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Here, Telluride Magazine presents the fiction and poetry winners of the 2000 Mark Fischer
literary contest, which is held each year and is open to everyone. Read on to learn about
the special relationship between two brothers, and spark your thoughts with poems full of
imagery and meaning. If you'd like to enter this year’s contest, call Rosem ry Wahtola

Trommer at (970) 728-0399. o

The two brothers walked
down into the river bed
| tin pans in hand.
_been at it for days

Chief Sequoia: The Lame One
BY BILL KIMMEL

He counted, and counted again
The talking leaves, the 26 signs
And felt within the pure pleasure of Truth painted on
The pain of watching the principal people scatter
And drift like leaves and die
Charcoal on sycamore
Truth on pain
Then the lame one led his people
From darkness to light
What did the wonderful talking (eaves say?
What was the spark?
Of course the task was impossible
Any linguist could have told him
Fifteen tenses and no prepositions
Repeated nouns repeated
No man in the history of the world before or after
Would invent a syllabry
The redwoods, the sequoias, bare his name
The most immortal
The closest to heaven of all living things




I'll Be Waiting
BY SUZANNE CHEAVENS

You tipped your hat with a soft, hot
Spring

Nature’s rochambeau

sun beats snow every time.
Impossibly green the color of May,
bluegrass as pure and high as a
plucked mandolin.

June, you are a sundress, you are
brown skin

you are love.

Withering grasses beg for August rain
And at last, you deluge soft streams
on thirsty tongues, eager lips.

Peach juice giggled down my chin like
old men on a park bench

beating the pants off each other in
checkers;

you were there to lick it up.

Walking with my love into the
westering sun,

who said Summer is so short here;
but that moment was all shorts,
sandals, sparks and eternity.

While | slept, you left me a note

that said ‘soon’;

| know, | know.

Then, your white sister stepped on
autumn’s toes,

and killed the flowers and the lettuce
we grew together.

So, that’s how it must be.

Never goodbye. Your feral heat beats
my heart while | mark time

til Solstice, when at last days
command nights.

And then I’ll have you in my sights.
Oh yes my soulmate, my desire.

I'll be waiting.




