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Editor’s Preface 
 

 

Individual identity is threaded in a community; it is woven in lineage, 

memory, language, history to our land and family, and experience. 

However, if some threads are not constantly sown, they threaten to become 

a faded vestige of the past as the allure of contemporary culture begs to 

submerge all else.   

 

If we do not repeat words in our native language, will our children know 

their meaning? If we become transplants to a new land, does the old call for 

us? Or does it forget that we once belonged to it? Ideas of home and 

identity can be as sentimental, as important, but as with all matters involving 

the heart—tricky. What do individuals owe to their history and culture? And 

if the organ calls for you, will call for me too? Who will be left to pass on 

the story? And how will the story change?  

 

We saw all of these themes in What Can Be Harvested and as we enter into 

the thick of the holiday season, we hope that you too will enjoy this fictional 

family’s journey to harvest a yucca and attempts to discover a little bit more 

about themselves. On most days, that’s all one has to hold onto—identity.  

 

Yours,  

 

The Editors 
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I  wait in my truck to pick up my kids, both teenagers now.  

It is my weekend with them. I expect both Sarah and Anthony 

to be grumpy about being picked up so early on a Saturday 

morning. It is six a.m. and the late April air is chilly, but clear. 

The door to their mother's house, my old house until a few 

years ago, opens wide and Anthony bumbles out, fifteen and 

awkward. His dark hair sticks out like a porcupine with what 

looks like help from some kind of gel. He usually keeps it 

shaved close to his scalp. He has missed a few haircuts. Sarah 

follows behind him, dragging her feet, backpack heavy on her 

thin shoulders.  
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         We ride cramped in the front cab. I expect to hear 

them complain, as they seem to do a lot these days, but we are 

on a mission today and the truck is necessary. Well, I am on a 

mission. My kids, most certainly Sarah, would say they are just 

along for the ride. That this is something I'm making them do. 

We are going to gather yucca in the next town over because in 

our town there is not much open land, except for the land 

around abandoned buildings that have gone fallow. I tell them 

we are going to harvest yucca whipplei, also called Our Lord's 

Candle and Spanish Bayonet. I list these names to them 

because it makes me feel like I know more about it than I do. 

If we wait a few weeks longer, all of the yucca at our elevation 

will be inedible—too stringy—at least, that is what my cousin 

told me. We had already missed the annual community 

harvesting because of the kids' seemingly never ending 

practices, Anthony with his soccer and Sarah with her dance. 

         I grew up seeing the tall stalks with yellow whitish 

flowers all over town, at the sides of roads and freeways, but 

never thought much about them until recently. I had made 

myself blind to their beauty and deaf to their stories. The 
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seasons seem to pass by so fast. Each month the kids grow. 

Sometimes I think they change daily. And already they talk of 

leaving, seeing the world outside of Las Palmas. I feel as if I've 

failed to show them all that is around us—the yucca, agave, 

chia, and acorns. These are some of the plants that were born 

in this part of California, before there was even this 

“California.” I was told that these were the plants that had 

sprung from the Creator's ashes and that meant it must be 

right to take them back. I had been trying to tell them these 

things recently, but I didn't think they would remember if I 

just said it, that they might just brush me off; that's why I 

wanted them to come with me. I wanted for them to be a part 

of this, to give them a slight taste of what our family had lived 

off of. In a couple of months, they will be gone for most of the 

summer, spending time with their mothers' family on the East 

Coast. They go every summer. I agreed with their mother that 

this was right, but I still miss them when they are gone, more 

than 2,000 miles away. 

         Anthony opens up the passenger door and they 

elbow each other. Sarah, two years younger at thirteen, pushes 
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her brother's back and says, “You get in first.” I feel myself 

growing impatient with their squabbling. This is supposed to 

be a family day for us. Our weekend. I hate that my time with 

them feels timed and finite. Sometimes I don't want to worry 

whose weekend or day it is. I had imagined this trip as 

something that they would remember for a long time, but not 

for fighting with each other. The last couple of times we spent 

with each other they both seemed wrapped up in their own 

worlds, like they were shrouded in some kind of gauze that 

made it impossible for me to touch them or really see them. 

          At least their mother Ashley and I seem to have 

settled into a pattern. We don’t fight much. We talk to each 

other, friendly like, jokingly. A few months ago I even 

pretended I did not hear when she commented on how I was 

growing out my hair and she just laughed at my own awkward 

attempts to joke with her. Maybe it wasn't the custody 

agreement that changed things between us. Maybe we just got 

tired of being mad at each other or we had come to accept the 

inevitable that we had been fighting against, that we couldn't 

make it work between us.   
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         They tug at each other. I sigh, “Someone just get in.” 

         Anthony climbs in first, his denim-clad legs bending 

together as close as possible so they don't touch Sarah's. 

         “I don't understand why we have to go out so early, 

Dad,” Sarah says, pulling her hoodie over her head, and 

leaning her head toward the window. She closes her eyes and 

rests her head against the window as if she is exhausted. I have 

to stop myself from lecturing her on what “exhaustion” is. 

         “I want to get back before it gets too hot,” I say. I 

don't mention the legal grey area in what we are doing. I'm not 

sure if the yucca is on private or state property. I used to see it 

everywhere, but when I got it in my mind that I wanted to 

harvest some, it seemed to have disappeared; not completely, 

but so many of the open fields on which it had grown wild, 

springing up from the rocky earth, had been cemented and 

built over with freeways and malls. While other yucca, still 

green and young—their stalks like giant asparagus—grew on 

hillsides and mountains that seemed difficult to reach. 

         I drive to the next town by taking the side roads. I 

wanted an early start because the road that leads to the land 
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where I plan to harvest the yucca can get busy at certain times 

of the day. People use the road as a shortcut and race on by. 

My cousin Rob is going to meet us there. He has done this 

before and says it is more than a one-person job. He knows 

how to make use of all of the parts. How to cook and store the 

flowers and stalk. What to do with the root and sharp leaves. 

He has told me he will give the heart of the yucca to his 

mother to begin the heart of her baskets, their curled center. 

         I pull off to the side of the road and Anthony nudges 

Sarah awake. In Sarah's face I see her mother—the longish 

chin and smallish ears. The last time I spoke to their mother, 

she called me jokingly, “a born again Indian.” I laughed, even 

as I felt slightly ashamed, but she was a little right. In college, 

we used to joke about other Natives we considered smug with 

their Indianness, their stereotypical Indian appearance or 

fluency in their language. It was not just that they had these 

characteristics but that they seemed to lord it over others, and 

so we called them “more Indian than thou.” 

         It seemed like we were once a complementary fit or 

maybe it was that everyone else seemed even less suited to us. 
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I had more of the “Indian looks,” a hawkish face, tanned 

complexion, and thick straight hair I kept short. Ashley was 

small and light, with greenish eyes, but she had been brought 

up with her grandparents on her rez in New York. Her 

language had a lot of soft  “G's” and so she spoke English with 

the slightest of accents, as if her tongue refused the stiffness of 

English. I loved it when she sang. I told her that her voice 

sounded like a river. She would just laugh, call me silly, and 

ask if I planned on using that line on all the girls on her rez. 

         We met in college. Most of the minority students 

were required to attend a summer program before we entered 

the university. On some weekends, field trips for the Native 

students to the local parks, museums, and pow-wows were 

organized. We would gather, load into minivans, inhaling the 

frigid air conditioning, a welcome break from the mucky 

humidity.  

Once, deep into the summer, we went to a local pow-

wow and Ashley wore her hair pulled back tightly into two 

braids. There was a line in the center and when I looked 

down at her from my seat next to her in the van I could see 
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the pinkness of her scalp. The next day she complained about 

her burned scalp, and that it hurt to comb her hair. But it 

made her seem brighter to me. 

         We didn't start dating until after we had known each 

other for several years. After it had seemed like most everyone 

in our social group had paired off at one time or another. 

After we had danced together. The Native program at school 

had organized an Iroquois social, bringing in singers from 

Ashley’s community to lead their social dances. I stopped by 

the social to say hello to a few friends. One the dance ended, 

and a man was explaining the directions for the next one, I sat 

down and felt Ashley grab my hand. 

         “Come on, I need a partner, Tony,” Ashley said. 

         “Nah, I'm not really the dancing kind of guy.” I 

pulled back my hand. 

         “It's ladies’ choice. You have to,” she smiled. 

         “I don't know what to do.” 

         “Just follow along. Listen to the drum,” she said. 

People started to gather in the center of the room and 



	  

Unmanned Press | What Can Be Harvested | Casandra Lopez 

12	  

partnered up. “Come on, Tony. I'll help you.” I let Ashley 

take my hand and pull me toward her.   

                                                    

         A few months before I experienced something like a 

rebirth or a revelation. I thought that it was what faith felt like, 

but more real and worldly, as if I was finally occupying my 

body for the first time. I had always taken pride in my culture 

and my family history, but I didn’t think of myself as being 

particularly traditional or outspoken about my identity. This 

was different, more personal, more molecular. I didn't feel the 

need to proselytize about my experience or educate the world 

about the current state of Indian affairs as Ashley sometimes 

did. She was always more vocal and would tell me or anyone 

willing to listen that her people were responsible for The 

United States Constitution, the Suffragettes, and most 

importantly the greatest sport ever invented: lacrosse. I had 

come to agree with her, for the most part, and got the same 

sort of warm feelings of pleasure and pride when the kids 
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would challenge their teachers about Thanksgiving or 

colonialism. 

          I wanted our children to learn about my side of the 

family, and our traditions, but I had been lax in teaching them 

what I did know and there was so much I didn't know. 

Something inside of me changed. I felt new and open, 

although my outsides were still the same. And all of the things 

that were difficult before are still difficult. When I try to 

explain to my kids why all of this matters to me—why it is 

important that we feed ourselves with this food, so that our 

bodies become nourished by the land of our ancestors—I see 

in their eyes the, “Oh, Dad, enough,” expression.   

                                       

         I pull over on the side of the road where Rob and I 

agreed to meet. I do not see his car. I check my cell phone to 

see if he has left a message. I'm on time. I scan the road and 

wait. After ten minutes, Anthony begins to shift in his seat; he 

fiddles with the radio and brings out a handheld game that I 
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know can absorb his attention for hours at a time. Sarah 

remains with her head against the window. After a few more 

minutes I get out of the truck. Finally, Rob calls. I expect to 

see him pulling up any minute, but he is calling to cancel. He 

was called in for mandatory overtime and can't risk losing his 

job. He wants to reschedule and I tell him not to worry.  

         The kids climb out of the car. “When is Rob 

coming?” Anthony asks, barely looking at me as he plays his 

video game. Sarah leans against the truck door as if she can't 

even lift her own weight. 

         “He's not coming,” I say. 

         “So we can go then?” asks Sarah slightly moving away 

from the truck's door. 

         I think about what a pain it was to get them both to 

come this time. We are here now. I can see the yucca in the 

distance. 

         “No, we can do it this time without Rob,” I say, 

walking to the back of the truck to grab some thick gloves, 

rope, and other tools. 
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         “Do you even know what you are doing, Dad?” 

Sarah asks in a way that makes her look perplexed and makes 

me feel judged. 

         “Sure!” I say, wanting to believe it. I place a package 

of tobacco in my front pocket and it gives me a bit of comfort. 

I hear the beeps and faint sounds of Anthony's game. I do not 

think he has lifted his head once since getting out of the truck. 

I call Anthony's name to give him the rope to carry, but he 

doesn't hear me. I say his name again and get no response. I 

walk over to him and take the game from his hand and turn it 

off. 

         “Dad! I almost beat my high score!” 

         “Put it in the truck. I don't want to see it again,” I say 

and he shuffles away. When he returns, he stands as if his 

bones are jelly. I hand him the rope and keep the machete. 

         The dirt beneath our feet is sandy. Beyond the  

chain-link fence there are sprouts of green grass and light 

green shrubs. Yucca grows scattered about in a way that looks 

random. A few appear to grow near each other, while others 

are distanced from each other. The stalks reach high into the 
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air, their light yellowish flowers blossoming on top. The patch 

of land we are on looks like a desert, but not too far from here, 

water flows, if only a trickle now.  

When I was young, my great–uncle would take me with 

him to gather the mushrooms that grew on cottonwood trees 

near a creek. In the shade of the trees we picked the large 

mushrooms to bring home. My uncle was a drunk, but knew a 

lot of good stories, maybe some of them were lies and maybe 

some of them were the truth. I wanted to tell Sarah and 

Anthony some of his stories, but I didn't know where to start. I 

wanted to give them the name of the mushrooms in our 

language, but I didn't remember. 

         We walk along the road where the asphalt ends and 

the dirt begins. Last weekend, Rob pointed out a way for us to 

enter, to make our way into the property. When I find it again, 

I push where the fence is already cut open and wait for the 

kids to enter. Anthony slides through. I wait for Sarah, but she 

doesn't follow.          

         “Come on, Sarah. What are you waiting for? It's 

going to get hot out here soon,” says Anthony. 
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         “You're making me break the law, ” she says. “The 

sign says 'No Trespassing.'” 

         “Your mother said this was okay,” I say, hating 

myself a little for having to say it, even if it is true and will get 

her to come. Why should Ashley's words be more important 

than mine? “Remember whose land this is to begin with. Do 

you think if we posted ‘No Trespassing’ signs, people would 

have listened?”  

         “I know, but there could be snakes in there.” 

         “Really?” I say, shaking my head a little. I think she is 

just being difficult. Since she was little, she loved all animals, 

and snakes, in particular. Last year, she decided to become a 

vegetarian. Ashley and I decided we should just let it be 

because she would hear enough from our parents and the 

same poor Indian hunter joke over and over from others. But 

maybe I was somehow responsible for this. Now, whenever 

she goes on family events, she is sure to be made fun of, to 

have to scrounge for food, and not be quite like everyone else. 

I didn't want that for her, but she doesn’t seem to mind. 

         The day is getting warmer. A car whizzes by. 



	  

Unmanned Press | What Can Be Harvested | Casandra Lopez 

18	  

         “Come on, either come now or go wait in the truck,” 

I say. 

         Finally, she enters. I follow. 

          “I thought you would be happy about picking trees 

and leaves. Isn't that what you veggie people eat?” Asks 

Anthony. When Sarah moves her leg to kick at Anthony, he 

scrambles away in front of us. We walk for a few yards. Some 

of the brush looks grey and light brown, while others are still 

green. The soil is rough and rocky. I can see clearly into the 

distance because the land is mostly flat with only slight slopes 

and mounds. 

         “Dad, what about this one?” Anthony asks, pointing 

to a yucca. 

         “Nah, let's try another. It looks too dry,” I say. The 

stalk is more yellowish than green, and the pointy and long 

leaves at the base are greyish and wilted. We walk further 

leaving the road behind us. I notice Sarah is not at my side, 

turning, I see her, yards behind Anthony and I. She is walking, 

but very slowly. 
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         “Come on, Sarah! We don't have all day!” I call to 

her. She begins to walk slightly faster.                                                   

                                     

         I began to think about what my ex would call my 

conversion and what I would call more of a reconfiguration. 

Like I had been wearing the glasses with the wrong 

prescriptions and now I finally had a pair that worked. Months 

ago, I was at the annual fiesta, a gathering of local tribes and 

families on a nearby reservation, where people presented and 

ate our native foods. There was socializing, demonstrations, 

and bird singing. It had been a long time since I'd gone to one. 

The kids were little then. We had just moved back from New 

York and I wanted to show my wife that we had songs too. 

When I used to go before, even though I didn't intend to, I 

kept a part of myself distant, afraid of making the wrong move. 

Maybe it was because I had stopped going for a while, and had 

forgotten how to hear the songs, and feel them as I did when I 

was child. 
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         So when my cousin Rob and his family invited us to 

come along and I had nothing better to do with the kids, I 

went, not giving it much thought. We stayed late, until the 

singing began. There had been singing during the day, for 

demonstration, but this felt different. With the sun down, the 

air was cooled and the night seemed to make the rest of the 

world disappear. We began at dusk, the sky a yellow orange. I 

tried to follow their lead, but my voice felt hollow compared to 

theirs. The gourds rattled as my voice attempted to follow 

along. I didn't know the words or understand their meanings, 

but I wanted to sing. I wanted a part of me to understand all of 

it. I knew the songs were stories of our travels and some were 

in a language that couldn't even be understood by those who 

spoke it and yet it was important we continue to sing. I had 

known this, but never thought it was important that I sing 

these songs. 

         That night I sang until my throat grew hoarse and still 

the others kept singing. Rob told me that his father had told 

him that when we sang all together we were taken back in time. 

There was something about that night, my stomach full of 
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wiwish, nopales, and beans: the smoke rising into the night 

from the fire, the laughter in the air that made it feel true. All 

around me, the music called to me. Everything else faded 

except for the rattle and the unison of smooth strong voices 

that made me feel like I was being swept away. Then I felt it to 

be true, my body understood the language of the songs, what it 

meant to be taken somewhere else, my voice becoming a part 

of the songs, becoming thick with heart and story. My body 

bent, my arm curled in as if the earth was calling me. When I 

danced, I danced like I imagined my grandfather had and the 

men before him had. 

         After that night something had changed within me. I 

was not about to change my name to White Eagle or get a 

feather tattoo. But a few weeks later while I was in the 

barbershop about to get my hair cut, I glanced at myself in the 

mirror. Without my glasses I was blurry, but I saw my father's 

face. I saw how I might look with my hair the way he used to 

keep his: long and pulled back, but short at the sides and neck. 

When the barber asked if I wanted the usual cut, I told him 

no, to just cut the sides and I'd let rest grow out. 
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         Anthony is beside me and Sarah now walks in front. 

I remind her that the sooner we get done the sooner we can 

leave. She got it in her mind that harvesting yucca was going to 

be like cutting down a Christmas tree, something she always 

wanted to do since seeing it in movies. These moments, when 

she was eager and excited, reminded me of how she was such 

a happy baby. 

         Anthony was always more reserved. He is not as tall 

as me yet, but his feet have outgrown mine. I have to remind 

him to pick up his feet when he walks. He is wearing a black  

t-shirt with a long sleeve shirt underneath. The shirts are loose 

around him. He is not quite swimming in them, but it is hard 

to tell how much he has grown. I reach out to pat him on the 

back and touch his hair at the back of his neck; the only place 

that is free of gel and feels soft. 

         “Do you want me to give you a cut with my clippers?” 

I ask. 



	  

Unmanned Press | What Can Be Harvested | Casandra Lopez 

23	  

         “Nah,” he says with a shrug of his shoulders. 

         “If you don't want me to do it, I could take you 

somewhere, or give you some money to get it done.” 

         “Well, if you're handing out money I'll take it. But I 

think I'm going to grow it out. See how it looks.” 

         “What does your mom say?” 

         “Mom says I should do whatever I want, but thinks it 

would look cool, that I would look good with a mohawk,” he 

says, running his hand from the nape of his neck to his 

forehead. “What do you think?” 

         “That might look good. It's up to you.” 

         “Yeah, I know. It's just hair anyway, right?” he says. 

         “It can be more important if you believe it is,” I say 

carefully. 

         He stops walking and asks, “Do you believe it is 

important?” 

         I don't feel like he is testing me, but this is one of 

those moments when your kid asks a question, and you wish 

you could be better prepared to answer, but it is only later that 
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you figure out what you wanted to say. I don't want to be a 

hypocrite. I want him to make his own decisions. 

         I look north into the far distance until my eyes meet 

mountains. They slope gently. To the north and south, 

mountains surround us. It occurs to me that we are standing in 

a place where our ancestors probably harvested their own 

yucca. There are more places I should take them, like that 

creek with the cottonwood trees. I should take them to see if 

there are any more mushrooms there. 

         “Yes,” I say, “ because it shows to the outside what is 

important to us on the inside. But that is just one way to show 

it.” 

         He nods, but I don't know if he understands what I'm 

trying to tell him. 

         “Are you guys coming? Come see this one!” Sarah 

calls to us, one hand at her hip and the other shielding her 

eyes as she looks at us from a short distance away. 

         I point to some yucca to the east of Anthony, and I 

ask him, “Can you go check those out while I look to see if 

Sarah has found a good one?”   
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         I meet up with Sarah and she is standing next to a 

yucca that dwarfs her. It dwarfs me. It is at least twice my size. 

         “How about this one, Dad? It's really big.” 

         “It probably took five years or so for it to grow this 

big. Maybe we should try a smaller one this time,” I say, 

thinking about having to lug it back to the truck. We might 

have to cut it into more manageable pieces before we try to 

transport it. 

         “But this one is great. Bigger than a Christmas tree. 

And look at the purple flowers,” says Sarah. 

          Yuccas are even larger than they appear to be when 

standing next to them. The stalks are green and thick. This 

one's stalk is especially thick, yet the greenness means the 

insides are probably still tender. It seems a waste that it takes 

so long for them to grow and bloom, and once bloomed, they 

die, turning grey and reedy, leaving their small seeds to 

continue on.  

         “That one looks good, ” I say, partly because of 

Sarah's excitement. Sarah smiles for the first time today. There 

is also something about this yucca. It seems to lean toward us 
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as if the wind has been pushing it in our direction its whole life. 

The cream flowers are tinged purple at their edges where they 

droop delicately. The tip of the stalk thins out as it reaches for 

the sky. It is a vertical beauty with what looks like hundreds of 

individual flowers. The flowers of the other nearby yuccas are 

mostly yellowish or whitish. 

         “Be careful about getting close,” I say pointing to the 

pointy leaves that radiate from the bottom. Sarah backs up 

and that is when I see it in the dry brush next to the yucca. A 

snake. It is still, its bottom the color of sand, the pattern 

darker on top. If Sarah turns around, I'm sure she would 

know what kind it is, maybe laugh a little at my fear. It begins 

to move and seems to float above the ground. Anthony jogs to 

us. His feet pick up dust that starts to swirl around as he gets 

closer. The snake slithers toward us, curling. Its tail shakes 

quickly and makes a faint buzzing sound as it touches the 

ground. 

         I try to keep my voice calm as I tell Anthony and 

Sarah to stop and stand still, but I feel frantic inside, my heart 

wanting to push out of my chest. They both look so calm and 
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trusting. I don't even want to think about what their mother 

would say if something were to happen to them. She already 

blames me, has called me selfish for wanting the kids to stay in 

California when she would rather be back home, closer to her 

family. We tried it out there, but I got a job offer out here, and 

convinced her that she would love California. I promised her 

sunny weather, the beach, the California I thought she would 

want. And maybe she would be happier if we had settled 

somewhere else besides my hometown of Las Palmas. Once 

after a fight, she asked me if we had made a mistake and I was 

afraid to ask her what she meant. I didn’t want to think any of 

it had been a mistake, but a part of me understood why those 

words would come to her, even if it didn't matter if it was true 

or not. We cannot change things back now.   

         Sarah walks toward me. She turns her head to look 

down at the snake as it moves quickly into another patch of 

low brush. We stay quiet trying to hear it, but it is now silent 

and still in the shrub. 

         “That looks like a gopher snake,” she says, edging 

slightly toward it. 
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         “What kind do you think it is, Dad?” Anthony asks. 

         I have no idea and don't want to find out. “Come on, 

leave it be,” I say, stepping to my left. As soon as I put my heel 

down I feel it sink into a small hole. My ankle twists. I fall a 

little to one side and I try to adjust myself, but lose balance. 

         “Are you okay?”  Anthony asks. Sarah is now 

standing right by my side.  

         Anthony extends his hand without me having to ask. 

I take it and pull myself up. 

         “All good.”  I gingerly put weight on my ankle, testing 

it. I feel a sharp pain on my knee. I reach to pick up the 

sleeved machete I dropped, and wince. Sarah hands the 

machete to me. 

         “Let's get this yucca cut,” I say. 

          I attempt to bend at my knees again, but I feel a little 

unsteady having to favor my right side. I pat the tobacco in my 

pocket to remind myself of the offering. I realize how painful 

it will be to get on my knees. But we have come all this way 

and found the perfect yucca. In another week, these same 

purple-tinged petals might already be wilted. I unsheathe the 
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machete and say to Anthony, “Why don't you try it.”  He 

takes the machete eagerly from me. I caution him not to wave 

the machete about. I hand Sarah the gloves in my jeans 

pockets and tell her to pull back the spiny leaves so Anthony 

can get at the stalk. I tell them what Rob has told me, what his 

grandparents told him, that he needs to carefully separate the 

stalk from the plant, to cause the least amount of harm. 

            Anthony strikes the stalk, but it resists. The blade 

barely makes an indent into its thick skin. He strikes at it again, 

harder. I realize this is not going to be easy. I regret not having 

the handsaw that Rob was supposed to bring. I take the 

machete away from Anthony and he doesn't resist. I inhale. 

The world seems quiet here. I can hear the faint rhythm of my 

children's breathing. If I turned to look back at them, I know I 

would see their eyes, so much like my own, watching me. I 

think about how much I want this. I mumble to myself and 

aim at the stalk, again and again, careful with each strike. 

Finally, I let Sarah and Anthony take turns, and then we ease 

the yucca down. It's heavier than I expected. 
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         Sarah leans and touches the yellow blossoms. “They 

are so soft,” she says in awe. 

         “That is where the moths pollinate the yucca,” I say. 

“They need the yucca moths, or they won't grow.  That is why 

there is none in places like Europe.” 

         “Can they grow in New York?”  She asks. 

         “I don't know, maybe if you pollinated them by 

hand.” 

          I take out my pocketknife and cut into the flesh, 

taking out a piece for each of us. It looks like the inside of a 

pear. I hand them each an offering. I look down at the yucca. 

It is no longer a vertical beauty, but it is still lovely even as I 

can now make out the ants and bugs crawling within the ivory 

cupped flowers. Before we eat the blossoms they must be 

cleaned: we will have to pick out the little insects and the tiny 

moths and flies that were needed for pollination and were 

once so essential. When we eat the blossoms I wonder if we 

will be able to taste that they were once present. 
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The End  
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