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Editor's Note

My first encounter with Tidal Echoes was a copy which had been left at the Windfall Lake cabin. It was
a well-worn, and slightly water damaged copy, but nonetheless I was impressed at the professionalism of the
journal and the diversity of content within. I must admit that I truly contemplated taking this copy home
with me with the promise, of course, of returning it....one day. I resisted my sticky fingered urge and left the
copy. I am proud to say I now own my very own copy of that very same edition of the journal, and every edition published since. And my respect for the journal has grown with each of those editions.
As an editor of Tidal Echoes I have had the opportunity to witness every stage of the journal, from a stack
of submissions to hot off the press to bound journals. We put copious hours into every detail of the journal
from verifying each comma to exacting the color scale of the cover text; however, as important as these details are, they are not what makes Tidal Echoes the journal that it is. The mission of Tidal Echoes has always been
to represent the diverse voices of the community of Southeast Alaska, and that is not possible without your
submissions. Southeast Alaska is a vibrant, colorful community of talented individuals, and it is the diversity
of these voices that make the journal truly a work of art.
Having been born and raised in Juneau I find the unique voice of Southeast Alaska to be no surprise. The
talent and individuality of this beautiful place is strong and I am proud to be a part of collecting and showcasing these voices. My pursuit in the field of writing has come from the recognition of the power of expression
granted through writing and the further power derived from sharing that writing. It is just as important for
great writing and art to have a great audience and this is exactly what Tidal Echoes allows — for the voices of
this rich community to come together and to not only be collected, but shared. The inspiration that arises
from this journal far outreaches those immediately involved. I am honored to be involved in such a wonderful
endeavor and to be presenting the voices of our community.
In recognition of my first encounter with Tidal Echoes, each year since, I have legitimately obtained copies of the newest edition of the journal which I have placed on the shelf at Windfall cabin, in the same place I
happened to run across my first copy. To those of you with sticky fingers, who fall in love with the journal as I
have....please do not hesitate to take it with you. Share it with friends and family. All I hope is that once you
have enjoyed it, you wouldn't mind returning it... one day.

All the best,
Meghan Stangeland
Senior Editor
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Jonas Lamb
UAS Faculty,Juneau

Dear Toi
This piece came out of a poem letter exercise in response to Toi Derricotte's poem, "Cherry Blossoms." The line,
"are a branching heaven"isfrom Derricotte. Check out the Dear Poet Project at the Academy of American Poets to
learn more about opportunities to write letters to poets from the academy.
Dear Toi,
I went down to the front, to the borderlands, to where breath and blossoms touch each other wrapping and re-wrapping, embracing and rejecting touch and warmth and moisture and fragrance and
a dusting of dream or pollen or life and there I found, like you, so many people in various states
of celebration, some more aware of the fleetingness of the bloom, of the moment between bud,
bloom, bee and cherry.
Oh blossom
this breath of mine
returning your fragrance,
giving back to you
your breath
oh blossom
and my unbreathing
de-accelerating
the warming of this micro climate
micro moment
where we come close
but don't
kiss
but rather grow colder
unspring, unbloom
return again to bud
return to march
when we were both barer
both reaching
for what light could be had
even bare, Toi,
these cherry trees,
our outstretched arms
and hands
and fingers
and grasping
are a branched heaven
a blossom fluttering
8
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Jonas Lamb
UAS Faculty, Juneau

Light like coal
For Marc W and Marie 0. Words are worlds, Tlingit, a language rooted in place. Some Tlingit words, their
definitions and some word journeying.
t'ooch': black (coal) (n)
x'eishx'w: blue (bluejay) (n)
x'aan: red (fire) (n)
s'oow: greenstone (n)
or
asx'aan shiach'i: green bird (sparrows or fmches) (n)
sheix'w: orange (alder tree) (n)
dleit: white (snow) (n)
in the darkness of woodshed,
from light like coal
emerges jay, blue and rawkus
weaves its feathered wings
through red alder thicket
veiny green fluttering tree wings
soaring sunlight, climbing shadow
split but unstacked orange rounds
lay on the ground waiting for snow
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Gargirl
Richard Carter, UAS Student, Juneau
Painting

Tartarus
Richard Carter, UAS Student, Juneau
Painting
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ballerina 1
Chris Peloso, Juneau
Photography

robot 1
Chris Peloso, Juneau
Photography
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V

Jonas Lamb
UAS Faculty, Juneau

Dream Seed
and then the room unpeopled
unpartied, without deflatingun-this yeared and
was somehow new
even in the growing stillness
an old room,
in an old house,
a new year,
suddenly empty
nearby
bedroom sound
reaches out
spreading beneath doors
down stairs
like light but
for ears
hushed sound full
of paper
rubbing and turning
murmured voices
behind closed doors
atop the stairs
narrating dream seed
stories of
treehouses
shipwrecks
and magic
not yet too old
for zip up pajamas
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christmas tree stand
in need of water
but Alaskan grown
young spruce
still pokey
still green and full of needles
Finn called it
a training tree
and the neighbors laughed
Oscar yelled "OUCH"
for a few days
then fearlessly charged
the bright, blinking tree
emerged
unscathed
with santa in a floatplane
and a stocking full of skis
this town
full of friends
this house
full of kids
some of them mine
all of them, now sleeping
my wife next door
drinking wine with the wivestheir husbands,
most of them
out the chain hunting caribou
`kill something tomorrow for me, babe'
she tells him over the phone
adak and juneau
a whisper away

14
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Joshua David Miller
UAS Student, Juneau

Sleepy Monk
You figure it out, I can't stay.
Water's in the clouds. Is my life about to change?
Who knows, who cares?
Local Natives-Who Knows Who Cares
Late in the evening, during an exceptional cold spell in the beginning of December, a young man climbs
out from the flat bed of a Toyota pickup and walks into the street. Slowly, as though he cannot make up his
mind, he begins to move in the direction away from the Astoria-Megler Bridge, a spray paint can clenched in
his right hand.
The salt sea brine perforates the air and the cold bites his lungs. He walks a few steps with hands sunk in
his peacoat pockets before he looks back at the truck, wondering if he left his electric heater running. It's not
worth checking. Along the E. Columbia River Hwy., he passes a patch of frozen rose hips, lipstick red, and he
passes by crushed junk food bags and roadside trash. It seems like there's a fine line between artistic expression and littering. Who gets to decide who plays the curator of a street or a wall? Damn, it's so cold.
By December, Astoria, Oregon is abnormally cold. The ground freezes, pipes freeze; vegetation is paralyzed like cold origami and lakes glaze over. The clouds linger, suspended pieces of canvas, sheltering the city
from the illuminating gaze of the sun. The fishermen have packed their nets and lines away, now occupying the
bars and cafes with seasonal work. Astoria is packed up for the winter.
What is the result of the abnormal climate change?
Simon grows restless. He visits his elderly grandparents often and works seldom. Rarely now does Simon
find himself in the company of his friends, ones departed for school, busied by the regularity of their own
lives, or simply solitarily confining themselves, house arrested due to the weather. Simon did not possess the
luxury of a home. Instead, during the summer Simon had moved from his parents' home and begun to live in
his aged Toyota pickup. A gentrified flatbed with carpeting, an electric heater, a gas stove, and a futon mattress
transformed Simon's pickup into the carcass of a living arrangement.
What was the general total of Simon's valued possessions?
Cooking utensils, a zero degree sleeping bag, various non-perishable food items, a hiking backpack, the
contents of which were a conglomeration of survival equipment and the possessions of a naturalist. He possesses a laptop computer, his only piece of technology deemed necessary. A false-leather bound notebook full
of sketches and poetry is considered Simon's most valuable possession. Lastly, he owns copies of a King James
Bible, Ulysses, Walden, and Being and Nothingness.
It is 2am on the 1st of December in downtown Astoria. Simon takes steps like he is about to slip on the
mosaic light patterns around his feet, bouncing a yellow glow from a lamp post. A Subaru turns onto the
street and Simon's feet scramble to huddle behind a billboard, advertising a weekend farmer's market. The
wheels of the vehicle spin past Simon's cowering body, leaving the street vacant. He emerges cautiously. Both
of his hands are shoved in his coat. He draws them out slowly and a spray-paint can situates itself in his right.
His fingers wrap around the metal cylinder which he presses into his chest as he walks down the boulevard.
This is the art gallery from a few days ago. He pauses to look at the glazed windows, peers into the dark
interior of the building. He was removed from the store for sipping complimentary wine nine months before
he will turn twenty-one. It was almost melodramatic, the way they made me leave. I should've swore more.
Simon looks up and down the store front, at the large, black windows, looks down the alleyway between the
buildings, looks down at the paint can in his hand.
Simon's fingers are numb, but they sting pretty badly as he grasps the metal handle on the bed of his
truck. He crawls in and shuts the door quickly. His fingers work desperately to turn on his electric heater and
TIDAL ECHOES 2014
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then his propane stove. Simon is cooking canned soup, warming his fingers over the flame. His is a cold rebellion, a sheltered anarchy, weightless but gratifying. The truck is warmer now and he unzips his denim pants
and clambers halfway into his sleeping bag, sitting upright against the back of his truck. Steam from boiling
gumbo fogs the windows. Simon stares at the glass as if if he gazes for a little longer, the fog will clear and
he'll see right through.
"You should move in with me."
Molly has invited Simon many times to live with her; an open home, an expense-less living. Simon cannot
bear the thought of comfort at no cost or effort, even at the charity of a friend.
"I like my truck."
"Your truck is a dump. How do you stand living in it?"
"Easily. I like it."
Simon sits in Molly's living room, reclining on her couch over which is draped an earth toned blanket
that she brought back from a trip to Mexico.
What does Simon smell?
The pungent aroma ofYerba mate, grilling vegetables, freshly melted candle wax, and the scent of cucumber shampoo.
"I don't know why you would want to live like this. It's getting colder out too."
Simon watches Molly, lying on the floor while she sketches out a portrait of him. Her long, brown hair
tumbles loosely on the edge of the paper. Her hand works resolutely and the pen graces the page, tracing out
his image. Simon is focusing on the window, watching the clouds occupy the sky with only a faint remainder of orange sunlight, stifled behind the heavy canvas as it tries to slice through. The wind slips through the
cracks of boulevards and pulses at the window frames behind which Simon sits idly. It's got to be freezing
tonight!
"I have an electric heater, so it's not that bad, even when I don't use it. My sleeping bag is really good."
"You're still welcome to stay here anytime."
"Yeah, thanks. We'll see."
It is eleven p.m. when Simon leaves the house which Molly cares for. On the exit steps, he looks around
for his shadow and cannot find it. As he walks, Simon's pace is meticulous as if a wrong placement of his foot
on pavement will result in a barreling fall. He focuses on his breath, watching the steam of each exhale like
tossed linen napkins. I should've parked by her house. Hell, I should've just said I'd move in. She has more
than enough room. Simon's pickup was parked in the harbor lot directly next to the Astoria-Megler Bridge,
spanning the length of the Columbia like a green caterpillar for 4.1 miles. Frozen paper grass crunches
beneath his feet as he steps onto a residential lawn; a shortcut to the harbor. He fights his way through the
branchy skeleton of the late summer brambles, pushed their rangy limbs away as they grappled for him until
they gave way finally, and Simon entered another dead garden, but past the yard, Simon could see the harbor
lot and his truck, sitting idle.
What did Simon think of when he lowered the bed of his pickup and clambered inside?
He thinks of living with Molly in her downtown apartment. Living in his truck seemed preferable as an
idea only before it had become a reality. In the morning, he will drive to his parents' home to shower and
wash his clothes. They will again ask why he moved out. He will explain that he wanted to live simply and
didn't want anyone to be responsible for him. In reality, living in his pickup was not unbearable and not even
undesirable; Simon simply expected it to be more gratifying. He sits against the wall of his truck, unscrews a
gallon container of orange juice and sips, filtering frozen pulp and ice through his teeth.
What was the result of these culminated agitations?
Simon lies restlessly for an hour. He sits up, stares at the window, and clambers out of his sleeping bag.
Lying on his back, he pulls his denim pants on, accidentally kicking his heater. Searching through piles of
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clothing and plastic grocery bags, Simon finds his paint can, and opening the back of his truck bed, he looks
out at the dark roads and jumps to the pavement.
Near the corner of Fourth and Bond St. behind the Columbia Inn, there is a three-walled enclosure, large
enough for two cars to park in where the inn's trash cans go. Simon stands, pensively staring up at the brick
walls of this space. The air stinks, but in the divot from the street, hardly any light reaches Simon. He is worried at first each time a car drives by, but they pass so quickly that apprehension soon dissipates. Simon raises
his right arm to the wall and carefully paints a hexagon, four feet wide. On the inside, he begins to write out
the words NO EXIT. The brightness nearly sets Simon on his back. It comes so quickly that he hardly notices
that it is there until the white glare encompasses his entire vision. He stumbles backwards, dropping the paint
can, grasping whatever is around him. His desperate fingers find the handle of a trash can, but he falls anyway,
pulling the empty bin onto himself. There is a shooting pain in Simon's tailbone and he writhes on the pavement, oblivious to the half smoked, frozen cigarette butts and candy wrappers all around him. Footfall.
People put a lot of stock in self-examination, self questioning; so do I. We've always got to live "the good
life." We're always becoming, always changing, working towards our telos.That thought is terrifying to me.
The more I question my actions, the less I understand them. So I situate myself outside my actions, play the
narrator. I wonder if the world makes much more sense without much purpose?
"Dostoyevsky."
"What?"
"That's what I did in the cell all week. I read Dostoyevsky. Crime and Punishment. My mom brought it to
me the morning after they caught me."
Molly picks Simon up at the entrance to the Clatsop County Jail the day he is released. It is eight in
the morning. Their feet drag through the two inches of snow on the ground as they walk to Molly's truck.
It's snowed for the first time in years last night. The clouds are dispersed and it is colder than ever. Molly is
clothed in a wool jacket, and Carhartt pants, laughing as they step along the sidewalk.
"How poetic.You read dumb books."
"Dostoyevsky is a really influential author."
"No one gives a crap. I still can't believe you anyways!"
"What?"
"A week for graffiti/You're the worst delinquent ever. What was that, your first time and you got caught?"
"I've been doing it for a while now."
"Sure. Come on, let's get some breakfast."
"I don't have any money on me."
"Are you joking? It's on me.You don't make anything working at that cafe anyway."
"I do too."
The car is warm and Simon shivers in his flannel shirt as he steps into the passenger seat from the cold
outside. He takes a panorama of the city. Pillars of smoke, erected all over suburbia, wood stoves sending up
incense to the horizon.
"It's beautiful out," said Simon.
"It's been like this for the last few days.You've missed out."
"Yeah. I guess so."
Simon watches the fir trees ornamented white as they pass through the town. Molly speaks and he
doesn't listen to her words but he listens to the sound of her voice as he stares at the Pacific end.
"Simon? Simon?!"
"What?"
"Did you hear me?"
"No sorry."
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"Why did you start doing graffiti?"
"Bored I guess."
"That's an awful answer.You wouldn't do graffiti because you were bored."
"I don't know. Maybe it's a coping mechanism."
"For what?"
"I don't know."
"You're the worst," she laughs. "Just give me an answer."
"I think too much. I guess I needed to do something mindless."
"So why not get a real job? Why not put your efforts to something worth working for?"
"What is worth working for?"
Molly punches Simon in the shoulder. "Don't joke around with that philosophy crap. I'm serious."
"Me too, I guess."
"You're right about one thing Simon; you think way too much. Where do you want to go for breakfast?"
"I don't know. Wait, let's get coffee at Sleepy Monk."
"That's in Cannon Beach. That's an hour away."
"Yeah, I guess so. It'd be fun though."
There is a dark blue toyota pickup ambling down the northern Oregon Coast in early December. Who is
in the vehicle?The bodies of two young adults fill the front seats of the truck, gliding down the rises and falls
of the Oregon hills, covered mildly in fresh snow. The cold is an entity that weaves people and things together
like a cross stitch, binding like clasped hands or a goodnight hug, or something positive like that. It's difficult
to tell whether a story is positive or whether its questions really made any sense at all until you have reached
the end. But here you are, I guess. The sun is orange and hazy over the mountains, lighting the road. Where is
the road going? Who knows, who cares?

18
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Joshua David Miller
UAS Student, Juneau

Hymn
In the drowsy vagueness of 2am

we huddle in a jam circle in a church building
with lights low and voices loud
we sing our songs like hymns and let borrowed words
occupy the corners and grooves where the dust settles
and our syllables settle
so that when we leave poetry would rest in the unseen spaces.
And in the holy moments of 2am
I drum out lyrics on my denim pant legs

and pray "thank you" that it froze tonight
so we can congregate inside
and huddle tightly, sipping rooibos
our silences not subtractive, adding space
for each of us to mouth hosannah.
And during this eternal 2am
where we might never stop singing
fingers plucking guitar strings
stretching the cadence of laughter,
I hold my violin a little too tightly
because I just might be too scared
to let a second slip onto the linoleum
so our genealogy can consist of just
one drowsy moment
instead of work weeks and school degrees
where we all grow up
and forget about each other sometimes
and don't even mind
that once we sat in a jam circle
at 2am, and
mouthed hosannah
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Joshua David Miller
UAS Student,Juneau

December Like a Photograph
The colors that bloom— evergreen skin over ragged stone and abalone— paints a home.
The city— dizzy beneath the hemisphere— the shuddered exhale of home.
I find myself here; surrounded by mountain's vicious spine,
by whiskey streets, church steeples, ski bums. We call this home.
Baptized in the snow, we clothe ourselves in rifles and wool coats, wearing our history
so when we leave through frozen doors, we can still carry the name of the north as home.
Wood stoves burn smoke, cigarettes bite our breath like freon
eating holes in the ozone, over thickly knit altostratus, clouds cradle our home.
We communicate through coffee during 5 minute breaks in 5 hour days, laughing too loud
as we speak about night terrors and last night's potlucks, congregating in each other's homes.
Guitars and guns haunt our stories.Yes, we hunt and forage, heave carcasses of deer,
but we see the casualties of each sidewalk occupant who makes the street home.
How can I be oblivious to peripheral needs of South Franklin St.
when we both hear a common language and name this land home?
How can I not feel the guilt of my ancestry when the snowy hue of my skin
bears violence? Responsibility brazed to me like ice clings to the windows of homes.
I find myself here; surrounded by grass flats and questions such as how do I bear
my name? Here, we populate the incisions of the land, the scars of history inflicted upon the skin
of our home.
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Anna Marie Hoffman
UAS Student, Juneau

A Change of Horizons
For my fellow poets at Lemon Creek Correctional Center.
They are more important to me than they will ever realize.

When I drive by....
I see the sun
explode
the sky,
blue glaciers hang
like conqueror-capes
across the shoulders of the mountains.
When I drive by....
I see yellow-green
careen down
racing the snow to the bottom
laughing in fall ecstasy
about who will win,
white always does.
When I drive by....
I hear the rush
through my window of the
creek, rocks puckered yellow
at the thought of serving
fallow time to create
a bed for the dapper rushing rabble.
When I drive by....
I see the rain
watching through the splatters
of the human race
win their prize
of righteousness
won through the seclusion
of the deviants.
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Do you hear the cries?
Do you hear the cries,
muffled by night pillows, shadows,
bars, cement, wire fences
empty picnic benches
and lawns with no games,
no foot imprints, no laughter?
Do you hear the cries?
When I drive by....
I wonder
how we've come to this
from mountain to maintain
from creek to capital gain
I am filled with distain
as we march
toward a stereotype parade of color,
all men are not created equal
there is no life that has a sequel
mountains can maintain their strength
but even they are overrun by ice.
When will we learn
that we cannot drive by anymore,
that we must
see beyond the barbed wire,
smell beyond the labels
touch beyond the color
to hear the story,
the breaths kept quiet for so long.
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Debi Knight Kennedy
Haines

Name Please
I am, she begins.
The question is not so hard.
Still her mind puddles
with silt and debris
as all of her former selves
sweep in and out again.
I am, she says again and thinks:
a daughter, an orphan, a sister, a mother,
a wife three times over
and a grandmother for god's sake.
"Name please—last name first."
She wavers as she slips
into her inky past.
Sure I do and sure I will.
Magistrate's pen in hand
she signs the paper
in what will come to feel like blood.
Where was her ERA bracelet now
the one she had seen in an ad
buried in the back
of her mother's Good Housekeeping
the one she had saved her allowance for
all that summer
between fifth and sixth grade
the one she had so proudly donned—
was it only ten years earlier?
Where was that bracelet now
as she rolled the new and foreign name
around and around her tongue
until it slipped past her lips
out into her new world?
Thrilled she was, this child bride,
now a Mrs.
to walk away
from whoever she had always been.
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And thrilled all the more
when she took the next
Magistrate's pen in hand
to reclaim her life and her dignity
and her name.
Her name, she declared
never again
would she abandon her name.
Well I suppose
if it means all that much to you.
I mean I would and I could and well...
Sure I do and sure I will
and she watched
the freedom loving
the bra burning self
strap on the no wiggle/no jiggle
cinch 'em in and pretend they're not there
sports bra of her next marriage.
Though while no one was looking
not even herself
she grew and she grew and she grew
until she burst her bindings
to escape the bondage, the heavy hand, the rage
and the shame of that second ill union.
"Last name first—please ma'am
there are others waiting in line."
The layers of silt and debris
no longer complacent in their puddle
congeal to form little planets
of memories—of nightmares—of lifetimes.
The sting of meteorites take their toll
as the planets swirl into galaxies.
And it is not helping her to answer the question.
But sometimes the platitudes really do ring true
and the third time really is a charm
and what did her name mean anymore anyhow
so of course I do and I will
and give me that damned pen before I change my mind.
24
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Breathe Deep The Leaves Of Autumn
Leaves wrinkled and spotted like the hands of grandmothers, caress my feet
bared and burrowed in the earth, still warm, still inviting
though October is nearly spent.
There it is, at once exotic and earthy—cinnamon and decay. Is it life?
Death? Or is it something in between, the essence of the journey
one last breath of autumnal perfume before
the long rest of winter.
I greet then bow to the mysteries of the forest primeval; tender innocence
of bud and babe, furious growth of sprout and child, the pleasant
lethargy of endless summer drifting into a middle age
that promises to last forever.
Sudden stifling heat: crackling, cackling, simmering, smoldering—the burning
desire for change. Flowers—vivid only yesterday—wilt to expose a newly
vulnerable heart. Who, what, why am I here? Answers come in explosions
of shocking crimsons, unearthly yellows. Once vibrant, now
humdrum green gives way/makes room/lets itself
be taken by the burgundy and burnt orange
of a thousand Indian summers.
I feel it in myself now, that burst of color, vital in a way not possible until
this precise instant. The strain and strife of constant growth reaching
always for the sun, burning up, burning out, fire in my eyes
my skin, my bones. Flames lick at my toes, tickle my thighs
heat up the core of my being until I am nothing
but flame. And I glimpse the spots and wrinkles
beginning to form on my own hands.
Even as I cling to the branch, spotted yes, but sprightly enough, I feel the excitement
growing for the journey yet to come. I stand, alive, as never before, welcome
at last in the circle of Elders. To be so alive in this moment, to soak up
every dog-day-ray of sunlight, to hold on with hand steady, grip fierce
all the while chill winds of winter tempt and tease. Not yet, I say.
Not yet. Let me enjoy this fire a while longer. My autumn
is just beginning. Sap still flows through
my veins. I'll know when it's time.
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And when I do let go, I shall twirl, dancing all the way down. Ready to experience
life on the forest floor, to feel the footsteps of creatures large and small
plodding, prancing, scurrying by. Ready to soften then melt
and merge with all who have lived before me.
Until I become the cinnamon musk, enchanting
those alive enough to notice.

A Dance for a Quiet Place
Katherine Palmer, UAS Student, Juneau
Sculpture/Installation
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My Father Who Art In Heaven
"I hope there's butter on the other side."
I think of these as my father's last words.
In truth there were more, but none as soft, none as easy to hear
none that allow for such simple uncomplicated peace. In the
fmal two weeks of his life he told me I was beautiful. What?
What about the fat thing and the buck-teeth thing and the fact
of my skin, just a little too dark to be entirely
comfortable with or to mention out loud but
always present as an ugly, unasked, unanswered
question thing? No, I'm sticking with butter.
In the last two weeks before he died he told me that he was sorry. My father
the model of how men are supposed to look and to sound and to treat women.
They lined up outside his bedroom door waiting for one last chance
to hug this bear of a man and I learned that to the rest of the world
a world that didn't include his family, he was
a teddy bear, this man who had terrorized
my mutinous brother, my willful sister and my shell shocked mother
while I, the baby of the family learned early, the art of compliance—
never talk back—never talk back—never talk back. No, I like
to imagine that he's buttering his waffles in heaven right now.
In our remaining two weeks together on earth he told me that he
loved me and thanked me for helping him when nobody else was there.
Then he looked at me with his sad-blue-John Wayne
losing the girl—losing the bet—losing the fight eyes
to make sure I knew what he meant. My father
the biggest-coolest-scariest man I will ever know
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the man who taught me to waltz and to foxtrot and to two-step on my
twentieth birthday—the one we both pretended was my twenty-first
so that he could take me around to all of his favorite
drinking establishments; this man and I were left alone
he on his deathbed, me on his sofa for a
six hour stint that was supposed to be two.
The first hour we talked and I played him a tune on my fiddle—
Campbell's Farewell—that I had learned especially for the occasion
endlessly practicing the strains of my coming grief, trying to get it perfect.
The second hour he slept and I waited for his second wife to come home.
The third hour he was hungry so I fed him with a
spoon, something soft and warm and easy to chew.
The fourth hour he fretted about unnamed things that he said
were beyond his control. The fifth hour he asked to be left alone
then would I please come back in, only to be sent out again
until finally at the top of the sixth hour, this man who was
my father begged me to come in and help him.
He told me that he had to goddamn pee, that
he was too weak to manage it on his own. And everything
we had ever known to be true changed in that moment. I
took his flaccid dying member into my hand and helped my father
empty his burden into the bedpan hidden beneath the sheets. At the
bottom of the sixth hour his second wife came home, asked how
we'd fared, gushed about her day, how—oh my—she'd lost track
of time and would I like a stiff drink because she sure as
hell would. No thanks. I'd like some pancakes with butter
biscuits with butter or noodles or toast or crackers with butter.
Dear God in Heaven—who I'm sorry to say I have never actually
believed in—If you are real. If you are there. If you are
listening: Please let there be butter on the other side.
28
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Lost in Thought
Katherine Palmer, UAS Student, Juneau
Sculpture /Installation

Swiss Army Rhino
Oliver Johnson, UAS Student, Juneau
Sculpture
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Davy Jones' Locker
Calcedonio C. Giordano, UAS Student, Juneau
Sculpture

Queen Anne's Revenge Naval Chronometer
Calcedonio C. Giordano, UAS Student, Juneau
Sculpture
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Does Blue Milk Really Come From Blue Cows
Dr. Kraabel, a fat man with a debatable sense of humor, entered the examination room with a snort and
a chuckle. He was bald and the waxy shine to his dome made the headband he sported, with the oversized
flashlight gizmo mounted on the front, look like it might slide off at any moment. He reminded me of Elmer
Fudd. I liked him for about thirty seconds, until I realized that he was laughing at me. Without a word of
introduction or comfort he walked right up to me, pinched what would be known ever after as my 'spare tire'
and snort-chuckled again. Then he told me to pee in a tiny little cup. Whether due to nervousness or spite, I
missed the target.
To my mom's 1950's let's just pretend this never happened dear way of looking at life, the best course of
action was to do just that. Nothing. The good doctor returned to fetch his tiny little cup of pee and found my
mother sitting quietly, hands folded in lap, legs tucked under chair, eyes blank as a bovine, smiling and humming Doris Day's Sentimental Journey. I had climbed back up onto the crinkly paper covered exam table and
sat just as quietly, my smile though hinted of revenge.
I was six years old.
The next day a chart appeared on the fridge at my house. A weight chart. The institution of the weekly
weigh-in was established:The chart had room for only one name. Mine. My older brother, being a boy and
all, didn't have to be concerned with purely cosmetic matters and my older sister who fit, without trying, the
long and lean family blueprint, were spared the fun. A visible line was now drawn, placing me, alone, on the
other side of normal.
I was the first and likely only child in my school to know the calorie count of virtually everything.
Normal kids did not know that a one-inch square of cheese contained precisely one hundred calories and
that calories were to be considered the enemy. They didn't know that if you lined up more than ten of these
one-inch squares on any given day that you would be looking at the opposing army guaranteed to win the war.
A war they didn't know they were supposed to be fighting.
They didn't know that in order to be a good little girl one needed to become smaller each week rather
than bigger. That since losing weight was good and gaining weight was bad, becoming a big girl yet remaining
a good girl was impossible.
A 1000-calorie diet was the chief weapon in my mother's arsenal in her personal war against my spare
tire. 1/2 cup (measured precisely) no-sugar cereal with 1/2 cup skim a.k.a. blue milk sprinkled with a teaspoon
of saccharine powder dissolved in water for breakfast. My brother and sister feasted on all the Lucky Charms
they could stuff into their perfect-weight-for-their-height faces. One slice of Wonder Bread smeared with
exactly 1 tablespoon of Skippy (mixed with a teaspoon of honey if the weekly weigh-in warranted), one tablespoon of raisins, a celery stick and carton of blue milk for lunch. A pre-formed piece of ground meat, I came
to call rat meat patties, BROILED NOT FRIED FOR GOD SAKE, ketchup on the side, measured of course,
'/2 cup non-fat cottage cheese with half of a canned peach for dinner.
Even my school was enlisted in the battle against my bulge. Every Wednesday, when the other kids got
those plastic cups of white and orange swirled ice cream with the little wooden paddles, I watched from the
sidelines, drooling with envy and beyond embarrassed at my public exclusion.
Fifty years have passed since then and not a day in that time have I failed to consider my weight or my
worth. They are inexorably linked. Fat equals bad. Only for me though. The rest of you can weigh all you
want, eat all the ice cream, scarf all the donuts, gobble up all the mashed potatoes with butter and gravy you
can stand. I don't see fat on other people as bad or even unattractive. In fact, as a figurative sculptor I have no
interest whatsoever in carving a skinny woman. I like curvy rounded women with goddess proportioned hips
and breasts to match. Love handles are lovely on anyone except me.
A few years ago I asked my mom why she had taken me to the doctor in the first place. I had been obsessTIDAL ECHOES 2014
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ing on photos of myself as a child and hadn't come up with a single piece of evidence worthy of prosecution in
my crime of fatness. She told me that she had taken me in for a routine check-up and that the good Dr. K. had
warned her of the horrors of being a fat teenager. That peers would reject a fat girl and that such a girl would
never stand a chance of finding a suitable husband. He said that he was concerned for my future happiness. He
scared my mom out of her senses. Then she told me that, now that she thought of it, he was the one with the
fat teenaged daughter.
"Hmmm. Do you think he might have been projecting? Honey, I'm thinking he must have really been
talking about his own worries."
I didn't know whether to laugh or cry or scream or walk out of the room. Fifty years of eating disorders,
of self-loathing, of missing out on the simple enjoyment of a warm chocolate chip cookie or a potato slathered
in sour cream and it all came down to a neurotic fat doctor and his own over-fed daughter. I saw her eyes tearing. I understood that she just now grasped how far that man had led her astray. I knew then in my heart that
she would not have knowingly hurt me. I loved her more in that moment than I can tell you.
"What a bastard," I said. "I love you mom."
I still obsess about my weight and I still think my fat is uglier than other people's fat, but just now for
example, while typing these words I am smiling, almost laughing out loud at the absurdity of it all.
And who really gives a hoot whether I am fat or not anyhow?
I was mad at my mom for so many years, wasted so many years blaming her for my issues, failed to take
responsibility for doing my work. Doctor or no doctor, weight charts or no weight charts, it is my belief that
everybody comes into this world with stuff to work on. If it ain't this it's gonna be that. My stuff happens to
be centered around body issues. It's just a vehicle for doing the work. Now my mom is gone and I would give
so much to be able to tell her again and again how much I love her, how sorry I am for all the years I pushed
her away.
Blue milk. Blue was my mother's favorite color.
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In the Winter Kitchen
Tip the jug and
A golden thread
Slowly unspools in
Fantastic scribbles,
Drawn and drowned.
Wait for the spoon to brim,
Think of the summer's work,
The dark, rich hum of the hive,
Ten thousand wings beating,
Distilling devotion.

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

33

Rosalie Loewen
Haines

Trappers' Tailings
There are ghosts in the river,
I saw them from the bridge.
All white beneath the water,
Rippling with borrowed life.
The small ones are mink,
And two bigger river otter.
Arrayed like a family, only
Perfectly flayed.
Someone, somewhere, is walking
Around in their skin.
They do not look accusatory,
Only curled, fetal,
As if waiting to be born.

34

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

Rosalie Loewen
Haines

Eulachon on the Chilkoot
Enter the hooligan: black clouds of fish, streaked silver,
Moving in, among and through each other,
A never-single, single-minded homecoming.
Following closely: a great gyre of gulls,
Screaming, mewling, swirling,
Dipping, rising until they are black against the clouds,
And dipping again.
Here and there: bears, picking their way
Slowly through the water,
As if they mind getting their feet wet.
A fine time to waken and return
To the land of the living and eating.
Cue the people,
With dipping nets and throwing nets,
Whirling, catching circles,
Pursed in tight and drawn to shore
Fishfull and heavy,
Overflowing five gallon buckets, totes, tubs, pickup beds,
With the silver coin of fish.
As the water rises and the tide swells,
The scene comes to a crescendo.
Now the splash and crash of the sea lions,
Enormous and rude,
Belching, groaning, roaring.
A mosh pit of hopping, bobbing
Sleek wet heads and long sharp teeth.
They roll up and down the river and
Work the fish in teams,
Leaping and diving like trained circus animals.
And then, the tide recedes.
The sea lions gather at the mouth of the river,
Packed and rafted close together.
The gulls unfurl their circles into messy strings that
Range up and down the river,
Like crowds after a parade.
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The fish thin to a dark trickle.
People get out lawn chairs and sandwiches.
Everyone catches their breath and
Waits for it to start again.

Mother's Ink

Daniel Kantak, Douglas
Photography
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Tulips
I like tulips best
After a hard rain.
Then they have seen
The world for what it is.
Look at this one:
Bent over sideways,
Petals whorled open,
Not ashamed to let
The whole world see
How beautiful she looks
With the light shining
Right through her.
And that one:
Inside out, one wide eye
Staring straight up at the sky,
All shock and disbelief.
Corollas, with new bruises,
Flare wilder, deeper. Knocked
Out of regimental lineup,
They stand on their own.
Gone are any pretenses
To slender primness.
Leaves once rolled up tight
Gave way to an insistent wind.
Blowsy, high heels off,
They stagger into the morning.
We nod in solidarity as
I pass them on the driveway.
Ain't that just life, ladies.
Ain't that just life.
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Miracle
Suspended across my driveway,
some fifteen feet high
and twenty feet long,
a solitary silken strand shimmered
from branch to distant branch.
The gossamer tightrope
trembled in its triumph,
the masterpiece, I suppose,
of one gloriously spent spider.
How this slim thread of potential
accomplished the impossible,
who could say?
Like so many ordinary wonders,
faint hope conquered the divide
without fanfare,
barely noticed.
It lingered long enough
to revive my lagging faith
before disappearing
onto a breath of air.
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A Message for Those Who Hate
I wish you had seen it this morning,
the way the sun shone on the ridgeline
and the sky, a matchless shade of blue.
It might have distracted you
for a few momentsenough to take you back
to the last time you felt true beauty
pulsing through your limbs,
releasing taut muscle,
warming your bones.
If you had been there on the shoreline
when her tiny, eager hands
scooped up miniature crabs
and displayed them proudly in a clean white shell,
you might have allowed the smallest of smiles
to soften your implacable face.
You might have felt a loosening
of the hardened knot
expanding day by numbered day
in your iron belly.
Had you but walked along the beach,
waterlogged sand receiving your imprint,
the path before you clearly marked by eternal tides,
perhaps the whisper of lapping waves,
the silence of eagle flight,
would have drowned out
the clamor of angry thoughts,
the crescendo of intolerant ideology;
would have made space for your still small voice
to raise its clear, sweet sound above the din.
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The Fifth Meaning:
An Interview with Christy NaMee Eriksen
It has been a pleasure working with NaMee to make this interview happen and include her work as Tidal Echoesfeatured writer for this year. She is well known locally for her powerful and evocative poetry, her various craft and art projects,
and for her ability to organize people. She helped start up the Juneau poetry slam,Woosh Kinaadeiyi, and has performed
in poetry events as far as London. We chose to do our interview in a small, but lovely, coffee shop. Even as we talked over
pastries, local poets and artists getting collie would wave at NaMee. It was clear that she was comfortable, amid the clatter
of coffee cups, talking about poetry.
When did you first become interested in poetry?
I've been interested in writing from a young age. Sometime in high school somebody brought a manila
folder to my classroom with a bunch of drawings and writings that I had done in kindergarten that had been
lost, and someone found it and thought they ought to return it to me. In those years I was getting angsty,
and it was like a little time capsule to me then. Some key pieces from that folder that I remember are: a wish
about everybody getting along together no matter our colors or differences, and if I were president the things
I would do to help the poor. Now, when I look back on it I'm not convinced I've changed my themes at all.
I'm still writing about the same things I wrote about when I was five. It has always been a continual quest to
connect with people, looking for justice or equality or some sort of beautiful world that looks like something
I could imagine when I was five. I can still imagine it now, when I'm 28. At least I think I'm 28. (She thinks
about this, and laughs.)
I often tell the story of when I first saw Bao Phi perform at Macalester College in my freshman year.
He got up onstage in front of hundreds of people and he did a poem about this world that he created where
basically Asian people are running the world, and it was just absurd-- it was hilarious, radical, and sharp. I just
thought "holy cow." Here's an Asian American man telling his story, telling it so well, and getting applause. I
had never in my life even imagined a scene like that. Growing up I hadn't really seen any Asian American poets, or really any performers or stars. But there were a few, I can tell you right now, and I wanted to be every
one of them. Connie Chung, you know, the TV news anchor. KristiYamaguchi, the ice skater. I wanted to do
all those things. It was huge to me to see somebody that matched my passion and my race doing something
that I really connected with, and it really inspired me to write.
As an artist you are situated in Juneau, and you've said that community is really important in the art that you do. Do you have a story of when this local Juneau environment or
culture or community influenced your work?
Absolutely. Community is so important. I had been living in Minneapolis-St Paul for five years when I
moved back to Juneau. I was pregnant, and I immediately missed that community. I hadn't realized how important it was to my own personal nurturing.
I remember sending my writing to Tidal Echoes, and the year Ernestine Hayes was the featured writer
was the first year I got in, I think. Ernestine blew me away: a powerful person of color really using her words,
using her poetry to tell her truth, in its rawest form. One of her poems sill stands out to me, the one about
the anthropology study, which was a lot like the one by Bao Phi at Macalester. I thought, "Oh my God this is
so incredible."After I saw Ernestine I saw Tamara Buffalo and Roberta McCauley. I realized there were writers
of color there who were just not hanging out yet. I said, "let's get together and start a writers-of-color group."
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Our first writers-of-color group meeting was at my house. We broke bread together, ate together, read poems
together, and gave a little bit of feedback, but it was mostly a space made for us, by us, and with us. And
Woosh Kinaadeiyi, the local Juneau poetry slam, was partly sparked by that. It is now a huge part of my life, a
space we created so that, no matter who you are, all the things you bring with you are completely accepted.
You mentioned earlier a very pro-active attitude about being a writer in the community.
Can you tell us a story about your early writing career, something that was difficult about getting started as a writer?
Like everyone, I had to work up the bravery. I was interning with Bao Phi, who is amazing, nationally
known, and I'm honored to call him a mentor. I asked Bao Phi to do an internship at the Loft Literary Center,
which is one of the nation's leading literary arts centers, and its projects have won awards for racial justice. I
worked at a spoken word series for artists of color, and Bao and I would work on outreach to communities of
color. I looked up literally every organization of color, every university or college or school within a 50-mile
radius, and I called them up and told them about it. There were even grants to keep the costs low; we were
making art accessible for our community. So that was my entry into the spoken word community and community organizing.
I'd say becoming a spoken word artist and an organizer happened simultaneously. I couldn't be one without the other. I believe all art is activism in some way. On the other side, I couldn't do activism without art. I
don't see how to create social change without thinking creatively. Local artists are some of our most best and
basic resources. People who can naturally see and find beauty, people who are never satisfied with the status
quo if it's broken; they're going to work toward change continuously and they are going to do it in all sorts of
talented and creative ways.
I actually shared the stage with Bao once, and we didn't really talk much beforehand, but after I performed he was like, "What?You never even told me that you were a spoken word artist! And then you have
to be good!?" He thought I was really talented, and I hadn't even whispered it to him. Partly because I didn't
want to be forced into anything and also I was just not confident. Who am I to be a writer in front of Bao Phi?
But you have to work up the courage and realize at some point that someone might want to hear your work,
your words. We have all had lifetimes of being told that we're not worth it in some way, whether that's in our
poetry or our personal lives or our communities.
I feel like everybody has their story where they've been taught that they're less than perfect, that they're
less than strong enough to take on everything. So whatever the new skill, the new art form that people embark on, they have to overcome that; they have to work up enough bravery to risk it. I believe all art is risky
like that.
Speaking on the topic of risky art, what does the whole process of writing a poem look
like for you, from beginning to end?
That's a hard one, because I don't have a standard way. For some people there are different elements that
they need. I don't really do that, but I have a habit, a collecting habit. Ever since I was a kid I would collect
words, quotes, song lyrics, etc. When I was in high school I had folders covered in quotes my teacher said
that had little relation to science, but made me think "Wow that thing was really beautiful — that thing he said
about gravity." I care a lot about the craft of words, the way words sound, the way words are put together, and
the same thing any artist shares in being able to see the way their creative works come to life through small
materials. Give me some letters and I'll give you this poem, give me some paints and I'll paint you a portrait.
There's something really magical about that.
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The habit formed so that when I write about something that feels really heavy my mind instantly goes
into, like, 11th-grade physics me, you know, and thinks about an egg falling from a roof: gravity. It's the practice of always imagining, what is the second meaning to everything?The second, third, fourth, fifth meaning
to everything?
Also, I think as a mother my process has changed a lot. I have less time, so I can't just sit and be a tortured writer's soul at any given moment, turn off all the music and just sit there in silence and type something
out. I have to write snippets while I'm driving, in my brain, or after my son goes to bed, and I might be able
to hammer something out, but I have to write almost all at once, not counting revision time. I can't start a
poem and come back the next day to finish.
Having a haiku stand in 2010 also influenced my work and process, for the shorter, for the more brief,
more concise. I think my work has tightened up a lot because I learned to squeeze as much as I could into
17 syllables.
I also think that working at Sealaska Heritage Institute has exposed me to a lot of Alaska Native culture
and their ways of speaking, and I definitely see that influencing my writing, in that you don't take a straight
line to something, you throw the punch in like four stanzas down, right before it's over, really creating a circle
with the work. I've definitely seen that influence showing up a lot more in recent work.
You deal in a relatively new form of poetry when you do spoken word. Do you ever face
challenges that are specific to spoken word?
Spoken word (at least modern spoken word) comes up against resistance just by existing, because spoken
word has always come out of marginalized groups that didn't have the access to the academic or other prestigious platforms. So it comes up against the resistance of those folks who want to shut it down, who don't give
it much respect. It can be hard because I care so much about the craft that I want spoken word to be recognized as a strong literary art form, but on a different level, I really don't care. The literary powers that be, they
don't ultimately have control over the spoken word community and the stories that they want to tell.
Do you have any advice for young or new writers out there? Is there anything else you
want to share about your craft or style?
Write it as though nobody will see it. People think that you always have to be raw and open and vulnerable and that's a really terrifying prospect to enter into writing with. Write what's safe, and then.write a little
more. Not everything you write has to be something that you share. I tell people there's tons of work I don't
even share, which I think is a surprise to some folks because I do share some pretty vulnerable work, but I
have even more to overcome before some of it will hit other people's ears, and that's ok. Just write. Anyone
can be a poet, truly. But, I will say, if you want to be a great poet, you have to read.You have to listen to others, learn from other people.You've got to get feedback and you've got to be willing to revise and grow with
your work. I'm still learning all of this, of course.
I think probably in there somewhere is a notion I keep coming back to. That sometimes I write a Facebook update and I'll pour my heart into it, and then I'll go through and add line breaks, because there are
some things that some people will only hear if I speak poetry. Some people don't really want to hear me say
those things, but if it's in the guise of poetry, they'll hear it and they'll feel it. I keep coming back to that.
Somehow poetry has become the language that liberates me.
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AMERICAN DREAMS
I fell asleep
and when I woke up I was Angelina Jolie's newest baby.
I was Number 7 on Hollywood's hotlist
the cutest thing on the carpet
the must-have accessory on the runway
and all the magazines wanted to know
what skin was in
this season.
I fell asleep and when I woke up
I was dust and pennies
bare feet and bellies
blood tragedy and everything made for tv weekend special
that God told Harry Holt about on a business weekend.
Our war-burnt golden-skinned little bodies
were bet against the wannabe mothers
who were our mothers and
everyone called it a good deal.
I fell asleep. And when I woke up
I was 20,000 dollars.
I was a 20 dollar nonrefundable application fee.
I was a 2900 dollar homestudy, 2,845 dollars of transportation,
1200 dollars of post-placement.
I was a 17,215 dollar background check, social services, legal fees, passport and visa.
I was a beautiful way to build
a family.
When I woke up
I was a damn good night, but
I was too much passion, too young, too quick.
I was the something I have to tell you
and not a good idea (if you ever want to get married).
I was No Hope and Everything to be Hoped For,
depending on which side of the ocean you stood on.
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I fell asleep and when I woke up
my body was on fire and my uterus was lined with lies.
When I gave birth I screamed like it was the first
and I tiptoed my hwa byung hollering heart to the agency,
told them to find my daughter and tell her to send word.
When I woke up
I was my American mother telling me my Korean mother won't be found
if she doesn't want to be.
When I woke up, my family was a picture.
Everybody smiling with the same European kindness,
like reunion was just the grass we stood on,
like separation was a town thing. I fell
asleep and when I woke up my sister and I had not succeeded
in being perfect children.
We took you into our home, Dad said,
We gave you everything.

Deep down every orphan still believes in their price tag.
I woke up and the woman said that'll be 35 dollars
and she gave me the history of my life.
I was holding a folder with my name on it
papers with my names on it
pictures with my name on it
my whole life with a hole in it
and then there it was.
So I paid 360 for her to fmd my mother.
I fell asleep and when I woke up
I was choking the old white lady in my Korean class
who sponsored a Korean child for 5 bucks a month,
I had her in a headlock. She was kicking and screaming,
complaining how crazy the Korean language is and
I was pulling her hair like nasty gray weeds
while she held tight to her Tour Korea guidebook, and I was yelling
ScrewYou! You humanitarian Korean drumming tourist out to save my people!

And then I let her go.
Oh gosh, I said. I'm real sorry about that.
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I fell asleep and when I woke up
I was the country without any clothes
a reconstruction funded on babies
a conundrum turned kingdom on adoption
I woke up and I was in the Blue House
with President Kim Dae Jung,
28 of my brothers and sisters,
and a crew of cameras to remember the time
he said he was sorry
Korea
could not raise us.
I fell asleep and when I woke up
I was born August 13, 1985,
or maybe sometime in July (it's hard to tell).
I was just a 'cute baby girl with fair skin and a roundish face'
behind the average standard in height and weight'
`probably adoptable'
`probably going to be healthy'

and going into a good family
`who will accept the normal parental responsibilities
f or care including the expense of support, medical care and education upon arrival
in the United States.
Sign Here?

I fell asleep.
We all fell asleep.
All 8,837 of us in 1985 who would become the peak year on the spreadsheets
all 150,000 of us who knew how to keep a secret
sleeping
all of us
dreaming
and then we woke up.
Blue spots and tears
but nobody was crying.
Love knows no borders, they said.
A better life for everyone, they told us.
So we tucked the shape of Korea deep inside us
and did our best
to dream like Americans.
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Christy NaMee Eriksen
Featured Writer, Juneau

HOW A ZOMBIE MAKES A PROMISE
Even as the buildings twisted,
his lips did not miss an inch,
his kisses like concrete,
slabbed against my skin,
his hands,
pulling through the wet cement
digging our initials in,
drawing a heart before I would harden.
I could hear the sirens,
the shrill sounds of last breaths,
a panicked serpent stabbing through the streets.
He, he was a light of urgency,
a flash come my way,
a gift in the blackout.
We were a mess of undone buttons,
zippers, jaws ripped open,
their teeth a bite softer than ours.
This is how a zombie makes a promise:
He whispers,
lets his tongue curl around you,
knots his limbs through yours,
grabs you eternal,
makes love like the world is ending.
When you remember to open your eyes,
you will see flames through the doorway.
When you remember to leave
to run
to be rescued
the humble floor will start to quiver.
He will sniff the pink in your flesh,
supposing how many tulips are left inside.
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Your scream will be morning birds to him.
He may hum along for a moment
as he buckles his belt at the rumbling dusk,
or he may scavenge for you, hungry,
depending on which side of the rubble he wakes up on.
Well, it's been five hundred and forty seven days
and I have got to get out of this fucking shelter.
This concrete castle made of spit
and shit I broke.
I would tell you where I would go
if my jaw wasn't clenched on memories,
If I wasn't knocking out my own teeth
like a fairy might leave me a quarter
that I could choose to not waste on wishes.
I put myself in every corner of this house
until I had no shame left.
I raised this child with my arms around him
He has forgotten the word for stars.
Last night
the zombie tapped on our safety glass window with
a wink and a frothy smile.
Running from edge to edge,
wasting time in the moon.
Eating popsicles for free.
He has an axe in his shoulder;
he doesn't even notice!
I close my eyes and
I can't tell which one of us is undead
and which one of us is surviving.
But every time our son laughs
the walls crack from all the
light
and it won't be long
before I'll have no choice
but to stand out on the open dirt
and try living.
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' Christy NaMee Eriksen
Featured Writer, Juneau

BENT
for Jon

The truth is
I've never folded a thousand paper cranes.
Unless you count
every time
one of us
was
picked last
in gym class
every time
we choked on our own names.
Every time
our mothers got drunk
and we forgot.
If you count
every time
we folded in half
every time
her heart
showed too much skin
every time
he used
poetry to say goodbye
you would know what I know,
that we think we are too thin to hold ourselves up
but we take shape for each other.
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We are corners,
we are wings.
And every thousand
I make more or less
the same wish:
Brother,
believe me when I tell you
how bent and beautiful
you are.

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

49

' Christy NaMee Eriksen
Featured Writer, Juneau

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMEN IN THE WORLD
My legs and their legs were
mazes to a hard bass
on the dance floor.
Chris dared three of us to kiss him at once
and our tongues
were so empty
they learned anyone's language.
I watched John eat a hot dog
and it was disgusting.
Mustard on his chin.
Words and relish falling out of his mouth.
Later he took my shirt off
so hungry
and I stood there like
cold hands and tender loins.
Ryan told me he didn't like me
but would sleep with me
and we did that for years.
Some nights I held him.
They are whistling,
they are talking about us,
grabbing at our hips
placing their names on our lips
they shove lines into our face
like sweaty bouquets:
Asian women
are the most beautiful women in the world,

they say.
and I was so proud that
I wore my skin
like a drink.
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Let them throw me back.
Call me smooth.
For a time,
I could have been anyone's granddaughter
I could swing on a bell on a mountain of prayers
I could shave my head and sprinkle pieces of my midnight
all over Korea like a trail, like a bad joke
I could bear the name of a prescription drug
and my ancestors would never feel the pain
I could swallow the Pacific
mile by raging mile
and spit
in my mother's kimchi because
that's what happens
to your insides
when you accidentally see
what they see
when they look at you.

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

51

Richard Carter
UAS Student, Juneau

Walking Around: Translation
It so happens that I am getting tired of being a man.
And it happens that I enter the tailor's and the cinemas
withered, impenetrable as a felt swan
sailing on water of birth and ash.
The smell of hair salons makes me cry out.
I only want to rest like stones or wool,
I only want to see neither stores nor gardens,
nor merchandise, nor eyeglasses, nor elevators.
It so happens that I am getting tired of my feet and my nails
and my hair and my shadow.
It so happens that I am getting tired of being a man.
Nevertheless it would be wonderful
to frighten a notary with a cut lily
or to strike down a nun with a blow to the ear.
It would be great
to traverse the streets with a green knife
shouting until dying of cold.
I do not want to continue being a root in the darkness,
hesitant, outstretched, shivering with sleep,
down below, in the wet walls of the earth,
soaking up and thinking, eating day after day.
I do not want so much misery for myself.
I do not want to continue being a root in a grave,
alone under the ground, in a cellar with frozen
bodies, dying of sorrow.
That is why Monday burns like oil
when it sees me coming with my jail-face,
and wails on its way like a wounded wheel,
and takes hot-blooded steps into the night.
And it pushes me to certain corners, to certain damp houses,
to hospitals where the bones leave through the window,
to shoeshops with the sour smell of vinegar,
to hideous streets like fissures in chapped skin.
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There are sulfur-colored birds and horrible intestines
hanging from the doors of the houses I hate,
there are dentures forgotten in the coffeepot,
there are mirrors
that should have wept in shame and horror,
everywhere there are umbrellas, and venoms, and umbilical cords.
I walk calmly, with eyes, with shoes,
with rage, with carelessness,
I step, crossing the offices and shops of orthopedics,
and courtyards where there are clothes hanged on wire:
underwear, towels and shirts that cry
slow, dirty tears.

Walking Around
By Pablo Neruda
Sucede que me canso de ser hombre.
Sucede que entro en las sastrerias y en los cines
marchito, impenetrable, como un cisne de fieltro
Navegando en un agua de origen y ceniza.
El olor de las peluquerias me hace llorar a gritos.
Solo quiero un descanso de piedras o de lana,
solo quiero no ver establecimientos ni jardines,
ni mercaderias, ni anteojos, ni ascensores.
Sucede que me canso de mis pies y mis ufias
y mi pelo y mi sombra.
Sucede que me canso de ser hombre.
Sin embargo seria delicioso
asustar a un notario con un lirio cortado
o dar muerte a una monja con un golpe de oreja.
Seria bello
it por las calles con un cuchillo verde
y dando gritos hasta morir de frio.
No quiero seguir siendo raiz en las tinieblas,
vacilante, extendido, tiritando de suefio,
hacia abajo, en las tapias mojadas de la tierra,
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absorbiendo y pensando, comiendo cada dia.
No quiero para mi tantas desgracias.
No quiero continuar de raiz y de tumba,
de subterrineo solo, de bodega con muertos
ateridos, muriendome de pena.
Por eso el dia lures arde como el petreleo
cuando me ye llegar con mi cara de circa,
y aiilla en su transcurso como una rueda herida,
y da pasos de sangre caliente hacia la noche.
Y me empuja a ciertos rincones, a ciertas casas hiimedas,
a hospitales donde los huesos salen por la ventana,
a ciertas zapaterias con olor a vinagre,
a calles espantosas como grietas.
Hay pajaros de color de azufre y horribles intestinos
colgando de las puertas de las casas que olio,
hay dentaduras olvidadas en una cafetera,
hay espejos
que debieran haber llorado de vergiienza y espanto,
hay paraguas en todas partes, y venenos, y ombligos.
Yo paseo con calma, con ojos, con zapatos,
con furia, con olvido,
paso, cruzo oficinas y tiendas de ortopedia,
y patios donde hay ropas colgadas de un alambre:
calzoncillos, toallas y camisas que Horan
lentas lagrimas sucias.
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Katie Bausler
UAS Faculty, Douglas

When it's Sunny in Southeast Alaska
Southeast Alaskan winds blow sideways steady rain. We harvest the last kale of the season in our Douglas
Island Community Garden plot. This extraordinary bounty kept us out of the greens corner of the Costco
produce section for months. I've brought scissors and a medium sized garbage bag. My husband holds the bag
while I snip leaves from tough stalks and throw them in as fast as I can. Mid-October and there's no sign of
the mid-summer carpet of green and red beet greens. Our modest rectangular plot is mostly wet dirt, dotted
with remnants of spinach that's seen better days and a barren part where we harvested 25 pounds of hefty
Yukon Gold potatoes.
The rain is soaking through my gloves and a perennial chill is in the air. Depending on the microclimate,
we can get up to 90 inches of rain per year. That's more than twice the global average for rainfall. An oppressive fog hovers over a hill of second growth Spruce and Hemlock trees across the street. It won't be long
before we'll pluck a Christmas tree from around here.
My lasting image of this past summer is the i-photo I snapped of my husband, squat-bent over a seemingly
endless supply of salad. He's wearing the visor usually reserved for vacations in sunnier places than our home
in the rainforest. Too rainy for slugs, romaine lettuce that in average years is lucky to survive thrived ten-fold
over the summer months. Our "greens farm" is part of a series of waking dreams from this historic summer.
Summer evening sun graces Meg Mackey's guitar. She plays and sings before an espresso sipping, gelato
slurping audience at Heritage Coffee House in Alaska's capital, Juneau, just over the bridge from Douglas
Island. Mackey's up-do bangs and stage demeanor are reminiscent of a young K.D.Lang. "Lift your glass up,"
croons the singer-songwriter in a low, throaty tone, "it's time for kicking ass. Forget the past. Cause I've got
a ray of sunshine." The lyrics to her original tune echo what we Southeast Alaskans feel whenever the sun appears.
Most of us won't be kicking ass anytime soon.Yes, we could paint the house, start a blog on the power
of positive thinking, or clean out the barbeque that's gathered more seasons of rust than we'd like to admit.
Instead, we're more likely to sit in the sun with a gin and tonic, tilt our heads back, eyes closed to the warm
orb in the sky,
Justified in putting off our to-do list that gets longer as the days get sunnier.
We've been here 21 years and never experienced anything like this. In a typical summer, a stint of ten
days of sunshine is a miracle. It's early August and I've already lost track of the number of weeks of sunshine
with temperatures in the '70s and '80s, broken up by mere days of rain.
Taking the sun for granted up here northwest of British Columbia is anathema. Not allowed. I'm easily
overwhelmed by it. Countless internal dialogues go something like this:
"I really need to do laundry, write my thesis, clean out my sock drawer, go to work. But I really should
be: going on a hike, riding a bike, running on the beach, jumping in the lake."
It's a perverse, reverse sense of responsibility, the equivalent of feeling guilty for not cutting your Senior
English class and going to the beach.
"It's exhausting," laments our daughter on a rainy day between stints of sun. "I feel bad sitting inside reading Vanity Fair, even though I just got back from a run in the sun up Perseverance Trail."
The norm on the edge of this largest temperate rainforest in North America is bone-chilling rain, from
which you cower inside your rainproof jacket, shoulders hunched, head down. Shrouded in dark, wet clouds
is some of the most beautiful scenery in the world.
When the sun comes out, it is like seeing your hometown for the first time. Head held high, you stroll
down the street in sandals, wearing a light skirt and a sleeveless shirt at 10 o'clock at night, as if in a dream.
The air is balmy and the night skies a lovely shade of dark blue, dotted with a few cirrus clouds. The
impressive outline of scary steep Mt. Juneau looms on the horizon above you. Here at sea level, people holed
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up in their homes the rest of the year are out and about: jogging, scootering, skateboarding, biking, kayaking,
hiking, shopping, bar hopping. Music emanates from downtown bars and lingers down the two-lane highway.
A couple of smaller, classier cruise ships are tied up at the dock on jade salt water Gastineau Channel.You
want visitors to believe this is the way it always is, one big summer of sun love.
The main difference between summer evenings here and in, say, Wilmette, Illinois, is the communal sense
that the other shoe is about to drop. That this could be the last balmy evening of the summer, as if it were the
last day of your life.You become infatuated—spacey in love with the brightness warming the foot of your bed
in the morning.
After endless weeks of sun, I've fooled myself into believing I live a life in perpetual sunshine. That it's
okay to stay inside and organize my CD collection while the sun shines through the glass door, making the
dust on the shelves that much more visible; that I have moved beyond the manic "ohm" god, it's sunny so we
HAVE TO DO SOMETHING OUTSIDE!
But the exhaustion that only comes with over-exercise tells me I'm fooling myself. I am coming off a
days-long sun binge of hiking and biking. My quads are killing me. It is hard to get up and down the stairs.
Part of the equation includes an eight-hour round trip hike my daughter and I take on the mountain
behind our house. We come across at least five parties of people we know on the way up, the conversation
predictable, "Nice day. Unbelievable weather huh? Another day of sun, eh?"
From the ridge of Mt. Jumbo you can see downtown Juneau and some of the hundreds of islands that
make up this astounding archipelago. There's even a natural swimming pool on top of the mountain. We dip
in turquoise snow melt and then lounge on sun-warmed rocks overlooking Stephens Passage and Admiralty
Island, named for the British explorers that sailed this area in the mid-1700s.
The next sunny morning I do the 26-mile round trip commute between Douglas Island and my job at
the University of Alaska Southeast on a new cruiser bike. But the ride home is a different story. As I begin
pedaling away from the Chancellor's office, wind picks up and clouds roll in. A mile into the ride I am battling
a headwind and soon riding into a storm that grows in intensity along Gastineau Channel. By the time I cross
the bridge to Douglas Island, dark grey clouds are on the horizon and the rain is soaking through my thin
windbreaker. I arrive home drenched, albeit with a curious lighter feeling. Perhaps it is the knowing that I can
return to my cozy car the next morning and everything will be dark, rainy, and blessedly, free of sun-induced
guilt.
"I'm a fair weather bike rider," I announce to my husband.
Then we head out to our community garden plot to check on the greens.
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Ceann Murphy
UAS Student, Juneau

Autumn Binge
The sun goes nuclear when cosmos says
to wind down her summer celebration.
In defiance, she sneaks off
to some speakeasy deep in the clouds
disappearing for days, even weeks.
As the wind whistles an offbeat tune,
callowed leaves turn jaundiced
groove their demise,
while evergreens slur shanties
for recently departed needles.
Rain storms into town frequently
often hammered.
Mushroom troops hole up
at the Tavern in the Green
sitting on stools soaking in brew.
Blushing with tones of crimson
the muskeg proves she can hold her drink,
while grassy wetlands cannot.
His lush green blades pale,
as he spews his briny cocktail.
Fowl and rowdy tailgaters binge
on fermented ash berries.
Window casualties increase,
as feathered friends
let friends fly drunk.
Under the influence
Earth is so self centered.
Spinning all day, she's bound to get tipsy
on her axis and fall into
Old Man Winter's embrace.
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Kristina Cranston
Sitka

A New Creation Story
Female frog, alchemist, mysterious life giver, thick as a bear; the last of her kind
residing alone,
above the shrouded valley.
With each ray of sun, salt water caress, new life now grows inside her,
barren no more,
secrets absolved scarred shame.
The slime from the snail, the down from the eagle, the shimmer of the
salmon scale,
contributes to her fertilization.
She releases her young from her mouth, using tongue to launch,
taste buds altered,
to appreciate damp earth, and sand.
The valley's vanquished hold lessens and retreats, providing nourishing ground
for baby frogs to grow,
to populate a new womb.
Heart thawed, heated by voices and other hearts, beating hearts,
pounding hearts,
drums demanding dance.
Voices rise with tides, seaweed cover, tiny frogs find their way,
carried by the ocean,
and into creeks and bogs.

58

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

Kersten Christianson
Sitka

North to Kluane
North to Kluane: Three Guardsmen Lake
After W.S. Merwin

Winds unharnessed,
the lake ripples and strains against its borders,
stretches and unfurls along banks of wild grass,
spills to streams trickling over stone.
Each of the guardsmen crests the hill
above this empty stretch of road,
views lone swan adrift on the lake,
thinks of warmth and a woman
and walks the edge of water
into autumn and the coming cold.
They are the same, these wandering sentinels:
red-throated loons,
snow buntings, ptarmigan.
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Ker sten Christianson
Sitka

An Offering
Carry this basket to the beach, Mama,
this woven, alder-branched basket,
in hues of wild doe and dried ginger.
Packed in tight are the ribbon-tied love letters,
the scattering of tiny pearl baby teeth among glass beads
and bells, the earthen clay rattle, soul catcher,
sun and moon, used to meter out time.
Carry this basket to the beach, Mama,
this wide, round-bottomed vessel.
Hold it by its curved, deer antler handle,
smooth and cupped, your warm palm, Mama,
that last carried the purple amethyst on silver chain,
ochre raven skull, luminous feather,
and me, Mama.
The journals, the poetry, and overflowing words;
words of love, words of Magic.
The Kluane Lake spirit sticks worn, bleached
by waves, wind, weather — collected on shore.
Carry this basket to the beach, Mama,
this hand-woven basket,
and push it out to sea.

60

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

Fish Mongers
Christopher Donar, UAS Faculty, Ketchikan
Painting

Double Shift
Bonnie Elsensohn, Skim
Painting
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Rachael Juzeler
Featured Artist, Juneau

Hidden Work series {recycled life drawings}
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Rachael Juzeler
Featured Artist, Juneau

Friend Fencepost
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Rachael Juzeler
Featured Artist, Juneau

Juneau Past & Present Wrenches

Wrenches
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Rachael Juzeler
Featured Artist, Juneau

Axe no. 1 {red line}

Ball Peen Hammer no. 1 {Chiton frame}
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• Rachael Juzeler
Featured Artist, _Juneau

Bones
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Rachael Juzeler
Featured Artist, Juneau

Shovel Chartreuse Detail

Chisel no. 2 {Chiton Frame}
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Rebecca Salsman
UAS Student, Juneau

Rustic Encounters:
An Interview with Rachael Juzeler
When 1 heard that Rachael was this year's featured artist I was excited.
She is a staff member of the Juneau Arts and Humanities Council, a well-known Juneau resident, and a very
talented artist that pushes her limits both personally and artistically. She blends old and new together by allowing things like the refurbishment of her home to influence her artwork. Her home used to belong to a Treadwell
Miner and she is still finding treasures in it like 1923 newspapers, original wallpaper, and rusty nails that she
uses as daily inspiration. From her love of decomposing patterns to conversations about personal philosophies I
feel like we could easily become friends because she is so relatable and honest. I'll admit at first I felt intimidated
about interviewing a fantastic artist like Rachael because I admire her work and I wasn't sure if I would form
intelligent questions to ask her. But her inviting attitude, kind words, and relatable qualities (like needing to eat
something before sending me an email) caused me to appreciate her artistry and beauty even more.

Pieces of My House no. 1
Rachael Juzeler
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How did you first become interested in art?
I was born with the interest. I've always been visually aware, but in high school I took art and was
trusted to use the art rooms on my own when my art teacher had to leave halfway through the day
to go be an art dealer at his other job. There were art supplies galore at my disposal and lots of time
for creating. High school was when I became aware that art wasn't just a hobby, but could become a
career.
Can you tell us about your childhood memory of being busted by the Park Rangers and
how that shaped who you have become as an artist and a person?
I'm sure there were many events in my childhood that shaped me as an artist and person. This
one just resonates because it was my first experience with earthwork and the shapes I would use
in my future artwork. Not to mention it caused controversy and I've found I can be an instigator.
Anyway on a family-backpacking excursion we hiked the Lake Ozette trail on the Olympic Peninsula.
There, an archaeological dig had just been completed—an entire Makah village had been uncovered.
Walking further down the beach, we came upon Wedding Rocks, a well-known petroglyph site. I
gathered a few small, pointed rocks and started grinding away at trying to recreate the petroglyphs. I
was enticed, inspired, and intrigued by the material, which got me in trouble, since I was desecrating
a National Forest and all. Rubbings would have been a better idea. Basically, I just wanted to see if I
could make petroglyphs too and I was only repeating the designs that were already there. Now that
I think about it, this probably had something to do with my love of form repetition. Basically, I was
inspired.
What avenues and people encouraged creativity in your life?
Many and all, which started with my family and unconditional encouragement.
It is lovely to come from a family of teachers. I grew up around numerous high school teachers
who later became my teachers in art, creative writing, and art history. All of my friends are creative
and supportive, or they would not be my friends; I like surrounding myself with creative types, the
builders and the do-ers.
My college professors and philosophy of learning founded at Evergreen State College inspired
me because I got to create and develop my own curriculum. I was in natural surroundings and able
to focus on the visual arts, especially ceramics and glaze formulation. I even wrote my own classes
studying geology and using raw found minerals, clays, and ores in my glazes. I have never been lacking
encouragement from others; if I get excited about a project, the excitement can be contagious.
I heard that your house on Douglas Island inspires your art. Can you please tell me
the story behind it and how it inspires you?
In 2001 I lived on 5th street in Douglas and would walk past the Pierce house at the end of Saint
Ann's. I've always been interested in restoring old houses and when there was a for sale sign up, I
thought that was my chance to check it out. I got there before the realtor and went into the open
basement; I was greeted by old growth pier and post timbers, and upstairs the original wallpaper was
the same as in my Grandma's house in Eastern Washington. I loved it. I never thought for an instant
that I could buy it since I was a single woman with very little money. But, it needed a lot of work
inside so it was fairly inexpensive—long story short they shockingly took my offer. Thank God for
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direct deposit and an actual job! I've been ripping apart my home and restoring it ever since, finding
little treasures of old newspapers (from the first remodel of 1923,) a dysfunctional chimney, (supplying me with great old bricks,) original wallpapers, and the signature of the builder in fantastically
floral lead script —"Loyola, E.Harper I Zanesville Ohio I Muskingum Co."
It has history, as it is one of the remaining houses, and most likely the only foreman's home, left
from the collapsed Treadwell mines.
And I love antiquity.
What are the main mediums you use when producing art? Do you have a method to
your creativity?
In college I focused on ceramics, which is a very meditative craft, and after college I found myself
moving to places where these facilities were available. If I wasn't working in ceramics, I would work
with readily available materials such as dirt, wax, fiber, and paper. I also took metal and woodshop
classes; I incorporate all of those materials into my work. Now I have my own studio in my house.
My studio has kilns that can fire both glass and ceramic, and there is also a pit out front used to do
firings. A few of the methods I use are natural processes, like pit fires, which give natural patterns to
my work. I use materials I have at my disposal. Currently, combating the dump pile we are building
in our community has been the major focus of my work. The re-use of materials like window glass,
metal, and wood scraps greatly minimizes my purchases of new products. Plus, I collect a lot of things
so I have a lot of stuff to be put to good use.
Do you have any formal artistic education or were you self-taught?
Formal? Evergreen State College, ha. I do send myself to classes and workshops whenever I find
ones that interest me, which is often. As I've said, I come from a family of teachers so I suppose constant education is something ingrained in my psyche.
What are your philosophies in creative thought?
I've always debated with others and myself whether creative thought is something you are born
with or something learned. Regardless, I believe creative thought is something that has to be nurtured
and exercised on a daily basis.
As an artist, what catches your eye in other people's work?
Color first, and a strong design, especially in regard to repetition of form. I am always fascinated
with the use of alternative materials and ancient techniques. I am interested not only in works of
antiquity, but also how the materials and techniques can be applied and used in a modern day context.
Do you have a particular piece of your art you are most proud of?
I am most proud of my glass tools. I found many of the tools in old mines surrounding my house
and then recreated them. I literally felt like I had struck gold.
Rusty organic colors appear a lot in your work. Is there something in particular
that draws you to those colors and patterns?
Besides being my favorite color, it is the act of decomposition. The patterns created that mimic
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the patterns of the wind and rain, and that fascinates me. Also, I like patterns found on the beach and
in wood. I see patterns everywhere.
In a previous interview I read, it said you liked to show how you can find "God" by
living life to the fullest and not being afraid to live complete contradiction. Can you
explain that in more detail?
My personal philosophy came about when I read W. Blake's The Marriage of Heaven and Hell. In
the book, God and the Devil have a discussion, from which I learned that if you can appreciate each
side of the coin, as it were, you would be able to live a full and complete life.
Do you have any suggestions for aspiring artists?
You just have to do, and keep doing, what you feel is worthwhile.
Be better than you think you can be. Exercise creative thought, everyday.
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Marie Ryan McMillian
Juneau

Below the River's Wings
When my dad wanted me to understand something difficult, he told me stories, teasing out the warp and
weft of the tale, pushing me to weave them into something real. It was an old professor trick, learned from
years of persuading 18 year olds that history was equal parts yesterday and today.
If I were to tell a story to explain how I got wrapped up in a mess that involves a multi-national company,
a village schoolteacher turned political candidate, and now the President of the United States, I might tell the
story about Kristi and the bushlines.
It used to be easy to get lost in Alaska. Find a chunk of land, throw up a plywood cabin with a barrel
stove, dig an outhouse, and bingo! You were living the dream. Now even in the most storm-tossed places,
where people looking to escape have hidden for a hundred years, no one is really lost. At least not physically.
Now you might fmd a Gen-X hippie, or neo-Luddite pioneer squatting any old miner's cabin; they come
complete with tattoos and high-speed access to the Twitterverse and cell phones, but no flush toilet. Consider
them independent but connected.
Alaska's earlier wireless network was the bushlines. Back then, it wasn't uncommon to forego a phone in
your house; when all your living situations were temporary, and you had been on unemployment all winter, a
phone was easy to let go. Phones then also didn't travel well, so when your husband went to Anchorage, asking about dog food from Costco, for example, was more complicated than sending a text. Enter the bushlines.
It was simple; call the local radio station and leave a message on an answering machine. At the same time
each day, an announcer would read all the messages aloud. Early adopters were, unsurprisingly, bootleggers,
sending marginally cryptic messages about illicit shipments masked as snowmachine cowlings or sled dog
puppies. But the majority of the messages were the dry stuff of everyday life: groceries and bills and travel
arrangements. Since most of us needed to use the bushlines periodically, we all knew our tiny intimacies were
on display, like underwear drying on a clothesline. We bared our indignities, knowing everyone else would
properly avert their eyes.
The bushline messages to Kristi were different though. I knew that even before it became clear that
knowing only part of a story could change the truth for everyone.
Kristi was a wanderer, a hippie who happened to town not long after we moved to Homer from Dillingham, when Colby was a toddler. She lived wild and hard, a regular at the vomit-permeated waterfront bars. I
sometimes saw her hitchhiking into town, carrying a molding Boy Scout backpack, tailed by a huge dog. Given
a bath, she would have been a pretty girl. When her hair was released from its twin braids, it reached her waist
in an avalanche of tossed fall leaves; her weathered, heart-shaped face still bore the open look of surprised
kindergartner.
For a time, she worked at the local greenhouse. She was a good match there. They let her bring her
dreadlocked dog and didn't mind that her squatter's tent lacked a shower. When I was shopping for my starts
that spring, somewhere between the fuchsia and broccoli, I heard her singing to herself as she watered the
hanging baskets. I nearly mistook the sweetness of her voice for the scent of some outrageous pink flower:
high, fanciful, girlish. It was not the voice of a woman who waited outside bars for anonymous bearded men
in coveralls, a cigarette's glow the only surrounding light. Nor was it the voice of a woman occasionally found
in the back seat of a police car long after the sun began to rise again. Not the voice of a woman who disap72
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peared onto fishing boats for a season, filling the role of cook, ashtray dumper, and lover, peeling bloodstained Helly-Hansons off lonely fishermen.
I was thinking of her voice when I heard the other mothers at the toddlers' playgroup talking about
Kristi's mother's bushlines.
It's possible to imagine that Kristi didn't understand the reciprocal nature of the bushlines. That proper
etiquette required a brief call home from a bar payphone now and then. But her mother's messages made it
clear that Kristi never responded, that she never pulled up a chair and a roll of quarters. In the messages, her
mother begged her daughter to call collect, to write, anything. The more desperate that mother became, the
greater Kristi's notoriety, at least amongst us moms with young kids. We all called her Edith, gossiping about
her latest message as if she were someone we knew. At playgroup one day, the news manager of the radio station said that when they saw the answering machine flashing, everyone in the station left to get coffee, and her
palms actually began sweating. She dreaded Edith's constricted wail, beseeching a reply from her daughter.
They finally had to assign answering machine duty to an intern, because no one else would do it and the
intern didn't know any better.
One particularly grim day, the announcer had read:
To Kristi, from Mom
Two little ducks
Went out one day
Over the hill and far away
Mother duck said
"Quack, quack, quack, quack."
But only one little duck came running back.
One little duck
Went out one day
Over the hill and far away
Mother duck said
"Quack, quack, quack, quack."
But no little ducks came running back.
Sad mother duck
Went out one day
Over the hill and far away
Sad mother duck said
"Quack, quack, quack, quack."
And five little ducks running came back.
The announcer went silent for a beat, two beats, three. When she could speak again, she read the rest of
Edith's message: "Honey, duckie, do you remember? Do you remember that day? When the librarian sang that
song?You were three.You were so sad that the baby ducks left.You sat in my lap and cried until you fell asleep.
Do you remember when you were three and you slept in my lap?"
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I'm not proud of this, but that day—as Colby slept on my chest, his feathery hair damp with sweat—
I dialed the number in Iowa. It was easy, because we all had it memorized. But what could I say? "Hello
Edith. My name is Annalise, and I don't really know your daughter, but I saw her passed out outside the bar
two mornings ago. I don't know if she remembers about the ducks." Would that be a comfort, or would her
daughter's ability to turn off her heart like an outside spigot in the winter leave her frozen, too?
I hung up the phone before anyone answered.
At the playgroup several months later, one mom told us that she and her family had just returned from
Fairbanks, where she'd seen Kristi hitchhiking north. I asked if her family had picked her up, and she blinked
hard as she muttered something about space and the dog.
No one ever saw Kristi in town again.
That week I drove by her empty campsite while Colby slept in his carseat. I pulled in between the pallets, dog crap, and clotheslines, and then I was crying, my head on the steering wheel. Edith's imagined voice
echoed in my head; I felt her sorrow at never again hearing that floral voice deep below my ribs:The ache of a
mother never able to call her daughter home.
After Kristi left town, we toddler moms contemplated calling Edith just to tell her the girl had moved
on. But we never did. Instead, we listened as the poor woman unraveled. Soon there was no way for even
the interns to read the messages without sounding hysterical. I could hardly imagine what the original on the
answering machine sounded like.
Eventually, we stopped talking about Edith. There was nothing left to say. She kept sending the messages,
the radio station kept reading them, and we listened. The most and the least we could have done was turn off
the radio, but we didn't. We didn't, and couldn't, stop Edith's despair.
We thought we understood something about these women, Kristi and Edith, because we heard part
of their story on the radio. We took the little we knew about them and, like a coloring book, filled in the
outlines, inscribing blank people with the colors we had at hand. In the end, we didn't know anything about
either of them. And we never really tried to learn. We only made their story into the one we needed to hear.
I thought of Kristi right after the video that made Ron famous was filmed. Chuck, the cameraman, was
telling me that in string theory, every possible choice actually happens. This world, he said, spins out into
hundreds and thousands of different worlds, each determined by our minute-to-minute choices. If he is right,
in some alternate world Kristi called her mom. And in some world, I never went upriver with Ron last summer, because he is not my husband, and I am not that kind of wife. And in some world, Ron got cold feet and
told Chuck to stop Filming, so he never starred in a reality TV show. In some world I am not fleeing my own
home so I don't see him shapeshifting on the screen from the man who kissed me below the northern lights
to a celebrity politician with a stylist. In some world, the berries are prepping their voluptuous selves for our
annual tryst. And I get my damn fall back.
I sure hope Chuck knows what he is talking about, because the idea that somewhere I am not a liar makes
me feel a whole lot better.
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William S. Merk
Juneau

Objects In Mirror Are Larger Than They Appear
This photograph,
Taken on our weekend hike,
You beneath the trestle, me beside,
The two of us looking east
Like children waiting on a present,
Last summer's yellow roses,
Heaven-scented,
So perfect in their blooming,
Seeming to shrink beneath
The weight of seasoned oak.
I can still hear the timbers creak
As our engine crashed through,
Cinders flying,
Trailing cars darker than a widow's dreams,
One final red light on the caboose,
Its message dimming into a purple darkness,
Curving slow, then just as slowly gone.

*First Published in Songs that Shake the Earth, Oct. 2013
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Paris Donohoe
UAS Student, Douglas

Ill
it was this time last year
when you called in the middle of the night
sobbing hysterically
i couldn't even comprehend what you were saying
when i found you
in a million tiny pieces on the icy curb
i picked up each and every bit of you
and placed you in my warm car
you cried the whole way to my place
i made you tea and a bed on the couch
you were still weeping when I laid you down
i played with your hair until you fell asleep
your mascara stains still on my pillow
on the thirteenth it will mark one year
since you passed
the pain still comes in waves
sometimes I can't breathe
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Sarah Isto
Juneau

Gone Friend Leaving
for PK., 1932-2013

It happened at night they said—
the breathing and the not breathing,
eddies of your scant air barely curling out and in.
You, inattentive as if swept up in a daydream,
then absent.
I was not there.
Today through the fog I saw your blue kayak
slipping toward me up the inlet
along the far bank where stroking is easy.
I held you close with my gaze
as you parted the pale gray.
Then, in front of me, commotion—rattle, splash, a flash of color.
My eyes startled, your kayak blended forever into mist,
and rising before me, kingfisher triumphant,
water streaming from her azure wings,
carrying something silver from the teeming sea
beneath the cloud-reflecting waves.
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Sarah Isto
Juneau

All I Could Salvage forYou
from Autumn is this:
a currant leaf—
its green bleached away by frost—
waving from a barren twig, airy and scarlet
as the crown of a crane flying south;
a spray of tamarack,
needles clinging to each woody knob,
pale yellow as new ice
on a tannin-tinged stream;
and five porcupine quills scattered
on a bed of gold-heart birch leaves,
slim black-tipped straws
now innocent of barbs.
I wanted to bring you
their acrid crisping odors,
their revolution of color,
the feel of soft mulch protecting the soil,
but all I could do
was to press them stiff
between the weighty pages
of a dull book with no pictures.

for AH - 7th birthday
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Joan Pardes
Juneau

echo
a dead man's scarf
dances around my throat
threaded with silver lines
and tassels of silk
it twists in the wind waving
words of wit and mischief
that quiver in the wake
of his silence

waving words of wit and mischief
that only I can hear.

twisting in the Taku wind
it whispers words that my friend would have uttered
if he
it twists in the wind waving
words of wit and mischief
that quiver in the wake
of his silence
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Heather LaVerne
Juneau

New Neighbors
Characters:
Kurt: Boyfriend of Carson. He is calm and mature. Late 20s
Carson: Boyfriend of Kurt. He is more spontaneous. Late 20s
Cinnamon: Wife of Art. She is earthy and talks like Bjork. Early 30s
Art: Husband of Cinnamon. He is beyond creepy. Speaks in a monotone, high voice. Late 40s
Scene 1
The stage is set as a patio. Sliding glass doors US show a dark apartment interior. The patio is lit with lamps that are
typically used in children's bedrooms. The table has a big red candle in the center. It also has plates, silverware, two empty
wine bottles, and a sharp knife. KURT and CARSON sit SR of the table, holding hands. CINNAMON sits SL of table
next to an empty chair that is therefor ART, though he is not present.
KURT: That's a lovely collection.
CARSON: So... you only collect empty wine bottles?
CINNAMON:Yes. Art and I do not drink alcohol. But we do love the look of the bottles. We thought
about filling them with some of the many trinkets we've collected throughout our travels, but we'd hate for
the bottles to experience the burdens of our past.
KURT: Well... sure.
CINNAMON: I do hope Art is near completing the preparation of appetizers. I'm sure you two are
famished.
CARSON: It's okay. We're fine.
CINNAMON:Tell me, boys, what made you move to Portland?
KURT: Well, I just got a job at one of the elementary schools as a kindergarten teacher and Carson has
family here, so it made sense.
CINNAMON: I do love children. Art and I wish we could have some of our own one day, but it seems his
sperm and my eggs both have different plans.
(beat)
CARSON:Yeah, we know how you feel. Kurt and I want kids too, but his sperm and my eggs aren't having it.
KURT: Carson... don't. (to Cinnamon) He's just being...
CINNAMON: No, I get the joke. It's very funny. (pause) I think I'll write it in my joke journal. (Rises and
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exits)

CARSON: Can you believe these two?
KURT: I didn't realize they'd be so... different.
CARSON: I know. She seemed semi-normal when she invited us over. But I don't know.
KURT: Well, we should give them a chance. I mean there's no need to judge.
CARSON: Who keeps a joke journal, though?
KURT:You keep a dream journal.
CARSON: It inspires my music!
KURT: Maybe Cinnamon wants to be a stand-up. (chuckles)
CARSON: Could you imagine that act?
KURT: I don't think I want to.
CARSON: And can we talk about Art for a second?
(Enter ART. He is carrying a plate of kale chips)

ART: Are my ears ringing?
KURT: No, no. We were just...
ART: I have prepared kale chips for your mouths.
CARSON: ... Uh... mmm.
KURT: They look delicious. Thank you, Art.
ART: Where has my lover disappeared? I hope her bowels are not upset.
CARSON: She went to write in her joke book. (snickers and is elbowed by KURT)
ART: Aw, yes. Jokes. (pauses then produces a solid, loud"HA!" Sits.)
KURT: So, Art, what do you do for a living?
ART: I spend my weekdays working in a model train shop dusting trinkets and the like. On the weekends,
I paint fish on dumpsters in the park.
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KURT: Is that part of a community service project?
ART: No. I just feel the world needs more fish on dumpsters.
CARSON: ... Don't we all?
ART:Yes, Carson. I believe we do.
(Enter CINNAMON)

CINNAMON: There you are, my love. I do wish you did not walk so quietly. I would have found you
sooner. I checked all the hampers.
ART: I cannot help my light footsteps.You know this.
CINNAMON: I do.
CARSON: So, what exactly are kale chips? (pokes the plate)
CINNAMON: Aw!You've made kale chips! How welcoming of you. Kale chips are the only known
chipped vegetable that ensures lasting friendships.
CARSON: Where'd you read that?
KURT: Carson...
CINNAMON: I believe it was in Art's latest blog entry entitled "Fast and Flourishing Friendship Foods."
Is that right, love?
CARSON: Oh, you write a blog, do ya, Art?
ART: On a typewriter. It is entitled "Art and Other Things."
KURT: Very clever, sir.
ART: Please, call me Art. I find the word "sir" to add a layer of distrust between us. (He picks up the knife
from the table and swipes it through the air three times) There. Now it is gone.

CARSON: Look at you.You got some serious knife swinging skills, Art.
ART: I never go anywhere without my knives.
KURT:You collect knives, too?
CINNAMON: No, Art likes to use knives, but he doesn't collect them.
KURT: I'm not sure I follow.
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ART:You should never follow. Create your own path.
KURT: No, I mean, I don't understand.
CARSON: What do you use them for?
ART: I like to cut things. Tension, energies, auras, throats. It relaxes me.
KURT: I'm sorry. Did you say throats?
CINNAMON: Oh yes. Art is a master of throat slitting.
KURT:You mean... metaphorically.
CINNAMON: No, quite literally.
ART:Yes, there is nothing like a good throat slitting to increase the heart rate and relax the muscles. It's
like love making, only it's throat slitting.
CINNAMON: Oh Art, you're such a poet.
ART: If I am a poet, then you are my muse.
KURT: I, urn, think Carson and I need to be going.
CINNAMON: Oh dear. Has our affection caused a discomfort in your visitor pouches?
CARSON: Let's go with that.
KURT: No, it's just getting late. There's no discomfort in our... visitor pouches.

ART: But the sun has just gone down. It is perfect visitation weather. Please stay.
CARSON: (under his breath to KURT) Is he gonna slit our throats if we don't?
ART: Don't let my knife skills intimidate you. I only cut throats when the mood strikes.
CARSON: And how often is that?
ART: It is hard to say. For instance, I would love to strike now what with the way the moonlight is dancing with your cheekbones.You both have strong cheekbones.
KURT:Thank you.
CINNAMON: Look, Art, you're making them blush.
ART: I do not see a flush to their cheeks.
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CARSON: I'm actually feeling pale.
KURT: (brightens) Oh yeah, you don't look too well, Carson!
CINNAMON: Oh dear. Does he need a foot cleanse?
ART: I have a special tea.
KURT: No, I think I should just take him home. It was a lovely visit, though. We should do it again sometime.
ART: Please, stop by whenever the mood strikes. But always knock first. Always.
KURT: Of course. (rises)
(They exit in a hurry)
ART: I think they will make lovely neighbors, Cinnamon. We shall have them over often.
Scene

Scene 2
Two weeks have passed. Scene is set in the interior of KURT and CARSON's apartment. The place is very well put
together. There is a desk USR with tons of children's books lining the shelf next to it. There is a keyboard and a guitar USC.
CARSON is sitting on the couch on his laptop. KURT enters from a long day at work, throwing his keys on the table next
to the door.
KURT: Hi, sweetie.
CARSON: Okay, what about this place?
KURT: What are you doing?
CARSON: Looking at apartments.
KURT: Still? Have you moved at all today?
CARSON: Please, just look at it.
(KURT sighs and sits next to CARSON)
CARSON: It's a safe neighborhood. Imagine how great it would be. We could have barbeques in the summer, kids on the lawn playing with water balloons, and a fenced backyard where no neighbors could pop up
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out of nowhere.
KURT: They always knock, Carson.
CARSON: That doesn't matter. They still come over way too much. They want to have dinner every night
and they keep bringing me weird foods.
KURT: I'm sorry, but we can't afford a place like that.
CARSON: Kurt, if you were home during the day, you'd understand. It's getting bad.
KURT: Carson, they aren't bad people.
CARSON: He slits throats!
KURT: He was kidding.
(There is a knock at the door)

CARSON: It's him!
KURT: We don't know it's him. (rises and looks through peephole.)
CARSON: (whispering) Who is it?
KURT: (whispering) It's him.
CARSON: (whispering) Oh no. Does he have his knives?
KURT: (whispering) Calm down. I'm here. Nothing is going to happen. (opens the door.) Hi Art!
ART: Greetings, boys. I heard your mouth whispers behind the door. Secrets are magnificent when
shared between two lovers. I do hope you cherish each whisper as if it were a hummingbird landing upon your
shoulder blade in the heart of summer.
KURT: What can we do for you, Art?
ART: I have brought you miso tofu. It tastes a lot like heaven regurgitated miso onto tofu.
KURT: Thank you, Art. That looks delicious. (takes plate and winces.) Ooh, it's freezing.
ART:Yes, I have frozen it so you can savor the flavor longer whilst your mouth heat thaws the tofu.
KURT: Thank you, Art. We really appreciate it.
(ART slowly shuffles forward and pulls KURT into a hug.)
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ART:You are welcome, fine Kurt. I am so happy to have you and Carson as neighbors. Sharing walls and
roof with you is a blessing. I hope you never leave.
(CARSON lowers the screen on the laptop)
KURT: We enjoy being your neighbors, too.
ART: I hope you aren't lying, because lies pollute the air and suffocate the birds, causing their wings to
shatter.
CARSON: Good thing we aren't lying then?
ART: May I use your urination station?
CARSON:You know where it is.
(ART shuffles off SR)
CARSON: (whispering) Do you see what I mean? He's so weird!
KURT: (whispering) Don't judge.
CARSON: (whispering) Kurt, I was reading the newspaper this afternoon and they found an old man dead
in the alley down the street.
KURT: (whispering) Yeah?
CARSON: (whispering) His throat was slit! Crazy random happenstance? I don't think so.
KURT:You need to stop watching "Dr. Horrible." You're starting to talk like him.
CARSON: One cannot simply stop watching Neil Patrick Harris.
KURT:You also need to stop looking at memes all day.
CARSON: Let's focus less on me and more on the crazy guy in our bathroom.
KURT: (whispering) Keep your voice down.
(ART enters)
ART: I enjoyed your bathroom reading.
CARSON: Well, you brought it over.
ART: May I indulge in some of your hummus.
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KURT: We don't have any hummus.
CARSON: Nope, Art brought some over yesterday.
KURT: Oh, well, help yourself.
CARSON: (mimicking ART's voice) Would you like flavored toppings with that?
KURT: Carson...
ART: Flavored toppings... hmmm... I think I would like some cumin.
KURT: Top cabinet.
ART: I rearranged your cabinets this morning. The cumin now lives with the knives since they are both
favorites of mine.
(ART retrieves the cumin and sprinkles some on the hummus. He nods to both KURT and CARSON)
ART: Thank you for your hospitality. Allow me to invite you over for an evening of lovemaking. Our bed
craves new bodies.
KURT: Thank you, Art. We have plans tonight but maybe some other time.
ART: I will return your fork after I have finished my hummus.
(ART exits. Beat)
CARSON: Try dealing with that every few hours.
Scene

Scene 3
Two days have passed. Interior of KURT and CARSON's apartment. KURT reads on the couch. CARSON comes
bounding in with is laptop.
CARSON: He struck again!
KURT: What?
CARSON: Another slit throat!
KURT: Are you serious?
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CARSON: Look! (thrusts laptop in KURT'sface.)
KURT: Carson, this is a suicide. And she cut her wrists.
CARSON: He's smart! You think he's gonna do it the same way twice?
KURT: Sweetie, calm down.
CARSON:You calm down!
KURT: I'm reading Levinas.
CARSON: Exactly!
KURT: What?
CARSON: I don't know. I'm freaking out, Kurt. Was he kidding? Was he serious? Are these his victims?
KURT: He was kidding.
CARSON: How can we be sure?
KURT: We can't, but let's just relax and take a breath.
CARSON: Kurt, I can't live across the hall from them. I haven't slept in two weeks.
KURT:You were snoring by 10 last night.
CARSON: Well, I keep waking up at every little sound.
KURT: Look, we can go over there and talk to them if it'll make you feel better.
CARSON: And what exactly would we say? "Um, hello. Could we pry up your floorboards and see just
how many bodies are there?" That won't get us killed.
KURT: Carson, he was joking. Don't get so worked up. There is no proof that these deaths are connected
to Art. And this last one definitely wasn't him.
CARSON: I don't understand how you can just sit there casually reading, knowing that there may be a
serial killer living next door! He could be slitting throats as we speak!
KURT: He was kidding.
CARSON: He has dead eyes!
KURT: He was kidding.
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CARSON: He has a mustache!
KURT: He was kidding!
CARSON: He has a mustache!
KURT: What is with you and mustaches?
CARSON: Didn't have a problem with them until I met Art, actually.
KURT: Oh please.You always use the mustache excuse when you don't like someone.
CARSON: They tickle!
KURT: Fine. Mustaches aside, Art is creepy, yes. Cinnamon is bizarre, yes. But, I don't think we have a
problem, sweetie. It's been two days and they haven't bothered us. I saw them both on the stairs when I came
home from work this afternoon and they were very friendly. They invited us over, but weren't pushy.
CARSON: What?You didn't accept, did you?
KURT: I said I had to check with you. Could you please stop freaking out?
CARSON: Oh great! Now they'll blame me if we don't come over and then he'll slit my throat!
KURT: He's not gonna slit your throat!
CARSON: I saw the way he was looking at me at dinner that first night!
KURT: He wasn't looking at you at all.
CARSON:Yes, he was. He was licking his lips and glaring at me over his mustache!
KURT: Get off the mustache! And when the hell was he licking his lips at you? Were you at the same dinner as me?
CARSON: I don't feel safe living next door to them. He comes over all the time and he always has a
knife! Who needs to carry knives in Portland?
KURT: That's it. I'm done. (rises)
CARSON: Where are you going?
KURT: I'm going to talk to Art and Cinnamon and clear this whole thing up.
CARSON: No!
KURT:Yes. I've let it go on long enough.
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CARSON: Please don't! I don't want him to hurt you.
KURT: He's not gonna hurt me. (exits out,ront door.)
(CARSON stands still and anxiously looks out, front door. There is a beat and KURT returns with ART and CINNAMON behind him.)
KURT: Okay, Carson, would you please tell Art and Cinnamon your concerns.
(beat)

KURT: Carson...
CARSON: I don't have any concerns.
KURT: Oh my god! Art, Cinnamon, I'm sorry to drag you over here, but Carson has been a little upset
about the throat slitting talk and I just wanted to clear the air. Art, could you please tell him that you were just
joking?
ART: I was just joking.
KURT: There, you see?
ART: Although I wasn't.
KURT: What?
ART: I do not joke. Cinnamon is the jokester in the family.
CINNAMON: I keep a joke journal.
CARSON: We know.
ART: I was quite serious about my hobby of throat slitting.
KURT: I'm sorry, but I was certain you were joking. Are you telling me that you have actually slit throats?
CINNAMON: He's an artist.
KURT: Oh my god.
CARSON: I told you.
ART: Please do not fear, boys.Your worry thoughts are polluting the air. (takes a knifefrom his pocket and
swipes at the air.)

(KURT and CARSON scream and back up, clutching each other.)
90

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

ART: Screams! Such negativity requires bigger blades. (he exits)
CINNAMON: He must be getting his butcher knife.
KURT: I'm so sorry, Carson. I should have listened to you.
(ART enters swinging multiple long kitchen knives around wildly.)
ART: Never fear, boys. I shall rid your apartment of the negative energy.
(ART continues to swing the blades around the apartment as KURT and CARSON huddle in the corner. CINNAMON watches as f she is watching a baby get baptized. ART stops swinging and places the knives on the coffee table.)
ART:Your room is now pure.
CINNAMON: Beautifully done, love.
ART: It was my pleasure.
KURT:Thank you for... for purifying our apartment, but I'm afraid I'm gonna have to ask you to leave.
ART: Have I somehow offended?
KURT: I... urn... I'm not...
ART: I could bring back the negative energy if you would like.
KURT: No, it's just...
CARSON:You're freaking creepy, man!
(beat)
CINNAMON: Oh dear.
ART: I see. I apologize. We shall leave.
(ART and CINNAMON begin to exit)
KURT: Wait!
(They stop)
KURT: We're sorry.
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CARSON: What?
KURT: We're sorry. It isn't up to us to judge you two.You haven't hurt us and we don't get to decide
what's right.
CARSON: Kurt, are you listening to yourself?
KURT: Art, Cinnamon, please accept our apology. We did not mean to judge you.
ART: We accept your apology, boys. Thank you.You are welcome to join us for dinner tonight.
CINNAMON: We can make kale chips.
KURT: Thank you.
(ART and CINNAMON exit)
CARSON: What the hell was that?
KURT: I don't know. I just couldn't tell him he was wrong. I mean, he is wrong... but I just felt hypocritical.
CARSON: Hypocritical? What are you talking about?
KURT: Like we haven't been judged before.
CARSON:Yeah, but we don't kill people.
KURT: It shouldn't matter. We're no better than anyone else.
CARSON: I see where you're coming from, but what he's doing is illegal.You get that right?
KURT: Of course I do. I just think the police should handle this. Not us.
CARSON: Okay, you call the cops and I'll start packing.
KURT: Sounds good.
(A knock is heard on the door)
KURT: (opens the door and sees ART standing there) Hello.
ART: Hello, boys. To show that there are no hard feelings, I wanted to give you a gift. (he pulls in a large
painting)This is my best throat slitting painting. It is of a nun. See?
(KURT and CARSON take in the painting. It is a large portrait of a nun with a gash in the canvas where her
throat is. The truth slowly dawns on the boys)
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CARSON:You slit throats... of paintings?
ART: Sometimes sculptures.
KURT: Not people, but artwork?
ART: Of course. I'm no madman. (produces a loud "HA")
KURT: Right. (laughs) We knew that. I mean, of course we knew that. Um, that's a really nice gesture.
We'd be happy to take it.
ART: Delightful. Please, hang it on that wall. (points)The energy is very good there. (exits)
(beat)

CARSON: Holy crap.
KURT: I know. (beat) He's a freaking painter!
CARSON:You freaked out for nothing.
KURT: I freaked out? You freaked out!
CARSON: Okay, we both freaked out. (beat) And now we own a painting of a nun with a slit throat.
KURT:Yeah, that's still pretty creepy.
CARSON:Yep.
(Lights out on KURT and CARSON's apartment and lights up on the exterior hallway. CINNAMON is waiting
for ART in the doorway to their apartment)

CINNAMON: Did they accepted the portrait, darling?
ART:Yes, I believe we have solved the problem for the time being.
CINNAMON: What if they continue to question our ways?
ART: Then we shall create more distractions. I enjoy these two. I would hate to have to slit their throats.
Curtain
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Grace P. Lumba
Juneau

The Whiskey Woman
the whiskey woman rambles on
gums flapping, tongue flailing
as if to command an uproar
in this makeshift feedroom
in this makeshift shelter
in which we are all without a home
whiskey woman preaches about her lifetimes
of breaking into churches
for a safe sleep in the pews
about her pesky habits of stealing from donation boxes
it was unsavory, she says, but just
they were going to give it to her anyway
because it was money already earmarked for the poor
today she tells me it is a shame
to be locked out of the House of God
it is a shame there are iron chains on all the doors
she says to feel close to God now
she has to beg for a peek
through the windows
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Richard Dauenhauer
Juneau

Getting God's Attention
(A Poem on Poems, after Reading Jehuda Amichai)
Lo tignov! Don't steal!
But his images are so
irresistible.
Beginning
with his words:
God's hand in the world
is like your mother
gutting a chicken.
What's on her mind
as she looks out
the kitchen window?
Or God as a mechanic
rolling on a creeper
under a car.
Trying to get his attention,
we see only his feet.
Outrageous images—
the fringe on prayer shawls
as landing strips
where angels come and go.
His and hers: images
of the genderless
Sovereign of Infinity,
of Eternity
here and now.
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Richard Dauenhauer
Juneau

Shaking Hands with Beethoven
In Memory of Bill Ruddy (July 19, 1937 — November 26, 2013)
For we know in part and we prophesy in part.
But when that which is perfect has come,
then that which is in part will be done away.
. . . For now we see in a mirror, dimly,
but then face to face. Now I know in part,
but then I shall know just as I also am known.
1 Corinthians 1 3 : 9- 1 0, 12
Memories, like channel markers
help survivors
navigate your death.
Skipper Bill in the wheelhouse,
trumpeting to Taku Harbor:
'Tis a gift to be simple
'tis a gift to be free
'tis a gift to come down
where you ought to be.
Your final entries
in the log book of life:
I don't need my body
anymore. Its all worn out.
It's time to leave it
behind me, and move on.
At myfuneral—No Blubbering!
I think I'm going to heaven.
I'll meet Mozart and Beethoven.
Beethoven will have his hearing.
I'll shake Beethoven's hand
if he has a hand.
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From metaphors on charts
of old hymnography
we learn to navigate
our sea of life,
making scriptural
experience our own,
to anchor at the end of day.
Eternal Father, strong to save .. .
hear us when we cry to Thee
for those in peril on the sea ...
thus evermore shall rise to Thee
glad hymns of praise from land and sea.
The anchor setting
where it ought to be,
you let out scope and power down.
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Richard Stokes
Juneau

WhenYou Say Goodbye, Go
After Dad broke his back at age 85
he could sit comfortably, even walk,
but standing in place was uncomfortable.
Guests saying goodbye who continued to chat
at the door particularly irked Dad.
As he leaned on his cane in pain.
As a guest he practiced what he preached,
when he said he needed to leave,
he quickly, sometimes abruptly, left.
When at age 95 his lungs fmally surrendered,
he balanced for three days between life and death,
and I suspected he felt guilty
lingering at the threshold.
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Richard Stokes
Juneau

Auschwitz Greening
If not for still-standing stockade fences,
brick barracks on green lawns along tidy streets
might pass for college housing, but on display inside:
rooms full of shoes, eyeglasses, baled human hair,
suitcases once loaded with possessions
hastily packed for promised relocations.
A tourist in a green dress stands silently
where once boxcars crammed with human beings
were emptied, and where with a casual gesture,
a Nazi doctor waved her to the work camp,
her mother to the gas chambers.
Across the tracks skeletal chimneys point
like accusing fingers at the indifferent heavens
but where roots probe the ashes of the dead
in a vale behind the collapsed crematorium,
green leaves of birch shimmer in sunlight.
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Ernestine Hayes
UAS Faculty, Juneau

All the Ways that I Have Died
For the days wind long
and the hours drift slow
and the beach holds more than
one child can know
And the trees reach out
for the tender brown skin
of a soft-eyed girl
who only wants one thing
To be loved, to be safe
to be hidden, to be washed
to be silent, to be stopped
to be wanted, to be touched
To be like the other girls
to be clean, to be fed
to be known, to be cherished
to be seen, to be led
To be the first to be chosen, to be the one who sings,
to be the one who counts, to be the one with wings
who saves, who feeds, who warms, who clothes,
who cares, who loves, who comforts, who knows,
who pulls the covers round the trusting precious face
and who shelters her children from the anger,
the disgrace, from the dark, from the curse, from
herself, from the hurt. From the brokenhearted love
and the pain of broken nights and grandchild's
disappointment and the loss and the fright
and the years and the cold and the stories not told and
the days winding long
and the hours drifting slow
and the lives holding more
than one woman can know
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and the trees reach out
for my worn brown skin and one life ends
while another life begins
and I tell one story
and I sing one song
and the beach holds all
and the days wind long

Fish On
Elise Tomlinson, UAS Faculty, Douglas
Painting
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Rainforest Night
Elise Tomlinson, UAS Faculty, Douglas
Painting

Aurora Over Douglas Harbor
Elise Tomlinson, UAS Faculty, Douglas
Photography
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Vivian Faith Prescott
Sitka

Backward Progression
Why all of a sudden, now, are they going backwards? Some of their languages weren't even written.

— Susan Fischetti, official spokesperson, Alaskans for a Common Language, 1999
Because I want to speak my Native language,
you perceive me "going backwards."
Backward to where?Toward savageness
and barbarianism?
Well, I'm defying your linear march
up cement steps to your domed roofs,
the back-and-forth
you call time and progress,
the back-and-forth you call politics.
I defy your ballots and appeals, defming
the way I hold my teacup and saucer,
your belief in the melting pot, the notion
a common language gives us strength.
So I'm offering you a warning—listen
quietly. Listen, while your mind is asleep
in your hilltop tents, as candlelight
dims, as your words saturate the spaces
between your gray matter; when you can't
tell the direction of our voices,
how they murmur from the bushes,
with a wet hiss and jagged click,
sounds garbled—know it's only
our grandparents awakening. Listen
to our whispers' first meeting,
our hot breath folding into breath.
Listen for our tones rising, the footsteps
of scratchy throats—These will be our war cries
encircling your encampment.
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Vivian Faith Prescott
Sitka

Halleluiah Fire at the Wrangell Institute
Grandmother sewed the best parka
for grandson's stay at the boarding school;
rick-rack borders, spotted seal hides,
wolf fur—ruffled hood.
Now, the housemistress thumps her foot
to snapping sticks and crackling flames.
Place your benedictions and blaspheme
mittens onto gasoline-soaked spruce.
Inhale the incense of scorched seal skin,
moose hide burning, porcupine quills
melting, and abalone shells surrendering
to seared salvation.
Deaf to what the children hear—
animal spirits igniting the sky.
She sees atonement; they see a funeral—
Little children marching toward the beach
in their final dress parade.
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Vivian Faith Prescott
Sitka

ReceivingYour Name at Glacier Bay
To my daughter, Chdas' Koowii

—Mother-of-Humpy-Tail
Today, you've been given
your great auntie's name, meaning
"the force compelling humpy salmon
to return to the stream."
The fish always loved her scent
and came back again and again,
as you now call auntie every summer
back to the Alsek River,
the place where she tipped over
in her skiff and drowned,
she returns again—woman
with a wide-open-legged-spread,
hands in water, waving fins past her thighs.
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, Vivian Faith Prescott
Sitka

Traditions
For my daughter, Brea

In midwinter's den, I nursed my bear cub
during Winter-Black-Bear-Month:
When-Cubs-are-Born-in-the-Den.
I named her Winter-Black-Bear-Woman,
S'eek Taakw Shaawdt, a name too long,

unsuitable for blank lines, but fitting
according to Lingit elder-women
huffing their warm breath to catch her scent—
essence of lineage on the island of bears
from a bear mother—born with small eye-slits
and thin skin, unable to read letters
on the pages of fairy tales and schoolbooks.
Experts tell me she's illiterate
like her father, yet she reads the hollows
of sandpiper tracks on mudflats,
white blossoms dotting thimbleberry bushes,
the silver flash of salmon, and knows
what the elders tell us is true—
in February, her birth month, the black bear mother
emerges briefly from hibernation,
pushing her cubs out in the snow,
rolling them around like our women once did,
bathing children in seawater—
And two hundred years later,
daughters and black bears still plait this memory
—the nip of the sea's sting
and ice shards woven in new fur.
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Heather Burge
UAS Student,Juneau

Gold Field Dreaming
If you had a child
her eyes would be
dark
like mine
her hair would be
chestnut
like yours
she would be a chatter
like her father
but the silent type
the kind that talks with their eyes
always seems a little too old
a little too sad
she would love
places too quickly, everywhere
would be home
but with people
she'd love slow
like a hesitant dipper
into the waves they'd wash
over her
but like her father
never wash her away
And you would leave,
carving hairline cracks in our hearts
And you would return.
Our daughter would grow never fearing
goodbyes
if we had a child
she would be the best of us
the most beautiful fear ever endured
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, Emily King
UAS Student, Juneau

Clay Bodies
I started using your coffee cups
today.
The ones you formed
with your fingers,
hours on the wheel,
conforming to the curves
in the clay.
You made me mugs
for my hot tea
on fall days
for fall semester.
I spilled all over my essays
wishing you would write them
for me.
You put the kettle on
and filled your cups
with honey,
dipped your finger in to stir
and let me sit on your lap
and cry into those folds of clay.
You made me bowls
that we filled with rice and beans.
I was never embarrassed to make
too much.
The avocados were always brown
so we mashed it all together,
closed our eyes
and stirred in hot sauce
and kisses.
You made me teapots
I filled them with flowers,
the ones you brought home
not because they were on sale
but because some days they were
the only things to brighten the room.
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I watched them die on the table,

too in love to throw them out.
When everything smelled like rot,
you snuck away and tossed them
into the snow.
You made me goblets
when we feasted on chicken,
flavored Fred Meyers.
You filled them with red wine
usually Malbec
because it reminded me of home
and family
and went with everything.
We got two bottles each time,
poured them slowly
until all I wanted was your chest
moving around me,
intoxicating.
I sipped slowly.
I wanted to break all of your clay.
I wanted to throw it off mountains

and watch each piece crack and roll.
I didn't want to ever touch your ceramic bodies

again,
because I could feel
every inch
where you used to slide your hands
and it was haunting
to hold where you
weren't.
I wanted to keep all of your clay.
I wanted to put it all over my room.

Cups in my drawers, mugs on my nightstand, bowls in the cupboard
I wanted to see and feel and smell the clay
every time I was home,
I wanted to keep a little bit of where
your hands had been—
close.

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

109

I didn't touch it though.
I put it all in a box
stacked plates on bowls on mugs
and pushed it to the back corner of my room
on the side of the bed where no one sleeps.
I didn't want to see it.
Not until today.
Today I was finally ready
to feel
your handles
and feet
and edges.
I felt safe touching the inside
of the teapot.
It was still smooth,
every wrinkle pressed out by your palms
and I could feel you
in between the clay bodies—
and I let my fingers slide in,
filling the gaps left by time
and everything fit
like your clay
was created
just for me.
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Emily King
UAS Student, Juneau

The Chemist
He sits in his studio
test tubes filled—
overflowing with blue slime bubbles.
His fingertips
move quickly as he creates
chemistry between wishes and positions.
He's had his eyes on her since she stopped wearing makeup. Positions
herself just out of reach, visits his studio
just enough to leave her scent in the curtains, creates
waves in the sink. Her fists filled
with roses, she dips her fingertips
into his stew— he overflows and bubbles
on about some science he learned in school, bubbles
he says, create pockets for secrets, silly positions
for molecules and emotions. Watch, I've made your fingertips
wish for my lips, I bet you never knew my studio
was for making art explosions—I have to fill
my pockets with all of the love letters I've written on this floor. You create
something when you walk in the door. Stay. Create
a bit of this brew with me, sip it slowly, bubbles
form naturally—if you want more I'll fill
your cup. She exhales. Pursed lips. Positions
herself in line with his eyelashes and gazes at the studio
around him. She stops drinking and finds his fingertips
pressing into her neck pulling her body into his atmosphere, her fingers
find blue slime brew on his lips. Created
chemistry pulling them, magnetic pulses, radiation poisoned studio
thick-skin heartbeats, bubblebeats. What happens when a chemical reaction positions
itself between reality and science, and fills
both of their cups with chemistry? Filled
to the brim they find themselves finding their fingertips
thick—with each other's brew, positioned
on the floor between test tubes and razor-blade-science-created
experimental sighs, thighs—coated in sweat bubbles
rooted on between the floorboards of The Chemist's studio.
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But filled cups and fiery faces can't create
can't replace—fingertip electricity, heartbeat bubblebeats. He positions himself in the corner of her heart. All she feels is his cold studio.

Challenger
Jeremy Lavender, Juneau
Photography
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Emily King
UAS Student,Juneau

Passing Spades Playing Hearts
We play cards
into the night
my grandmother
my mother
and I.
We pass spades between
our fingertips
and sip red wine,
my grandmother's lips whisper—
it's my mother's turn.
My mother is a saint.
She deals with dying—
pursed lips and prayers.
She takes heaven seriously,
the corners of her bible worn—
torn from her turn
of every page.
She believes grey hair
is a sign of life
not age,
she stays up late
to watch days pass
slower.
She stopped
worrying about herself
when she was fifteen.
I am my mother's only
daughter,
the only child
to watch her wither—
winter comes quickly here
and I can feel those bruises
from falls she might
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take, when I'm not
linked in her arms
telling her my secrets
in pillow forts we make
with quilts she sewed
I don't believe in her God—
Death is just sudden
biological finish,
tombstones in a clean pasture,
fingerprints on wet cement
left to dry
then discovered in the rain.
Can I hold my mother's hand at the end
of the day?
My mother takes
the cards in her palm
she moves to the edge
of her seat
eyelashes pressed
set, she takes her turn
without looking away from
my grandmother
she places her hearts on the table
I flinch in my seat
moving to meet her gaze.
It will be my turn one day.
She flew eleven hours
just to sit in the waiting room.
My dying grandmother assures
the nurse
she is not sick
she feels no cancer
that's why she doesn't take
their pills
My mother laughs
and feeds her more ice chips.
I've never looked the end of a life
straight in the face.
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I've never lost someone
with my last name.
I can't tell you about death
but I bet it tastes
like frosted metal
like,
chewing your car keys
on a winter morning
trying to start an engine
that's frozen in ice.
I bet the car doesn't start
and the heater never works
and you've locked
yourself out of the door.
I bet it looks like
the inside of a house,
one that hasn't been lived in for years.
It's missing all of the furniture
yet the oven
or the fridge still turn on
every now and then
groaning
moaning
making noises in the dark.
What if I do this wrong?
What if I'm not ready
to feed my mother
ice chips?
We play cards
into the night
my grandmother
my mother
and I.
We pass spades between
our fingertips
and sip red wine
my mother's lips whisper—
it's my turn.
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Splitboarders

Jeremy Lavender, Juneau
Photography

116

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

DeHart's
Jeremy Lavender, Juneau
Photography

1
cow skull
Jacob Higgins, Juneau
Drawing
t
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Stilled Life
Caleb Boyd, UAS Student, Juneau
Painting

Life 'n' Death
Megan McKay, LIAS Student, Juneau
Sculpture
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Emily King
UAS Student,Juneau

Rewinding Futures
Maybe we should work backwards:
begin with weddings and children
and boring you
with my workday,
and sex in the same way,
everyday.
Maybe we should work backwards starting
when my lips
don't mean shivers
to your fingertips,
and your sleeping patterns
fit the tone of my snoring
soundtrack.
We make the bed everyday.
Maybe we should work backwards:
begin with grocery shopping
laundry folding,
kisses only on the cheek.
I've stopped making you laugh,
my jokes only fill silences in the sheets.
We're convenient.
Maybe we should work backwards:
begin with silent dates—
dishes in the sink.
I kiss you sometimes
but maybe my mouth is just bored.
You go from moaning
to snoring.
At least we still feel each other
on the pillow top—
I stop you from keeping me too warm.
Maybe we should work backwards:
begin when you take me dancing,
I don't step on your toes anymore
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you move in time to my hips
we slip with ease from our clothes
you still laugh at me,
talking in my sleep.
You ask my secrets
with your nose pressed to my teeth.
I fall in line with your curves.
Maybe we should work backwards:
begin with games,
Do I call,
or wait all day for you?
I don't make plans
because you're always
first on my list.
I'm wearing a dress today
because I might see you
in the street,
or the grocery store,
or maybe I just
want to look nice
if you think about me at lunch.
I make excuses to say your name.
I take the long way home.
I think about every crease on your face
and dream of you
pressing it to my neck
thinking,
eyelash thoughts,
river running
words
stopping me from saying everything
I'm thinking.
Instead,
I tell you with my
whispers,
thick with waves.
I think I'm about to love you.
Maybe we should work backwards,
because I don't want to scare you,
just in case my back-porch,
hot coffee,
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love notes,
are too much for you.
It's just that it's Sunday
and you look so good
in rubber boots,
and I'd mostly just like to listen to you
say my middle name like
raindrops on boat-tops
and missing buttons
on best jackets.
The imperfection of the situation
is that you're too removed
to understand that—
I am wonderful.
I am a dance that sweeps your shoes
off your feet,
a song that plays only the best
part of the chorus
over-and-over-and-over
I am Christmas presents early
dessert before dinner
misplaced kisses in the dark
found with fmgers
and perfected with wine.
I am wonderful.
Just think about it—
Butterflies don't hurt when they're dead
and you wouldn't need
to share the bed.
I'd be on the floor
wishing it was over
and we might not even have to begin,
again.
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Shaka Levshakoff
Juneau

Untitled
The scent of cherry almond lotion rouses me,
Reminding me of your presence.
Legs intertwined like the vines of Napa Valley,
Covers half slung, your arm encompassing my waist.
Your breathing, slow and deep,
Like the swells of the open waters.
It's as if it's whispering to me, "This is your place."
Turning to face you
The green tinted windows to your soul
Reflect a lucent image of perpetual desire,
A maiden in need of a squire,
Knowing I am one to concede.
I see my heart's desire,
A manifestation of love and dedication.
Some say it's nirvana, some say its ecstasy.
A blessing of God's grace is lying next to me.
How did I get so lucky?
I can't think about anything else
But the way your love is wrapped around me,
An enigma surrounded by a mystery.
From this day forward we write our history,
Together, through any time, any weather.
Then your face begins to fade as I remember
Those are the sentiments I used to carry.
Back when we were in love, when we were married.
I've lost all auspicious musing when you deserted me.
As though I were a pestilence.
Or plague that is all consuming.
Anger and abhorrence are my motivators,
Attributes of a player,
Who I once was and wished I would have remained.
For it would have been easier
To stay holed up like a hermit with its shell.
Inaccessible for my spirit to be slain.
Infuriated by the many nights that
I search my mind trying to find you.
Only to discover a void where love once was.
Disdain rises like the sulfuric fumes of a volcano
As I blaspheme the gods for having bestowed,
An elation so true, unlike anything ever known.
Allowing me the pain of seeing it blown.
122

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

I realize this is my comeuppance.
I hearken the cliches and the proverbs of old,
Especially the one about it being better to have loved and lost,
Than to have never loved at all.
Well, I think that's just a crock of shit
That someone who doesn't know the first thing
About love at all would say.
And with that I sit back and pray,
For a solace to envelope my soul.
The more I grow as a man
Something will always ring true.
I now know so much of what NOT to do.
I will never again take a woman for granted.
I will not be unappreciative of the blessing
Of a woman's unfettered devotion.
Paying attention to the needs of my lover
Is tantamount to feeding one's body.
Always respect, never neglect, and never assume
The day will not come when the same thing
That makes you laugh, will make you cry.
With this knowledge I hope to give wisdom to my children
On the lessons of having to say goodbye.
Not just to a partner who has given their all,
But about being consumed, by an allotment for fools
And the derelictions of a relationship imbued
By the devil's tools.
I look askance at my past,
Wishing I hadn't been so rash,
And providing you the desire to leave.
For now here I lay, sullen in spirit
Where I must continue to grieve.
Coming to the same conclusion time after time.
Knowing I will say for the rest of my life,
"I'm sorry."

TIDAL ECHOES 2014

123

, Author and Artist Biographies

Katie Bausler is the Public Relations and Marketing Director for the University of Alaska Southeast. A
perennial English major, Katie is grateful for the firm deadlines provided by Tidal Echoes.
Caleb Boyd is a member of the National Guard working on his Bachelor's degree in Art.
Dan Branch writes and lives in Juneau. He is currently enrolled in the University of Alaska Anchorage's
Low Residency MFA program. His work has appeared in Tidal Echoes, Explorations (UAS, receiving two first
places for poetry, one awarded by Charles Bukowski), Art Times, Alaska Airlines Magazine, The Southeaster, North
Coast Collection (1991 Prince Rupert Writer's Group),Juneau Empire, and Whole Moose Catalogue (Whitehorse,
Yukon Territory). Since October 2011, he has maintained Walking with Aid. (http: / /kwethluk.wordpress.
com/).
Heather Burge is a UAS student located in Juneau.
Richard Carter is a UAS student who writes and resides in Juneau.
Kersten Christianson is a raven-watching, moon-gazing Alaskan, currently pursuing her MFA in
Creative Writing/Poetry through the low-residency program at the University of Alaska Anchorage. She
teaches high school English and composes rough draft poetry in Sitka where she lives with her partner Bruce,
daughter Rie, yellow lab Odin and Newfie Freya. Kersten is co-editor of the quarterly journal, Alaska Women
Speak, a journal devoted to publishing the words of Alaskan Women.
Kristina Cranston is a 43 year old Alaskan mother, grandmother, sister, auntie, and daughter. She is
part Tlingit from Haines, and belongs to the Eagle Moiety/Thunderbird Clan. She was raised in Mt. View, a
diverse neighborhood in Anchorage, and spent her summers in Haines and Klukwan, balancing the two worlds
of village life and city life.
Richard Dauenhauer has lived in Alaska since 1969. He is a former poet laureate of Alaska, and his
poetry, translations, and essays have been widely published. With Nora Marks Dauehauer he has co-authored
and co-edited Tlingit grammars and bilingual editions of oral literature. He is a freelance writer and independent scholar.
Dr. Christopher Donar is an Assistant Professor of Biology in the Department of Natural Science at
UAS. He received his Ph. D. in Aquatic Ecology from the University of Michigan. This oil painting was produced while Chris was a student in ART 213 (Beginning Painting), with the instruction and mentoring from
local Ketchikan artist David Rubin.
Paris Donohoe was born in Southern California in 1993. She moved to Juneau, Alaska in the fall of
2008. She is currently a student at the University of Alaska Southeast, and majoring in Environmental Studies.
A few of her favorite things include coffee, sunshine, bunnies, and kisses.
Diane DeSloover is a 36 year resident of Juneau. She has raised her three children in the capital city
with her husband, Paul, while enjoying a career as an elementary school teacher. Currently an employee of
the State Department of Law, Diane appreciates life in the company of poetry.
Bonnie Elsensohn is an artist who resides in Sitka.
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Christy NaMee Eriksen is a Korean Adoptee spoken word artist, activist, and educator based in
Juneau, Alaska. Her work is grounded in social justice and community engagement. She is the co-founder
and President of Woosh Kinaadeiyi, a nonprofit arts organization that hosts monthly poetry slams committed
to "diversity, inclusive community, and empowering voice." Christy was awarded the 2013 Mayor's Award for
Artist of theYear, and has received a Juneau Arts & Humanities Council Individual Artist Grant, a Rasmuson
Foundation Individual Artist Award, and a Loft Spoken Word Immersion Fellowship. She loves her people,
creative hustle, and snacks.
Calcedonio C. Giordano is a craftsman who works in the medium of mixed metals and specializes in
the creation of functional, kinetic, and wearable art. He is a commercially successful product designer in the
motorcycle industry, a practicing watchmaker, and a patent holding inventor. Giordano is presently attending
the University of Alaska Southeast where he is earning a BA in art with an emphasis on sculpture.
Ernestine Hayes is an Assistant Professor of English at UAS.
Jacob Higgins is an art major with an emphasis in drawing and painting.
Anna Marie Hoffman has always enjoyed writing, but it was not until she entered college that she
truly found her passion in the art of poetry. Having been born and raised in Alaska, she has always had a love
for the outdoors attempting to capture the grandeur that surrounded her through word and photograph;
however, more recently, she has been involved in social justice writing with the hope that others will hear her
work and be roused from their slumber of apathy.
Sarah Isto was born and raised in Fairbanks, but for the past three decades has lived in Juneau where
she practiced family medicine. Since retiring she has written two non-fiction books and worked at learning
the craft of poetry. She and her husband spend several weeks each March and September at a remote cabin in
the Kantishna Hills.
Oliver Johnson was born and raised in the Southwest and recently moved to Alaska for school and
some snow. He used to work on a trail crew maintaining everything from barbed wire fences and hiking trails,
to digging drainage ditches and collecting litter in deep back country wilderness. He left that line of work to
pursue a higher education, but would like to go back one day as a wilderness firefighter and hopefully pay off
his student loans.
Rachael Juzeler is an Alaskan artist living and working from her historical home, formerly of the
Treadwell mining complex, on Douglas Island. Inspired by the antiquity and ruins of her surroundings and
her beliefs in creative thought, work ethic, and contradiction, her art focuses on creating kiln-formed and cast
glass tools assembled with wood, metal, and fiber details.
Daniel Kantak lives in Douglas, Alaska. Daniel has been writing poetry and making art for over 45
years. His works have appeared in prior issues of Tidal Echoes, Broadside Magazine, and various newspapers in
Alaska, Louisiana, and New England. His current artistic work leads him to meld words into his photography
so as to create a symbiosis and synergism between the two forms that is inseparable to the authenticity of their
expression.
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Debi Knight Kennedy is a writer, a sculptor, and a puppeteer who found happiness and a home in
Haines, Alaska twenty years ago. Her writing can be found in the anthology This I Believe — On Love and in the
zine Glacial Misbehavior. Debi's art is scattered throughout Alaska, the Pacific Northwest, and the world in
galleries, private collections, and museums. She is a member of the Haines-based puppet troupe, Geppetto's
Junkyard, a feature attraction every year at the Southeast Alaska State Fair.
Emily King has developed a recent fondness for purring cats and warm beer. When she's not flaunting
her biceps, arguing with men, or texting while driving, she's usually writing untitled poetry on her laptop.
She teaches spoken word in Lemon Creek Correctional Facility and contrary to popular belief, not everyone
looks better in orange jumpsuits. She wishes everyone would listen to more hip-hop and spend less time on
Twitter. @emilyroseking
Jonas Lamb is a librarian, poet, and super dad who believes that parenting is poetry and that language is
a gift not to be overlooked. Following language back to its physiological origins, in breath, teeth and tongue
is his latest interest. Jonas lives in Juneau with his wife and two boy of the finest boy poems. His work has
appeared in The Kent Collector, Tidal Echoes, Juneau's Poetry Omnibus, Detroit Declarations and Raw Ether.
Jeremy Lavender is a 5th generation Alaskan, born in Anchorage and now living in Juneau. He has
been into photography for about 15 years now, and still uses various types of film including medium format.
Future plans are to open a gallery in Downtown Juneau.
Heather LaVerne is a recent graduate of UAS with an English degree. She enjoys writing, eating, laughing, and gerunds. When not writing, Heather is thinking about writing. When writing, Heather is thinking of
other things. Her literary hero is Roald Dahl and she also appreciates the work of Rebel Wilson.
Rosalie Loewen was educated at Harvard and Johns Hopkins, and lived and worked overseas before
settling in Haines, Alaska, with her husband and their two small daughters. Her fiction has most recently appeared in Alimentum, Cirque, and F Magazine, and is forthcoming in an anthology published by Ashland Creek
Press, Among Animals. For more of Rosalie's writing, you are invited to visit her blog: http: / /alaskarosalie.
tumblr. com .
Grace P. Lumba is a Filipina-Alaskan poet who strings poems drawn from her early experiences growing up in Alaska. She is continually inspired by the wildness of Southeast and the talented people in our community. Grace enjoys gardening, fishing, eating, and writing.
Megan McKay is an exchange student here in Juneau, Alaska from Chattanooga,Tennessee. She is
studying Art Education at the University of Tennessee at Chattanooga.
Marie Ryan McMillan has lived in and taught across Alaska from Shishmaref to Wrangell. She earned
an M.Ed in reading from UAS in 2006. She and her family currently live in Juneau.
W. S. Merk has been living and writing in Juneau, Alaska since 1991; he lives with his wife, bead artist
Beth Handley. He is a frequent contributor to and proud board member of Juneau's Woosh Kinaadeiyi poetry
community. His first book of poems, Bright Silence, was published in March, 2011; a second book, Yes Begins
The World, is slowly gathering itself together with hopes of publication in 2014.
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Joshua David Miller is a lifelong Juneau resident. He is a avid outdoorsman, enjoying Alaska's wildlife
as often as possible. Academically, he is a Junior at UAS, a student in the BLA program studying English and
Philosophy. Both poetry and fiction have been passions of JD's for many years, and though he has not had the
opportunity to publish his work yet, he is very grateful to have the possibility to submit to Tidal Echoes.
Ceann Murphy: Juneau is her home, far from it she has roamed, always to return, humbled and
inspired by its beauty and community. Graduated from UAS in the fall of 2013, Ceann is looking forward to
having more time to enjoy family and friends, explore more of this amazing world, and write poetry.
Kat Palmer is currently pursuing her Master of Arts in Teaching at UAS. When not attending to her
academic duties, you can likely find this life-long Alaskan wandering the local docks or searching for inspiration amidst the aisles of hardware stores.
Joan Pardes is a writer based in Juneau. As a journalist, her work has been published in regional and national magazines and local newspapers. The owner of Pardes PR, Joan's technical writing gigs include annual
reports, grants, web content, messaging and communication plans. Joan recently returned to writing poetry,
essays, and fiction pieces after a long hiatus.
Chris Peloso does not like talking about himself. His cyanotypes have appeared at the Juneau-Douglas
City Museum in Juneau, AK, and the Torpedo Factory in Alexandria, VA.
Vivian Faith Prescott was born and raised in Wrangell, Alaska. She currently lives in Sitka and parttime in Wrangell at her family's fishcamp. Vivian belongs to Blue Canoe Writers in Sitka and co-facilitates a
teen writers' group at Mt. Edgecumbe High School. Her poetry collection, The Hide of My Tongue, is available
from Plain View Press. Her website is http://www.vivianfaithprescott.com and she blogs at planetalaska.
blogspot. com
Richard Stokes, a 42-year Juneau resident, is a seasonal guide with Gastineau Guiding. His work has
appeared in Tidal Echoes in 2007-13, in Poetry Omnibus 2006-13 and Ice Floes in 2006. His prose has appeared
in Gray's Sporting Journal, Alaska Magazine, and Juneau newspapers. He has self-published two chapbooks of
poetry, Notes Searching for a Tune in 2010 and Juneau Seasons in 2011. His wife, Jane, is a Juneau artist.
Elise Tomlinson received her BFA in 1994 from the University of Alaska Anchorage with a primary
emphasis in printmaking and a secondary emphasis in oil painting. She has been exhibiting regularly for close
to 20 years. In addition to being an artist, Elise is also the Regional Library Director for UAS. She paints
colorful and stylized figurative paintings in local Southeast Alaskan settings.
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Tidal Echoes presents an annual showcase of
writers and artists who share one thing in
common: a life surrounded by the
rainforests and waterways of Southeast Alaska
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