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Chow Call 

 
Driving onto the prison grounds during chow call, 
you stop at a little bridge to wait for a doe 
who is guarding her fawns as they cross 
the road. She must keep them safe, 
away from the outside world and its 
speeding highway, safe from the asphalt 
dinner plate of the turkey vultures who levitate, 
rise from the ground as one, rock as they fly, 
circle their dead prey. To eat dinner and not 
become dinner, that’s the point here 
the doe instructs. Walking down the dog run, 
you spy eight gulls standing sentinel on a dorm roof,  
squawking, watching the yard as groups of inmates 
are herded to the chow hall for dinner.  
They study the blue men and discuss 
potato chips. The gulls are fat with contraband 
not found on the beach, where they own  
vacation homes. They keep an eye on a shadow 
of a cat that crawls from under the administration 
building and creeps toward a sparrow.  
He’s a wild kitten, a killer not yet tamed by 
kibbles and bits, human contact. The grounds 
are quiet, except for the officer calling chow 
for the last dorm, a call answered by a murder 
of crows, who crash land near the kitchen door,  
acting Hollywood, loud and glamorous, 
talking trash about people, cackling at the cast 
away snacks. A pack of inmates passes  
and the crows yell insults at them.  



Yard dogs! they taunt, making fun  
of the pecking order. Look at that fish, 
one crow caws and the birds dip their necks 
and watch a lonely man shuffle at the tail  
of the blue body of men. See you, see you 
wouldn't want to be you! The man looks back  
over his shoulder. He's not sure what they said but 
he knows the mocking tone. The crows crack up. 
They love chow call. You have to wonder  
where they came from.  
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Penelope Doing and Undone 

Faith or fantasy, this tapestry? Every day I weave it.  
Remembered passion is red. He’ll come back, 
he’ll come back, the clack of the loom. Sometimes  
my fingertips crack and bleed 
as I weave yellow, sorrow, hopeful blue. 

At night, it all comes undone. I feel his hand  
on the small of my back and sighing, turn to find him.  
The stranger takes me to his mouth,  
pulling me by my hair. Deeply 
asleep, I cannot escape the cries scraping 

from him, from me. When it is finished, he pulls away 
and I am betrayed by my own undoing. 
I’m waiting for him to come back from the war. 



I know the war ended years ago. But does it end? 
Some men just disappear, even after they come back. 

A woman I know is waiting, too,  
weaving her own thing. Her man’s been locked up 
longer than she can remember, 
when she can remember, 
but she’s got the children to do for.  

Some people call me virtuous and others say I’m crazy. 
Yellow turns into a bird, the sky is bold. 
Persimmon houses appear everywhere 
and the rivers are red. What if I didn’t wait, what if 
he returns from whatever he has done, whatever 

he has become, and finds the empty loom?  
Sometimes I want to set this on fire, go home. 
But I am wed to beauty, to the colors  
of life under my hand. I must wait, 
and weaving, create this world. 
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