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ThC S aVing S on Lance Twitchell

A winter’s eve in Skagway, Alaska. The air moves over the earth’s surface, pushed
along by a warming southern breeze. Within the town itself, there is no motion
and little noise, only an occasional dog bark to defy the silence. Stillness beneath
the black of night sky, which houses millions of stars, a few of which twinkle and
change their hue. To look at this scene, from afar, one may be looking at a photo-
graph rather than a living community.

Far out upon a spit, jutting out onto the cold, calm sea, the lights of the ferry
terminal cast a yellow tint over the paved parking lot and the floating dock made
of metal and concrete. This small town is built on industry, and image is its prod-
uct; though through the winter months the busy port slows and rests, preparing
for the summer of chaos, retail, and sale of fabrication known as the tourist season.

Long ago, this place was a gateway to the interior, where winter winds would
drive temperatures plummeting well below zero. Trails into the interior required
snowshoes and thick skin, determination and absolute will. This place is Lingit
country, though none would know by the social climate of modern day Skagway.

One hundred and sixteen years ago, three men hiked back from trading in
the interior community of Natasahéeni, now known as Carcross. The men spoke
loudly to each other, in Lingit, a language rooted deep in the back of the throat
and fully entwined with the land. They told stories of previous trips into the
interior, sometimes returning with a full load of moose and caribou meat, skins
and furs; other times coming home with light loads, knowing that compensation
would come the next season.

Summers were always the best time for making the trip north, but sometimes it
was hard to resist the taste of moose meat in the fall. They knew the dangers that
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Fishing Again Ralph Mackie

The obnoxious alarm burst into my dreams. I reluctantly sat up and rolled
out of my bunk, stumbled over to the galley steps, and reached up to swat at the
plastic wind up clock. I blinked hard. It was 3:30 am, and time to get going. I
pulled on my jeans, slipped into my deck shoes and climbed up into the galley. I
was aboard my 42 foot salmon troller, the Neskowin, anchored in Warren Cove off
the west coast of Prince of Wales Island in Southeast Alaska. I had made the four
hour run out from Craig the evening before, and had been up half the night tying
up the last of my fishing gear. It was August 15, 1994, and commercial trolling for
King and Coho salmon was reopening after a ten-day closure.

As I stepped onto the back deck to urinate over the side, a hint of daylight was
beginning to glow over the mountains to the east. The sky was calm, promising
a nice day on the ocean. Pilot house lights were coming on in some of the other
boats around me as I went back inside and flipped the switch for the auto-pulse
on my oil stove. It jumped in response, and diesel began seeping into the stove’s
burner pot. I tore off a piece of paper towel and twisted it tightly into a 3-inch
wick, flicked my lighter and dropped the flaming paper into the burner. I watched
for a moment to make sure it had caught, replaced the cover, and headed back
down into the fo’csle. The warm oily air washed over my face as I opened the en-
gine room door. Big diesel engines dont cool down much in the four or five hours
that most trollers sleep at night, which is good because they fire up easily as soon
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Excerpt from a travel memoir:
Sketches from East Africa. Elizabeth Cuadra

(northern Tanzania, February 1996)
The Masai

We are approaching a Masai village, somewhere between Manyara and Seren-
geti. We can see for miles across the rolling grasslands with rarely a solitary large
tree, usually an acacia. The village is the only man-made thing in sight except the
narrow road we're traveling. Anita has explained that the chief of this village gains
a little cash income for his people by allowing small safari groups to visit, take
pictures and watch a traditional Masai dance. She says she has made the arrange-
ments, if we are willing to pay the chief’s fee of $11 from each of us. Our reply is a
unanimous, eager yes.

The village is a typical Masai village, we are told. It is circular and very small,
perhaps 100 or 150 feet in diameter. Two concentric fences form an inner and an
outer ring. The fences are made of slender wooden poles tied together vertically,
with thorny branches from acacia trees laid against the outside of the outer fence.
The huts occupy the space between the inner and outer fences. The huts are rough-
ly oval in shape, no more than 12 to 15 feet in the longest dimension. They are
made of the same kind of slender wooden poles as in the fences, and their outside
surfaces are covered with a mixture of mud and cattle manure, applied when wet
and left to dry. There is a distinctive smell, slightly acrid, which I suppose ema-
nates from the dung on the roofs, dampened by the recent rain showers. Some in
our safari group wrinkle their noses a bit at the smell, but to me it is not unpleas-
ant, just familiar, because I was raised on a farm. The smell seems to follow the
individuals — perhaps the women have had to work on repairing the roofs recently
because of the rain. I can’t help wondering if we smell strange to them, too.

Anita explains to us, as she introduces the village chief, that he has five wives
and 18 children, all living in this village, and that the entire small village is made
up of this large family. I look around the circle of huts, see that there is no obvious
difference among them in size or any other respect, and conclude that the chief
lives just as simply as all the others do.

The young men, in their usual pink and orange flowing robes and with spears in
hand, form themselves into a cluster as they prepare to perform their dance. The
young women, wearing their beaded necklaces (in blue, black and silver), some of
them wearing the large flat beaded collars I have seen before in pictures, form into
another cluster nearby. The rest of the villagers stand aside to watch. The young
men begin to chant, a capella, without drums or other rhythm instruments, just
the thump of their bare feet against the ground. As their voices merge and the beat
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Single Word Title (because anything

else just isn’t ambiguous enough) Josh Carrer

Verse 1

Pretentious!
Portentous!
What was that word?

Spellbinding!
Preposterous!
Am I being absurd?

If I wrap it up tight

And rhyme it just right

(oops, I broke the scheme)
They’ll talk about me over coffee
All through the night.

Because guess what?
I’'m deep.
Do you see what I mean?

No?
Exactly.

Poetic license is my contention.

(it’s not just that I lack attention)

I defy the mainstream!

Break new ground!

Yeah, that’s right—I'm being profound.

Free verse!

What’s a sonnet?

Isn’t blank the same?

Troches? Iambs? Little feet?

What of this “meter” that you speak?
Pshh, my art’s beyond the norm!
(isn’t pentameter the devil’s form?)
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Ideal Woman Blues

Andrew Hope 11T

I need a Christian psychologist
With a lot of issues

One who likes group therapy
And does a lot of analyzing
Are you green/gold?

Are you blue/green?

My wish is that,

Maybe someday;,

She’ll learn the art of healing
Half Native

Half White

A striking beauty

Intelligent

Selfish

She loves a good argument
Insecure

Independent

Mean

Naive

Spiritual

Bitter sometimes

Family oriented

Yet incapable of bonding

I want a lady that says the opposite of what
She really means
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Biographies

Jesse Alleva is a sophomore at the University of Alaska Southeast. He has written
articles for the Anchorage Daily News and is a playwright. He lives in Juneau,
Alaska, but is originally from Anchorage.

Valerie Barrios Cagle is a freelance writer and mother of four living on Prince of

Wales Island in Southeast Alaska. She has been published in Mothering, New

Moon, and others, and writes a regular column for Southeast Alaska’s Island News.

She can be reached at nycsquirrels@hotmail.com.

Dick Callahan came to Alaska with $400 in 1981 and moved to Juneau a year
later because Southeast is where the marine mammals are. His background
includes degrees in biology and education from the University of Alaska and his
work as a commercial diver, fisherman, naturalist and merchant seaman. He’s
recorded whales since the mid-1980s with the enthusiastic support of his wife
and two children.

Josh Carter (Universitus studensis juneaua) is a rare subspecies of Juneauite. He is
critically endangered and his population in the wild is probably lower than 500.
Breeding programs are currently underway to save him from extinction, but he
has yet to reproduce in captivity.

Nina Chordas grew up in a Russian speaking family where poetry was often read
aloud. She holds a degree in Community Studies from the University of Cali-
fornia, Santa Cruz, and degrees in English from the Universities of Idaho and
Oregon. She currently serves as Assistant Professor of English at UAS, Juneau.

Carol Coyle studies biology and poetry in Juneau, Alaska.

Elizabeth Cuadra is a retired Juneau lawyer, and has lived in Juneau for the past
quarter-century. While in law school she helped edit the Virginia Journal of In-
ternational Law. Her free-lance articles often appear in Senior Voice. Some of her
poems and literary nonfiction have appeared in 7he Christian Science Monitor,
Alaska Women Speak, Explorations 2001, the Alaska Bar Rag, Lucidity, the anthol-
ogy Tapestries 2006, on several literary Web sites, and as part of Juneau’s 2006
and 2007 Poetry Omnibus projects.

Richard Dauenhauer, born was born in 1942 and has lived in Alaska since 1969.
Since coming to Alaska, much of his professional work has focused on applied
folklore and linguistics in the study, materials development, and teacher training
of and for Alaska Native languages and oral literature. He has taught at Alaska
Methodist University and Alaska Pacific University in Anchorage, and part time
at the University of Alaska Southeast in Juneau. He is married to Nora Marks
Dauenhauer. He currently lives in Juneau and works as a free-lance writer and
consultant in addition to his teaching.
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Laurie Eckhout grew up in Juneau (a long time ago) and became interested in
poetry as an adult after taking classes at UAS. Her hobbies include gardening,
painting and Sylvia Plath. She manages a data entry business from her home.
This spring, she is taking classes after a ten year hiatus.

Cheryle Enloe is a Tlingit woman of the Eagle moiety, Kaagwaantaan clan. Cher-
yle was born in the Territory of Alaska and calls Sitka home. She is employed
in the Communications Department of SEARHC Mt. Edgecumbe Hospital.
Cheryle says her bachelor’s degree in Environmental Science reflects her love for
nature and the great outdoors.

Helena Fagan: I have spent my life as an educator, most recently as adjunct
faculty at UAS and as a consultant. Finally, I am finding more time for writing
and recently completed a novel for middle school readers and have two more
adolescent novels in the works. I am addicted to the buzz in coffee shops where
overheard tidbits often provide inspiration for stories and poems and it makes
complete sense to me that this story takes place primarily in a coffee shop, even
if P'm not a mocha gal myself.

Robert Fagen (Juneau, AK) — Bob’s poetry has appeared in Blue Unicorn, in
Common Ground, and on the Alaska website for National Poetry Month 2006.
Author of a novel, 7he Pawless Papers, from Orchises Press, and a scientific work,
Animal Play Behavior (Oxford), he is a retired UAF professor and sometime
UAS student. Current interests include natural history, dance, choreography, the
scientific study of animal play, and, especially, writing.

Ernestine Hayes, author of Blonde Indian, An Alaska Native Memoir, is a member
of the Wolf House of the Kaagwaantaan. She teaches creative writing, Native lit-
erature, and freshman seminar at the University of Alaska Southeast. Her current
projects include a novel, a children’s book, and a collection of essays.

Patrice Helmar is a fourth generation Alaskan born and raised in Juneau. She
studied poetry and creative writing with Oregon’s poet laureate Lawson Fusao
Inada at Southern Oregon University. She received an English degree with
emphasis in creative writing and American literature. Patrice currently lives in
Juneau and works as a bartender, performing artist, and advocate for children
with special needs.

Andrew Hope III, Xhaastanch (A pod of killer whales coming down in a wave),
was born and raised in Sitka. He has been a Juneau resident for almost twenty
years. He is a Tlingit, a member of the Sik’'naxh.ddi (Grindstone People) clan.
His clan house is X’haan Hit (Red Clay House).

Kristan Hutchison has been a journalist on both sides of the world and now lives
in Juneau, where she teaches journalism, organizes the Poetry OmniBus project

and leads a weekly Writer’s Workshop.
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Daniel Kantak lives in Juneau Alaska. He is a spoken-word artist, visual artist,
lyrist, and poet. He loves to cook but is much better with metaphors than sauces.
Daniel is currently employed by the Department of Health and Social Services
where he serves as a state wide safety officer.

Diana Kelm is a retired English teacher and editor. She moved to Alaska from
Michigan in 1969 and has lived in Southeast over 30 years. She resides in Haines
and works part time for the Chilkat Valley News and the Haines Visitor Center.
She enjoys writing poetry and creating visual arts.

Aleria Jensen is a fourth generation Alaskan and grew up on Douglas Island. She
currently lives in Juneau where she works as a federal marine mammal special-
ist. Her work has been previously published in the Alaska Quarterly Review, the
Potomac Review, and the Alaska Southeaster Magazine.

Naomi Judd likes to spend her time either hiking in the White Mountains of New
Hampshire or the coastal mountains in Juneau. This spring she will graduate
from Plymouth State University with a degree she created, concentrating in out-
door writing. Naomi won the Sally Boland Scholarly Essay Prize this spring for
her essay titled, “American Mountain Women: On a Footpath All Their Own.”
She has enjoyed spending a year on exchange at UAS, and will most likely return
to Juneau in the summer.

Daniel Kantak lives in Juneau Alaska. He is a spoken-word artist, visual artist,
lyrist, and poet. He loves to cook but is much better with metaphors than sauces.
Daniel is currently employed by the Department of Health and Social Services
where he serves as a state wide safety officer.

Diana Kelm is a retired English teacher and editor. She moved to Alaska from
Michigan in 1969 and has lived in Southeast over 30 years. She resides in Haines
and works part time for the Chilkat Valley News and the Haines Visitor Center.
She enjoys writing poetry and creating visual arts.

Jonas Lamb: I have lived here in Juneau for three years though am originally from
the mid-west, a place so flat one’s imagination can't help but be overactive. When
not masquerading as a librarian I work at renovating a crooked shack on the
beach with the goal of creating a word temple in which I can drink green tea,
listen to the birds, write poems and imagine I am a Zen recluse from another era.

Kara Lunde grew up in northern Minnesota but has found her adult home be-
tween the mountains and the ocean of SE Alaska. After four great years in Ket-
chikan, she and her husband, Eric, recently took their old wooden boat to Sitka
where they work to pay tuition in the school of hand trolling.
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Ralph Mackie is a 53 year old distance student in Craig. He was born in Ketchi-
kan and except for some years of study and exploration in the 1970s, he’s lived
in Southeast Alaska his whole life. He has been a longshoreman, a commercial
fisherman, a grocery store manager, and he currently manages the Hill Bar &
Liquor Store, which has been in his family since the 1940s. He’s married with
two children. Write on!

Jeff McClain is an alumnus of the KIDD Tutorial, an undergraduate creative
writing program at the University of Oregon. He was a founding editor of Dry
Erase, an original and ongoing literary magazine, and has had his poems pub-
lished in a variety of locations. Jeff grew up in Portland, Oregon and currently
resides in Juneau.

Vivian Faith Prescott: I was born and raised in Southeast Alaska and I currently
live in both Hoonah and Sitka with my husband Howie and two Welsh Terriers,
Wilson and Annie. The beauty of Alaska’s wilderness is my muse and my writing
often reflects a sense of history, family and place.

Charles Ralston is an English major at UAS. He just bought a typewriter and will
be moving to northern California in the fall to start his novella and continue
writing poems. He also plays guitar and enjoys talking music while drinking cof-
fee.

Roman Sorokin is a third year international student from Russia. Recently, he
has obtained an Associate of Arts degree. Several of the English courses that
he’s taken over the years provided him with a good solid knowledge of English
language and did wonders for his poetry skills. Besides writing poetry, he likes to
draw, and has recently delved into 3D design and animation.

Richard Stokes: A Georgian by birth, I worked with the Alaska Department of
Environmental Conservation from 1971 until retirement in 1994. For the past
three summers I have worked as a naturalist guide for Gastineau Guiding. I have
a modest list of publications, including non-fiction, fiction and poetry. I now
live and write in Juneau with my wife, Jane, and Kerndt, the youngest of four

children.

Burn Thompson received a MFA from the University of Arizona. His poems have
been published in such magazines as Artemis, The Hollins Critic, and Margina-
lia. He lives in Juneau, Alaska.

Lance A. Twitchell was born in Skagway, Alaska,and is from the Tlingit and
Haida Indian Nations of the Northwest Coast, and the Yup’ik Native Nation
of Western Alaska. He is a writer, artist, musician, traditionalist, and a student
& teacher of Native languages. Lance’s influences range from ancestral roots to

TIDAL ECHOES 119



modern innovations, classic literature to timeless oral storytellers, and in his life
and works he seeks balance, impact, substance, and meaning. He can be found at
www.troubledraven.com

Evelyn Jervey Willburn lives in Craig, Alaska with her husband, two sons, three
dogs, and one cat. She teaches high school English for Southeast Island School
District, and is currently working on a Bachelor of Liberal Arts degree, and
emphasis on English. She loves her family, live theatre and music. She considers

herself nearly fluent in both Spanish and English.
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Tidal Echoes is a yearly showcase of writers and
artists who all have one thing in common — a
life surrounded by the rainforests and waterways
of southeastern Alaska.
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'm going to die tonight, hon,” she told him in a voice surprisingly strong.
“I can’t fight this bag of feathers any more.”
— from Ernestine Hayes’ 7he Answer Dog

“Release me from my tongue—wedged hard
upon the roof of my mouth
oh how I want the letters to flow across my palate,
tasting their colors of turquoise, red and black.”
— from Vivian Faith Prescott Struggling with My Language
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