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corner of a painting. “That
one little cloud,” she says,
“is my mother. She’s still
meddling.” Dischler smiles.
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When Dischler is painting
these streams of memories,
her imagination is back there
in the fields or watching
planters burn off the stubble
and debris after the cane is
harvested. “I’m outside under
the willow tree,” she says. “I
see the cane. I smell it. I feel
the heat. The smoke is thick.
I’m 4 years old again. I’m
happy. I’m excited and free.
The cane is so tall. Where
is my sister? Hiding in the
cane, I’m sure. We hear the
tractor and run out in our
pajamas for a quick ride with
our daddy. He stops, and
we climb on board. Carter
[a hired hand] is working
with the mule-drawn plow. I
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