
© 2009 Rebecca Poulson
107 Jeff Davis Street
Sitka, Alaska 99835

(907) 747-3448
www.theoutercoast.com

Printed on recycled paper by 
Alaska Litho in Juneau, AlaskaPermit Number 3862

       2010     1 2 

3 4 5 6 7 8 9 

10 11 12 13 14 15 16 

17 18 19 20 21 22 23 

24 25 26 27 28 29 30 

31 

 

 Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday

St. Lazaria, Hazy and
Forrester Island Refuges 

designated Wilderness, 1970

Columbus Day

E a r l y  O c t o b e r :  s t a r t  b u l b s  ( p a p e r - w h i t e s ,  a m a r y l l i s )  f o r  f o r c i n g  i n d o o r s ,  p u t  p o i n s e t t i a  i n  t h e  d a r k

A f t e r  f i r s t  f r o s t :  d i g  d a h l i a ,  g l a d i o l a  t u b e r s

Alaska Day

Halloween

P u t  s e a w e e d  o n  y o u r  g a r d e n

Navy shells Angoon, 1882

September 2010
 su m t w th f sa
    1 2 3 4 
 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 
 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 
 19 20 21 22 23 24 25 
 26 27 28 29 30  

November 2010
 su m t w th f sa
  1 2 3 4 5 6 
 7 8 9 10 11 12 13 
 14 15 16 17 18 19 20 
 21 22 23 24 25 26 27 
 28 29 30  

MS Prinsendam fi re 1980

Tanzanzu (Poem Slips) 
            For Joanne

 
Heaven for poets
will be a pair of six-panel screens
unfolding numberless fl owering 

cherries—
blizzards of blossom—
and brilliant maples
fl anked by mossy walks, zigzag bridges, 

limpid pools.
 
A place of multiple seasons,
of eternally perfect picnics,
steaming tea,
sweet wine and the most comfortable 

kimonos.
Our eyes will brook no dew,
our joints no frost.
Our brushes will form lines inspired by 

weather and company
on slips watermarked with
pale clouds or golden peaks.
We will never be past the age 

for brilliance
or too stiff to crawl with babies.
“Warblers’ hundred carolings”
will follow our steps,
follow our steps,
our springy steps.
 - Ann Chandonnet

Daughters of Time, the hypocritic Days, 
Muffl ed and dumb like barefoot dervishes,
And marching single in an endless fi le,
Bring diadems and fagots in their hands.
To each they offer gifts after his will,
Bread, kingdom, stars, and sky that holds them all.

I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp,
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily
Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day
Turned and departed silent. I, too late,
Under her solemn fi llet saw the scorn.
  - Ralph Waldo Emerson

Do not seek to follow in the footsteps of the masters. Seek what they sought.
       - Basho

If you wait for inspiration, you will never get started.
    - Dale DeArmond

He was village boy. Years later he’s Village Boy.
Keex kwaan. Kake people. Aa.á.
Didn’t talk much then.
Still doesn’t.
His high school year, they moved to the city.
He was dumb in school.
Dumb village boy!
Oh, he was so ashamed . . .
Ashamed of who he was, where he was from.
There were names for people like him.
He made himself thin,
missing everyone between classes.
I studied him like a foreign language.
Waiting all day for the end of the day
when Carving came.

At the end of the day is when I saw village boy’s designs,
when he fi nally took out his hands.
“Killer whales,” he told me, making his arm a fi n slicing waves.

Carving teacher went to school with Charlie Pride.
He was really shop teacher, no Native teachers then.
Carving Teacher drops his jaw:
“By golly, sure looks like Kwak-tootle art there, Bob!”
Village Boy’s head turns,
“You talk funny. And I can’t carve.”

Carving came to them, like it had to, both of them.
It fi xed everything. Kept him from slipping.
They put together the fi rst bentwood box with dovetail joints.
Pretty good! How the carvings made his designs swim!

School dismissed. Village Boy went home.
He fi nally went home.
Village Boy said goodbye. Carving Teacher said thank you.

The way this story goes, decades later
Village Boy sits with Carving Teacher’s grandson. Shows Grandson his cuts.
Now Village Boy’s eyes fl ood with thank you when Grandson leaves.

The things we need come when we need them most.
If you took away our knives,
our hands would be just fi sts.

                                  - Robert Davis Hoffman

An artist cannot do anything slovenly.
   - Jane Austen

Ode to the West Wind

V

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:
What if my leaves are falling like its own?
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies

Will take from both a deep autumnal tone,
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fi erce,
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe,
Like withered leaves, to quicken a new birth;
And, by the incantation of this verse,

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!
Be through my lips to unawakened earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O wind,
If winter comes, can spring be far behind?
  - Percy Byshe Shelley
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There’s no bar to us proclaiming our delight, and that’s the strength of poetry.
       - Allen Ginsberg

Twenty-fi ve years later
we went looking for our cabin site
but there was no trace of the place

where we had spent three winters
reading Russian novels
and playing dominoes in that sooty lantern light.

We had chased after radio-collared geese
and photographed humpback whales
shoaling in the bay.

We had butchered our fi rst deer
had rebuilt an outboard motor,
bathed in a Hobbit hole of a sauna

and kissed naked while the north wind
blew our towels off the boughs
and froze the hair on our bone-white skin.

This had been our precious world
twelve by sixteen feet
with seams taped up from the inside,

and it was gone
completely,
dissolved into the spongey wet moss, and the drip of rain.

No trace of the novel
I wrote in pencil
nor the letters we wrote home,

no trace of the arguments
or plans for the sumptuous
meals and long baths we would take in town,

no trace of how our memory
had burned a place in this cool
green world.

There was only a small pile
of fi rewood I had split before we left:
thick chunks of hemlock jumbled and slick

as uniform as a stack of bibles
and more readable
than anything

I have ever written.
 - John Straley

 

Don’t make art. Use it to think about something that really interests you.

       - Dona Nelson

350 of us entered the poetry contest
but there was just one winner
some guy named Rezmerski
with whom I commiserate
with his $500 prize
and its resultant alienation

the money? Hell I’ve made that in a single day
trolling for coho in Tebenkof Bay
had more fun doing it too
than Rezmerski had
with his pretty pretty
words in a row

349 of us disavow 
him now
and that’s all the potential 
audience he had for his poems
in the fi rst friggin place
        - Dan Crane


