(f) By her tail 49 has dragged my dad
from the barn to the farmhouse porch.
He rests a minute, stands, dust

of the gravel drive rising

 from the gulleys cut by his heels.

‘She is not stupid; she knows the smell
of slaughter on that trailer. In seconds
she’ll kick at his ribs and sprint again,
yank him over the volted fence, away
through the corn to the chicken coop.
- Who is more stubborn more animal?

eir clash B'the dust theyﬁ%‘ﬂe—
as s if such strife could undo :
their fortunes, could settle the1r ‘.ha ts
in the books of men.

| BROADSIDED

Poet Amy Groshek teaches writing and computer applications at Alaska Pacific University. Her poems
have appeared in Bloom, Alaska Quarterly Review, and Ice-Floe. Artist Amy Meissner makes a living

illustrating children’s books. A writer as well, she lives in Alaska.


Liz Bradfield
4/15/06




