stared at his hands on the steering
wheel and drove off. Joe waited around for a half hour and then returned to his cabin,
half expecting to see Larry there weeping like Dad.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe woke up early and drove to the Lutheran Church in downtown Fairbanks for
day labor. When Larry didn’t have anything for him to do, he dug trenches for a
sprinkler system outside a new hotel, set up scaffolding around the first floor of what was
to become a sports complex, broke down and carried aquariums for a pet store owner,
blowtorched oil off of gold pans for The Yellow Eagle Gold Mine Tourist Operation,
loaded boilers into a truck so a guy could drive them to Anchorage for treatment with an
oxaloacetic acid and washed dishes after an education banquet. Working with people for
one day at a time allowed him to pretend that he was back on the chairlift with Anishta,
telling people that he was bom in Thailand because Dad was stationed in the army there.
Just before turning into the church parking lot, Joe saw a man watching two
ravens pick at a squirrel that had been ran over. Checking in his rear-view mirror to see
if it was Hayden, Joe didn’t see anyone.
The jobs were doled out by numbers in a hat. The minister served coffee, fruit
and doughnuts. Joe wanted to take an orange but couldn’t bring himself to do it. Staring
at the light reflected off the dimples of a pale yellow orange, Joe felt the guy next to him
give him a nudge. It was the same guy who had been staring at the raven. He smelled
like cat hair. Joe took the piece of paper. 27, damn. Joe counted twenty-eight people in
the room.
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The guy he sat next to was wearing the same hat as Tim, with the date that he
arrived in Alaska, the same date and the scar under his chin made Joe think of a hook, a
hook and a pike being pulled out of the water with a human tongue in its mouth.
Patrick came up behind him and patted him on the back. He was wearing a longsleeve t-shirt that said “

Ellamyua-The Eye o f the .” His hair was braided and he

was swinging his keys around his index finger.
“Hey Joey, what you doing here?” Patrick stepped to the side so that the sun
wasn’t in his face as he talked.
“Call me Joe. I was, ah, trying to get work today but I drew number twentyseven.” Joe watched Patrick squint.
“I’m in the blue truck. I’ll smoke you out, in a second.” Patrick opened a can of
snuff and put a pinch under his lower lip. Joe noticed a tattoo of a circle on his wrist. It
was the same as the design on the shirt.
Patrick scratched his belly. A large mosquito, a member of the first clumsy
battalion of mammoth mosquitoes to assault Fairbanks, landed on his cheek and he
squashed it, leaving a black smear.
Joe went to his car to grab his water jug and a half-dozen tamales that got soaked
in beer when Larry forgot about a six-pack in the freezer.
The truck Patrick was driving was a 1972 three-quarter-ton Chevy with a yellow
passenger door and a blue frame. The license plate read, DOGCITY. As Patrick put the
tools in the back, Joe stuck out his hand to the man in the pink jacket.
“Shouldn’t you be painting?” Joe asked.
“I work when I can’t paint.” Hayden took Joe’s hand and shook it like a woman.
Patrick reached over and unlocked the door and they got in the truck. Hanging from the
sun visor, there was a postcard that said Lubbock, Texas with a little boy sitting on an
armadillo. Patrick put his hand out. Hayden reached around and shook it. The
windshield had so many cracks catching the spring light that Joe thought someone had
been throwing rocks. Patrick said that every time he thought about replacing it, he got a
new crack. In a few moments, they were already past Fox, seven miles from the church
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according to the odometer. Joe had a habit of remembering distances between points in
case he had to return to a jobsite.
They pulled off the Elliot Highway onto a dirt road. The jobsite was a lot on the
side of a hill with red tape demarcating the boundaries. There were about twenty medium
birch and black spruce trees that needed to be cleared. They chain sawed all the trees,
scaled the branches and cut them into pieces that would fit in the truck.
Patrick told Joe that he had a little blow that they could do once the job was
finished. Joe got nervous that Patrick was flying while using the chainsaw.
Joe shared his water with Hayden. At lunchtime, the trees were all down and
stripped. The bed of the truck was full. Hayden didn’t have anything to eat. His hand
was shaking as he accepted the jug of water.
“Here,” Joe held two tamales out to Hayden.

covenant that I have made

with you ye shall not forget; neither shall ye fear other gods.
“Can’t take lightning in my gut. See?” Hayden’s voice sounded like it was trying
to erase itself in a shuffling of stones.
“They’re not spicy.” Joe pushed the tamales a little farther toward Hayden. He
nodded his head and took one of the tamales. Joe left his hand extended. After Hayden
took the first bite, his free hand took the other tamale.
“You want one, Patrick?” Joe asked as Patrick fumbled around behind the
backseat of his truck.
“No, I have some dry fish and pilot bread, if it’s still on the planet.” Patrick came
out of the truck with a ziplock filled with dark red strips of dried salmon and crackers the
circumference of a softball.
Hayden finished his tamales and took a turquoise stone out of his pocket, which
he put in Joe’s hand. The warmth of Hayden’s body was still inside the stone.
Joe looked at the white fracture lines and the black impurities in the stone. It felt
like a cooked eyeball. Hayden went into the woods. Joe didn’t want to put the stone into
his pocket because then he would have to dig it out.
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“That’s a big hunk of turquoise,” Patrick said, folding a strip of fish skin into a
piece that fit in his mouth. Hayden came back, took the stone and put it in his mouth. He
left it there. Joe wondered if Uncle Carl was playing a long-distance April Fool’s joke.
Joe never liked to sit around after finishing lunch. He remembered how Dad was
always the first to stand up and move back into the flow of work. Hayden took the stone
out of his mouth and wiped the saliva off on his pants.
At the end of the day, they had removed four stumps. Joe thought they would be
much more difficult to get out of the ground. Patrick said that was because birch roots go
out and not down. Hayden took his sixty-four dollars because he didn’t want to ride in
the truck again. Joe gave him the two tamales that were left over. Pulling out of the
driveway, Joe watched Hayden sitting on a stump. He took the tamal out of the comhusk
and started to eat it.
Patrick stopped off at Don’s house to unloaded the wood. No one was around and
Patrick wanted to do up a couple lines on the hood. Joe felt high from finishing his work
already and refused.
A raven had shit on his car when they got back to the Fred Meyer parking lot.
Getting into his car, Joe saw Patrick through the passenger window, knocking as if he
needed a ride home. Instead of reaching over and unlocking the door, Joe got out of the
car and looked askance at Patrick over the roof.
“You want to work tomorrow?” Patrick’s eyes flashed.
“Yeah.”
“Just pay you everything tomorrow, then?”
“Yeah.” Joe looked at the angel shaped birch seeds caught in between the plastic
of the door seal, hoping Patrick would realize his presence was no longer necessary. Joe
saw an Asian woman with a short skirt walk into Fred Meyer. He followed her into the
store and veered off to buy some chicken strips and a com dog.
Merging onto the Johansen Expressway, Joe saw Patrick’s lights flickering in his
rear-view mirror. Joe got off on Peger and stopped by the side of the Chena River. He
rolled down his window and waited as if Patrick was a policeman.
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“Sorry, Joe. There’s a party at Tim’s house tonight.” Patrick kicked a small piece
of mud off Blue Thunder’s tire well.
“I don’t know.”
“Varya’s home at a funeral.”
“Mice will play.” Joe looked at father and son digging in the mud at the side of
the river. They splattered a shovelful of mud on the shore and spread it around. The boy
picked up what looked like a giant rain worm and put it into the bucket.
“What’s that they’re pulling out of the mud over there?” Joe asked.
“Mud eels. They’d have better luck on the other side; ten minutes and you have
enough. Over there, you dig for hours.” Patrick squinted up at the sun, halfheartedly
kicking at the mud again. A piece stayed on the tip of his boot.
“Maybe.”
“You can shower at my place. If you want, you can bring your dishes, too. We
have running water.”
“I like to sit in the sauna they have there at the Patty Center.” Joe looked at his
watch. It was six fifteen.
“I’ll bring the weed over there around ten. I’ll just take it out of your check if
that’s all right.” Patrick leaned against the truck, his eyes starting to jump around.
“What weed is that?” Joe picked up a postcard of a pike eating a small bird he
had bought in Fred Meyer and handed it to Patrick.
“Thought you wanted me to hook you up.” Patrick looked at the back of the
postcard and handed it back to Joe, who shook his head like a road worker pretending to
look busy.
(((((((((())))))))))
At the Laundromat, he was in line behind a brawny lady whose elbow was
bleeding. She was asking about a hat that said Roma in green, gold, red and white letters.
“

Sabaidi

ai?” she asked the woman behind the counter.
m

“I’m Burmese, not Thai. Burmese Thai, not get along,” the woman behind the
counter replied, in a voice at once harsh and understanding.
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Joe reached into his pocket and realized that there was no money. The ATM
machine at the Tesoro Station was out of cash. He drove to his bank and got some
money. By the time he got back to the Laundromat, the Burmese lady told him she didn’t
feel like washing the bathroom again. The guy with the scar under his chin was coming
out of the shower. He blamed Joe for smashing his finger with a cinder block.
Joe looked at his hands, trying to keep the panic inside. The guy stared. Joe felt
hairs on the back of his hands moving below the calm of blood. Joe put his left hand on
the chair next to him, trying to seem like he was relaxing. The guy snorted; Joe saw the
muted sound of the chair flying away from his hand. The woman with the bleeding
elbow leaned down to help the fallen man.
The culvert on the side of the street was filled with black shiny water, the melted
silences of winter. He felt the cavalry riding down on him. If he was small enough, he
would have dove in and breathed through a spruce needle until the knives in the grimy
hands were gone. Ira would be waiting for him with a protective face and a plate of fireboiled pike.
(((((((((())))))))))
Patrick and Tim were staring at a bag of purple buds when Joe knocked on the
door. Tim twisted the blinds shut and motioned for Joe to kick off his shoes. Joe hoped
to see Ira’s face full of redemptive light. Tim said that painting turned her into a
vampire. Joe saw himself pretending confusion over which door led to the bathroom.
“So I had to throw Tim out today. Varya wanted him out of there before she
comes back.” Patrick’s voice spoke as if words were too slow for the seriousness of the
situation.
“And she was the one who let him stay there,” Tim said.
“Where’s that boy who told me I drowned?” Joe couldn’t talk. He needed safety
from the cool water in the green cup.
“That’s what I forgot to do today. I was going to go over to Pipe Man’s store to
pick up a grommet.” Tim smacked himself on the thigh. He was wearing white sweat
pants that said Lathrop Malamutes. There was a coffee stain on the middle of the
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mascot’s hanging tongue. The fridge clicked on and started to drone. Patrick took out
his pipe and handed it to Joe. It was blown from red glass with white triangles running
up the sides.
“Joe, you see through that wall yet?” Tim patted Joe on the knee. Joe thought of
the times that Dad got manic and Mom locked him out of the house. He would see Dad’s
foot in the truck as he marched up the street to the bus stop, scared the whole way that
Dad might be dead this time. Patrick picked a scab off his knuckle and ate it.
“Do you know that guy Hayden, Tim?” Joe rubbed his hand across his newly
buzzed head, trying not to think of what was in Patrick’s mouth. Tim stuffed his lower
lip up under his front teeth.
“Anybody who walks around with a stone in his mouth.” Patrick took out his bag
of blow and made some lines on the glass table.
“I’d rather have a stone in my mouth than my own scab,” Joe whispered to
himself as Patrick’s head hovered over a faded reflection.
“Yeah, he taught painting. Then got fired for punching a student.” Tim stuffed
the pillow into the couch, making a noise with his hands that had to be called elegant.
Joe fought the desire to run with the white horse. He knew that if he did, he would be out
in the bars, looking for the fish face.
“I forgot he even had it in there.” Joe searched for the spider he had seen the
other day.
“Larry still at your place, Joe?” Tim leaned over the table with a MacDonald's
straw that had been cut in thirds and snorted the second line. Tears slid out of the sides of
his eyes.
“At the Bluetooth last night, I was talking to this chick about how we hunt moose.
She said she could never kill a majestic animal.” Tim flicked a piece of sawdust off his
flannel.
“Her need for magic is more important than your hunger.” Patrick curled his
mustache into his mouth and sucked on it.
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“I messed with her. ‘Are there hostile Indians around here?’ She was, um,
concerned look.” Tim shook his head.
“What did you say?” Patrick asked.
“I told her there’s some in Canada. Killed a whole cavalry of Quebec,
Quebeclause, however they say it.” Tim smiled, his eyes a little hard.
“My sister wanted me to send her an uluaq. One of those knife deals they make
out of saw blades, I like the shape better than those flat knives, but they’re fuck-all
expensive.” Joe sighed.
“When I said Canada, she went like this.” Tim opened his eyes in mock fear. Joe
saw the murderers ride through the light in the window and laughed as they fell off their
horses.
“I like that pinball machine they have in the Laundromat.” Joe took a piece of
hard candy from a ziplock on the counter. Pockets of light splayed off the creases of the
plastic.
“It would be a waste of weed for me to smoke this right now, Joe.” Tim handed
the pipe to Patrick, who shrugged his shoulders and lit the pipe. The skin on his forehead
took the brightness of the flame and turned it into a pale red. Joe watched the smoke
dissolve toward the ceiling, hoping that the smell would bring Ira’s paint-spattered skin
into the light.
There was a knock on the door. Joe hid the baggie in his tube sock. He saw the
scar under the cheek again, more like a pike jaw in its quiet rage. A shapely white girl
came in that Joe hadn't seen. She was wearing a gray sweatshirt with a hood. Her hair
was dark brown and curling down in cascades. Her jeans were so tight that Joe could tell
she was wearing a G-string when she turned to take off her shoes.
“Ira’s still in there?” she asked Tim.
“Audrey Tolatos, I read about you in the paper the other day.” Tim brightened in
an attempt not to appear overly charming.
“Overthrown by my own stupidity.” Audrey looked back over her shoulder. She
opened the fridge and took out a coke. Her hands were bright against the red of the can.
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Tim took a bag out of his black backpack and gave it to her. Joe had stood up when she
came in, hoping that someone would introduce him. The fact that he was still standing
seemed to be irrefutable evidence of his stupidity.
“I’m staying at my Mom’s house.” Audrey’s voice had vestiges of a European
accent.
“The whole town knows you panicked.” Tim teased Audrey. At that moment,
Joe missed Anishta because she wouldn’t let up until the hilarity of his mistake
vanquished itself.
“What happened?” Patrick reached out to pat Audrey on the shoulder. She
leaned out of his reach.
“My nephew Denis ran and hid from me in the car when I stopped off at Fred
Meyer. I didn’t see him and made them lock down the entire place for a half hour. The
police came and blocked the exits. He was hiding under a blanket in the car, waiting to
scare me.” Audrey leaned back in her chair and unzipped her sweater.
“He doesn't understand that it was a big deal.” Audrey sat down on the Lazy Boy
across from Patrick. She took her bag of weed out of the front pocket of her sweater and
folded it on her lap. Joe thought she was pleased by the fact that the sweater was smaller,
more manageable, made immaculate by her hands.
“I didn’t want to forget to give you your change,” Tim threw a tiny airplane made
from a five-dollar bill at her. It didn’t fly.
“How are things, Patty?” she unfolded the bill and put it into her wallet.
“My name is Patrick!” Audrey put her sweater on the arm of the couch and
approached Ira’s door again. She put her ear up against the dark brown wood, gave up,
walked back into the kitchen and washed her glass. A drop of water became smaller as it
slid down the side. The reflection of her hair shook in the light that couldn’t get out of
the room.
Audrey looked at Joe and smiled. She smelled like clove cigarettes.
“Can I ask you something?” Joe raised his head to look at Audrey. She stared at
his hollow chest.
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“You talking to me, pretty boy?” she asked. Joe saw her breastbones move
together to bring air into her body.
“Don shot his pig the other day?” Patrick was thumbing through a national
geographic with a raven on the cover.
“Goliath?” Tim had a puzzled look on his face.
Audrey offered her hand to Joe. Her hand was smooth and the bracelets on her
wrists rattled.
(((((((((())))))))))
Walking to his car, he saw Ira smoking a cigarette with Audrey. They were both
holding the cigarettes in their left hands.
“Hey Joe, you out of here?” Ira asked in a voice that seemed to come from her
ensemble of black Carhartt overalls and a blue flower bandana.
“Yeah. I guess.” Joe stood there for a while. Apparently he had interrupted a
story that couldn’t go on if he stood there waiting. It was three thirty in the morning and
the sky still wasn't dark all the way.
“I was telling Ira about my grandma, strict Greek Orthodox. Well, they went to
Athens this summer and they buried some cardinal guy. She lined up on the street so the
people carrying the coffin could pass over her.” Audrey bounced when she talked. Joe
thoughts cardinal had to be a misnomer, but didn’t want to ask. Ira flicked a piece of
paint at Audrey’s face, which was immediately wiped away. Joe put his hands into the
hand-warmer pocket in the front of his sweater, under the design of De Soto’s great
horse.
Joe stopped at Ballaine Lake on the way home. It was actually not a lake but a
small pond that Fish and Game stocked with trout to keep students at the university from
killing themselves. There was a circle of water around the ice that varied in thickness
from one to two feet. He put his face in the water and waited for the being that haunted
his face to be scared by the cold and the lack of air.
(((((((((())))))))))
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Joe worked clearing trees with Patrick for the rest of the summer. Since Patrick
knew Don first, he was the boss. Patrick wanted Joe to rake the yard so that he could
plant grass seeds. As a boy, Joe’s least favorite chore was raking the back yard. There
was no way to get all the pine needles, especially when it was windy, and Dad wouldn’t
let him in the house until the job was done.
Joe looked at the little bands of spit that stuck to the sides of Patrick’s mouth,
thinking that he would do it because Varya was good to him; let him be silent without
making him uncomfortable for not saying anything.
Joe wanted to get through the raking as fast as possible. He couldn’t keep his
thoughts from boiling into his feet and hands and back.
Fuck you, fuck you, and fuck you. Be good Joe, be good Joe. Be good, Joe. Its
just raking, Joe. Let me in the fucking house. He had worn a hole underneath his right
thumb because he was pushing too hard on the rake. He held the rake from the other side
and wore a hole in the other side, too. He paused to look at the blood coming down both
sides of his thumb, above and underneath the pain at the same time.
“You don’t have to get it all done in five minutes,” Patrick said when he saw how
fast Joe was raking.
“I want to get it the fuck done.” Joe felt like his eyes might pop. The rake broke.
He put it down and walked to the truck, sucking the blood from his thumb. It tasted oily
and sweet. Patrick was taking pictures with a digital camera when he noticed the rake
was in two pieces.
“I have to drive back to town, now,” Patrick shook his head.
“A good rake’ll last a long time.” Joe felt the sting of the blisters and the tension
in his jaw.
“What’s wrong?” Patrick’s voice was almost innocuous, but it didn’t matter. Joe
started to walk away and turned back around. There was a point where he could either
bite his lip off or let the voice out.
“Say another word about the fucking rake.”
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“Easy, man.” Patrick frowned. Joe saw himself for a moment peeling Patrick’s
skin off with the rake. Joe started walking toward Blue Thunder.
(((((((((())))))))))
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(((((((((())))))))))
The distance between his cabin and the Catholic Church was a little over two
miles. Purple fireweed bloomed all along the side of the bicycle trail. At the church, Joe
wiped his feet seven times, took off his headphones that filled the world with HuunHuur-Tu and looked up at the gold letters above the doorway, la m the door. A dragonfly
landed on his shoulder. It flew off as Joe entered the church. The air was cool and his
eyes saw bits of black that rained down into the artificial light. He took off his San
Francisco hat and put it down on the bench. The church smelled like cedar and candles.
Father Michael was washing windows, shaking his bushy gray hair. He wore a brown
wool sweater with a hole in the elbow. Joe shook his hand, happy to be called son.
Joe took the calling card out of his wallet. The phone rang and rang. Anishta’s
answering machine came on.
“Hey, Knee.”
“Yeah, I’m here.” Anishta sounded like she had been taking a nap.
“What’s going on?” Joe asked, his voice seeming too loud for the church, but no
one was there.
“Dad was swimming out there between Lakeland and Timber Cove. Some kid
ran over his leg with a jet-ski and he punched the dad.” Anishta cleared her throat. Joe
heard the faint sound of spitting.
Father Michael went into the bathroom, white bubbles clinging to each other in
the bottom of his bottle of Windex. The sound of water ran for a moment and then Father
Michael came out with a pale bottle of Windex.
“He wanted you to wait at Larry’s house.”
“You know what its like to talk to Dad when he’s in the can. The sin of
profundity.”
“I had surgery, Joe.”
“Everything all right?” Joe unfolded the edge of a Catholic Youth Conference
flyer. The area that had been covered was darker than the rest of the paper. The date was
already past.
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“Yeah, Mom went with me.”
“And Dad?” Joe heard a scratching sound coming from the pews. Father
Michael’s head popped out, muttering something about gum in church.
“No. These pills bring the bones out.” Anishta had her hands in the sound of
water and dishes. The pale sound reminded him of Mom’s hand washing his hair in the
bath.
“Kinda miss living with running water.”
“What does that have to do with anything?” Anishta asked.
“I was just listening to you washing dishes. You probably don’t know how easy it
is not to have to lug water around.”
“I have been camping, with you, even. Don’t you remember the well at Blue
Lakes? Anyway, I’ll pay you back soon. Real soon, Joe,” Anishta lied. Joe folded the
comer of the flyer back into place, his finger resonating with the sound of silt.
“Well, give me the number.”
“Don’t want Dad calling while someone’s confessing.”
Father Michael was cleaning the outside of the windows on a ladder. This is what
Santa Claus does in summer, Joe thought.
Joe sat down on the bench in the entranceway. He sat for a while and lit a candle
for Dad. The wooden Jesus hanging on the cross was huge. His cheeks and pale yellow
skin looked pitiful. A mosquito was trying to bite the comer of his eye. Starving, you
are starving and you help everyone.

Bow down

sackcloth and ashes.
As Joe was picking up his hat, Father Michael asked him if he needed to talk. Joe
checked if he would be there at seven, moving toward the door to avoid the Santa Claus
eyes looking for his threads of worry.
“Was that your sister on the phone there?” his voice sounded gravelly, like Great
Uncle Yorick. Joe nodded, trying to think of an excuse for why he couldn’t help.
“Washing windows isn’t the most stimulating thing in creation.” Father Michael
had a ring on his left finger with a cross.

head like a b
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“Its all right.” Joe’s neck twitched.
“God hath chosen the foolish things of the world to confound the wise; and God
hath chosen the weak things of the world to confound the things which are mighty.”
Father Michael’s voice seemed close and far away at the same time.
(((((((((())))))))))
Audrey was storming out of Ira’s house as Joe got out of Blue Thunder. Ira
looked out the window and opened the curtain. She opened the door, releasing the music
of Sting. History will teach us nothing. Ira wore a purple Heinz Catsup t-shirt and a pair
of white shorts. Joe stepped onto the porch. He ran his hand over a new set of moose
antlers on top of the box freezer. They seemed too warm, even there in the sunlight.
“I’m glad we can’t get married.”
“Married?” Joe took his hand away from the antler-tip as if the confusing words
came out of the pale scratches at the crest.
“No same-sex marriage in Alaska.” Ira pursed her lips in disapproval.
“Same sex?”
“She’s my girlfriend, Joe.” Ira shook her head. Joe reached out to touch the
antlers and pulled back. Ira flicked her cigarette away. He felt like biting his finger off.
The wind fluttered Ira’s hair, faint drops of rain seeming to spill out of them.
“Dip my head in blue paint and call me Picasso.”
Ira crumpled her cigarette box. Joe felt the shy rain on his face.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe had a hard time with the moose meat because it tasted gamey. He swallowed
the pieces whole when Ira looked away.
“Ira, who named you?” Joe saw his eye coming out of his head in the side of his
glasses.
“I’m named after a younger brother Ira, who died just before I was bom.’
“How could he be younger if he died before you were bom?” Joe asked.
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“He was three, anyway.” Ira washed the bowls and set them in the dish rack to
dry. Joe stared at her new painting of fireweed on the side of the road with a few odd
beer-can-petals.
“My cousin Sage sent me some smoked beaver. They’re pretty good. My
Grandma Hanora scolded him for catching em and not eating the meat.”
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe put on a didgeridoo album by David Hudson and crocodiled around the room,
imagining his face under the ice, his eye coming out of his head, the dead rabbit by the
side of the road when he passed by Cave Rock. A cow moose was eating the shrubbery
next to the outhouse. It looked as big as a horse. If the moose didn’t leave shortly, Joe
would be late for Dad’s call.
It was gone after Joe found his Giants hat.
(((((((((())))))))))
“Is your last name Hennessy?” Father Michael was mopping again. He was
wearing his priest’s vestment with a green plaid shirt underneath.
“Yeah.”
“A young woman named Dolores tried to use the pay phone and your dad was on
the line. She asked a few people if they were Joe.” Father Michael laughed.
“Sorry.”
“Don’t worry about it, Joseph.” The warmth in Father Michael’s voice eased
Joe’s feeling of repulsion.
(((((((((())))))))))
“Son?” Dad said.
“Dad?”
“Been calling for two hours.” Dad sighed into the phone.
“Its an hour earlier here.” Joe moved his hand over the space on the corkboard
where the Catholic Youth Conference flyer had been. The feeling reminded him of the
inside of a baseball.
“Oh, I was calling at six.”
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“Six in California is five in Alaska.”
“So, my son’s in another time zone.”
“I worked for a foreign language professor today, Dad. I might try to go to
school.”
“You haven’t applied, yet. Have you? The smell in here, Joe. I don’t want you
to ever, um, you know, smell it.”
“Seems like maybe not. How’s the leg?” Joe pulled a staple out of the corkboard
with the nail of his index finger.
“I’ve been swimming from Timber Cover Pier to Lakeland and back, you know
how they have that jet-ski rental place right there at Timber Cove.”
“Yeah, the one where Alicia works.”
“She’s at Meeks now. You’re still thinking about her?”
“I said her name, didn’t I?”
“You fucked that one up, Joe.”
“You know I’m in a church, here?”
“Anyway, this kid runs over my foot. I ran him down, or swam him down. Guess
they were renting a place from Lakeland. I ’m ready to yell at this kid and the dad is
smacking him around. Big fat New York jerk.”
“So, you were defending the kid?”
“Yeah, and the asshole security guy, he’s paid to take the guest’s side.”
“Talking about assholes, how’d that Casagemas job turn out?” Joe took another
staple out of the corkboard. A tiny piece of paper stuck to his finger. He wiped it into his
pocket.
“You didn’t know? He got murdered and Uncle Carl has a lien on his estate.”
“The priest needs to get out of here.”
“You have to go with him?” Dad’s voice was always hurt too fast.
“Punk kids piss in the holy water.”
“You gonna get a phone?”
“I don’t know. Larry says howdy.”
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“Bet Rachel’s been drooling over you.”
“Come on, not now.”
“I showed this guy how to use the wires to get his cigarette lit.”
“I have a bunch of people coming over for Mexican food.”
“Five more minutes.”
“What else?”
“I gave Lanakila’s mom some money for the three-year feast.”
“I tried to call but couldn’t remember the number.”
“They moved.”
“Dad.”
“Son, education will make your life easier.”
“Let’s stay away from the Hallmark moments here, Dad.”
“Don’t give me that, son.”
“I really got to get some food in my stomach; my hands are starting to shake.”
“Don’t do anything I would do, Joe.”
“We were supposed to go hiking in Hope Valley and I got stoned and forgot. He
was waiting for me.”
“He blew himself up, Joe. Himself.” Dad yelled. Joe heard his hand tighten
around the receiver.
Joe took a staple out of his pocket and pushed it through the tip of his tongue. His
blood fanned out into his gums as memories and fragments of thoughts paraded in and
out of the stained glass windows, the cross, the patterns on the carpet. Everything telling
him that he could have saved Lanakila with the light behind his face.
Three ravens crossed in front of the glass, playing in on the wind. Joe gleeked his
blood out at them as he got into his car.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe made mole oaxaqueno, fresh tortillas, horchata, fried plantains, three kinds of
salsa and beans and rice following a cookbook from the Noel Wein Library. The
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cookbook didn’t tell him not to touch his dick while pissing after cutting jalapenos. The
foolishness o f God is wiser than men.
The fire started down below. Joe had planned on feeding Patrick and Varya,
Larry and family, Ira and Audrey, and maybe Spiridon. He laughed at the hypothetical
reaction of each person as he stood before a mountain of food with his dick in ajar of
milk.
(((((((((())))))))))
“Tim couldn’t make it over. He’s not feeling good,” Ira said.
“I was talking to my cousin Sage last night. He’s been trying to get this collection
of Washoe stories published.”
“Ira, could I drink your water?” Audrey looked at Ira.
“Go ahead.”
“This old guy from Diamond Valley told stories onto a tape and then a Jesuit
Priest did the translations. Guess he bleached them beyond any possible recognition.”
“Puritans.” Audrey wrapped the string around the tea bag and put it in the trash.
“Washoe men used to be free to jerk off looking at their sister in laws.”
“Disgusting,” Audrey made a face. Joe wanted them to think it didn’t scare him
to masturbate in front of pretty girls, but his nervousness betrayed his neck.
“You know you dream about Tim?” Ira snarled her lip at Audrey.
“The sister in law keeps babies from being bom because she doesn’t want to take
care of them.” Joe’s throat cracked as if he were going through puberty and even though
things weren’t coming out as smoothly as he had planned, he continued, reveling in the
futility of falling rain—jealous of the clouds above and unable to release his shame of
wanting the world.
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1. Niobe’s Magnetic Resonance Precipitates
January 2, 1996
His story of Cave Rock: “And from that day to this their wailings and pent-up
moanings have been heard, increasing in terror and intensity at that season of the year
when the waters of the lake are increased.”—

Herald July 9 and 16,1853.

Now therefore write ye this song fo r you, and teach it the children o f Israel: put it
in their mouths, that this song may be a witness fo r me against the children o f Israel.
The last few flakes of snow fell through the receding darkness as Anishta shut the
window to stop the cold. She had been sleeping with a space heater blowing on her back,
enjoying the mix of fresh air and warmth. The snow removal machine went by with its
spinning yellow light. It’s groaning intensified as it neared the house. As the machine
passed the driveway, the driver lifted the blade about six inches. Anishta tried to see who
was driving the machine but it was too dark. She watched the insect push the snow away
until all she could see were the lights spinning across the trees and the outcrop of granite.
The alarm clock read 4:27. She covered her eyes with a pillow, but her thoughts
were spinning out already. Realizing that there was no chance of falling asleep, Anishta
set the pillow aside and got dressed. She turned the doorknob and pushed on the door,
knowing that it would take a moment for Lifter, Joe’s Springer spaniel, to get up and
move out of the way.
Anishta heard Dad mumbling in his sleep as he walked downstairs. She looked at
the family photos that lined the thin stairway in the semi-darkness, the hemidark that
scared her more than Joe. As a girl, she was frightened to walk downstairs when the
window curtains weren’t lowered. The fear of something behind the windows that could
kill her was still there. She turned off the light that turned the windows into a
psychologist-mirror for the robbers. She turned the TV on and went through the channels
once and turned it off.
She bent over to see if there was a light coming out of Joe’s room. He was still
sleeping. She hoped to get through the day without being reminded of the fifty dollars
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she didn’t have, the fifty dollars he lent her for gas to get her stuff out of the storage unit
in Gardnerville.
(((((((((())))))))))
Bijou Elementary School: September 5, 1978
Anishta rolled the dice, first a two then a five and another five. Great Uncle
Yorick said that he knew that page would turn up. He opened the book, already with his
finger in the right place. Joe was choking on his water in the kitchen. There was a
picture of Cave Rock, with an old Model T circling the lake in a clockwise motion. The
name under the photograph was Jonas Hennessy, their triple great grandfather who had
lived through the Great San Francisco Earthquake of 1906. Great Uncle Yorick took out
a magnifying glass and showed Anishta how the shadows of the sagebrush looked like
the heads of howling spirits, how the darkness in the cave seemed to be alive even in the
light of day. The vantage point from which the photograph was taken had been long
since dynamited. Joe came in from the kitchen and said that he wasn’t scared of any
cave. The bravery of his skin toward Great Uncle Yorick’s story made Anishta feel sorry
for him as he turned his head away from the picture. Already in 1978, there were two
holes blasted through the rock, thanks to the California Department of Transportation’s
concern for efficiency, and God be praised, their eminent domain. The song at Cave
Rock washed the loneliness out of the rain to guard against erosion.
Joe was trying to learn how to do a yo-yo trick, the cut-the-man-in-half trick
otherwise known as the pendulum. His yo-yo was the light-up kind, stolen by Paul from
the San Francisco Exploratorium. Outside, Anishta saw the rain falling down through the
sunlight.
Like Niobe, all tears, her stone on the shore of Pyramid Lake dwarfed by Cave
Rock, the water was proof of her sorrow,—Great Uncle Yorick told Anishta and Joe to be
careful when its sunny and raining at the same time because things become foxy.
Especially on her first day of school. Anishta grabbed the yo-yo from Joe’s hand and
wrapped it around her wrist. Joe looked to Great Uncle Yorick for support. Seeing that
he wasn’t going to get any, he punched Anishta on the arm. She hit him hard in
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retaliation and Great Uncle Yorick went out to check on his cab, the cab that he was still
driving at that time. There were remnants of the original yellow paint on the roof, but the
salt used to clear ice off the roads had eaten everything else away, leaving gray metal
streaked with blood-colored rust.
Uncle Carl showed up in his van with Paul in the passenger seat. He had painted
a man connecting two lightning bolts on the side door. Anishta read the sign Hennessy
Electric, thinking that Uncle Carl was the only man in the world who knew how to trap
the lightning. Paul got out with a florescent orange backpack. Anishta thought the
teacher might take it away because it was too bright, the other kids would look at it while
she tried to make them smart.
Anishta wondered if Joe would pretend she was there and play hide and seek
alone. She turned around. Joe was sitting on his Big Wheel, his face looking at
something crawling up the handlebars, a caterpillar. Larry dropped Rachel off to baby-sit
after she was done with her nightshift picking cigarettes up at Harrah's so Great Uncle
Yorick wouldn’t have to drive Joe around in the cab all day.
(((((((((())))))))))
Mrs. Nelson smelled like old cat-hair. She lined the kids up and made them shake
hands, saying even their middle names and telling everyone their favorite color and
game. The room smelled like glue, crayons and chalky newspapers. Paul, already
knowing most of the kids from soccer, fell into a group of kids huddling around the box
of balls. Anishta didn’t want to get in trouble with them. There was thunder outside,
Anishta was the only one who looked at the roof, and the other kids must have been
scared to see. Anishta said Hennessy Electric to herself, realizing that her last name was
the same as Uncle Carl’s.
The first assignment was to make a self-portrait and write their names. Their
portraits had to have a title. Mrs. Nelson closed the window. Anishta thought she didn’t
want the kids to be scared.
“Ok, kids. If you don’t know how to write, wait your turn and I’ll help you. If
you do know how to write, write a title that embodies your philosophy, something that
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you want to remember when you’re big,” Mrs. Nelson said, little columns of spit clinging
to the sides of her mouth. She walked up behind Paul. She held his hand and they wrote
his name. She asked for a title: My Grandpa and Great Uncle Talk Funny but we can
Laugh at them Because She ’11get mad Fast. The teacher wrote “For Grandpa” and
moved on to Anishta. Paul broke a crayon and looked up as if something were going to
fall on him.
The smell of cat-hair invaded Anishta’s nostrils, making her neck tighten.
“Good job, Anna. Now you need to write a title for your self-portrait.”
Anishta wrote I love it when I can make my brother mad and the smell went away.
There was a tapping at the window. Joe was standing on his Big Wheel and
pressing his face against the glass. Rachel must have fallen asleep, Anishta thought.
Raindrops hit the window around his face. Mrs. Nelson approached and he hid. After a
few minutes, she saw Joe making piles of small pieces of quartz and smashing them with
his headless Darth Vader. Anishta waited until Mrs. Nelson wasn’t looking and ran out
of the classroom into the rain to punish him for leaving the house.
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2.

Niobe Graphs her Tears in Granite

Bijou Elementary: November 11, 1981
“Anishta, its your turn for story time,” Mr. Danielson said after talking about how
there is no trash anywhere in Japan. He rose his enormous eyebrows to emphasize the
importance of the power behind his words. When that didn’t work, he knocked on their
heads and asked if anyone was home. Anishta stared through the florescent light
reflected on the silver chalk tray, thinking that Joe would have to stand there like her, that
he would have Mrs. Nelson lead him to the principal’s office by his ear.
“Me and Joe was walking home from the market. Mom wanted cabbage and
bacon for colcannon. We forgot the flashlight but there were cars. My Uncle Carl picked
us up, beer and a bag on the roof.” Anishta looked down at the clouds she had drawn on
the side of her desk.
“The roof of what?” Mr. Danielson asked. Anishta didn’t make the connection to
her story, she thought of the roof of her house, the roof of her school and the roof of her
mouth. It seemed like he was asking about the roof of her mouth because she had been
talking.
“My mouth.” Anishta opened her mouth a little as if her tongue could see.
“Go on.” Mr. Danielson took the cap off his pen and put it back on.
“Uncle Carl made us walk even though he was driving.”
“A very interesting story, Anna.” Mr. Danielson motioned with his eyes to the
chalkboard. Anishta saw paths of chalk left behind by the eraser. She felt self-conscious
about being taller than the teacher. For he was wiser than all men.
“What language is colcannon?” Mr. Danielson’s eyebrows asked.
“Soup?” Anishta didn’t understand what he meant by language.
“Is soup a language?” The class laughed behind him. He turned his head as if
they were spitting on his back.
“Soup is not a language. Remember how we asked Jaime not to use the word do
because not everyone understands what it means?” Mr. Danielson was so close that
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Anishta could see the chalk in the wrinkles of his hands. All

stones o f the altar as

chalk.
“How many of you in the class are Irish?” he asked, glancing at Paul.
“Raise your hand, Paul,” Mr. Danielson looked at Paul over his left shoulder,
giving Anishta a view of his nose hairs. For the time will come when they will not endure
sound doctrine, but after their own lusts shall heap to themselves teachers.
(((((((((())))))))))
After lunchtime, the kids were too hyper to sit down in their desks and be quiet.
Anishta cleaned out her desk for the first time that year, filling an entire trashcan. Mr.
Danielson walked into the room, rewound the tape recorder and played it. The kids
looked at him, hearing in their fear the sound of desks opening and slamming, kids
chasing each other. Anishta laughed when she heard Paul squeal for Aaron Carver to let
go of his wrist. Mr. Danielson, not appreciating the shame of silence on the children’s
faces, dumped the trashcan back into Anishta’s desk. She didn’t think teachers were
allowed to misbehave. She heard the sound of footsteps.
Paul threw his desk at Mr. Danielson. But we know thy rage against us.
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3. Niobe Ricochets Mandelbrot-style
314 Washoan Drive: July 15, 1984
No one knew why Great Uncle Yorick wanted to go to Mammoth alone for his
seventieth birthday. Mom said he would forget to take care of himself. Great Uncle
Yorick shouted that if he stepped off a cliff and died, he would be falling into God’s
hands. To prove his point, he broke every dish in his house. Mom left and came back to
see him walking on the glass with bare feet. He hadn't swept the floor in a while and his
foot got infected. The doctor had to amputate his big toe.
Anishta and Joe rode their bikes to the hospital to visit. Dad said that he would be
sleeping. She put a thermos of cold coffee into the basket of her bike. Why didn’t the
nurses bother to give him coffee? Because nurses hate old people like little brothers.
Joe rode in front most of the way. Anishta watched his tires sail over the cracks
in the pavement, not understanding why it seemed so much smoother when he went over
the bumps. The ride was mostly downhill but the wind was blowing so hard that they had
to peddle into the heat. When they got to the hospital, they asked the nurse where the
fountain was before searching for Great Uncle Yorick’s room.
(((((((((())))))))))
He was sleeping when they came in, both of them with a half-moon of water
below their throats from the sporadic water fountain. Joe reached out and patted his gray
hair. Anishta reached out her hand and pretended to honk his nose like in Karate Kid.
He woke up whispering for the police to protect him from his grandkids. Grandkids?
Anishta wondered why he would say that. The patient in the adjoining bed cleared his
throat.
Joe was holding his Giants hat by the bill. Anishta looked at it, curious about how
there was nothing to say. The nurse checked the wrapping around the toe, smiled at them
and closed the door quietly on her way out. Anishta thought that nurses were supposed to
be pretty, but she seemed older than Great Uncle Yorick.
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“Maybe if you, um, come watch us play Unca Oowick, we’ll win. Because we
keep losing. I had a ground rule double.” Joe rested his hat on his knee. Anishta wanted
to slug him for being silly.
“Its called a ground-roll double.” Great Uncle Yorick pushed the tip of his tongue
into the upper left comer of his mouth. Anishta saw his pink frenulum like a tiny rubber
band.
“And if they’re losing, Dad doesn’t mind if we go swim at the Wreck Center.”
Anishta wanted to return to her bike for the thermos of coffee.
“So you swim while your brother’s going through the pain of losing, is that it?”
Great Uncle Yorick winced and pushed a button.
“Dad says I’ll play better after I see how the real Giants play.” Joe picked a
pebble out of the bottom of his shoe with his thumbnail. It looked a little like a nose on
the floor.
The nurse came back with a tray of food. Anishta hoped that Great Uncle Yorick
would let her and Joe split the orange because she knew he hated oranges. It was too
embarrassing to ask.
“Nurse, you wouldn’t have any games for my grandkids? I promise not to let
them wake half the hospital with their noise.” Great Uncle Yorick spoke slowly to the
nurse. Anishta knew that it was so she didn’t have trouble understanding his accent, but
she still didn’t understand why they were being called grandkids.
Joe and Anishta played checkers with chess pieces. Great Uncle Yorick fell back
asleep as soon as they set up the pieces. He snored as Anishta was about to win the first
game, making her feel like she should have dragged the game out a little bit. Joe couldn’t
yet see beyond two moves. Anishta wanted to get the thermos of coffee but thought that
it would be better to warm it up in the sun.
(((((((((())))))))))
Mom set her purse down beside the bed and sighed. She reached her hand out to
touch his forehead and pulled it back when he started snickering.
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He couldn’t catch his breath for a while. Mom smiled for a long time and reached
down to take something out of her purse.
“You kids give Great Uncle Yorick the card with your footprints? They made a
card with a place where they want you to put your foot.” Whatever Mom was looking for
wasn’t there. Joe didn’t seem bothered that Mom ruined the surprise. Anishta was
jealous of him for not caring.
“How should I give a footprint without the great toe of my right foot, then? What
would Moses think? And why are you dolled up to visit an old codger, Laura?” he asked.
“Job interview.” Mom picked a hair off her sweater.
“As pretty as ever a niece I’ve seen.” Great Uncle Yorick went into a long
discussion of all the times he remembered Mom dressing up. At the end of it all, she put
her hand on her purse and he whispered that he still wanted to be alone for his birthday.
“Walk, then.” She stormed out of the room. She stormed back in and took her
purse. Anishta and Joe were there with blank looks on their faces. She grabbed them,
too. She was so mad that they couldn’t ask her to wait a second while they put the bikes
in the back.
No one said a word in the car. Anishta watched the pine needles blur by in the
bright air, pretending to jump over the trees with her fingers. Dad was taking down the
tent from the back yard when they got home.
“Guess you already fixed the outlets in the kitchen?” Mom stepped on a tent pole
and bent it. It made a hollow noise and she kicked it into the stream.
“Uncle Carl came over.” Dad’s eyes seemed to be under her anger, almost
trivializing it. Anishta noticed Joe doing that to her when she got mad.
“Pus bucket.” Mom sat down and started breathing. Anishta touched her on the
shoulder. Dad spun the tent peg around in his hand.
“Your brother cut the toe off Mani’s gorilla.” Dad sighed. Mani’s Gorilla was a
life-size gorilla holding an American flag in front of a gas station just before Cave Rock.
The Nevada Highway Patrol tried to get him to take it down, saying that a fake gorilla
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with an American flag was unpatriotic. Mani moved it onto the roof. A patriot group
offered a reward for the first person to shoot its head off.
“What on God’s Green Earth did he do that for?” Mom asked, sounding almost
like Great Uncle Yorick.
“Birthday present?” Anishta guessed. Mom helped Dad with the tent for a while.
Anishta was playing homer with Joe, hitting a whiffleball over a fence in the back yard.
The plan was to pretend that they forgot that they rode their bikes to the hospital.
The back of Dad’s truck was full of camping gear. Dad was listening to the
Giants game with a headset. Father Hanrahan came over to borrow Dad’s belt sander.
Dad was looking for the tent in the shed when Vida Blue hit his third and last major
league homerun.
“Jesus Christ,” he yelled. Father Randy popped his head around the comer and
shook Dad’s hand. Joe and Anishta laughed because they knew Dad was in trouble.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe and Anishta rode in the back, making forts and playing spy games. Anishta
broke the binoculars Uncle Carl gave Joe and hid them in Joe’s bag. Later, Joe was
leaning against his bag and she pretended to hear a snapping noise. Mom opened the
window and looked at them, her seriousness immediate hilarity to Anishta and Joe.
It was bumpy because they were doing road construction between Zephyr Cove
and Cave Rock. When they were nearly at Cave Rock, Anishta told Joe to look for the
souls of the foxes and the drowned people. He closed his eyes and held his breath until
they were through the tunnel.
It wasn’t until they opened the window to smell the sage at the foot of the Carson
Valley that Joe started to move around and talk again. Anishta knew he was faking but
couldn’t tease him out of it. There was more road construction on 395 heading south.
Dad called it clusterfucktion, which became the kids’ theme word while the window was
closed. They sang,

the

fa g man doing clusterfucktion. Joe was wearing a foot

and trying to hit his head on the ceiling as the car bounced. Anishta duct taped a pillow
to her head and did the same thing. The first thump showing her that it was a bad idea.
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Joe rubbed her back when she pretended to be knocked out. Whenever they stopped,
they asked the flag holders if they had any extra hard hats. Great Uncle Yorick, Uncle
Carl and Paul were behind them in The Rusted Lightning Bolt. Paul wasn’t allowed to
ride with Anishta and Joe.
Dad stopped at the gift shop because he had to pee. Great Uncle Yorick came out
with three candles, one for all the kids. They were six sided like the things that Anishta
was supposed to know the name of from math class. She wanted to trace the pattern onto
something but couldn’t find her trace paper.
(((((((((())))))))))
The kids wanted to swim. They got in trouble playing in the parking lot when an
old woman backing up a Winnebago yelled at them. Paul flipped the man off and ran
right into Great Uncle Yorick’s arms. Joe covered his face and Anishta watched. When
the car was gone, Great Uncle Yorick gave him a light pat on the backside and moved on.
(((((((((())))))))))
The meadow smelled like honey, the bees and mosquitoes gave the smell shape,
hoping to bring the blood of the Hennessy family into the air for Great Uncle Yorick’s
birthday. Anishta watched a mosquito turn itself into a lightning bug with the blood from
Joe’s ear. She didn’t tell him because he wouldn’t let her look at the map.
Anishta thought the rocks at the foot of The Devil’s Post Pile looked like stone ice
cubes spattered with tennis ball paint. Joe picked a handful of lupine flowers and gave
them to Mom. She put them in the side pocket of her backpack, where they lost petals.
Great Uncle Yorick read the words on the plaque as if they could tell him how to get to
the secret center of the stones. Then Dad, Mom and Uncle Carl, all looking up after
reading with the same silly look on their faces. When Anishta started to read, Joe
smeared a grasshopper across the back of her neck and ran away.
“No running around here, young man. You don’t want a broken ankle, trust me.”
The old man’s granite-dust voice couldn’t pull him back with its seriousness. Anishta
felt sorry for him.
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“Why can’t we feed the wildlife if they’re hungry?” Joe turned around. Anishta
thought he was trying to seem smart to get out of being in trouble for running.
“They could think that’s the only way to get food.” The old man drank a long sip
of water. His Adam’s apple looked like a yo-yo doing a trick. Anishta saw a line of
sweat where the bill of his hat touched the pink skin.
“Do lots of people try to steal the rocks?” Anishta asked, happy that her question
was more complicated that Joe’s.
“Move along, kids.” The man pushed her aside as a group of tourists with Atlanta
Falcons football hats approached. A woman in the back was saying that it seemed they
were a good ways away from the waterfalls. The kids kept walking up around the main
post piles to a place where the outcrops were shorter, like funny-shaped mushrooms.
Great Uncle Yorick’s legs looked like sticks in his pants. He was joking with Dad about
the Giants being jinxed, tripping on his pant cuff when he said the name

Blue. Their

story made them closer to the stones by their kindness to each other. Anishta watched
their backs move as if the only reason they spoke was to have some kind of colors in their
bodies for the rocks to mean something.
“When I was a boy they told me that only lazy people shrink when they get old.
It wasn’t old people telling me that,” Great Uncle Yorick said, in his accent that was only
funny to the kids at school. He quickly cut the cuff of his pants that kept making him
trip.
(((((((((())))))))))
There were rowboats for rent on the shore of June Lake, a high school kid sat
there with sunscreen smeared under his eyes, on his nose. Anishta thought he was trying
to be funny by using so much. Great Uncle Yorick took the kids and showed them the
knot at the bow of each boat, taking each knot and retying it. Anishta felt sorry for the
worker because he wasn’t going to make any money.
Watching Great Uncle Yorick, Anishta suddenly realized how the bowline knot
got its name. She wanted to tell him that she understood, but he would think she only
wanted to ride in the boat, and Joe didn’t want to drown.
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“Anishta and Joe, you two watch this. Now, the drunkard goes out of the bar,
around the back to vomit and back into the bar for the next round.” He handed them the
ropes. Anishta felt the dry warmth in the hand and did exactly as instructed. Joe sat
down in Great Uncle Yorick’s lap to watch.
“Why does the drunkard varmint?” Joe turned his head toward Great Uncle
Yorick at the sound of the strange word.
(((((((((())))))))))
The kids came back from June Lake shivering in their towels and trying not to
step on the sharp granite rocks. Anishta carved a stick and was looking behind the
granite boulders to see if the coyotes were coming closer. Joe was picking up little stones
and throwing them into the air. She liked the song they made as they hit the ground in
the twilight.
(((((((((())))))))))
Night, Great Uncle Yorick’s voice and the flames twisted below the smoke.
“Our ancestors, ancient Irish giants, built a fish trap to catch whales and keep
them from the cursed Scottish. The Scots invented dynamite and blew the fish traps all to
bits. That’s the story, anyhow. The place is called Staffo and it looks like those Post
Piles only a different color and the smell of the sea. I was a few pints smaller, in all
directions.”
The manzanita bushes swallowed the shadows and the smoke that blew into the
kids’ eyes. Anishta wanted to run-tell Mom that she knew why Great Uncle Yorick
wanted to see The Devil’s Post Pile. Joe tossed a baseball from one hand to the other.
Paul was rubbing bee flowers into his hands.
Anishta cut her finger opening the bag of popcorn. Great Uncle Yorick told her to
cauterize the wound before she bled to death. She didn’t want to admit that the word was
too advanced.
Dad and Uncle Carl came back from the lake carrying two sticks with rainbow
trout like rosary beads. Anishta ran her hand over the warm boulder, watching as the
men leaned their faces over the catch.
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Great Uncle Yorick took a letter out written by their great grandpa Jonas.
“I haven’t the imaginary powers to tell ghost stories like your Grandpa Liam,
there. So I brought this letter written by your Great Great Grandpa Jonas, a chicken
choker as they used to say in Kilmallock.” Great Uncle Yorick took out the yellowed
letter and read it.
(((((((((())))))))))
Dear Aloysius,
It’s Jonas. Thirty-six earthquakes, one hundred thousand fires and four hundred thousand
madmen haven’t killed me. Our house was flinders for a moment and now? Ash. Please
let the family know I thank God they went to San Mateo. Early Wednesday morning, I
had to pee. The house started moving and falling and I saw the chamberpot rise up as
high as my chest. Where I should have been looking out the window, my face was
pressed against broken glass and a root of the oak tree. An explosion caught the house on
fire. I must have cut myself somehow, getting out. It seemed like the rain was hurting
me at times and it was cinders.
Aunt Adelaide’s house didn’t fall right away. She warmed up tea with the gas left in the
pipes. Another earthquake and the house slid down the hill. All she had was a
horseblanket and a nightgown. La Merced hospital fell, too. I helped carry women who
were in labor to Central Park. The last woman I had to carry on my back because Aunt
Adelaide collapsed. She was bleeding so much it felt like warm rain. She died a little
after delivering her baby. I made the sign of the cross over her right there in my
nightshirt. The nipper cried after a while and Aunt Adelaide tried to wetnurse. There
were twenty-five babies delivered there with no doctors or nurses.
We camped out in Jefferson Park. The next day was Chinatown where five hundred
Chinamen were killed. I joined the Red Cross.
We spent the night all four of us on the horseblanket. The tart fed the baby. Women
were making clothes for the new babies. Your man Ohalloran was right. A wee bit of
morphine beats any two bottles. God didn’t save the Barbary Coast District. Everyone

91

who didn’t get killed got drunk. Many got so crazy they didn’t understand that they
would be shot after 8:30.
Almost got burned alive trying to find my way back to Jefferson Park before trigger time,
after removing rubble where the telephone girls worked. 170 souls killed. All the time
dynamite like cannons. Aunt Adelaide waited in the bread line. She didn t like me being
with the tart, but I said as long as she feeds the baby.
We’re all wet and cold this morning. The baby and the tart are gone. Spiderwebs aren’t
helping my cuts and bums. Aunt Adelaide tried the morphine by accident. It seems like
she mightn’t wake up. What’s the use of false pride and pretense?
Your friend,
Jonas, San Francisco California, April 24 1906
Great Uncle Yorick finished reading the letter and Joe was already asleep. Mom
was washing the dishes, slamming the pots around and moving too fast in the settling
darkness. Uncle Carl threw his fish bones into the fire. Anishta was scared of an
earthquake loosening the massive granite boulders while they were sleeping. Paul said he
was strong enough to kick them into flinders.
“What’d they do with your toe?” Anishta asked, making a circle by the base of
her chair with a pine needle. Great Uncle Yorick leaned his head back, looking up, and
shook his head. The spirit truly is ready, but the flesh is weak.
“The doctors asked if I wanted to keep it and I told them that if it wasn’t attached,
I wouldn’t have much use for it, then.”
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe slept on the way back. Anishta looked at the sagebrush when they stopped for
road construction. Each bush looked like a family huddled together to protect themselves
from the dust and the heat. The shadow of the truck was an undulating cloud.
Dad didn’t want to shop in Carson City with Mom. He went ahead with Uncle
Carl, Great Uncle Yorick and Paul. Mom took forever to shop at Mervyn’s. Joe and
Anishta listened to car doors open and close, the drone of a leaf blower a little ways
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away, an airplane making the sound of boredom. Anishta went back in to try to find
Mom. A hundred of the wrong people had come out of the door.
When they stopped expecting her to come, she was already there, yanking the pig
door shut. Anishta watched for The Lonely Tree on the left. It was low on the hill. She
didn’t remember to look for the Frog Stone at the top of one of the hills.
Driving through Cave Rock, Joe didn’t close his eyes or hold his breath. He said
that it was all right when you went through going that way, clockwise. Behold, I will
bring again the shadow o f the degrees, which is gone down in the sun dial ofAhaz, ten
degrees backward. So the sun returned ten degrees, by which degrees it was gone down.
Anishta took Joe’s behavior as proof that he was faking the first time.
At home, there was nothing to eat. Anishta and Joe wanted to settle back into the
patterns of home, but Mom wanted help at the store.
(((((((((())))))))))
The stained glass window in the center of the door was broken. Mom dropped her
groceries and told the kids to get back in the car and lock the door. Three white kids
from the Group Home up the street came out. The shortest guy took Mom’s purse and
screamed for her to lead him to the jewelry. A tall skinny kid with long hair came out
and tried to brake the car window with the butt of Dad’s .22. Joe whispered that there
were no bullets. He pointed the gun at Anishta’s face, screaming for her to open the
door, but she couldn’t move. Joe reached over her and opened the door, pushing her out.
Both kids were shaking as they stumbled up the stairs.
Inside, Anishta saw that Mom still had her keys in her hands. Joe looked at Mom
and at the gun, insinuating that there were no bullets. Mom punched the shortest guy in
the eye with her keys. Blood came down right away. The skinny guy with the twentytwo pointed the gun at Anishta’s head. She heard the trigger’s faint pop and saw
something coming toward her forehead. It was the butt of the ax. In the confusion, Joe
had picked it up and swung it blindly.
The sound was of dead wood and warm blood flowing down the comer of her
face. Anishta thought she would die from the pain. Joe whacked at the skinny guy with
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the sharp edge and missed, cutting a lampshade in half, as one of the kids ordered a
retreat.
They made Anishta drink coffee so she wouldn’t fall asleep. She thought that Joe
tried to hit her on purpose because she made fun of him when he was scared of Cave
Rock. Every time she closed her eyes, the howling of the souls told her that the punks
were coming back to go through her room.
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4. Niobe Plays Monkey with Infinity for Five Days
Saturday: April 14, 1990
Niobe knew that if she moved, the place hollowed out by her sorrow would
crumble and she would disappear.
Anishta started peeing the bed from fear of walking across the hall where the
robbers could see her through the windows. She would pee the bed until her eighteenth
birthday.
At the barbershop, Anishta watched Gloria sweep her hair into a pile. It bunched
up against the broom in semicircular clusters. Anishta wondered about the fate of Great
Uncle Yorick’s amputated toe. How long after amputation did it take for the nail to stop
growing? While driving through Cave Rock, did the ghost pains bring him to the shore
of the Maigue River where he fished with his father?
After paying, she sat around and thumbed through the magazines, saying she was
waiting for Joe to finish the laundry. Actually, he was waiting to sell an eighth to Mario
Mejilla, in Citlal-Tallac Coffee Roasters. A red flyer on her windshield invited her to a
rally in support of the local library. She tore Shakespeare’s face in half and tossed it on
the passenger seat. She noticed a yellow bag shoved under the emergency brake. She
held the bag up to the light and read the titles of the cassettes. Public Enemy,

ofa

Black Planet, Boogie Down Productions, By All Means Necessary, Eric B. & Rakim,
Follow the Leader and Depeche Mode Violator. She knew that Violator was to bribe her
not to tell Uncle Carl that Joe was filching his weed.
She took it out of the bag, looked at the picture of the rose on the cover and put it
back. She drove around behind the Ski Run Center to the Kentucky Fried Chicken
dumpster, hoping to scare Joe as he lowered his head to jump the green rope. Her honk
made a guy taking out the trash from the pizza place fall. He left the trash there and
started walking toward her car. Thinking he was pissed, she put the car in reverse. It was
Mario standing there with smears of tomato sauce across his apron.
“He’s playing pinball.” Mario motioned toward the back door of the pizzeria. He
stared at the trash he left behind with a goofy smile.
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“You can keep him,” Anishta said, ashamed of trying to be clever. Mario walked
back and picked up the trash. It made a clanging noise when it hit the bottom of the
dumpster. Anishta noticed the nice shape of his butt. She wanted to ask him something
else, was he already high,

£conquien vas a fumar?,

tienes en la cara?,qued

por verse? Questions in Spanish came to her mind but it seemed offensive to ask them.
Mario turned around and waved before going back inside. Anishta shook her head and
smiled in her cheeks.
Joe came out in a minute. He was wearing a Two Live Crew shirt that was
splattered with paint stains, grass smears and tiny manzanita leaves..
“Some knuckle-dick beat my high score. So I unplugged the machine.” Joe put
on his seat belt. He spit on the place where Mario had dropped his bag of trash.
“That’ll learn em.” Anishta reached down to make sure the emergency brake
wasn’t set. The cellophane rattled in Joe’s hands as he unwrapped one of the new tapes.
Although Anishta hated rap, she didn’t want to ruin the excitement of new music. He put
the Depeche Mode into the tape player and looked for the pliers to turn up the volume.
She knew that they were in the glove compartment but waited for him to figure it out.
Flickers of sunlight pierced the trees.
Ascending Ski Run, Anishta turned onto Birch Lane, Great Uncle Yorick’s street.
“Shit! I was supposed to shovel the grass off his snow so that he can plant his
garden.” Joe spat out the window. His new invention was Copenhagen mixed with
stems. A pinenut was swirling to the ground in a perfect spiral, the wing transparent in
the air.
Anishta shook her head. There was a group of kids who set up a bike jump in the
road. She stopped and leaned her head toward Joe to check if he had got any spit on the
side of the door. There was nothing. Joe stuck his head out the window to see if there
was any on the side of the car. The first kid went over the jump and crashed. Anishta
watched him wipe the grease and dirt off his left side, ashamed at not being able to ignore
the pain in his body.
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“We wouldn’t want that grass getting in the way of his snow.” Anishta laughed,
pulling into Great Uncle Yorick’s driveway. She checked her rearview mirror to see if
the young Filipino kid was already up. He was reconfiguring the piece of plywood on
top of the milk crate. They got out of the car. The temperature gauge on the side of the
house read forty-eight.
Joe tramped on the snow covering Great Uncle Yorick’s lawn. There was a
trickle of water spilled from the comer closest to the road, making a clear sound,
place where the water flows over the edge. It joined the gully, which was full. Joe
climbed the fence that led to the backyard and Anishta asked what he was doing. He said
that he was seeing how deep the snow was back there because that was the only place
that needed shoveling. They got back in the car.
“Had a dream last night that Dad was dressed up like Napoleon for Cinco de
mayo. People were patting him on the back and coughing from the sawdust.” Anishta
rolled Joe’s window back up, thinking he might tease her for her wannabe Mexican
pronunciation of Cinco de mayo. Anishta thought Great Uncle Yorick would still be out
carousing with Father Hanrahan.
Dad’s truck was back. In the spring, there were too many synapses firing in his
mind, weather systems, high and low pressures creating crosswinds and lightning
everywhere. He would lose his train of thought, shaking his hand and blowing in the air
like a whale surfacing from the depths. Anishta looked at Joe to see if he could think of
somewhere else to go.
“Drive around Verdon, let’s see if they’ve got a following of nutjobs.” Joe took
the pipe out of his sock and packed a bowl. He offered it to Anishta and she shook her
head, wanting to point out that he was fourteen years old, that it wouldn’t help. The
hallmark nature of her thoughts annoyed her. They circled the block and parked behind
the fence in the back yard. Looking through the new leaves of the aspen trees, they saw
no one but Dad and Larry in the house. Joe suddenly got out of the car, climbed up the
aspen tree and came down with a rusted ninja-throwing star. He threw it at the fence and
it broke in half. He couldn’t find the broken meteorite: and all the people that were with
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Joab battered the wall, to throw it down. Thou hast clothed me with skin and flesh, and
hast fenced me with bones and sinews.
Dad and Larry were standing with lifejackets on as if the silliness of the orange
color excused them from being gone for five days. Larry’s story was that he had sent
three thousand five hundred dollars in money orders to get his ex-partner Spiridon
Qawwali out of Lebanon with an abriq full of kif. Anishta shook her head as if she had
forgotten who that was. Larry explained that he was the man who owned the bar in
Martyrs’ Square, Beirut, a place that was nothing but rubble now. He didn’t tell Rachel
about the money because she would never agree to it. Return to sender and Rachel used
the money to buy herself a used Subaru. They claimed to have been sleeping in Larry’s
boat. Later, Anishta heard Dad tell Mom that he had to convince Larry not to kill
himself. It was hard to believe in any coincidence between Dad’s words and the world.
He never disappeared long enough for them to think that he didn’t want to live with them
any more.
Joe asked if anyone had seen his walkman. Just as he finished speaking, Anishta
watched Dad’s foot come down on his headphones. She ran her hand through her hair,
pretending to smile at the clean feeling to keep from laughing.
“Is this your fuckpile here, Joe?” Dad asked, kicking the walkman into the bricks
at the foot of the fireplace where the cover broke off. Larry walked into the living room
and came back with a glass of water.
“Joe, people walk on the floor, step step, crunch crunch,” Dad said. Joe picked
his walkman up and sat down, looking toward the ax.
Anishta thought of letting Joe use her walkman, but he always lost things. Dad
was fiddling with the reel on his fishing pole. He paused periodically to fill the room
with sighs.
They claimed that a gang of Mexican teenagers called Tahoetitchtlan stole the
boat. When Larry said this name, Anishta looked at Joe quickly to see if he had ever
heard of them. He raised his left eyebrow. The vatos agreed to fix a bunch of things in
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exchange for Larry not pressing charges. Anishta knew that arguing with the logic of
their story would be like telling Great Uncle Yorick no one cared about Ireland.
“I like your hair, Anishta. Makes you look less serious.” Joe leaned back in his
chair. Dad took a pencil and poked it through a reel of fishing line. He handed the reel to
Joe and started taking in line. Anishta watched the spinning motion of the spool, it
reminded her of the flickering of old films when there were no more pictures. Dad
promised not to tell Mom he knew they were skipping school half the time, in exchange
for them coming out on the boat to go and see Twelfth Night in San Harbor. Neither Joe
nor Anishta had played hooky that year, but they knew Dad would beg until they agreed,
anyway.
They rode to the dock in Big City, Larry’s full ton truck. Anishta rode in the back
with the boys up front. She watched the dust swirl behind the wheel well and kept her
eye out for police so she could cover herself with the tarp. Joe was scared of riding in the
back because he had fallen out of Uncle Carl’s jeep horsing around with Paul.
It took Larry a half hour to get the boat motor going. Anishta didn t want to swim
before going to San Harbor because she knew the wind chill would make her cold. She
put on a pair of swimming goggles and dipped her face in the water. A crawdad was
trying to crawl into a huge minnow trap. It tried going backwards and forwards, crawling
in from underneath, digging a hole in the top of the trap, all without success. A few
crawdads were guarding the entrance. One of them had only one pincher. Joe put on
Dad’s mask and swam around looking, to Anishta, like an stupid aquatic ant.
On the way from the Keys to San Harbor, Anishta stared at the minnows
swimming around in the bucket. Every fish in the bucket had tried to eat a small piece of
anachris and spit it out. The boat went over the wake from the Tahoe Dixie and the
bucket would have tipped over if she didn’t catch it with her hand. Larry stopped
halfway to San Harbor to fish, at a place where he claimed to have caught a forty-pound
mackinaw.
Anishta closed her eyes and listened to the sound the waves made as they collided
with the side of the boat. Joe caught the first fish, his first smile appearing, but Dad made
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him let it go because he believed it was bad luck to keep the native Lahontan Trout. Dad
and Larry got into an argument about whether it was a Lahontan or a Cutthroat.
Joe and Anishta went swimming. Anishta watched Larry’s minnow try to swim
away from the hook through its dorsal fin. She wanted to let it go, but Larry may have
thought she was a fish. She could do without a fishhook in her hand. A rainbow trout
came out of the blue and ate the tail off the minnow. Larry yanked the hook through the
flesh. Another rainbow ate the rest of the floundering minnow. Joe climbed up the silver
ladder onto the boat and started fishing again. He hooked a big mackinaw and Dad broke
the line swiping at it with the net. Dad sat down for a while, looking at the few
remaining minnows. His pole bounced and he brought up a seven-pound mackinaw.
(((((((((())))))))))
Squeezing the last bit of lemon onto his fish, Larry started another argument with
Dad about the percentage of low-income and poverty-level residents in South Lake
Tahoe. Dad was sure that the U.S. Census reported seventy-four percent. Larry said
forty-seven. Joe had blown up a raft to get far enough away to jump a little rope.
Anishta joined him to get a break from the two experts. The wind, pushing them away
from the boat, also made it hard to light matches. Anishta thought it was funny the way
Joe squinted his eyes as he kept the smoke in his lungs.
“Anishta, what do you want done with your body when you die?”
“Doesn’t matter. I ’ll still be dead.”
“Wonder if they can smell the smoke.”
“Not unless the wind turns around over our head. Guess whatever’s cheapest.”
Anishta put her hands into the watery coolness, thinking maybe it would make things a
little less intolerable if she smoked. Joe cracked his neck.
“It’d be cool to be frozen and blown up on the top of an avalanche.”
“I called Mom at Uncle Carl’s, let her know Dad came back.” Anishta pushed
one oar forward and the other backward. She looked across the water to the cross of
snow on Mt. Tallac. She couldn’t think of a way to ask Joe why he was thinking about
what was going to happen to his body after he died without sounding stupid.
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(((((((((())))))))))
The man selling the tickets was Anishta’s chemistry teacher, Mr. Sheridan. He
told her that there was going to be a cool article about lake chemistry in Monday’s paper.
Joe fell asleep before the play even started. Dad watched without moving. Anishta
enjoyed looking over at his childlike attention. Anishta threw a small quartz stone at him
and he shook his hand at it as if it were a bug. She took a flat brown stone from beside
him and put it in her wallet, wanting to give something to Mom. He whispered a
Lebanese saying that people should not be ashamed of giving stones when they return
from their travels. Great Uncle Yorick had a similar saying but she couldn’t remember it.
Dad didn’t say a word when the play was done. Anishta, hoping to avoid the
embarrassment of carrying a sleeping Dad, hurried him to the boat. Half of the sun had
disappeared behind Mt. Tallac as they made their way back across the lake to the Ski Run
Marina. Anishta looked at the waves splashing against the side of the boat. They were
smaller than before and the pirouettes of spray that transfixed her earlier were gone. Dad
made Larry stop to find out what was slowing them. They had forgotten to run the bilge
pump, leaving the boat full of water. Joe grabbed a bucket and Larry put his hand on
Joe’s chest, showing Joe the water spitting out of the spout. Dad was falling asleep
staring at the straps of his lifejacket. The pump ran until it sputtered. Larry turned the
key and the engine went er er er errr.
“Battery out of juice?” Dad asked. Larry gave him a look.
There were only two oars and they rowed in pairs: first Anishta and Joe and then
Larry and Dad. Larry repeatedly cursed Rachel for not letting him buy a CB. Dad
suddenly perked up and sang a song about the rain in a British accent.

the rain, it

raineth every day. It pisseth down upon our souls but we cry not about the rot, o f th e ,
um, little three-legged pot. He blamed the water for not being able to remember the rest
of the song. Anishta recognized the violence in his condemnation of the water as if it had
drowned his only son. Clouds without water.
Dad sat still, muttering to himself, oblivious to Anishta’s hand trying to bring his
body back to the present moment. She couldn’t wait any longer to pee. Listening to Dad

101

therain it raineth every day, eating our silly souls away, she forgot to connect

sing /o r

the cord keeping the toilet bucket in place. Joe was waiting at the door shaking when she
came out. The wind picked up and blew toward the middle of the lake, the waves
stretching the moon’s reflection like a brother.
Larry went in to use the bathroom and started cussing. The spill was her fault but
since Joe was the last one to use the bathroom, the ax would come down on his toes.
Larry came out with his eyebrows unified and grabbed Joe by the collar, his eyes blood.
Dad hurled Larry into the water by his lifejacket.
“Call on your Dolphins, Malvolio,” Dad said in a British accent, pushing the oar
into Larry’s chest. He started to rant about the waves and the indecency of people
making so many fires around the sea, as if they didn’t know that when the moon is full,
water can bum. Larry climbed into the boat and went into the bathroom. He came out
with blue sweatpants. Dad asked what happened to his yellow trousers.
“Dad,” Joe shook his hand in front of Dad’s eyes.
“You’re my servant, you’ve no right to call me dad. Jove bless thee, it is a
striking joke, though.” Dad rubbed the back of his head for a few moments and jumped
into the water. He screamed at the monsters of the deep to rise up so that he could defeat
them with his watersword and his breath of fire, swore oaths to shake Niobe out of her
sorrow, railed against Tahoe Tessie for eating all the Lahontan Trout. He bounced and
screamed in his lifejacket until Joe jumped into the water. The splash scared Dad out of
his fit. He tilted his head sideways like a confused dog. They helped him up onto the
boat and he sat down shivering.
“If we crashed, why is the boat all right?” his British accent was gone, along with
any kind of spirit. Dad and Larry fell asleep under the bow trying to warm up. Anishta
and Joe rowed and rowed toward the closest light.
“A drunken man’s hand is still a hand,” Joe somehow spouted Great Uncle
Yorick’s saying that Anishta was trying to remember. She smiled and put her oar back
into the water.
(((((((((())))))))))
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Monday: April 16, 1990
Anishta and Joe didn’t have to go to school because the teachers were having an
in-service day. Anishta’s picture, standing in between two 300-gallon aquariums, was on
the front page of the Tahoe Tribune. Now Mr. Sheridan’s comment about checking the
newspaper made sense. She went into her room to read the article. Once done, she
looked for the article about the accident in Zephyr Cove. They had to cancel a
scrimmage soccer game with Whitel to let a helicopter unload the crash victims. The
whole team watched in the dugout as three people were loaded into the back of an
ambulance. There were three lines in the paper. An accident along US Highway
fifty...No fatalities...No money to pay someone to write local stories.
Joe had already gone down to Citlal-Tallac Coffee Roasters to sell his last eighth.
Anishta watched him sneak into Dad’s room, take ten dollars from the wallet, put it back
in his pants, all without waking the beast. As he shut the door, she poked his shoulder to
scare him, but there was no reaction.
The sky was cloudy but it was warm out. Anishta strolled past Winter
Wonderland, the ski rental place with plywood covering the windows, crossed Needle
Peak, down through the small willow jungle where they played hide and go seek as kids,
coming out on the wide ski run. She looked at the dings in the snow-poles and the dustline where the snow from the street melted. A Pakistani couple walking up the hill asked
her how far Heavenly Valley was and she told them four blocks. She was tempted to say
that they looked like a good couple but feared it might seem pretentious.
Anishta looked at the sign that said Birch Street. Someone had superimposed a ‘t’
onto the ‘r ’ with red spray paint. If she told Paul, he would wait there with his camera
until the light and the Mexican kids playing on the street were an example of the mix of
color. A garbage truck pulled into Great Uncle Yorick’s driveway. She remembered that
she was supposed to rearrange the furniture so Grandpa Liam’s ghost would trip over
things in the dark.
Coming back up the street from the short dip, she saw a projectile of snow falling.
She realized that Joe was up on the roof. Her foot kicked a hole in the filthy snow bank
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and her hand reached into the sharp snow. Flight and miss. Tarnation. An oversize
globe of snow broke at her feet and she said ‘thief to Joe. He was wearing Dad’s
overalls. The suspenders were duct taped, making him look like Pancho Villa with
bullets over his sarape.
(((((((((())))))))))
Great Uncle Yorick put his hands on the table and moved his fingers, his sounds
complemented by the rhythm of the cooling teakettle. Joe pulled his Giants hat down
over his ears and went out into the gray air.
“We’ll get the dead feeling out of this place a bit, then.” Great Uncle Yorick
poured a cup of tea. There was a crack in the nozzle and a drip made a perfect half-circle
as it slid toward the yellowed tablecloth. Anishta put her hands around the warmth of the
cup.
“Your father’s sleeping like a lost soul, then?” Great Uncle Yorick leaned back in
his chair. Anishta stared down at the duct tape covering a crack in the linoleum. The
threads of the tape were fraying in places. She ran her foot opposite the direction of the
curling and the threads came off. She picked them up and put them in the trash. Lines of
pine needle shadows shook over Great Uncle Yorick’s plaid shirt. There were only two
buttons. She nodded and filled her cup again.
Great Uncle Yorick took his paper out from behind the chair and handed her a
pen. Anishta didn’t want to look at the silliness of his face as she signed her name below
her picture. Great Uncle Yorick went into his room to watch the Giants play the Mets.
Anishta noticed that one of the floorboards was a slightly different color. She
pulled on it with her hand and it came up. Below it was a box covered with dust. She
opened it and saw a pile of money. Great Uncle Yorick was a man who would never
believe in banks. There was an old leather-covered book propped up on a two by four.
By the amount of dust on it, she thought that it hadn't been touched for ten years. She
took another book of similar size and dustiness from Great Uncle Yorick s bookshelf and
pulled the switcherooney. Joe came in as she zipped her purse shut. She made a quick
jerky motion with her neck to see who it was but his mind was expanded beyond the
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parameters of worry. Great Uncle Yorick came out of his room to go to the bathroom
and handed Anishta ten dollars. His usual fee for help was five. He said that the other
five was the money that Joe would have earned if he hadn't smoked dope on the roof.
Great Uncle Yorick looked at Joe with his whole face. The red eyes looked down
at the bottom rims of his glasses. Anishta wanted to take the book out of her purse and
save Joe from the shame by being in more trouble, but there was something about his
shame in which he reveled.
(((((((((())))))))))
Dad woke up at three thirty in the afternoon. He asked Anishta to drive him to
Red Hut for some breakfast. Dad tried to press on the invisible brake pedal twice on the
way to the restaurant. In front of the restaurant, Anishta’s picture was in the front
window of the newspaper vending machine. She felt relieved and slightly hurt that Dad
didn’t notice.
When they were done with the food, they went into Meeks. Tom Latakia, Dad s
buddy, clapped when they walked in. Anishta thought he was teasing her for being on
the front page but he was clapping because Dad had won a trip to Hawaii. Dad tried to
say that he didn’t win, but Tom gave him an envelope saying Tahoe Travel, from which
he pulled out the winning ticket with Peter Hennessy in Larry’s handwriting.
They had to look around for some piece of paper. Anishta looked at the guys with
their tape measures, the hats with the names and the stenciled drawings of their worlds.
Mario walked in with Brudder, with white paint spatters covering the lighter scars on his
arms. She said hello to them and followed them around for a little bit.
As she sat down in the truck, they were coming out laughing at something. She
hoped they weren’t laughing at her. Dad got in and didn’t make a move to start the truck.
“The only way to win is not to know you’re entered,

Dad said, drumming, tired

of waiting there in front of the people that knew that he was a person who disappeared,
the guy who couldn’t handle the world every day. Anishta knew that he felt this stuff,
knew that somehow she was there to save him from that feeling, but her presence seemed
to be magnifying the problem.
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“Dad, you see that guy who just walked out, not the one with the hat. I have a
crush on him.” Anishta wanted to shock Dad out of his listlessness.
“Poor guy. He’ll never have what you need, but you’ll forgive him.” Dad’s voice
dissolved into itself. Anishta didn’t want to descend any further into the depth of his
shame. Water drops fell onto the hood from the melting snow above, tiny comets of light
exploding in song.
(((((((((())))))))))
Monday: April 23, 1990
Anishta rode her bike to school for a week to get in shape. Her chain slipped
from time to time as she climbed the hill on which the high school stood. Joe passed by
with his face pressed up against the glass as if he were being tortured. There were bags
under his eyes from playing an early copy of Nintendo Punch-Out that Uncle Carl got
from a friend in San Francisco.
She came in early to help Mr. Sheridan monitor levels of carbon, magnesium,
strontium, calcium hydroxide, iodine, phosphate and molybdenum in the reef aquarium.
They were trying to get the Lahontan trout to breed in captivity in the other aquarium, the
one that the Lake Tahoe-Baikal Institute officially funded.
The door to the room was locked. Anishta got on the ground to see if there was
light coming from under the door. Rudy, the Filipino janitor, asked her to move out of
the way so that he could empty the trash. She stood at the door, watched him empty the
bags of papers and coke cans into his cart. She tapped her foot on the ground and went
in.
“What happen to all these pish?” Rudy asked, as she slid her backpack onto the
back of a chair. She approached the aquarium and saw the fish spinning in odd ellipses,
their woodenness muted by the hiss of swirling bubbles. She took out the net to remove
the dead fish. The water was too hot.
Mr. Sheridan arrived, wearing more cologne than necessary, which made the
smell of alcohol emanating from his skin more noticeable. He saw the fish and sat down
to watch them swirl. He took a long swig from a diet coke can and kicked his bag across
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the room. Anishta felt hurt by the way he didn’t control his emotions. He retrieved the
bag, took a book out and put it back. Anishta sat down, stood up, walked over to him as
if to speak and took her bag, to let him alone. When she came back, he had removed the
dead fish and was draining the water into the sink, scratching his bloodshot eyes.
“Did you turn the heater up all the way?” his voice was insultingly innocuous.
Anishta watched his hands shake as they held the siphon. Thinking that he wanted to
drain away some of the hot water to cool the temperature, Anishta took the five-gallon
buckets from under the aquarium and started to fill one of them with the Python Hose. It
took her a moment to find the hydrometer. She watched it bob up and down and poured
the salt solution into the water. It left a trail like heat rising from a barbecue.
Mr. Sheridan kicked the bucket over. He grabbed her arm and she punched his
face. He fell back onto the desk and sat there stunned, walking out of the room without a
word. She could have broken the aquariums and blamed it on him.
She was watching the hydrometer settle into stasis when Principal Mills came in.
“Mr. Sheridan needs a breathalyzer test.” Anishta walked to her bike and rode
home. They suspended her for a week. Mr. Sheridan’s breath was never tested.
(((((((((())))))))))
Friday: April 27, 1990
Anishta spent the week cleaning the shed, the closets, all the blankets, all the
blinds, throwing away piles and piles of trash. On Friday, there was nothing left to do
and she tried to sleep in.
Dad woke her up calling all his buddies for help setting deck posts. Dad
approached the door of her room and leaned his hand on the railing. She agreed before
he asked.
(((((((((())))))))))
In the car, the radio was loud at first and he turned it down.
“When you were little, you said, ‘the snow is thankful because it falls for us.’
Might have been Joe, though.” Dad smiled. Anishta couldn’t think of a way to respond.
Dad explained what they had to do as they rode out to the jobsite. Her job was to shovel
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the snow and hold the wheelbarrow as he mixed the concrete. She spent most of the day
watching Dad work, trying not to be bored as he counted out how much wood to order
and made sure the posts were level.
“Your brother gets bored, too,” Dad said.
“Just my hands, feels like the skin is eating itself.” Anishta looked at Dad,
knowing he was the only one who could pronounce the name of the world at that time,
that no one could take his satisfaction of doing a good job, even the rich bastards who
would complain anyway.
At Safeway, Dad walked to the skin care section and squirted some Dove Lotion
on his hands and handed the bottle to Anishta. The lotion felt cool and safe, like the
ground after bouldering around Eagle Rock with Joe. Dad started to walk away and she
looked down at her feet. Dad sighed, picked up the lotion and patted her on the back. As
they approached the register, someone hit the jackpot on a slot machine by a coffee stand.
(((((((((())))))))))
No one was there to notice that she came in the house with Dad, that she had the
same face washed by stones and sawdust. After a few minutes on the couch letting the
blood settle, Anishta went to her room to take a nap. She woke to the sound of Joe
stomping down the hallway crunching chips.
After dinner, Dad was telling Mom that he wanted to be cremated. He had
thought out twelve places for her to scatter his ashes: the two trees growing out of the
kids’ placentas (debate about whether that counted as one or two places), the top of Sky
Chair, the cross of snow on Mt. Tallac in the summer, the nursery on Truckee where his
parents’ house had once stood, Taylor Creek while the Kokanee were spawning,
Fisherman’s Wharf in San Francisco, Mushroom Pond in Nevada City, Payless Shoe
Source flower bed, Jobe’s Peak, Great Uncle Yorick’s stomach (to battle cancer at the
cell level), and a few places that he whispered into Mom’s ear.
When he was done, she said it would be easier to use his ash when the driveway
was slick. Anishta laughed so hard she almost threw up.
Friday: May 4, 1990
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Anishta opened the fireplace, releasing a little pool of ash that spun out of the
door and landed on the bricks. She felt for heat over the embers, took a piece of kindling
and raked them, releasing a thin line of smoke to rise with each movement of the
kindling. The wood bellowed as the ax tore it apart. She put a big log on top of the
kindling, closed the door and opened the flue. The variation of the smoke’s path weaving
its way around the side of the log convinced her not to go to school. Why should she be
expected to spin through the same patterns every day? The jail-like smell, the hope that
somehow time wouldn’t slow down, the chance of seeing Mario without Brudder
listening to every word. She wanted to search for treasure under the sky.
She walked up onto the ski trails of Heavenly Valley to look for wallets and lost
items in the wake of the Chinook Winds. Halfway up, just before Maggie’s cuts through
Olympic, she saw a man walking with his heels straight down Olympic, small avalanches
of soil following his feet. The man was cussing to himself and laughing like a Hennessy.
It had to be Uncle Carl, his face lit up with alpenglow. They looked at each other,
knowing that something was odd for them to be meeting there at seven fifteen in the
morning. Uncle Carl was holding his lunch pail in his hand, a rusty green Incredible
Hulk on the side. She said, “Playing hooky,” at the same time he said, “The parking
brake failed.” He had gone up to rewire a lift control room in the wake of a couple
raccoons. Anishta suggested that since they were there, they should look around for
treasure.
“When I saw you, thought I might be dead, for a second,” Uncle Carl said,
picking up a child’s glove that was half bleached by the sun. Anishta took it from him
and set it on top of the crash pad, a huge piece of yellow foam that protected careless
skiers. She asked where the truck went over the edge but he was too worried to
remember.
Anishta had found three wallets with fourteen dollars total and Uncle Carl found a
broken necklace pouch with a half a can of Copenhagen. They both took a dip. Uncle
Carl was curious about whether or not Mom and Dad were still going to Hawaii after Dad
broke his ankle. Anishta told the story.
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Larry’s neighbor, Professeur Guttenberg, got fired from the Lake Tahoe
Community College because of an uncontrollable desire to see his male students as God
created them. He bought a trampoline with his severance pay and threw a party. He
offered a hundred bucks to the first person to hurtle themselves up onto the balcony. Dad
gave it a whirl, making it onto the balcony but missing the couch.
“Waterfall!” Uncle Carl shouted. Anishta stared.
“Waterfall, all the way down Waterfall and it didn’t even explode.” The laughter
made Uncle Carl choke on his half of the peanut butter and jelly sandwich.
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5. Niobe Overhears the Name of the World in Fractals
Great Uncle Yorick needed to shovel his driveway because Mom was having a
three-year feast for Grandpa Liam. He had to pause every few minutes to push his
sleeves up, breathe and shake warmth into his hands. If an old codger tells you that
lifelong hard work will keep you from shrinking as you age, agree. He will be gone by
the time your clothes are too big.
The icicle that came down from the eave next to Great Uncle Yorick’s front door
was big enough to kill him. It was at least a foot in diameter, extending to the ground
like a translucent tree.
Great Uncle Yorick had a rough time in Kilmallock, Ireland, because of his name.
His parents rationalized that name with the story of his grandfather Jonathon, who was
lost at sea. Great Grandpa Patrick was fishing one day along the Maigue River. It was a
few days after a rainstorm that almost swallowed up every soul in the country. He found
a skull in a chunk of land that was about to fall into the river. On payday every two
weeks, he went into his shed to scream at the skull for not being able to have a pint like
any other Catholic.
In 1951, Great Uncle Yorick came to live in Lake Tahoe, Nevada, with his
brother Liam and sister-in-law Hanora. They lived in a long skinny, A-frame cabin a few
blocks from what was to become the Heavenly Valley Ski Resort. He worked as a bus
boy for Harrah’s Casino, emptying thousands of ashtrays.
(((((((((())))))))))
Great Uncle Yorick was startled when Grandpa Liam came home early.
“God bless all here,” he put his hat on the coat rack, washed his hands and sat
down. The smell of sawdust emanated from his clothes. Every hair on his head was gray
at twenty-seven years old. He looked at his hands as if he needed a cue for what to do
next. Great Uncle Yorick and Hanora turned their palms upward to take his hand in
prayer. He coughed and bowed his head.
“Bless us, oh Lord, for these thy gifts which we are about to receive, through
Christ our Lord, amen,” Liam’s hands were cold. Every night it surprised Great Uncle
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Yorick that Grandma Hanora’s palms were rougher than Grandpa Liam’s. She grew up
on a walnut farm near Sacramento and they were rough boys from Kilmallock, Ireland.
Great Uncle Yorick looked at the light coming through his eyelids until it felt like he was
honestly praying. Joyful shame.
Great Uncle Yorick saw the band of tiny diamonds on Grandma Hanora’s ring
shatter a ray of light into fiery mosquitoes that spun in ellipses across the ceiling and
walls. Splinter, the cat, leapt from his comer and swiped at them.
Liam was looking into his bowl of colcannon. He swirled his glass of water.
“Is it cold soup you want, then?” his voice hardly made it past his face, annoyed
at how long it took Great Uncle Yorick to open his eyes.
“People have to take their time praying.” Hanora looked away from the cat and
spoke into her bowl. Liam did not look up from his food.
“My man is tough, he doesn’t need a woman to defend him.” Liam looked at his
water and drank. As a boy, Great Uncle Yorick dreamt of killing him. He would pester
his younger brother until Yorick saw red and his hands would beat the life out of Liam’s
body.
Liam pushed his napkin into his pants. Yorick looked at the desiccated lupine
flowers near the flat edge of the table.
“What’s this dish called again?” Though Yorick knew that she made colcannon,
the rich taste made him unsure. Liam lowered his eyebrows and took another drink of
water.
“I’ll have to write it down for you Yorick, colcannon with roasted serrano
peppers, since Liam has been talking about going to Mexico.” Hanora could mimic the
sounds of Spanish as well. Yorick saw the pink flash of her tongue when she trilled her
‘r.’ He had developed a method of watching her smooth movements and gestures
without snagging his brother’s attention.
“Put peppers like this in Irish food and it isn’t Irish any more now is it?” Liam
looked at the lupines as if they could answer him. Hanora seemed to be hoping to let
Liam’s words fade by keeping very still.
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“Nearly forgot, I saw Ken’s twin brother out today fishing with his kids. He
looked happy as ever a man I’ve seen,” Yorick said, thinking you

a small man, Liam.

“Edmund, he’s nearly as addled as you. And what would you be doing out
wandering on the lakeshore?” Liam reached for the salt. There were small pieces of
sawdust embedded in his plaid shirt.
“Walking,” Yorick said and his face softened. As boys, they ate in peace and
Yorick felt naughty for speaking even at twenty-four years of age.
“It was fun to make something different. All this stuff comes from Agnes’
garden, the kale, potatoes, cabbage, mustard seed, cardamom, mace, leeks and the, um,
serrano peppers to give it some punch.” Hanora picked a dead flower off its stem and
threw it in the trash.
“God be with the happy times
when trouble we had not,
and our mothers made colcannon
in the little three-legged pot.”
Liam sang the last verse to a song they used to sing as kids.
This was the first night in a week that upon thinking of Ken, Liam didn’t run into
his room, take the letter from the drawer and read it to them. The letter described fishing
with a pair of buxom Swedish tourists on the beaches in Zihuatanejo, Mexico, once he
returned from his tour of duty in Korea. Ken was his only American friend, his only
friend, it seemed. He was the previous renter of our A frame cabin. The landlord evicted
him for drinking and allegedly bringing a prostitute onto the premises. The landlord
didn’t have time to drive up from San Francisco and remove his things. Hanora and
Liam put everything away in boxes. Ken was so happy that his things weren’t piled
somewhere on a rubbish heap. They became epic fishing and gambling chums.
“A blue jay killed himself against the glass while Liam and Yorick were eating
breakfast,” Hanora spoke into her hands. It was pleasant to see her red eyebrows when
she leaned forward.
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“Its bad luck to talk about such things over dinner.” Liam rubbed his eyebrow
with his ring finger. As boys, every Sunday, they marched across town to my grandma’s
house on the Maigue River. Many of her meals consisted of things that didn’t appear to
be edible like seaweed soup with clams full of sand. They were not to speak unless
spoken to, and that meant they never spoke. Liam invented an eyebrow code. Touching
an eyebrow with the index finger meant, ‘Pretend to choke so that I can throw this under
the table for the dog.’ The middle finger meant, ‘I ’ll help you finish,’ and the ring finger,
‘I’m not sharing.’ They never assigned a meaning to the pinky.
“This soup turned out good.” Hanora put a spoonful of colcannon in her mouth.
A drop of broth fell on her shirt. She stood up and took a platter of sweet dumplings
from the oven.
“Give me the steam of grandma’s colcannon and I’ll be smiling like a clam.”
Liam looked out the window at the thickening snow. Hanora seemed unable to see them.
“My sister got her picture in the newspaper.” Hanora stood up and turned off the
oven. She had forgotten to take her apron off.
“For what?” Liam asked.
“She won a quilt design contest.” Hanora looked happy talking about her sister’s
victory. Yorick wanted to watch pride surface on the smoothness of her throat.
“There’s a bit of good news,” Yorick said, helping himself to another bowl. He
loved colcannon when the bacon was almost burnt. Liam spun the ladle in the pot toward
himself and filled his bowl. The cat clawed at its scratching post.
“Pssssssst!” Hanora shocked the cat away.
“This food is divine, Hanora. Your sister wasn’t making the quilt for me, was
she?” Yorick asked, embarrassed by the foolishness of his words.
“At first, I didn’t like it because it was burning my mouth. I mean, I’ll need to
keep this tongue and these lips, won’t I? Good, though.” Liam had his I-will-make-youlaugh-in-church face. Hanora’s cheeks were bright. Yorick thought it might have been
from the spicy food. Liam burst into song:
“Too many stones in an Irishman’s eyes.
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Cloak them in a Guinness disguise
Too many stones in an Irishman’s eyes.
A pint of ale is ever a fair disguise,”
Liam banged his fist on the table and stomped his foot. Yorick didn’t join him
because Hanora’s face tightened. She didn’t like it when we treated the house like a pub.
“Please finish your food before you start into your songs.” She looked straight at
Liam and then at Yorick.
After eating, they tried to sing but stopped quickly. Liam and Hanora went to
bed. Yorick tried to read a mystery book, but his mind was unable to focus on the scenes
behind the words. Yorick was looking at the old man with a cane on the cover of his
book when Hanora came into the kitchen-living room for a drink of water. She passed in
front of the reading light and Yorick saw her body like a warm ghost behind her white
negligee. Yorick heard the springs creaking in the bedroom as she lay down.
The phone rang. Liam was always hoping for calls from his poker friends.
“Oh, Christ no!.. .So sorry to hear that, Ann Marie.” Liam stood with the phone in
his hand. Yorick tried to remember whom Ann Marie was. Hanora came out of her
room and stood next to Yorick.
“If you need anything...” He set the phone down without a sound. He was trying
to get the words past his swollen throat. Yorick hadn't seen his brother cry for a very
long time.
“What’s happened?” Yorick put his hand on Liam’s back.
“Ken has died in Kansong.” Liam was holding the vase of dead flowers. He put
it down and reached his arms out for a hug. He felt like a wee child shaking and
moaning. His pain was too bright for Yorick to hold on for too long. Yorick didn’t know
why he did that. It shocked his brother a bit. Hanora held onto him immediately, making
a sound that no man should have to hear from his own brother.
He quieted down after a while and put on his jacket.
“Where are you going?” Hanora asked.
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“To the liquor store,” he said and walked out the door. Yorick couldn’t think of
anything to help his brother.
“Go after him, Yorick,” Hanora said.
“He’ll be back.” Yorick tried to seem convinced of his words.
Hanora went into the bathroom and washed her face. After a few minutes, Yorick
got up and did the same. The cold water on his face felt bright. He prayed and lit a
candle to The Virgin Mary.
Liam came back holding two bottles of scotch. One of them was already half
empty. He sat down at the table. Hanora held onto him and cried. His only movement
was raising the bottle to his lips. Hanora set a glass down in front of him but he didn’t
fill it up. She opened the other bottle and poured herself a drink.
Liam finished the bottle and went into the bedroom and locked the door.
“Can I come in, please?” Hanora panicked at not being able to get into her room.
“Let me be pissed alone.” Liam’s body thumped down against the floor. His back
must have been up against the door because they saw it shaking. Hanora and Yorick
leaned their backs against the door. If Liam were to open the door, they would have
fallen into the bedroom.
“Oh Lord,” Hanora tried to open the door every few moments. They had almost
disappeared into their thoughts when Liam calmed himself enough to repeat Ann Marie’s
words.
“He wandered off to fish and stepped on a landmine.” At that moment, Yorick
knew that he would not open the door.
“This is her house, too.” Yorick looked at Hanora.
Liam punched the door with the back of his hand and Hanora jumped. She was so
terrified that she looked hideous.
“Are you going to be all right in there?” Hanora closed her eyes again. Yorick
touched the warmth on the back of her hand.
“He hid himself in grandma’s tool shed and nearly froze when they expelled him
from secondary school,” Yorick said, hoping Liam couldn’t hear.
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He had almost fallen asleep when she asked, “Did you really like the food?”
“I did, yes,” he said, pulling the wool sweater off his face and opening his eyes.
Yorick covered his eyes with the sweater again and saw purple spindles of light.
“The ceiling looks bent from here.” Her voice was too much a part of her body.
Yorick had to open his eyes and look at Hanora. She turned her head and smiled meekly.
“I’m peeing out the window!” Liam shouted from the door. Hanora tried to pick
the lock with a steak knife. She sat down on the couch. Yorick filled her a glass of
water.
“Do you really fancy my sister?” Hanora lifted her eyebrows.
“Yes, I suppose, so.” Yorick turned on his left side to ease his aching back.
“You met Ken?” her eyes were big.
“We ruined his boat. There wasn’t a bit of anger in him.” Yorick listened to
Liam singing boys’ songs.
“I hear you wanking every night, Yorick,” Liam yelled.
“Quit your bellowing, you disgusting pig rump.” Yorick leaned back against the
door.
“You oman, lay about. Drinking up the fruits of my wine. Or the wine of my
fruits, is it?” Liam spat out his words.
“Muzzle yourself.” Yorick ran his hands through his hair. Hanora got up and sat
down, close.
“No, I don’t like the fucking bed. It smells like hair. Can you wake my wife?” he
was breaking something.
“Honey, just let me in.” Hanora’s skin looked blue.
“You’ll come to grief.” Liam pounded on the door.
Hanora put her hand on Yorick’s shoulder and left it there.
“Did you know that your man Yorick peed the bed, his own bed, until he was
fourteen years of age?” Liam pounded on the door again. Yorick pounded back. Hanora
covered her ears.
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“If I had your sister in here, Hanora, I’d be a little better able to sleep now,
wouldn’t I?”
Yorick put his hand on the warmth of her arm. When he tried to take it away, she
held it there.
(((((((((())))))))))
May 5, 1990:
Niobe structurally controlled her waterfalls and flutings.
It was her first time taking mushrooms. There seemed to be no effect until she
thought Joe was going to crash through the floor if he kept dancing. She heard him in his
room, inside the baseline of Eric B. & Rakim. He had been banging around since 4:30
AM looking for a drill to fix the railing that Roy had broken with his head, propelled by
Mario’s hands. She stepped outside to see Joe sitting on the porch with his pipe in his
hands and what seemed to be tears coming down his face. It was blood, he had cut his
head on something in the back of Dad’s truck.
“You think they really ground pine nuts in those rocks over there?” Joe asked,
smearing blood onto his hands.
“They’re called stillicide pools.” Anishta was startled by the distant sounds of
gunshots,—Niobe’s stomach the elasticity of time and the disappointment of clear air,
Tahoe one of the deepest alpine lakes with infinitely complicated and incredibly slow
convection cycles, spun down with all the drowned souls into the ong’s nest, flat enough
to swallow all the air and the birds piercing the meniscus with hunger and fear of water,
maddened by the scene of the clown crying in Twelfth Night, which, of course, no one
remembered but him, Father Hanrahan coming over often to put his blessing gray fingers
on Dad’s face and gloat about his poker victories over Great Uncle Yorick, rain rhythm
of an electrical song, breath free to melt with the snow but somehow more solid than the
granite gleaming in the moon like the teeth of the lost skiers. Anishta had sat on the deck
for most of the day, watching the Chinook wind eat the snow. She was back now with
Joe and the smell of blood.
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Joe put his hands in the stream until Anishta pulled him back inside. He followed
her into his room, where he sat on the bed with her piss from the previous night.
Children are fa r from safety, and they are crushed in the gate, neither is there any to
deliver them.
She found a note written to Alicia, saying that Paul was lying when he said Joe
hated Mexicans, that he punched the wall and broke his hand because of her, that Dad
had just come back from Thailand where he smoked some opium that left him blind for a
week like Great Uncle Yorick’s ghosts cutting through stones with their eyes of smoke.
The Copenhagen gave her a buzz. She went inside, suddenly wanting to laugh at
Joe. His coke can was on the top of the dusty VCR, she leaned over her oblong reflection
in the elliptical lid and spit. A few of the tobacco grains stuck to the side of the can,
which she wiped with the side of her hand dug into the sleeve of her turquoise sweater.
He came down staring at the fresh shoes on his feet, touching the scrapes in the plastic.
Any to deliver them upon the face o f the waters.
“My feet got me down the stairs and my mind didn’t feel it,” Joe said, grabbing
the can and putting it in the trash. Anishta laughed at his innocence, anyway.
“Wonder why it feels warm?” Joe said without interest.
“Alicia called.”
“And you didn’t tell me because,—?”
“Because it doesn’t matter to me, she’s not going to want you, anyway, because I
don’t want to take part in the fermentation experiment of your bedroom. How many you
want?” Anishta’s neck twitched. Joe picked the can up out of the trash and put it to his
face. Even though he didn’t drink the spit, he still wouldn’t get to know what she was
laughing about. Joe cracked his neck, yawned and pulled his hair back in a temporary
ponytail.
“That Depeche Mode tape’s pretty good.” Anishta backed the footrest down.
“Chick music.” Lines of blood in Joe’s eyes frozen lightning.
“Wasn’t asking you if you wanted to listen to it.” Anishta got up and went into
the kitchen, flicking a rubber band off the banister onto the floor.
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“At least its not about ass.” Something made Anishta want to draw herself in the
water, tugging on Larry’s line to tease him. She remembered thinking of poking a hole in
Joe’s raft with the fishhook to watch him panic because of his arrogance toward her
music.
(((((((((())))))))))
Anishta was tired of being the slab of granite under the glacier, the hope of
isostatic rebound every time Dad went on a binge. Niobe, her eyes looking for her
children,—her rotting blood under the snow, the magnetically resonant sadness of granite
causing more suicides in South Lake Tahoe than East LA.
Great Uncle Yorick called to say that he didn’t want Anishta to plan on watching
anything on TV from six to seven. There was a show about Korea on a channel he didn’t
receive. Liam better not try to be watching his rap videos, either. Once he started calling
Joe—Liam, there was no hope,—pickled Unca Oowick.
(((((((((())))))))))
“You’re going to have to bum my body, Anishta, because I don’t want my bones
gnawed on by coyotes.” Great Uncle Yorick’s was watching a TV show where
Datsolalee, the greatest and most exploited basket maker in the history left to us after
Alexandria, breathed as she wove her baskets, breathed the future of the pattern, the
musege a whirlwind of fire sweeping from Truckee Gorge to Idlewild, burning out of
control for exactly 20,000 minutes. Edwin Jiboom, an owner of one casa non santa in
Truckee gathered twenty thousand pieces of driftwood, which Larry would hear so many
times he thought he did it.
She hoped he would leave before Mario showed up.
Anishta’s math friends, three Ebannaw Chess Clubbers, grabbed their calculators
and guns to make a pyramid in the air with nine parabolas. Synchronization absolute.
They had to pretend that their poppy-seed muffins were peyote. Matt Vaalmelti, with
The Red Hot Chili Peppers blaring from his El Camino, aimed his twenty-two at the
moon from the North Shore but the bullet landed in the lake, piercing a wave that skewed
a Lahontan Trout’s reflection. Fish are stars underwater. They turn into snow when we
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don’t eat their guts, that’s why the fucking Donner party starved, because they wasted.
He fired again, the bullet lost in the sun’s radiation between Job’s Peak, Job’s Sister and
Monument Hill.
Ron Paavalu, first descendent of an Ebannaw line of con artists, his eyes going
bad from dutch-ovening himself with a bong in his VW bug, sat upon the tropical Eastern
Shore of Lake Tahoe splashed into by winds angry at their inability to break stones, he
shot his thirty-ought-six up into the air. After the sound of the shot stopped resonating,
he fired again. The second bullet broke through a slipstream of airplane exhaust and
crashed to the ground, obliterating a cluster of pine needles. The third bullet descended
toward the Hennessy Home on Needle Peak.
Brudder Mejilla, his face almost real as he peed next to a manzanita bush in the
blue cold, shot a bullet into the air that came down and shook the Plexiglas window at the
Daow a ga sign near Khale Street in Stateline. The second bullet pierced a crawdad
pincher by Timber Cove Pier. The third bullet could only return to stasis through bone
and blood and flesh. Yes, some fool was going to die because bored kids were inspired
by their math teacher. Thank you, Mr. Sheridan for saying that we should be happy to
have a problem with a purpose.
The blue jays made their hungry springtime Paiute imitations to scare them
Washoe ghosts from riding horses.

Theyall line up around this to

Chevrolets. Anishta watched them drink from the pool of Niobe’s tears, the snow
melting off her head and into a pool at her stomach.
“Lost umbilical cords, that’s why we say um all the time, man.” Anishta watched
the three goobers with the turkey feathers in their hair acting all eagle. They got together
at Da ow a ga to save the foolish from Gray Standing Rock. They knew that the cool aid
on the plastic tables was from Safeway, but the hands that set them out were brown.
Anishta tried to wield her shyness like Joe. Don’t say anything and people will be
interested in you. She watched her friends look at the places where their Ebannaw
loneliness coincided with their wish for Washoe ancestors, the sun turning to water at
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their feet, the mice looking for grasshoppers, the unprepared people who go to Gray
Standing Rock feeling the distance between their musege and their skin.
And why would a Washoe hand ever want to hold a Bible? But the Jews shook o ff
the dust o f their feet against them, and came unto Iconium.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe stole Dad’s truck to go and pick up a couch that Uncle Carl wanted to get rid
of, a couch purported to be nicer than the fifties relic with gray and blue stripes. At least
they could replace General Sheridan if Uncle Carl’s couch got thrashed. Uncle Carl
came over with Joe. Anishta opened the window to listen to them smoking on the porch.
“When Heavenly first opened.. .Give me that poker.. .They only charged four
dollars. Joe?” Uncle Carl had cut the side of his arm pushing the couch through the
door. She considered looking for the hydrogen peroxide. Uncle Carl was telling the
story of the truck rolling down the hill, again. The structure of life.
Anishta didn’t want the house to smell like an ashtray when Mario came over.
She tried to convince Joe to take it back, but Uncle Carl was already gone with the truck.
Joe leaned his head back in his chair. Anishta thought he was looking at the patterns in
the wood.
“Where’s everyone going to park?” Joe asked.
“The vacant lot.” Anishta looked for the Fabreeze.
Great Uncle Yorick came in without knocking. Even though she knew that he
was drinking already, the sweet smell was overwhelming. The snow looking more and
more like a bone. Anishta approached the window where she was watching the
waterdrips come down, making an inch hole in the floating ice and shaking a submerged
pinenut wing, electrified out of the comfort of being in her house by Great Uncle
Yorick’s presence. She opened the window to hear the sound. Tsip tsippoik falling in
twos and threes. Maybe Dad would be all right not having to watch the snow turn to
water.
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Anishta made tea and Spanish tortillas for Great Uncle Yorick. He picked at one
of them with his thin fingers, the light of the TV on his face as she checked to see if he
could eat.
“This mustard shall be thy meat,” Great Uncle Yorick said, after a clean hand on
the television handed a bottle ot Gray Pupon from Rolls Royce to Rolls Royce. He had
spiked his tea. Anishta was waiting for him to leave to read more of his journal, which
she had forgotten, oh god, right up to that point in time. The show was about
Yarwondutta rock in Australia. Where plural wives are taken, they are usually sisters.
The didgeridoo in the background, thanks to David Hudson’s breath.
Joe came downstairs, asking about the four-dollar lift tickets. Great Uncle Yorick
said the price was four dollars for adults and one for children under 100 pounds, the scale
tipped to save money, the poor eternally filched customers. He worked there until his
boss, Don Vercantes, got his hand tom off trying to realign a pulley.
“Don’t do anything for a lark, Joe,” Great Uncle Yorick said, as Joe picked at the
buttons on the new couch.
Great Uncle Yorick was getting into his old cab as the first bullet descended
through the postcard from Pyramid Lake that Larry sent Dad from Lebanon. Pyramid
Lake, Nevada. Considered the most beautiful desert Lake in the world. Pyramid Lake is
home o f the Pyramid Lake

PaiuteTribeand world-record Lahontan Cutthroat Trout.

Steam rises from the hot springs at the Needles. Ken Miller Photo. Dear Peter, sorry
you couldn

’tcome with me, Lawrence o f Arabia rides again. Love Larry.

The first bullet missed Paul, who was trying to convince the Ebannaws that he
was, indeed, Joe’s cousin so that he could partake in the source of the smoke. Joe was in
his bedroom smoking tough with the Ebannaw guys and his friend Brudder Mejilla
whose thumbnail was scraping a smudge off the neck of the bong as his sister Alicia was
digging around his car for the money. Joe, embarrassed at whatever funkiness had
adhered itself to his bong, would immediately try to convince Brudder that Alicia could
pay later, Brudder’s eyes acknowledging Joe’s struggle for breath in his sister’s face.
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The second bullet missed the duct tape that Anishta put on Mom and Dad’s door.
She was climbing out the window with her left hand on the ladder and her right hand
throwing a bag of Mom’s jewelry onto the deck. A chinook wind was coming down the
mountain eating snow. If there were mathematicians about, they could describe the flow
pattern, the liquid properties of snow’s shyness, but nothing further could be discerned
except the delivery of three scratched-up kegs of Miller Genuine Draft willing to
redistribute themselves into seventy-four plastic cups with Scoobie Doo printed on the
side.
Alicia had come into the room and was asking Joe to smoke. Brudder was
midsentence, promising to choke any bastard who allowed her to smoke an opium-laced
bong. Yes, the ghosts of the Chinese were in the pollen laughing, sir.
Reactive molecules can be constrained by being trapped in an unresponsive
matrix. The equation of this matrix is a little odd, and it’s because of the ice that Joe has
put in the bong that the impending danger was not avoided.
Joe had forgotten that when heat is added to a liquid at its freezing point, the
temperature does not change. This omission has filled his lungs beyond capacity. He
was on the point of coughing out a tiny fingernail fragment that would temporarily blind
his younger cousin Paul, muting the bullet’s echo.
(((((((((())))))))))
Anishta was in the kitchen running water over her injured hand. Roy Lorencez, a
half-Filipino half-French kid tried to kick his foot through the banister at the bottom of
the stairs. The bullet almost perfectly bisected an old photograph of Emigrant Lake in
Carson Pass, California. Great Uncle Yorick was holding up a bluegill catfish he had
claimed to catch in the Sacramento River. His feet were resting on an old railroad tie, his
eyes squinting in a possible imitation of the Noodle-Dicks who made the railroad. The
bisection was a little catty wampus because at one point Dad had been drunk and creased
it in order to gain support from the wall, but the ghosts of the old Immigrants didn t mind
because they hated the Chinese, anyway.
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Joe and Anishta were peeling the duct tape off their parents’ door when the third
bullet penetrated the roof of the purple Jeep Cherokee and killed Brudder Mejilla.
Anishta and Joe would have to let the officers search their house.
Anishta saw a sign at the hospital waiting for the lady to put the steristrips on Joe.
If urine is submitted, it should be a “dirty” sample.
Thou that leadest Joseph like a flock; thou that dwellest between the cherubims,
shine forth.
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1. Quetzalcoatl Punctures Penis with Pocketknife
Shall the axe boast itself against him that heweth therewith? or shall the saw
magnify itself against him that shaketh it? as i f the rod should shake itself against them
that lift it up, or as i f the staff should lift up itself as i f it were no wood.
Joe put the line through the hook and wound it around itself eleven times. He
pulled the line tight with his teeth and it broke. He blinked his eyes and shook his head.
He started again, snapping the line at the same moment. He let all the air out of his chest.
Patrick glanced at him. Third try, not too tight this time. Good, but he forgot the weight.
A raven yawped and flew off.
“Can’t learn without mistakes.” Patrick’s voice came through the thin alder
branches. Joe cut the line again, tied the weight on, not too tight. Great Uncle Yorick
had taught Joe how to tie a fisherman’s knot before Joe knew what it meant to have an
Irish accent. He slid the hook into the mud eel’s mouth. Its wormlike body filled with
blood. Putting his index finger on the line, he opened the bale and flung the bait toward
the place where the water was swirling. The bale popped closed. Bait, mud eel and hook
splashed into the river; the line flapped in the air like a broken lariat. Joe kept his eyes on
the line as the pole flew out into the river, it made a half-circle and disappeared.
“Easy, Joe.”
“Fuckpile.” Joe leaned back against the birch root.
“We might hook it again.” Patrick looked at Joe, his face big. Joe’s hands
stopped shaking.
“Varya’ll laugh.” Patrick took his hat off and put it on again. The dark brown hair
at the roots was longer than the last time Joe had seen him. The wind seemed to come
from the river itself, revealing its guts in the rotten salmon that lay on the bank, the
cacophonous ravens tyrants of air.
“Keep thinking I have a bite.” Joe watched beads of light slide up and down his
line with the current. The sky, the river surface and his pole made a triangle. If the tip of
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the pole dipped below the tree line, he would see if there was a bite. The earthy smell of
the mud eel rose up from his hands as he killed a mosquito trying to bite his thumbnail.
“Burbot hook themselves.” Patrick grabbed his pole and stood up. There was
nothing on the line. He shoved the butt of the pole back into a triangle of shale stones,
pulled a silver bell from his tackle box and hung it on his line. Joe saw Great Uncle
Yorick’s deliberateness in Patrick’s movements.
“Why did your wife say, ‘Do you want to talk to Two Hands?’ She seemed a
little edgy.” Joe looked at a mosquito probing through the hair on his arm.
“I’m ambidextrous and, ah, pick berries with both hands. She’s like that
whenever I do something and she doesn’t, even shoveling horseshit.” Patrick put the bell
back into the lure box. Joe put his finger on his line and felt the vibration of the river.
Patrick shook the juice bottle with the mud eels. At first, Joe had been sure that they
were the same as the worms under rocks in Lake Tahoe, but they weren't the same. Upon
close inspection, they were eyeless fish.
Patrick’s rubbed his hands together. Joe watched the mud eels try to penetrate the
clear plastic. Joe put his hand against the juice bottle and felt the nervousness.
“The water isn't as cold as I thought.” Patrick held his hand in the water.
“Ira and Audrey bet me that I wouldn’t jump in the water. I said that if I win,
then they would have to let me watch them make out.” Joe lied.
“My wife knows all the buttons that piss me off.” Patrick smeared a mosquito
across his cheek, leaving a thin line of blood.
“Broke a salt shaker her God damn Aunt Mylene gave her.” Patrick sprayed
himself with mosquito repellant. Joe poured tea into the thermos lid, drank and smiled.
“You think Varya’11 be bummed if we get skunked?” Joe shook up his reflection
in the cup.
“She’ll be glad not to have to clean the fish.” Patrick put a few sticks in the fire
pile. The sound of the fire readjusting to the new fuel fascinated Joe as he opened
Patrick’s tackle box and started to tie up a new rig.
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Patrick took a couple pieces of birch and stripped the bark into round shavings.
Joe watched the a braid of ‘v ’ shapes converge and disappear.
“You might have a bite there.” Joe got excited.
“Stick.” Patrick reminded Joe of Dad.
“Her cousin Dolores was there doing laundry. I don’t mind because she usually
does our dishes, too.” Patrick drove the dirt out of his fingernails with his knife.
Patrick told Joe how that when he broke the saltshaker, Varya called him a
worthless piece of shit in front of Dolores. When he was done with the story, he stood up
and cracked his back, seemingly for emphasis.
The pole was electrified with motion. Joe grabbed it and stood up, knocking over
his tea into Patrick’s tackle box.
“Don’t yank it out of his mouth,” Patrick hollered. The pole was almost bent in
half and Joe reeled fast. Patrick stood in the water with the monstrous black net. The
fish flickered to the surface. Joe couldn’t reel for a moment. The pressure lessened and
Patrick scooped the burbot up out of the water. He had to strain to lift it up onto the
shore. Its skin was almost florescent green against the black strings of the net.
“Dip me in blue paint and call me Picasso.” Joe tried to still his hands to pull the
hook out. The burbot’s front teeth cut into his fingers as he pried the jaw open, revealing
a pink tongue. The mud eel was trying to escape through the gill. Joe opened his pliers
and yanked on the hook. Blood spilled out of the gills. The flesh stretched and snapped.
Joe shoved the shuttle of the string up through the burbot’s jaw and looked at the slime
on his hands.
“We’ll need to cut this one in half to get her on the barbecue,” Joe hollered.
“Pluck my feet out of the net.” Patrick checked his line with a sharp movement of
his head. He looked like a child waiting to get in on the fun.
“Can’t stop shaking,” Joe tied the stringer around an alder and lowered the fish
back into the water. It tried to right itself but couldn’t because of the string. The gills
expanded and contracted, releasing a spurts of blood into the water.
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“Mine eyes are ever toward the Lord.” Patrick picked up his rod, waited for ten
seconds, and then reeled the line in. It was bent as far down as Joe’s was a moment
before.
“Grandma and grandpa?” Joe watched his burbot, wanting to walk it up and
down the river.
“Piss bucket.” Patrick pulled the hook with the mud eel out of the wood and threw
his line back into the water. He broke the waterlogged piece of wood in half on his knee
and set the pieces down by the fire. Joe looked at his hands. The electricity was still
there. They sat in silence for a few minutes as Patrick changed his bait. He reached his
hand into the juice bottle to pull out a new mud eel.
Joe took a piece of dry fish from a zip lock bag. He peeled the translucent flesh
off with his bottom teeth, making a whishing sound. Once all the red meet was done, he
put the skin on a stick and toasted it in the fire where it shriveled and shrank.
“Varya’s always leaving the butter out.” Patrick closed the ziplock.
“Smoke is scaring the mosquitoes away. I can hear them, ‘Ah oh, what the hell is
this?’ Wonder if they cough?”
“That’s a question for Nova.” Joe looked up at the cobalt sky.
“Get that net Joseph,” Patrick brought the fish in. Joe hefted him out of the water,
disappointed the fish was even bigger than the one he caught.
“I don’t like messing with their last meal, Joe.” Patrick cut the line without trying
to open the burbot’s mouth.
“It’ll be burbot-head soup, we keep this up.” Joe put the net back in the middle of
the saplings. A few leaves fell into it.
“Bet that’s the female. You notice how men get smaller and women get bigger as
they get older? Its the same with fish.” Patrick picked up a half of the waterlogged wood
and tapped the burbot on the head. It kept moving and he hit it hard, making an eyeball
explode.
“Its the other way around. You can tell by the dorsal fins. A rounded fin means a
female, a sharp fin means a male.” Joe flicked the leaves out of his lap.
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Patrick washed his hands in the river. Joe wanted him to keep moving his hands
in the water so that he could understand the way the sound worked.
“Dolores have a boyfriend, Patrick?” Joe watched the leaves shake in the wind.
“Some Mexican guy, Armando, Alfredo, um, Arturo!”
“The pretty ones.”
“Varya and I lived in a swamp when we first got here. There were mosquito larva
in our basement.” Patrick seemed to be trying to create the world in his face. The current
pulled at Joe’s line.
“Eight mud eels left, my friend.” Patrick shook the bottle.
“My sister used to breed catfish in her aquarium. Why I can tell boys from girls.”
Joe watched the tea pour from his thermos into his glass so that he didn’t have to look
into Patrick’s eyes while lying.
“Can you hand me that Advil from my jacket?” Patrick put his index finger on
his line. Joe thought about the time that Uncle Carl replaced Advil with laxatives for
April Fool’s. He knew right away because the coating on Advil usually tasted like
cinnamon. He waited in the bathroom for Uncle Carl to come over. When Uncle Carl
showed up, Joe wailed and bellowed until his laughter betrayed him.
Patrick swallowed the Advil without water, throwing the cotton into the fire,
where it shriveled. The clear water swirled into the Tanana.
“My Great Uncle Yorick, he used to tease my sister saying he’d come and fish in
her aquarium.” Joe bit his thumbnail, tasting the fish-slime.
“Dolores stayed at our house for a while. It was, um, painful.” Patrick shivered.
“Painful?”
“Yeah, I wanted to set up one of those nanny-cam deals. What’s his name,
Arturo, he has a two hundred and forty gallon aquarium, what made me think of her.”
“I think I’ve seen her in church with Varya.” Joe imagined Anishta coming down
the river.
“I turned the heat up a couple times. Get those clothes off.” Patrick scratched his
head.
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“I ’m not going to be surprised, you turn up dead and Varya with blood on her
hands.”
“I cracked the bathroom door and made some genetic salad dressing.” Patrick
covered his mouth with his hand.
“My grandpa Allen went nuts. He stole a Bonanza Truck naked. Think he hit
twenty-five cars with it.” Joe reeled his pole in. A bare hook rose up from the water with
a piece of aquatic grass.
“Must have bit him by the tail.” Joe reached in the bottle for the squirming mud
eels. Close to giving up, he got one and tried to put the hook into the eel’s mouth. It
backed out of his hand and fell on the ground. Joe felt the tiny spruce needles sticking
into the frightened flesh. He got the hook in and whirled him into the river.
“What are you scared of, Joe?” Patrick took his hand off his line.
“Turning sixty next week.”
“Varya gets so pissed. Feels like I’ll hit her someday.” Patrick’s voice cracked.
Joe reeled his line in and threw it back out.
“You have to throw your line where the current is swirling there.
“My cousin Paul says he’ll come when he gets the money.” Joe yawned and
squinted.
“We’re about to break the thunder.” Joe picked up his bouncing pole.
“She’s hooked already, reel her on in.”
“This one’s fighting.” Joe tried to reel.
“Might be a fungo mungo salmon.”
Joe hollered when he saw the fish sweep to the surface.
“It’s a pike, get him in quick, he might cut the line.” Patrick panicked. The fish
ran with the line. Joe put his thumb on the spool to slow him down. He strained to keep
the tip of the pole high. The fish lost lightning and Joe started reeling him in. Patrick
stood in the water with the net and waited. It took a long time. There was a flash of
silver and Patrick lifted the pike out of the water. Joe was scared of the savage face.
“Beast fish, I’m giving you to Ira.”
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“Good job there, Joey my boy. It’s the pitiless water wolf, Esox lucius in letters
Latin, the pike himself. Keep your hand away from his mouth.” Patrick put the net
down.
“I don’t know what I’m doing.” Joe’s arms were shaking.
Joe took a stick and tapped the fish on the head lightly as he had seen on a PBS
show about the Amazon. The tail was twitching, but the fish’s brain was smashed.
Patrick touched the teeth as Joe cut the line.
“Have to be quiet eating pike, dangerous ‘y ’ bones.” Patrick threw his line where
Joe had caught the fish.
“Time to jump in the water.”
“You done?” Patrick asked.
“Yeah.”
The cold water electrified Joe’s skin, making him feel like a salmon swimming
against the current. For a moment, he saw grass on the shore of Lake Tahoe, a hand
reaching for the grass with blood dripping off it.
Joe came back and sat naked in front of the fire, watching the wind make the
coals dance with color until he fell asleep. He dreamed that he was pulling grass out of
his tongue.
(((((((((())))))))))
In the morning, raindrops fell on birch trees, blueberries, exposed outcrops of
loess, beaver houses, raven beaks and Joe’s tent. He listened to their rhythm, trying to
fall back asleep, but he was too eager to join the light of day. A few of the coals under
the fire were still alive. Patrick had the canoe packed.
(((((((((())))))))))
“I like the way the salmon are moving under me.” Joe put his hand in the water.
They were moving fast.
“Tired of seeing bend after bend after bend.” Patrick cracked his neck and spit
into the water. They passed a tree with three ravens perched on one branch.
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Patrick flicked his snuff into the water. Joe looked at the back of his head. He
thought it would be funny to aim for the bald spot and whack.
“The other day, this pounding noise woke me up. I thought someone was
drumming on a trashcan. I look out there and this kid is ramming a wheel barrow into an
aspen tree to bring the leaves down.” Patrick took a ziplock full of dry fish from his bag.
Joe killed a mosquito on the side of his hand. When he pulled his index finger away, the
mosquito rebounded isostatically. They pulled the canoe up onto the shore.
It felt good to stand. Patrick handed Joe the bag of fish. They ate in silence until
Patrick threw the skin into the river, where it moved upstream in the back eddy. The rain
began to fall fast, making Patrick search violently through his bag for the rain gear. It
wasn’t there. Joe cut armholes into a trash bag and handed it to Patrick. Patrick put it on
as Joe made a slicker for himself.
(((((((((())))))))))
Taking a piss, Joe saw blueberries. They hovered in the gray air with water
falling off them. The taste was bitter and warm.
“You’ll get a stomach ache if you eat too many.” Patrick smelled his hands and
took out the soap.
“Iron stomach.” Joe looked at Patrick’s reflection trembling on the water.
Joe threw his handful of berries into the air and tried to catch them with his
mouth. A few landed in the river.
On the water again, Joe told Patrick a Washoe myth he’d been saving for Audrey
and Ira. The souls of the dead got tired of letting Usambag fuck them before ascending to
paradise. They made another path leaving from the cross of snow in Mt. Tallac.
Usambag poisons the lake with his semen.
(((((((((())))))))))
Joe’s cabin was cold when they got there. They saw their breath in front of the
window.
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“Need to sit down for a second.” Patrick drank his coffee, looking at the pictures
of Anishta working as a lift attendant at Heavenly. Joe ripped up some newspapers to
start the fire. The magnetic resonance of the river remained in the flow of his blood.
“Can I use your phone?”
“Don’t have one.”
Joe cut two by fours for kindling. The sound of the ax splitting wood was bright.
Patrick watched Joe put the kindling on top of the crumpled newspaper. He lit a match
and a pale flame went through the wood. Patrick drank the rest of his coffee and poured
more.
Joe put his hand on the table and the current moved through it. Patrick was
spinning his keys around his finger.
“Used to boogey board a couple summers ago in Hawaii and when I d come home
it felt like the current was still pulling me out.” Patrick put his cup in the sink.
“Like I’m high.” Joe twirled the broom in his hand.
“Do you believe in God?” Patrick looked at Joe full in the face; the reaction a
piston not moving. Joe nodded his head. Patrick didn t seem to want to say whether or
not he believed.

All

therivers run into the sea; yet the sea is not full; unto the pla

whence the rivers come, thither they return again.
Joe left the door open for a second and watched the current take Patrick away. He
was thankful for the things in his house as if he had brought them camping. Bad feelings
arose for not keeping it clean. Closing his eyes to sleep, he saw water, grass and
blueberries.
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2.

Quetzalcoatl Senses the Vibrations of his Blood

“That burbot skin was getting a little whiffy. I should have put it outside.” Joe
cracked the door open in Patrick’s apartment.
“Burbot is from old French, bourbotter, which means to wallow in mud.”
“They smell like it.”
“Borbotha be fisshes very slepery, somewhat lyke an ele hauinge wyde mouthes
and greate hedes, it is a swete mete.

Patrick sounded like an Englishman.

“I hope Ira and Audrey show up. Ira was happy when I told her that there’s a pike
waiting for her.”
“Said goe in pygge and come oute pyke, guess they used to use pork for pike
bait.”
“You could do laundry over here.” Patrick yawned.
“I like the pinball machine at the Laundromat.” Joe heard kids slamming and
chasing each other.
“Then you spend more money on pinball than laundry.” Patrick opened the
cupboard above the range and moved the spices around until he found the mace.
“Do you think Varya would mind if I use this Emory board?” Joe asked, taking a
nail file from the bookshelf. Patrick pointed to an industrial-size box full of them. The
white powder appeared out of the sound of filing. It hovered over the fibers of his jeans
until he rubbed it in with his palm.
“Those little lines about pike and burbot are the only things that I remember from
doing a curriculum development job I had in Kuvyak.” Patrick looked out the window
and waved to a little boy grumbled by with his Big Wheel.
A fish bug crawled out from under the doormat, looking like a quarter of a
centipede. He smeared it into the linoleum with his thumb. The Big Wheel rattled by the
window again, its grinding sound distant.
“Where’s Varya?” Joe asked, looking at the mask Varya carved. The eyes
looked like thoughts in a snowstorm. Patrick took his keys off the table and put them on
the key ring.
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“You seen that carved wall at the public library?” Joe curled his lip, as if he were
disgusted with himself for trying to make a connection. Patrick put water in a pot for rice
and opened the window.
“Ira and Audrey know where you live?” Joe asked, wanting to look at the titles of
the books behind the pictures of Varya’s family.
“They both been here, duck and beaver meat tolerators.” Patrick lined up six
shoots of lemongrass and started cutting them.
“Washoe people catch as many beaver as deer. Smoke-dried beaver is the bomb.
Joe took out his wallet and looked at an old picture of Dad teaching him how to ride a
bike. He couldn’t think of a way to support his lie about beaver meat with the picture.
“My Grandpa Allen disappeared when I was small, maybe seven. I shot him with
a bee-bee gun once because he hit my dad.” Joe watched the knife cut through the
lemongrass, shick shick shick. The shining blade and his own fingers shaking in the
Shush,shick, shush. The blood he could have saved, rescued from the snow.

airport.

“I wouldn’t have lived doing that to my grandpa.’ Patrick started to cut faster.
“Who made this sun catcher?” Joe asked, mesmerized by the shushing of the
knife.
“Tim, he might come over.” Patrick lifted the cutting board and slid the
lemongrass into the stone mortar.
“Maybe someone asked Varya to babysit.” Patrick started to pound the
lemongrass. He pounded in an even rhythm, raising the pestle about a foot and bringing
it straight down into the center of the mortar.
“Come with us and pick cranberries next Saturday if it doesn't snow.” Patrick
paused, went into his room and came out with a CD player. Jimmy Hendricks filled the
room.
“They let my dad out of jail a couple weeks ago.” Joe looked at the light shining
off the chilies in the plastic bag.
“The music helps me get into the rhythm.” Patrick started to cut and seed the
chilies.
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(((((((((())))))))))
Patrick took the burbot fillets from the limejuice and curry paste marinade.
“Wonder if these are the same fish people used to eat in England and Romania.”
Patrick scraped the remaining paste down the side of the mortar with his index finger.
“Grandpa Allen gave me my first pocketknife. First thing I did, was cut myself.
Joe ran his thumbnail along the scar the length of his index finger. He remembered
holding the knife tight to keep it away from Anishta, the warm taste of blood in his mouth
and knowing that he was in trouble. And Abraham took the wood o f the burnt offering,
and laid it upon Isaac his son; and he took the fire in his hand, and a knife; and they went
both o f them together.
Patrick put the burbot heads and tails in a pot of boiling water. He lined up
ingredients; oil, burbot fillets, chili paste, marinade liquid and lime slices, brown sugar,
tamarind juice, lime leaves and white wine.
“I didn’t want to let my sister see because she would figure out a way to keep it.
Joe watched Patrick wave his hand over the oil to see if it was hot enough.
Patrick put the burbot fillets into the frying pan. The grease started to spit up over
the top and he covered the frying pan with the grease protector.
“One time, we were driving to Markleyville Hot Springs. I was holding the blade
to Darth Vader’s throat. Grandpa Allen screamed because Vida Blue hit his first major
league home run.”
“The pitcher?” Patrick asked, shaking the frying pan.
“Yeah. Anyway, somehow I stabbed myself and the car seat.
“Never understood why people yell and scream at sports as if they were there.”
Patrick took out the burbot fillets, which had curled up around the edges, and put them on
a platter.
“Grandpa Allen was saying, ‘don’t bleed on the damn car.’ He never did find the
stab mark, though.” Joe held still and inhaled the smell of fried fish.
Patrick added the chili paste to the hot oil. The room was immediately full of the
smell of cilantro, turmeric, serranos, lemongrass and white pepper.
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“What’s your Mom’s name?” Joe asked.
“Anna, close to the Irish for river.” Patrick added the line of ingredients and
turned the heat down. Joe went into the bathroom and put cold water on his face. The
window was open and he heard Varya talking to someone in Yup'ik. Their laughter was
as bright as the sound of the Big Wheel. He came out of the bathroom and sat down on
the green couch. He took the remote out from between the cushions and set it on the
nightstand next to a small cactus.
Varya and Dolores came in, followed by Arturo, a short and stalky Mexican with
a Chac Mool key chain. He looked away when Joe tried to see his eyes. Patrick asked
Joe to say a prayer.
“Bless us, oh Lord for these thy gifts which we are about to receive. Through
Christ our lord, amen.” Joe put his hand in Arturo’s smooth hand. He had a feeling that
Arturo had worked with sheep.
Dolores and Varya ate in silence. The fish was sweet and spicy, a flavor that
came in like a column of light. Joe took a sip of cold water and left it in his mouth, a
river around his tongue. He wanted to give the feeling of relief to everyone in the room.
“I was thinking about the Washoe prayer. Poowai Damkaan. It means your
breath, my voice.” Joe felt that if he looked confident in what he was saying, then they
would have to believe he was as human as they were.
“Kinda sounds like

pingatm
ke”. Varya said and Dolores laughed. They were

laughing for a long time.
“What does that mean?” Joe asked, looking at Patrick.
“I won’t do blank to you. Like do harm or something,” Dolores said, getting up
and putting more rice on her plate. She was wearing white jeans through which Joe could
tell that she was wearing a G-string. Tiny beads of sweat appeared on her nose as she ate
the spicy food. Joe finished his food fast and sat down on the couch to listen to the quiet
glottal stops and the sibilant T’s of the Yup'ik language.
Varya had copied out parts of the Bible onto the wall.
Although affliction cometh not forth o f the dust,
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Neither doth trouble spring out o f the ground;
Yet man is born unto trouble,
As the sparks fly upward.
Job: 5:2-7
As Joe was rereading the lines, Audrey and Ira showed up with a cinnamon cake.
They ate from the same plate. Audrey tried to talk to Arturo in Spanish but got no
response.
Joe took a Bible from the shelf and found the passage so that he could read the
whole thing. For wrath killeth the foolish man, and envy slayeth the silly one. I have
seen the foolish taking root: but suddenly I cursed his habitation. His children are fa r
from safety, and they are crushed in the gate, neither is there any to deliver them. Whose
harvest the hungry eateth up, and taketh it even out o f the thorns, and the robber
swalloweth up their substance. Although affliction cometh not forth o f the dust, neither
doth trouble spring out o f the ground; yet man is born unto trouble, as the sparks fly
upward.
Joe saw sparks rising out of Cave Rock as Ira spilled her water.
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3. Quetzalcoatl Shines the Ice
Joe looked at the kumakak, birch fungus, burning on the barbecue to keep the
mosquitoes away from the people at Kalaya’s party. Earlier, at the hockey game, Joe was
fascinated by the Zamboni, a machine that clears the ice during intermissions. It polished
the scars away. Someone he knew did the same thing, someone important, but he
couldn’t see the face.
On the side of the road by Cripple Creek, there was a dead fox with a pink tongue
sticking out of its mouth. Joe wanted to slow down and see if someone had shot it.
Audrey turned her head away. There was a car in front of them. A plastic bag with grass
clippings in it had come untied. Little pieces of grass were rising into the air and
spinning around. Everything was leading his thoughts toward one person, but he couldn’t
remember who it was, as if his eyes saw the fishnet move, but couldn’t tell what had been
caught. Ira was talking and laughing like Anishta on the rare occasions when she
smoked.
“I was going to firefight in Oregon, last summer. Entire trees got sucked into the
air. Big fires can do that, create their own wind.” Ira put the lid onto the plastic
container and reached her hand out toward Joe. He thought she wanted to shake but she
grabbed his container. Joe talked about the first time he had taken peyote, saying that the
appearance of the moon over Hope Valley made him cry.
“Whoosh, turn the bug zapper on full blast. Mi pesis kato

Audrey

said and looked up at her word hanging in the air. Joe tapped the ash from the blue pipe
into his palm, rubbed it on his pants and blew the smoke over the table. It spun and
disappeared into the slipstream of sunlight. Joe looked at the flecks of paint coming off
the window frame. There were tiny holes in the mosquito netting, a thread and needle
were in the middle of a tear. Joe knew what senor gato meant, but not the first part.
“My back has been sore from dancing.” Audrey massaged her lower back. Joe
looked over and saw her skin. If she leaned over a little farther, he would have been able
to see her panties.
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“I kept thinking I was gonna die in a plane crash, so I worked for a landscaping
crew.” Ira picked a paint splotch off her overalls, smelled it and flicked it onto the
ground.
“Mom went into the bathroom and sparked up and blew the smoke into the jar and
gave it to me. I was screaming,” Joe lied.
“What is painting, anyway? You splash this and that and fuck a duck, here’s the
movement of a glacier. Today we were drinking tang with Dad and it felt funny, like we
were made to drink tang.” Ira looked mad again. Patrick came and sat down by them
with a stick ball game, those wooden balls with the string that you try to flip up onto the
thing. Capirucho.
“Seems like we’re all over the place, here,” Joe said, suddenly wanting to smell
the cloud of Tang dust that rises when you spill the dipper into the water.
“My cousin convinced me to put a bumble bee in my mouth. Said they wouldn’t
bite me if I held my breath.” Ira’s voice was like the places behind the leaves with light.
There was some way of breathing to turn sparks into ash, ash into the taste of warmth.
The breath had to cut through the world like the blade of a saw.
Audrey ran her finger over the beads on her bracelet. The way that her finger
appeared there over the beads reminded Joe of underwater stones. He popped his ears.
The smell of rotting high-bush cranberries was all around them.
“It really did smell like dogshit.” Patrick reached down and flicked a small stone
out of his Birkenstocks.
“Its your upper lip,” Ira said, looking in at something in the window. Joe turned
around to see Kalaya come out with a plate of what seemed to be pancakes.
((((((((((«()))))))))))))
Joe raised his hand to Dolores and Arturo. Arturo had his hand on the side of his
plate. Arturo came back from the behind the trees, wiping his hand in a towel.
“I’ve got a little
out of his chest for emphasis.

otahat’ll
m
t
put a little umph in your shebang.” Joe let all
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“I’m all right for now, Joe.” Arturo patted Joe on the back. Joe heard the sound
of a blender. Audrey leaned her head back and cracked her neck. Joe rubbed his hands
together. He walked around at the party for a while, not wanting to talk or sit down.
Kalaya was talking with Arturo and laughing.
((((((((((((()))))))))))))
Joe sat down at the table. Kalaya had made Johnny cakes, fried dumplings,
platano fritters, fried spinach with pine nuts, Roti, curry goat, mango chutney.
“These might be the best things I’ve ever eaten.” Joe ran his hand against the
grains of the wood table. The slight bumps reminded him of the Zamboni, again. Maybe
that was it, the way that he liked to sand with Tim to hear his Washoe stories and not
react.
Audrey was scared to eat the saltfish and Ira forced her. Having achieved her
small victory, Ira walked into the house where Kalaya was in front of his computer
bouncing his head to Mutabaruka and throwing the ball of silly putty against a graph of
his dissertation: applications of the Lebesgue theory and convergence properties of the
integral. Joe had less understanding than the impression left on the silly putty after
hitting the paper. Audrey, busy wiping away the remainder of the saltfish taste onto the
back of her hand, seemed to be understanding.
Audrey looked at Joe like a little girl. Dolores was walking up behind him. She
put her smooth hands over his eyes. Joe didn’t want to guess because she would take her
hands away. He tried to inhale all the red light that came in from between her fingers.
“If I tell you who you are, will you let me put my head on your Superman
emblem?” Joe finished speaking and wondered if Dolores’ putting her hands across his
eyes was meant to be a jealousy trap for Arturo.
Dolores pinched Joe on the side and sat down. She put one leg over the other,
displaying ivory rings on both her middle toes. He couldn’t come up with a way to ask
about the design on her toe ring without implying that he was cool enough to understand.
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“Can you share me some of your motaT Dolores asked. Joe s throat, splashed
into by the water of saying the wrong thing, uttered a quick, urn hm, but he kept the eyes
complicated, cool.
((((((((((((()))))))))))))
Peeing, Joe noticed a red piece of metal someone had dropped. It was a set of
keys with a rabbit’s foot. Joe picked them up and wiped them off with a handful of dry
grass.
“Let’s dance Ira,” Audrey said when Bob Marley's “So Jah Seh” came on. The
music moved toward his consciousness in spindles of light. He didn’t want to feel the
sadness of his earthbound body. Ira pulled the chair back a little so that Audrey got
scared and then caught her.
“You better treat Audrey right,” Patrick said. Ira grabbed his goatee and pulled
his face down.
“I ’ll treat her however the fuck I want.” Ira let go. Patrick told Dolores to find
Arturo, that they were out of there, his cheeks red.
Back at the table, silence rained for a while.
“God damn Ira, I don’t want to piss you off.” Joe drank all his water, the cold
drowning the pain in his throat from smoking.
“White people telling me how to behave.” Ira rolled her eyes.
Joe calmed her down and got her to dance again. They spun around the deck, Joe
watching for the eyes. It took him a whole song to let go of the disappoint in his body
and dance. Images of the Zamboni came into his mind, to move over the ice, erase the
path. A person in his life did that for him and it wasn’t Anishta.
((((((((((((()))))))))))))
Joe and Dolores rode in the back of the truck. Ira drove slowly on the bumpy
section of the road and the air moved around them in warm cross sections. The car
started to move fast. Joe offered her the woolen sweater with the design of De Soto’s
horse. She pushed it back to him, showing somehow with her eyes that she needed the
cool air. He held to the sweater, thinking to share the cold.
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The trees and the world flickered by in the dusk. The dust in the back of the truck
swirled up into Joe’s eyes, making him squint. This, too, seemed ordinary for Dolores.
((((((((((((()))))))))))))
Dolores spun the cup as she drank her coffee. Joe knew that some request was
coming, that she probably didn’t want to go back and stay with Varya because of the
coke. Joe kissed her neck and looked at the arch of her back. Dolores didn’t move away.
Joe kissed her neck again. She closed her eyes as he pulled his lips away.
“Where do you want me to sleep?” Dolores leaned forward and looked up at Joe’s
blue eyes. Joe knew that she let him kiss her neck because she needed a place to stay.
“You can sleep on my bed. I don’t use it, anyway.” Joe retreated into himself, a
child handing back the toy for which he didn’t have the money. But there was a place he
created when he kissed her neck.
“Are you hungry? There might be some smoke-dried beaver,” Joe asked.
Dolores shook her head politely, her leg bumping up and down.
Joe took the blankets off the bed and set them down on the floor in their usual
spot. He took his brown sleeping bag out and gave it to her, happy that it was clean.
“How long does it take to wear off?” Dolores climbed into the sleeping bag with
her pants on. Joe closed his eyes and saw his face reflected in the dead rabbits eye on the
side of the road before Cave Rock.
“Some more weed might calm you down.”
“No more inhalants.”
“Just relax, we’re safe here.” Joe’s mind in the breath on the back of Dolores’s
neck. He got up and touched Dolores’s dry cheek. He had imagined that she was crying.
((«((((«((()))))))))))))
Waking up, Joe watched the thin column of drool fall from the side of Dolores’
mouth. It expanded as she exhaled. He fell back to sleep and woke up to find her gone.
There was no note on the table. She wrote quyana with the pollen she had been gathering
for some class. Joe wiped the word away with the palm of his hand, leaving a line of
yellow on his porch.
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“Its Mom,” Joe said to himself, finally realizing who polished the scars out of the
ice.
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4. Quetzalcoatl Searches For the Lightning
October 10, 1998
Joe woke to drops of water flicking his left foot, Quetzalcoatl spitting blood.
Larry wanted to start work at nine. Joe felt like the smell of the preschool was going to
make him feel funky, again.
Larry was almost done with the painting when Joe got to the school.
“Hey, Joe. If you had a phone, um, yeah. Rachel and I had a fight. I didn t feel
like sitting in a bar drinking.” Larry scratched his left shoulder.
“When did you get here?” Joe asked. .
“Been here since, maybe midnight. Had some of that stuff Carl sent up here. Got
into the whole abriqness of it. That was the best word I learned in Lebanon.” Larry
dipped the roller into the paint and rolled a layer of paint onto the wall. Joe felt offended
that Larry had done the job without him.
“So, you want to finish up yourself, then?” Joe tried to make his voice as
innocuous as possible.
“I realized something, Joe. My mind’s full of nonsense. Utter fucking nonsense.
Larry squeezed the excess paint out of the roller. It bubbled up around the sides and
settled back into the tray.
“You sound like Dad.” Joe meant it as a compliment.
“That’s why I miss your dad, Joe. At least he has the courage to feel something.
You gotta give him that.” Larry looked up at Joe. Joe wasn’t ready for this at nine in the
morning.
“I bought all the noise for burbot lines.” Joe put his hands under his suspenders.
“You told Ira and Audrey you’re a quarter Washoe?” Larry kept his face on Joe.
Joe knew that he was dangling the hook in front of his eyes like the mountain offering the
sun a place to rest.
“Between heaven and earth.” Joe looked at his hands.
“Ira asked me, I pretended not to hear.” Larry started painting again.
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“You ever hear Dad say that thing about, um, if you can spin into it, you can spin
out of it?” Joe repeated one of Dad’s former mantras.
“Looks like I won’t need you to work today, Joe.” Larry stood up and gave Joe a
hug.
Letting go, Joe asked, “Larry, what do the Chinese characters on your arm
mean?”
“Glorious Sparkling Stone.” Larry was already painting again.
(((((((((())))))))))
Patrick told Joe that the Tanana Camp Grounds on Chena Pump Road was a good
place to set lines for burbot because there was no hiking involved. With the four inches
of fresh snow on the ground, Joe didn’t want to chance taking Blue Thunder out. Since
he had the whole day free, he decided to walk the seven miles. He caught a small burbot
and ate it raw. After eating, he checked all seven lines, pulling in a nice-size fish that
would end up going to Varya.
(((((((((())))))))))
Audrey took him back two days later, with Joe’s homemade ice hammer rattling
in the back of her old Toyota pick-up. Joe had found an old shower rod behind his house
and duct taped four dead D batteries to the end of it. Passing the clock at Fred Meyer,
Joe noticed that it was zero degrees. He couldn’t remember a time when it had been that
cold in Tahoe.
The snow crunched under their feet. The ice on the river was about three inches
thick. He kept hammering until water flowed up over the pieces of shattered ice. Joe
wanted Audrey to pull the lines in for luck. Seeing the first fish startled her. The first
four had good-sized burbots. Joe watched the fish trying to twist their way back to the
river with snow sticking to their skin. Breaking the ice on the fifth line, Joe went splash
as the weight of the hammer pulled him off balance and the old shower rod sunk. The
water was up to Joe’s waist. He quickly pulled down a thin alder tree to which he had
attached the line and pulled himself back toward the shore. Halfway out of the water, the
branch broke and Joe fell in all the way. The cold came into him like electricity into a
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light filament. The current pulled his legs under the ice. Audrey took an alder log and
pushed it into Joe’s chest, screaming for him to take it. He got his balance and was able
to get back onto the shore. His legs were numb already, the light of the cold wanting to
grow. Audrey made him take his clothes off as soon as he got into the car. She gave him
a gray wool blanket that was full of dirt, turned the heater up all the way and drove back
toward town.
Looking at himself in the mirror to see if he was turning blue, he saw a flash of
blood from a cut on his forehead.
“I got the fish,” Audrey said to make small talk. Joe heard them in the back
trying to find the river again. Instead, he made a little tent with himself and the blanket
over the heater vent. The blanket was too small and he felt that his ass was open to the
cold air. Audrey wanted to take him to the hospital but he said that he couldn’t afford it,
that he only needed warmth. She turned the car around.
Audrey took him to her dad’s house on Rosie Creek, about seven miles from the
Tanana Campground. She knocked over a Rubbermaid trashcan pulling into the garage.
Joe wondered if someone would scream about the spilt trash as she pulled him into her
bedroom. He got under the covers immediately and she brought him a small white space
heater. As the warmth started to flow back into him, the light on the front of the heater
went out. The resonance of the cold shook in the spaces between his vertebrae again.
He wanted to call his family, but Anishta would laugh at him, Uncle Carl would
say that he should have used the bowline knot, Paul would want to know if Audrey did
any mouth-to-mouth, Dad would beat himself up for not being there and Great Uncle
Yorick would talk about how the Maigue River swallowed his grandfather’s soul and
Mom. The sound of the word made Joe stop. Mom. Mom would know a way to make
the ice smooth again, to get the brightness of the cold out.
It took a full hour under the covers for him to warm up. Audrey was on the phone
talking to her Mom, who used to be a nurse. She kept making Joe drink water. There
was something tumbling in the dryer with a zipper. It seemed logical that it was his
clothes in there, but what the hell was he wearing that had a zipper? It should have been

all Velcro and buttons. Maybe Audrey was drying something else with his clothes, but
that would compromise efficiency.
Audrey came in while he was dressing. Joe appreciated her not looking away
from his nakedness as if it were something hideous. Audrey’s mom wanted to talk to Joe.
She asked if heat was still giving him the chills. He said he was feeling better now, a
little overwhelmed. Audrey took the phone again and hung up, saying

ct’ap art o.

“Can I ask you something, Joe?”
Joe leaned his head down as if he was going to weep and she patted him on the
neck with her warm hand.
“Mom said if we were out camping, I would have to warm you up with my body.”
Joe started laughing for the first time. Immediately the thought of her naked had
him looking toward the middle of her body. The ship rose on the tide. Audrey pulled the
blanket away from his body.
(((((((((())))))))))
Audrey was running her finger along the scars on Joe’s back.
“Did you fall into a blender?” Audrey asked. Joe told her that he had spent a
year in jail and his second cellmate raped him. He had held a knife to Joe’s back and got
excited when he came and couldn’t help pushing the blade into Joe’s skin. Audrey
nodded her head, wrapped the cord around the heater and waited for Joe to walk out of
her room. Joe felt like he had broken the sanctuary of warmth with his lie.
Audrey wanted to check the other lines. Joe borrowed an ice pick from the
garage. The burbot twirled around in the bloody water. Someone had checked the lines,
replacing the whitefish with pieces of liver in red mesh. The thief had left a few minutes
before Audrey and Joe arrived, because the ice above the holes had barely started to
crystallize. He stepped behind a stand of cottonwood trees to pee and noticed a large
yellow P in the snow, which he took to be Patrick’s signature.
“He left his signature in piss over here,” Joe said.
“Joe, I’m not very fond of the whole, um, talking while peeing thing.” Audrey
got into the car. Joe zipped up, got in the car and apologized. Audrey didn’t want to hear
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the apology because it made her hear the sound of peeing. Joe talked about how scared
he was with the current trying to pull him under the ice and Audrey said that he would
not have been able to break through from underneath. They stopped at a coffee shop and
Joe bought Audrey a small teddy bear, which she made him return because stuffed
animals scared her in the dark, and Ira would be jealous.
Driving back to Joe’s cabin, Joe couldn’t figure out why Patrick would think that
he had the right to take fish from lines he hadn’t set out himself. Audrey turned up the
music of Mississippi John Hurt. Joe waited for a pause in the song to start the
conversation again.
((((((((((((()))))))))))))
Joe slid the knife in the burbot’s Adam’s apple and cut all the way to the fish’s
anus. The guts were warm somehow. He ran his hand around in the water, wondering if
the doctor performing his autopsy would feel the same sensation of sliminess. He soaked
the fillets in limejuice and walked to church to invite Father Michael.
Father Michael had trimmed his gray beard almost down to the skin, giving his
face a semi-transparent quality that scared Joe into thinking that soon he would come into
the church and find a different priest.
“You wouldn’t happen to feel like coming over for dinner?” Joe asked, his Giants
hat in his hand.
“I have to pass tonight, Joseph. My brother’s in town.” Father Michael touched
Joe’s arm, dissolving his disappointment.
(((((((((())))))))))
Varya took a translucent bone from the burbot head out of her mouth. Kalaya had
taken a bowl from the head soup and was going to town. He was wearing a suit because
he had come straight from a job interview.
“I got a letter from Great Uncle Yorick. He used to like to read us letters.” Joe
opened the letter, smelling the old newspaper feel of Great Uncle Yorick’s house.
Prayevery day in a small dark room and before you pray, think o f nothing only
the prayer. Because I have nothing to say, I only remember this verse that I read last
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week. Oh... did you Yahoo me yet, i f you did, I don’t know how to do all that stuff that
Anishta showed me on the computer. Cheap old men will try to learn to yahoo because
they hate to buy stamps and walking to the post office. Your Dad been taking care o f my
driveway. D on’t yahoo me too much. My address is yorick78@yahoo.com. Seventyeight is fo r my age. P.S. think about your Grandpa Liam once in a while now and I ’m
glad to hear that y o u ’ve been helping out at the Catholic Church.
“I didn’t know you could do an Irish accent like that,” Patrick said. Joe nodded,
embarrassed by the compliment.
“Kalaya, is email the same as yahoo?” Joe asked.
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5. Quetzalcoatl Falls in Love with Niobe’s Synesthesia
Trying to sleep, Joe heard tires crushing snow, the clank of metal against metal.
A loud slam was followed by a thump against his cabin. Joe looked out the window at
some oblong shape on the deck. His fear turned the shape into the mouth of a dead
moose, but it was only Larry’s barbecue. The headlights beamed at him for a moment
and went off. Larry came out of the truck stumbling and laughing. In the light from the
console, Joe distinguished a cut on his cheek and a line of blood below his nose that had
dried. He sat down on the porch to wait. Joe thought he might pass out and, not wanting
to drag the drunken pig inside, opened the door. Larry got up laughing and stumbled
through the door.
Joe gave him a Band-Aid for the cut on his cheek, which he couldn’t manage to
open. Joe pulled the strips apart and handed him the Band-Aid. Larry tried to put it on
the wrong way, it fell off and stuck to itself.
“Was that my barbecue?” Larry asked.
“Borrowed it from you today, as a fact of matter.”
If he hit Larry smack dab on the temple with the toaster, he wouldn’t have to
listen to another word.
“I brought Rachel down to my level.” Larry started sobbing. Joe took the toaster
and put it under the sink.
“If you want to punch me or something...” Joe wanted to dissolve the
awkwardness of the situation.
“I realized, um, if you’re drunk, all you have to do is wear clean clothes and
people won’t bother you.” Larry took off his shirt and wiped the peanut shells onto the
floor. There were bruises on his chest and back. Joe handed him a t-shirt.
“You want to lie down?”
“Now, I have a clean shirt, let’s go back out and kick that Mexican’s ass.” Larry
picked up a glass of water from the table and drank. Joe watched his Adam’s apple pull
the water down.
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“I have to work with Spiridon tomorrow.” Joe looked at a box of Lipton Rose
Tea. If he made the tea, he would be up, they could hear the noise of the bar, maybe Ira
would be ready for his love.
“Your dad, he’d go with me in a second.” Larry filled himself another glass of
water.
“All right, then.” Joe reached his hand toward the thin rose.
(((((((((((())))))))))))))
“You happen to have any of that strong kalle weed left?” Kalaya asked, stepping
off his bicycle.
“Never thought I’d say this about greenery, but even one hit is too much for me.”
Joe took the bag out from beside his bed and handed it to Kalaya. The sound of footsteps
approached.
It was Patrick. His face was red like Santa Claus.
“Thought that was Dolores’s bike there, Joe. Hey there, Kalaya.” Patrick slipped
his shoes off and came in.
“I was just going to give Kalaya a ride home. Why don’t you come?

Joe

panicked a little at the appearance of tw o faces in his house.
“Can I warm up first? My inner thighs are kinda numb.” Patrick sat down and
started flipping through the math book that was on the table. Joe pulled the milk crate
from under the table and sat dow n on it. Patrick took a pipe out of his backpack, packed
it and offered it to Kalaya. Kalaya took a small hit and Patrick told him to take the whole
thing down, that he had scored a bunch from Arturo. Joe was annoyed at the smoke in
his cabin.
Varya had thrown Patrick out of the house when she found a Hustler Magazine
under the oven. Patrick walked all the w ay with the magazine in the pocket of his jacket.
Kalaya teased Patrick for not throwing the magazine away.
“That’s nine bucks, almost an hour’s work.” Patrick, seeming to realize the
humor in his situation, laughed with abandon. He sounded like a walrus.
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“Easy now, we don’t want you to die laughing.” Kalaya wrapped the string
around his teabag and threw it into the trash. Joe liked the feeling of being high without
smoking.
Halfway between Joe’s house and College Comer, Blue Thunder s engine
sputtered and refused to continue. Patrick asked Kalaya to ride his bike with the small
gas container but Kalaya had left his front tire leaning against Joe’s porch.
All three of them started walking toward the gas station. The cold was electrified
by the sunlight coming through the birch trees. They passed a cabin where Kalaya s
friend Hayden lived.
“A fuel gage is easy to fix, Joe.” Patrick walked toward the green outhouse
painted with transparent yellow moons above a man who seemed to be dissecting his own
stomach. The lower intestines were of almost photographic detail. Joe connected the
name Hayden to the guy with the turquoise stone.
“I went by miles for a while, and then the odometer went kaputski.” Joe wanted
to look in the window to see if it was the same Hayden who punched a hole in Joe’s
throat for the light to get in.
“Doesn’t this look like a lot of work to paint an outhouse door?” Patrick asked,
running his hand over the plywood fresco. Joe dug a hole in the snow with the tip of his
shoe.
“Varya told me you fucked Dolores.” Patrick stormed out of the bathroom and
pushed Joe. Joe opened his hands in askance, feeling like Patrick wanted him to take part
in a cartoon. Patrick pushed again. Joe tapped him lightly underneath the chin and
Patrick started swinging. Joe tapped Patrick on the back of the head like he did with
Don, but Patrick landed a punch on Joe’s collarbone followed by a shot to the stomach.
Joe hit Patrick three times in the face, fast. Left, right, left. Patrick went down on the
snow.
Kalaya got between the combatants.
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“Calm down, Joe,” Kalaya said. Joe stood for a moment and looked at what he
had done. He saw Patrick drooling blood onto the snow, already feeling the pain hum in
his knuckles.
“You done, Joseph?” Kalaya asked.
“Yeah.”
“You can box.”
“The Duppy Conqueror.” Joe started to walk into the street and Kalaya pulled
him back again. Two more steps and his skull would have been a hood ornament. A
police car flashed its lights and spit out a stalky Filipino guy with a gallon ranger hat. He
handcuffed Joe, searched him and lowered his head into the back of the squad car. Larry
pulled in behind the squad car.
Through the defroster lines in the back window, Joe watched Kalaya and the
policeman pick Patrick up off the ground. Larry was waiting his turn to save the day.
Joe thought about whether or not Blue Thunder was going to be impounded. And how
would Kalaya get home if someone stole his front wheel?
The officer got back in the car finally. His nametag read Officer Mario. Joe
asked him to direct Kalaya to borrow his car so that it wouldn’t get impounded.
“Not going to press charges. We need to take you in. Its pour tirty now. You
might get out tonight.” Officer Mario spoke with a thick Filipino accent.
“Oppicer Roper will take him ober there.”
Joe’s mind kept going back to the water. Anishta bought him a reprint of
Winslow Homer’s painting “The Gulf Stream.” He hadn’t seen the painting after the
night Dolores spent in his cabin.
Joe remembered Grandma Hanora’s funeral in seventh grade. Going in, Uncle
Carl told him that it took a man to cry, but the tears wouldn’t come out. Joe felt bad for
not being able to cry.
(((((((((())))))))))
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In the Fairbanks Correctional Center, there were phones everywhere. In the
healing circle, twenty- four out of thirty people were Native. They moved Joe into the A
dorm. The smell reminded Joe of the dumpster behind the pizza place in Tahoe.
Trying to fall asleep, Joe drummed his fingers against the mattress, creating a
space in his mind between his finger hitting the bed and the sound. A series of memories
flashed before Joe’s mind. He saw Anishta’s face as she dropped him off at Harrah’s to
catch the shuttle to Reno,—the eye of the dead rabbit, Larry’s truck as he ran off into the
woods to get away from Janet,—the voice of Cave Rock, Rachel s eyebrows,

Ira

swaying back and forth holding a cigarette,—fear not being able to break through his
stupidity, the sweat on Audrey’s forehead as she ate kim-chee,

the sound of sawdust,

Patrick flinging his hair out of the way so he could tie the lead weight onto his line,

the

taste of air, Varya’s throat as she told him where she found the wood to carve her
mask,— trying to see through Dolores’s hair while they were making love, Father
Michael’s bottle of Windex in the church bathroom,—Dad’s face as he realized he was in
the water.
Joe turned from his left side to lay flat on his back. The room started to sway as if
a huge set of hands were trying to pry it loose from the Earth. The light bulb above him
went out. He tried to wake the drunk guy, but the shaking was an extra blanket to him.
The aftershocks continued all night. Joe fell asleep trying to distinguish between
aftershocks and the beating of his heart.

157

6. Quetzalcoatl Puts his Tongue in a Black Hole
Inside the Laundromat, Joe was watching his clothes swirl as they dried. The
buzzing of the machines mixed with the smell of soap and the flickering of the florescent
lights. The collective movement of the laundry reminded Joe of seeing Dolores and
Varya and a group of other Yup'ik women dancing with fans made of caribou hair.
“We’re not supposed to eat berries when we pick em. They tell us we’ll get a
stomach ache.” The woman’s old face shone in the semi darkness. Joe reached down on
the carpet and the woman leaned over to try to help him, asking what he had lost. She
picked up the pipe and handed it to him. He couldn’t look at her face as he walked away.
Joe walked around for a while, the sound of the drums fading, the shame at seeing
the woman again, the taste of the air, the sawdust smell in his skin.
He looked at the points of light resting on the shiny surfaces of the washing
machines. There were four light sources. Joe saw a bald woman unloading her laundry
from the back of a pick-up. She set one bag down by the door and crawled back into the
truck. She crawled back out of the truck, holding the detergent and a bungee cord. Her
pockmarked face reminded him of Uncle Carl. He quickly went out the door to help
bring the laundry in. She told him to keep his hands to himself. Like a thwarted bull, he
hid himself from her eyes, as if he was ashamed of waiting for his laundry.
He felt like cutting his finger off and rubbing the bloody stub across her tongue.
Approaching the door, he watched his reflection approach itself to melt into the
blue of the cold air. A teenage boy with four nose rings and pink streaks in his hair asked
Joe if he wanted to have a snowball fight. Joe pretended not to hear.
Mytongue a sword o f ash. Joe felt the quarters in his pocket. He moved the out
of order sign aside and put his quarters in. There were no lights. He plugged it in and
played. One of the flippers didn’t work. The Burmese lady who worked at the counter
with a face like a dried apple walked over to him and waited for the ball to go down the
drain.
“No money back.” She pushed him out of the way and replaced the out of order
sign.

158

“I didn’t ask for it back.”
“You leave sign alone.” The woman looked at Joe like he was a disease.
“What’s your name?”
“Dai. Right here, on my nametag.”
“The sign’s still there for the next person,” Joe said.
“You ignore sign again, I’ll kick you out.” Dai unplugged the machine.
“But you made money. Fifty cents for ten seconds.” Joe spread his hands.
“No rules, no people.” Dai picked up an empty box of detergent and flattened it
in her hands.
“Sorry.”
Back at her desk, Dai brushed her hair out of her face. She walked toward Joe
again, dropping two quarters back into his hand. When she went to check on the shower,
Joe put the quarters into the street fighter game and watched the guy get beat up without
being able to fight back. It felt like the guy 011 the screen was exactly him.
Joe needed air again. Walking outside, a raven was eating dog food from the
back of a pick-up truck. He looked at the shiny feathers and the steam coming out of the
beak and SPLAT. Joe tackled the kid and threw him into the snow bank, cutting his hand
on a spiked bracelet. They ran and dove around cars until a skinny guy popped out from
behind the insurance office and told them to stop making noise. They were scaring the
customers away from the building.
“We haven’t hit anyone but ourselves.” Joe pictured breaking a chicken’s neck.
“There’s a vacant lot twenty feet across the road, there.”
“You can’t have a snowball fight in a vacant lot, lank-dick. Nothing to fuckin
hide behind.” The kid threw a snowball at the guy. The guy ran back inside, dropping an
expensive cigarette lighter, which the kid immediately stomped on.
Dai came out and asked them to stop because the guy from next door complained.
“I don’t mind you play out.” Dai looked at Joe’s face, again.
“Fuck you, gook.” He tried to throw a snowball at her and Joe deflected it a
moment after it left the kid’s hand.
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“That’s not it, kid.” Joe shook his head.
“What is this, your mother?” the kid asked. Dai walked back inside and watched
from the door.
“No reason to live if you can’t respect people.” Joe picked up the broken lighter.
“Fuck you, retard,” the kid said and ran away. Joe was shaking a little as he
walked back into the Laundromat. Dai was behind the counter counting out quarters for
Arturo. Joe looked at him and nodded his head in acknowledgment, in his blood hoping
that Dolores hadn’t told him. Arturo left without looking at Joe.
Outside, Joe saw a black Labrador running loose, ears flapping about his head like
an owl’s wings in slow motion. It was near the intersection of University and College.
Joe opened the door and the dog noticed a foreigner approaching. It ran into the middle
of the intersection. For some reason, the cars were stopped on all sides and the people
should have seen the dog. It’s hard to see the world. For the drivers of their vehicles,
listening to their music, watching the snowfall, the white clouds of exhaust, the dog was
hidden because it shouldn’t have been there. Joe whistled for the dog. The whining of
brakes approached, annoyed at the hang-up. Joe saw his hind leg lit up in the iridescence
of brake lights and then he was gone. Joe walked back to the Laundromat, thinking that
he wanted to see the dog cause an accident and walk away unscathed. A part of him also
wanted the dog killed for disobedience.
(((((((((())))))))))
They were waiting at Audrey’s house before going down to a cabin in Healy.
Kalaya was coming over to deliver a bag of weed. Audrey unfolded her napkin and
refolded it into smaller and smaller triangles until it was an oval. Joe leaned back in his
chair.
“Watch out, Joe, you might knock the fishbowl over.” Audrey pointed. Joe
turned around to look at the fish, which was sleeping in the bottom of his bowl. Calcite
stains like rings around Jupiter were all the way down to the bottom of the glass. Joe
remembered the National Geographic shows about crocodiles in drying waterholes.
“Is he dead?” Ira asked.
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“You killed my fish, Joe.”
“I never.” Joe spun around to look and fell out of his chair. Audrey and Ira
started laughing.
“Expunged,” Ira said, raising her eyebrows.
“That woke the fish up. I was messing with you,” Audrey said. The fish was
agitated.
“He thinks its feeding time because there’s movement.” Audrey took her napkin
and wiped the dust off the outside of the bowl.
“That’11 teach him the value of a dollar,” Joe said with a British accent.
Joe finished his tea and put his cup in the sink. He didn’t know if she would want
him to wash it or not.
“I was walking into the bus station and this black lady holding the door for me
said, ‘You better run.’ And I ran away.” Joe laughed at himself.
“Herman might be too old to be worth it. What am I going to do with a bunch of
beta babies anyway?” Audrey asked.
“You could sell them back to the fish store,” Joe suggested.
“Guess someone was saying that you can just let em eat the babies. Save money
on fish food.” Ira’s magnetic hair spun around the water of her eyes. Joe took a pocket
mirror from Audrey’s bathroom and tried to put it in front of the fish.
“Don’t, that pisses him off,” Ira said.
“She cares more about the fish than I do.” Audrey watched, seeming both
disappointed and proud of her fish.
“He’s changing colors.” Joe closed the eyeliner kit and put it back in the
bathroom.
“I think he eats his tail.” Ira tapped on the glass with the fat of her index finger.
“Was it you who told me that fish cough, Ira?” Joe took off his glasses and
scratched the bridge of his nose.
“That’s what I wanted to tell you, Joe. I know someone who saved your life
beside Audrey.”
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“Saved my life, like pulled me from a burning building?” Joe asked.
“Don’t ask me how I know this, other than the fact that I now work with Arturo s
brother George. Anyway, he was going to shoot your ass for fucking Dolores. And
George talked him out of it.”
(((((((((())))))))))
At the cabin in Healy, the cold percolated in through the comers of Joe’s sleeping
bag. Joe was afraid. Arturo may have thought Healy was a better place to kill Joe than
Fairbanks. Joe wondered about the appearance of the gun that was meant to kill him.
How was it that steel felt colder than the air around it?
(((((((((())))))))))
Hey,Knee.

—

Hey, Brother. Why are you calling me at two AM? I do, work. I work, you know?
— Sounds like you have a cold.
— Stress has been making my ears plug up.
— I f you

’d , u m .

—What?
—

-Iwas going to burn my face o ff on the range because Ira hurt my feelings.

—No, I can’t take this, Joe.
— I fell in the river. I told you?
—You told Paul.
—

-Iremembered something when I was almost freezing. You remember when we got

robbed and that kid was trying to get us out o f the truck?
—I saw the ax coming toward my head. I remember Mom and Dad fighting about
having dope in the house. She broke the TV with the gold channel dial.
That’s what they came for! Never thought about that. I wanted the guy to think that
there were bullets in the gun. I specifically remember thinking that.
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7. Quetzalcoatl’s Ash Sword Spills Water Over the Edge
February 13, 1998
Joe woke up at 4:30, thinking that he heard a bear. He opened his eyes and heard
scratching. The bear was coming in. He looked around and nothing. Only the kettle and
the heat seeping out of the stove. He opened his eyes and the sound was closer this time,
inside the house. There was nothing, dull silence. He opened his eyes again, to make
sure and realized at once that the sound came from his eyelashes scratching against the
sleeping bag.
Joe called the only person he knew who might answer the phone at five thirty in
the morning.
“Young Sue and I made a deal. She quits drinking and I throw the bone dust to
the wind.” Paul turned on the water. Joe imagined the thin meniscus rising up the
scratches in the stainless steel.
“How are you doing on that?”
“I was starting to be clear and then tonight, I needed to get out of this dead
feeling.”
Paul had some Bad Brains playing in the background. Fly

Soul Craft.

“Is that the CD I got you for your birthday?” Joe asked.
“Yeah. You were in my dream the other night, pulling photographs out of your
stomach.” Paul burped. Joe thought it was for effect.
“You’d like this place. I’m in Denali, the mountains are so big it feels like the
world could blow up and you’d be safe.”
“Sounds like a postcard. I won five hundred bucks with a shot of Uncle Carl
splicing wires,” Paul said.
“He’ll want half if you tell him.”
“I gave it all to him. He needs it more than me, right now.”
“Mom thinks he’s not working by choice.” Joe put his pinky into the hole in the
zipper.
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“Anyway, I was bombing. This lady wouldn t let me on the plane.
“You didn’t try to take a picture of her ass?”
“Come on, Joe.”
“The manager boss guy, whatever, had a taco bell bag in his hand.
“I miss you, Paul.”
“The guy sees that his employee is being thoroughly abusive, jumps over a big
suitcase.”
“Bosses are funny when they take things too seriously.
“Guy trips over the bag. The entire contents of the Taco Bell bag spill out as the
guy reaches out so that he doesn’t fall on his face. He gets up bleeding.
“Classic.”
“He’s an inch from her face, telling her to hit return twice. She hits it once. He
says ‘Twice means two times.’ She socked the fuckhead.
“So, they let you on the plane?”
“Flight was cancelled anyway. You should do a little old-fashioned star gazing.”
“Too cold.”
“You know what I mean by star

gazingT

“Its Great Uncle Yorick’s voice you’re doing. I recognize that.”
“You never realized why he calls everyone Star Gazer?”
“Lunatic.”
“No, Joe. Star Gazing, in Shakespeare’s day, meant masturbating.”
“I spilled water on it and the smell was so strong I knew exactly where you got it
from. Lampe Park, Gardnerville.”
“Actually, I got it from inside Cave Rock. Just kidding, you’re right.
Joe hung up the phone. He sat for a long time staring at the piss stain on the
lampshade.
“We could stuff firecrackers in Audrey’s nose and she wouldn’t wake up.” Ira
walked down the stairs and sat down next to Joe.
“Thank you.” Joe watched a quarter slide out of her pocket.
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“For what?” Ira asked.
“For not being able to sleep, either,” Joe took the quarter and put it on the
nightstand.
“Came down to tell you to shut the fuck up.

Ira patted Joe on the back.

“She was trying to convince me to let you watch us last night. Ira drank water.
“Don’t tell me that.” The blood expanded in Joe’s chest, making him feel like his
ribcage was bigger than the room. Ira pulled a piece of duct tape off the side of the couch
and reattached it. She took the whole thing off and threw it toward the trash. She fiddled
with the damper on the fireplace, making a squeaking noise like a fingernail over a
chalkboard. She moved toward him from the fireplace. They started kissing. Her face
and the weight of her breath were upon his chest. She paused for a moment.
“You’re a good kisser.”
“You, too.”
They kept going. Joe was worried that Audrey would come down. Then he
thought if he lasted a long time, maybe Audrey would come down and join in the
festivities. Ira came three times.
“Hurry up,” Ira said.
“Let me come on your butt,” Joe said, watching Ira lean over the couch. Her butt
bouncing against the crux of his hips got him there. The first projectile landed in her hair
and the rest rained down on her back. Exhausted, he wiped his cum off her back with the
inside of his sweater and watched her walk back upstairs. Joe rubbed his chest with his
left hand, trying to make himself believe that Ira had stayed to hear the sound of skin
under her hand.
Audrey and Ira both were asleep. Joe walked over to the restaurant to get them
some breakfast. Spaced out walking into the door, Joe knocked the waitress and a box of
toothpicks over. He kneeled down and helped her pick them up. She was flustered and
thin and elegant and had a tattoo that Joe could see through her white t-shirt. It looked
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like a Hokusai butterfly design. We have drunken our water fo r money; our wood is sold
unto us. Our necks are under persecution: we labour, and have no rest.
Joe took his thumbnail off and put it on the table. He tried to push it under the
table and it landed on the side of his shirt. There was a tacky picture on the wall of a
little boy flying a kite. Someone had tried to draw blood onto the boy’s hands with a red
ink pen.
Joe thought that if he started to talk, they would have to kill him. Uncle Carl with
a map of Vietnam on his face, Dad sawing through his own ribs with disappointment in
the world, knocking the kite out of the little boy s hand. Anishta was there, too,
convincing him to cut the kite and let it go off into the sky with the birds and the clouds.
She would kill him because he had to believe in her.

Joe panicked when he looked up from the water running off hands to see his face.
The fear on his face, he had to wash it away because the world would see it. A little girl
walked through the door, said

ops,and walked out. She had to be the same

was throwing the silly putty, but where was her brother? Joe took his sweater off and put
it on the floor. The broken lighter from the insurance salesman fell out of the pocket. It
looked unreal, as if it had no right to be floating above the tile. He thought that someone
might have peed there and made a perch of hand towels. He filled the sink and put his
face into the cold water. Forgive me.
The old man who served the pancakes came in.
“You all right there, son?” he asked while peeing, risking electrocution, proud of
not being afraid of the spark from the throat, the invisible red streaking out of the water
and stopping his heart.
“I got some Tabasco on my shirt.” Joe nodded to show he was all right.
“Matthew F. Kane,” the man extended his hand. Joe closed his eyes as he gripped
the man’s hand, expecting the light to fill his chest.
He returned to the table and saw the white take-out boxes for Audrey and Ira.
The check came to twenty-seven dollars. He had forgotten his wallet in the cabin. He
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left his stuff and ran, smooth and fast and above the world, through the trees where the
bears could be, sliding on the snow turning up the slight hill toward the cabin. He ran
past where he thought the cabin was because Audrey’s truck was gone.
The doors were locked and his stuff was lying beside the door. Joe threw an old
piston case through the window and knocked the rest of the glass out with his palm. He
climbed into the cabin, taking his wallet off the table. There was no cash. He knew that
they were fighting, that they might leave, but why in god’s name would they take his
cash? The snow and the ravens and the clean air were disappointed in him.
It came to him. They knew he was lying about being Washoe, knew that his
words didn’t match his face and this was his punishment. He walked back toward the
restaurant slowly, unwilling to part with his sweater or their breakfast, which would be
lunch and dinner.
The woman who spilled the toothpicks was wiping his table when he came back
in the door. She uncrumpled the check and put it back on the table.
He asked the woman if he could work off the bill. She went looking for her
brother. He came out and said that since the young man had already been good enough to
help pick up the toothpicks, he would let him clean the grease trap, the walk in, the dishes
and sweep the driveway, instead of giving up his jacket.
Joe threw himself into cleaning the kitchen. He cleaned the grease trap, the walk
in refrigerator, the food containers, and the whole back of the restaurant. He was careful
not to let the wound on his forearm touch anything. Matthew F. Kane told Joe a story
about getting in his car after a fight with his wife and running over the best dog ever.
The owner said that he was hired if he wanted to stay there for a while and make
some money. Joe made up his mind to walk back to Fairbanks.
He got off the road and walked on the snowmachine tracks. He somehow got
between a calf moose and her mother. The sound of a snowmachine scared the moose
away. Joe looked both ways but couldn’t see the headlight. It was the very same
headlight that Joe had kicked earlier, when he found out Ira and Audrey abandoned him
to his own fate. The kid didn’t see Joe until it was too late. He swerved into a spruce
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tree, his blood bubbling up around a branch stuck in his throat. Joe ran back and forth
between the kid and the snowmachine. He was choking on his blood. Joe took his
pocketknife and pushed it through the triangle below the kid’s Adam’s apple. He pulled
the membrane aside and felt the warm air rush out. Joe held the hole open. There had to
be something around to stuff in the hole so that the kid could breathe while Joe drove him
back to town for help. He took the blue pipe out of his pocket and stuffed the stem into
the hole. The kid passed out, but he the warm breath was coming out of the pipe.
Joe threw the firewood out of the sled to make room. He pulled the snowmachine
back from around the tree and started it. Stopping every couple hundred yards to make
sure that the kid was still breathing; Joe felt darkness flooding toward his head. It was
the same thing that moved his hand when he found the opium, the same thing that ran out
of the bathroom when he knew Andrew Woodhouse had slit his wrist and was about to
shoot someone, that made him say he was Washoe because he ignored the blood moving
over the bathroom tile, right there in the airport. A pike moved under the water behind
his ski-track like the tail of a comet.
Anishta was laughing because they would throw Joe in jail for stuffing a dirty
pipe into someone’s trachea, Dad laughed at the way Joe cut himself down to stay away
from the lightning and ice, Uncle Carl because he didn’t know how to tie-wire. Joe
stopped again to make sure the kid was breathing.
The blood on the kid’s neck was already coagulating. The snowmachine stalled.
Joe savagely pulled at the cord. He forgot to raise the choke. The sound kept pulling,
cutting through what was in front of his eyes, spitting out memories like sawdust. He felt
the way the rabbit’s eyes at Cave Rock filled him with the heaviness of the world.
Joe drove off the trail into the open water of the Brushkana River. The river still
and moving at the same time. He saw the boy on the back of the sled, the bolt in the
snow that unattached the sled from the back of the snowmachine, the boy s father coming
toward him breathing clouds.

168

(((((((((())))))))))

((((((((CO)))))))))

((((((((«))))))))))

(((((((((())))))))))

(((((((((())))))))))

(((((((((())))))))))

((«(((((())»))))))

(((((((((())))))))))

(((((((((())))))))))

(((((((((())))))))))

(((((((((()))))»»)

(((((«((())))))))))

Part IV: Patchakuti’s Dust

(((«((«())))))))))

((((((((to)))))))))

((((«(((())))))))))

((«(((((()))»)))))

(((«(«(())))))))))

((((((((CO)))))))))

(((((((((0)))))))))

(«(«((( 0»))))»)

(((((((((())))))))))
«(((«((())))))))))

((((««(())))))))))

<((((((((()))))))»)

169

He hathalso broken myteeth with gravel stones, he hath covered me with ashes.
And thou hast removed my soul fa r o ff from peace.
1. Patchakuti Opens his Throat for Water
March 14, 1998: Lake Tahoe
Anishta’s last clean shirt was a turtleneck. It felt like her neck needed to breathe.
Even when she took it off to take a nap, the choking feeling remained. Her eye twitched
and twitched. All day, Anishta was scared that Mom and Dad would come home and say
that she had destroyed the world. There was a knock at the door. It was a fireman who
looked like Mario’s older brother Harlin.
Watching The Price is

ight, Anishta turned around a mirror that was getting on
R

her nerves. Mom had the mirror there to give a little light to her dying rhododendron.
The light waves, focused by crossing through the mirror and the four panes of the slidingglass door, were at the point of catching the deck on fire. The firemen were shaking their
heads. A forest service guy pulled up and asked when the fire started. Before the
firemen could answer, Anishta said, “When the sun came up.”
The yellow stickers every square foot on the sliding-glass door reminded Anishta
of the time Joe ran through it. They were playing tag. She thought he was pretending to
be in pain to make her laugh, but the screams increased in intensity when he saw her
laughing. Dad took her to the store while they were waiting for the nurses to finish the
paperwork. He made her pick out a radio-controlled car and then they stopped in the pet
food aisle. He took a five-gallon fish tank and handed it to her. She knew it was to make
her feel better about the fact that Joe was getting something. She asked Dad if she could
give the tank to Joe and he put it back.
Uncle Carl came over, hoping to borrow money for gas. When Anishta said that
she had no money, he asked to siphon gas out of her tank. She went to the wall, took her
keys down and handed them over.
“Thanks, I just have to do a few things and then I’ll get it back.” Uncle Carl spun
the keys around his index finger.
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“Uncle Carl, what were you doing when Joe ran through the sliding-glass door?
Anishta asked.
“Think I was working as a liftie, then.” Uncle Carl stood by the railing, waiting
to go out.
“Seems like it was my fault, but Mom never yelled at me.” Anishta knew that she
had embarrassed Uncle Carl. He looked down at the beads on her key ring, running his
finger over them.
“You were just kids playing, Knee. Don’t exaggerate the worst in yourself, trust
me.” He looked her full in the face, the pockmarks from Agent Orange wavering in the
pool of icicle light.
Anishta looked at the specks of dust on Joe’s window. One of the windows was a
different color glass than the other. Before an Avalanche Patrol job interview, Joe threw
a Gatorade bottle through the window because he couldn’t find his wallet. Anishta
wondered why she kept thinking about broken glass, why she felt so good that she helped
him find the wallet and calm down.
(((((((((())))))))))
Anishta was watching a show about low-energy volcanoes when the phone rang.
Somehow the machine didn’t pick it up on the seventh ring. It was Travis Good, a
policeman in Healy asking her to sit down. She didn’t understand why a policeman
thousands of miles away would want her to sit down. She didn’t want to tell him that she
was sitting anyway. He said that his sister-in-law caught a pike with a human eyeball in
the stomach, that the eyeball belonged to Joe, based on a DNA sample of blood left on
the window of the Tolatos Cabin. No body yet, but there was no doubt that the eye had
been tom from the head

post mortem.

Anishta went into the bathroom to throw up. Cold tendrils of lightning shot
through her body. She took the dryer down from the rack and propped it up against a box
of tissue so that the warm current of air hit her forehead. She stepped out of time as black
bile ran down her throat, small drops caught in the current of air missing the toilet. She
wanted to put her hand in the water and drop the dryer in. So shall ye say unto Joseph,
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Forgive, I pray thee now, the trespass o f thy sister, her sin,

they did unto thee evil:

and now, we pray thee, forgive the trespass o f the servants o f the God o f thy father. And
Joseph wept when they spake unto him.
((«(((«(»))))))))
Anishta saw the blue jay approach the barbecue, steal a dried piece of meat and
fly off. Joe pulled a rubber band off a stack of baseball cards and set it on the beak of a
raven’s picture, National Geographic in Gold letters, June 1984. He was smaller than
her; she could feel the dominance of her size over him, the way she would have to save
breath inside herself for him. Paul, coming in with a white butterfly yo-yo, said there
was a burnt-down house on Upper Saddle. Joe wanted to collect all the Giants cards for
Great Uncle Yorick first. Anishta convinced him that quarters don’t bum. Maybe they d
find money enough to buy a whole box of Topps and Donrus cards.
They walked up the hill toward Heavenly Valley, passing Tahoe Seasons Resort
where there was an El

pV
irainball machine with a wire hanging from underneath th

they could pull for free games. If the Filipino guy with gray hair and a wart on his eye
was working, they weren’t allowed in there, though. The wind hissed through the pines.
They passed three red snow flowers, the guy’s house who owned two wolves, the
drainage ponds where they collected mosquito larva. Every time a mosquito appeared in
the jar, Anishta convinced Joe that the mosquito had eaten the little fish. She wanted to
tell him that the little fish were mosquitoes all along.
The burnt down house was only burned on the second floor. Joe and Paul
pretended the empty garage enough entertainment. Anishta opened the door, releasing
the wet smell of rotten wood. Up the hallway to the second floor, the walls burnt and
wrinkled like dried salmon skin.
The pitiless water wolf. How many ponds he emptied and how many pike he
sold.
Anishta found a blackened piggy bank full of dimes underneath the old water
heater. She took it in her hands and screamed.
“There’s a dead body in here!”
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Joe was halfway up the stairs. He saw her coming down and skedaddled, running
into an old coil of barbed wire and rolling onto a beehive. The bees stung at Anishta as
she tried to pull the barbed wire away without cutting him worse. His whimpering cries
drowned the blue from the sky. Stung and cut up at home, Anishta had the hydrogen
peroxide in her hand.
“I wasn’t really scared, I just didn’t want to get in trouble.” Joe was already
ashamed of the wounds because they showed the fear she could inspire in him.

(((((((((a))))))))))
Anishta got some mushrooms from Mario for Joe’s birthday, November 11,1986.
They went out to Hope Valley, a place filled with sage, sweet grass and a meandering
river. The thin layer of snow clung to the roots of the sage. Anishta felt that the lines of
her ribs were getting longer, that the blood in her chest was aware of itself, humming
with the magnetic resonance of the mushrooms. They heard a woman wail and scream as
someone murdered her children. Joe was laughing at the coyote when she jumped into
the river. The splash scared the coyote away, back into the whisper of snow.
She moved to the car fast, over the sage and through the small stand of aspen
trees, scared of hypothermia. Joe’s voice electrified the light coming through the
window. She couldn’t think of anything to say to her brother. She needed the light from
his face, but there was no way to get him to spill it.
((((((((((())))))))))
Dad asked Anishta to get firewood, his beard without a single gray hair. She hid a
steak knife in her sleeve. The firewood was below the deck, hidden behind the shadow of
the shed. Anishta hated lifting the tarp and getting the wood because of the spiders.
(((((((((())))))))))
Anishta peeled the label off a Lipton Brisk bottle and filled it halfway with water,
shaking the bottle so that tiny bubbles of air spun around and rose back up to rejoin the
air. She didn’t know whom to call first. Mom would come home and see her face, or
Dad or Great Uncle Yorick or Paul or Uncle Carl or Mario or the confused Forest Service
guy.
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Grandma Hanora locked her in her sculpture studio for pinching Joe’s ear with the
salad tongs. She was so mad that she considered ruining some of Grandma’s paintings.
Maybe it would be better to rip a few pages out of the art books. Then, she wouldn t be
in trouble right away. It had to be something Grandma would miss. Things were boring
until she came to “The Gulf Stream” by Winslow Homer. The sharks’ mouths rising out
of the water frightened her. There was a man in the center of the painting with nothing to
protect him but a pair of canvas pants. Grandma Hanora came in and pointed out a boat
that would save the black man.
Anishta thought it was the family on the boat who kicked him out. She couldn’t
remember what had made her mad in the first place, though. What had Joe done?
(((((((((())))))))))
Someone had to come home.
(((((((((())))))))))
Cave Rock, Joe jumped into the water with a plant stem in his hand. He put the
reed up right under the bow of the boat and breathed, trying to seem like he was
d ro w n in g — unaw are

of his shadow. Anishta put her head in the water and watched him

breathe like a boy.
Yatchakut:opens his throat at D e ’ek Wadapush.
(((((((((())))))))))
March 15, 1998
Anishta looked at her first written words on red construction paper. Mom had
dug them out. I lo Ve it when I ca ll maKe my brothEr

The appearance of the

construction paper was too sad for comment. Anishta needed to get in trouble again
because there was air in laughter, because of Uncle Carl sitting on the couch with messy
hair, Dad with a paper cut on his lip from smelling the baseball cards too energetically,
Mom’s worrying about dehydration from crying—Grandma Hanora s slippery path to
heaven, Paul pretending not to notice the smell of pot. Anishta asked him if he had his
camera surgically removed. He wouldn’t even smile.
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Anishta remembered being spanked for jumping on the bed while Joe was trying
to sleep. Why couldn’t she jump on the couch now?
The house looked brighter than usual today, as if it was trying to mask itself with
color. Blurred rainbows hung on the wall from a glass hummingbird. Anishta couldn’t
tell whether or not they were moving on the inside.
She opened the window to hear the stream.
“Easy with the fresh air, Knee,” Great Uncle Yorick said. She had forgotten he
was there. Everyone called her Knee, knowing it was Joe’s nickname. It was too much
for her, but she couldn’t ask them for space to breathe without causing pain. The
shadows of the road markers stretched all the way across the yard.
“Yorick, what’s the cheapest you remember a Giants game costing?” Dad asked,
his voice afraid of falling on itself.
“A dollar fifty. The Alou brothers were playing in the outfield. One summer, we
went down with me first taxicab and all three of them hit home runs.” Great Uncle
Yorick had a beer mug full of wine. The light held to the surfaces as he raised the glass
to his lips.
(((((((())))))))))
Mom closed her eyes in the airplane. There were concentric circles on the
seatback that muted the buzzing as they flew toward Joe’s body, buried in the ice like the
florescent light on the stewardess. Anishta had the stolen pain pills. The buzzing in the
concentric circles beyond her eyes, a brother. She hid shame foi a moment in the
buzzing, the woman coming to reach across Mom’s sweater with a cup of water, no ice.
Anishta wanted to make Dad put his hands together as the rhythm of her forehead
became concentric. He had to look in the light from the center of the buzzing, lifting his
finger to drown the blame.
The pike, starving and dying from dermal fibrosarcoma, was attracted by a
slipstream of blood coming off Joe’s hands. She tried to take a sample bite from the fat
under the index fi nger but the callus was too thick. She pulled away. If she gave up
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without eating, the cold spell would kill her. Joe’s eye twitched and she struck, freeing
Joe’s blood.
The world lost its ability to be concentric, because Anishta killed her little
brother. Ice cubes held the edges of light and clemency that made the buzzing plane feel
like it needed them to pray.

