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A Note from Guest Editor 
Israel Wasserstein 

William Stafford's poetry has been a steady presence in my life for many 
years. More than that, it has been a steadying presence . Stafford's poems 
stayed with me in their quiet resolve , and their commitment to his values, 
to the elegance of plain speech, and to finding that which is holy in one's 
experience. This was never truer for me than in the mid-2000s, when I 
was immersed in the study of poetry and increasingly despairing over 
unjust wars and a nation that seemed complacent when it wasn't blood
thirsty. My meager paycheck was provided by the University of New 
Mexico, which meant that I was employed by a state that continued to 
profit from nuclear weapons . The world seemed mad. I felt alienated , in 
every sense of the word . 

And there , when I most needed him, was Stafford. I found something I 
recognized with that lizard in "At the Bomb Testing Site ," its "hands 
gripped hard on the desert." What was happening might have been 
beyond human understanding , but it was "under a sky that never cared 
less." Perhaps society had gone mad , but I was no alien. I knew the 
lizard ' s desert, just as I knew that "the land would hold us up" ("One 
Home"). Stafford was a poet who knew the comfort of wide sky, of a land 
that would outlast our too-small plans : "This place belongs to the sky. I It 
will be wilderness again" ("Roadside Markers for West of Dodge"). 

But where others might have bent toward despair , or just given up on 
humanity, Stafford maintained a generosity of spirit. He could imagine a 
sort of redemption for Coronado , a redemption earned by discovering the 
true wealth of the land ("Coronado Heights"). Is it any surprise , then, that 
he imagined a world without war? And he did this not by ignoring the 
horrors of the world, but by facing them. He knew, famously, that "the 
darkness around us is deep" ("A Ritual to Read to Each Other"). How 
could one read "Consolations" or "Key of C-An Interlude for Marvin" 
and doubt his knowledge of that darkness? That knowledge gave his hope 
meanmg . 

All of which is to say, when the opportunity arose to edit the William 
Stafford Celebration issue of North Dakota Quarterly, I was thrilled. I 
longed to celebrate a poet who had meant so much to me, and to so many 
others. But I was also terrified. Who was I to take on such a task, in mem
ory of such a towering figure ("towering ": there's a description I suspect 
Stafford would loathe)? I took some comfort in knowing that celebration 
requires only those who wish to celebrate. 
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In putting this issue together, I sought to keep Staffordian qualities 
always in mind: his generosity; attention to language; engagement with 
the world, both human-created and natural; political engagement; and 
especially, his liveliness, his continuation of a dialogue that stretches back 
long before he was born and continues on: "Nothing you do can stop 
time's unfolding./ You don't ever let go of the thread" ("The Way It Is") . 
Stafford famously believed that carrying on the work, quietly, steadily, 
was the most important thing. He distrusted looking back, rejected that 
which was already mastered for that which might yet be accomplished. As 
he told The Paris Review, "I'd sacrifice all the poems of the past for what 
ever is coming up" (Young). 

In much the same way, if we hope for a better world, if we want fresh 
work and meaningful art, we must pick up the thread and carry on. For 
twenty years we've been without William Stafford, but his influence lives 
on, as evidenced by the many writers engaged in dialogue with his work. I 
hope you will find in these pages proof of the continuing relevance of 
Stafford's words and life, and of the powerful, moving, and diverse work 
being done by those whom he has influenced. I hope that you will find 
these remarkable works celebratory, even when they face tragedy and 
loss, even when they are at their most serious. After all, their existence 
speaks to the power of each author to do the work, to press on, to create 
something beautiful and meaningful, despite a culture which is too often 
unkind to such aims. And what could be more in keeping with William 
Stafford's memory than to celebrate such triumphs? 

Works Cited 

Young, William. "William Stafford, The Art of Poetry No. 67." Paris Review. 
Web. 
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William Stafford at Los Prietos Civilian Public Service Camp, 1943 

Photo is courtesy of Lewis & Clark College Aubrey Watzek Library 
Archives and Special Collections . 
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PAULANN PETERSEN 

Your Glass Face in the Rain 

-at the Forest Service outdoor display 
honoring William Stafford, Los Prietos, 2013 

My fingertips wipe fine rain 
from your 1940's snapshot face, 
off your T-shirt, stark white 
in that day's sun. I wipe mist 
from your chino pants-
their rolled-up cuffs, the telltale rip 
exposing one knee. I take 
soft downfall away 
from your half-laced canvas shoes 
and note how they're set 
steadfast on grassy ground. 

Here, oaks live and have thrived 
for a long into longer time. 
Inside the Ranger Station close by, 
a botanical poster claims 
among California's nineteen oaks, 
the Oracle is a wide -spread hybrid. 
But the Ranger tells me: not so, 
it's rare. I agree. 

Today's rain collects on this plaque 
recounting your service as a C.O., 
holding your young image 
and a single early daybreak poem, 
one of the hundreds you wrote 
in the time you were here, 
exiled from the world at its war. 



I watch this moment's rain sag 
over the weathered barrack behind you
long-gone building 
where you would sleep 
for most ofthis photograph's night. 

Some forty years later-
writing a morning 's poem-
you would follow a thread and foretell 
what today I see 
come true: to the place 
where you once lived,for those 
who remember well, there will come 
a glass face, invisible but still and real, 
all night outside in the rain. 

From this simple monument's 
clear surface, again I wipe 
newly fallen drops away. 
The trunks of nearby oaks 
gleam darkly. Their leaves shoulder 
the sky's weight with barely a sigh. I look 
once more at your eyes, your face. 
Today's rain gathers to streak 
over this photo ' s grass 
growing thick from Prietos earth
the ground where I now see you 
taking your stand. 
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REGINA and TIM GORT 

Poetry is a House 

For William Stafford 
(After "One Home") 

Ours is a North Coast home-a house we share . 
Sandstone shoes walk the thoughts that make our creed . 
We dance to made -up songs; 
the floor is our table. 

The hand-made jam labels 
we paste on mason jars 
mark dates we store in cupboards
outside, the Indian paintbrushes 
and pine grosbeaks in the morning. 

A mother black bear lunged at us 
in a September dusk while we 
were creek -water sneaking before 
our children pulled a blanket 
of Northern Lights overhead . 

To anyone who looks at us 
we say "Come in"; 
liking the ax handle of invitiation, 
we could say "Welcome ." 
(But sandstone shoes walk the thoughts that make our creed .) 

The sunrise over Superior 
is the tooth of a saw. 
Circling our arms we swim 
against the north winds. 



JEFF GUNDY 

Five Memories and Four Refusals: 
Thinking Again about William Stafford 

Five Memories 

1. I first met William Stafford face to face in 1986, at a poetry conference 
in Cleveland . I had discovered his poems in college-first in the Naked 
Verse anthology, then in books-and resonated at once with their blend of 
plain speech and extravagance, whimsy and deep seriousness. Later I had 
even written a chapter of my dissertation about him, but I was too shy to 
ask for an interview or manage a meeting. Somebody introduced us at an 
afternoon reception-I remember Bill tipping back a can of beer , not tall 
but solidly built, casual in a slightly ratty sport jacket, low -key but 
vibrant. The next morning I spotted him at breakfast and we chatted a lit
tle more. I've forgotten most of what we said there , but I remember one 
remark during his morning workshop, about a well-polished but hollow 
poem: "I wonder if it ' s possible for a poem to succeed just by not making 
any mistakes?" 

2. A little later I struck up a correspondence-I was working on an essay 
about humility in Mennonite literature, and knew that Stafford had con
nections with the Brethren , another historic peace church. I asked for his 
ideas about humility as a poetic and existential category , and he respond
ed with a two-page letter, part of which I'll quote below. Bill invariably 
replied within a few days to any letter , usually with a postcard or half
page note signed "Adios, Bill." 

Eventually I worked up my nerve to ask if I could come for a visit and 
interview, and in the drought summer of 1988 my wife and I flew to 
Vancouver, left the kids with my in-laws, and drove a rented car down to 
Portland. Bill met us at the Lewis and Clark College library, having rid
den down on his bike because he couldn't find the car keys. We wrestled 
it into the car, drove back to his place , and spent most of the day talking at 
his dining-room table , while Dorothy puttered around the kitchen (some-
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one's birthday party was later that day) . Before we left Bill took our pic
ture and guided us back to the college to meet his son Kim, and later I 
transcribed and arranged our talk into two interviews, both of which were 
snapped up by magazines within a few days of my sending them-some 
thing that has rarely happened with my own poems! 

In one of his letters Bill had mentioned a phrase from Jacques 
Maritain : "understanding from sympathy." I'd felt that from the first with 
his poems, and even more strongly in his presence: we barely knew each 
other, and many things about his life I would only learn much later, yet at 
once I felt at ease with him, as if many things between us could be taken 
as given. We shared pacifism and an interest in poetry, of course, but the 
resonance went deeper. When I said I'd been thinking about the compass 
as a metaphor , he gave me a surprised look. So had he, he said, and some
times he brought a compass to class and told the group, "There's some
thing here in the room that we can't sense, but the compass can." But he 
also thought it important to recognize that the compass didn't demand any 
particular action or direction .. . . " It just says, 'North."' 

This combination of freedom and conviction seems to define much 
about Stafford ' s life and work. He wrote poetry with enonnous persis 
tence, spontaneity, and quiet extravagance , while practicing a subtle but 
rigorous pacifism ; he spoke for and lived out both the freedom of art and 
the daunting responsibilities of human action. Wary of creeds and institu
tions, he rarely spoke directly about his religious convictions, but when 
we passed a churchyard on the way to lunch, he pointed it out as the one 
in his well-known poem "On a Church Lawn," which ends with dande
lions offering their equally modest faith: "God is not big, he is right." 

3. A year later we lured him to my school-we had almost no money for 
poetry readings, but someone had left a modest endowment for an annual 
peace lecture . Stafford didn't really lecture; he walked to the lectern, took 
a little sheaf of papers from the side pocket of his jacket , and started mus
ing about peace, poetry, and language , weaving the poems in as he went. 
"Making Peace among the Words" was his title; he spoke of Mozart , 
Descartes, and the kind of open, individual exploration that leads to cre
ative revelations. He also insisted, in a passage later reprinted in Festival 
Quarterly, that our very language and conceptions of political and nation
al discourse needed reconsideration : 
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In a world like the one we face, we are an opposition , it has to be. 
Caught in a world center of power, we scramble for footing. But we 
are a loyal opposition , for our concern happens to be for people, and 
there are no "enemies. " Redemption comes with care. In our culture 
we can oppose but not subvert. Openness is part of our technique . (12) 



Perhaps with terms like "enemies" in mind, Stafford noted that he 
found words rather slippery and language not entirely reliable, and this 
troubled our president at the time considerably . Like Bill, Elmer Neufeld 
had grown up in small town Kansas, just a few years younger, and both 
had refused military service and been sent to Civilian Public Service 
camps during World War II. Neufeld had been in Mennonite rather than 
Brethren camps and they hadn't met before, but clearly he thought of Bill 
as a fellow traveler. After the war Elmer had taken a PhD in philosophy at 
the University of Chicago, done years of top-level service with various 
church agencies, and taught philosophy at Bluffton before becoming dean 
and then president. 

At the college, we respected Elmer both as an intellectual and as a 
practical man, but he was not prepared for the idea that he couldn't rely 
on words to say exactly what he meant. "If you can't trust language, 
what's left?" he asked Bill at lunch, with a good deal of anxiety. Bill 
responded only with a rueful smile and a few cryptic remarks about the 
difficulty of making words do what you thought they should. 

4. When I met other poets in those days, it seemed at least every other one 
was a friend, or at least a fan of Bill's. It was like a club with only one 
membership rule and no dues, and somehow Bill's Fans were almost 
always good people, the kind you could understand from sympathy, the 
kind who thought of poetry as a vocation, not a career. It was no accident 
that in 1986, when Writer's Digest asked poets to name their favorite 
peers, William Stafford got more votes than anyone else. 

Not everyone loved Bill, of course; his very benevolence, his distance 
from the academic establishment, and his lack of interest in the usual liter
ary logrolling and gamesmanship made some people nervous. His pub
lished work is, surely, uneven; he wrote so many poems, and sent them 
out with such abandon, that many second- and third-rate poems found 
their way into magazines. Some critics were simply baffled by his work
one early essay by Roger Dickinson-Brown was titled "The Wise, the 
Dull, and the Bewildered" (30-38), although it is tempting to suggest that 
if Bill was the first, the critic was surely the third and maybe the second 
as well. But among those who lived "west of your city," as Stafford's first 
book was titled, he was greatly and widely admired, respected, and 
loved-though even his sympathetic critics and readers sometimes 
seemed (and still seem) to me painfully oblivious to what he was really up 
to. More on this later. 

5. In spring 2009 I took part in a symposium in Portland, partly a celebra
tion of the release of a new collection of Stafford's early poems, Another 
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World Instead, mostly written in CPS camps during and shortly after 
World War II. Bill has been gone since 1993, but his son Kim (writer, edi
tor, and committed bearer of his father's legacy) and wife Dorothy-90 
then, but still spry-were there. So were other friends and fans. Paul 
Merchant, poet and indefatigable keeper of the Stafford archive at Lewis 
and Clark College for many years, chauffeured and displayed . Fred 
Marchant, who edited the new book, talked about the project, read his 
own poems and spoke about his life as one of the first Vietnam-era vets to 
win an Army discharge as a conscientious objector. Phil Metres, Arab 
American poet, spoke on his new book on the poetry of resistance, and 
filmmaker Haydn Reiss showed a rough cut of his Stafford documentary 
Every War Has Two Losers. The Friends of Bill are still carrying on the 
work. Several of us, sitting around in a garden one evening, came up with 
the idea that bookstores ought to have a "Peace Shelf' and started making 
lists of books and texts that belonged on it, and that led to a session at the 
Split This Rock poetry festival in D.C. in spring 2010. It does go on. 

Four Refusals 

1. Stafford refused to be a Genius. 
Here I mean to take issue, peaceably I hope, with poet and critic 

Jonathan Holden, who wrote one of the first books on Stafford-quite a 
good book, in fact. In a recent essay titled "William Stafford: Genius in 
Camouflage," though, it seems to me that Holden makes a subtle but pro
found misreading: 

Like the Bell Labs scientists, Bill was on the leading edge of his 
field, lecturing everywhere, everywhere in demand. He was a genius. 
From being in the presence of Bell Labs geniuses for my entire 
childhood, I'd learned to recognize them, like a bird-watcher. I had 
to. It was a kind of survival technique, to avoid making a fool of one
self in the presence of some of the most high-powered intellectuals 
in the world. Some of them had worked with J. Robert Oppenheimer 
on the Manhattan Project. Los Alamos had been their vortex. 

In his book Alone with America, Richard Howard refers to the 
"arrogant otherness" of the persona in Stafford's first poetry collec
tion, West of Your City. [ . .. ] Howard, the quintessential New 
Yorker and European traveler, is right, but only partially. Stafford's 
"otherness" wasn' t arrogant. It was the otherness of every major 
mind I've had the privilege to observe. It was the neutral, appraising, 
canny posture of intellectuality-an appetite that is aesthetic, amoral, 
and endlessly curious. And cold.1 

Holden is right to question Howard's remark about "arrogant other 
ness," but he is led astray by his own background, his brilliant scientist 
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father and his father's friends, and the atmosphere of hyper-competitive 
intellectualism he describes . Remember that during the war, while 
Oppenheimer and his brilliant crew were tinkering their way toward 
weapons of mass destruction , Stafford and his little band of brothers were 
going through a radically different experience of sequestration, for dia
metrically opposed reasons. They were effectively imprisoned in a series 
of Civilian Public Service camps , doing hard physical labor for very little 
pay, often ridiculed and sometimes threatened by ordinary citizens swept 
up in war fever. Stafford and the others began getting up before dawn to 
preserve some time to talk, think, pray, and write. These were not scien
tists or intellectuals but young men from widely disparate origins , thrown 
together not by their genius or their ambition but by the radically unpopu
lar stand they had taken in the midst of patriotic fervor. These were men 
who refused the mass militarism and nationalism of their time- and ours. 
They challenged the myth of violence as necessary and even redemptive , 
and the way they chose set them apart from regular Americans far more 
radically than any intellectual genius ever could. 

That experience was crucial to the rest of William Stafford's life. He 
was certainly plenty smart , and indeed occasionally shifty. But his 
reserve , which was as palpable as his personal warmth , did not come from 
any conviction that he was more brilliant than ordinary people; it 
stemmed from his awareness that his deepest convictions set him apart 
from the great mass of Americans. Often, I think , he found himself weigh 
ing the dangers of self-disclosure against the demands of witness. When I 
interviewed him, he quoted someone from his time in the CPS camps : " If 
struck, I should give off a clear note . But I don't have to go around beat
ing myselflike a gong" (5-10) . 

As mentioned earlier , I discussed the business of arrogance and humil 
ity with Bill at some length , and never in those conversations was there 
any inkling of cold calculation or of a self-aware "genius " covering his 
tracks . In the letter I mentioned earlier he suggested that humility was 
essential : 

Another angle has influenced me. Partly from reading things like 
Pascal's Pensees , and Cardinal Newman's Apologia Pro Vita Sua, 
and then many scientists' biographies and so on, I have found it nat
ural to assume that no human being can perceive well enough or rea
son surely enough to grasp things as they are. We are ultimately so 
limited as to make any vaunting irrelevant , foolish, misguided. 
Limited as we are, humility befits us. 

I am convinced that Bill did not see himself as a genius in hiding , but 
as something very different: a fragile , imperfect bearer of truths that he 
believed needed wider distribution, one who was defenseless by choice 
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and conviction . This position is such an odd one for a major poet, I sus
pect, that even sympathetic readers and critics like Holden have a hard 
time imagining that it could be so. 

2. He refused to be a Hero. 
If I am right, Stafford didn't hide being a genius because his essential 

being was "aesthetic, amoral, and endlessly curious. And cold." He car
ried himself through the world with tact, subtlety, and respect for others 
because he was convinced that arrogance and "heroism," even in the 
name of the best of causes, were flawed and eventually disastrous ways of 
operating. "A hero is a national calamity," he often said, quoting Thomas 
Mann. "It is time for all the heroes to go home / if they have any" he 
announces in "Allegiances," so that "we ordinary beings can cling to the earth 
and love/ where we are, sturdy for common thing" (The Way It Is 128-29). 

But once you've renounced heroism, then what? How do you operate 
in the world? How do you live in the empire and still register some kind 
of meaningful witness? This is a key question, and one his poems often 
addressed. Consider "An Oregon Message," title poem of his 1987 collection: 
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When we first moved here, pulled 
the trees in around us, curled 

our backs to the wind, no one 
had ever hit the moon-no one. 
Now our trees are safer than the stars, 
and only other people's neglect 
is our precious and abiding shell, 
pierced by meteors, radar, and the telephone. 

From our snug place we shout 
religiously for attention, in order to hide: 
only silence or evasion will bring 
dangerous notice, the hovering hawk 
of the state, or the sudden quiet stare 
and fatal estimate of an alerted neighbor. 

This message we smuggle out in 
its plain cover, to be opened 
quietly: Friends everywhere
we are alive! Those moon rockets 
have missed millions of secret 
places! Best wishes. 

Bum this. (The Way It ls 219-20) 



Notice how much sense of danger there is in this poem and the 
sources: not the Enemies we are told to fear (Bill wrote about them plen
ty, with open eyes but without shrinking, as ifhe were actually taking that 
"love your enemies" thing seriously). Here the dangers are the "hovering 
hawk of the state" and the "alerted neighbor" who might suddenly notice 
that "we" aren't like "them." Notice also the strategy for staying out of 
trouble, which is perplexing, to say the least: "we shout / religiously for 
attention, in order to hide." What's that about? Typically, again, the poem 
refuses to say, exactly . But members of historic peace churches and others 
among his "Friends everywhere" don't need to be told about the problem 
of trying to be the "quiet in the land," the ones who are tolerated as long 
as we don't advertise our dissent too loudly or truly threaten the estab
lished order. 

I love this poem for its clear-eyed evocation of the world as Bill saw 
it: a world where a loose, thinly spread, informal network of the like
minded somehow manages to persist and to do what good it can, in the 
face of organized fear-mongering, hatred, and officially sanctioned violence. 

Stafford also had much to say in opposition to American self-congrat 
ulation and exceptionalism. Sometimes those poems took on a loopy, 
extravagantly oppositional tone, one that seems to silence any response 
except rueful laughter: 

Our Kind 

Our mother knew our worth
not much. To her, success 
was not being noticed at all. 
"Ifwe can stay out of jail," 
she said, "God will be proud ofus." 

"Not worth a row of pins," 
she said, when we looked at the album: 
"Grandpa?-rid iculous ." 
Her hearing was bad, and that 
was good : "None ofus ever says much." 
She sent us forth equipped 
for our kind of world, a world of 
our betters, in a nation so strong 
its greatest claim is no boast, 
its leaders telling us all, "Be proud"
But over their shoulders, God and 
our mother, signaling: "Ridiculous." (The Way It Is 197) 
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3. He refused to be a Poet. 
As Holden says, Stafford did have a kind of intensity , a dense and 

substantial personal presence , that we sense in his poems as well. But he 
urgently evaded playing the figure of the Poet , the grand declaimer , the 
boozing , brawling , womanizing purveyor of eloquence. His most famous 
poem, after all, is "Traveling Through the Dark," a depiction of failure, of 
inability to muster the kind of heroic action that as Americans we are set 
up from childhood to expect. 

Traveling through the dark I found a deer 
dead on the edge of the Wilson River road. 
It is usually best to roll them into the canyon: 
that road is narrow; to swerve might make more dead. 

By glow of the tail-light I stumbled back of the car 
and stood by the heap, a doe, a recent killing; 
she had stiffened already , almost cold. 
I dragged her off; she was large in the belly. 

My fingers touching her side brought me the reason
her side was warm ; her fawn lay there waiting , 
alive, still, never to be born . 
Beside that mountain road I hesitated. 

The car aimed ahead its lowered parking lights; 
under the hood purred the steady engine. 
I stood in the glare of the warm exhaust turning red; 
around our group I could hear the wilderness listen. 

I thought hard for us all- my only swerving- , 
then pushed her over the edge into the river. (The Way It Is 77) 

Don't we anticipate, when the speaker hesitates over that dead doe 
with its live fawn still inside , that he ' s going to whip out his Swiss Army 
knife, perform an emergency c-section in the dark, swaddle the bloody , 
precious infant in his coat and take it home to nurse? That would be the 
Reader's Digest version , the television version, the Heinlein version , with 
the American male triumphing over death itself through sheer will and 
supernatural competence. But no, even our pacifist poet is a captive of the 
universe : "That road is narrow ; to swerve might make more dead ." 

One of the more unsettling aspects of Stafford's work is this willing
ness to confront the limits of what is possible . We can 't save everybody , 
or even ourselves . He couldn't save his son Bret, who committed suicide. 
Committed to faithfully following the golden thread he had picked up, 
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Bill found that it led him into some dark and scary places. In a little
noticed late poem called "Austere Hope, Daily Faith" he seemed to 
acknowledge that pacifism requires difficult recognitions: "Even a villain 
sleeps-atrocities / are intermittent. We assume few saints / among us
and inattention or fatigue / is what we like in our great leaders. / Some 
days Hitler didn't kill anybody" (Oregon 129). This is no path for the 
merely sentimental or softhearted. 

4. He refused to be a Martyr. 
I think , finally , that Stafford was quite consciously in opposition to 

the martyr-worship that's so much a part of peace church mythology and 
self-definition, even now. My own Mennonite tribe makes an icon of Dirk 
Willems , who turned back to pull his pursuer from the icy pond and was 
captured and hung in return. Bill resisted becoming either an icon or a 
martyr , though I doubt he would have condemned Dirk either. I think he 
rather consciously chose not to die young , because he felt compelled 
instead to keep up the struggle . Certainly he contemplates making some 
grand, irrevocable gesture in Down in My Heart (his memoir of life in the 
CPS camps), the kind of complete break with mainstream society that oth
ers described in the book made. Instead he took the path of quiet, persis 
tent conversation , resistance , and witness, which meant sometimes to 
speak obliquely, other times to stand up tall. He was entirely, acutely 
aware that this position was not pure or free from compromise. But he 
was convinced that speaking carefully , and giving clear signals, and stay
ing together, were absolutely necessary . 

A key moment in Down in My Heart occurs during a conversation 
between a group of conscientious objectors and Quaker writer Gerald 
Heard. One asks how he can prove that he is not merely cowardly or 
dumb for refusing to fight; Stafford records the answer as a direct quote: 

"Do not attempt to do so," said Gerald Heard . "We are each of us 
fallible, cowardly , and dumb. We can say, as great men have said 
before, 'Yes, it is true, I am a frail vessel in which to transport the 
truth; but I cannot unsee what I see ... . "' ( 45) 

I was invited to dinner at a tapas restaurant a while back with some 
people connected with a high-profile Christian college in suburban 
Chicago. It was early in the Iraq War, and as we passed around the little 
plates, one of them, having learned I was Mennonite , went on in medium 
to-high dudgeon for some time about what he called "fuck-you pacifists ." 
These people, he said, not only opposed the war , but were ready to 
declare anyone who differed with them a moral monster and a betrayer of 
Christ himself. Clearly my new friend did not consider himself either. 
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I had to admit I recognized this syndrome, and sympathized somewhat 
with my dinner companion's objections-though I'm not as convinced as 
he was that campaigning energetically for peace, and criticizing those 
who find reasons for killing, is such a terrible thing, especially compared 
to actually killing people. 

But finding our way toward real peace, I think, will require many people 
working more like William Stafford did, calmly and respectfully and patient
ly, with the recognition that justice will require "millions of intricate moves," 
with the understanding that (as he says in "Lit Instructor") "Right has a long 
and intricate name / And the saying of it is a lonely thing" (The Way It Is 
87). William Stafford's example suggests that genius, romantic notions of 
heroism, self-dramatization, and American exceptionalism are of little use in 
this work-but that it requires and rewards all the strength, intelligence, wit, 
and cunning we can manage, and all the grace, friendship, subtlety, and love 
we can muster as well. 

Notes 

1Originally in Valparaiso Poetry Review . <http://www.jonathanholden.com/ 
stafford _ essay .htm>. 

2For a much fuller and more intimate exploration of Stafford's life and the 
significance of his CPS experience , see Kim Stafford, Early Morning: 
Remembering My Father, William Stafford. St. Paul: Graywolf, 2002 . 
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RAYLENE HINZ-PENNER 

Liberal, Kansas 

William Stafford traced 
my home town's wilderness 
edge, the eternal frontier, 
brown Cimarron paths 
where no one meets you, 
the long beckoning space. 

After Coronado, 
after the horseback Comanches, 
after the Dust Bowl, 
after the War brought 
my parents' claim 
and quick exit: 
the wind always sweeps clean 
the way for someone else. 

My father died here, 
trying to hold the blowing 
sand. But not before 
it had taught him 
to live bold, one eye 
on the sky, to love time .. . 
a quick endurance. 

23 



24 

At the William Stafford Workshop 
He is not a great teacher 
they told me, but listen. 
I studied his face. 
Small penetrating eyes 
looked through the slits 
far away somewhere else 
into the past, or the future. 
Gray brows shaded him 
from us while he entered 
his own language. 
We strained to hear him 
remember Kansas-
the ruts along the Cimarron 
east of Liberal. 
He cleared away 
the brush for an opening. 
We listened hard, then 
stopped when we had lost 
our place in time. 



PHILIP METRES 

A Way of Listening: 
William Stafford as Teacher 

I met William Stafford only once, twenty years ago, after hearing him 
give a poetry reading at my college . That reading has stayed with me, 
through the blur of the hundreds of others, as a still point. I still can recall 
his quiet, welcoming, and sturdily luminous presence, where poem and 
talk where somehow part of one stream of light. 

That semester, I'd read Down in My Heart, his clear-eyed memoir of 
his years as a conscientious objector serving in Civilian Public Service 
camps during World War II, thanks to Mike True's course, "The 
Nonviolent Tradition and American Literature." Many years later Stafford 
became a pivotal figure in my book Behind the Lines : War Resistance 
Poetry on the American Homefront, as I traced the key contributions of 
the conscientious objector poets during World War II (which also includ
ed Robert Lowell, William Everson, and Stanley Kunitz). He remains, for 
me, the most important pacifist American poet-both for what his work 
offers, and for how he lived, wrote, and taught. 

Though I never worked with him personally, William Stafford has 
been my teacher, a model of the writing life, in three main ways-first, by 
his tenacity of commitment to daily writing, of daily listening; second, by 
his permission and self-forgiveness; and third, by his faith in the process 
of writing as an inherent good. Despite the decline in Stafford's reputation 
in this professionalized and post-avant age of poetry, Stafford's approach 
to writing has much more in common with the experimental tradition of 
modernism and the ethos of fellow pacifist John Cage. 

First, Stafford's commitment to daily writing presents a model of 
unwavering discipline and listening. His commitment to daily writing 
began during his time as a C. 0. working in Civilian Public Service 
camps, rising at four A.M. before the work day began. In his words, "we 
gained alert hours for mental work and the rest of the day for the work 
required of us .. . that dawn time is precious: the world is quiet; no one 
will interrupt; you are rested and ready (You Must Revise Your Life 12). 
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He would call those mornings "maintenance work or repair work on my 
moral integrity" (12), a way to connect the ordinary life to the interior life, 
when ordinary life was full of the compromises of pacifists in a time of 
war. Here, the telos of Stafford's writing is not to create immortal poetry, 
nor is it to fulfill some personal ambition or hone his aesthetic vision or 
style; rather, it is to shore up his "moral integrity ." It ' s the sort of old
fashioned refusal to choose either the "work" or the "life" (see W. B. 
Yeats ' "The Choice "). Stafford , by contrast , works toward what Yeats 
himself called "Unity of Being." 

Years after the experience as a C.O., Stafford tells the story of how his 
daughter Kit arose early to "keep him company" and how Stafford arose 
an hour earlier, to get the time alone. When she arose an hour earlier , 
Stafford arose an hour even before that , until even Kit finally gave up . 
Now that, my friends, is commitment. For Stafford, writing is not neces
sarily the most important thing, but it 's the first thing. We must not mis
take his linguistic simplicity for mildness and his propensity to wisdom 
talk a kind of artlessness . There is also a steely ferocity to Stafford that 
belies attempts to turn him into "Polonius in a cardigan," as one critic wrote. 

Second, the grand permission. There have been many artists who have 
granted the grand permission to me as a writer, but Stafford has been 
among the most solicitous. "Lower your standards ," he famously wrote, 
when you feel incapable of writing or completing a poem . This was a 
mantra he followed himself, which may have contributed to the sense that 
his good work shined less brightly amid the hills of dross . Yet that level 
of what I'll call self-forgiveness is a value in itself, to say that the process 
itself is what is primary , and the poems will come as they will and stay if 
they are needed to stay. In Muriel Rukeyser's words , "there is no such 
thing as bad art. There is art and non-art" (50). In a time when the poem is 
almost fetishized-if not a commodity in the classic sense of the term, 
then at least something that one brands for professional status-Stafford ' s 
potlatch approach to his own poems feels like countercultural and not 
unlike the so-called "outsider artists " whose peculiar obsessions drive 
lifelong and voluminous production. In music, I think of the cult-oddball 
Robert Pollard, the principal songwriter of the band Guided by Voices, 
whose approach to unceasing songwriting has a Staffordian mania about it. 

Stafford's question, "when did you stop being a poet," is one that I 
have readily adopted as both writer and teacher. It's a sweet and demo
cratic invitation , a lowering of the bar of participation. It says, since all of 
us employ and are employed by language , we too are makers, are poets
until we cease taking pleasure in words and their odd sounds and sinewy 
insinuations. There was a time, not too long ago, when the folk arts were 
woven into the fabric of daily life, not simply as a music genre or a track 
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purchase on iTunes. After dinner, someone would take out an instrument 
and people would sing together, tell a story, recite a poem. Despite all our 
democracy, our propensity to produce art seems to have been stifled in 
favor of its consumption . In this way, Stafford reminds me of a story 
about the legendary punk band, the Minutemen. According to legend, D. 
Boon's mom offered her house as practice space for her son and his friend 
to keep them off the streets. It didn't matter that neither D. nor his friend 
Mike Watt had ever played instruments. The point was that they could. 
And they did. "Our band could be your life," Boon would later sing in 
"History Lesson, Pt. 2." And it can. 

Finally, Stafford's faith in the process and operations of composition 
reminds me that what matters is what happens after you let the work guide 
you. He calls this process "The End of a Golden String," a quote he's 
taken from Blake's Jerusalem: 

I give you the end of a golden string, 
Only wind it into a ball, 

It will lead you in at Heaven's Gate 
Built in Jerusalem's wall. 

For Stafford, the writer's job is to follow the string, to trust where it takes 
us. Notice, as well, the explicitly spiritual language undergirding his idea. 
He's suggesting that the artist's faith is not too far from the faith in the 
transcendent principle. In Stafford's words, "A writer is not so much 
someone who has something to say as he is someone who has found a 
process that will bring about new things he would not have thought of if 
he had not started to say them" (Writing the Australian Crawl 17). The 
importance of receptivity to that opening is critical. In his words, 

writing itself is one of the great, free human activities . There is scope 
for individuality, and elation, and discovery, in writing. For the per
son who follows with trust and forgiveness what occurs to him, the 
world remains always ready and deep, an inexhaustible environment, 
with the combined vividness of an actuality and flexibility of a 
dream. (WAC 20) 

Reading Stafford's essays now, I see them as naked in their plainness, 
refreshingly "undertheorized." They also feel too piecemeal, too idiosyn
cratic, to develop a full-fledged pedagogy. Yet based on the evidence of 
his essays, that Stafford's values of a writer drove his style of teaching, 
and emphasized the importance of process, of listening, of finding one's 
own way, valorizing the activity of listening to one's own inner guide 
rather than the dictates and dogma of the teacher. In "Facing Up to the 
Job," Stafford writes of the importance of"creating an atmosphere of trust 
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in the classroom," not by merely praising the students' work , which 
Stafford says they find scary, but by being "neutral or the way I would be 
with a friend discussing something that neither of us has a fixed position 
on but which we are both exploring" (RYL 74). He writes , in "The Priest 
of the Imagination," about the desire "to be informed by the students, not 
to be a monument waiting for their efforts , but to be a participant in com
munication " (RYL 91). 

There are times when Stafford's faith in students finding their path
and his way of describing what we would call now his "decentering the 
classroom "-feels coy or disingenuous, as when he describes the rank 
insanity of a student signing up for a class but not wanting to do the work: 

"How much do we have to write " someone may ask . I am puzzled by 
such a question and allow myself to appear so. Ifl am lucky enough , 
some brash student will opt for writing very little, and I can drop into 
position one: being solicitous instead of firm. For that option is so 
insane-to take a class and then try not to do it. I let myself be 
stunned by so odd an idea . (RYL 91) 

Though Stafford plays the role of perplexed facilitator well , I find myself 
struggling against the cynically lowered expectations of student and pro
fessor alike . As one of my colleagues recently said, some students are 
willing to do as little as you will allow them to get away with. 

Stafford often refused to grade individual pieces , something that I've 
tried to do for my creative writing classes-giving only checkmarks and 
the occasionally check-plus or plus mark if the individual work seemed 
superlative. One possible solution is to make all creative writing courses 
"pass/fail," offering instead a letter to the student reporting on their work 
for the semester. Wouldn't that cause havoc for the transcript business?! 

Given the pressures on students in this economy, logging ludicrous 
debt to attend colleges and then emerging to very few prospects being 
writers and teachers , I have found it impossible not to think about out
comes , about giving the students a more or less realistic appraisal of the 
quality of their work and their chances of "making it." So I'm reminded 
of Blake's "no progression without contraries" when I confess I don't 
give many As; most students in my creative writing courses will get B
range grades. I've seen one too many young writers presume that the As 
they 've received mean they are destined for a chairship at Harvard, and 
ask me for recommendation letters , fantasizing about their future fame
and not preparing themselves for the brutal competition of the profession
al world . Students who participate fully in class discussion of readings 
and writing , provide excellent critiques , and do substantial revisions
even if they have no real creative talent-can do well in my course , but 
the "A" is reserved for the truly outstanding. 
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The main thing we can teach is to embrace the delightful, rigorous, 
and occasionally painful process of writing-from conception through 
multiple revisions, to some conclusion as a "finished" poem ( according to 
Paul Valery, there are no finished poems , only ones "abandoned") . In 
Stafford ' s words, 

I don't want to claim that one should assume that one is creating 
something worthy of the ages. Not at all. So the product is expend
able, but the process is precious .... I keep meeting poets who say 
something like, "Well, I'm trying to do something that is worthy and 
lasting and beyond my lifetime," and so on . I think that ' s just 
frivolous. That's something only society decides and I don't see that 
it makes any difference anyway. But the process is the process of liv
ing centrally and paying attention to your own life. Surely that's 
worth doing . If you don't, who will? That's what living is about, and 
you can be distracted from living by trying to create things that will 
last in the terminology and the mode of society that may or may not 
be harmonious to your life. (RYL 81-82) 

Again, Stafford's focus is on assisting writers to tune to the harmony of 
their own life, to create an Emersonian self-reliance, rather than to reach 
vainly after some golden ring, some future fame. 

All of which is why Stafford should be placed alongside the celebrat 
ed artist ( and fellow pacifist) John Cage when considering a model of the 
workshop that requires the teacher to be more than a judge . Some may 
know Cage from his famous "4' 3311" piece , which involved a perfor
mance in which Cage sat silently at the piano; the audience's listening, 
anticipation , and ambient noise became the work of the art. One need only 
briefly consider "Some Rules for Students and Teachers," a text written 
by Sister Corita Kent and later popularlized by Cage, to demonstrate how 
Cage and Stafford forward a common vision of the possibilities of the cre
ative life. First, the very title suggests that proposing rules that apply both 
to students and to teachers levels the field of learning to one of collabora
tion, rather than one of gate -keeping. The teacher's role is more than 
merely co-creator , he also places the burden of freedom on the student, as 
in Rule Five: "be self-disciplined-this means finding someone wise or 
smart and choosing to follow them . To be disciplined is to follow in a 
good way. To be self-disciplined is to follow in a better way." How much 
this rhymes with Stafford's notion that the teacher's job should neither be 
about praise nor about blame . 

For Stafford and Cage, the workshop is an opportunity to create a 
space of trust, labor, self-discipline, experimentation, and even joy. The 
workshop could be a place of community, in Rukeyser's words, "where 
'sooth' and 'soothe' meet; places of truth and healing ... [though] we will 
not be saved by poetry ... poetry is the type of the creation in which we 
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may live and which will save us" (213). How we (re)create the world 
depends upon the transient communities and selves we build-even in the 
overly hygienic classrooms of higher education-with words, between 
words, and among words. Or in June Jordan's words, "poetry names what 
has been silenced and allows us to understand and articulate our connec 
tions to one another and to the world we inhabit" (17). 

Reading Stafford again after years in the classroom is to be reminded 
of how I've failed Stafford's vision. I know that I've given students mixed 
messages-trying to juggle teaching them the intricate workings of the 
sonnet and listing a series of requirements for each writing assignment, 
while also wanting them to find that other way, the way of attentiveness 
and listening. Sometimes the teacher is the greatest obstacle to learning . 
What Stafford reminds us is that if we are to teach people not merely to 
write but to become writers, our job is to create a space for committed, 
daily writing ( even inside the classroom); to invite students into their own 
receptivity and listening, by encouraging disconnection from the wired 
and wireless devices that drown out the quiet; and by reminding students 
to trust that working with language will take them where they need to go . 
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FRED WHITEHEAD 

The Non Performance Poet 

Someone, I forget who, knew Bill Stafford in his time at the Iowa writers 
workshop and recalls how when a bunch of them would head to a nearby bar 
for lunch, he would have brought his sandwich already, and say no, I'll stay 
here and work. He always worked, and worked hard. He didn't let it grind 
him down, but that was his lifelong ethic. 

When he came to the University of Kansas-it must have been in the 
1980s or so-to read to a large, full room, I was struck by how he pulled a 
small sheaf of pages from a pocket, and just read them straight off. Not in a 
rush, but steadily . That was an era when "performance poetry" was becom
ing a fad. Poets would declaim, gesture , sing, parade around, even dance or 
at least weave unsteadily about the stage. I loved Bill Stafford for just read
ing the work, calmly and with purposeful resolve. I deeply appreciated his 
modesty, his focus on the words . These other poets, they became mere 
celebrities and entertainers . 

In an interview , "Performing and Poetry," Stafford explains how he dealt 
with this in classes: "Part of my act was not to be the expert performer of 
poems. I might have been, but I tried to make it casual and to accommodate 
poetry to their everyday experience of the language." 

This is not a small or peripheral matter. Much of the culture of this coun
try has now dwindled to entertainment. So it is that much more important 
more imperative-that we remember those like Bill who held to visualizing 
the truth in life. 

Somewhere at the core of Stafford 's poetry is the achievement of bring
ing us right back to the earth . Asked about religious experiences that had 
been most meaningful to him, he replied: "The most impressive such experi
ence I recall was on the banks of the Cimarron River in western Kansas one 
mild summer evening, when sky, air, birdcalls , and the setting sun combined 
to expand the universe for me and to give me the feeling of being sustained , 
cherished , included somehow in a great, reverent story ." 
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It must have been from such revelations that our poet's point of view 
originated, giving us the tactile feeling of a lizard's grasp of the earth under 
the shadow of nuclear weapons, of a muskrat bite to the bone under the bank 
of the Ninnescah, and a supplication: "Pray for the frozen dead at Yellow 
Knife./ These words we send are becoming parts of their night." 

[Quotations on performance and on the Cimarron experience are from 
You Must Revise Your Life.] 
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RICHARD LEVINE 

Working 

In winter, Newfoundlanders once walked their breath 
out to hover above frozen water and under 
moon and stars. At all hours, they believed 
and cut holes as wide as shoulders in the ice. 
They'd watch and wait for low tides and the polished 
muddy bottom, then slip down under the ice crust 
to gather clams and crabs and seaweed, crawling 
in the water-light of the moon shining through, 
as near the eerie mud-sucking world of death 
as they dared, ever on guard against the return of tide. 
Reading of this ritual on a museum wall in Montreal, 
freed from toil by a brief vacation, it seemed familiar
waiting for light and space to seek sustenance 
and working against your worst fears . 
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CARYN MIRRIAM-GOLDBERG 

The Whole Wide World Rains Down: 
William Stafford, Writing in 

Community, and Serious Illness 
"The whole wide world rains down," William Stafford writes in his poem 
"Assurance" (The Way It Is 153), and there's nothing like living with seri
ous illness to amplify our experience of that rain, and no one like Stafford 
when it comes to showing us the width of the world and depth ofreality . 

When I first found Stafford's poetry in the early 1980s, I was elated to 
discover an underground river that began feeding my own poetry's craft 
and content. Still in my early 20s, I hadn 't yet understood how this poetry 
would guide me my whole life. For years , I considered Stafford one ofmy 
secret (to him) writing teachers, and I'm not alone. Many poets, writers, 
and writing students I've encountered understand implicitly what I mean 
when I say that Stafford quietly disappears beyond the edge of what we 
can see, then sends us frequent telegrams in the form of poems . I've often 
pictured him sitting behirid a large rock in an expanse of wind and prairie , 
occasionally pausing in his writing to fold a new poem into a paper air
plane and send it over the horizon . 

Given that life's hardest transitions often mean falling, jumping, or 
nervously stepping off the edge of what we can control or know, it's no 
wonder that Stafford ' s poetry has been central to my students too, 
whether in college settings, where I've taught since 1986, or community 
workshops that I've facilitated regularly since 1992. I've also turned to 
Stafford's poems as companions to help me write through motherhood, 
serious illness, losing beloved family members and friends , and feeling 
out many nuances of how to live. "What can anyone give you greater than 
now?" (The Way It Is 45) I read to students at the University of Kansas 
and later, at Goddard College in Vermont. "What happened when you met 
your muse?" I asked workshop participants in small Kansas towns after 
we read Stafford's "Meeting My Muse." "What do you want to remem
ber?" (The Way It Is 45) I read to myself when terrified or numb during 

34 



my cancer diagnosis, subsequent surgeries and chemotherapy. Stafford's 
poetry even traveled with me to Altoona, PA, at the moment my father 
died of pancreatic cancer, my shaking hand on his knee, just 18 days after 
I underwent major surgery. Snow filled the windows, and I thought to 
myself, "What the sky says, I say" (Stories That Could Be True 19). 

All things converge if you follow the line of what you love. Dancing, 
tripping and getting up again at the convergence of poetic language and 
the language of the body, I've done a lot of writing, including a chapbook 
of poetry about cancer, Reading the Body, and a memoir on cancer, com
munity and returning to the body called The Sky Begins At My Feet. The 
writing workshops I've led in the community have coalesced especially 
around offerings for people with cancer, Parkinson's, MS, diabetes, head 
trauma, and other illnesses. Since 2003, when I led my first session for 
people with cancer just months after my final surgery, I've given talks to 
doctors in a small Iowa auditorium, in-services for nurses who wrote 
poetry while standing at tall counters before their 7 A.M. shift, and many 
writing workshops for patients and caregivers at Turning Point: The 
Center for Hope and Healing, a visionary non-profit supporting individu 
als, families and communities facing serious illness. 

In a generic-looking office building at 89th and State Line Street in 
Kansas City, we gather on a Sunday afternoon each month or two, 20-25 
of us to meet in Turning Point's back room, a space often used for yoga 
and Tai Chi classes. Around the hodgepodge of tables put together in a 
giant rectangle, and beside a small table loaded down with cinnamon 
rolls, cut vegetables and various salty, crunchy things, we start out with 
introductions: what brought us here, what challenges we go home to or 
carry in our pockets, why we write or want to write. I share the ground 
rules, designed to give people greater ownership of what they write . 
"You're the boss of you," I tell them after explaining that no one has to 
read aloud, and everyone is free to ignore the writing prompt I suggest 
and write something else. After reading aloud a poem by Stafford or other 
writers to evoke our own poetic responses, whether we're writing letters, 
journal entries, dialogue, or our own poetry, we launch into our own writ
ing for 10-15 minutes, each of us entering our own rhythms of silence and 
words. Then we come back together and go around the circle, sharing the 
writing or the process or just saying, "Pass." The only thing not allowed is 
insulting ourselves before we read, a tendency for most of us. We pass 
around a bowl of M&Ms and the box of tissues as we lean in to listen 
carefully to one another read about holiday traditions or their funeral 
plans, the latest failed treatment or the next great trip to the Rockies, the 
moment all is safe, and the many moments of danger. 
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The honor of introducing Stafford to people looking over that edge of 
the world, and sometimes in the act of falling, shows me how much 
Stafford's words-a phrase here, a sentence there, an image that 
endures-serve as lanterns in the dark. This is especially vital during the 
times when, to quote Stafford , "We live in a terrible season" of loss of 
function, loss of who we used to be, and at times , loss of loved ones. 
"Done with the compass! Done with the chart! " writes another over-the 
edge-telegram -sender , Emily Dickinson, and like Stafford, she speaks to 
that state of being in which the territory is unfamiliar without any sense of 
where to go first (5). 

Spending your days generating enough energy to get dressed and get 
an infusion of chemo before coming home to nap , eat something that 
won't aggravate your mouth sores, and watch something that won't 
induce nightmares is akin to leaving the country everyone else seems to 
inhabit and wandering a parallel landscape , everything happening in 
triple-slow -motion . This is precisely why Stafford's poetry gives essential 
nourishment to people with the kind of illnesses that proclaim how much 
life is a terminal condition . "Time wants to show you a different country, " 
Stafford writes in "The Gift ," and that country , when the constructed 
world around us is suspended , has its benefits (My Name is William Tell 
49) . Whenever I mention to my Turning Point workshop participants how 
much I paid attention to the birds outside my window when I was at my 
sickest, they nod knowingly , ready to write pages , if not volumes, about a 
naughty squirrel, spectacular rose-colored iris, or terrified neighborhood 
rabbit. The "country of illness ," to call on Robert Lipstye's book of the 
same title about his cancer , is a land where we spend afternoons watching 
one bare branch tremble in the wind rather than wrap ourselves in our cul
ture ' s usual focus on future plans and past reckonings . 

Writing allows us together to face the deepest unfoldings of reality . 
Stafford writes in "Bi-Focal" how "the world happens twice ," once as we 
experience it and the second time as "legends itself / deep, the way it is" 
(The Way It Is 72). We write to find the world the way it is for us, whether 
navigating a wheelchair for the rest of an unpredictable life because of 
progressive MS, or steering the jumble of words coming onto the page in 
new rhythms because of a recent stroke . It helps us come to terms with a 
slow and persistent form of cancer , such as what John Willison lives with 
daily. It gives people like Peggy Mulvihill a place to catch up with her
self, and the trauma and fear she endured while taking care of her greatly 
in-pain and at-risk daughter, who fought for her life against a rare tumor. 
It even helps us reckon with illnesses that could have been prevented, 
such as the Parkinson's disease Lou Eisenbradt contracted from being 
exposed to Agent Orange while a nurse in 1969-70 Vietnam. 
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Lou, who has participated in the Turning Point writing workshops for 
close to ten years, writes eloquently of this compass -less, chartless jour
ney, working earnestly with her writing hand on days when it's shaking 
more than usual, and balancing side effects from the medication she takes 
to keep her Parkinson's from progressing as much as possible. She coura
geously faces on and off the page what she fears most as well as her new 
daily reality . Drawing on Stafford ' s Poem, "To My Young Friends Who 
Are Afraid ," Lou replies: 

What I Fear Will Not Go Away 

A slip of the foot on uneven paths 
That strange ache in my leg as I write 

The face, uneven , like a one-eyed queen 
Shaking limbs, showing the world my imperfections 

Thoughts, meant to stir the soul to action, 
Not yet in focus, needing to be recycled again and again 

Love, not lost or lessened 
Lust , buried deep, needing a GPS to locate it 

Fear this? Fear tomorrow 's advancing demons? 
Sure! But what's to be done? 

Grab fear and uncertainty by whatever presents itself 
Hang on till life is wrestled from its grasp. 

Take its energy ; change its direction 
Tum it within; transform it to hope . 

Keep advancing and leave fear to find a new home! 

Living with both the actual disease and the fear of what the disease 
will do next has a habit of silencing people at times, making them feel like 
they have no voice in what's happening to their bodies. Many in the 
workshops over the years have laughed knowingly when I said that get
ting diagnosed often catapults us onto a moving walkway taking us 
around unknown bends . Yet in the journey, there can be, as Lou writes of 
her new normal, homecoming . 

Serious illness can be especially grueling and searing when the illness 
takes root in your child, something Peggy knows all about after several 
decades of taking care of her daughter , Megan. Born with a pilonidal cyst 
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and undergoing surgery at just six days old, Megan faced precarious years 
growing up, and Megan and Peggy spent hours in doctors' offices, days in 
hospitals, and nights in pain and uncertainty. In December of Megan's 
senior year of college , the cyst flared up so much that she was no longer 
able to walk without agony . As an abscess threatened her life, she was 
rushed into emergency surgery , and Peggy spent the next month keeping 
her bed-ridden daughter alive and thriving. "The hardest part of raising 
my daughter was seeing the tumor get bigger and not really knowing what 
it was, or what would happen in the end . They did not find a name for it 
till she was 21," Peggy says. 

As Stafford writes in "There is Blindness," "Pain is real" and yet over 
our shoulders , "There looms real home- I There's the world " (A Glass 
Face in the Rain 33). Peggy knows that pain and that world beyond pain 
well, as she writes about in her version of"Ask Me," riffing off Stafford's 
poem of the same title: 

Ask me 

When the tumor won over 
Her ability to move, ask me 
How love empowered and raged me 
From rockabye momma 
To momma fearless. 
Thoughts of boxes filled with childhood photos 
Ribbons of races won, 
And glitter glue art of faded love gifts, 
Ask me what really mattered most. 
Listening to doctor's litany of post-surgery home procedures 
Ask me if the C in science affected anything that counted in the 

outcome of healing 
Her precious being. 

The preciousness of one another is something central to John's writing 
and life. John began attending the writing workshops about a year after 
his treatment ended for parotid cancer, which was now happily in remis 
sion . Several years later, in August of 2012, the cancer returned, metasta
sizing to his spine in three places. After radiation to beat back the tumors 
enough that he could walk with greater ease, he now faces a future, save a 
miracle, that includes cancer , likely more radiation , and whatever evolv 
ing treatment are worth trying for this steady cancer that John describes as 
a freight train, "Slow, but unstoppable ." Living this close to mortality 
leads John to other paths, as he writes about in this poem, inspired by sev
eral Stafford poems. 
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Wild Song 

As we walk along the path 
Marking the boundary between 
The Eastern forest 
And the once barleyed field, 
Now planted with Winter Wheat , 
My fingers wrapped in her mittened hand, 

The lights of the distant city 
Cascade across the dome of clouded sky. 

Our eyes are drawn heavenward. 
The snow is falling up, 
And gently gathers us in. 

This pleases her, and 
Her laugh, taken by the wind , 
ls caught by the branches of a Black Oak, 
Hangs there, 
Clear, crystalline , chiming. 

In a near pasture , 
Full with sleepy cows, 
The coyotes come in their nightly assembly , 
Flakes reflected in their amber eyes 
Their fur, brush stroked white. 

All sinew and wild song, 
They raise their 
Heads in unruly chorus. 

I hear her voice, somewhat distantly , 
Saying: "Isn ' t this paradise?" 

I simply nod 
And place my hand 
In the familiar small of her back. 

We set off dancing 
Toward the edge of the rounding earth, 
Swirling the hours away, 
Tipping the night into day. 
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Friends, 
Stop making plans. 
No more mad scribbling. 
Don't stray from here. 
Stay. 
Partake of this life. 
Feast on this world. 

"The darkness is deep ," Stafford writes in "A Ritual to Read to Each 
Other" (New and Selected Poems 75), and at the same time , as he tells us 
in "In Response to a Question ,"" ... the rage without met by the wings / 
within that guide you anywhere the wind blows" (86) . John navigates this 
darkness by meeting the rage of the cancer through his body with the 
wings to experience this world with as much love and vision as he can muster. 

There ' s nothing like the limitations of being a body to show us who 
we are as animals with all the vulnerabilities and promise of an uncertain 
lifespan. In our workshops at Turning Point, we write ourselves into that 
raw and beautiful clearing we make together about what matters most : 
how to live, and what it means to be a person. In the weight we give to lis
tening deeply , we lift up this time we share, because of and despite what 
will happen next or just happened . "How you stand here is important. 
How you / listen for the next thing to happen. How you breathe ," Stafford 
writes in "Being a Person" (Even in the Quiet Places 89). Writing our 
way to truth and community aligns our words, our breath, our attention , 
and in doing so, changes us. As Stafford writes in one of his superb vol
umes on the writer 's vocation : 

Writing- literature- springs new experience into being: it is much 
more than just partially achieved recollections transferred from a fer
vent author to an accepting reader: a new life springs into focus, by 
being told. To create means to change, to change writer and reader. 
(Merchant 154) 

This change also brings together writer and reader , and in our writing 
workshops , those living with pain, discomfort, unpredictable side effects 
of medications or complications, and caregiving for their beloveds . In 
writing together, we all find what Stafford says in his poem "Assurance" : 
"You were aimed from birth : / you will never be alone" (The Way It Is 
153). The whole world rains down, but it includes this world we inhabit 
together , witnessing one another and being witnessed, and in the process , 
feeling the true weight of our lives. 
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MARY DUDLEY 

Writing for Writing's Sake 

The milk carton leaked 
into the bag of poetry books, 
gluing one to another, 
sealing pages together. 

It spoiled the Buddhist's volume 
but she wouldn't care; 
she is not attached to how things look. 

Still, she doesn't write in colored sand, 
inscribing her words 
in intricate loops and curves, 
then blowing them all away with 
the wind of her breath. 

My notebook suffered most: 
Pages tore as I pulled them apart . 
The William Stafford words I'd copied, lost. 
My own obliterated . 

Shall I rise at dawn as he did, 
begin another notebook, 
seal its pages then in milk? 

Shall I free myself from 
attachment to my words 
and thus be free 
from suffering? 



ABAYOMI ANIMASHAUN 

Dancing to the Wrong Music 

It's the same as tying fish 
Around your waist 
And running a gentle race. 

Mastered, 
From your chest 
Waters roil awake 

And become streams 
That circle old trees 
Till their leaves tum green. 
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LINDA WHITTENBERG 

All the Little Things 

I keep following this sort of hidden river of my life . 
whatever the topic or impulse which comes, 

!follow it along trustingly. -William Stafford 

The sky was cloudless, 
robins tweep-tweeped from limbs of the sideyard oak, 

the grass, not yet tall enough for mowing. 

With nothing much to do on a afternoon in late April, 
I made a game of bouncing an old frayed tennis ball 

against the barn door. Fifteen catches made a winner. 

That day, I was unaware that ball, which our Labrador Retriever 
had chewed and left out to weather, 

would roll along through all my years. 

I had not learned to see what is invisible-
made of all the little things, a thread always with me, 

leading the way. 

From my upstairs window I had studied that oak in every season-
tilted beaks of robin chicks, mitten-shaped leaves waving as they fell, 

limbs thrashed and broken in winter storms. 

Every tree after would have that oak inside it. 
From a well-slobbered ball, lawn of greening fescue, 

from all the little ordinary things, my life's trajectory was arcing. 
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KARIN L. FRANK 

The Stars in their Courses 

A human does not choose a dog. 
Our place vis-a-vis dog 
is set before we set 
our minds to choose. 
When the road deposits a dog 
on a doorstep, we make up tales, 
delightful and replete with sighs, 
to cover the event but the truth 
of the matter is that masses 
have merely shifted, resolving 
the ancient three body conundrurn
dogless man and homeless dog 
and hypothetically tossed Frisbee. 
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Wake 

MEG HUTCHINSON 

Losing a Dog 

"Your good dogs, some things that they hear 
they don't really want you to know-
it's too grim or ethereal. 
And sometimes when they look in the fire 

they see time going on and someone alone, 
But they don 't say anything ." 

-William Stafford from "Choosing a Dog" 

After your death I sat beside you one whole night 
Hand on your heart 
Your heart stayed warm 
The energy moved up my left arm and settled in my own 

Breath 
Though you'd been dead ten hours 

A small sigh came through your mouth 
The euthanasia was so fast , you never breathed out 
It would have been strange to others 
But I knelt down and pressed that last air free , 
We never did need words 

Bones 
After the cremation 
I ran my hands across your tiny bones 
I never knew so much survived the fires 



Weight 
When I lifted you from the back of the car 
And carried your large body to the warming stones 
I realized it had been thirteen years 
since I'd known how heavy you were-
This is a love story. 
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Night Hike 
You do not know the woods 
Til you've wandered them at night 
I go there at dusk 
So my eyes will adjust to the slowly dying light 

I hug the lake when I practice this 
I've learned to step my feet high 
The dressage of navigating rocky paths , 
In this I must resemble some awkward horse 
Half prance , half stumble 

I never bring a light 
I would forget to see the forest, 
My friends do not approve of this 
They mention coyotes and the psychopaths , the mother bear 
They've never been out here 

Felt the heat the stones hold long after the sun's gone down 
Sat so quiet they could hear the hiss of bat wings 
Watched the path grow luminous beneath their feet 

I'm always startled when I reach the car 
Looking back over my shoulder 
The woods so black now 
It seems impossible I've just come through 

It's best to practice darkness 
a little each day 
One year it lasted months 
And I wasn 't ready . 



GRETCHEN FLETCHER 

Euthanasia 

"It is usually best to roll them into the canyon." 
- William Stafford 

The fish came to me as flotsam, 
washed up to flop in the shallow wave 
that lapped the sand, the border 
between our worlds. 
Forward it came 
into mine, 
and back again it went 
into its own. 
Lacking tail or fin 
to choose direction, 
it was at the mercy of the tide. 
I breathed salt-scented air 
and watched it gasp for watered breath. 
It caught me in its stare with lidless eye 
in an undamaged head left as offal 
by some predator that had stripped 
stomach, heart , and swim bladder 
of protecting flesh and left 
the useless trailing entrails, pulsing 
red and pink with life's blood , 
keeping the fish alive against its will. 
I rationalized-with thoughts of piety
the thrill I felt at bludgeoning it 
and wielded my driftwood weapon 
with a violence born of pity. 
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DENISE LOW 

"The Way It Is": Second Sight in 
William Stafford's Poetry 

So, the world happens twice

once what we see it as; 
second it legends itself 

deep, the way it is. (Stafford 75) 

Mrs . Jacquith's classroom at Emporia High School featured altars of natu 
ral objects arranged on shelves. Mussel shells fanned pink against scat
tered white sand. A giant pine cone rose from a bowl. The arrangement on 
her desk included a sage -green book , Reflections on a Gift of a 
Watermelon Pickle, photos , and verse. She encouraged me to pick it up. 
There, I first found William Stafford ' s ode to youth , "Fifteen." As I 
remember this , I see the perpetual twilight of that room where I first 
encountered Stafford's presence. I remember the page, the arrangement of 
lines, the positioning of the photograph-it was a skyscape with jet trail. 
Across the great blue expanse of time, I found a companion . 

The poet Robert Duncan writes about his high school English teacher, 
Mrs. Keough , and her presentation of H. D. as a memorable pivot in his 
life: "She had the shy confidence of a child searching out her companions , 
sharing with us comers of a garden that were secret or magic places . . .. " 
(38) . He mingles his memory of the teacher and the H. D. text , specifical 
ly "Heat ," and he goes on to say that she "attended the possibility of a 
poet in me ." The memory-gestalt included overlays of verse, teacher , 
afternoon ambiance-water sprinklers out the window-and place . In a 
similar way, I remember that first moment with Stafford's poem , with 
soft-spoken Mrs . Jacquith by my side in a dramatic setting. It defined my 
future. The poem is one of his classics : 
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Fifteen 

South of the Bridge on Seventeenth 
I found back of the willows one summer 
day a motorcycle with engine running 
as it lay on its side, ticking over 
slowly in the high grass. I was fifteen. 

I admired all that pulsing gleam, the 
shiny flanks, the demure headlights 
fringed where it lay; I led it gently 
to the road and stood with that 
companion, ready and friendly. I was fifteen. 

We could find the end of a road, meet 
the sky on out Seventeenth. I thought about 
hills, and patting the handle got back a 
confident opinion. On the bridge we indulged 
a f01ward feeling, a tremble. I was fifteen. 

Thinking, back farther in the grass I found 
the owner, just coming to, where he had flipped 
over the rail. He had blood on his hand, was pale
I helped him walk to his machine. He ran his hand 
over it, called me a good man, roared away. 

I stood there, fifteen. ( 4) 

The poem is about the machine in the Garden, the bridge to adultho od, 
masculinity, and much more . Like a parable, it adapts to different read
ings . Also , the poem illustrates Stafford's uncanny wisdom about memo 
ry , which is my interest, and his ability to create a visual documentary . 

Of Stafford ' s body of work, "Fifteen " especially is a primer about the 
cinematic tools of poetry . The poet whisks his reader through multiple 
time frames and zoom ranges to contrive his final presentation . Walter 
Benjamin articulates how photographic images are extensions of the sense 
of sight into a larger range: 

With the close-up, space expands; with slow motion, movement is 
extended. The enlargement of a snapshot does not simply render 
more precise what in any case was visible, though unclear; it reveals 
entirely new structural formations of that subject. (236) 

Benjamin published this in 1936, a century after photography was invent 
ed. He understood how focus on a single image can reveal detail , implied 
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narrative, mood, culture-almost infinite possibilities-in a horizontal, 
timeless reading. Also, the lens ( or the poet's eye) reveals the fractal of 
the moment as "new structural formations." It creates its own hyper -reali 
ty. Benjamin also notes: "The camera introduces us to unconscious 
optics" (237). What was a subliminal flash remains stationary while the 
lens examines time as though it were an object. 

Stafford studied Nietzsche, Kierkegaard, Pascal, and Wittgenstein 
(Kim Stafford ix). He may not have read Benjamin, but he was reading 
peers. He understood time as a fluid sequence that could be rearranged, 
selected, prioritized, and emphasized in a hyper-reality of visual scenes. 

He also drew, indirectly, on some Native heritage and training-his 
father in "Listening" demonstrates a receptivity to the natural order, "we 
would watch him look up and his face go keen / till the walls of the world 
flared, widened" ( 4 7). This is the sense of hearing, but like sight, the 
father suspends judgment and enters into the processes of his surround
ings. Stafford told friends he had some Native heritage (Salisbury 122-3), 
and he certainly knew the land as a trained hunter. He knew how to track. 
"Fifteen" is a reading of a visual spoor framed on the page. 

The poem plucks a moment from 1929 and a place, the Great Plains 
town of Hutchinson, Kansas, on the Arkansas River, the 17th Street 
bridge. Stafford presents this one historic sliver in the first stanza, in the 
second stanza he transforms it into an eternal present, and third, he imag
ines a future. The fourth and final stanza is a sequential follow-up, imme
diately after the still -shot of the first three, and here the poet reveals 
another perspective on that past time . Stafford discloses his story from the 
long-range perspective of middle age, so he is the poem's omniscient eye. 
He occludes the outcome until the end, to create tension. 

The poem's tag "I was fifteen" repeats at the end of each of the four 
stanzas. Stages of memory consist of encoding, storage, and retrieval, so 
this refrain serves to encrypt the poem into a phrase and to provide a way 
to retrieve it. This keeps focus on the 1929 moment. 

Stafford lingers in the eternal present of the poem. To open the poem, 
he sets the scene, with references to time; both "summer" and "South" 
suggest the early stage of life. (South, of the four directions, indicates 
young adulthood in Native traditions like Cherokee and others). Both the 
bridge and willows suggest the river without overt description. The 
motorcycle's "engine running" contrasts with the tall grass, which is as 
static as the bridge. Within the two -dimensional picture comes this 
mechanical device and its "ticking" forward movement, like a clock. 

So far, this is a snapshot memory, neatly framed. The second stanza is 
where the camera zooms to the close-up view. Stafford's narrative voice 
turns inward, to his age-fifteen thoughts about the beauty of the mechani -
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cal beast-its "pulsing gleam, the/ shiny flanks, the demure headlights." 
The clock stops as this process occurs. The natural world around him is 
reduced to "fringed" grasses. A new "structural formation" appears, 
where focus eliminates details of surroundings (Benjamin 236). The boy's 
innocent admiration for the object personifies the motorcycle as a possible 
"companion." Stafford stays in past tense, but he uses present-time modi
fiers "ready and friendly ." 

The third stanza extends this moment further, as the narrator imagines 
his own future as a motorcycle rider. Verbs shift to the conditional mood, 
"we could," and in this simulacrum, only generalized "sky" and "hills" 
and "road" form the setting. The poem's boy joins with the motorcycle, to 
become a modem minotaur, by changing from "I" to "we": " ... On the 
bridge we indulged / a forward feeling, a tremble .... " This daydream 
transpires in the narrator's mind, a future that never comes into finite existence. 

The final stanza breaks the spell, and time moves forward one tick. In 
the poem "Listening," the father's "face goes keen"; in "Traveling 
Through the Dark" the narrator "thought hard for all of us-my only 
swerving"; and in "Fifteen," the word "Thinking" is the moment of inter
nal suspension and synthesis. After this, or because of it, the boy shifts his 
gaze from inward reverie to outward laws of gravity and linear sequence: 
"Thinking, back farther in the grass I found / the owner, just coming to, 
where he had flipped/ over the rail. ... " This encapsulated story-within
a-story is compressed into a few lines. Indeed, this is the first moment of 
the larger narrative, embedded within the last paragraph. Stafford is a 
magician of reordered time. 

The technology of poetry-language is the primary human tool
allows manipulations similar to photography. Benjamin describes the abil
ity of a camera lens: "the camera intervenes with the resources of its low
erings and liftings, its interruptions and isolations, its extensions and 
accelerations, its enlargements and reductions" (237). Stafford's poem 
creates its own time sequences, first by isolating the accident and with
holding its details. The poem's story ends as the stunned rider "roared 
away." But the episode does not truly end there, as the final reprise of the 
refrain insists on the narrator's ownership of the event, reworded to be 
more specific, "I stood there, fifteen." He remains rooted to that time and 
that spot, perpetually remembering the incident. 

As I remain rooted in Mrs . Jacquith's classroom where isolated shells, 
pine cones, and geodes intersperse with afternoon shadows . Each opens 
into its own universe of granular infinity. This is my poetry classroom, 
and the teacher is Stafford, who continues to renew my first enthusiasm, 
whenever I open his pages. He continues to explain how past and present 
coexist, how each moment is a fractal, how sight is a portal into multiplic -
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ity, how reflection creates our personal legends. He teaches accountabili
ty, since no event ever really ends, and that is his natural morality, not 
orthodoxy, but insight into the complex nature of vision. 
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PHILIP METRES 

Ghazal of Questions 

How can I breathe in the close 
margins of this life? All day 
plans take off and land. 

Deep in the night the runway 

(for William Stafford) 

stills to black. Dreams are a second 
life. Soul rattles in that happy 

old man, like dried seeds 
in a gourd that has sweated out 
its milky life. What is this child in our bed 

dreaming of, just hours in this life? 
On the train the man growls 
to no one at the far end of the car 

a report on the war of his life. 
My infant scans the shoreline 
of my hair, ebbing from temples. 

If life is from body, as lie/is to lib, 
then is swallowing libations 
a folding of body into body? 
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Swallow the book , the prophet 
advised, it's sweet to swallow , but 
bitter in the belly. Epigraph : 

what hovers above the body 
of each day? Epitaph: what did you 
make of your life? 



GEORGE DREW 

Abraham Lincoln in the Heartland 

One day in December I meet him, 
his eyes smoky motes of matter more stable 
than the most stable of nations. 
I stop, he stops . Neither ofus speaks, 
the only sound the white pine needles 
mulched in the snow by our feet. 
This lasts about as long as a river 
after it empties into an ocean, 
but in that moment river is river; 
ocean, ocean: both boundless, both free. 
Then one ofus shifts and we pull 
apart, like a shadow from its rock, 
ice from a lake, like great tectonic plates. 
The sun rises from its scabby yellow knees. 
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GERALD McCARTHY 

Teasel 

If you hold anything long enough 
there's bound to be trouble . 
It will break apart 
a little cup of light, a sound of rain 
in open fields. 

If you find this spiny flower 
pick it up, remember 
another fall, a time when the cold 
came too quickly and caught 
the weeds too-the frost rising into mist, 
the mist disappearing. 

Today catnip and henbit, 
wood sorrel, chicory, and broomsedge, 
and still you keep looking for its crown 
of thorns, a blue dash in fallen leaves 
above the culvert edge. 

You know the railroad bed leads 
to the creek, and the creek opens 
out into the river, and the river 
moves southward toward the sea. 
At night, you still listen for the trooper cars
the sirens circling the neighborhood, 
a convict in the marsh. 
You think he must have got away 
that prisoner, 
the man they chased through river nettles 



as the season turned cold. 
The morning paper ran a photograph of the river, 
night -lights and search boats. 
Today, walking above stone paths 
you see the pale blue streak in the brown woods 
and you know it's there . 
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TIM SUERMONDT 

Along the Forest Parkway 

Like apes 
we swing from the sturdy branches, 
going out of our way 
to collide with each other. 
We're in love 
and still young enough 
to savor every opportunity. 
Tragedy is so faraway, you can't 
even see it dimly on the horizon. 
It's not doing well. 
It feels unappreciated and lonely . 
It wants what we have. 



KRISTIN BERGER 

Still Life with Apple 

He plucks two apples from a small, feral tree, 
turns one on its axis, takes a clean bite. 
With a farmer's sureness he offers me 
the other half. I sink my teeth 
into its crisp meat-
apple skin bleeds into the white tissue. 

No worms, no rotted core. 
Birch bark shines like rain around us. 
Grandmother would have been impressed 
by the tart taste. This late in the day 
his red cardigan figure is as slim as a lake reed, 
arching back to find the clearstory, 
maybe the moon. 

My smooth hand in his calloused palm. 
We are learning how to wade into 
russet and gold and amber leaves, 
over old roots, thick and tripping, 
through to the pleasures 
that hang, readily, all around us. 
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ROBERT STEWART 

Having a Beer with Bill Stafford 

At this point, Bill, it all 
gets mixed up, you being 

dead 16 years, and I, Oh, 

"Hope lasts a long time if you 're happy. " 

-William Stafford, "Yellow Cars" 

have had a long time since .. . 
what? You said, 

our attention makes each 
act real, even those made up. 

You bullshitter, had me 
so I thought God was like a red 

and white truck. Remember? 
I dropped you a little late 

at the international airport; 
we hugged, and, Oh, that truck 

would crank but would not 
catch. You son of a bitch, looked 

at your wrist, said everything, 
by God, will be all right, and ran 

to catch a westerly plane, 
or am I confused by wind, too, 

as many admirable people 
circle the Great Bend. There's just 

some truth we have to earn, 
like the river I hadn't mentioned 

that runs inside this poem; 
and I think, now, the poet taking 

leave at the international airport 
might have been you, or your donkey, 

or that bastard Gerald Stem, 



maybe one of Snyder's small birds 
that flit from bough to bough 

to bough, now that I have taken 
your advice, Bill, having 

cracked a beer to sit in the dark 
with the truth, there to begin, 

again, the sentence of my life. 

63 



64 

D.R.JAMES 

Stunned 

P ANJW AI, Afghanistan-Stalking from home 
to home, a U. S. Army sergeant methodically 
killed at least 16 civilians, 9 of them children, 
... early on Sunday. 

-The New York Times, March 11, 2012 

Saffron daffodils three and four deep 
line the low-slung factory's white -washed 
wall like spectators along a parade route 

watching as we wander to an art exhibit. 
They have exploded three weeks early 
and seem surprised to see our passing, 

their breeze -tossed faces long rows 
of ruffled Os aglow in the spotlight 
of the daylight-saving sun . We all 

were surprised that mid-week morning 
several oddly mellow days ago to awaken 
to the Southwest desert ' s weather skewed 

toward winter Michigan, to children heading 
for school in T-shirts and plastic sandals , 
our spring relief reserved for late April 



arriving in force in early March. It's eerily 
just like summer , with highs near eighty, 
and as we walk I'm astounded by my body, 

how it knows to bully my sullen disposition 
to get over it as ifl'd already weathered 
the blizzards, shoveling, and lingering slush. 

But it's also spring break and warmer by 
fifteen degrees than Daytona or San Diego , 
and last Sunday, even across the ice-cold lake, 

short-sleeved Chicagoans shopped in droves , 
and tulips in the short-fenced beds beside 
the bus stops were already half-a-foot tall. 

In sympathy I've warned a few new students 
not to fall for this unseasonable withdrawal 
of the arctic's brutal jet -stream occupation , 

that they likely haven't seen the vicious last 
of what assaults us every February , what 
most certainly will bewilder them once again . 
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THOMAS FOX AVERILL 

At Once Become Precious: 
An Appreciation of the Debt Owed William Stafford 

Earth Dweller 

It was all the clods at once become 
precious; it was the barn, and the shed, 
and the windmill, my hands, the crack 
Arlie made in the ax handle: oh, let me stay 
here humbly, forgotten, to rejoice in it all; 
let the sun casually rise and set. 
Ifl have not found the right place, 
teach me; for, somewhere inside, the clods are 
vaulted mansions, lines through the barn sing 
for the saints forever, the shed and windmill 
rear so glorious the sun shudders like a gong. 

Now I know why people worship, carry around 
magic emblems, wake up talking dreams 
they teach to their children: the world speaks. 
The world speaks everything to us. 
It is our only friend. (The Way It Is 129) 

I, who neither worship nor believe in saints, have used William Stafford's 
"Earth Dweller" as a substitute for grace at the Thanksgiving meal, 
because I do believe in blessings. And William Stafford is one of the 
blessings ofmy writing life. I met his poetry, and then him, early after I'd 
made the decision to become a fiction writer. His voice, his attitude, his 
imagery, and his relationship to place all showed me a way. 

The voice was always such that when he gave a reading, and slipped 
from conversation into poem, the ear of the audience skipped a couple of 
beats before recognizing the simple elegance of his written work for the 
poetry that it was. I still find his work best read aloud, maybe because I 
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don't think I fully comprehended it- try as I did- until I heard him read 
for the first time in the early 1970s. The highest compliment I've had 
when reading is: "Your voice sounds like your work ." I aspire to that 
because of William Stafford. 

When I declared myself a regional writer and a teacher of Kansas 
Literature, I was sometimes met with puzzlement. At a Society for the 
Study of Midwestern Literature conference in the mid- l 970s, I was asked 
why I was in attendance. "I teach Kansas Literature ," I told someone, star
ing sheepishly into my plastic cup of reception wine. "What is there to 
teach?" asked this Michigander. I couldn't play The Wonderful Wizard of 
Oz card-too expected. Nor In Cold Blood-not quite Kansas enough in 
terms of author. William Allen White-more journalist than literary writ
er. Nor John Ise's Sod and Stubble , the classic of pioneering-too much 
emphasis on clods. "Langston Hughes ," I said, "for his novel Not Without 
Laughter ," but I was met with a shrug. "And the poetry of William 
Stafford," I blurted. Finally , a smile , a nod of approval. Stafford legit
imized a Midwestern voice, a Kansas sense of place. He wasn't worried, 
as I had been, about clods. In fact, clods were all at once precious , along 
with all the other ordinary , extraordinary details of the barnyard. 

And he didn 't stop with clods. Light infuses his work. I was so taken 
early on by that image of the "lines through the barn," that I have stolen it 
for my own use many times. Light in "Earth Dweller" sings "for the saints 
forever." It is glow, halo; it is divine, even as it is defined by darkness . 

In an early radio commentary, my radio character , William Jennings 
Bryan Oleander, an old Kansas farmer from Here, Kansas , has been court
ing a "young woman in her 80s." One Fourth of July, he asks her to come 
live with him. She is an independent woman , but she agrees to the living 
arrangement. Oleander is to pick her up the next day: 

July 5th, I was up before dawn, pacing. Finally , when the stars quiet
ed down with the promise of sunrise, I started the drive between 
Here and Near Here. Halfway there, I stopped the car, unsure what I 
was doing. The sun , that big star , lifted off the Eastern horizon. 
Between it and me stood an abandoned building , somebody ' s first 
homestead house. With the sun behind it, every crack glowed, every 
shattered window sparkled. The whole thing was shot through with 
so much light it looked like it might explode. It was old, and 
decrepit, and useless. But it was awful good for holding sunlight , for 
glowing in the morning , for radiating light. I drove on. 

In my short story, "The Man Who Ran with Deer," a gathering of deer 
appear at sunrise to Harry and Mavis, a farm couple. Mavis is unexpect
edly pregnant, and with the deer is another surprise-a naked man , 
revealed as the sun lights the day. William Stafford' s sense of the sun 

67 



shuddering has captivated my imagination, and I think, too, of the cover 
of his Someday, Maybe, with the silhouetted trees. In my story, I describe 
it: "Morning has separated the trees from their shadows" (50). Harry goes 
out walking, sunrise and sunset, for the first time in his life quietly notic
ing the ordinary, but extraordinary details that surround him: "the peculiar 
slant of light across an abandoned bird's nest so that the molted feathers 
glimmer like ... lace trimming . .. the way the sunset fills the barn with 
cracks of light so intense he feels like it might explode" (53). At the end 
of the story, like the deer, Harry is on the other side of the pasture, look
ing at his house, which "shimmers with morning light ... and Harry feels 
an uncommon joy" (57). In fact, Harry, like the reader, and especially like 
the reader of a Stafford poem, is two places: home and transported home, 
in place, but a deeper place. 

Stafford articulated this double place in his poem "Bi-Focal." The last 
stanza: "So, the world happens twice- I once what we see it as; / second 
it legends itself/ deep, the way it is" (The Way It Is 72). The movement 
into legend is exactly what Stafford spurred me to do in fiction. In fact, I 
think of "Bi-Focal," as well as his poem "Note," to be instructive to writ
ers, guides for the creation of effective poetry and prose. Words, details, 
images-the little things-work together to become something larger. Or, 
as Stafford writes in "Note," "straw, feathers, dust-/ little things/ but if 
they all go one way/ that's the way the wind goes" (The Way It Is 126). 

In my "During the Twelfth Summer of Elmer D. Peterson," a boy's 
family buys a farm in the Kansas Flint Hills . He is loaned a horse by an 
old man. Elmer names the horse Tangler, but the horse jumps the fence 
and runs away. The boy can keep the horse if he can catch him. At first 
unhappy to have been moved to the middle of nowhere, Elmer changes 
during the story. His search for the horse becomes a grounding in place. 
By story's end, "He loved being out in the beautiful countryside, nothing 
but grass beneath him, sky over him, and the whispering wind pushing 
and pulling him along. He wished he never had to go home" (101). As at 
the end of William Stafford's "One Home," wherever Elmer looked, the 
land would hold him up. 

William Stafford made the Midwestern home enough: "Mine was a 
Midwest home-you can keep your world," he wrote in his first collec
tion of poems, West of Your City, 1960 (qtd. in The Way It Is 60). This 
was almost a manifesto, or at least I took it as mine . And even the fact 
that Stafford published his first collection at the age of 46 was a comfort 
to me, a late-blooming writer myself-especially in terms of my ambition 
to publish novels. From what I thought of as a mature position, William 
Stafford articulated a relationship with, and a stance toward, writing, 
place, attitude, and image. And that place was Kansas. His work helped 

68 



me believe that each place in this world might sustain life and art. 
Stafford was a writer at home in this sustenance , writing about our place 
in the language of our place. His sensible and subtle articulations gave all 
of us a more capacious place to make home . I owe that large debt to 
William Stafford. 
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GRAHAM BARNES 

Level Ground 

1 In California, the vineyards, 
here, the grain-maize or wheat or rye; 
in the grazing country, 
grasses-bluestem, lespedeza. 
She'll snatch anything that moves. 
Driving, everything moves. 

2 About the most you can control 
is what you put your hand on, 
she knew this. 
Never put your fingers in the fan. 
Frying pans scar with dark lip-prints. 
She didn't have to be reminded 
what's out ofreach is wild. 
But a wave of buck 
crashed into the headlights. 

Deer are browsers, eyes fixed on the sides of their heads. 
When you hit one broadside you have to see 
the eye you're issued galvanize 
in the instant before impact, 
an arcade duck's, neon cheap . 
He was everything alive there. 
Then meat. 

3 A human heart looks small enough 
you can hold one in your hand. 
In hers a road, the car, a sky, 
two hundred pounds of racing stag, 
his eye. 



Finally, she wants just to hack down several saplings , 
lash them into a scaffold, 
then drag the deer carcass up 
and twist the two hind hooves , flipping it. 
She slits the belly open 
so it won 't swell in the sun and burst. 
Blood and ropes of intestine rain down 
eight feet to level ground . 
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Something for Nothing 
Under caps oflumpy, frozen snow 
the sage along the road 
has become cauliflower. 
The land lies in soft wrinkles 
and the sky is pulled tight 
behind the mountains, 
dim and waiting at the horizon. 
It is snowing again. 
Thirty miles ago sheep and ponies 
stood together in a pen 
with thick , white shawls 
crusted to their backs. 
And we passed something black 
frozen to the shoulder of the freeway. 
We consider turning on the radio 
but I have Ian Tyson singing "Double Diamond" 
in my head and don't want to give it up . 

Seeing a particular rise in the land 
I take to it, remembering that feeling 
I've had before in other places, 
places unspectacular on the surface 
that seem somehow holy anyway 
and stay in me against all odds. 
All of it-the scrubby plants, 
the huddled animals, the snow 
and the road, the wind, the sky, 
the frozen land-strikes me 
as precious, handsome in ways 
I can't explain. I try . 
But you can't be blamed that the color's 
drained from your voice. 
I've heard the same from others. 
There's nothing here. 
And that 
is all. 



JUAN J. MORALES 

New World Map 

There are places marked by no plaque. 
No committee petitions for historical status, 
but something happened here-

a speech, a revolt, two people 
embracing one last time, 
unseen on any atlas. I'm surrounded 
by land delicious with yellow grass 
where others see thirst. I follow 
dotted lines that scar the paper and pass 
symbolized peaks and waterways to sites 
I will never identify. 

Landmarks formed as skin stretched over 
bone and muscle in the chaos of anatomy. 
These are the poems lost under tracked-up dust. 

If only I were a magician 
with a metal detector personality, 
who could conjure the coins of history 
to surface. I don't want 
to intrude on lecture hall frays 
that debate the map's origins. 
I want to stop scraping by. Me craving a life of 

wandering my map 
as I whisper the dead epics I will 
always struggle to write. 
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K.L.BARRON 

From Earth 
I see them coming as I always do, as they always do, feel them pressing 
their gradual weight that tends to accumulate, to change over time. There 
have been many lives woven into my surface, transformed like seasons . 
Some have called me goddess, others, stranger. I hold them all, and some 
I love. 

You leaned into my meandering edge, moved deliberately over my 
Cimarron skin when we first met face to face. No longer a child, you had 
weight and substance. You looked at me and couldn ' t look away; I 
couldn't let you. You described it as a dream, a vision, but we were sim
ply breathing . Ebbing and flowing among crimson jewels of Grama, green 
and golden, whispering drums rising into the sky, your heartbeat rhyming 
within and without. 

I am not a poet but your muse . You came to see me every day, even 
when you didn't. When you were sleeping or half awake at 4 A.M., I 
unfurled as familiar and relentless as the wind breathing your mind at that 
fresh dark hour. You've carried the whole of me inside every state : 
Kansas, Indiana, Oregon, child, pacifist, poet, from two to five to one 
hundred. We were never strangers. 

We held each other up. My edges and rivers, your wonder and words 
under the pitch of unraveling sky. We were the opening, the collapsing of 
time and distance . The space where there is here, north of Liberal, west of 
your town, east in a bank, south alone. Be still and be moved I said, and 
you listened, sage smudging everything. You had a taste for rain that 
unmoored you from your body into mine . The trees watched as we held 
them with our being. 

There is no end but an awakening, a reckoning, an opening of your 
palm releasing a million birds . The patterns of such acoustics fill you even 
now. A constant restoration of the natural, the essential wilderness. 
Clouds still roam the language on your page. It is never too late to sift, to 
weave, to sing, to make a simple gesture, a sound, even if it's silence. 
Come to me . Lean on dust, between shafts of light; you are the rocks, the 
water, the sand, the tides of lilac sky, the miniature flowers of snow that 
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know the Arapaho , Kansa , and Cheyenne . Your body is mine, bathing in 
the scent of light, vibrating on the sound of the dark like stringed instru
ments, like trees talking in the wind . Your footsteps remain as if there 
were no gravity. I still feel them, reverberations casting out and out. Even 
today someone is coming, desperate for the familiar , for where we belong. 
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KEVINRABAS 

The Next Generation of Staff ords 

Nate draws a turtle, who smokes, on the green 
blackboard, presents on Bob Marley. William 
was Nate 's great uncle, uncle who got orange cylinders 
of pills, samples, for Christmas. The world 
can be gray sometimes, even for great ones. 
Nate works construction summers, painting, roofing, 
comes home with poems, loads of loud words 
echo, like a nail gun, in his head. I play drums 
for class, run video, sing poems , tell Nate: Keep at it! 
Poems run in your family. What the river says, 
you, too, can say. Let the words river through you
catch them, take them , when they come. 



NORA E. DERRINGTON 

Becoming a Kansan 

I am a Californian, and I am a Bostonian, y soy nuevo mexicana, too. I 
grew up in California, but other states I relocated to quickly became 
home . However, when I moved to Topeka in 2007, Kansas was, to me, a 
foreign land-flyover country, a sea of red between blue coasts. But I 
came to Kansas broken. I fled to New Mexico to escape a life I didn't 
want, and the final dissolution of that life brought me to Kansas. It is, of 
course, both simpler and more complicated than that. 

My family had planned to move to Topeka after I finished sixth grade. 
That spring, when we'd visited the city once but it still existed, for me, 
largely in my imagination, I saw the move as an opportunity for a fresh 
start. I would call myself Libby instead of Lizzie-I don't remember 
where I got that idea, and I understand the impact of a name change far 
better now than I did back then-and I would make friends I was comfort
able with, who were kind to me, who didn't pretend not to know me when 
we were at school. The plan to move ended up falling through in a fairly 
spectacular way, but that was for the best-if nothing else, Lizzie is clear
ly the better nickname . Lizzie is an introvert, a weird girl with tangled 
hair who reads too many books; Libby is a social butterfly who hosts teas 
and luncheons and goes through hairspray by the case. 

I was less sanguine about moving to Topeka when I actually did so, 
sixteen years later. It was distressingly distant from mountains and 
oceans, and alarmingly full of good, conservative, Christian, salt-of-the
earth -type people-people I assumed would loathe liberal, divorced, 
queer, non-Christian me. Topeka is home to the Westboro Baptist Church, 
after all. Mostly I feared I would be expected to conform, when I didn't 
have it in me to try to do so anymore. 

As I got to know Kansas better from the inside, I was relieved to dis
cover its history of populism , to learn more about its origins as a free 
state-I had learned about Bleeding Kansas in high school U.S. history, 
but it's one thing to read a paragraph in a textbook, and quite another to 
walk down Massachusetts Street in Lawrence on a hot summer morning 
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and see the ghosts ofQuant rill ' s men riding past-and to be introduced to 
writers who once called Kansas home , writers like William Stafford . Most 
writers and scholars who know Stafford are familiar with his populism 
and his optimism, his appreciation ofplace and his work for peace, all of 
which appeal to me . Beyond that, though, the more I read Stafford, and 
read of him, the more I feel like I might have a place at his table, so to 
speak, and therefore there might-just might-be a place in Kansas for me . 

I read poems like "Adults Only," with its statement that "we have to 
witness for ourselves what comes for us" (The Way It Is 94) and think 
perhaps Stafford would not shame me for my past-or my present , for 
that matter. His "Message from the Wanderer" reminds us of freedom
and instructs us to "[t]ell everyone just to remember / their names ," as 
well (The Way It Is 53). In an interview with Steven Hind in 1984 
Stafford addresses being a writer from the western United States in the 
context of figures like Buffalo Bill Cody and "civilizing" gunslingers 
played by John Wayne, saying , "I do feel intensely critical or revisionist 
about the standard depiction of values in the West. . .. I want to be molli 
fying , but I do not want to be confonning" (Kansas Poems 90). That res
onates with me, and perhaps more than that , it tells me that it is possible 
to identify as a Kansan , and to be accepted as a Kansan, and still be true 
to oneself. 

That is not to say that being oneself in Kansas is without peril. All rec
ollections indicate that Stafford's move away from Kansas in the late 
1940s was the direct result of his nonconformity: his status as a conscien 
tious objector during World War II was something the majority of 
Kansans didn't seem particularly to appreciate. Still, I find his steadfast
ness as both a CO and a Kansan encouraging; as Kirsten Bosnack puts it, 
Stafford "affirms the importance of listening and noticing over fitting in" 
(159). Ifl want to live up to Stafford's example, then there is much work 
yet to be done in Kansas . I can strive to do that work, and to be myself , 
and to call myself a Kansan as well. 
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CHRISTINA LUX 

Skip that Stone 

skip that stone across the lake again 
tell me: the shape, the speed don 't matter 
it's all in the angle , the angle 
as it cuts the water 
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ROY J. BECKEMEYER 

Going Home 

There is no anonymity 
in this small town, 
where each tombstone 
might just as well 
be a portrait. 

Everyone recognizes 
my father's ears astride 
my striving face. "The J 
doesn't stand for Junior," 

I insist. But they all think 
it does. So here I am. 

I have wandered the world 
but will always belong 
to the stark frame house 

where the swing rope dangles 
and com-pollen dusts the path 
once daily traversed 
by my father's morning shadow. 

The sign at the edge of town 
has said "Population l 000" 
forever. I walk the cemetery, 

"You make me walk my town . .. 
. . . till I'm drowned 
in time." 

-William Stafford, from the poem 
"It Still Happens Now" 



stalk the rows, search 
the memorials for that one 
particular face I know 
must have gone missing 
on the day when I was born. 
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DAN POHL 

Gone 

Social beings need a time alone, if lucky, to retain 
Some sense, some dignity, by walking a country road 
At sunset away from the manmade noise of public 
Distractions to dance within the sound steps of gravel 

And sand, pushed to the sides , peaked in the middle 
By slow cars that agree to keep down the dust, 
Posted by the signs both ways near a single house 
Isolated on purpose behind the hidden line spoken 
By human words of the owner, "No Trespass," which 

Means nothing to the bristled terrier other side the 
Gate, vanishing to gone over the cattle guard, neve r 
Never to return, ignoring the light of the whistle to do 
So, diving into a grass sea to attack the rabbit runs 

-Speaking with "A Walk in the Country" by William Stafford 



William Stafford teaching at Lewis and Clark College, ca. 1960 

Photo is courtesy of Lewis & Clark College Aubrey Watzek Library 
Archives and Special Collections. 
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STEPHEN K. BAUER 

Seasons of Violence, Seasons of Grace 

Some loves can't easily be explained . My childhood passions for fishing 
and tennis have faded or withered away. Though they have been revived 
to some extent through my kids, they are largely relics. But my love of 
football is different. I sometimes wish I felt differently, but I fell for foot
ball young and stayed that way; it ' s a love that still bums brightly through 
the years . 

The first fields I played on were small , studded with hazards. At my dad 
and stepmom ' s house in Minneapolis , a tree stood at one goal line, and 
part of a sideline was formed by brick steps. On winter afternoons, 
padded in snowsuits, we played two or three to a team . We kept the plays 
simple , each offense grinding its way forward. Later, when I was 11 or 
12, during most visits to Minneapolis I played with my stepbrothers and 
their friends in a triangular island bordered by the close-rushing traffic of 
Franklin Avenue . Further north in Superior , Wisconsin, where I'd moved 
with my Mom and stepdad Ray, I played in a park across the street on a 
field surrounded by embankments. (In winter, the depression at the center 
was filled for ice-skating .) A telephone pole marked one goal line, and we 
designed plays to run a defender into the pole , or at least cause him to 
slow down while dodging it so the receiver could break free. My friend 
Duane , who could seemingly recover from anything, was sidelined only 
briefly by striking his head on the sidewalk after a late hit at the back of 
the end zone . 

I remember the solid knock of Duane ' s head against cement , but I 
don 't recall if it was that injury or another that prompted us to seek freer 
expanses. From the time I was 13 or 14, we played our pick -up games on 
the campus of the University of Wisconsin -Superior, on the same fields 
where I had served as waterboy for the college team , the Yellowjackets. 
In Madison , too, I played on fields with plenty of room to run. By college, 
the games were co-ed and I had stopped playing tackle football in favor of 
the "touch" variety . 
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While in Junior High, I churned through biographies of football players , 
but found myself less interested in those players who were spotted early, 
the "golden boys" who excelled in high school and college on a fast track 
to stardom. Underdogs earned a larger share of my sympathy and admiration. 

Dick "Night Train" Lane, the son of a prostitute whose name I haven ' t 
seen recorded and a pimp known as Texas Slim , was rescued from a 
dumpster at the age of three months and raised by a widow who had sev
eral kids already . After serving in the Army and playing Junior College 
football , he worked at an airplane factory but tired of the job. In 1952, he 
walked on to the training camp of the Los Angeles Rams , undrafted and 
uninvited , and managed to make the team. In his first season, he had four
teen interceptions , a record that still stands. When a newspaper column 
referred to him as "Night Train," Lane, an African -American, initially 
disliked the moniker , feeling it had "racial overtones ." He accepted the 
nickname, though , upon realizing it added to his fame. The derivation of 
"Night Train" is not clear-cut. One source has it that a teammate , Tom 
Frears, was playing the jazz hit "Night Train" and that another teammate, 
listening to the record with Frears and Lane, pointed to the latter and said, 
"There ' s Night Train ." Another source claims the nickname sprang from 
Lane's habit of traveling apart from the rest of the team : owing to his fear 
of flying he took a Friday night train to the site of a Sunday game. 

Tapes of Lane capture his vicious tackles ; nowadays he would be 
labeled a "headhunter ." In fact, his predilection for catching a receiver up 
high with a swinging forearm and dropping him like a lead weight 
became known as the "Night Train Necktie ." The NFL changed its rules, 
trying to protect the player being tackled, in response to Lane's devastat
ing hits. 

As a boy, I identified with the anger of those hits. I listed to myself the 
disadvantages and slights Lane absorbed : he was abandoned (his cries, 
issuing from the dumpster , were first mistaken for those of a cat), then 
starred at Junior College but went unnoticed by the pros , then made the 
Rams when African Americans rarely had the chance to play. No wonder 
he tried to knock out opponents; I saw his life as one long fight from 
which he emerged victorious. 

I viewed the portraits of "Night Train" Lane and Fran Tarkenton 
("The Georgia Peach") and "Broadway Joe" Namath from a single angle 
of heroic pursuit, and if I'd known then that Lane's union with the jazz 
singer Dinah Washington was one of her eight marriages , or that 
Tarkenton was accused of fraud in his later business career, or that 
Namath acted boorishly toward a woman reporter on national TV, these 
revelations would have barely altered my narratives. And even now, I can 
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set much aside. Far from holding the athletes to a higher standard, or idol
izing them as I once did, I nonetheless strive to maintain my appreciation 
for their grace and strength and perseverance on the field of play. 

I have sunshot memories of playing football in Madison during college. 
As I thought of it then, all of those with me in the huddle were beset by 
problems: one was hung over and just gaining an inkling, long after the 
rest of us, that he needed to stop drinking; one was struggling in his mid-
30s to finish college; two were on the outs with each other, and I'd heard 
they had talked through most of the night until, I imagined, surrendering 
to troubled dreams, only to find themselves awkwardly paired on the 
same team this afternoon; and I could continue around the huddle, putting 
myself on the list too, with my sorrow over the divorce of my mom and 
Ray. But all of us, I believed, set aside our cares for a couple of hours on 
this green field on the shore of Lake Mendota. 

When I played quarterback, there were some receivers I connected 
with particularly well; strangely, these connections had little to do with 
how we got along away from the game. I haven't spoken to Liz Polcari in 
decades, and even when we traveled in the same circle (Liz was the girl
friend of a close friend) we rarely spoke for long, but on the field we had 
a great sense of each other. Once, on a mild fall afternoon, I was being 
chased by a defender, scrambling behind the line of scrimmage to get a 
pass off rather than throwing the ball away or taking a big loss. My other 
receivers were well covered and not improvising to find open space, but 
Liz read the situation and broke off from her route to give me a lane for 
throwing. Running hard, just a step behind her defender, she raised her 
left arm in encouragement and I floated a pass beyond her. She raced 
under it and gathered it in. I caught up to her in the end zone, after she'd 
scored a touchdown, and though she was fighting for air, bent forward at 
the waist, she smiled broadly at the sight of me. 

Though more than thirty years have passed, I still sometimes replay 
sequences like that in my mind. I doubt Liz ever thought of that play 
again-the ball spiraling toward her, the reach of her fingertips, that per
fectly-timed connection-but it mattered to me then, and still does. 

Concussions in football are nothing new. As a boy, I read about the 
vicious hit delivered by Chuck Bednarik in the 1961 title game between 
the Philadelphia Eagles and the New York Giants. Studying the famous 
photograph of Bednarik standing triumphantly over the unconscious form 
of Frank Gifford, I felt deep satisfaction on behalf of both men, figuring 
that Bednarik won that particular battle, true enough, but Gifford had 
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given it his all. The severe head injury caused Gifford to miss a full sea
son, but he later returned to star for the Giants once more. 

In spite of rule changes meant to protect players, and improvements in 
the technology of creating helmets, concussions are still far too common
place, and if you watch an NFL game-even if you tune in for just a few 
minutes-you see why. The players are huge and fast; their collisions 
look and sound brutal. Heads snapped back, or helmets striking knees, all 
at high velocity. A silence descends on a stadium when a player lies prone 
on the turf, unmoving, tended to by a circle of medical staff. Then a cheer 
rises when the player is wheeled on a stretcher toward an ambulance . 

The sources of that applause seem complex. There's support for the 
injured player, certainly; the applause crescendos if the player manages a 
wave to the crowd. If he waves, then he may not be seriously hurt, and 
we're glad for that, partly for his sake and partly because any guilt or cul
pability on our part is assuaged. There's also relief that the unanticipated 
break is over and the game can go on. After all, we want more of the 
grace and the hitting . More tension and release. More beer. We appreciate 
all that the players put on the line, every week. Charles Seifert, who wrote 
about his nephew's playing career in "The Hard Life of an NFL Long 
Shot," quotes his nephew, Pat Schiller, while they listen to music-com
prised of "soaring chords and tribal chants"-that gets Schiller psyched 
up, shifting into the "lunatic" mode he enters at kickoff time: "(W)hen 
I'm listening to this, I imagine myself running through a primeval forest 
somewhere with just a loincloth on and a huge hunting knife in my 
mouth. I'm really looking to kill something." 

For years , I was aware of watching, for entertainment, men who 
would grow old before their time, with bad knees and arthritic hips and 
other ailments. Now it seems much worse, as revealed by recent research 
and high-profile suicides. Concussions can lead to a degenerative condi
tion of the brain known as chronic traumatic encephalopathy, or CTE. We 
read accounts of retired football players who spend their lives in darkened 
rooms, depressed and confused, even showing signs of dementia. Dave 
Duerson, former defensive back for the Chicago Bears, committed suicide 
after battling depression. His suicide can be read as an act both of help
lessness and generosity, as he left a note requesting that his brain be sent 
to a Boston University Brain Bank researching CTE, then shot himself in 
the chest to leave his head intact. 

Offensive linesmen receive relatively little recognition. Centers get their 
due sometimes for their leadership of the line, and left tackles are occa
sionally highlighted; a recent book by Michael Lewis on the childhood 
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and football career of Michael Oher, entitled Blindsided , explains that left 
tackles like Oher play the central role of protecting a quarterback ' s blind 
side, shielding him from the hits that leave him most vulnerable to injury. 
But, taken as a whole , offensive linesmen are under -appreciated . 

Without good offensive line play , though , the stars are not afforded 
time and space to excel. On passing plays , the offensive linesmen sag 
back as the quarterback sets up to throw downfield . They 're knocked 
backward and shoved by the charging defensive linesmen . Sometimes 
their helmets are slapped, or their eyes gouged, but still they need to 
absorb the punishment and fight to stay on their blocks, giving their quar
terback the crucial extra second he needs to find an open receiver. Then, 
on most running plays , the offensive linesmen become the aggressors. 
They battle forward, or tum their opponents sideways, so that running 
backs like Frank Gifford have a seam to burst through. It can be assumed , 
seeing the girth of the linesmen, that they lack athleticism , until you see a 
guard sprinting downfield to make another block on a long gainer for the 
offense. And it may appear that not much thought is required, but strength 
and speed alone are not enough. The linesmen have to memorize blocking 
schemes and match them to the play that 's called, a choreography of spac
ing the field that involves all eleven players. On draws and screens and 
traps, they use misdirection, or intentionally usher their defensive counter
part through the line, allowing him to run himself out of the play. 

The quarterbacks, receivers , and running backs gamer the headlines , 
their personal lives splashed across gossip pages. While the stars make 
millions in endorsement deals, fans don ' t seem to care what shoes offen
sive linemen wear, what trucks they drive. If offensive linesmen come to 
the consciousness of the casual fan, it is often because a quarterback has 
bought them all Rolexes at the conclusion of a season, or because their 
legendary appetites are mentioned-the receipt of a night out eating BBQ 
itemized . And if one is singled out during a game, it's often because he 's 
been penalized , when a mistake-getting caught grabbing the jersey of a 
defensive lineman-has cost his team ten yards, often robbing an offen
sive drive of its momentum. 

One offensive linesman who did tell his story was Jerry Kramer , 
author of Instant Replay. Though I grew up a Minnesota Vikings fan, and 
Kramer had played guard for the rival Green Bay Packers , I was trans
fixed by his story of life in the trenches, as it is termed . The Packers 
didn't fool anyone when they ran their sweep play during championship 
seasons in the 60s, but time and time again they overpowered the defense. 
Kramer "pulled, " running down the line to lead Jim Taylor going wide, 
and stuck his block on a linebacker, freeing Taylor to tum upfield . They 
played in mud and rain and ice. More than anything, and in contrast to 
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myself-nursing a sore shoulder or fat lip or dislocated finger with inordi
nate concern and worrying obsessively about developing appendicitis-I 
admired Kramer' s toughness. He played through many injuries, and was 
nicknamed "Zipper" in tribute to his 22 surgeries in 11 years. In one 
post-surgical photo , he lies in a hospital bed squinting at a jagged piece of 
wood with a carefree, cocksure expression . It turns out that as an adoles 
cent he was running on his family farm and the splintery end of a plank , 
pivoting like a see-saw, was jammed violently between his legs, up into 
his intestines. Only years later did the remnants from that accident start to 
bother him. 

I can draw a line tracing the ways that football has served to lift my spirits 
during times of anxiety or awkwardness, discomfort or fear. I noted in my 
diary in 7th grade that for a string of days in General Business class I had 
to leave the room in a near-panicked state to escape the stifling atmo 
sphere (that we spent several weeks learning to write personal checks 
surely didn ' t help matters). I exhorted myself to be stronger, but what 
calmed me in the end was to daydream about the Minnesota Vikings or to 
plot out additions to the "sports collection" in my bedroom . Marked by 
bright yellow goal posts, the collection took up significant floor space 
with its stacks of magazines and cards, replica helmets and other knick 
knacks, team photos, and prized items like a Joe Namath photo with his 
signature in black marker and "Peace" scrawled across the bottom. During 
college, on an afternoon when I was leaving an off-campus program I'd 
loved to return to a campus whose memory I dreaded , I was riveted by a 
game televised in the hotel bar, breathing more freely as I watched a 
receiver being laid out by a cornerback , the ball skittering out of bounds. 
During college , too, my Dad and I took a break from contentious political 
discussions by settling before Vikings' games, and more recently , at 
Thanksgiving , a friend and I avoided talking further about his impending 
divorce by heading to the basement to take in whatever game happened to 
be televised. My mom's husband lived in a nursing home in the last 
months of his life, and though he wasn ' t a football fan himself, I was 
interested to see, on a Sunday afternoon , the enthusiasm of residents being 
wheeled into the rec room to watch the Vikings play. A couple of years 
ago I was hospitalized for six days for a stomach ailment , and after the 
second day, upon recovering enough to commence worrying , I struggled 
to stay patient , to avoid falling prey to loops of anxiety over my neglected 
work and the strain on my wife and next steps in my treatment. But when 
Monday Night Football came around, featuring my own New England 
Patriots against the New York Jets , I was able to forget my concerns . 
Better yet , I felt energy coursing through me for several hours, felt the 
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same crystalline focus I felt as a kid in a pick -up game, when the first 
head-clearing tackle of the day brought all my senses to life. 

Football involves skill, and in the passing game, for instance, there's ele
gance, as well . One of my favorite receivers, a Pittsburgh Steeler who was 
graceful in dragging his feet inbounds on sideline catches or in leaping 
high to gather in passes, has the fitting surname of Swann. And Rob 
Gronkowski, a hulking tight end for the Patriots, recently made a touch 
down catch that reminded me of the way massive machinery can be 
directed with delicacy, a huge crane gripping and carefully lifting a nar
row steel band; in a full-out swan dive, Gronkowski stretched to reach the 
ball with his fingertips, lost his grip, then regained control just before hit
ting the ground. 

But in spite of the beauty I appreciate, there's no escaping the know l
edge that nearly -unbridled aggression and brutal violence are at the heart 
of the game. The ability to hit with the ferocity of Lane or Bednarik is cel
ebrated and richly rewarded, and the willingness and capacity to absorb 
such punishment is glorified. Writers and fans expressed outrage when an 
investigation revealed that the New Orleans Saints offered financial 
incentives, or "bounties," to defensive players who injured their oppo
nents or, better yet, knocked them out. I share that revulsion, but wonder 
if the Saints were only fonnalizing an accepted code of behavior that's 
simply not usually stated so explicitly. 

I competed angrily, always trying to the hilt and most often not succeed
ing, on the baseball diamond and the tennis court and the hockey rink, and 
on the football field I loved hitting and did not mind being hit in my turn. 
I could not understand, and still envy, those who compete intensely but 
with equanimity, who control their emotions even in the heat of the action 
and end the contest neither obnoxious winners nor sore losers. For me, the 
exhilaration of playing the games was always tightly tied up with rage . 

When I act rashly-shoving a younger cousin on the basketball court 
just a few years ago after I felt I'd been fouled too often and too hard and 
seeing his surprised expression as he flew backwards into a fence, or 
(already in my twenties at this time) telling a receiver to run his man near 
an obstacle to get free, then watching the defender writhe on the ground 
after striking the stone monument, then apologizing at the hospital while 
he awaited x-ray results and being forgiven but not absolving myself, or, 
twenty years ago but as fresh as yesterday, playing tennis with my uncle, 
who worked me into a lather by spinning and lobbing and dinking his way 
to victories until I smashed the ball toward where he stood at the net, a 
direct hit between the eyes breaking his glasses and bloodying his face, 
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his gallant message as he staggered back to his feet ('Tm all right. I'm all 
right and I'm not upset!") hardly reaching me as a shroud of self-loathing 
descended-the tightness of regret lingers in my head and chest, and I 
vow to change. And for the most part I have changed; with my kids, on 
fields and on courts, I'm able to relax to a great extent. My blood can start 
to quicken, anger still simmering even last Christmas during a pick-up 
football game in Minneapolis, but I counsel myself to breathe and stay calm. 

One day in Madison, during my senior year, a couple of inches of 
snow had already fallen by the time we met for our weekly game, and it 
was still snowing thickly as we marked comers of the field with scarves 
and hats and dragged our heels in straightish lines to form the sidelines . 
Figuring that landings would be cushioned by the snow, we decided that, 
for once, we would play tackle football rather than touch. This decision 
immediately set me on edge, though we promised each other to not go 
full-speed, to not go anywhere near the head, to take it easy on those who 
were smaller, etc. and etc. 

That day there was a new player lining up for the other team, a guy I 'd 
never met, though I'd seen him riding his motorcycle in our neighbor
hood. He wasn't particularly big or fast, but he played hard and scrappy 
from the start, and several times we warned him to tone it down. He sim
ply waved off our admonitions. 

Near the end of the game, our offense was driving toward a touch
down but faced fourth-and-goal; we either had to score on this play or 
give up the ball to the other team. Playing quarterback, I took the snap. 
While everything flowed to the right before me -linesmen, receivers, 
and defenders-I took a few steps that way to sell the fake, then tucked 
the ball away and sprinted to the left, toward the comer of the end zone . 
But the new guy wasn't buying it. 

I was hellbent to score and he was hellbent to stop me. At the end it 
happened very fast: he went airborne, straight for my head. I could have 
ceded ground, sliding in the snow and letting him fly over the top of me, 
or I could have just taken the hit. Instead, with a flash of indignant anger, 
I ducked low, and in the instant he reached me I came up hard, flipping 
him over me, trying to inflict pain on him before he inflicted it on me. 

He laid face-down in the snow. I began to walk away . I called to my 
girlfriend tht it was time to go, and kept walking slowly away. Loudly, in 
a strained voice, I said we had agreed not to play that way. I accused him 
of trying to take my head off. In a growing rage, I left my friends slowly 
behind . I should have waited with them; I heard later that my opponent 
had separated his shoulder, and that he "wasn't too fond" of me. I know 
now, and knew even later the same day, that I should have calmed down, 
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remained there until I realized how wrong I' d been, that I'd acted in a way I 
never did in any other arena and needed to apologize, but I kept walking away. 

In A Fan's Notes , a book by Frederick Exley that's termed a "fictional 
memoir, " the protagonist is a fan obsessed by the New York Giants, and 
particularly by their halfback, Frank Gifford . Early in the book, after end
ing a dismal teaching week at a high school in Glacial Falls, New York, 
and decamping to a Watertown tavern to watch the Giants on TV for three 
hours of drunken, oblivious bliss , the protagonist wonders, "Why did 
football bring me so to life? I can ' t say precisely . Part of it was my feeling 
that football was an island of directness in a world of circumspection . In 
football a man was asked to do a difficult and brutal job, and he either did 
it or got out. There was nothing rhetorical or vague about it." 

When my family moved to Superior, Wisconsin , and I was striving to 
grow accustomed to a new home while still just getting used to my new 
stepfather , I was likely searching for something simple and straightfor
ward, and the practice field where I served as waterboy at the local col
lege, the University of Wisconsin -Superior, seemed analogous to Exley's 
"island of directness ." 

The coach, Mertz Motorelli , took on three of us as waterboys for the 
Y ellowj ackets , and I loved all aspects of the unpaid labor. We needed to 
arrive to practice when the players did, and while they hung around the 
locker room, blasting music as they pulled on shoulder pads or had their 
hands or ankles taped, we filled water jugs, stuffed pennes and footballs 
into mesh bags , and dragged tackling sleds onto the field. The practice 
time flew by , as we shagged balls for the kickers, knelt with tongue 
depressors on rainy days to dislodge mud from the players ' cleats , poured 
water for backs and receivers after they ran through agility drills, or rode 
on tackling sleds to create extra weight for the linesmen to slam against 
and push across the turf. After practice it was left to us to gather laundry 
into rolling bins and sweep the locker-room floor of tape, Dixie cups, and 
candy wrappers. 

Many players treated us like mascots, or like the kid brothers they'd 
left behind. During breaks in practice they threw us passes or held the ball 
as we attempted field goals. In the locker room they gave us bubble gum, 
teased us relentlessly, and ordered the three of us to stand on a wooden 
bench learning verses to a song we didn't understand at age 11, one that 
began , "Bang bang Rosie , Rosie bangs all day, who ' s gonna bang on 
Rosie when Rosie goes away?" They rubbed our heads before games and, 
on Homecoming , they broke through a paper banner strung across a cor
ner of the field, thundered toward the spot where Coach Motorelli had 
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indicated we should wait, and lifted us high, carrying us to the sidelines 
while the crowd cheered. 

But, as if all that affection came too easily , we focused on a player 
who seemed more distant. On a team that was decidedly second-rate (we 
won a total of two games in the two seasons I was waterboy) , Gerry 
Uchityl stood out. A fleet wide receiver , he would be chucked and held at 
the line in an effort to slow him down , and double -covered as he ran a 
pattern , but he still managed to get open, and if a pass was thrown any
where in his vicinity he could, more often than not, outsmart or outma 
neuver or outrun his defenders to catch it. He made All-American in my 
first year as waterboy , but stayed hungry , always the first on the field for 
practice and the last to leave , perfecting his routes and catching passes 
from a second-string quarterback or an assistant coach if no one else was 
left to throw to him. We wanted to stick by his side , as if close proximity 
to that excellence might infuse us with more athleticism and grit, but he 
was inwardly-directed , merely polite . He was apart from all the rest ; he 
even seemed to fit better in his uniform. 

For years , well into my twenties , I loved fishing , and killed fish with little 
feeling. But then, after a gap of some years , I went out again and pulled a 
15-pound bluefish from the shallows of Nantucket Sound. My young 
daughter met me on the brick walkway of our rented vacation cottage , 
marveling at the fish. But when I started to clean it, and a pool of blood 
spread beside its severed head , I watched her backing away. I finished the 
job with jaw clenched , sorry that I had not returned the fish, alive, back 
into the surf. 

As I fell out of love with fishing , so the poet and essayist Donald Hall 
changed his mind about football. In "The Goalposts of Life ," he traces his 
path from devoted fan to disgusted observer , referring to the game as 
"anachronistic, deterministic , masochistic, " "an organized and socially 
endorsed mob ritual of licensed fury" which he locates "at the dead cen
ter of the male American psyche ." 

I don't disagree with a single word of Hall ' s essay , and yet I remain a 
fan. I'm still drawn to the stories , of Johnny Unitas emerging from a coal
mining town in Pennsylvania and struggling to get a break before leading 
the Baltimore Colts to a championship , staying for hours after practice to 
perfect his timing with receiver Raymond Berry . Or of another quarter 
back, Slinging Sammy Baugh : meeting his coach for the first time , he was 
asked to hit a downfield receiver in the eye, and drawled , "Which eye?" 
Undoubtedly what I feel for the game carries over from childhood , when I 
was particularly enamored of narratives involving winners and losers and 
lay awake at night spinning the radio dial to catch games near or far, 
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whether a North Stars hockey game in the winter or a more-staticky 
Detroit Tigers baseball game or the early national broadcasts of Monday 
Night Football. 

My enthusiasm remains current , though . While the protagonist of 
Exley's A Fan's Notes may grow a tad overheated, I nonetheless relate to 
his appreciation for watching an excellent New York Giants team with his 
buddies from a high perch in the Polo Grounds : " ... we had all tried 
enough times to pass and kick a ball, we had on our separate rock-strewn 
sandlots taken enough bumps and bruises, to know that we were viewing 
something truly fine, something that only comes with years of toil, some
thing very like art." 

My love for football has grown more complicated, especially now that 
the sport is facing a reckoning , with the rules and perhaps even the culture 
of the game needing to change in response to the growing evidence on 
head injuries and their aftermath. But if the game's intensity is tempered , 
I'm not so sure I'll care for it anymore. 

Each year when the August nights start to cool, I search the basement 
for a football and head to Payson Park, a few blocks away, with whoever 
can be cajoled along , throwing post patterns, curls, and square outs . I 
remember an icy afternoon in Superior , how I managed to stay close to a 
quick and shifty receiver. The pass came in high and he jumped , barely 
grazing it with one gloved hand. I bent forward and made the interception 
with my fingertips just before the ball hit the snow, stumbling and then 
heading upfield. 

And when the Patriots open their season in early September , any 
mixed feelings are set aside for the moment. I pace before the TV, waiting 
for the action to begin . 
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JACOB M. APPEL 

Under the Glass Bottom Boat 

The good voices urge Jill to buy a shovel. 
She's on her way home from her program, hurrying to toss her morn

ing meds into the muddy creek behind her sister's garage. Only when the 
pills disappear with the current does she feel safe-sure that she'll escape 
poison-free for another day. She takes pride in how good she has become 
at "cheeking" the drugs so that even that hard -ass Sheila is convinced that 
she's swallowing them. 

"Don't tell me that," whispers Jill. "I can't afford a shovel." 
And you'd hurt someone with it, agree the bad voices. A worthless 

bitch like you can't be trusted with a shovel. You could kill a little girl. 
"Shut up," snaps Jill. "I won't kill anybody." 
She's on the two o'clock bus, cruising up Pontefract Street. After 

eight months living with her sister, she knows every inch of this route
can imagine it with her eyes shut, as though the passing shops are embla 
zoned on the backs of her eyelids. How different from the state hospital, 
where nothing ever changes. Jill's eyes stay closed, yet she senses from 
the curve of the road that they are entering Creve Coeur's commercial dis
trict: Steinhoff's Music Supply will stand on their left; 7-Eleven and 
Laurendale Wine & Spirits on their right. The entire trip from her pro
gram to Naomi's house takes forty -five minutes in either direction. Ninety 
minutes a day; four hundred and fifty minutes each week; twenty -three 
thousand and four hundred minutes every year. In a gesture of kindness, 
Sheila has written down the totals for her in her notebook. But she hates 
Sheila anyway. 

As the bus approaches Hager's Hardware, Jill bolts to her feet and 
yanks the bell cord. Moments later, she pauses in front of the store's tow 
ering vertical sign. She finds herself alone: the August heat has cleared 
the sidewalk of pedestrians. Inside the display window, cans of paint are 
stacked like acrobats. 

Do it, insist the good voices. You'll regret it if you don't. 
"But I don't have the money," pleads Jill. 
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Use your secret money , say the good voices . 
Jill is saving her "secret money" so she can move someplace new

someplace far away from Rhode Island and Naomi and her program . 
Maybe New York City. Maybe Tampa , Florida , where they used to visit 
Papa over Christmas vacations. Every month, she stashes $100 from her 
SSD check inside her ID pouch. Unlike the other patients at the day hos
pital , she's been places : London and Copenhagen with her high school 
choir ; college in Vermont for a full semester. Before she grew fat-before 
they said she got sick-she worked two summers in Newport as a wait
ress . How unfair , it seems, that she must was te this month ' s "secret 
money" on a shovel. 

Jill has never shopped for a shovel before . The gardening equipment 
section of Hager ' s contains shelves of implements in countless models 
and sizes : plastic snow scoops, military -style entrenching tools , flat-blade 
coal shovels with D-shaped handles. She reads the labels with care, fear
ful of selecting the wrong one. As she weighs her options, a scrawny, pig
jawed employee in a green apron appears at the head of the aisle . He is 
watching her. He 'fl say you 're shoplifting , warn the bad voices. You 'fl go 
to prison . So Jill grabs the first item within reach , hardly looking , and car
ries it to checkout. The purchase costs her $72 and she tucks the change 
behind her ID card; what she has bought is not really a shovel, but more 
of an oversized trowel. 

It's too small, complain the bad voices. 
It's big enough, Jill thinks-careful not to answer aloud on the bus . 

Some people give you a hard time if you talk on the public bus, she has 
learned, and the last thing she wants is any trouble. 

When she reaches the final stop, she climbs down and hikes over the 
hill to her sister 's bungalow . Nobody will be home : Naomi works at the 
library until 6 P .M. on Tuesdays and her brother -in-law ' s boss has sent 
him out of town for the week. Jill can 't remember where he went-but 
she doesn 't give a damn, as long as he ' s not waiting for her in the kitchen. 
Naomi's husband is always riding her ass, making her feel bad that she 
can 't afford a place of her own. He's even worse these days now that Jill 's 
nephew has gone to sleep-away camp in the Berkshires . 

Jill takes the shovel with her to the creek. On the opposite shore, over 
a timber footbridge , lies the county nature preserve . She has explored its 
landmarks: the slate-roofed visitor center, the trio of contemplation gaze
bos, an abandoned stand of wooden beehives beyond the parking lot. 
When she feels brave , she skips her program to spy upon the grade school 
classes that come to learn about wildlife. The mobile crisis team always 
finds her, of course, and there ' s hell to pay with Sheila . 
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Later in the afternoon , she plans to carry the shovel up to the meadow 
with her to meet the strange girl. For now, she stashes it under the foot
bridge , knowing that Naomi would not approve of her purchase. Then she 
stands at the apex of the arched crossing, enjoying the breeze on her face, 
and throws her pills into the opaque water. Goodbye Zyprexa, she thinks . 
Goodbye , poison . As an afterthought , she conceals the shovel beneath 
clumps of decaying leaves. 

Worthless bitch, say the bad voices . The shovel 's too small . 
"Fuck you," cries Jill . "Don't you think I know that?" 
And then she retreats into the bungalow for her nap . 

The girl- her name is Elizabeth , like the Queen of England- has been 
coming to the small pasture that surrounds the remnants of the Roger 
Williams Oak for nearly two weeks. She claims to be eleven years old, 
but looks even younger with her delicate features and braided ponytail. 
When Jill first spotted her atop the overturned trunk, the girl was sobbing . 
She bawled for nearly an hour and then gazed off into space until dusk. 
On the following afternoon, she appeared with a spade and excavated a 
small pit near the roots of the fallen oak. Over the next few afternoons , 
she expanded the hole further , scooping out mounds of moist earth . 
Another three days elapsed before Jill finally mustered the courage to 
approach her. The bad voices warned her against it: They'll say you 
molested her. They' ll say you tried to kidnap her. Jill refused to acknowl
edge them. 

"What are you doing?" she asked . 
The girl glanced up, but kept shoveling. "Digging to China ." 
That caught Jill off guard. She remembered going to the beach with 

Papa and attempting to burrow through the sand to the other side of the 
planet. Sometimes , she even fantasized that another girl, Chinese Jill , was 
digging upwards to meet her-but she felt that she'd been younger than 
this girl appeared, probably only five or six. Cautiously , she settled down 
on the grass beside the child. 

"I can't really dig to China ," added the girl. "The earth ' s mantle is in 
between, and the core too . I'd melt to death." 

"But you're trying anyway . . . " 
Now the girl slammed her spade into a bank of overturned soil and, 

for the first time, appeared to devote her full attention to Jill. "Who are 
you?" she demanded. 

"I'm Jill. I live next door to the nature preserve ." 
That seemed to satisfy the girl. "My mother said I should find some

thing to keep me busy while she' s hanging out with her new boyfriend . So 
that's what I'm doing . .. " 
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"Digging to China?" 
The girl shrugged. "My father lives in China." 
Leave her alone, ordered the bad voices . She's happy without you. 
Jill recalled one of the irrational fears of her early childhood: That 

Chinese Jill might miss her-that their two tunnels would pass without 
connecting. 

The girl stepped into the pit, assessing its depth . Her leg disappeared 
below the knee. "How old are you?" she asked. 

"Thirty -seven," answered Jill. 
"You don't care that I asked, do you?" inquired the girl. "My mother 

says it 's rude to ask women about their ages, but that's just because she's 
ashamed." 

"Ashamed of what?" 
"That she's so old," said the girl. "My mother is forty-two. She's all 

washed up." 
"You shouldn't say that about your mother." 
The girl shook the dirt from her pants and resumed digging. You could 

be her mother, said the good voices. You 're the right age. 
"Why not? My mother is a selfish bitch." 
The girl glowered at Jill, as though challenging her to object. But Jill 

didn't say anything . She was thinking about her own mother-about how 
much she missed her, even after nineteen years. That was the real differ
ence between her and her sister: Naomi had stopped missing Mama. "I'm 
sure your mother loves you," she said. 

"Yeah, whatever. She's got a funny way of showing it." The girl 
began widening the perimeter of the hole while she spoke. "You haven't 
seen her coming out here to look for me, have you?" 

"I guess not," said Jill. 
Leave her alone, ordered the bad voices. Let her play with friends her 

own age. 
"Don't you have any friends to play with?" asked Jill 
"Not here. They're all back in Providence." 
The girl explained that her parents had divorced at the end of the 

school year. Her father had relocated to Shanghai for his new job, while 
her mother had rented a condo in Creve Coeur to be near her own parents. 
Ever since, the mother had been dating a man who reeked of cigars. 

"I don't have any friends here either ," said Jill. 
Or anywhere else, she reflected. Not anymore. All of the girls she'd 

sung with in the choir were now married or divorced or remarried. She'd 
seen a few of these women pushing strollers in the Creve Coeur business 
district, but they didn 't recognize her. Or they pretended not to-often, it 
was difficult to tell. 
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"Can I dig with you?" asked Jill. 
Don't be stupid, shouted the bad voices. They 'fl accuse you of digging 

her grave. 
"Okay," the girl agreed. "But you'll need to bring your own shovel." 

Now it's a week later and Jill finally has a shovel. 
The hole to China is nearly three feet across. Elizabeth stands inside it 

while digging and its walls rise well above her slender waist. To Jill's sur
prise, the park rangers don't appear to have discovered the hole yet. When 
they do, they will destroy it, she knows, obliterating all of the girl's hard 
work. That's what happens whenever you create something that the peo
ple in charge don't approve of. 

"Look what I've got," says Jill, brandishing the shovel. 
The girl grins. "It's about time." 
Jill has changed into overalls and borrowed her sister's yard gloves. 

"Where do you want me to dig?" she asks. 
Elizabeth gives her precise instructions. What has started out as an act 

of rebellion is now a complex engineering project-one that the girl 
appears to take very seriously. Jill's assignment is to expand the hole's 
circumference even further, taking care to keep the rim a perfect circle. 
She does as she is told, but she is not prepared for strenuous exercise. 
After a few minutes of digging, she has sweated through her blouse. 

"I keep hitting tree roots," complains the girl. "It's crazy that a dead 
tree can still have so many roots." 

"That's not any old tree," explains Jill. "That's a famous tree." 
Shut up, bark the bad voices. What do you know? You didn't finish 

college. 
"Roger Williams bought Rhode Island sitting under that tree," she says. 

She has learned the story by eavesdropping on the docents at the visitor 
center. "He signed a treaty with the Narragansett Indians on this very spot." 

"Why do I care?" demands the girl. 
"It's important. It's history," Jill answers patiently. "And later, the 

colonists used the tree for hanging criminals. Horse thieves. Pickpockets." 
"I wish they'd hang my mother's boyfriend." 
The girl has clambered out of the hole to assess her work. Jill takes 

this as permission for a break. She leans with her back against the wind 
worn trunk, extending her bare arms against the smooth, cool wood. The 
sun has dipped to the tree line and the oak's upturned roots cast long 
shadows across the meadow. All around her, Jill hears the voice of nature: 
nuthatches piping, squirrels thrashing through the undergrowth. If she could 
remain like this forever-if the child were her own-she would be content. 

Don't say a word, warn the good voices . You'll ruin things. 
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Jill does not like to defy the good voices because they are almost 
always right , but she knows she will not have another opportunity like 
this one. Elizabeth is perched beside her on the oak , her feet dangling 
beside Jill ' s chest. 

"Maybe I could be your mother ," she says. 
"I wish ," replies the girl. "At least you know I'm alive. " 
You'll go to jail, threaten the bad voices . They'll throw away the key . 
'Tm serious," Jill continues . She squeezes shut her eyes, struggling to 

focus against the distractions. "We could run off together. There ' s nothing 
keeping me here . And it doesn't sound like there's anything keeping you 
here .... We could take the bus to Tampa and spend the winter in 
Florida .. . . I' m going there anyway, and if we were careful , they 
wouldn't catch us . . . . " 

Worthless bitch. You'll go to jail and you'll deserve it. 
" It would serve my mother right ," says Elizabeth. 
Naomi will be angry , plead the good voices. 
And why would she want you as a mother? object the bad voices. 

Worthless bitch. You 'd make an awful mother. 
"How would you like to a ride in a glass bottom boat?" asks Jill. 
"What's that?" 
When Jill was in second grade , Papa promised her and Naomi a ride 

on a glass bottom boat over their Christmas vacation. For weeks, Jill 
believed they'd somehow travel beneath the boat and look up through the 
glass into the vessel. How disappointed she'd been with the truth: that the 
view revealed only coral and colorful fish, not upside-down people. That 
had been the first of so many disappointments. At the time , she'd been too 
embarrassed to admit her mistake . 

"It's a boat with a glass window at the bottom, " she explains. "You 
can look through it to see fluorescent -colored fish." 

"I don ' t like fish," says the girl. "They stink. " 
She hates you, gloat the bad voices. What did you expect? 
Jill wants to explain the difference between fish that stink and the 

magical schools that will pass under the glass bottom boat-but she 
doesn't know where to begin . The girl appears preoccupied with the hole . 
She has climbed down from the oak and is now poking at the walls of her 
creation with a branch . 

" It could cave in," says the girl. "Tomorrow , I'm going to line it with 
bricks ." 

"Maybe we should cover it up so the park rangers don ' t find it." 
Elizabeth shakes her head. "We can 't. Someone might fall into it." 
That is so true . Why hasn ' t Jill recognized this danger? 
Because you 're worthless and stupid. 
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The girl has climbed back into the hole, which now nearly reaches her 
armpits. Shadows have blanketed the meadow and the red glow of the 
harbor lights grows visible above the distant tree line. Overhead, 
nighthawks sweep across the twilight. 

"It looks like a grave," says Jill. 
Elizabeth struggles to extract herself from the pit. Eventually, she 

vaults herself over the edge. She wipes her hands on her jeans. "I should 
go home." 

The girl's words hit Jill like a blow from a shovel. She isn't ready for 
their day together to end. "So when are we going to run away?" she asks. 

Her stomach muscles tighten . A chill runs up her arms. 
"I can't really run away with you," replies the girl. 
You can persuade her, urge the good voices. You'd be a really good 

mother. 
"Why not? I'd make a really good mother." 

Elizabeth shakes her head. "I already have a mother." 
"But she's a selfish bitch, right?" 
Jill is on her feet now. The girl has taken a step backwards and stands 

on the opposite side of the hole. At her side, she clasps her spade. 
"I'm sorry I can't run away with you," says Elizabeth. "But I hope 

you have fun in Florida with your glass bottom boat." 
You blew it. You totally fucked up, chide the bad voices . 
"But you have to come with me," pleads Jill. "I promise we'll have a 

good time. And if you don't want to see the fish, we don't have to. That 
was just an idea." 

"I need to go," the girl says again. 
Let her go, urge the good voices. She's not the right girl. ... 
"I have money," cries Jill. She hears her own voice growing louder. 

"More than enough for both of us." In desperation, she pulls the wad of 
bills from her ID pouch. "I'll take really good care of you .... " 

Elizabeth inches away from the fallen tree, her tiny body vanishing 
toward the shadows. And suddenly the girl is running, fleeing. 

"Wait!" Jill shouts. "Please ... " 
But she knows already, even before the voices tell her, that she is too 

late. She can see herself as others would see her: As a crazy woman 
wielding an oversized trowel, chasing after a stranger's frightened child. 
Soon enough , this will become just another disappointment. Another tun
nel that does not connect. The park rangers will fill in the hole, and 
nobody else will know that it existed. 
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MATTHEW SPIRENG 

Speed 

It wasn 't slow motion, though for days 
it seemed my mind had played a trick 
and I'd seen the deer flying away from the hood 

of my car in slow motion, soaring up and away 
in a shallow curve ten feet off the ground 
to disappear over the guardrail on the opposite 

side of the road at least fifty feet ahead while I slowed 
gradually to a stop to get out and survey the damage 
to my car. But it wasn 't slow motion, I finally realized 

days later as I played the scene over and over 
in my mind , telling it to friends, comparing the doe 
to a cow in a Monty Python movie catapulted 

over a castle wall. It wasn 't slow motion 
or a trick of my mind, but relativity in action. 
My car had been going maybe forty-five 

when the deer leaped from the steep hill 
without me seeing it and, without apparently 
touching the ground, was hit by the center front 

of my hood and, like a ball that is caught just right 
with a bat, lofted on a line drive over the guardrail 
on the opposite side of the road in apparent 
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slow motion. But it wasn 't slow motion: The deer 
and I for an instant traveling at the same speed 
in roughly the same direction , then, as I lifted 

my foot from the gas pedal and the car slowed 
slightly faster than the deer slowed, 
it only seemed to be moving in slow motion 

up and away from the front of the car while 
really it was moving at nearly forty-five miles an hour 
through the air and was already not moving at all. 
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Photograph, Boot Camp 
The soldier third from the left in the front row 
is the one who died. No, wait. The soldier 
third from the left in the front row is the one 
who survived. The others--every one of them-

died in action. Not all the same day, but all 
in the same week. And, for a while, it was touch 
and go whether the one soldier who survived would 
survive. He still bears scars decades later, and, 

if you asked him, he would say he doesn't know 
why he, alone, survived. If you said, Just lucky, 
huh? he would flash a distorted angry look and 
grow silent so you might think he-the third soldier 

from the left in the front row in the old photograph 
taken during the war-was the one who died, 
that the others--every last one of them-survived. 
You might ask him about that if you're brave. 
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RYAN ALLEN 

Fixing Myself at Broken Kettle 

Broken Kettle Grassland Preserve is the largest tract of prairie in Iowa, 
which really isn't saying much since only 1/10 of 1 % of prairie remains in 
the Hawkeye state. Broken Kettle is what Conservancy director Scott 
Moats calls "the last stronghold ." The Preserve feels the pressure from all 
sides. As Moats says: "scale, climate change, invasion, politics, and ulti
mately a monumental failure of imagination can hold us hostage, can rob 
our inertia to act." 

I too know this feeling of being robbed. I feel it in my conversations 
with my grandmother, who tells me she doesn't want to talk to me any
more because she can't understand me, in my interactions with my dad, 
who I really don't want to talk to because I can't understand why he treat
ed us the way he did, and in those quiet moments all by myself when I'm 
willing to tum the camera inward and zoom in on my own shortcomings. I 
know I'm unprepared for what is coming. 

We all are. 
Prairie sage and thistle and lead plant and leafy spurge abound. Land 

managers use a controversial bio-control on spurge: a special weevil, 
which has led to a 65% stem reduction in last seven or eight years . The 
controversy is in bringing something from the outside to control some
thing on the inside. Some folks don't like this. They say, "Just let nature 
be." I see it differently, though. Thoreau's "all good things are wild and 
free" sounds nice, but it misses the mark. There are too many intercon
nected forces. We've done too much. Until we can understand population 
growth and soil health and mutual respect and living within limits, we're 
setting ourselves up for failure. Since that day long ago when our fires 
first danced on cave walls we've been altering the wild and the free. 

We need to-I need to-start at home. 

We see so much at Broken Kettle it's hard to take in: an annual yellow 
mustard, hoary vervain, the symmetrical star within a broken cottonwood 
branch, a bull snake in the road, turkey vultures circling overhead, bird 
nests made of buffalo hair, the white flash of a coyote's rump, a raccoon 
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looking both ways before crossing the road. So much comes through the 
eyes that my other senses don ' t know how to compensate . 

Scott Moats knows everything , it seems ( at least all the things I want 
to know) . And he's willing to share without sounding aloof: how cedars 
and sumac are native , for example. Neither are invasive, but both invade , 
he says. Or how a cottonwood reveals a symmetrical star when you break 
open its branch. I tell Moats this must be evidence of a god. He doesn't 
comment. Or how 23% of the Preserve is woodland now , but that the 
Conservancy's goal in the short-term is below 12%. (Though 3%, Moats 
tells me, is the real number to strive for.) Or how there are magpies nest
ing . They are a transitional species in this prairie. Or how the 
Conservancy uses a four to five year fire return interval. Grasslands, as a 
rule, need rejuvenating every seven years, whether through fire or grazing 
or some combination. 

As he speaks these facts , I find myself wondering how I might rejuve 
nate myself as a husband, a son, a teacher, a man . In the past it was easy : 
break up with a girlfriend, go on a road trip , eat some mushrooms . These 
options aren't available anymore . There's no magic pill to take, no trail 
oozing elixir. So I look to the past, to the masters : books of my heroes, 
models by the experts. Up to now, though, all answers have expiration dates. 

I know I need a new way to live. 
In the buffalo at Broken Kettle, I begin to see how . 

We learn a lot about buffalo as we talk with Moats. August is mating sea
son and they feed into the wind and take midday siestas. We hear about 
buffalo social habits and their five mile a day exercise routine. We learn 
that for ninety days a year they are gaining weight; the rest, they are either 
losing or maintaining it. We see several running . Some run sprints. A lit
tle calf flies down a ridge line. Buffalo, we come to witness, can run 30-
35 miles per hour. The lead female is wary ofus. She leads the herd into a 
valley out of our view. 

We come closer to answering some deep questions simply by being 
here at the Preserve, by bearing witness to the spectacle of these buffalo . 
We learn about the prairie, yes, but for me, more importantly, selfishly, 
about my place in it. 

Here's what I think I know: 
1. The prairie matters because it teaches. It shows us that to maximize 

biodiversity, we mostly need to get out of the way . For thousands of years 
the prairie, and the plants and animals calling it home , did just fine. And 
for hundreds of years the people here got it right too. Our demolition plan 
is fairly recent. If we look with the broad lens of time, we can see that, 
prior to going astray, we actually got things right for a very long time. 
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2. Prairie shows us interdependence. Wild plum thickets make for 
good prairie rattlesnake habitat. The rising dust of buffalo wallows are a 
sign things are working here at Broken Kettle. They are biodiversity mag
nets. The buffalo wallow and voila , skinks and prairie rattlesnakes and 
songbirds have habitat. The endangered spadefoot toads come out of hid
ing to the ephemeral pools formed after spring rains. 

3. Prairie shows us resiliency: in the successional plants sprouting up 
on a hillside within days of a bum, in the killdeer who return within a 
week or so, in the loess ridge now shamrock green three weeks post-fire, 
in the whistles of the meadowlarks cutting through the wind today. Land 
managers throw all they can at the prairie-not because they're mean , but 
because they want to make the landscape tough. They are the athletic 
trainers of the landscape, building muscle confusion into the dynamic 
equilibrium . And when the landscape is resilient, the animals who inhabit 
it are resilient too. Take the buffalo herd at Broken Kettle. Here, the buf
falo are on their own. In the winter, they're out rubbing their noses 
through the snow, not inside somewhere feasting on supplemental feed
ings. This is possible because these buffalo are special due to their genetic 
purity. This herd comes from the Wind Cave line, which means there's no 
cattle mixed into their lineage. They are "the real deal" like the boxer 
Evander Holyfield . Close to a hundred or so pure, unadulterated badasses 
roaming the prairie. Moats calls the buffalo the "assistant managers of 
landscape" and makes sure we all recognize how much they "work for 
their keep." "We have the bison here for the prairie," Moats says, "not the 
prairie here for the bison." 

4. Prairie shows us scale. Moats tells us that there have been more 
than 150 birds documented here and that a square yard of prairie contains 
twenty miles of roots. And there are more than three thousand insects on 
the preserve which consume more grass than all of the cattle and bison 
combined. On average , Moats says, "buffalo gain 400 pounds over the 
summer but lose 10 to 15% of their body weight during the winter." 

5. Prairie shows us promise . When Connie Mutel wrote her "Apology 
for the Prairie" as a part of the Land of the Fragile Giants collection in 
1994, she noted that more than "40% of all prescriptions dispensed by 
United States pharmacies are organism-derived ," and that more than half 
of these are from plants (100). New Jersey tea can remedy bowel troubles. 
The Pasque flower's rushed leaves were used by Native Americans to 
treat rheumatism, boils, and bums . Navajos chewed the roots of the hoary 
puccoon to treat coughs. Prairie violets have been called "nature's vitamin 
pill" because the leaves are a rich source of vitamin C. The Meskwaki 
made a tea out of Prairie Phlox to treat eczema. The Chippewa used the 
dried and powdered root of the Ground Plum to treat convulsions. The 
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Dakota gave Snow-on -the -Mountain tea to mothers without milk. 
Researchers study prairie plants while searching for cures to cancers . And 
Psoralea is being researched for its potential use as HIV medication . The 
list goes on and on and on. We have no concept of what we're destroying . 

6. Prairies protect us . Because of the porousness of the loess , these 
prairies offer flood control. And they do it for free. We don 't need multi
billion dollar Army Corps managed dams or lobbyists in Washington , 
D.C., to keep the Missouri in check. We just need more prairie. And flood 
control and watershed protection isn't all. Prairies help to cleanse soils 
and air and water of toxins and waste . They are natural recyclers-no 
green bins or gas-guzzling pick -up trucks needed (at least not for this 
effort) . So they help hold back the Missouri and they provide me with 
clean air to breathe-who needs Congress when we have the forty foot 
roots of yucca? 

7. Prairies help reveal our own potential. They show us where to find 
the reset button , how to resurrect the best of ourselves from within- for 
new parts to grow some old ways have to die. 

This is the advice I have to learn to take . There's a line in a Wilco 
song, "War on War," that comes to mind : "You have to lose. You have to 
learn how to die if you wanna be alive." 

There's a lot in me that needs to die, I think. I feel it: the anger, the 
self-loathing, the, well, a lot more. So much I don't yet have the capacity 
to call it all by name. I just know there are some things inside that I don 't 
want anymore . And I'm like all the rest: I don't want to suffer to get there . 
I want the easy solutions even if I know they won't work. I don't want to 
do the hard work of looking inside myself and seeing what the mirror 
sees: that to be a good father I'll have to make peace with myself as a son. 
That I'll have to deal with my own father. That I'll have to let go of my 
grandmother 's pain. That I must I learn from the past or I risk repeating 
the same mistakes. 

I'm a walking self-help cliche. 

Returning to headquarters in Moats ' pickup , dogwood , Siberian elm, mul
berry, and cottonwood scatter our trail back to the road . The Lexus SUV 
we left parked at the gate looks even stranger now as we return from the 
buffalo pasture . 

One of my students, Elyse , tries charming a bull snake we encounter 
in the road driving back to headquarters . At first we think it's a prairie rat
tlesnake because of the sound its tail makes slapping the gravel. It hisses 
and tries to strike. We laugh and take pictures . Scott kicks dirt at it to get 
it to slither to the side of the road. 

We still have a ways to go. 

108 



At Broken Kettle I learn how much I'm in need of repair. Here the 
Conservancy gets right what so many of us often get wrong. 

Here ' s a brief summary of all the things I get wrong: 
1. I leave receipts on the kitchen counter for extraordinary lengths of 

time, annoying my wife to the extreme. 
2. I sometimes miss the toilet when I pee. 
3. I eat way too many donuts. And by donuts I mean white creamy 

fluff and Bavarian-filled donuts, but also Dr. Pepper and Double Quarter 
Pounders and chocolate milkshakes from McDonald's and Taco Bravos 
and Potato Oles from Taco John ' s and pizza from El Fredo's and Jerry's 
and Tony ' s and Papa John's and Kashi. 

4. I waste water: on my dishes, on my toothbrush, on my body, on my 
lawn. 

5. I drive when I'm perfectly capable of walking. 
6. I squander my talent. 
7. I don't always live the life I imagine. 
8. I lose my patience with my two year old and find myself becoming 

the father I always promised myself I would never become . 
This last one bothers me the most. 
There are other things, of course, but I'm being hard on myself . I need 

to be more positive. Things could be worse. I could be worse. 
I'll learn. 

I bring home a pocketful of souvenirs from my day at Broken Kettle: a 
tuft of buffalo hair pulled from a patch of little bluestem, a clipping of 
smooth hoary vervain, a successional weed pulled soon after fire-things 
to remember about this day, this place I would be wise to not soon forget. 

A couple of students have asked me why the prairie is so special. 
Then they asked why a prairie should be saved. Then, after getting out in 
it and seeing bull snakes and Virginia waterleafs and indigo buntings, 
deer trotting and a buffalo herd, they see it's special and know it should 
be saved. But then they ask another question. Or maybe make an observa
tion: in evolutionary time, they say, the prairie will come and it will go. It 
has before. More rain, more woodlands. More drought, more prairie. Ebb 
and flow. Coming and going, parts of the same whole. And maybe this is 
the time it will be gone and that this is the natural course of things. 

This line of thinking gives me pause. If I believe this is natural, then I 
think it means that what humans are doing to the Earth is natural. And 
until recently the answer was clear and easy. Of course, we're anything 
but natural. I've always been with John Steinbeck, who once asked "why 
progress looked so much like destruction." 
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But now I think I may see something else. Yes, progress is still 
destruction. The old houses eventually fall down. We haven't yet learned 
to build forever. Which is all just saying the oldest truth in the book: I'm 
going to die. Falling off a cliff when I was twenty-one gave me a glim
mer. Becoming a father made it real. 

I don't know if the buffalo hair can go with me. A priest once told me 
you never see a U-Haul following a hearse . So I put ink to paper, data to 
drives. I make love to my wife . We make children. 

We create things to outlive us. 
We can try to do this on our own. Or we can do it with help. We look to 

our own past, to our families. We read books. We bow our heads to the earth. 
In Sioux City, Iowa, we bend down and rub our fingers through loess 

and touch more than ten thousand years of life. It means we are touching 
the whole history of life because everything is one thing: all the world in a 
grain of loess, all of me and all of you and all of abstract art and heavy 
metal music and Labradoodles and roller -blading and all of the other 
things I don't know or understand. 

The prairie shows us how to remake the world. Fire bums and killdeer 
and magpies and meadowlarks make nests. Wildflowers sprout from ash. 
In weeks black turns green. When roots are deep plants survive. 

If we can save the prairie maybe that means I can save myself. I 
should stop hedging my bets and go all in. I should take the one small step 
forward for man, the one giant leap for man's mind. I should walk what I 
talk. I should eat better, exercise and read more. I should become the 
biggest loser instead of just watching it on TV. I should stop wasting and 
start planting. 

That's what I'll do. I'll plant a tree to grow into forgiveness. 
New seeds sprout from old earth . I have most of the tools I need. And 

those I don't have won't be found at Lowe's or Ace Hardware. I need to 
stop going to the mall. All I need is here: in the Loess Hills, at Broken 
Kettle, in my home, within myself. 

It's time to go shopping. 
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Reviews 
Aqueil Ahmad. New Age Globalization: Meanings and Metaphors. New 
York: Palgrave MacMillan, 2013. Pp. 269, bibliography and index, 
$105.00 hb. 

In many years of teaching political sociology, I've read, studied, and ref
erenced numerous articles and books and reviews on the topic of global 
ization. Opening the latest text to cross my desk, I immediately turned to 
the subheading on page seven, "What Is So Different about This 
Discourse on Globalization?" My own overarching goal is to offer stu
dents a sense of personal efficacy and understanding for potential engage 
ment in/with global issues; I wondered if this book would meet the crite
ria I've established for my newest course on Global Issues. 

What, if anything, sets this book apart? According to author Aqueil 
Ahmad, he takes into account the influences of non -Western political 
actors, recognizes the reality and continuation of these processes as well 
as the interconnectedness, and takes a holistic approach that goes beyond 
economic considerations. He also examines the consequences of these 
processes and provides some positive suggestions, as well as caveats, for 
the future. The other key difference between this book and other treat
ments of globalization is implicit in the subtitle of Meanings and 
Metaphors. He suggests two distinct overarching angles or perspectives: 
the first focuses on the material, practical, and physical realities which 
encompass social and economic impacts (the most prevalent in the 
Western-dominated volumes on this topic). The second angle addresses 
the social -psychological aspect , which he terms "global consciousness," 
and uses as a central and unifying theme. 

It is here, for me, that the author makes a useful contribution to litera
ture on globalization. He introduces global consciousness as "an attitude 
of mind about living prudently and harmoniously in an interdependent 
world with finite natural resources" (8). Problematic aspects of globaliza 
tion arise from a distinct lack of such consciousness. Without a sense of 
global consciousness, the contradictions deriving from the fact that we 
live in an interdependent world with finite natural resources help to create 
a setting in which chaos reigns; it takes various forms, including violence 
against man and nature, exaggerated self-interest, and a mentality fraught 
with ethnocentrism which pervades cultures, religions, and nation-states . 

Organized from the vantage point of a sociological perspective, the 
author posits a system of interconnected and interdependent structures and 
processes which have extensive and pervasive consequences for individu -
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als, commun ities , and planet. He attempts to balance theoretical perspec
tives and their underlying assumptions by casting them as multiple lenses. 
Readers can come to understand both positive and negative implications 
of globalization , and more importantly , the interest groups which are 
served by perspective -taking from these differing "views." 

The author treats various theoretical perspectives , including the theo
ries of the demographic transition , modernization, world systems, depen
dency, and the like, with a degree of objectivity in proposing each as a 
different lens with which to view the world system. Ultimately, he does 
make a case for a critical perspective, noting the contradictions of capital
ism, especially as it is manifest in the "culture of consumerism " (84 ff). 
He discusses the requirement of continuous growth, and issues of wants 
(greed) vs . real needs of people . 

What I find refreshing about this volume is the comprehensiveness 
and historical and cultural scope of the discussion , combined with a 
guarded sense of optimism that is imbedded in a dialectic in which he sees 
unity as arising out of diversity . Regardless of ideological or theoretical 
bent , we cannot escape some basic truths about the consequences of our 
current ways of "doing business," and we are in dire need of some fresh 
ideas as to how to approach necessary change . While it is often difficult to 
cut through the empirical reality of modem times, this treatment of glob
alization advances some possibilities and leaves the reader thinking that 
there might , in fact, be some kind of spectrum of a path or paths of hope 
for the future. 

Looking back over each topic as identified in the chapter headings, 
I've tried to extract the "hope," if you will, in each area. This , however , is 
not a neatly wrapped exercise. That is, the reading of some chapters/topics 
may lead to more positive thinking than do conclusions taken from other 
chapters . 

The opening discussion of demographic transition theory helps read
ers understand the structural imperative of human population processes . 
Ahmad notes that the discussion of population issues is somewhat stalled, 
having been labeled as "politically incorrect" (60) by certain political , cul
tural, and religious forces. For me, as a proponent of the theory/model of 
human ecology , the fact of laying out demographic underpinnings greatly 
aids our basic understanding of the wellspring of social change and the 
structural forces which must be taken into account 'in attempting to move 
toward a viable , if not better future. 

In the chapter on the global economy , his comparison of assump 
tions/predictions of world systems and dependency theories, contrasted to 
modernization theory , helps to illuminate both positive and negative 
impacts of the dimensions of economic globalization. It is here that he 
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introduces the discussion of the global "culture of consumerism" and 
highlights the essential topic of wants as contrasted to real needs (as noted 
by Gandhi, 85). But he also notes that this is not entirely a one-way pro
cess, as adaptations to consumerism are made in local and regional cul
tures. He advocates "business with social/global consciousness" (86) and 
provides some examples of where and how this is happening in manage 
ment education, as a source of some optimism. 

When it comes to the last section of this chapter, however, it is diffi
cult to sustain much positive thinking. The discussion of the underground 
global economy (89-101) is absolutely necessary to any understanding of 
the full array of economic forces around the globe. What can positive 
"management education" offer to the dark forces of the international drug 
trade, the over- and underground arms trade, and the trafficking of women 
and children? It is in these areas that progressive social movements, per
haps on the order of those spearheaded by youth, which swept the globe 
more than fifty years ago, are perhaps the only hope. 

In the chapter on the ecological/environmental system, the author 
notes that the long history of mankind was lived in relative harmony with 
nature. With the advent of industrialization, forces have arisen which are 
threatening the sustainability of the planet. As such pressure increases 
(105) it will lead to a scarcity which will theoretically spur innovation 
(the proverbial "tech fix") and more efficient energy use. Governments 
will be spurred to seek change (assuming governments are functional), as 
foreshadowed by the Kyoto Protocol, the rise of green parties and the 
World Social Forum. Yet one can't help but wonder how many wake-up 
calls are needed for key players, especially the U.S. and China, to actually 
stop debating and to begin taking more comprehensive and positive steps 
toward such change. 

The global political system, described in the fifth chapter, is presented 
in historical context, describing four, admittedly arbitrary and oversimpli
fied, distinct periods: 1) the ancient period of dynasties ending in the fall 
of the Roman Empire in 476 AD; 2) the medieval period from the 4th to 
the 18th centuries as extended periods of rise and fall; 3) the spread of 
Islam as a unifying force, and 4) the colonial period of the 18th through 
the 20th century, during which technologies, especially in transportation 
and weaponry, enabled European nation-states to enrich themselves at the 
expense of people in the far reaches of the globe. 

This brings the world to an era of bureaucratized nation -states and 
political "modernization," which contains a range of dictatorships and 
totalitarian regimes, contemporary monarchies, and various forms of 
democracies. These are overlain with international political institutions 
that are attempting to deal with the systemic and interconnected nature of 
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political realities, as well as with regional alliances, such as the European 
Union, NATO, and the Cornrnonwealth of Nations. According to the 
author, "These vast networks of institutions rest on the principles that 
underlie the idea of political globalization. . .. the principles of unity in 
diversity and coexistence and cooperation in an otherwise conflict-ridden 
global society" (153). 

Political organization into superpowers and regional alliances, corn
pounded by the disorganization of failed states, inevitably leaves fertile 
ground for global conflicts. The 20th century was an exceptionally lethal 
period, during which close to 100 million people were killed or lost their 
lives, not to mention the vast legions who were rnairned, rendered home
less, forced into refugee camps, or severely traumatized, all at the hands 
and direction of other "human beings." This is not to mention the mind
less rnisallocation of resources which might have been used to address 
pressing social issues, the demented fascination with power, weaponry 
and hyper-patriotism, and rnost recently and destructively, the madness of 
the rise of terrorism. The author casts terrorism as a "powerful reaction to 
powerlessness" (161 ), and as a continuation of forms ofretribution, which 
in the prophetic imagery of Gandhi " ... leaves the whole world blind." 
Ahmad exhorts the world to " .. . bring thern (i.e. the powerless) into the 
rnainstrearns of globalization instead of further alienating thern by waging 
the unwinnable 'war on terrorism'" (166). 

The globalization of culture, mentioned earlier as the "culture of con
sumption," helps focus attention on what these processes rnean in the 
everyday lives of people, or the "softer side of globalization." "Are local 
cultures being globalized and vice versa; and if so, how?" is the question 
the author poses on page 170. The focus on lifestyle detailed in this chap
ter is again done with a broad and globally and historically informed 
brush. In fact, rnany European, not to mention far older Asian influences, 
helped to create what is now often defined as "American ." Despite the 
enormous impact of"Arnerican" influences, he still sees it as a two-way street. 

A key aspect of post -modem life is irnbedded in the production and 
process technologies (computer, cell phone, etc.) which have spawned a 
global culture of consurnerisrn in fashions, foods, arts, and artifacts. He 
notes that the aspects of the culture of consurnerisrn can be seen as "mate
rialistic ideology of the crudest variety" (170). Personally, I would add a 
concern about the ensuing behavior that rewards and encourages aspects 
of narcissism, the appeal to and of the outrageous, and a focus on personal 
indulgence at the expense of progressive political action. 

The eighth chapter, on the globalization of knowledge, science, and 
technology, achieves a coherence and contribution to our understanding 
of the topic that is rninirnized in rnany other works on globalization. This 
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is no doubt due to the personal biography and experience of the author. 
He provides major overviews of core regions of scientific and technologi
cal developments that set the stage for various traditions, including 
Mesopotamian, Chinese, Indian, Egyptian, Native American, and 
Arabic/Islamic traditions; moreover, he justifiably laments the loss of 
ancient and non-Western knowledge bases, suggesting that the old tradi
tions have much to offer in the "post -American world." He aims at the 
highest point of hope, stating 

This could herald the dawning of a new mentality, of a universal 
global consciousness and a new breed of men and women who could 
rightfully claim to be living side by side as citizens of a freer world 
and contributing to the emergence of a new cultural paradigm that 
rests on the assumption of unity in diversity in an increasingly inter
dependent world order. (192) 

He further adds that this vision is predicated on a reformation of educa
tion, in "a cultural revolution for which the time has already come." 

For those who still subscribe to "American exceptionalism," this is 
indeed an eye-opening chapter on just what is going on in the world as we 
dumb down our own population with increasingly trivialized uses of our 
technology. Ahmad notes the need to understand the "global invisible col
lege in the Internet age" (211 ), as well as the implications and conse
quences of the digital divide, including increasing mal -distribution of 
wealth, continued dependence on non -renewable energy sources, and 
potential misuse of knowledge in the "scientific estate ." 

Finally, he asks about the role of religion in this configuration. Many 
would argue that religion plays a part in contributing to global dysfunc 
tion. In this last chapter, the author presents the view that "World reli
gions can play a very prominent role in realizing the promise of globaliza
tion by inculcating global consciousness and peace to help avoid or 
minimize lethal conflicts now raging in so many hotspots around the 
world" (223). Providing a brief synopsis of the core beliefs and messages 
of the major religions, he points out the underlying principles and ideo
logical threads found in them. Ahmad's vision is based on a more 
"Eastern" perspective of a world of balance emerging from the contradic 
tions defined as those of yin and yang, of wealth and poverty, power and 
powerlessness, development and underdevelopment, as well as numerous 
other such contrasts and contradictions . Again, he exhorts that these 
understandings about the elements of "unity of religions in the midst of 
their diversity and conflicts needs to be repeatedly emphasized and made 
part of education everywhere in the interest of global peace as an impera
tive for globalization to work for the common good" (244). 
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This author once announced to his graduate students, in an offhand 
moment on a walk across a darkening college campus to a large evening 
class in Peace Studies, "We have to institutionalize peace!" That lesson 
has made all the difference in my own life-work . In this book, he has pro
vided the detailed blueprint which underpins that simple expression for 
positive social change. Hopefully, people reading and using New Age 
Globalization as a source of intellectual understanding, as a reference, or 
as a text, will find that it also makes a difference in helping to conceptual
ize, and possibly work to build a more rational, just, and humane world. 

Janet Kelly Moen 
Bemidji State University 

116 



Madelyne Camrud. Oddly Beautiful. Moorhead, MN: New Rivers Press, 
2013. Pp. 83, $14.95 pb. 

Madelyne Camrud 's collection of poems, Oddly Beautiful, wastes no time 
in getting to its subject matter; on its cover is a painting by the multi-tal
ented Camrud of horses galloping out of control, trying to escape. In the 
poems that follow, Camrud shares her husband's tragic decline. Once the 
hero of her youth, now a prisoner of Lewy body dementia, she describes 
him as the "man who tossed a little girl repeatedly into the air, caught her 
before the last time he missed ." 

In the first of three sections, simply titled, Part One, she confesses her 
initial denial that something is amiss: "Friends say you are changing and I 
just keep walking . ... " Camrud's special acumen lies in her evocative 
descriptions of living within the subsequent shroud of sorrow: "Winter is 
endless when you're in it. ... " The reader who has walked this path will 
tear with recollection. Those who have been spared will feel the "logs, 
moss-covered, half gone from decay" over which she stumbles. 

Part Two plunges Camrud from the realization that her marriage bed 
is "no longer sacred" to wishing she could, with one swipe of her hus
band's razor, shave the plaque from his brain. Stunned by the anguish of 
mourning the living, she evokes the "moon, its ring a sign the cold will 
stay a long time." She wasn't recruited as a caregiver, she tells the reader; 
she didn't apply for the job; the job found her and made her into "the per
son I don ' t want to be." 

She honors the varied aspects of this journey through the words she 
chooses and those she omits. Her use of white space, inches of pregnant 
wordlessness , is eloquent. "How do the grieving grieve?" she asks after 
one such bout of emptiness. Most poignant of her revelations is her 
admission that she survives by forgetting the expressions of the love in 
which she once basked . 

Part Three features the only poem of the collection presented in six 
sections: "The Way You Leave" delineates the mounting turmoil that cul
minates in Camrud's reluctant letting go. Ultimately, her husband will 
know the finality of his disease, while she will be left to conquer alone
ness. Again, nature, in the form of a small bird, heals when it "breathes 
love into the night. " Camrud's collection delivers what it promises: a 
fragile and odd beauty. 

Catherine Gentile 
Yarmouth, Maine 
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Editor's Notes 
William Stafford (1914 -1993) might be the most prolific and beloved 
American poet . He was born in Hutchinson , Kansas, served in the 
Civilian Public Service during World War II, and earned a BA and an MA 
at the University of Kansas and a PhD at the University of Iowa. He was 
the Poetry Consultant to Congress (a position now known as the Poet 
Laureate) from 1970 to 1971, and he was later appointed Poet Laureate of 
Orgeon. He served on the faculty at Lewis and Clark College in Portland, 
Oregon, from 1948-1980. Among his awards are the 1963 National Book 
Award for Traveling Through the Dark, and the Shelley Award from the 
Poetry Society of America . 

This issue of the quarterly recognizes and celebrates Stafford's contin
uing influence. 

CALL FOR PAPERS: 

North Dakota Quarter ly (NDQ), Volume 80, Number 2 
Special Issue: Slow 

Guest Editors: William Caraher (University of North Dakota) 
and A. Rebecca Rozelle -Stone (University of North Dakota) 

North Dakota Quarterly , an interdisciplinary , peer-reviewed journal, 
seeks contributions for a special issue on the theme of "Slow." In recent 
years, there has been increasing attention paid to slowing down various 
aspects of our lives as we attempt to navigate a fast-paced , instantaneous
ly gratifying , highly technologized, and digital milieu. The "slow move
ment" has become a distinct cultural presence, affecting our thinking 
about food, art, design, religion , travel, parenting, recreation , pedagogy, 
and more . We invite non-fiction essays, short fiction pieces, poems, and 
artistic images that address or are inspired by this concept of "slow" and 
its emerging importance. We are interested in perspectives on the signifi
cance of "slow" from a diversity of disciplines, including : art, cultural 
studies, history , literature , philosophy , religious studies , and sciences , 
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among others. Non -fiction submissions should be written for a broad 
audience. Length: Non -fiction essays and fiction writing should be no 
longer than 6,000 words, inclusive of notes. 

Deadline : October 1, 2014 

Send hard copy submissions to: 
Slow Issue 
North Dakota Quarterly 
Merrifield Hall Room 110 
276 Centennial Hall, Stop 7209 
Grand Forks, ND 58202-7209 

Or send electronic submissions and all inquires to the following email : 
Rebecca Rozelle -Stone at: adrian.rozelle@email.und.edu 
with subject heading: "Slow Issue NDQ" 

North Dakota Quarterly is a peer-reviewed , interdisciplinary journal pub
lished four times per year by the College of Arts and Sciences of the 
University of North Dakota . It is indexed in Humanities International 
Complete , the annual MLA Bibliography I, among others, which may be 
found in libraries across North America . Interim Editor: Sharon Carson 
(University of North Dakota) 

Cover Date 

Yes, our calendars , probably like yours, read 2014, and this issue of NDQ 
is the second in Volume 79 of 2012. All subscribers receive four issues 
per year, and eventually we hope that those years will be the same as on 
your calendars and date-obsessed magazines and newspapers. 

03. 

Please Note: Reading Period For Fiction and Poetry 

In order to better manage the flow of submissions, we now read fiction 
and poetry from September through May. Fiction and poetry received at 
other times will be returned umead. 

Please also note that we do not accept nor do we read simultaneous sub
missions of poetry . We are quite diligent about judging poems quickly . 
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Bulletin of the McGrath Regiment 

In the Spirit of the Marsh Street Irregulars, Documenting and Celebrating 
the Life and Work of Tom McGrath and His Circle, Broadly Conceived, 
and Dedicated to Acts of Armed Revolutionary Memory to Draw the 
American Working Class Out of Its Persistent Vegetative State and to 
Resume Its Historic Mission. 

We welcome short articles, reviews, documents, photographs, notes 
and queries, news and announcements, reports on meetings, conferences, 
centers and archives, letters, arguments, controversies, harmonies .. .. 
This is a print publication, generally four pages per issue, distributed 
gratis by postal mail to any address in the world, though modest cash 
donations are always welcome. 

Editor: Fred Whitehead, P. 0. Box 5224, Kansas City, KS 66119 USA. 
Telephone: (913) 342-6379. E-mail: fredwh@swbell.net. 

G,l 

Sea Changes: Books That Mattered 

Just as they provide pleasure and prompt criticism, books have a role in 
the developmental history of their readers. For the impact of a book 
depends not only on how it is read but when. Many books fortify or deep
en the beliefs of readers; others prompt adaptive responses-that is, the 
newly read text is fitted to its reader's fund of knowledge and experience. 
Encounters with some texts, however, amount to a sea change in the lives 
of their readers. They produce fundamental reorientations of belief, under
standing, and purpose. North Dakota Quarterly publishes occasional 
accounts of books that mattered, books that produced a sea change in their 
readers . These personal essays have been about well-known books like 
Jack Kerouac's On the Road and lesser known ones such as George 
Morgan's The Human Predicament. As one contributor has proposed, 
books that matter "liberate the reader from a parochial view of experience 
... and usher their readers into a fuller understanding of self, society, and 
culture." NDQ continues to invite contributions of personal essays on a 
book or books that mattered. 

Explore ... Endure ... Evolve ... 
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Contributors 

Ryan Allen is an Assistant Professor of Modern Languages and the 
Director of the Writing Center and Honors Program at Briar Cliff 
University. He also serves as the nonfiction editor for The Briar Cliff 
Review. His writing has appeared in Under the Sun, A Prairie Journal, 
South Dakota Review, Platte Valley Review, The Louisville Review, and 
the Oregon Literary Review, among others. He lives in Sioux City, Iowa, 
with his wife and two sons. 

Abayomi Animashaun 's poems have appeared in such journal s as 
African American Review, Cortland Review, and Diode. His collection of 
poems, The Giving of Pears, won the 2008 Hudson Prize and is available 
through Black Lawrence Press. 

Jacob M. Appel is the author of two novels, The Man Who Wouldn't 
Stand Up (2012) and The Biology of Luck (2013), and a short story collec
tion, Scouting for the Reaper (2014). His short fiction has appeared in 
more than two hundred literary publications, most recently Sonora 
Review, Subtropics , and Pleiades. He practices medicine in New York 
City and teaches at the Gotham Writers' Workshop. More at: 
<www.jacobmappel.com>. 

An 0. Henry Award story writer, Thomas Fox Averill is Writer -in
Residence at Washburn University of Topeka , KS. His novel, rode, pub
lished by the University of New Mexico Press, was named Outstanding 
Western Novel of 2011 as part of the Western Heritage Awards. His 
recent work, Garden Plots, consists of poems, meditations, and short
short stories about gardens , gardeners , garden design , plants, and the 
human relationship to nature. His next novel, due out in August of 2014, 
is "A Carol Dickens Christmas." 

During the dozen years that Graham Barnes knew William Stafford, 
they took some great long car trips together. The poems here reflect those 
years. Others of Barnes' poems appear in magazines and three chapbooks. 
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He was an early Hong Kong International School teacher and taught 
across the western U.S. as well. 

K. L. Barron currently lives and writes in the Flint Hills and teaches 
writing and literature at Washburn University in Topeka, KS. Her work 
has appeared in New Letters, The Bennington Review, Little Balkans 
Review, and terrain.org , among others. Her most recent poetry and non
fiction are out or forthcoming in Voices of the Great Plains, Begin Again, 
and Echoes from the Prairie. As with William Stafford, she has a weak
ness for landscapes. 

Stephen K. Bauer holds an MFA from Vermont College and teaches at 
Babson College, where he also directs the Rhetoric Program. His work 
has appeared in American Fiction, Tennis Magazine, Sewanee Review, 
South Dakota Review, Prairie Schooner, and elsewhere. His essay, 
"Reading the Currents," was anthologized in Best of Prairie Schooner: 
Personal Essays . 

Roy J. Beckemeyer is a retired engineer who currently edits a scientific 
journal. His poems have recent ly appeared in Midwest Quarterly, Nebo, 
Mikrokosmos, Coal City Review , and in the anthologies Begin Again: 150 
Kansas Poems (Woodley Press, 2011) and To the Stars through 
Difficulties: A Kansas Renga in 150 Voices (Mammoth Press, 2012). 

Kristin Berger is the author of a poetry chapbook For the Willing 
(Finishing Line Press, 2008) and former editor at VoiceCatcher . She has 
been awarded Writers Residency -Fellowships from The H. J. Andrews 
and Experimental Forest and Playa at Summer Lake, Oregon. Her recent 
poetry and non-fiction appear in Camas, Cirque, Terrain.org, Forest Log 
(Spring Creek Project), and Windfall. She lives in Oregon. More work and 
projects may be found at <www.kristinberger.wordpress.com>. 

Nora E. Derrington holds a BA from Boston University and an MFA 
from the University of New Mexico. She teaches at Washburn University 
in Topeka, Kansas. Her work has previously appeared in seveneightfive 
magazine and Blue Mesa Review. 

George Drew is the author of five poetry collections, the most recent of 
which is The View from Jackass Hill (Texas Review Press, 2011), winner 
of the 2010 X. J. Kennedy Poetry Prize . His sixth, "Fancy's Orphan," will 
be published in 2015 by Tiger Bark Press, and "Down and Dirty," a final-
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ist for the 2013 Robert Phillips Chapbook Prize, will be published in late 
fall 2014 by Texas Review Press. 

Mary Dudley received a master's degree in English from SUNY/Stony 
Brook before moving to Albuquerque , New Mexico , where she earned a 
PhD in child development across cultures . She has worked with young 
children and their families for many years. Her poetry has appeared in 
numerous publications and won prizes in New Mexico . 

Gretchen Fletcher's poetry has been published in numerous journals and 
anthologies including upstreet, Chattahoochee Review , Inkwell, and Mid
American Poetry Review . She won the Poetry Society of America's Bright 
Lights , Big Verse competition and was projected on the Jumbotron as she 
read her poem in Times Square. Her chapbooks, That Severed Cord and 
The Scent of Oranges, were published by Finishing Line Press, and one of 
her poems was nominated for a Pushcart Prize. 

Karin L. Frank is an award-winning author who lives on a farm in the 
Kansas City area. Her work has been published in a wide variety of 
venues both in the U.S. and abroad. Her first book of poems, A Meeting of 
Minds , was released in April 2012. 

Regina Gort is a poet and chef who prefers thimbelberries to huckleber
ries . Tim Gort is a poet and surfer who prefers fiddleheads to asparagus . 
Together they raise three daughters while foraging for poetry in the Upper 
Peninsula of Michigan. 

Jeff Gundy's sixth book of poems is Somewhere Near Defiance , just 
released by Anhinga . His fourth prose book, Songs from an Empty Cage: 
Poetry, Mystery, Anabapatism, and Peace (Cascadia) appeared in 2013. 
Recent work also appears in Nimrod, Shenandoah , Image , The Sun, 
Kenyon Review Online, Georgia Review , and Christian Century. A former 
Fulbright Lecturer in American Studies at the University of Salzburg , he 
teaches at Bluffton University in Ohio. 

Raylene Hinz-Penner grew up in the Cimarron River basin on Dust 
Bowl land east of Liberal, Kansas , bordering the Oklahoma panhandle. 
She has spent her professional years teaching English in Kansas at Bethel 
College and Washburn University. She writes about the deep history of 
the land and its inhabitants wherever she finds herself. 
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Meg Hutchinson grew up in the Berkshire hills of W estem Massachusetts. 
She is an award-winning songwriter, poet, and recording artist on Red 
House Records and tours widely in North America and Europe. She is a 
mental health advocate and speaks about recovery at conferences, schools, 
and hospitals . She lives in Boston and has returned to night hiking after 
recently adopting a rescue dog. <www.meghutchinson.com> . 

D.R. James is the author of the poetry collection Since Everything Is All 
I've Got (March Street Press) and three poetry chapbooks (Finishing Line 
Press and Pudding House). A fourth, "Why War," is due out in May 2014 
(Finishing Line). Poems have appeared in various anthologies including 
Poetry in Michigan/Mic higan in Poetry (New Issues) and magazines such 
as Hotel Amerika, Oberon, Passager, Rattle, Ruminate, and Sycamore 
Review. He lives in Holland, Michigan , where he's been teaching writing, 
literature , and peace -making at Hope College for nearly thirty years. 

Richard Levine is delighted to be in this issue, "as Stafford's poetry and 
pacifism have been a great influence on my work and outlook. I discov
ered his writing the week I returned from Vietnam 45 years ago." He 
recently participated in a centennial celebration of Stafford's life and 
work at Bright Hill Center, in Treadwell, NY. His books include: "The 
Cadence of Mercy" (forthcoming), A Tide of a Hundred Mountains, That 
Country's Soul, A Language Full of Wars and Songs, and Snapshots from 
a Battle. 

Denise Low, Kansas Poet Laureate 2007-2009, published an updated edi
tion of William Stafford's Kansas Poems with expanded interviews and 
essays (Woodley 1990 and 2010) . Her Ghost Stories, poetry, won a 
Kansas Notable Book and The Circle of Minneapolis best Native 
American Books of 2010. Natural Theologies: Essays is from Backwaters 
Press (2011 ). Her book "Melange Block" is forthcoming from Red 
Mountain Press. Recent writings appear in American Life in Poetry, 
Virginia Quarterly Review, New Letters, Yellow Medicine Review, 
Yukhika-latuhse (She tells us stories), Coal City Review, and others. She 
taught at Haskell Indian Nations University, where she founded the cre
ative writing program. She and her husband Thomas Weso co-publish a 
small literary press, Mammoth Publications, which specializes in Central 
Plains and indigenous authors. <www.deniselow.com>. 

Christina Lux has poetry forthcoming in "A Ritual to Read Together: 
Poems in Conversation with William Stafford." Her work has also 
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appeared on NPR, in Women's Studies Quarterly , and the Delmarva 
Review, as well as in other journals and anthologies. 

Gerald McCart hy's recent poetry appears in The Chaffin Review , Italian 
Americana, Third Wednesday , I-70 Review, and House Organ. In June 
2013, he was selected to participate in an NEH Institute on African 
American History and Culture in the Georgia Lowcountry at the Georgia 
Historical Society in Savannah , Georgia . 

Philip Metres is the author of a number of books and chapbooks, includ
ing A Concordance of Leaves (Diode 2013) , abu ghraib arias (Flying 
Guillotine 2011 ), To See the Earth (Cleveland State, 2008), and Behind 
the Lines: War Resistance Poetry on the American Homefront since 1941 
(University of Iowa 2007). His work has appeared in Best American 
Poetry and has garnered two NEA fellowships , the Thomas J. Watson 
Fellowship, four Ohio Arts Council Grants , the Beatrice Hawley Award 
(for the forthcoming "Sand Opera"), the Anne Halley Prize, the Arab 
American Book Award , the Creative Workforce Fellowship , and the 
Cleveland Arts Prize. He teaches literature and creative writing at John 
Carroll University in Cleveland, OH. See <www.philipmetres .com> and 
<behindthelinespoetry.blogspot.com> for more information . 

Caryn Mirriam-Goldberg , Kansas Poet Laureate Emeritus, is the author 
of 16 books, including a novel, a non-fiction book on the Holocaust, a 
bioregional memoir on cancer and community , and four poetry collec
tions. Founder of Transformative Language Arts at Goddard College 
where she teaches, Mirriam -Goldberg also leads writing workshops, par
ticularly for people living with serious illness and their caregivers. With 
singer Kelley Hunt , she co -leads writing and singing retreats. 
<www .CarynMirriamGoldberg .com>. 

Juan J. Morales is the author of Friday and the Year that Followed , and 
his poems have most recently appeared in Crab Orchard Review, Sugar 
House Review, Iron Horse Literary Review, and others . He is the editor of 
Pilgrimage Magazine , a CantoMundo Fellow , and the Director of 
Creative Writing at Colorado State University -Pueblo where he also 
curates the SoCo reading Series . 

Oregon's sixth Poet Laureate , Paulann Petersen has six full-length books 
of poetry , most recently Understory from Lost Horse Press. She was a 
Stegner Fellow at Stanford University and received the 2006 Holbrook 
Award from Oregon Literary Arts. She serves on the board of Friends of 
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William Stafford , organizing the January Stafford Birthday Events. Her 
web site is <www .paulann .net.> 

Dan Pohl instructs English composition at Hutchinson Community 
College in Hutchinson, Kansas . Woodley Press published his first book of 
poetry Autochthonous: Found in Place in late 2013 . He lives in 
Moundridge, KS, and writes poems and prose poems. He judged the 2013 
Nelson Poetry Book Contest. He has work in two 2013 anthologies : Begin 
Again: 15 0 Kansas Poems (Woodley Press) and To the Stars through 
Difficulties (Mammoth Publications), both edited by past Kansas Poet 
Laureate Caryn Mirriam -Goldberg. A sampling of his poems can be found 
online at <kansaspoets.com> . 

Kevin Rabas co-directs the creative writing program at Emporia State 
University and edits Flint Hills Review . He has four books: Bird 's Horn , 
Lisa 's Flying Electric Piano , a Kansas Notable Book and Nelson Poetry 
Book Award winner, Sonny Kenner 's Red Guitar, and Spider Face: Stories. 

Matthew J. Spireng 's book What Focus Is was published in 2011 by 
Word Press . His book Out of Body won the 2004 Bluestem Poetry Award 
and was published in 2006 by Bluestem Press at Emporia State 
University . His chapbooks are : Clear Cut; Young Farmer; Encounters ; 
Inspiration Point, winner of the 200 Bright Hill Press Poetry Chapbook 
Competition; and Just This. 

Robert Stewart won a National Magazine Award in 2008 for editorial 
achievement in the essay category (he was a finalist for that award in 
2007) from the American Society of Magazine Editors . Poems have 
appeared in Iowa Review, Denver Quarterly , Poetry Northwest , Prairie 
Schooner , Miramar , Stand , Notre Dame Review , Literary Review, and 
other magazines . Books include Outside Language: Essays (Helicon Nine 
Editions, a finalist in the PEN Center USA Literary Awards for 2004; 
winner of the 2004 Thorpe Menn Award), Plumbers (poems , BkMk 
Press), and others. He is editor of New Letters magazine, BkMk Press , 
and New Letters on the Air, a nationally syndicated literary radio program 
at the University of Missouri-Kansas City. 

Tim Suermondt is the author of two full-length collections: Trying to 
Help the Elephant Man Dance (Backwaters Press, 2007) and Just 
Beautiful (New York Quarterly Books , 2010). He has published poems in 
Poetry, Georgia Review , Blackbird, Able Muse, Prairie Schooner, P ANK , 
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Bellevue Literar y Review , and Stand Magazine (U.K.) , and has poems 
forthcoming in Mudlark, Taos Journal of Poetry and Art, and Plume 
Poetry Journal , among others. After many years in Queens and Brooklyn, 
he has moved to Cambridge with his wife, the poet Pui Ying Wong. 

Fred Whitehead is a contributing editor for NDQ and lives in Kansas 
City, Kansas . 

Linda Whittenberg began writing poetry after retirement from Unitarian 
Universalist ministry . Her poems stretch from Illinois farm country to 
both coasts and across the Atlantic to Ireland, home of her ancestors . Her 
first two books , Tender Harvest and Dying Can Wait, were published in 
2009. Somewhere in Ireland , inspired by personal discoveries during trav
el in Ireland, launched at Writers' Week in Listowel , County Kerry , 
Ireland, in 2012. "Let Nothing Be Lost " will be published by Aldrich 
Press in late 2014. Individual poems have appeared in numerous publica
tions both in the U.S . and in other countries. She lives near Santa Fe, NM , 
where she plays rancher with husband Robert Wilber. 
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Call for Submissions: Honoring Robert W. Lewis 

In honor of long -time editor Robert W. Lewis, who passed away in 
August 2013, North Dakota Quarterly plans an issue to celebrate his life, 
work, and interests. 

We especially ask for submissions that speak to Bob's longtime schol
arly, humanistic, and community commitments: American and interna
tional literature, the work of Ernest Hemingway, progressive politics, 
American Indian studies, birding, regional history, natural science, art, 
poetry, and music, and of course his many decades working with students 
at the University of North Dakota, as editor of the North Dakota 
Quarterly, and as a founding visionary for the North Dakota Museum of 
Art. Our hope is that the Tribute Issue will serve to honor Bob Lewis and 
the many people, places, and cultural issues that he cared so deeply about. 

Please send contributions to: 
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Tribute Issue 
North Dakota Quarterly 
Merrifield Hall Room 110 
276 Centennial Hall-Stop 7209 
Grand Forks ND 58202-7209 

Deadline: April 30, 2014 
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