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Kudzu is a publication whose mission is to be a creative 
literary outlet and learning experience for Hazard 
Community & Technical College students, alumni, 
faculty, staff, residents of southeastern Kentucky, and the 
larger writing community.

Disclaimer: Student publications are governed by guidelines 
published in the KCTCS / Hazard Community & Technical 
College Student Code of Conduct and the Board of Student 
Publications guidelines. Materials in Kudzu do not necessarily 
reflect the views or opinions of the college.
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Letter from the Editor

Over the past several years, Kudzu has flourished as 
a literary vehicle for not only our local talent, but also the 
welcomed creations of writers from all over the country. 
This issue marks such progress with the contributions 
of several accomplished writers and poets, whom we 
are honored to associate with Kudzu. In these pages 
you will not only read the winning story from our first 
annual Gurney Norman Prize for Short Fiction contest, 
judged by Norman himself, but also poetry chosen by 
both Kelly Norman Ellis and Frank X. Walker – the 2007 
judges of Kudzu’s annual poetry contest and the Young 
Appalachian Poets Award, respectively.

The works in this issue echo this vein of progress in 
various forms and fashions. From the bitter sadness of 
life reaching its end to the exuberance of life’s beginning 
in a young couple’s first rental; from memories that 
both haunt and fill the heart with nostalgia; from the 
innocence of childhood to the stillness of a dying family’s 
cemetery, the submissions we received this year cover all 
facets of life’s beauty, pain, joy, struggle and all the gray 
areas in between. 

I hope these literary gems make you cry, make you 
laugh, make you feel and see and become them. I hope 
they inspire you – that you will go to bed with the image 
of a lightning-bug-filled Mason jar clenched in grubby 
hands, the professor quietly strumming his guitar, the 
miners descending into darkness and the stench of sulfur. 
And I hope you awake with the same burning desire these 
authors have felt, the same need to create something real 
on the blank page that’s waiting for you – that blank page 
which holds the promise of infinite possibility.
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Special Thanks

The editors extend our thanks to the many people who 
have helped this issue flourish:

•	 Board of Student Publications Committee 
•	 Dr. R. Kathy Smoot
•	 Dr. Jay Box
•	 Tim Glotzbach
•	 Doug Fraley
•	 Fred Landrum
•	 Tom Neace 
•	 Heritage and Humanities Division of HCTC
•	 Gurney Norman
•	 Kelly Norman Ellis 
•	 Fiction contest submission readers – Randy Moon, 

Scott Lucero, Ron Reed, Esther French, and Jerry 
Michael Combs

•	 Jim Webb and Appalshop 
•	 Charles R. Slone
•	 Amelia Blossom Pegram
•	 Erik Reece
•	 Our librarian Eileen Haddix for her continuous 

and wonderful support over the years
•	 Evelyn Wood, Linda Williams, and Misty Feltner 

in the PR Office
•	 Everyone who participated in our Eating Poetry 

fundraisers

We also extend many thanks to everyone who submitted 
their work for or inquired about the 2007 issue – you are 
the driving force behind this magazine.
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Drum Call
Amelia Blossom Pegram

For Earbie Johnson

Like the ripples
from a single stone
your drum-spirit
moves in ever-widening 
circles
to encompass and move
to rhythm and song
young and old.
Through your hands
the ancient voices speak
fast pounding
victory
slow swaying
serenity.
From the depth of the drum
you scatter sounds
into kaleidoscopic patterns
catching poems into dances
learned through the
blood of our ancestors.

Originally published in Beneath the Baobab; reprinted with 
author’s permission.
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Dancing
Amelia Blossom Pegram

Balanced on stiletto heels
I was able to glide with you 
in a waltz
go with the rhythm of the foxtrot
even dip in the tango.
My chiffon-layered skirt
swirled around me in the samba.
I knew we were the center
of the universe as I mastered
the required lean-back,
your hand firm at the base of my spine
made the obligatory fixed smile
come natural.
We never missed a step
with every changing dance craze.

In my now sensible shoes,
I do well to sway to a gentle beat.

Originally published in Beneath the Baobab; reprinted with 
author’s permission.
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Wednesday at Jack Fry’s
Amelia Blossom Pegram

For Ray Johnson

Before nine o’clock, loud laughter erupts
from this table, booth, or that.
Voices intermingle across the room
deafening the solitary
perched-on-barstool customer.
Over the hum of well-fed diners
wined to raucous conversations
the music enters,
settles to a place, deep comfort.

Ray’s piano grounds
rhythms in countless variations
tune after tune.
Scotty’s horn joins,
weaves with piano
lifts to new pitch solo.
The thin applause from the customer
at the bar
cuts through the dinner cacophony.

After nine o’clock,
conversations settle
into boothed whispers.
Laughter bursts 
like soft bubbles.

A suave silver-gray man
woos a willowy blonde
with full-bodied red wine,
chateaubriand,
wadded tip for players of
unforgettable sentimental requests
to waft from piano and horns
folding into familiar jazz standards.
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Ray sharpens the air
with original compositions,
leading Scotty’s horns in improvisation
to patterned overlays
in lyrical excitement
warming to applause.

The air stills at evening’s end.

Originally published in Beneath the Baobab; reprinted with 
author’s permission.
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Interview with Amelia Blossom Pegram
Scott Lucero

Although Amelia Blossom Pegram began teaching in 
Cape Town, as a teacher/writer/musician/poet she’s 
now anchored at the University of Louisville where she 
teaches writing. Her books include Beneath the Baobab 
and Echoes Across a Thousand Years. She has witnessed 
many of the horrors South Africa had to offer and because 
of bearing such witness she has been able to give it a 
voice like no one else. Professor Pegram’s work has been 
translated into several languages and she has traveled 
the world reading her poems. We’re lucky to have her as 
a featured poet at this year’s Evening with Poets and the 
Spring Writers Conference. And Kudzu was lucky enough 
to ask her a few questions.

1)	 This	is	your	first	time	to	Hazard.	What	brings	
you here? 

My first visit to Hazard comes as a result of an 
invitation to be a part of a writers workshop. But I 
have always wanted to visit Hazard because of the 
wonderful poems Edmund August wrote about his 
home. I also feel that it will give me an opportunity to 
connect with “real” people. When I go to big cities, I 
don’t know if I am in a play because there is so much 
acting. It is hard to get to the true people. I know that 
I will learn more from the people in Hazard than I can 
teach. 

2)	 Have	you	always	been	a	poet?	Do	you	
remember	the	first	poem	you	wrote?

I cannot remember the first poem I wrote, but I do 
know that poetry was a strong part of my growing 
up. I grew up without television and radio so we used 
writing and performing as family entertainment. 
We learned and recited poems. We started with the 
Lake Poets – Wordsworth, Herrick, and in the winter 
evenings we gathered around the fireplace and 
“performed” the poems we selected. This led to writing 
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our own poems for family performances.

�) What draws you to poetry? Why a poet and 
not, say, a novelist?

I have always been drawn to the immediacy of 
poetry. I wanted to draw pictures in words and 
layer meanings with metaphor. I have written and 
published short stories as well.

�) Can you tell us a little about how you write 
poems? That is, do you write every day 
or	is	it	more	the	spontaneous	overflow	of	
emotion?

I do not “write” every day – that is if writing means 
pen to paper or the equivalent. I tend to walk around 
with poems in my head and do the editing. I usually 
refer to this process as the gestation period of the 
poem and then give birth by the writing. I write more 
in the bustle of a city rather than the tranquility of 
writers’ retreats.

�) What writers have had an impact on you? 
I grew up with the English poets because my colonial 
British education dictated that. I did not get to 
know any South African poets in my early years. 
My knowledge of those poets came after I left my 
homeland. 

�) What moves you about these particular 
poets?

I was drawn to the work of Gerard Manley Hopkins 
in high school because his rhythm – known as sprung 
rhythm – gave me a jazz connection. I also recite 
Wordsworth, Yeats and Eliot because of the pictures I 
can visualize. I also remember Stevie Smith because 
of her power in performance. The vast body of 
American poets was not introduced to me then.

�) What is the greatest poem you’ve ever read?
I certainly cannot pick the greatest poem - poems I 
return to will always have appeal at a particular time.
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�) Do you see poetry as political or artistic or 
both?

My own poetry turned to politics when I became 
involved in the struggle for freedom in South Africa. 
My poems were short so that they could be passed 
on orally. (I have been told in this country that 
my short poems might stem from laziness). The 
oral tradition was very important. Some poets in 
South Africa continued the long epic poems. I had 
a particular message to pass on. The poems were 
presented to many illiterate people who had been 
excluded from the education system. I am still drawn 
to political commentary. I also return to my roots in 
the beauty of nature and write about that. I like to 
think the political poems are also artistic. (Do we say 
van Gogh’s political statements in his work are not 
artistic?) I feel that the art comes in the form and not 
merely in the topic.

�) You use a lot of music in your readings and 
when	you	conduct	workshops.	Why	is	music	
so important to poetry?

My use of music comes out of the oral tradition. I 
did perform with music in South Africa. The poems 
needed a definite rhythm (beat) to encourage and 
facilitate a quick learning and passing on. I continued 
with the music in England, Norway, Germany, France 
and Canada before coming to this country. I feel 
strongly that rhythm is vital to poetry – I go back to 
the primal heartbeat.  My drummer has worked with 
me for over 20 years and at first didn’t know if he 
could fit in. Our working together drew him to poetry. 
In the past we also had a guitar and a flute player. I 
always ask if we go through any day without rhythm.

10) What sorts of things would you like to tell an 
aspiring poet today? What should they keep 
in mind as they write?

Any aspiring poet should be true to self. I had a great 
honor to be taught at U of L by a great poet and the 
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greatest teacher. Actually Leon Driskell moved me 
from prose to poetry. He encouraged prose, but pointed 
out the poet that needed nurturing. He wanted me to 
give voice to my true self. So I pass on to young poets 
– be true to self. We must learn the forms, but also not 
be tied down.  I suppose it is the jazz form. The jazz 
artist knows the musical forms and then can adapt 
those to the individual inspiration. Young poets and 
all poets should read the work of others.
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Surviving Winter

G.C. Compton

Before his son Boogie gut shot him with a
12-gauge pump,
Bear Man Howard ran a cobbler shop
at the foot of Abner
that smelled of cowhide leather and
boot polish.

Before Boogie emptied a load of Remington
No. 5 buckshot into his daddy’s belly,
a stuffed bear guarded the door,
his death snarl frozen, his ear the host
for a nest of wasps
that hard winter of 1959.

Before Boogie went mad and killed his
old man for voting Republican,
I got new half soles and a pair of
Cat’s Paw heels
smelling of good leather and boot polish.

Stitched and glued and cut to fit,
they kept my restless feet
from the first frost ‘til the first of May
snug and warm as a nest of wasps
in a bear’s ear.
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Dear Mama
December 1944

Robert W. Kimsey

The Major says I should write you this letter
and tell you I’m on my way home.
He says it was hard finding me with the jungle
and the fightin’ and all.

The Major says I done a good job
but I won’t get no medals
on account of I don’t exist.

Says he doesn’t have no 16-year-old boys in his army
and you was right to call the sheriff.
The Major says I got to tell you I’m sorry, and that
I’ll be home in time to work the tobacco.
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	Hard	Lessons

Robert W. Kimsey

Daddy said the first day on the job you learn the rules.

If your lunch bucket gets left topside you’re out of luck
unless the next team brings it down, 
and if the roof starts to fall, YOU RUN.
You run like Billy-be-damned for daylight.
You don’t stop for nothing.

You run like the devil hisself is breathing that cold, damp, 
black air down your neck. You run for the shaft
or the outside as fast as you can.

If you ain’t used up all your luck and you make it 
to daylight then you can turn around and look 
who’s behind you, then 
you wait for the count and see who’s not.

That day the bell-rock almost got Daddy, blowed 
his hat off, he come home after the siren, stood 
in the door of our house on the Big Sandy, white eyes 
staring from his black face.

Then he come over to me and slapped me hard.
I could see the tears makin’ creeks on his cheeks,
and he pointed his finger at me and whispered,
“Goddammit, you ain’t never goin’ in a mine.”
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Son of Superman

Amelia Martens

You are afraid of telephone booths, of changing your 
clothes; the idea of zippers, of teeth coming together 
or separating so close to skin. You are allergic to latex, 
rayon, and the color blue. There are buildings for you 
to leap, but they all look like people. Your fingers refuse 
to point your body up, up, and away. Instead of the sky, 
you trace letters lazered into headstones. None of your 
weaknesses are secret. The tabloid voices say you fear an 
archenemy that looks like your father in old movies, that 
you’ve built episodes of nightmares around a red cape 
and that lady on the evening news. They say under your 
bed you keep a list of potential threats, these include the 
letter S, and anyone who can see through metal. Inside 
your body, you believe, you are growing kryptonite. You 
are waiting to be crushed by the bullet-nose of a speeding 
train. Two days ago your home planet blew up, killing 
your human mother. Now you say your name and hear 
cancer. Now when you sit in his chair, the man tells you 
to wheel him faster. The closing sentences say you want 
to know why you can’t fly, why your (super-) power is the 
ability to make disaster.
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Dawn on Borrell Creek, Georgia, 1���
Teresa Stores

Fuzzy from girl-dreams, I step from shadow,
pine-sweet silence, to bluff, shouldering rod,
thin comfort. Sky streaks blue-pink. I follow
him over trestle bridge, shuffling prayers, God,
sneaker by sneaker, save me from slipping
between. A moccasin drops from a tie
to brown tide below divides, a splashing
hell nearer than the burning sermonized

each Sunday. I listen for freight trains. I
must not crawl on my knees like a baby,
or he will hate me, so I wish the time,
sun, self, ahead. On the far side, maybe
we’ll catch fish. God—step—please.

At last, we cast

from slick mudbank into lavender cloud
on tea-brown water. The whole world holds her
breath. Whispering marsh grasses cease, and bowed
under weight of enormous claw, fiddler

crabs freeze. And the tide, swirling, hesitates.
Like a man’s huge hand, the sun cups my head,
and the bass hits. I jerk, set hook, and fight
to reel her in. Crank, pull, crank, pull, progress
infinitesimal as tide turns. Water
that moved left to right runs left, emptying
toward the sea and sunrise. Even Father
is impressed. Later, he brags to men, mussing
my hair like a boy’s, That girl sure can fish.
I grin; she glitters like a sacrifice.
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Phenomena

Kory Wells

The men at my first real job
spit tobacco juice into Coke cans,
or smoked, or at least drank
caffeine. In the mornings
they backed into parking spaces
at the ready for day’s end.
They wore pocket protectors,
security badges, white lab coats,
spoke of deltas and sigmas,
of seven-point bucks and Silver Queen corn,
of the time Gene Carothers took
twelve hundred volts
and lived. They kept Excedrin
in their desk drawers, brought me
cucumbers and Big Boys
and Snickers, told me I was
a keeper. Recounting legends
of chickens hurled at airplane wings
in the name of flight stimulation
they calculated thrust
calibrated transducers,
carried their numbers
to the fourth decimal place,
kept coming through the gates
before seven every morning
despite scientific knowledge
that for all its beauty
a rainbow doesn’t really exist.
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Lyin’ Bill
 

Jesse Wooten

Yep, I’m it. The real deal, the straight shit. If I told 
you half of the things I’ve done you’d call me a liar, but 
it’s all true. I went hunting in Africa with Hemingway 
two years before he died. I’ve worked as a logger, a coal 
miner, a school teacher. Traveled all over the world and 
made friends everywhere I went. I was the only survivor 
of that French expedition that climbed Everest in ‘62. 
My family disowned me after I lost all of our money in 
that big explosion up on Pine Mountain. You ever been 
over HWY 421 where that big rock hangs over the road? 
There’s a million dollars in cash in a lock box under that 
rock. That was ours.

My name is Cheeks, William Erasmus Cheeks. You 
can call me Bill though, I never was one to try and put 
myself above my raisin’, in spite of some of the obvious 
advantages I’ve had. I’ve lived a very interesting life, just 
luckier than most I guess, so a lot of people don’t believe 
the stories I tell ’em, jealous I reckon.

I was born in Harlan in 1919. My daddy was Col. 
Anderson Cheeks, right hand man to Gen. “Black Jack” 
Pershing in the Great War. Had more medals and 
commendations than any man in the war ‘cept for Alvin 
York, but then ol’ dad never was as lucky as I was.

I went to the old Pine Mountain Settlement School 
and finished all twelve grades in six years. High school 
graduate at the age of twelve. Feller came down from 
Lexington wanted to give me a full scholarship to the 
University of Kentucky, but Ma and Daddy thought I was 
too young to be off on my own that way so I went to work 
in the log woods with my uncles ‘til I was sixteen and ran 
off to join the army. Had to lie about my age but I was a 
big tall young ‘un and they took me, no problem. It wasn’t 
until I was discharged in ‘31 that I got around to going 
to college. I had plenty of money by then, saved all of my 
pay and got a settlement from the government ‘cause I 
lost two toes off my right foot, stepped on a grenade tryin’ 
to save the life of the commanding officer.
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‘Course it didn’t cost me a dime to go to college, you 
understand. Showed ‘em I knowed my way around the 
classroom, got the highest score ever recorded on the 
entrance exam, and won a full scholarship. That, plus 
a bunch of fellers from the alumni association givin’ me 
cash every week so I would play football, really put me 
in good shape. I held records for most touchdowns, most 
yards gained and was supposed to be MVP but the coach’s 
son was on the team and it wouldn’t do to have me show  
‘im up, so you won’t find my name in any of the record 
books. Can’t really complain about that though. Got a 
first-rate education, finished two degrees in three years.  
The university wanted me to come back and teach but I 
had my heart set on traveling. I set out on the road on an 
old Harley Davidson that I restored myself and wound 
up crossing the southwest part of the country with the 
Hell’s Angels. You ever heard of that big shot writer from 
Louisville, Hunter Thompson? Son-of-a-bitch road with 
us for a while and stole my diary. Published it as his own 
and made a fortune, not to mention a big name for hisself.

Yeah, I’ve had it good most ways, just a few little 
things to keep my name from being right out front like 
them that knows me feel it ought to be.   

You’ll have to excuse me now; I’m going back here to 
consult with these doctors that asked me to help ‘em out 
on some of their more difficult cases. They’ve asked me to 
pretend that I’m a patient here so nobody will know that 
I’m helpin’ out. So I’m using the opportunity to do a sort 
of sociological experiment and maybe go back to school 
and get a medical degree. Not that I need to work, you 
understand. I’ve got plenty of money. 

Did I ever tell you about how Bill Gates stole 
Microsoft from me?



�� ♦ Kudzu

Digging for Roots
Barbara Dye Barron

I read the yellowed pages
of my grandpa’s letter
trying to visualize the tall
stern-featured man from my photo
writing such a warm tender letter to my papa.
He said, “Come as soon as you can
and stay a few days with us.
You and your mother can dig 
sang, mayapple, pocoon, snake root, 
and all kinds of roots.”
It was signed with X’s
across the bottom of the page,
saying here are some kisses for you all.
Because he was gone before my birth
to get to my roots 
I had to dig through boxes of letters,
old picture albums,
and courthouse records.
Like Papa and his mother
digging for sang.
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Lilac Leaves
Jo Ann Hibbs

Riding my bike up to the 
swing where my daddy sat reading the newspaper,
I said, “Fill ‘er up with Ethyl!”
He pretended to put gas in my tank
and I paid him with lilac leaves
and rode away, 
waving.
“Come back again soon,” he called.

Later 
he cut grass out of the 
cracks in the sidewalk 
with a hoe
by the light on the front of the garage.
We went inside and he 
poured 7-up in a glass that used to 
be an olive jar,
and he promised to take me up 
in his plane on Sunday.
I stood on the tops 
of his feet in the kitchen 
and we danced
while he and Sonny and Cher sang, 
“I Got You Babe.”

The next day 
when my mama told me he was gone,
I didn’t believe her.
Even in the room 
filled with all those flowers – 
huge yellow mums 
and red roses 
and blue carnations
in the shape 
of a telephone with glitter spelling 
the words “Jesus called,”
I still didn’t believe it.
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When I looked at him in the 
shiny silver-blue casket
dressed in the dark Sunday 
suit that he never wore until now,
I thought he was sleeping.
I touched his cheek, cold and gray,
and slipped my first 
grade picture in his hand to take with him
because I knew 
he would miss me.

I watched them carry him 
down the steps,
four men on each side,
and the preacher read, 
“Let not your heart be troubled”
from his Bible.
I held my mother’s hand
and we walked away and left him there
underneath all those flowers.

I rode my bike around in the driveway
but the swing was empty,
and a pile of lilac leaves 
lay on the ground underneath.
I watched it move ever 
so slightly in the breeze
and the hoe 
leaned against the garage door
silent and still.
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And	.	.	.	You	Are?
Ashley Wilson

I don’t know you anymore,
I don’t even know your name
or why you think you are important to me.
Did we love one another?
Did we share a first kiss?
Did I ask you to marry me,
or did you ask me?
Do we have any children?
What are their names?
Am I a good father?
Was I a good son?

I’m frightened and scared.

As I stand here, hand-in-hand
with you, my wife (you say),
and thank others for saving my life,
for recognizing my picture
posted on the news, 
for the whole world to see, 
I wonder . . . 

how long 
will it last this time?
How long before I get 
in my car to drive to 
work and forget that I even exist?
How long before you
give up on me, and 
tire of living with a man
who must grow to love you
every few years, over and over, 
because you say I did before?
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The kids, they look like me,
at least I think they do.
Do they love me?
What can I do?

GPS me, dog-tag me, record my life,
play it back for me, 
in case I get lost again,
so I can at least see the person I was.
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Perpetual Care
Jamie Rhein

At the top end of my family’s cemetery, in a wooded 
area marked off by a chain-link fence in southeastern 
Kentucky, is a tiny grave. “Spot Robin” carved on a rough 
cut wooden heart marks this resting place of a cat I 
never met. Once, my great-aunt Ida, the cemetery’s main 
caretaker by de-facto (she was the only one of her 10 
siblings who remained in town), pressed a black plastic 
garbage bag filled with plastic roses and carnations into 
my hand and told me to not neglect this favored pet when 
I headed up the mountain in back of her house. At each 
tombstone I was to gather up last year’s faded, dusty 
flowers and replace them with fresh—the store bought 
kind.

“Check the chain-link fence, too” was her other edict. 
Later, when I reported a fallen branch had crimped it 
on one side, she said, “I’ll call Jerry,” one of the men she 
hired to fix what fell into disrepair. 

With my great-aunt’s death, the cemetery’s fate is 
in limbo, even though it is the only place on earth that 
binds my scattered family together. We are far flung 
from Michigan to Hawaii, but if you ask one of my first-
cousins-once-removed to describe details of the graves 
nestled among oak, sycamore and dogwood trees, I 
imagine each can tell you who is buried where. The 
cemetery is where we have pointed to with certainty, 
“Here is our stake on this earth.”

As a person who has spent most of my life traipsing 
the globe with no place in particular as “home,” whenever 
I unlatch the gate to step inside its boundaries, I linger at 
each grave site like a person looking for a mooring. I note 
pairings and placements of headstones as if this careful 
eye to detail might somehow keep my family’s claim firm. 
When my great-grandparents buried their two small 
sons, the first graves, on what was once a vast amount 
of family land, they may have felt comfort knowing their 
infant boys were cradled high on the hill hidden from the 
road by centuries-old oak trees.
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The sons are the first whose stories have faded into 
the past because no one is alive who can tell their tales. 
Their youngest brother, John, the only sibling still living, 
was born after they died. This disconnect in our ancestral 
heritage is made faster by the forces that have changed 
this nook in the world—some caused by family members 
who have done what other families have done—moved 
on. When my great-grandparents established this place 
I don’t imagine they thought it would be endangered 
of being one of those spots on earth where there is no 
account.

Some might say it’s the highway’s fault. It zips past 
the town’s turn-off a good two miles away. And, in the 
name of progress, a strip mall was built four miles off 
in another direction, both a part of the town’s death 
knell. Sure, the town still lets out sighs and coughs to let 
people know its still there, but the only two places to get 
a meal still within its borders are the drug store’s lunch 
counter and the Mighty Mart gas station that dishes up 
homemade soup and sandwiches in between servings of 
cigarettes and lotto tickets.

As the town has dwindled into a place that doesn’t 
match the town I remember from my childhood visits, 
I’ve thought of the cemetery as survival in the midst of 
change. Long gone is my grandfather’s store where I sat 
for hours during the day watching him ring up customers’ 
purchases. He’d hand me pennies so I could coax charms 
out of his gumball machine. 

My mother says that when she visits here, people 
still tell her that if it wasn’t for my grandfather’s 
generosity, entire families would have gone hungry. After 
he died, his bookkeeping showed thousands of dollars in 
debts people owed him. Some came after his funeral to 
pull worn bills out of wallets in an attempt to settle up.

As for us, there are not many left in my family who 
will settle up on loyalty to keep the cemetery going. My 
great-aunt once told me our family linage was a dying 
breed, something she attributed to weak genes. I say it is 
wanderlust and strong-willed women that has scattered 
us elsewhere. The military was a fine reason for the 
women to find their way out of town. Once out there 
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wasn’t much of a reason to wander back, unless to attend 
a family member’s funeral.

For a funeral, the journey to this cemetery is not 
an easy one. A hearse can only make it part of the way, 
leaving pallbearers to struggle over the rocky path, 
often gullied by rains. Younger people hold older people’s 
elbows and forearms in an effort to find balance. Labored 
breaths blend with trilling birds and rustling leaves 
as last words are said at a fresh graveside. There is 
camaraderie among the living as they come to pay tribute 
to the dead. It is hard to make it up this hill alone.

Trips up the hill are often accompanied by warnings, 
like “Watch out for the copperheads” and “If you see 
any sign of lightning, come on down,” especially in the 
summer when the leaves are thickest. In all the years 
of cemetery visits, I’ve never seen a copperhead or a 
flash of lightning, but the possibility still heightens my 
senses. These warnings trail after me when I am in 
the mountains, even though the highway has opened 
up this place to lessen danger. Today, the hospital in 
Hazard is a straight drive on the four-lane road that cuts 
right through the mountains. When I was a child, the 
windiness made me carsick in minutes. When my mother 
was a child and rode her pony bareback in the fields of 
the family farm, a copperhead’s bite meant death.

The highway has not made the only changes to the 
terrain. When I scrambled up a small tree once at the 
age of eight, squealing to escape an imagined copperhead 
lurking under a fallen tree limb, the future seemed vast. I 
viewed the cemetery as a constant marker—proof that my 
family—namely me—has a steady place in the universe. 
Back then, the vastness of family property was also a 
constant.

One summer I sat on my great-aunt’s porch while 
she pointed out which sibling owned which section. As 
far as I could see was family domain. Parceled off by my 
great-grandparents to their offspring, the rich bottomland 
soil and mountain property was thick with straight to 
the sky hardwoods, pines, and vines that looped and 
wound in dark green curtains that began at the bank 
of Troublesome Creek and ended at the mountain top. 
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With each sibling’s death, property was passed to their 
offspring who grew up in far-flung places. It doesn’t take 
much for one’s place on the planet to be altered by cash 
when you use hardwood as a bartering tool.

A few years ago, I drove around the bend that led 
to my great-aunt’s property and the family cemetery set 
above it, almost landing my car into Troublesome Creek 
that follows the road. Instead of the blanket of foliage I 
counted on right before arriving at her house, there was 
an expanse of naked hillside dotted with grass stubble. 
A paved road crisscrossed from a new bridge crossing 
Troublesome towards the strip of remaining trees at the 
edge of the skyline. What was once lush forest looked like 
the fringe of a very bad haircut. Cousins-once-removed 
had sold off their parcels to a local cemetery owner, thus 
giving the deforestation go ahead.

It was bad. Next door to my aunt’s property was the 
town’s new perpetual care cemetery. Two lone gravestones 
were the only barriers to a landslide. As I sat in my car 
my mouth agape I could see our family cemetery, a once 
hidden treasure, exposed for all to see because of the 
empty spaces where the trees were ripped from their 
roots.

In less than 50 years, my great-aunt’s house, and 
the bit of land above it, has become the last vestige of the 
legacy my great-grandparents left.

The perpetual care cemetery that has taken over 
next door to our family’s wooded one is an indication of a 
future far different from the unchanging one I imagined 
as a child. When my great-grandparents laid their small 
sons to rest high among the trees, it may have seemed 
there was force in family numbers. Nine remaining 
children equaled survival. 

Today, only my great-aunt’s son remains connected 
to the land, although the bond is loose. By default, the 
family cemetery is in his charge, and with the perpetual 
care cemetery as a next-door neighbor, it is unclear if 
we will benefit from the proximity. Perhaps, though, my 
family will be turned over to perpetual care so we can be 
tended to for eternity by strangers. People, not related, 
will remove fallen branches and fix the fence if it starts 
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to sag. It is hopeful that, somehow, they will make sure 
this tiny haven of trees stays wooded—and that only our 
family’s offspring or their spouses will be buried here.

With the living family members scattered, it is also 
unclear who will make arrangements to come back to this 
place once they are dead. Who will say “Carry me to the 
mountains” when they didn’t start off here in the first 
place?

In years from now, when people walk through the 
gate of the chain-link fence, will any one of them be 
family searching among the stones for the shared history 
they remember? Will they look for the relationships 
among the gravestones and seek their mooring? And I 
wonder if they will know that my ashes are scattered here 
and notice the grave of Spot Robin set up the hill from the 
rest? And, if they bring flowers will they know that Spot 
Robin gets an arrangement too? 
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Untitled
Elizabeth Barnes

Fate,
let me have but one thing.

No more cruel temptations,
beguiling eyes,
sure heart gone to seed

to leave me broken
 
Give me something

not to have
nor to hold

in any way but my own,
the way I made
and knew to be steady

 
Let me lose control

only on linens,
and in my head

(not often in there)
 
Poise me well,

for my aim is unkind,
and not succinct.
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 Undone

Janice Harris

Suddenly the wildness comes,
amid the busy machines.
Head cocked,
she hears, sees, smells
fragrance of apple blossom,
church bell toll,
early patch of daffodil sentinels.

The office desk fades away
and she is a girl again,
barefoot in April
despite her mother’s protests,
skirt corners raised to catch
the strengthening breeze,
hair flung wide,
dancing in delirium
a celebration of winter’s end.
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One Last Trick
Linda Frisa

The moon strolls down the wrong side of the street,
pausing in doorways to adjust her seams.
Mottled as an old mirror, her reflection
snags on shattered window panes 
as she shuffles past on worn-down heels.

At this hour the other ladies of the night have called it 
quits,
but she still lingers, hope clinging like wisps
of tattered mist trailing beneath her shadow when
on the wharf she spots a sailor slumped against the 
pilings.

Her reflection wrinkling the water like a gown
of crushed velvet worn by someone who
spent a long evening sitting out all the dances,
she sidles up to him, her blue-veined belly bulging
beneath her sagging skirt.

Lighting a cigarette, the sailor catches her gaze,
slowly exhales to watch her slip out of her skin
and slide into the water to disappear
below the horizon on widening circles of yawns.
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Orange Touch
Kathryn Waddell Takara

He came with a golden touch
in the season of orange butterflies
inserting music
connecting disparate lives.

A juggler
with his magic mix
tossing earth and sun rhythms
bursting seeds
responding

In the time of orange butterflies
he put stars in her eyes
movement in her body
fire in her heart
which felt unfamiliar
as a dragon

He played with music
connecting heaven and harvest
inserting harmony

and nights of bright stars.
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Night Before The First Snow Falls
Jane Stuart

Our green-loomed mountains rise in veils of mist
that lightly settle over curling trees.
This winter world of shadows is moon-kissed
and star’s light spirals over darkening leaves
under a purple sky streaked red at dawn
that touches hills that tipped the clouds last night
when earth was full of day that soon was gone
back up through the mountains turning in moonlight.
This misty moment turns our memory
That rustles deer roaming through many years
under deep mountains. Our valleys were free
but filled by melted snow that filled our tears.
Now flowers bloom beside the mossy walks
and snowy hills where winter winds still talk.
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An Altar of Shade

Sylvia Lynch

Chig drew a ragged breath as he climbed the hill, the 
hoe resting on his thin shoulder. He dodged the maze of 
sawbriars along the dusty line of the trail. The sun was 
barely up, and he was already feeling the effects of his 
lack of sleep. His eyes itched and his neck felt stiff. His 
eyelids were thick and sluggish. He had been awake most 
of the night, listening to his father walk the floor, pacing 
off the relentless spasms of his coughing.

The air was thick with the steady rhythm of cicadas, 
broken periodically by the call of a pushy blackbird. The 
heat crept underneath his clothes and the faded shirt 
clung to his back. Why people put their tobacco patches 
so far from the house was a mystery that had plagued 
him for many of his twelve years.  Maybe it was just 
something his father did. Maybe he carefully scouted out 
the most difficult patch of ground on God’s earth and then 
tilled a little bit past even that spot. Yeah, that would be 
just like him.

The outline of the leaning barn shimmered into sight, 
profiled against the morning sky. Chig felt the familiar 
fluttering in his stomach.  

“I’ll bet the thing is laying right there,” he said.
Scanning the limestone slabs of the foundation, 

he envied the soothing shade on skin fevered by the 
merciless sun. He stepped lightly on the parched dirt, 
slowing his steps as he neared the barn. Quiet. Be quiet.  
His eyes moved across the smooth stones below the 
eroded boards, and he tightened his grip on the hoe. His 
knuckles whitened as he squeezed the wooden handle. 
His thin wrist ached. A small eddy of dust swirled about 
his ankles as he stopped abruptly, the rocky path and the 
burning sky swirling together like dirty water spiraling 
down a drain.

There he was. A good eight feet of scaly black skin 
stretched peacefully along two stones of the foundation. 
The overhang of the boards of the barn shaded him.

“I knew it. There you are, you black devil.” Chig 
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froze, the blood roaring like a river through his ears. He 
feared his temples might explode. His breath came in 
erratic puffs. His head swam.

A slow trickle of sweat eased onto his thick lashes, 
blurring his sight. He gazed at the snake as long as he 
could stand. Common sense told him black snakes don’t 
jump, but the space between the barn and the footpath 
seemed to lessen as he walked. He imagined the snake 
might follow him to the tobacco patch on the top of the 
ridge, appearing suddenly among the brilliant green 
leaves. He considered trying to find his way out, becoming 
disoriented among the identical rows. He would run 
blindly until he dropped dead from panic and exhaustion. 
Despite the heat, a cold shudder racked his thin frame.

He glanced back and could barely make out the 
dark profile against the gray stones. He had made it by 
unnoticed another day.

Chig’s mind worked as feverishly as his arms as he 
chopped at the weeds in the tobacco patch. The pictures 
in his mind switched unchecked from scene to scene. He 
saw his mother, her hair damp, her face flushed. He could 
see her clear blue eyes focused on her work as she moved 
about the tiny kitchen. He loved his mother, but he had 
resolved years ago he would never tell her so. She had to 
pay somehow for her quiet indiscretions. He faulted her 
that his father sat in the cool of the screened-in porch day 
after day, while he and his older brother spent unbearably 
long days in the suffocating heat of the tobacco patch.

He thought of the times he had watched his mother 
stand in silence, her eyes fixed on the floor, as his father 
whipped his older brother. He wanted to scream at her, 
tell her to make him stop. He wanted to beg Swann not to 
defy him, just do what he asked and let it go. It puzzled 
him that he saw so much of his father in his brother and 
yet the two of them could not be at peace together in the 
same room.

Chig could see his father vividly in the haze of the 
hot afternoon, sitting quietly at the workbench, the black 
jeweler’s glass set into his eye socket, the tiny wheels 
and screws of the watches and clocks strewn before him. 
Chig’s neck twitched as he suddenly recalled the stinging 
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crack of leather on his legs. It had been a hot day, just 
like this one. A day when his impulse had risen up 
stronger than his fear.

He was eight years old then, and self-restraint was a 
lesson he had not practiced enough for proficiency. While 
the lashes smarted and left raised welts on his thin legs, 
he suffered more from the humiliation than from the 
beating. The cords in his neck became stiff as he recalled 
standing in front of his father’s long frame, watching him 
silently pull the black belt from the loops on his pants. 
He could still hear the whisper of the leather as it moved 
against the neatly pressed fabric. Stiff black pants and 
a clean white shirt – standard uniform for his father. It 
unnerved him that his father never raised his voice.

“Don’t ever touch my glass again,” he said calmly 
after he laid the last keen lash across Chig’s legs. And 
that was the end of the lesson.

“Yes, sir.”
Chig had walked through the hall toward the back 

door. His mother stood stiffly in the kitchen, her back 
pressed against the wall, her eyes fixed on the floor. Her 
hand rested on her breast, and Chig could see her pulse 
in her throat as he drew near to her. 

“Chig, honey, you know that glass belongs to your 
daddy. You ain’t even supposed to be in there.” He thought 
about how softly she had spoken, and he wondered if she 
meant to console him or if she feared her husband might 
hear.

He had his mother’s hands. He looked at them now, 
wrapped around the hoe, as he held it midstroke. He 
wiped his brow and returned to his chore. He thought of 
his baby sister, Mandy. Mandy, dead and buried under 
the ground, not forty feet from this very patch of tobacco 
where he daily hacked away at his own youth. He could 
still feel her hot little body as he walked up and down the 
dirt road in front of their house, doing anything to make 
her stop crying. He could feel the sharp edges of her little 
shoulder blades poking through her transparent skin as 
he awkwardly patted her back. He could see her liquid 
blue eyes, the dark lashes framing them, his father’s 
lashes, heavy with suspended tears. He never knew what 
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was wrong with her, why she cried incessantly, even 
jerking with deep sobs as she slept.

Even now he felt a grip of pain in his chest as he 
remembered the night his mother told him Mandy had 
died. The pain that slammed into him was caused not by 
grief, but by the heavy burden of relief at the news. He 
tried hard to convince himself it was because whatever 
made her scream in agony would no longer torment her.

“Take her outside, Chig, honey, just for a little while, 
so your daddy can have a few minutes peace.”

His mother only called him Chig when his father was 
not in hearing distance.

“Lonnie, fetch your father a cool dipper of water,” 
she’d say when he was present. “Lonnie, get your father 
another pillow for his back.”

Chig’s hoe dug deeper into the hard earth, leaving 
a triangular scar in a spot where no weed grew. His 
mother was a mystery to him. As little as he understood 
his father, he sometimes felt he knew even less about 
her. She was a kind woman. Everybody said so. She had 
suffered so much in her life. Everybody said that, too. 
The day they buried Mandy, she stood without expression 
by the small hole in the earth, her spine straight as they 
walked back down the ridge to the house. The tiny front 
room was filled with neighbors, speaking in soft tones and 
eating like it was the last time they would see food. 

“Burying a child is the hardest thing for any woman 
to bear,” Edith Marcum said to a fleshy woman Chig 
didn’t recognize. “Here she is with an ailing man who 
can’t do much and now this. Lily will never be the same, 
you know. She’s lost two children now, really. She’s really 
lost two children.”

He was puzzled by the remark. Swann was not dead. 
He had just the summer before lied about his age so he 
could join the army, and no amount of pleading by Chig 
could convince him otherwise. Chig feared what he really 
wanted was to be as far away from this place as he could 
get. His brother was headstrong, and he knew if Swann 
left he would never come back.

“Too set in his ways,” their father frequently said 
about him.
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The morning Swann had walked out of their lives, 
Chig and his mother stood at the edge of the yard, saying 
their goodbyes before he headed off down the dirt road 
that ran by their house. It was barely dawn and the mist 
of the early day lay heavy about their feet. He had a six-
mile walk to town, so Swann was getting an early start. 
Their father was still in bed.

As they stood awkwardly by the road, delaying the 
inevitable, Chig was thinking it was as pretty a sunrise 
as he had ever seen. He looked at his mother and started 
to ask her if she didn’t think it was a pretty sunrise, but 
thought better of it and remained silent.

Swann didn’t make a move to hug any of them, even 
though Chig wished he would. He wasn’t the hugging 
type. He shouldered his pack and stepped deliberately 
onto the road. Chig felt sick and a suffocating panic 
rushed over him as he realized he might cry. He felt 
as though someone else had taken control of him as he 
ran to catch up with his brother. He darted in front of 
him, stopped abruptly, and looked into his face. After an 
awkward silence Swann leaned down and put his mouth 
close to Chig’s ear.

“If I don’t get out of here, I’m going to kill the 
bastard.”

It was at that moment he knew he must somehow 
punish his mother. She had let him walk away. He 
somehow knew he would never see his brother again.

Chig’s stomach rumbled and he looked up at the sky. 
The sun was high, and he realized it was dinnertime. He 
knew there were shelly beans and a cold biscuit left from 
last night. His mother would meet him at the back door 
as usual and hand a loaded pan out to him. He looked 
forward to the ritual of taking his dinner to the spring 
below the yard. It was his favorite place – cool and quiet 
– and he loved his time there. He hoped she had pulled 
some onions to go with the beans. He shouldered the hoe 
and sauntered down the hill.

As he came upon the barn, he slowed his steps and 
convinced himself that the snake was still sleeping in the 
cool of the barn. He didn’t want to waste any time getting 
to the house. The call of his hunger was strong, but he 
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decided to err on the side of caution. He walked as far 
away from the barn as the rocky path would allow.

He remembered when he first saw the beast over 
a year ago. He scuffed behind his father on one of their 
rare trips to the ridge together to check on the garden. 
Chig’s heart sank when he motioned for him to follow him 
that morning. If the rows weren’t clear of weeds, it would 
be a bad day, and he dreaded the inspection. As they 
passed the barn, he saw the snake. He leapt and clutched 
frantically at his father’s belt.

“Kill it!” Chig yelled. “Please, Daddy, just kill it!”
His father pushed Chig’s hands free, gazing at the 

black form resting by the barn.
“That snake kills moles,” he said. “Moles destroy 

what we raise. The snake is useful to us, and you are not 
to harm it. If anything happens to that snake by your 
hand, you’ll be sorry of the day you did so.”

Now he carefully surveyed the foundation of the 
barn. He became alarmed when he did not see the snake. 
He ran fast down the sloping path, picking up speed, 
until he slammed his hands against the wooden frame on 
either side of the door. He was panting hard and wet with 
sweat.

After a few seconds, he realized his mother was not 
there to hand his dinner through the open screen. He 
reached for the latch, but before he could step inside the 
kitchen he heard voices around the corner. He eased to 
the side of the house and peeked around the corner. His 
mother was standing near the road, twisting her apron in 
her hands, concentrating on the face of a man that Chig 
did not recognize.

“He’s just not got enough lung tissue left to provide 
adequate breath,” the man was saying. “The bleeding 
and the severity of his cough are just indications that 
his lungs are just . . . well, they’re just gone, Lily, for all 
practical purposes. It’s only a matter of time now, and the 
best you can do is just keep him comfortable.”

The ground sagged beneath Chig’s feet. He felt an 
urge to run back up the ridge and pretend he hadn’t 
heard the things the man said. As he turned toward the 
corner of the house, he heard his mother speak.
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 “Chig, honey, I failed to get your dinner,” she said, 
still absently twisting her apron.

“I’ll just get me something,” he said.
He could not bring himself to look directly at her, 

and he was scared she was going to mention the obvious. 
He didn’t want to hear it, and he certainly didn’t want to 
have to react to what he already knew.

“Don’t go in,” she said. “I’ll get you something and 
reach it out to you.”

He took his dinner and returned to the ridge 
where he ate his meal under the shade of a tree by 
the graveyard. He kept his mind as clear as he could; 
studying the sky, studying the trees, studying the hoe 
leaned against the tree.

Chig stayed on the ridge as long as possible that 
day. In the evening he headed down the path as the last 
dregs of daylight were slipping away. He took his supper 
outside and ate it by the woodpile. Some of the neighbor 
women lingered until after dark, and he avoided them 
like the plague.

The night was the hardest. He ached all over and 
longed to sleep. The gurgling rattle from the screened 
room permeated the entire house, and nothing he did 
served to drown it out. He held his pillow over his ears 
and rocked his body back and forth as he lay on his 
side, concentrating hard on the rhythmic squeak of his 
bedsprings. The agonizing sound of his father’s persistent 
clinging to this world suffocated him.

He felt certain he was going to lose his sanity if 
the ordeal did not end soon. He occupied himself with 
scenarios of how he might get up in the morning and 
leave this place. Leave and stay gone until it was over.  
He began to hate Swann for his escape.

After his fitful night, he awoke with a start. He 
was stirred by an odd noise he wasn’t even sure he had 
heard. In sleepy confusion, he strained to listen again to 
whatever it was that woke him. He heard only the hum of 
silence. The stops and starts of an unseen fly circling the 
room. His heart began to pound as he realized that it was 
not a noise that woke him. It was the lack of it.

 He sat up and placed his feet on the floor. He 
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assumed his mother must be in the kitchen. He pictured 
her sitting resolutely at the kitchen table, staring off into 
space, an untouched cup of coffee sitting before her. He 
winced at the thought of standing before her while she 
told him. He desperately longed for the absolute end of it 
all, and yet he dreaded what lay before him.

He tiptoed toward the kitchen and stopped beside 
the door that led to the screened-in porch. He kept his 
eyes straight ahead, fixed solidly on the mitered joints of 
the window casing in front of him. He felt he was being 
pulled along by something that had taken control of him. 
He padded into the room and walked directly to the tidy 
workbench. The silent form on the bed was only three feet 
away, but he dared not look to the side. He reached forth 
his hand and picked up the jeweler’s glass, the smooth 
metal cool in his moist palm. His stride was long, his 
steps firm on the floor as he slid the glass into his pocket.

He eased out the back door. He heard soft rustling 
sounds in the front yard. He realized there were people 
gathered near the porch, speaking quietly. His mother’s 
voice, weak and breathy, was interspersed among the 
unfamiliar ones.

He shouldered the hoe, headed toward the path that 
climbed the ridge. As he scurried up the trail, he tried 
to name what it was that traveled through him like 
lightning strikes. Anger. Frustration. Fright. His temples 
pounded. His ears rang.

The gray dust answered his quick stride, eddied 
over his shoes, settled soundlessly on his socks, slipped 
into the cuffs of his pants. His eyes fell on the dark 
shape stretched across the stones. Cool, black, and still. 
Peaceful.

He hesitated for only a moment, then dropped the 
hoe in the dust and ran back down the path. When he 
reached the stump by the woodpile, he extended his arm 
smoothly. Without breaking his stride he freed the axe.  
He slung it over his shoulder and bent down to pick up a 
large jagged stone with his other hand. He could feel the 
jeweler’s glass bump against his leg as he moved toward 
the barn.

The whirr of an unseen patrolling insect and the 
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shimmer of the burning sky slowed his pulse. Pillows of 
honeysuckle vines glistened beside the path. He did not 
slow down as he moved into the shade of the barn. He 
smiled as he imagined the cool touch of the stones upon 
his flesh.

“Okay, you son of a bitch,” he said. “Time to get up.”
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Fireflies	of	the	Manic	Moon
Carol Carpenter

I have reversed the straight line
of time, curved it back on itself,
traced the trail leading to my child

days when time evaporated
at dusk, when fireflies fed my lunacy
carrying each crazy dream above

over the manic moon back to
where I lived inside my skin,
inside the gray-shingled cottage

outside where the soft swish of shadows
were moving toward the center, somewhere
near the muscle of my heart

which remembered all
my body houses, all
my body craves:

lust luminescent as fire
flies who flash their promise
of procreation, their legacy

of life. I have come back to where
no map can record the terrain,
where daylight gives way to night.

Under the ribcage of this cottage,
my memories dangle from curved bone;
hope flaps its wings, feels its youth.
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Lightning Bugs
Mindy Neace

We used to sneak out 
late on hot summer nights. 
He would carry the Mason 
jar that we stole from my 
mother’s cupboard.
We would stay out for 
hours catching lightning 
bugs 
in the glow of the summer moon.

We would bring them in
and let them light our way 
through the dark house.
Lying on a pallet made 
from every spare cover in the house
my sister and I would 
watch our lightning bugs 

fight for freedom.

He’d tell us 
how well he could wrestle and, 
if we wanted to learn,
Setting up a mock ring out 
of our bed, we’d duke it out.
The Macho Man and Jake the Snake.
He’d laugh until tears 
would fall from his face. 

Twelve years ago tears 
fell from my eyes.
Not because 
I was happy or laughing hysterically.
There he lay cold as ice and still.
In the light blue box his 
mother picked for his bed.
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Stolen from me by addiction,
like the lightning bugs 

we stole from the night.
His black curls 
gone along with his infectious smile.
His arms empty 

no heart beating inside.

Just one more night 
with the summer moon

and a kiss on the cheek before bed.
Just one more night 

with the lighting bugs 
I ask with the memories of him 

dancing in my head.
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Half-Moon	Whitely	Shining

Judith H. Montgomery

Well past my bed-time, my father and I open 
and relatch the screen door against summer moths
delirious for light, and follow the flashlight’s 
long white ray into the field. Side by side, lie 
back in grass and Black-eyed Susans to observe 
the sky’s slow kaleidoscope wheel above our eyes 
dilating in the dark. My father’s educated 
tongue unfurls Greek and Latin syllablestales 
of Orion’s belt, of Queen Cassiopeia’s starry 
throne. Threaded only by brook-ripple, the green 
world that embraces us slips away. And I float, 
a night kite, diamond constellation in sparkled sky. 
But. The stars’ kindly twinkle—my science book 
called it just a twitch of air. That glimmer—fire 
from suns vast, distant, long dead—a gap that makes 
the sky gasp before me: I, a bit no bigger than 
a petal, less than the half-moon whitely rising 
on my thumb ... A faint voice—my father’scalls me 
back to grass, to chiming creek. To wild but anchored 
bloom. I brush away the field’s crushed seeds and leaves. 
Stumble, dumbly following our local beam back home—
tissue box of dreams, bobbing in the undertow 
of burning bodies set adrift on particle and wave. 
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Afternoon Thunderstorms
Amelia Martens

Warm air up from the gulf-coast,
the very throat of this great country

spinning within white foreheads, a thousand
feet above the earth, now making shapes like popcorn.

I’d like the thunder to rumble the clouds in,
round up the west sky and drive it east over me.

I’d like the ginkgo trees to be full of ruffled leaves
and not their signature smell, that latent rot of late 
summer.

An orange chested bird in the lawn, pecks
at some smaller creature, a speck in the grass seed.

And then, the sky turns oceanic gray, the green trees
all glow more green and I can feel the water

about to separate and colander through the clouds
down to polka dot my front walk, down in big spots

like the last person to shower left the water on
to over run the ground, to require a pause in the living

so that we see what is rolled in these moments, 
the pre-storm
contemplation, where all stock is taken before the 
lightning comes.
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 Acadia
Louis E. Bourgeois

They’d spent the last few years drinking cheap wine 
and smoking Pal Malls together, one after the other, 
from sun up to sun down; the both of them reflecting on 
their children and on the blight that was not so slowly 
killing all the pecan trees in their yard. The wine kept 
them in a constant state of nostalgia and fear, but this 
combination made them love each other all the more, as 
the days passed and the two of them already in their mid-
seventies.

They would sit on the front porch and every fall they 
would watch the sky fill up with migrating birds—cranes, 
ducks and geese—they watched the birds suffuse the 
skyline and they’d never once doubted there was a God, 
although they were long past the point of attending Mass, 
except on Christmas Eve. The weeds that grew up in the 
yard only made them feel that much closer to the land, 
to God, as they lived and shared their lives, and not once 
did the ground ever slip beneath their feet, until that day 
came when her voice carried no more through the ancient 
wooden house as she fried eggs and poured the wine—

And she was buried deep in the soft Louisiana dirt 
because they could not afford a mausoleum to keep her 
above ground during the floods. The two sons and the one 
daughter had to pull the old man back from clawing at 
the dirt like a dog in search of old wood.
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The Dinnertime Tree
Brooks Carver

She brought him dinner.
A little something to
Lighten your load, she said.
Sunrise to dusk is a long
Time to be working.
The harvest won’t suffer
All that much if you
Sit down here a little bit.
Turn the horses loose.
Let ‘em graze by the creek.
Come over here by me.
Three roasted potatoes,
Skins on.
Slab of cornbread.
Clover honey.
A gallon stone jug
Filled with sweet milk,
Beads of condensation
Running down the sides.
In noontime stillness
He finished eating.
She put away the basket.
Take a nap now
I’ll wake you soon.
Not a breath of air
In the deep shade.
Silence reigned beneath
The dinnertime tree.



�� ♦ Kudzu

At	The	Black	Lung	Office
Noel Smith

Listen, they split the top
of these mountains clear off
like a man with his skull scalped.

Now, coal is stone and stone
the bone of earth, I reckon.
Ground clear from here to the ridge.

You know, that grit claims your eyes,
your ears, your heart – the dust of bone,
black lungs gummed up.

I study they robbed something they ought not.
The pure bones from the earth itself. I allow
That’s what’s destroying us.

Now, Betty went to Wal-Mart’s and bought
our grandbaby toy earth movers. I declare
he thinks they’re the best things that ever was.



�� ♦ Kudzu

Transgression

Excerpt from “Coal Camp Child”

Sarah L. Cornett-Hagen

There was a time I could wrap your solitude around me.
Your quietness floated down from your lofty peaks
and spoke to me.
“Don’t desecrate me,”
I heard you whisper,
“Keep the mining pick and dynamite away.”

****

Carbide lights flicker in the dark tunnel
making shadows on earthen walls,
winding toward the glistening vein.
Green timbers
brace the wooden sky.
Water drips,
through the ceiling cracks.
Plink.
  Plop.
Plink.

The smell of burnt powder
hangs in the air.
Deeper into the dark mine
the men will go,
backs bent,
jaws clenched,
wearing looks of determination.
One more thrust of a shovel,
marks the end of this workday.

The line of loaded cars
on the miniature rail,
will put scant food on the table,
 But
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fills the company’s till.

***

   Shift Change
Five-thirty in the morning
the day shift trudges toward the mine
walking quietly,
inhaling draws from their first cigarettes.
Hacking coughs intersperse the morning reverie.
The graveyard shift files by,
wait their turn to ride the dolly down the mountain side.
Exhausted.
Carrying an empty dinner bucket and jacket in one hand,
holding a gratifying cigarette in the other.
Their clothes dried stiff with
coal dust and mud,
cemented together by their sweat and blood.
Blackened faces with red-rimmed eyes
laughing in unison,
recounting the latest story told last night.
Now, 
heading home
to sleep,
where the din from the tipple
is the miner’s lullaby.

***

Things have changed.
I no longer know
where the hollows are,
babbling brooks nor mossy glens
where my childhood secrets are stored.
The pungent smell of coal rising from
mountain seams,
The perfume of wild honeysuckle
and mountain laurel blooms,
Chewing the sweetness of birch barks,
Tasting wild strawberries and persimmons,
Quenching my thirst from a hidden spring
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my lost elixir . . .
gone forever.

Tainted waters of iron and sulfur
Bleed orange-red
from abandoned mines.
Open wounds we made,
Now desolation flows down the mountain sides.
Progress.
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A Plea From an Appalachian Girl
Olive Faye Ingles

Dedicated to Erik Reece

Our mountains were all so tall,
But now they are all getting, oh so small.
They are tearing them all down and taking them away,
And there is nothing we can do or say.
They have the government behind them you see,
And they are taking the mountains from you and me.
If you could fly up over head,
You could see that our mountaintops are dead.
Why are they killing our part of the world?
Please, someone listen to this Appalachian girl.
Mud slides, floods, and dead trees – 
these are the things that I see,
Throughout our land you can see 
contaminated water for you and me.
A wasteland I guess my home will be,
All because no one will help me.
All the animals come down from their homes,
Because they don’t have any place to roam.
This feels my heart full of dread,
They will not stop until all the animals are dead.
I read a book that said my home is 
the capital of drug abuse today,
I feel this is because they have 
taken our mountains away.
I would love to get on the mountaintop, up real high,
And scream to the world why, why, why.
I’m just an Appalachian girl 
as poor as the dirt on the mountaintops,
But even I know this needs to stop.
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Cream Candy
Judy Cooper

I’d just started stirring the sugar, water, and cream 
together when the phone rang. “Whatcha doing?” Mary 
Anne asked in a bright voice.

“Making candy.” The sugar still felt sandy against the 
bottom of the pan.

“Oh, yum. Which kind?”
Everybody knew I took the week before Christmas 

off to make candy. They also knew they’d be getting a box 
of it sometime before Christmas Day. “I’m a glutton for 
punishment,” I said. “Cream candy.”

“Oh, Lord.” She sounded like the Rapture had arrived 
that very minute. “My favorite,” she breathed. “But you 
have trouble with that one, don’t you?”

I kept stirring the murky syrup. “It works about one 
time out of three, but I try it every year.” I never made it 
more than once a Christmas. If it failed, I didn’t want the 
disappointment twice, and if it succeeded, I was afraid to 
tempt fate. I never had failures with the other candies. 
Tins of fragrant peanut brittle, dense chocolate and 
peanut butter fudges, and buttery toffee were stacked in 
the coat closet, the coolest place in the house. Only the 
cream candy gave me trouble.

“Maybe you should try another recipe,” Mary Anne 
said. “I bet there are lots of them. Google it.”

“Oh, I’ve tried a bunch whether they’re called 
Kentucky Cream Candy or Cream Pull Candy or anything 
else.” This wouldn’t be a long conversation; when the 
candy came to a boil I’d have to get off the phone to add 
the butter. And, as much as I loved Mary Anne, that 
suited me fine. “At least the weather’s right for it.”

“How’s that?”
“You want it to be cold and dry for cream candy. 

Humidity can make it flop.” Tiny bubbles seethed around 
the edge of the syrup. I could’ve told her that the kind of 
sugar, accuracy of the thermometer, weight of the pan, 
and the very way you set your blessed mouth all could 
affect candy, especially cream candy. There were all kinds 
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of rules, but, just like other things in life, abiding by 
them didn’t prevent failure. But I didn’t figure she’d be 
interested. Most people just wanted to eat it. “The same 
is true for divinity. I’ll be making a batch of that tonight, 
and then I’m done for the season.”

Mary Anne groaned like Doug had come home in the 
middle of the day and was fiddling with her. “With black 
walnuts?”

“Yep. You’ll get some; I’ll be making boxes and 
delivering them tomorrow.” I stirred again and found no 
sugary grit on the bottom. It would boil soon.

Her voice changed. “No sense making an extra trip, 
Kathy. You and Kenny are coming for Christmas, aren’t 
you? Just bring it then.” I didn’t say anything. “You’re 
coming, right? And bringing your sweet potatoes?”

I tried not to sigh into the phone. “Yes. We’re coming.”
“Good. I know it’s hard, the first Christmas and 

everything, but you and Kenny shouldn’t be alone on 
Christmas Day.” She’d been my friend since high school. 
We’d been pregnant at the same time, her daughter born 
three weeks before Nick, and she’d probably grieved over 
Nick’s death as much as we had. Did. Almost. She meant 
well.

I cleared my throat and stared at the pot. “We’ll be 
there, but this candy’s about to boil and I need to go. I’ll 
see you, okay?”

“Okay.” Her voice was as merry as Santa again. “I’m 
crossing my fingers for the cream candy. Bye-bye.”

As soon as it boiled I added five little chunks of 
butter, just like the old woman who’d given me the recipe 
had specified and then I set down the spoon. She’d said 
never to stir it after the butter. The house was quiet, 
and I knew what was missing. I always listened to 
Christmas music while I was making candy. As I walked 
through the living room to put in a CD, I had to pass the 
Christmas tree. Couldn’t exactly ignore the big, old thing. 
Everything was bought and wrapped, but there probably 
weren’t half a dozen presents under it. Last year, gifts 
spilled out onto the floor until I could hardly vacuum 
around them, but those had been for Nick.

I hadn’t wanted a tree, and Kenny knew it but put it 
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up anyway. “We have to go on, Kathy. We can’t just quit,” 
he’d said. So I’d helped, handling the ornaments that 
were Nick’s like they were living pieces of him. It seemed 
like everybody but me knew exactly what we were 
supposed to be doing.

The candy was bubbling along now, keeping time 
with the ox and ass in “Little Drummer Boy,” and I 
attached the candy thermometer to the pan. It had a long 
ways to go, all the way up to hard ball stage, and there 
wasn’t much I could do until it got there. When people 
told me they wanted to learn to make candy I always 
warned them that it took patience. “You can’t go off and 
leave it to throw in a load of wash or check your e-mail,” 
I cautioned. “You have to babysit it.” I’d given recipes to 
lots of people, but I don’t think a one of them ever made 
anything.

Patience. Parenting had been about that too. I 
remember thinking I’d never get Nick off bottles and 
later being absolutely sure he’d still be wearing diapers 
to kindergarten. At the time I’d thought those were 
problems. Then there was the call in the middle of the 
night, the one every parent has nightmares about. It was 
the night of Nick’s high school graduation and the kid 
who’d been driving was drunk on beer and bravado. He’d 
lived.

I turned on the faucet to get a drink. My heart was 
pounding again, just like all those months ago when it 
happened. Moments of bitterness still flooded over me 
too, even though I knew it was wrong. But I wasn’t bitter 
about that kid who’d managed to limp, all casted up and 
teary, into the church for Nick’s funeral. He’d suffer for 
years, and I was sorry for that. What made me turn hard 
inside were the memories of all the times I’d cleaned cuts 
and fought fevers and sterilized bottles and comforted 
hurt feelings so Nick would grow up healthy and happy.

The candy thermometer was past the soft ball 
mark now; I’d best get everything ready for the pulling. 
Smearing butter onto the marble slab lying on the 
kitchen table, I smoothed my hand over its cool surface. 
It was jagged on one end, broken off from a larger piece 
that had been the counter in Granny’s store deep in 
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the Kentucky hills. I’d once remarked to my mother 
that it had been a pretty fancy counter for such a dinky 
little store. When I was a child, I’d stay with Granny 
sometimes. I always enjoyed playing in her store but 
loved the rough hills and sudden streams even more. 
Even as a kid, though, I’d realized that Menifee County 
was all but a foreign country compared to where I lived. 
I’d gone with my mother to clean out Granny’s house after 
she’d died, and considered, for about fifteen minutes, 
what it might be like to live there with the sun coming 
up over pine trees and the roads twisting off into hidden 
hollows. My mother and aunt had offered it to Kenny and 
me, newly married with hardly a nickel between us, just 
to tide us over for a while. Of course we didn’t move to 
the country. Kenny had said there’d be no work for him, 
and even though I was twenty then and full of romantic 
notions, I’d grown up a town girl and couldn’t give up 
supermarkets and malls.

Mom and I’d brought back the marble and a bunch 
of quilts and odd little pieces from the store. I treasured 
them, as my mother had before she died. I glanced over 
at the old glass candy jar full of my peanut brittle. In 
Granny’s store it’d held bubble gum, and my mother had 
kept peppermints in it. Granny had buried one husband 
and two children, none of whom I remembered. I reckon 
she’d been nearly as enduring as that old chunk of 
marble.

I set out clean scissors and checked the candy 
thermometer, stooping to see the numbers. You had to be 
precise, my mother always said. She’d taught me nearly 
everything I knew about candy-making, starting me off 
with simple things like water fondant that we’d worked 
on this hunk of marble. Most of my recipes had come from 
her, but she’d given up on cream candy after two or three 
failures. “No sense frustrating yourself,” she’d said, even 
though it was her favorite candy in the world. I always 
regretted that I hadn’t had any success with cream candy 
before she died. I would’ve liked to give her some of it.

I poured the hot syrup in a steady stream onto the 
marble where it made a cloudy pond and then sprinkled 
vanilla on it. If I’d known anything about chemistry I 
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could’ve told people about the changes from liquid to 
syrup to solid, but I’d never understood things like that; I 
just knew they happened. After a few minutes the syrup 
cooled and stiffened to a leathery consistency. I took a 
putty scraper and worked it into a nice even mass in the 
middle of the marble and greased up my hands. It was 
time to pull.

None of the recipes really told how long to pull the 
stuff; they just gave you signs. At first it tended to stick 
to my hands no matter how much I butter I slathered on 
them, and then it became a coil that I twisted and pulled 
from one hand to the other, enjoying the strain on my 
muscles as it stiffened. It was a matter of pulling and 
pulling until some kind of sense said, “Enough.” I felt a 
blister starting on my thumb, but hard work didn’t count 
for much. It probably wouldn’t cream. My failures were 
either hard enough to break a tooth or soft but gritty. It 
was supposed to melt into a creamy, vanilla-flavored treat 
the minute you popped it in your mouth, but this year of 
all years it probably would flop. As the candy stiffened, I 
kept pulling, my shoulders and wrists feeling it by now. It 
was getting whiter, and when I twisted it, the ridges were 
starting to hold up, both good signs. That was about all I 
had to go on.

If it creamed, I’d wrap every precious piece in little 
gold squares of foil to keep them from drying out. I 
glanced out the window at the perfect blue sky; I couldn’t 
have asked for better weather. My arm was getting 
awfully tired, but I pulled it again and yet again, in 
rhythm with Tammy Wynette singing “Away in a Manger” 
on the CD.  And then I quit, not knowing whether I’d 
pulled enough or not. Like I’d been taught, I twisted 
the candy into a rope, strung it out on the marble, and 
cut through the tough coil with scissors to make pieces, 
counting them as I went. There’d be ninety-three if it 
creamed.

And then I had to wait. Sometimes it didn’t cream for 
hours, or at all. One time I’d thrown a stubborn batch in 
a tin before bedtime, not quite ready to give up on it, and 
discovered that it had creamed in the night. I washed my 
hands and thought about what I’d feed Kenny for supper. 
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I turned off the Christmas music; if I listened too much it 
made all the bruises come back. And then I lay down on 
my bed. The sun was streaming across the comforter, and 
I soaked it in like a cat.

When I woke up the light had changed; the walls 
were blue with winter shadows and I knew I’d slept too 
long. Kenny’d be home before long, and he worried when 
I slept during the day. I yawned my way into the kitchen 
and looked at the little white lumps on the greasy marble. 
Well, did I dare try one? They’d gone dull, like they were 
supposed to. Maybe.  I popped one of the pieces into my 
mouth, ready to spit out an inedible rock or crunch down 
on splintery failure, but it melted against my tongue. 
My mouth rejoiced in the smooth, buttery sweetness, 
and I had to stop myself from stuffing two or three more 
between my teeth. I felt like Rocky Balboa at the top of 
all those steps. It had creamed. 
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Back for a Week in this Rented Cottage
Jean Tupper

Early June.
Nothing has changed.

The grass, so-called,
is mostly chickweed.

Junipers need a trim.
Warped from seaspray,

the front door refuses
to open up at first. Inside,

the same two half-ship models,
lacquered and nailed to knotty pine,

tilt to starboard. In our bedroom
the same heavy pillows 

and chenille bedspreads, fog-damp,
the same window with its broken pane.

The once-varnished sills have seasoned
to bare wood. In the kitchen

the old fridge wheezes and sighs,
and here’s the floorboard that will creak

when a bare foot hits it in the night;
but soon tides will pull us toward

the beach: where feet touch foam
and walk the sandbars that go on forever.
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��� North Gray Street
Mindy Neace

Our old white house
later I was told 
swayed in the wind.
The stairs that led to the second floor
were scarier than hell. 
I never went up there alone.
The house talked in the night 
while everyone slept. 

The basement stayed flooded.
The attic hid my cousin’s income 
and my cigarettes.

My summers were stolen by our front porch 
sitting there barefoot 
waiting 
to play kickball with the boys. 

These memories are held in my mind.
I hold them hostage 
afraid of losing those precious 
days in the city.

In the front yard stood the biggest tree 
on the block.
It was mine.
I tried so many times to make a tree house 
all I got were the steps.
I’d climbed them every day 
imagining something great 
was waiting for me above. 

It may have been ugly and tattered
to everyone else.
It was my love. 
I lived, 
fought, 
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laughed, 
and 
cried in that house.
Nothing can replace 
Christmas, 
Halloween, 
and Easter.
This is where I hold onto my mother, 
this is where I know her. 

As I rolled down that street 
eight years later 
it’s gone.
Just an empty lot.
The tree gone, 
the memories
hauled away to the dump.
Nothing to attach them to, 
nothing to feel or to see. 

In my dreams 
I walk through it, 
touching the walls 
rolling in the orange carpet,
cleaning it 
making it mine again.
My dreams let me be there again, 
feel my real home, 
my memories.
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Moving	Day

Kris Logsdon

The day we moved to Cornell St.
we moved 
under the cover of 
buckets of rain.

Soggy boxes and sopping carpets
couldn’t dampen our joy
or turn us,
virgins of independence,
from our new home.

Pulling the near-sighted blinds
(half-Venetian, half not there),
we stared out our own
dirty window.

At least it was ours
for $425 a month
on a month 
by month basis.

It seemed to us 
the greatest $400 plus ever spent
and equally the greatest
piece of sanity
ever bought.

For the mouse in the stove,
the hole in the bedroom floor,
the 4 foot tall shower stall
(head bent, spray hits knees,
I’m clean),
for all that
its money well spent.
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It’s coffee all night,
wine all morning
(save for most work mornings),
loud laughter and bawdy humor,
sex and foreplay,
incense and mousetraps,
all under my own roof
(or coincidentally someone else’s floor)

It’s an indescribable feeling
to leave
pissing in bottles
and
having sex with the door locked,
all behind

Cornell St. doesn’t overlook
a cultural Mecca,
a Metropolis,
or even a burg,
but it does look in on 
Apt. #2
or “our place”.

At least it’s “our place”
for $425 a month
on a month
by month basis.
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The	Gurney	Norman	Prize	for	Short	
Fiction

This issue marks the introduction of Kudzu’s annual 
fiction contest, The Gurney Norman Prize for Short 
Fiction. We were honored to have Norman himself, a well-
established Appalachian writer and educator, who has 
been generous in his continued involvement with Kudzu 
and HCTC, serve as the contest’s judge this year

He notes that he was “impressed by the way all five 
stories are concerned with modern life in the mountains, 
in the context of the older, more traditional local culture.” 
Norman also notes that the winning story provides 
“sophisticated insights into the dynamics of contemporary 
human relationships in modern Appalachia.”

Winner

“Authentically Weathered Lumber”
Denton Loving

Honorable	Mentions
“An Altar of Shade”

Sylvia Lynch
“When the Birds Sing”

Carol Carpenter
“Cream Candy”

Judy Cooper
“Nothing New” 
Shawn Turner

© 2006 Adam Hall
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Authentically Weathered Lumber
Denton Loving

I had walked ten miles when my wife Annie drove by 
with her middle finger in the air, flipping me off. She laid 
on the horn to make sure I noticed my own Nissan Titan 
go by. There was no breeze at all except for her speeding 
by me, and I laughed, realizing I was happier to see her 
going past me than she could have known.

She had gone with me to Morristown when I bought 
that truck, and she had chosen the color – Deep Blue 
Water. As she drove past, I wished I had gotten black.

The first five miles had gone quickly, probably 
because my mind raced to recount every word we had 
spoken that morning, the painful and the liberating. I felt 
proud to have made the decision to leave, finally to be the 
one in charge of something. It was that feeling of pride I 
carried with me as I walked out of my concrete driveway, 
down the mile of blacktop that met the old road, away 
from beds of wilting flowers, past the package store and 
across the state right-a-way until I met Highway 58, all 
without noticing my own path.

The ten minutes after Annie drove by seemed more 
like an hour as I stomped up and down the foothills of the 
Cumberland Mountains. My feet ached through my boots. 
The road underneath was hard and ungiving. I crested 
the next hill and could see where the road ahead split. 
The right fork went north into Kentucky, where I figured 
Annie had gone to blow the paycheck I had torn out of my 
wallet and thrown at her before I skulked out. I planned 
to head south into Tennessee, figuring to make it to my 
brother’s place by dark.

I left the pavement and began to walk in the grass 
on the side of the road. There hadn’t been any rain in 
seventeen days, and what little grass grew near the 
road was now dry and puny. Every step I took caused a 
crackling noise. A little dust cloud followed me, and my 
work boots were so covered with road grime the leather 
had almost disappeared. It was mid-afternoon, the sun 
was hot, and I was wet all over. I had spent extra time in 
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front of Annie’s fancy gold mirror that morning, carefully 
trimming my beard the way she liked it. The heat of the 
day made even it seem heavy with moisture. I was as 
thirsty as the earth beneath me, but I knew there was 
a Shell station further on where I could have a sit down 
and get something cold to drink.

I used to eat breakfast at that Shell station every 
morning, back before I married Annie. Just the thought 
of their bacon and eggs or biscuits and gravy was enough 
to get me out of bed and on my way to work. I also liked 
to go in that Shell station because there was a girl there 
I was always trying to get the courage to ask out. Her 
name was Maria, and sometimes I noticed her smile at 
me from across the store, even before I was in the line to 
pay for my breakfast. I think she might have gone out 
with me if I had asked, and once, she said something 
about how nice the weather was, and wouldn’t it be 
a great day to drive up the mountain to the pinnacle 
overlook. She smiled, her dark little eyes waiting for me 
to agree, but I only grunted back some stupid response 
and walked away. It was like my voice was trapped back 
in the freezer with the ice cream.

Back then, I was building houses around the new golf 
course in Tazewell. Now I build barns, most of them big 
as industrialized warehouses. They’re made out of metal 
and synthetic materials and don’t look anything like the 
way barns are supposed to look. In fact, it drives me crazy 
knowing there’s not a scrap of wood in any one of those 
so-called barns. That just doesn’t seem right to me.  

It was about the time I started building fake 
barns, and soon after that day in the Shell, when I met 
Annie. My cousin Jennifer introduced us at a 4th of July 
picnic. As soon as I saw Annie, I thought she was the 
finest woman I had ever met. She stood tall, completely 
unashamed of herself, and she spoke clear, as if it never 
crossed her mind that someone might disagree with 
something she said. She was just plain confident. I 
had never met another girl like her, the way she lit her 
cigarette and looked me straight in the eyes. She was a 
year younger than me but she had seen more and done 
more and was somehow more knowing than I was about 
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everything.
She never flaunted being so smart though, and that’s 

what I liked best about her. She never volunteered an 
answer or a comment just because she knew it. She never 
needed to prove what she knew to me or anybody else. It 
always was enough for her to know. What I didn’t know 
was how that same look would eventually drive me crazy, 
making me wonder what all she was keeping to herself. A 
woman who can keep her mouth closed is a rare thing to 
find, but a woman with too many secrets can drive a man 
to distraction.

“What makes you think I’m not telling you 
something,” she asked me again this morning. Usually 
when she asked this, she would smile, knowing there was 
a certain part of her being secretive that made me want 
her more.

“I know you,” I said, and I did.
Those lines were always either the start of our fights 

or the end. The difference depended on the tone we used 
with each other and if her smile was hot and seductive 
or cold and hurtful. This morning, when I said I wasn’t 
going to work, she was sour.

“I either want some answers or I’m leaving here,” I 
said. “I know you’ve got something going on behind my 
back, and I’m tired of it.”

“You’re crazy, always making up you can’t trust me. If 
I wanted another man, I’d not bother hiding it. You’d just 
be flat out on your ass is all.”

“Where are you when I call home every day? I can’t 
ever find you where you’re supposed to be.”

She turned away from me and squirted too much 
Lemon Joy into the sink. The water came on full force 
before she turned back. “Why are you doing this, staying 
home from work and causing trouble? We’ve got it good if 
you’d just leave things be.”

“I’ve done that as long as I can. But I can’t no more. 
When your wife is out running around with another man, 
something’s got to happen. We either got to talk about 
this and get it straightened up, or it’s got to end. There’s 
got to be some resolution here somewhere.”

She rolled her eyes and started throwing the 
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breakfast plates in the sink. They crashed against each 
other like the two of us.

When I finally made it to the Shell station, it was 
so cold inside I could almost forget it was August and 
the middle of a drought. I bought a fountain coke and 
some peanut butter crackers and sat in one of the orange 
booths along the front of the store. I just got comfortable 
and was thinking about taking off my boots when Maria 
walked out from the station’s back room. She looked 
prettier than I remembered, and I felt ashamed for her 
to see me in such a sorry state. I prayed for her to not see 
me or not remember me, or at least have the decency to 
pretend.

For ten minutes, I sat in that booth, trying to cool off, 
but every time I’d steal a look in her direction, I found her 
looking back at me. I finished my last cracker and started 
to leave, forcing myself to go back outside and not look at 
her again. But as my hand touched the door, she spoke.

“You haven’t been in here in a time,” Maria said.
I shook my head to agree, but no words came out.
“How’ve you been?”
“I’ve been better, but I’ve been worse,” I said. My 

hands abandoned the door, and I moved a step closer to 
the counter and to her. “How’ve you been?” They were 
simple words, but with my walking forward, closing in 
the space between us, I felt some energy rising up inside 
of me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. It was something 
I had forgotten ever existed until that moment. As 
we continued talking, she latched onto her side of the 
counter, and I latched onto mine. My hands involuntarily 
moved to be in the same position as hers, and when they 
did, I felt my wedding band knock against the scratched 
plastic counter top. As quickly as that forgotten energy 
rose up in me, it sunk back down.

I walked out of the air conditioning, the heat hitting 
my head on like a blast. Across the street, the sign at the 
bank said the temperature was 96 degrees. In less than a 
mile, I was heading straight down the Powell Valley. The 
ridge line on my left and Clinch Mountain on my right 
were walls around me, and I was glad to have a wide, 
natural pathway pushing me forward.
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I hadn’t gone far before an old Cadillac pulled over 
in front of me. It was a light tan color, and I wondered 
if it was what you’d call champagne. A man rolled down 
the window and stuck his head out to offer me a ride. His 
broad forehead reflected the sunlight. I noticed the car 
had some rust around the tail lights and some scratches 
that had been painted over but not very well. Cold air 
rushed out at me as I opened the door and sank into the 
leather seats. There was a little boy in the back seat. He 
didn’t say anything, but I felt him watching me intently.

“You break down somewhere?”
Yeah, I wanted to say, thinking about Annie. “No. I’m 

just trying to get to my brother’s place.”
“It sure is a bad day to be out walking,” he said, and I 

agreed. We made some small talk the rest of the way. He 
kept the conversation light, and I wondered what he must 
imagine was wrong with me. I wondered if anything he 
guessed was half as bad as the truth.

When I saw the turn off for Powell Valley School, 
I asked to be let out. Instead of going further down the 
valley toward my brother’s, I wanted to walk up Yoakum’s 
Lane where I was working. I didn’t have far to go before 
I could see the barn where I’d spent the last two days 
tearing off its tin roof. That job was unusual because I 
was tearing down an old barn but there wasn’t going to 
be any new one built. Instead, the boards were going to 
be shipped to some artist around Asheville, who would 
use them for picture frames and bird houses. She’d call 
it “authentically weathered lumber” and charge twice as 
much for her artsy junk.

There’s a reason those old wooden barns have 
survived for the last hundred years. They were built to 
last with good strong planks of oak. You can’t find wood 
like that anymore. It’s been used up. This barn is taller 
than most, over three stories. There’s an amazing view 
from up there. The first day I had gone up on the roof, it 
felt like I was as high up as the mountain tops. I wished I 
had a camera to capture how beautiful the valley seemed 
to me. It was like a moment in time that I didn’t want to 
ever forget because I knew it would soon be gone. I told 
Annie that I wanted her to go up there with me before 
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the roof was gone, but she said there was no way she was 
climbing up on top of that barn.

“You just don’t know what you’re missing,” I said, 
trying not to show how much I really wanted her to go up 
there with me.

Dorothy Russell was the lady who owned the barn 
and hired me to tear it down. I had known her all my life, 
having grown up just a few miles away. I sat underneath 
the shade of one of her big pine trees, admiring the barn’s 
design and the view of it against the hillside, when Ms. 
Russell pulled up beside me in her worn out Cherokee 
wagon.

“I thought that was you,” she said, “but I couldn’t 
figure out where your truck was.” I wondered where she 
had been to see me, but I knew her enough to realize she 
always seemed to know everything that happened on her 
property. Her window was already down when she parked 
beside of me, and I knew she didn’t have any air running 
– if there even was air conditioning in that old vehicle. 
Even so, she wasn’t sweating like I was, and her silver 
hair was fixed short and neat like always.

“I left it at home.”
She looked at me funny, almost exaggerated, to make 

me know she was mulling this over in her mind.
“I thought you were living up in Virginia.”
“I am,” I said. I kind of laughed but stopped when she 

looked at me like I was crazy.
“That’s a pretty far walk for a day like today.” She 

turned her head from me, and we both looked at the barn.
“You’re making a big mistake tearing this thing 

down. I haven’t found a rotten board yet. I could put the 
roof back on, and I’d bet that barn would last another 
hundred years.”

She smiled, her skin as worn and tough as the barn 
wood. “It’s been a good old barn. My grandfather built it 
before I was born.”

“So it’s been here your whole life. Why do you want it 
torn down now?”

My answer was met only with silence, and when I 
turned to look at her, there was no trace of the previous 
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smile on her face. She stared through the windshield of 
the Cherokee, past the barn and over the valley around 
us. She seemed to be looking at something I couldn’t see.

“I’m an old woman,” she finally said, her voice 
sounding more scratched and rough than usual. “I’ll be 
eighty-two on my next birthday. I’ve got two children, a 
banker in Knoxville and a lawyer in Nashville. When I’m 
gone, they’re going to split this farm up and build houses 
here, and in a way, everything the last four generations of 
my family have worked for will be gone.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t know.”
“It’s all right. I’ve held on to this farm all my life. 

There were times it would’ve been easier to let it go, but 
I held on. Now, I’m the only one here. The boys never 
wanted to be farmers. My grandchildren are building 
their own lives, and it’s not here. I can’t hold on to this 
place much longer. Sure not after I’m dead and buried up 
on the hill.”

“Somebody might want to buy this place and keep 
farming,” I suggested.

Ms. Russell looked at me like I ought to know better. 
“Not too many people around these days who want 

to farm or can afford to if they wanted. Finding a new 
purpose for that old barn just confirms life will go on. And 
it’s my way of letting go on my terms.”

“I think I know what you mean,” I said. Without 
speaking, we sat a few moments longer, memorizing the 
image of the barn and the cloudless, August sky.

“Why don’t you come on down to the house and let me 
get you something cold to drink?” The Cherokee’s motor 
hesitated to start before settling into a rhythm.

“I wouldn’t mind using your phone to call someone 
to come and get me,” I said, standing up and walking 
around the front of the wagon to the passenger side. I felt 
a million pinpricks every time one of my feet touched the 
ground.

“I’ve got a phone,” Ms. Russell said. She waited for 
me to close the door before sliding into drive and pulling 
forward. “You got someone to come get you? Maybe your 
wife?”

I knew I could call Annie; tell her to come get me, to 
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forget what had happened. If she wasn’t home yet, she 
would be soon. She’d cook me supper like always, and 
we’d curl up on the couch and watch television. My truck 
would be waiting for me in the driveway, when I needed 
to go to work the next day and start back to tearing down 
that barn. Maybe she was right, that we could be happy, 
if I’d just let us be.

“Or I might call my brother,” I said, seeing a little 
breeze come down the valley and across the hayfield in 
front of the barn, the stalks of grass bending over but 
never breaking.
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The Train
Mindy Neace

Sitting on the tracks
looking down at the horizon
knowing exactly where I have been 
and where I haven’t.

Allowing the tracks to lead my way
riding the same rails everyday.
Wanting to know 
where the line beside me leads.
Not having the strength, 
Faith, 
or courage to pull the leaver and find out.

As this train steams on 
stopping for nothing 
just looking to the future.
I wait for someone to pick me up 
and shake me back into reality.

Waiting everyday
for that whistle to blow
beginning another lonesome ride 
down the line.

Changing the line I did.
A world wind would come about.
My former life just memories. 

Darkness would engulf my every day 
and sadness would linger through the nights.
For three months the rain would fall,
leaving little room for vision.

“Full steam ahead”
the engineer shouts
as I beg to finish my ride.
Speeding around the bend 
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and through the tunnel 
I hear a whistle screaming. 

With its light shining bright 
and its steam a rising.
We’re on the same path 
and there’s no turning back.

With a thunderous roar 
and sound of destruction 
my world turned upside down. 
My feelings worth nothing. 

I picked up the pieces 
and glued them together.
I shifted again, 
back to the line I loved.

Now with a stranger by my side
that I have loved for years
and my heart now torn.
Misery as company
we sat there in the dirt.

I’ve loved,
I’ve lied, 
I’ve fallen and missed.

There’s more to tracks and trains, 
and leavers, 
it’s the rides we take 
that change us forever.



�1 ♦ Kudzu

DATE
Ron Reed

Once lifted case now gently down.
Brown strap of leather wraps smoothly round.
Six strings silkily steal out, strummed by
Tortoiseshell that took its thumb place.
Capo ready; chord the key.
Fingers curl, caress ebony 
And amp the spruced rosewood sound
Life plays on—the song’s the chase.
Full of merry, hails now of grace.
Moonglow full, blowin’ in the wind.
Michael’s winding ashore; circle’s all a mend.
Redwing’s flyin’ fiddle tunes right
Me and my Martin on a guitar night.
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 Under the Rug
Ben Noble

 Two weeks passed and it happened again. The rug 
raised in the center where the skeletal remains of the 
hand pushed. Mr. Gold stood gape-jawed in terror. He 
thought the cacophony had sufficed but he was wrong, 
very wrong. The hand lifted the rug out of the way until 
the boards which the hand had busted through were 
visible like a black hole in space. The hand itself was 
now visible, clutching for a grip on the outside world, the 
wedding ring tarnished but still having enough gleam 
to catch the eye. The other hand busted through its own 
opening and the arms started working in tandem. Making 
a gap big enough for a body to fit. The floor turned into 
splinters and dust. With the sound of creaking bones 
the body of Mrs. Gold emerged from five years of uneasy 
rest. She sat up looking at Mr. Gold with her empty 
eye-sockets. The remains of her face hanging like fried 
chicken skin. She smiled a smile that was driven by anger 
and revenge and completely morbid satisfaction. Her time 
had come.

She had tormented him since he laid the buckshot 
to her brain half a decade before. She yelled at him 
every night from the resting place he had given her. 
Yelling and whooping and singing like a drunken broad 
at Mardi Gras. She always began bellowing the song 
“Long Black Veil” at midnight every night. The song was 
implanted into George Gold’s brain like a pitchfork. He 
had dark circles beneath his eyes from the endless void of 
sleeplessness he fought like an actual breathing person. 
Then, two weeks before, she had made her first attempt 
at revenge, but George had thwarted it by saying the 
sacred chant that the magic man down the street told 
him to recite when she raised from the dead. But not 
even black magic was strong enough to kill her pride or 
revenge. She was coming for him like a bat out of hell and 
he was totally defenseless against powers which he could 
not imagine facing.

She rose from the hole in the floor like her boney 
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torso was being lifted by wires. He could see a swarm of 
worms squirming through her eyeballs where her brain 
had been before. Maggots crawled out of the bullet hole 
George made in the defenseless woman’s forehead. If the 
worms move the right way you could see the other side of 
the room through the exit wound. She got right up in his 
face so he could smell the sick rotting smell of the mouth 
he once kissed dearly.

“Georgie?”  
She pined.
“What?”
He murmured under his breath.
“So why’d you do it for, George?”
The old madness returned in an unstoppable rush to 

his brain. 
“Because.”
His voice was now on the breaking point of 

uncontainable insanity. His hair turning gray plain as 
day.

“Because every time we sat down to eat a meal your 
jaw made that annoying popping sound and it drove me 
frickin’ crazy, that’s why.”

“Well, why didn’t you say so?”
She said with a hint of surprise. And with that, she 

reached up and tore her lower jawbone off and threw it 
down.

“It won’t happen no more.” She said with a happy 
tone.
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Alexander the Great
Louis E. Bourgeois

He had just conquered Babylon.
He walked away from the festivities, the clamoring 

mob growing distant as he walked out of the city. He 
kicked at a broken goblet as he walked. An old gray cur 
straddled up to him submissively but Alexander paid no 
attention to him.

He was carrying a lance with him as he walked from 
the city, then he stopped and looked at it. There were 
still bits of flesh hanging from the tip. He was disgusted 
by the lance, it made his stomach turn. He broke it in 
two and threw the two halves into the roadside weeds. 
Vultures, which he normally considered a sign of victory, 
filled the late evening air, but they stirred nothing in him 
now, least of all any sense of victory.

He came across a smooth piece of yellow stone as 
long as himself and stretched his weary body out on it. A 
whiteness began to suffuse the landscape and a strange 
silence permeated his body. He did not care if he was 
going mad; in fact, he welcomed it, At least, he thought, at 
least it would be better than this terrible nothingness that 
has crawled into my heart and will not leave. “Everything 
is the same,” he cried out loud to no one but himself, 
“nothing I have done makes one bit of sense.” With these 
words, Alexander the Great, the first world conqueror, the 
very fulcrum of Western history, cried great streams of 
tears.

Before morning, under heavy moonlight, his men 
found him stretched out on the rock where beautiful black 
birds as large as schoolchildren plucked at the elasticity 
of his immaculate eyes.
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Young Appalachian Poets Award �00�

The Young Appalachian Poets Award (YAPA) is a poetry 
contest open to anyone high school aged or younger in 
Appalachia. YAPA encourages young people to speak 
up and speak out; we want to provide an opportunity 
for young voices to be heard, and we want to showcase 
new talent. Our theme this year was “The Affrilachian 
Experience.” And we were honored to have one of the 
founding members of the Affrilachian Poetry movement, 
Frank X Walker, judge the contest. His most recent 
efforts include Black Box II and PLUCK! The Journal of 
Affrilachian Arts & Culture. 

First Place Winner
Matt Williams

Second Place Winner
Tasha Blanton

Third Place Winner
Joshua Tyler Olinger
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My	Angel
Matt Williams

Known as a friend, mother, sister, and grandmother
Had a heart of gold and a smile like no other

Sent to me from the God above
And showed me unconditional love

Even though she has passed and left
Her memories remain kept

Seemed like it happened all too fast
Wishing I could have made it last

Yet I’m still trying to understand
But know it was all part of God’s plan

Now she’s in a better place
Looking down with a smiling face

As I wipe my tears and dry my eyes
I smile as my angel spreads her wings in the sky
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We the People, You the Nation
Tasha Blanton

Are we in trouble? 
Is this phrase mistaken?
Pacing & pacing at home
are we misunderstanding
the survivorship of our situation?

As we proudly march forth
Are these the steps that are needed to be taken
When we as people, are terrified and shaken?

Our leaders, we are told,
are pushing us into the new and out of the old,
while the past is left where it is and meant to
go no further than that.

And truly to you, who pushes us through
we are not all dopes.
We realize our backs are against the ropes.

We are out!
The people, you are the nation!
We choose to ride.
You choose the route taken.
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Through God’s Eyes
Joshua Tyler Olinger

God created man 
and 
through his eyes
He saw the people 
of the world
tell so many lies.

Through his eyes 
He saw 
the Klu Klux Klan
and 
He began 
to mutter to Himself
“that wasn’t part of the plan!”

Through his eyes 
He saw gangs
and 
violence,
He heard the yells 
and 
shrieks 
until there was silence.

Through his eyes 
He saw 
planes 
hit towers
and 
God 
didn’t know 
He had created so many cowards.

Through his eyes 
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He saw turmoil 
and 
evil
as man 
walked the earth 
He saw 
all of the people.

And 
God 
sat back high on His throne 
and 
beside Him 
stood Jesus 
and 
in a moment He was gone.

God sent Jesus 
to die for our sins
because
through His eyes 
this was the way
for good 
and 
forgiveness to begin.

Jesus 
did just that 
and 
died for our sins
and 
in man’s hearts 
his sacrifice 
allowed the bad 
to go out 
and 
the good to go in.
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When people 
opened 
their hearts 
and 
let all the love 
come in
That’s when 
all the good started to begin.

Through God’s eyes 
He watched 
bad 
turn to good
as man 
walked the earth 
just as they should.
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Gravity
Ashley Wilson

Jen said she felt the presence of God that night. I 
can’t say I really felt any Divine presence, but on that 
hot summer night, under the big canvas tent, protected 
from the elements, hidden from the stars, our lives were 
forever changed.

We stood on the front row, the backs of our bare legs 
against the metal chairs, our flip-flops stirring the dust 
as we shifted our feet in time with the beat, and our 
suntanned arms in the air, swaying back and forth. We 
watched him, on the threshold of a skyrocketing career. 
And we didn’t know how much our lives would change 
in the following years. But on that night, it was enough 
just to be there, sticky with sweat from the humidity in 
the night’s air and our revved metabolisms, drunk on the 
music and the words.

He sat on a stool, wearing black Levis and a plain, 
black t-shirt, with his acoustic guitar rested on his lap. 
He closed his eyes as he sang, occasionally glancing out 
at the crowd. I think the music would have been the same 
even if he had been alone. He caressed his guitar and 
strummed it like a patient lover, confident of his power 
over the instrument and passionate about the results of 
his efforts.

I closed my own eyes, drinking it in, as I sang along 
quietly, careful not to drown out his voice. The lyrics felt 
like they were coming from my soul, or from somewhere 
deep, full of raw emotions, the melody serving as a trestle 
for them. The notes picked from the strings of the guitar 
were like steps towards my hopes and dreams. 

I glanced over at Jen and we exchanged a knowing 
smile, before raising the flames above our heads, 
celebrating the music and our youth.
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