
CutBank CutBank 

Volume 1 
Issue 40 CutBank 40 Article 9 

Spring 1993 

Retelling the Story Retelling the Story 

Ripley Schemm 

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank 

 Part of the Creative Writing Commons 

Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Schemm, Ripley (1993) "Retelling the Story," CutBank: Vol. 1 : Iss. 40 , Article 9. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss40/9 

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in CutBank by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 

https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss40
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss40/9
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank?utm_source=scholarworks.umt.edu%2Fcutbank%2Fvol1%2Fiss40%2F9&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/574?utm_source=scholarworks.umt.edu%2Fcutbank%2Fvol1%2Fiss40%2F9&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://goo.gl/forms/s2rGfXOLzz71qgsB2
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss40/9?utm_source=scholarworks.umt.edu%2Fcutbank%2Fvol1%2Fiss40%2F9&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:scholarworks@mso.umt.edu


Ripley Schemm

Retelling the Story

The moon rides fast 
these new black nights 
and walking’s cold. You can 
click your teeth and head home 
or stalk your shadow the length 
of its leg£ backward— to mornings 
you’ve already loved, to a story 
you’ve already told.

You tell it again: 
you’re taking the trail 
that climbs to the Pass.
An early moming. A two-year-old 
rides your shoulders, an elf 
in her dark blue hood.
A five-year-old’s tawny thatch 
bobs before you, the only warm color 
in the low autumn sky of gray sky.

There’s bounce to the sturdy trudge 
of the boy up ahead. The mountains 
take shape as you climb, step after step 
on the trail’s gray rock, rock broken 
by wind and by cold. You’re nearing 
those clouds with their promise 
of storm when a flutter 
in the boy’s thatch blurs orange,



is red, is black: a butterfly clings 
to the gold of his hair, the only 
warm color nding the mountain.

You call out, “Son, a butterfly’s 
resting in your hair!” He stops, 
turns back to you slowly, w onder 
blue in his eyes, his smile sly 
with caution. He turns again 
to the Pass, his head held still 
so his stnde won’t jostle 
his lovely burden. And the last 
long mile to the wind at the top 
the butterfly clings to the boy’s 
gold thatch, to the only warm 
color rising.
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