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yolanda wisher

Maple Street Rag

last year, came back for Sookie’s repast
at the american legion (the Club)
walked the dirt road behind Grams’ house
readin signs sayin
the Rez & all of West Maple
Mr. Ben’s summer camp pavilion
the basketball court
where Malik dodged the big boys:

HAZARDOUS WASTE SITE

the Rez just a hole in the ground
three generations deep
lined with asbestos shingles
a fake lake kids dove into 
& never came back up
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an apocalypse reserved for us alone 
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a poem

will not

be able

to hold all

the water

that made up

the Reservoir

now drained
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A grandmother’s porch at nightfall. Miss Pearl with the strawberry hair & Miss 
Dallas with the bun, sit in green rockin chairs, their pale faces like wrinkled marigolds 
sippin up the last bit of light. Children chase lightnin bugs in the front yard. Drivers 
slow down, stick their hands out the window & wave in salute. Spirit music (moanin 
Mahalia or heartachin Aretha) is heard from inside the house. A nebula of tiny white 
stars dislodges from the ceiling of sky & falls in flakes …
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me & Grams would walk to Direnzo’s 
for bologna, white bread, & oatmeal bars 
cars would pass us, beep their horns
cause Grams was good people 

we’d pass Miss Tootsie 
with her skinny leg cane 
Dinette & her yellow Corvette 
Penny plantin rows of corn 
in Arlene’s hair 
Brad touched in the head 

(followed mom to the sop hop 
& ripped her dress)

speak to Tab’s friend Sherry ( just as sweet)
past Ovidatta’s where you could buy 
Mary Janes for a nickel 
& when we got to the Rezzy 
we’d look through the fence at the ducks
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back then in the dark
when folks talked about the Rez

i thought she was a woman
everyone knew
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between Mickey D’s & the Rez 
once a bandstand
then a pile of asbestos dust 
snow that never melted
they called it the white mountain 
thirty feet high 
magic mountain like a nemesis 
immortal as Vesuvius 

Grams used to say everywhere’s Pompeii
California gonna sink into the sea  
Ambler was the safest place you could be




