
Sophia Kofoed 

Alabaster Skulls 
The yellow house looked the same as ever  
as we pulled into the circular driveway 
gravel crunching underneath our rental car’s tires. 
Bleached alabaster skulls with curled horns grinned 
into the pebbled rocks 
As if to proudly reinforce a midwestern stereotype 
 
Just the wide concrete walkway 
covered in chalk drawings,  
Red flowers, rainbow butterflies, and a sloppily drawn hopscotch square 
Proof my cousins had been there  
 
Led to the two green faded porch swings,  
their fabric torn with time 
and the three generations that had swung on them,  
sipping lemonade in the blistering summer sun 
 
Though desperate to get out of the stuffy car  
after so many hours of travel,  
I leaned back against the too hard fabric of the shiny black SUV 
And closed my eyes 
and thought about life and people  
and my complicated, difficult, lovable family 
 
Obsidian Night 
 
We all quietly gather on the porch,  
Mema, Papa Dave, Dad, Mom, Kiara, and I 
as we gaze onto the desolate golf course, 
Sipping beer and orange juice 
 
Not a word needs to be passed from our lips 
Other than a voiceless understanding. 
The power of silence. 
 
Not a sound echoes through the night 



Other than the rush of a slight summer breeze 
Cascading softly through the long grasses 
and rustling our hair. 
 
The deep hoot of a lone owl 
can be heard from the highest peak of a solitary towering pine 
 
The night fades into a rich cobalt blue, 
Bare trees limbs turn into  
Shadowy figures 
Miles of green fading into  
an obsidian night.  
 
Storm 
  
Dad Perched Against Garage  
Strong and Firm 
Light Green Eyes  
So Much Like Mine 
Flashing  
 
Papa Dave  
Arms Crossed 
Defiant and Steady 
A tidal wave declaring its imminent crash 
 
Poseidon and Zeus Preparing for Battle 
 
Thundering Fighting  
No Understanding, 
Just the Coursing Anger  
Permeating the Dry Cracked Air. 
Like Electricity.  
The Words. I Don’t Understand. 
“Alcoholic. Treat my Daughters Well. Alcoholic”  
Over and Over like a torrential insatiable storm 
 
As the voices escalate, 
And the winds hurl and the waves rise, and the hail pounds  



on the roof like marching soldiers 
Feeling the Storm Weather its Way Into Our Lives 
Will the boat survive the onslaught? 
 
We hide inside, 
the adults gather uneasily on the porch, 
Shifting back and forth, 
Back and forth 
 
Pretend and Talk of Nothing 
 
It Has Always Been the Best Way To Hide. 
 
“Kicked Out” 
 
Years Later, 
the memory of that night  
hangs firmly in my mind 
Imprinted forever, 
etched bitterly into stone 
 
“Kicked out”  
A Sour Taste In My Mouth 
Like Beer and Orange Juice  
On the Porch 
Stained with a broken promise.  
A voiceless understanding.  
Shattered. 
 
Our Return 
 
Kiara,  
once the toe headed toddler 
Now the seven-year-old little girl  
With straight blond hair, 
a missing front tooth 
And easy contagious laughter 
 
Only a vague memory  



of porches and alabaster skulls 
 
Dad, once thick brown hair 
circular accountant glasses, 
and sweatpants 
Now shiny scalp, a sharp black business suit,  
Laughter lines crinkling the edges of his green eyes 
So much like mine.  
 
Me, hair darkened to brown and grown out  
from the fateful days I was called “boy” 
 
 
I’d grown up, we all had  
five years passed like the flip of a switch 
And suddenly the realization hit of all we had missed 
 
The alabaster skulls, the porch, and the fire 
Mema and Papa Dave, 
Our love, our desires. 
 
So on that day, 
Dad, Kiara, and I boarded a plane  
Not quite having forgiven, Mom abstained. 
 
We arrived in Colorado, 
the snow-topped mountains loomed behind 
As our shiny rental car  
Sped down the desolate freeway line 
 
Dad was glaring at the road, 
His silent frown and intense stare 
Permeated the dry cracked air. 
 
Finally, we turned into the long road 
I remembered, 
New tennis courts, a bleak strip mall, and rows of twin developments, 
  
Yet everything else was exactly as it had been, 



Five long years ago, 
the golf course, the grassy front yards, 
 
The long sprawled houses  
my dad had grown up playing at 
And still called by the original occupant’s names. 
 
And we begged him to tell the stories of his childhood 
The ones that always upturned his lips. 
He begrudgingly smiled and painted a picture 
about the long summer nights 
Where the neighbor’s kids  
joined the four Kofoed siblings 
 
Playing Kick the Can and Star Bright Star Light 
late into the night. 
 
And as we neared Mema and Papa Dave’s 
And as we pulled into the circular driveway 
And gazed at the yellow house  
with its old lamppost flickering  
to the beat of my heart 
 
I feel a paradox of emotions,  
happy and sad, nostalgic and wistful 
For the life we could have had. 
 
The house looked the same as ever, 
Yet it was not at all. 
 
But still, 
gravel crunched underneath our rental car’s tires. 
Bleached alabaster skulls with curled horns grinned  
into the pebbled rocks 
 
And the buttery yellow paint reminded me  
Of home. 
 
Back in California 



 
Back in California, 
Thinking about my family in Colorado. 
My little cousins growing up, and going to elementary school 
Swinging on the old tire swing, running to the pool. 
 
The TV incessantly blasting in the background 
Mema and Papa Dave reading on their leather chairs. 
 
Mirroring their lives back at home,  
Missing them as they grow up 
Kiara starts high school. 
Junior year begins 
And life moves steadily ahead.  
 
Papa Dave 
We get the call in the night.  
Something is just not right. 
Dad leaves swiftly and quietly on a plane,  
We know that when he returns life will never be the same.  
 
Papa Dave, my dad tells us over the phone,  
his voice heavy and tired, 
Is in the last stage of his life. 
 
And with a terrible feeling of De Ja Vu, 
He recounts it all again 
The visits from Hospice, the pain, the morphine,  
My grandfather’s face whitening and turning gaunt,  
 
And yet a stubbornness to live 
To see his grandchildren grow  
His mind prevails, even as his body goes. 
 
Tell him I love him I say to my dad. 
That one day I may continue the Kofoed law practice like he had 
My dad says he will with a weary sigh,  
And I suddenly say goodbye because 
I feel like I’m going to cry.  



 
Is it wrong to wish he peacefully leaves in the night? 
Instead of holding on to such a painful life? 
 
 
Gone with the Hawks 
My mom tells me and my sister after school, 
In my favorite cafe, 
After I’ve chatted about nothing for 10 minutes. 
 
I’m in shock, it’s surreal. 
 
And then a day passes and I realize 
He’s gone,  
I’m never going to see Papa Dave again. 
He’s never going to sit in the old leather chair in front of the ball game again, 
Or ask us about our plan for the day, 
Or tell us it’s beautiful out while propped in front of his newspaper. 
 
My dad calls that night, 
And scratchily asks us how we are. 
 
He tells us how it happened, 
how all four kids were around Papa Dave, 
Giving their unfailing love and their permission for him to go 
His wife and brother-in-law holding his hands, 
 
And how Mema said to him, “Go with the Hawks, Dave, go with the Hawks,” 
And how outside it was dark and cloudy,  
until that moment when the clouds parted  
and the sun beamed down onto the golf course, 
And in the last breath of his life,  
a hovering hawk shrieked 
Outside his window 
 
And then Papa Dave disappeared  
Into that beam of light 
Soaring with the hawks, 
Flying out of sight. 


