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Introduction:

The characters in this book are fictional but they are real.  The 
events didn’t happen but they did happen.  The place is not real 
but it does exist. The story is not true but it is true.

Michigan Gothic grew out my work with a hospice agency in 
rural Michigan. It was my privilege to meet some wonderful 
people with an outlook and values that are slowly disappearing 
along with a way of life.

I chose to write this story as poetry because the story itself is 
poetry and I couldn’t see a better way to express it.  Augie’s death
parallels the death of the family farm and a part of our culture that
has helped define who we are.

     David Jibson



Augie

Augie wakes up one morning
and something doesn’t feel right.
He doesn’t know what it is.  He feels off
in a way he can’t put his finger on.

He might have said something to Wanda
if she had been in bed beside him
but she was already up and dressed.
He could hear her in the kitchen,
could smell Maxwell House perking
in the maker on the stove.

He feels like he didn’t sleep
but doesn’t remember being awake.
By the time he gets up, takes a pee,
pulls on his overalls and socks
and shuffles into the kitchen
he decides to say nothing.

Wanda pours his coffee, sits it
on the table in front of him.
“If you want an egg this morning
you’ll have to go to the hen house.”
“That’s okay,” he says.
“I’m not hungry this morning.”
“Something wrong,” she says.
“No. Just not hungry yet is all.”
She goes about her business;
he goes about his.



The Farm

Augie carries his mug out to the porch.
He sits down in a steel motel chair,
his favorite spot.  A rusted milk can
serves as an end table for his coffee
and his smokes.  The sun is already up
over the roof line of the corn crib.
It’ll be hot today.   Augie is glad
he doesn’t have cows to milk anymore,
glad not to have had to be up hours ago.
He should be out feeding the chickens
and making sure they have plenty of water.
They are the last of the animals on the farm.
Gypsy, last of a line of Australian shepherds,
passed over the winter,
probably from not having anything to herd.



Wanda

It’s Monday, the day that Wanda
washes clothes.  She insists on using
an old wringer washer and hanging clothes
outside to dry in weather like this.
“Augie,” she says. “Why is there
blood in your underwear?”
“I don’t know,” he tells her.
“Well, how long has it been there?”
“I don’t know,” he says,
“a couple of days, maybe three.” 

“You’re going to the doctor,” she says.
Augie knows not to argue with Wanda
once he’s been caught at something.
Later, he hears her on the phone
in the kitchen.  “Wednesday,” she tells him.
“That’s good,” he says.  We can go to the store
and get our senior discount.”



Augie in a Home?

“Maybe I should go into one them homes,
you know, for dying people,”
Augie says to Wanda one day.
“Eat your egg,” Wanda says.
“Those places are too far away.”
“I’d teach you to drive,” Augie says.
“I know how to drive,” she says,
“tractor, truck, even a combine,
anything you can think of.
I just never got my license.”

“You don’t know how to drive in the city.”
“Neither do you,” Wanda says,
“but you don’t need to worry about that
because we’re both staying  right here.
We talked about it and it’s all agreed to.”

Augie swipes a piece of rye toast across his plate
through the last of his egg yolk.



Mary Ellen

Mary Ellen grows up tall.
She loves life on the farm
until she hits puberty.
She loses interest in 4H,
starts hanging with town kids.

She graduates at seventeen
and is gone before Augie knows it.
She works that summer on Mackinac Island,
enrolls at Grand Valley in the fall.
Her last two years she rarely comes home.
When she does, Augie has the feeling
it’s because she misses her cat.

Augie often wonders why
Mary Ellen doesn’t get married.
She is a pretty girl, all freckles
and amber colored hair,
a gentle voice.

It’s Tom finally tells him.
“Pop, Mary Ellen is – you know.
She, well – 
Mary Ellen likes girls.”

“Mary Ellen’s a lesbian?
That explains a lot.” Augie says.
“Does your mother know?”
“Mom’s always known,” says Tom.
“That explains a lot too,” Augie says.



Augie in the Army

Augie is in basic training at the end of the war.
He gets sent to Germany
as part of the occupying force.
He finds a country not much more
than a pile of rubble with widows,
orphans, old men and a few
legless veterans sifting
through ruined buildings
looking for anything they can sell.

The army never really gives Augie a job.
Often at loose ends, he rides
a bicycle into the countryside
where the devastation is less.

When he sees a farmer
mending a fence or fixing a barn
Augie stops to help,
being careful never to accept food.
Instead, he brings along Army rations
that he shares with the family
or what’s left of a family.

When Augie gets home
he finds his girl, Wanda,
waiting for him
at the Greyhound station.
She has met every bus,
two a day, for a month.



Augie in a Coma

There is sound, voices maybe,
so far away they can’t be heard,
like they were traveling through water
rather than air.

There is light.  Not enough to see by.
Augie is in a field, standing.
The air around him is lighter than air.

There is movement from a direction
Augie has never sensed before.
He would like to lie down
in the long grass
but it seems his legs will not bend.

The nurse says to Wanda,
“I think it’s time
we call the kids to come home.”
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