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Voices de la Luna
Is Pleased to Announce
The HEB Annual Youth Poetry Contest
for students 18 or younger

For Submission Guidelines Please Visit

HEB Youth Poetry Contest

at www.voicesdelaluna.com/submissions/
Deadline: November 1, 2014
——————————————————————

Submission Guidelines

To submit material for publication in Voices de la Luna, go to
voicesdelaluna.submittable.com.
——————————————————————

Voices de la Luna Monthly Literary Evening

Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every Fourth Wednesday, January through June
and September through December
Poetry Workshop at 6:00
Featured Poet at 7:00
Poetry, Music, & Open Mic at 7:30
Barnes & Noble at the Shops at La Cantera
15900 La Cantera Parkway, Bldg. 27
San Antonio, TX 78256
——————————————————————
Voices de la Luna is a quarterly publication dedicated to the artistic expression of a wide range of perspectives and topics. In the
service of that goal, we welcome diverse, well-written submissions from every quarter.

Editor’s Note
James R. Adair

This year marks the centennial anniversary of the start of World War I.
More than sixteen million people, soldiers and civilians, died during the four
year conflict that engulfed the globe. In
all, the war resulted in almost 40 million military casualties: dead, wounded, and missing. Despite also being
called the War to End All Wars, it did
nothing of the kind, for out of the embers of the Great War roared the conflagration of World War II, the most devastating conflict in history.
This issue of Voices de la Luna explores the themes of war and
violence on the one hand, and peace and reconciliation on the
other. Our featured poet, Mobi Warren, shares poems inspired by
current and recent conflicts, and our featured interviewee, Robert
Flynn, reflects on how his experiences with wars in Korea and
Vietnam influenced his thought and writing. Many individual
contributions, both prose and poetry, also deal with themes of
war and peace. Poets from the era of World War I, several of
them soldiers in the conflict, share their poems on the pages that
follow, and selected poets from other eras also weigh in on one of
the most profound issues of our time, or any time.
The topic of war and peace has drawn the attention of many of
the greatest minds in history, from the ancient Sumerian Epic of Gilgamesh, to Sun-tzu’s The Art of War, to Augustine’s musings on the
notion of a just war (there is no such thing, IMHO), to the visionary writings and lives of Mahatma Gandhi, Martin Luther King, Jr.,
and Dag Hammarskjöld. Many of the world’s greatest religious texts
also deal with the topic, often in surprising and ambiguous ways.
One prophet in the Hebrew Bible instructs his listeners to beat their
swords into ploughshares and their spears into pruning hooks, while
another prophet urges just the opposite. In the Bhagavad Gita, Krishna instructs Arjuna, “Do not get angry or harm any living creature,
but be compassionate and gentle; show good will to all,” yet the
entire story is set on a battlefield. The Quran contains both “sword
verses” sanctioning armed conflict and “peace verses” advocating
peaceful coexistence. Even the New Testament, which portrays Jesus as the Prince of Peace, ends with the image of war led by none
other than Jesus himself.
Finally, war and peace have been the subjects of artistic and
literary works from the earliest times to the present. The ancient
Assyrians captured the Siege of Lachish in a large bas relief
wall carving. Picasso modeled perhaps his most famous work,
Guernica, after a battle in the Spanish Civil War. Authors like
Tolstoy and Hemingway wrote extensively on the subject. And
filmmaker Stanley Kubrick treated the subject in numerous films
such as Dr. Strangelove, Full Metal Jacket, and, most notably for
the subject of the anniversary of World War I, Paths of Glory,
whose title derives from this haunting verse from Thomas Gray’s
“Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard”:
The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour.
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.
May the world never again be engulfed in war. Dona nobis
pacem!
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Cover Page Art
“I’m Your Brutha’, from Anutha’ Mutha’”
Pastel/Paper, 92x42 in., 2010
by Vincent Valdez
vincentvaldezart.com

Vincent Valdez grew up
in San Antonio and demonstrated talent for drawing at
an early age. He received
a full scholarship to The
Rhode Island School of Design, where he earned his
BFA in 2000. In 2004 Stations, Valdez’s suite of monumental charcoal drawings,
was shown at the McNay Art
Museum in San Antonio. At
age 26, he was the youngest artist to have a solo exhibition at the
McNay. Other exhibition venues include the Los Angeles County Museum of Art, the Snite Museum of Art, Parsons School of
Design Paris, the Smithsonian Museum of American Art, OSDE
Buenos Aires, and the Bell Gallery at Brown University.
A recipient of the Skowhegan School of Painting 2005 and the
Kunstlerhaus Bethania Berlin Residency 2014, Vincent currently serves as Chair of the Drawing and Painting Department at
the Southwest School of Art. He lives and works in his restored
1921 fire station in San Antonio.

Posters from World War I
Several recruiting posters from World War I, representing both
the Allied and the Central Powers, are pictured on the following
pages, as are famous quotes concerning war (the latter in red
type). Can you find all of them?
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Featured Poet

and wanted to dance a Circle
over the Eagle Ford Shale
to cleanse what we have done.

War Poems

Children born in a time of shattered rock
and the reckless burn of carbon,
forgive us.

Mobi Warren

Gulf of Thailand, 1977
a cloth bundle bobs over the spot
where the refugee boat sank
camphor leaks into the black water
and carefully folded clothes
faint like loosened limbs
Kurdish Iraq, 1990
cicadas
clinging to shards of persimmon bark
rattle a dirge
a mass grave is found
twelve and thirteen-year-old students
executed one afternoon
investigators find school notebooks
scattered nearby
neatly jotted notes
from algebra class
Sarajevo, 1995
no flowers left
the old woman plants quilting needles
on the bewildered graves of children
the war severs
all sense of direction
yet overhead,
as they have for centuries
wild geese trace true north

Fracking the Eagle Ford
In a dream I held four
pebbles in my mouth
to slake thirst during a hundred year drought.
Four words,
syllables of the sacred.
I awoke singing
hymen
hymenoptera
foramen
foraminifera

Hymen
We force Water, Giver of Life, into a weapon
to sunder the Mother’s hidden membranes.
We plunder glittering fossil beds,
foraminifera,
the ancient reefs beneath our feet.
We are grave robbers
who burn cradles.
We forsake the wild bees,
hymenoptera, community-minded insects,
whose dance of take is also a dance of give back.
We erase their courtship
of horsemint and paintbrush,
star-faced phlox
flowers powered by the sun
whose spidery roots find paths
through rock
by becoming one with it.
Foramen
For the Children Amen
Hold a newborn in your arms.
Place a light hand over the pulse
at the crest of her skull, the soft spot
where hint of sea still murmurs,
child swathed in wonder.
She needs clear water,
unmolested land, mild air.
They will be gone.
In 1973, Warren left Ancient
Greek studies at UT Austin to
become a full-time volunteer
with the Vietnamese Buddhist
Peace Delegation in Paris,
headed by the poet-activist
monk, Thích Nhất Hạnh. She
went on to translate several
works by Nhất Hạnh, including his Fragrant Palm Leaves:
Journals 1962-1966. She is the
founder of 350SanAntonio, a local affiliate of 350.org, the international grassroots campaign for climate action. Recently, she
was the poetry curator for the Bihl Haus Arts exhibit “HOT!:
Artists Respond to Climate Change.” Her poems have appeared
in the Texas Poetry Calendar, San Antonio Express-News, Texas
Observer, in VIA buses, as a Tupelo Press 30/30 poet, and in
several anthologies. By day, she is a middle school math teacher
with San Antonio ISD, a vocation she absolutely loves.
Voices de la Luna, 15 October 2014
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Questions for Robert L. Flynn
Interviewed by Voices Staff

Robert Flynn, professor emeritus, Trinity
University and a native of Chillicothe, Texas,
is the author of thirteen books. Ten of them are
novels: North To Yesterday; In the House of
the Lord; The Sounds of Rescue, The Signs of
Hope; Wanderer Springs; The Last Klick; The
Devil’s Tiger, co-authored with the late Dan
Klepper; Tie-Fast Country; Echoes of Glory;
Jade: Outlaw; and Jade: The Law. His dramatic adaptation of Faulkner’s As I Lay Dying was the United States entry at the Theater
of Nations in Paris in l964 and won a Special
Jury Award. He is also the author of a twopart documentary, A Cowboy Legacy, shown
on ABC-TV; a nonfiction narrative, A Personal War in Vietnam, an oral
history; When I Was Just Your Age, a book of essays; two story collections, Seasonal Rain and Living With the Hyenas; and a collection of
essays, Growing Up a Sullen Baptist. He is co-editor of Paul Baker and
the Integration of Abilities.
Flynn also contributes to The Door, “The World’s Pretty Much Only
Magazine of Religious Satire.” North to Yesterday received awards
from the Texas Institute of Letters and the National Cowboy Hall of
Fame, and was named one of the Best Books of the Year by the New
York Times. Seasonal Rain was co-winner of the Texas Literary Festival Award. Wanderer Springs received a Spur Award from Western
Writers of America. Living With the Hyenas received a Western Heritage Award from the National Cowboy Hall of Fame. Flynn’s work has
been translated into German, Spanish, Dutch, Afrikaans, Malayalam,
Arabic, Tamil, Hindi, Kanada, and Vietnamese. Flynn is a member of
The Texas Institute of Letters, The Writers Guild of America, Marine
Corps Combat Correspondents, and P.E.N. In 1998, he received the Distinguished Achievement Award from the Texas Institute of Letters. In
2010, Echoes of Glory won the Western Writers of America Spur Award
in the Western Long Novel category.
Robert Flynn is a native of Chillicothe, Texas, the best known Chillicothe outside of Ohio, Missouri, and Illinois, despite its size. Chillicothe
is so small there’s only one Baptist Church. Chillicothe is so small you
have to go to Quanah to have a coincidence. Chillicothe is fairly bursting with truth and beauty, and at an early age Flynn set out to find it.
His life and work could be described as “The Search for Morals, Ethics, Religion, or at least a good story in Texas and lesser known parts
of the world.”

Voices: When did you begin to write? What triggered that
impulse? Do you recall a specific moment?
Robert Flynn: My father was born in 1887, the third and last son,
at the end of the track that became known as Chillicothe, Texas. Grandfather was section boss for the Fort Worth & Denver
railroad but purchased a section of land along the railroad track
in Wilbarger County. When my father was eight, Grandfather
was murdered, and his widow, a former school teacher, and their
three sons dedicated themselves to hanging on to the farm. The
nearest school was more than two miles away down the railroad
track, and they were able to attend school only when the weather
was too bad to work on the farm.
Dad had little education outside what his mother taught him,
but he always kept records to document when crops were planted, cows came fresh, and crops were harvested. He was drafted
during World War One and kept a diary of his days in the trenches. When I enlisted in the Marines he asked me to keep a diary.
I was close to my father and I did as he requested. Reflecting on
and recording each day became something that I enjoyed, and I
continued it.
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You grew up in rural North Texas. How did your childhood
experiences influence your writing?
I grew up on my father’s farm. Because of my father’s health, we
moved to Vernon, the county seat, approximately 12,000 population at the time, and I lived in Vernon for one year, attending
Vernon High School my senior year. In September I enrolled in
Baylor. Waco was the biggest town I had seen with the exception
of two FFA trips to the Fort Worth Fat Stock Show.
How has your war experience influenced your writing?
North Korea, backed by China and the Soviet Union, invaded
South Korea in the summer of 1950. President Truman ordered
US forces in South Korea and Japan to repel the invasion. We
were the most powerful nation in the world, and I assumed the
war would be over in a month, so I returned to Baylor. When US
and South Korean troops were in danger of being driven into the
sea, I left Baylor and enlisted in the Marines.
Serving in the Marines changed my life. I had lived a sheltered
life, protected by my parents. I didn’t know any “bad” people.
My entire concept of good and bad, how things worked, the way
people and nations were manipulated by propaganda, misinformation, and the deliberate withholding of information by both
the government and the news and entertainment media was
changed forever. It was a slow process, but I now believe Major
General Smedley Butler, former Marine Commandant, and twotime Congressional Medal of Honor recipient, who said he spent
his career making other nations safe for plundering by American
corporations. In the 1930s bank and corporate executives tried to
recruit Butler to lead a revolt that would remove Franklin Roosevelt from the White House. Instead Butler warned Congress
of American fascism. Almost three decades before Eisenhower,
Butler warned of the power of financial and industrial leaders,
elected officials and military commanders, to seize control of the
nation. Wall Street never loses money when Marines die.
How old were you when you went to Vietnam?
I was 38. I had talked to a Marine recruiter earlier, but my age
was too advanced and my military skills too rudimentary for
them to use. I asked for and received a special assignment for
True magazine, intending to embed myself with the Marines. But
first I spent time with Army transportation on the one road north
from Da Nang to the DMZ as research for a book I intended to
write some day.
Did your experiences in Vietnam shape your views on issues
of war and peace in today’s world?
Very much so. I don’t believe we should ever send troops into
combat-situations without a draft with no exemptions and increased taxes to pay for the war. There are too many Americans
who will happily send someone else’s kids to war if they and
theirs don’t have to serve or to pay for it.
Some of your works (e.g., The Devil’s Tiger) draw on highly
specialized information for credibility. Which of your works
demanded the most extensive research? How do you gather
information?
One of the first ideas I had as a writer was whether a person could
maintain his belief in the reality of a situation if he was the only
one who had experienced it. That was the beginning of Echoes of
Glory and the reason I rode a gun truck through the Hai Van Pass,
up the Street Without Joy to the DMZ. I had trouble completing
the book because I didn’t believe the military, the media, and the
government would collude to create a false story until Jessica
Lynch and Pat Tillman.

I earned a pilot’s license to write The Sounds of Rescue, The
Signs of Hope. I drove the cattle trails and walked parts of them
from Texas to Kansas and Montana. A dentist in Newton, Kansas, left patients in the waiting room to show me what Newton
looked like when it was the trail’s end for cattle drives, including
bullet holes in what had been the saloon.
But the book I researched most was Wanderer Springs. I took
photographs of houses, talked to old-timers, and read histories
of West Texas counties. Most of them were not well written, but
almost all of them contained a mystery—an animal, a person, a
strange occurrence that only a few people ever saw but everyone talked about. These were not urban myths that many know.
These were close-held rural myths that a few knew and believed.
The role of place seems to figure prominently in works like
Growing Up a Sullen Baptist. Could you discuss how location
shapes your fiction?
Everything happens somewhere, even if it is an imaginary place,
and some stories could happen only in that or a similar place.
I see it as the writer’s job to create that place. Except for time
in the Marines and two years in North Carolina, I have lived in
Texas. I have also been to every state in the US and have been on
all seven continents. If I’m going to live in the same place then I
need to know what other places are like, even if I’m an outsider.
Someone said to write about a place you need to live there a
lifetime or a week. If you spend your life there you know in your
bones what it is like. If you are there for a week you see all the
differences that make that place unique.
At the beginning of your teaching career you focused a lot of
time and energy writing and directing plays. Does your work
with drama affect the way you write fiction?
When I returned to Baylor after the Marines, Paul Baker and
Eugene McKinney encouraged me to write, something I decided
I wanted to do. McKinney taught playwriting, and I decided that
was what I wanted to do. I had a sense of vocation or call at an
early age, but I couldn’t discover what it was. I thought perhaps I could teach religious drama and write plays on the side.
I didn’t think of writing as being a vocation. I timidly told two
pastors what I was thinking and they thought religious drama
was fluff and writing religious plays was even lighter. I told a
lawyer friend who was a mentor when I was in high school and
college. He said when I had children I would forget things like
that. That deeply troubled me. I wanted to be a good husband
and a good father, but I already suspected that if I wrote what
I wanted to write rather than what others wanted me to write,
I would have to support writing like a bad habit. There would
always be a conflict between what Jean wanted for us as a family and what our children wanted and what I wanted for myself,
which was time to write. Jean was willing to compromise, but it
made me feel selfish.
I directed plays only when required to do so because directing
is like writing; it controls your thoughts. You go to bed thinking
about it; you wake up thinking about it. It was almost impossible
to write while directing a play. Teaching in summer school for
extra money meant directing a play.
I did teach religious drama at Baylor and Trinity but, of course,
I quickly discovered that the “great” plays are religious drama:
Hamlet, Othello, Our Town, Long Day’s Journey Into Night,
The Crucible. By that time I had begun writing short stories,

so at Trinity McKinney and I co-taught fiction writing. My first
novel, North to Yesterday, began as a play. I knew how to write
a play. The narrative setting of scenes became longer and more
interesting, important action took place offstage, and the animals
became crucial to the story. It could be staged, but difficult and
expensive, and the correct form for it was fiction.
Humor plays a role in all of your novels. How do you use humor to advance the story?
Humor is always an accident when it occurs in novels. I have
intended humor in some essays and stories but never in novels.
Because I am sometimes described as a humorist, one reviewer
wrote that while The Last Klick had humorous moments ultimately the humor failed. I guess there wasn’t enough death and
gore. I have never thought anything in that book was humorous.
My father knew the Wild West. He detested the mythical and romanticized “Wild West.” Dad was born the year of the Short-Courtright shoot-out in Fort Worth. He was six when a Texas Ranger
and a county sheriff had a shoot-out in downtown Quanah, less
than 20 miles from where he was born. Dad was nine when Rangers began an investigation of the San Saba mob that had murdered
25 people. He was 20 when the Reese-Townsend Feud ended, 27
when the last survivor of the Horrell-Higgins feud died.
North to Yesterday was going to be a grim, realistic portrayal of
a dreary, dangerous trail drive with wild cattle, semi-wild horses,
bad water, monotonous food, long days in the saddle, and short
nights sleeping on the ground punctuated by snakes, centipedes,
scorpions, chiggers, ants, ticks, storms, and stampedes. Then
on the fourth draft a calf broke through the roof of a starving
squatter’s dugout and his ill-treated wife. The sodbuster sees it
as a miracle, God’s manna falling almost on his table. The scene
struck me as funny, and I realized that was the tone of the book
and I needed to get all of it in the same tone. Humor has more
to do with tone and voice than with plot, except when the plot
provides the humor.
Do you have favorites among your works? If so, why do you
prefer them?
When a book reaches the stage in production where I can no longer
change a word or sentence, I see all the flaws in it. Invariably, a
few weeks after publication I discover something that would have
made the book much better. For a while I don’t like the last book;
then another is published and it’s the new book I don’t like much,
and the previous book begins to look better. I like the books that
were hardest to write and the ones that are unloved. Those would
be Wanderer Springs, Tie-Fast Country, and Echoes of Glory.
Which writers have influenced your work most deeply? Why?
William Faulkner and Thornton Wilder. I love Faulkner because
of his language. When I am waking up in the morning, words,
sentences run through my head. I haven’t read Faulkner in years
because when I did, those words and sentences sounded like
Faulkner. I am aware of that influence and have tried to avoid it.
I liked Wilder for the simplicity and honesty of his words and his
gentleness with his characters. Some writers seem to have contempt for some or all of the characters they write about. I often
disagree with what my characters do and sometimes dislike what
they do, but I try to understand why they do things that they dislike when others do them.
continued on p. 10 …
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Collaboration in Literature & the Arts
The UTSA English Department
colfa.utsa.edu/English/

Creative Writing Reading Series
The UTSA Creative Writing Reading Series will host five authors during the 2014-15 academic year. All sessions, which
are open to the public, will be held in the University Room, BB
2.06.04.

Martha Collins and
Kevin Prufer
October 17, 2014
7:00 p.m.

Martha Collins is the author of Day Unto
Day (Milkweed, 2014), White Papers
(Pitt Poetry Series, 2012), and Blue Front
(Graywolf, 2006), along with four earlier
collections of poems, three books of cotranslations from Vietnamese, and two
chapbooks. Both White Papers and Blue Front won Ohioana
awards. Blue Front also won an Anisfield-Wolf Book Award,
and was chosen as one of “25 Books to Remember from 2006”
by the New York Public Library. Collins’ other awards include
fellowships from the NEA, the Bunting Institute, the Ingram
Merrill Foundation, and the Witter Bynner Foundation, as well
as three Pushcart Prizes, the Alice Fay Di Castagnola Award,
a Lannan residency grant, and the Laurence Goldstein Poetry
Prize. Collins founded the Creative Writing Program at UMassBoston, and for ten years was Pauline Delaney Professor of Creative Writing at Oberlin College. She is currently editor-at-large
for FIELD magazine and one of the editors of the Oberlin College Press. In spring 2010, she served as Distinguished Visiting
Writer at Cornell University.
Kevin Prufer is the author of several books
of poetry, including Fallen from a Chariot
(Carnegie Mellon, 2005), National Anthem
(Four Way Books, 2008), In a Beautiful Country (Four Way Books, 2011), and
Churches (Four Way Books, 2014). He
has also edited numerous volumes, including New European Poets (Graywolf, 2008;
with Wayne Miller), New Young American
Poets (Southern Illinois UP, 2000), the
forthcoming Into English (Graywolf, 2015; with Martha Collins),
and Literary Publishing in the 21st Century (Milkweed Editions,
2015; with Wayne Miller and Travis Kurokwsky). With Phong
Nguyen and Wayne Miller, he curates the Unsung Masters Series,
a book series devoted to bringing great out-of-print authors to
new readers. He has received three Pushcart prizes, multiple Best
American Poetry selections, and fellowships and awards from
the Lannan Foundation, the National Endowment for the Arts,
The Poetry Society of America, and the Academy of American
Poets. He teaches creative writing at the University of Houston.
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Wendy Barker

Festschrift Book Launch
February 20, 2015
7:00 p.m.
Join us for an evening celebrating our
friend and colleague, Dr. Wendy Barker.
Barker’s fifth collection of poetry, a novel
in prose poems, Nothing Between Us:
The Berkeley Years (Del Sol Press, 2009)
was runner up for the Del Sol Prize. Earlier full-length collections include Poems
from Paradise (WordTech, 2005), Way of Whiteness (Wings
Press, 2000), Let the Ice Speak (Ithaca House, 1991), and Winter Chickens (Corona, 1990). She has also published three chapbooks. Her poems have appeared in numerous anthologies, including The Best American Poetry 2013, as well as dozens of
journals, including Gettysburg Review, Poetry, Georgia Review,
Southern Review, and Boulevard. Recipient of NEA and Rockefeller fellowships, she is also the author of Lunacy of Light:
Emily Dickinson and the Experience of Metaphor and co-editor
(with Sandra M. Gilbert) of The House Is Made of Poetry: The
Art of Ruth Stone. Her co-translations from the Bengali of Rabindranath Tagore received the Sourette Diehl Fraser Award from
the Texas Institute of Letters. Her work has been translated into
Chinese, Japanese, Russian, Bulgarian, and Punjabi.

Robin Black
March 6
7:00 p.m.

Robin Black’s short story collection If I
Loved You, I Would Tell You This was a finalist for the Frank O’Connor International
Short Story Prize and an O. Magazine Summer Reading Pick. Her debut novel Life
Drawing has been called “a magnificent
literary achievement,” by Karen Russell;
and of Black’s writing Claire Messud has said “(she) is a writer
of great wisdom, and illuminates, without undue emphasis, the
flickering complexity of individual histories.” Black’s stories and
essays have appeared in a wide variety of publications, including
The New York Times Magazine, The Chicago Tribune, The Southern Review, and One Story. She was the 2012-13 Distinguished
Visiting Writer at Bryn Mawr College and has taught most recently in the Brooklyn College MFA Program. Black lives with
her family in Philadelphia and is at work on her next novel.

Erna Brodber was the first featured author in the Creative Writing Reading Series,
reading on September 19. Dr. Brodber is the
author of four novels: The Rainmaker’s Mistake (2006), Louisiana (1994), Myal (1988),
and Jane and Louisa Will Soon Come Home
(1980). She has won numerous awards,
including the Order of Distinction (Commander Class) for exemplary public service
by the government of Jamaica (2004), and
she was named a Distinguished Caribbean Writer and Scholar by
the Association of Caribbean Writers (2006). In 2011, University of the West Indies at Mona conferred on her the Honorary
Doctor of Letters. A native of Jamaica, she is currently writer-inresidence at University of the West Indies in Kingston, Jamaica.

UTSA Featured Poet: Elaine Wong
Reflection

Light seeps through the blinds
casting long lines on the wall.
I move closer to see better
but the lines vanish
in my own shadow.
M’illumino
d’immenso
A thousand lights
dim men so.

The italicized part of the poem comes from Giuseppe Ungaretti’s “Mattina.”

Originally from Hong Kong, Elaine Wong earned a Ph.D. in English from UTSA in 2013. She also taught literature
and creative writing there, receiving a Wendy Barker Endowed Award in Creative Writing in 2013, a first place in the
Creative Writing Competition at UTSA’s College of Liberal and Fine Arts Annual Conference in 2010, and a third
place at San Antonio Poetry Fair 2011.
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… continued from p. 7

You have continued to produce works, both fiction and nonfiction, in your retirement years at a steady pace. What is
your daily writing routine?
When Jean was alive, I woke up, did my morning exercises, ate
breakfast with Jean and followed a cup of coffee to my office.
My best ideas come between the time I get up and the time I get
to my office. For that reason I discourage conversation in the
morning until I have had an hour or two at my desk. After that
I’m usually dealing with words and not ideas. When Jean finished her own work she would tell me that lunch would be ready
in X minutes. I sometimes requested more time. Usually we had
lunch about 1:30 or 2:00. I returned to my office and spent the
afternoon rewriting or researching.
The only change in my schedule is that I have breakfast at my
desk, usually lunch and sometimes dinner. Since Jean no longer
calls me I usually have lunch when the creative energy is gone
or the idea is resolved in some way. Lunch is usually after 3 and
at least once after 5.
What advice would you give to young authors?
Be patient with yourself. Writing is a process; it takes time. Don’t
throw away early failures until your career is over. There was a
reason you were trying to tell that story, but you failed. If the reason is still there perhaps you now know how to write it. Believe
in yourself most when no one else does. After my first book was
published a friend told Jean, “We used to laugh that Bob wanted
to be a writer. We said, ‘Who is he kidding?’” Never give up. If
you reach the place where you love writing more than being a
writer, where you hate to take the afternoon off for some other
pleasant activity, you’re a writer. Why would you give up that
imaginary time and place where you are most alive except for
physical or mental health issues? You may want to ask a trusted
friend to destroy early and late writings that aren’t truly you as a
writer. No one wants to be remembered for their mistakes.

Battlefields of the Civil War

The Siege of Vicksburg: 18 May-3 July 1863
Adapted from NPR and the Civil War Website
At an important junction of the American Civil War, in May
1863, Maj. Gen. Ulysses S. Grant’s armies converged on Vicksburg, surrounding the city and entrapping a Confederate army
under Lt. Gen. John Pemberton. On July 4, Vicksburg surrendered after a prolonged siege. This was the culmination of one of
the most brilliant military campaigns of the war. With the loss of
Pemberton’s army and this vital stronghold on the Mississippi,
the Confederacy was effectively split in half. Grant’s successes
in the West boosted his reputation, leading ultimately to his appointment as General-in-Chief of the Union armies.
The Union siege lines and Confederate defenses were marked
during the first decade of the twentieth century by many of the
veterans who fought at Vicksburg, thus making Vicksburg National Military Park one of the most accurately marked military
parks in the world.
Following the failure of the May 22 assault, Grant realized
Vicksburg could not be taken by force and decided to lay siege
to the city. Slowly his army established a stranglehold around
the beleaguered city and cut off all supplies and communica10
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tions from the outside world. Commencing May 26, Union forces
constructed thirteen approaches along their front aimed at different points along
the Confederate
lines. Their objective was to dig up
to the Confederate
works then tunnel
underneath them,
plant charges of
black powder, and
destroy the fortifications. Union
troops would then be able to surge through the breaches and gain
entrance to Vicksburg.
Throughout the month of June, Union troops expanded their
approaches slowly toward the Confederate defenses. Protected
by the fire of sharpshooters and artillery, Grant’s fatigue parties
neared their objectives by late June. On June 25, along the Jackson Road, a mine was detonated beneath the Third Louisiana Redan, and Federal soldiers swarmed into the crater, attempting to
exploit the breach in the city’s defenses. The struggle raged for
twenty-six hours, during which clubbed muskets and bayonets
were freely used, as the Confederates fought with grim determination to deny their enemy access to Vicksburg. The troops
in blue were finally driven back at the point of bayonet and the
breach sealed. On July 1, a second mine was detonated but not
followed up by an infantry assault.
Throughout June the gallant but weary defenders of Vicksburg suffered from minimal rations, exposure to the elements,
and constant bombardment of enemy guns. Reduced in number
by sickness and battle casualties, the garrison of Vicksburg was
spread dangerously thin. Soldiers and citizens alike began to despair that help would ever come. At Jackson and Canton, General
Johnston gathered a relief force, which finally took up the march
toward Vicksburg on July 1. But by then it was too late; time had
run out for the fortress on the Mississippi River.
Like other major battles of the American Civil War, casualties
of the Siege of Vicksburg by both Union army and Confederate defenders were high. The Union army lost a large number
of soldiers during repeated but unsuccessful attempts to break
Confederate defensive barriers, which were on higher ground.
The Confederate casualties came about from the Union army’s
attacks, but more so from starvation: weeks without food, water,
and medicine. During the 46 days of the Vicksburg campaign, the
Union lost over 10,142 people. In the
Confederate army deaths were higher, but the total number of casualties
was slightly lower that the Union’s at
9,091. In the end around 30,000 Confederate soldiers surrendered, leaving
their guns and ammunition behind.
They were allowed to return to their
homes after they were given food and
water.
For more information, visit www.
civilwar.org/battlefields/vicksburgcampaign/.
War is hell. – William Tecumseh Sherman

Book Reviews
My Foreign Cities: A Memoir
by Elizabeth Scarboro

2014 Chautauqua Literary Prize Winner
Reviewed by Mo H Saidi
In My Foreign Cities: A Memoir, Elizabeth Scarboro details
more than a decade of facing a fatal disease that gradually brings
down the high school sweetheart who becomes her live-in partner and then her husband. The work focuses
on three dimensions of her life during those
trying times: her relationship with her husband Stephen, the impact of cystic fibrosis on
his life, and her effort to cope with the illness. Although Scarboro is in love with Stephen and admires his courage in facing the
burden of his progressive and fatal disease,
their relationship is not as romantic as one
might expect. She is a vegetarian, he a meat
eater and chews tobacco; she is a runner, he a fishing addict; she
likes pop music, he prefers heavy metal. What connects them is a
pragmatic love that is as solid as it can get. Initially, their friendship was based on mutual respect.
Scarboro initially plans to avoid marriage and children at all
costs: “I picture myself as an international journalist, moving
from country to country and boyfriend to boyfriend.” She dreams
of visiting foreign cities near and far. When she and Stephen
eventually choose each other as intimate friends after a period of
casual dating, despite his poor prognosis, Stephen looks strong.
She writes, “But he was strangely healthy. He took enzymes with
his meals, and though his cough was deep, every time he went to
the clinic in Denver the doctor told him his lungs were as good
as any kid’s on the street.”
In 1970, when he was a child, the doctors didn’t expect him
to live to ten. “Stephen knew, as a kid, that he had Cystic Fibrosis… .” She writes that his parents let him do everything healthy
kids did. It helped that “his father was a doctor, after all.” Despite frequent bickering, Scarboro and Stephen get along so well
that “CF did not play into the equation at all.” She adds that it
might have been so because in her mind she had vowed not to
marry anyone. Her family also treats Stephen as a boyfriend, an
enjoyably temporary “interloper.” However, when Stephen visits
her during her first year at the University of Chicago, she falls
in love with him and suddenly finds herself “in the middle of
something I’d sworn I’d never do.” When she discusses the matter with her professor, a doctor, he tells her that “There won’t be
a chart that can predict how your boyfriend will live.” Stephen
then experiences the first collapse of his lungs, his first serious
encounter with CF. Soon this and other problems take him to
emergency rooms and hospitals.
During one of the breaks when palliative surgeries had prevented lung collapse and created a period of improvement in
Stephen’s health, he proposes marriage, catching her off guard,
“He knew I wanted to be with him and that I hated the idea
of marriage; he was ruining otherwise unruinable moments.”
Sometime later when she changes her mind and asks Stephen to
marry her, his reaction is appropriately skeptical: “You’re kidding me?” They hastily plan the marriage ceremony with reflec-

tive and realistic vows that reflect Stephen’s tenuous health.
This memoir is strikingly honest and descriptive. The struggle for life glows prominently on page after page. The realistic expectations, the efforts by the doctors to
provide optimal and up-to-date care, and the
effective support of family members and numerous friends keep the couple in a positive
mood. After a successful double lung transplant, Stephen’s physical situation improves
dramatically. After surgery, Scarboro stares at
Stephen and feels elated to see his body. Even
the extensive scar seems beautiful: “the curve
of its line like a river.”
Scarboro is not an iron woman. The weight of the disease and
the long days of struggle to deal with cystic fibrosis finally get to
her and send her into an episode of deep depression. Fortunately the same approach that has prolonged Stephen’s life comes
to her rescue. Medical intervention, rest, and support of family
and friends enable her to go on and recover satisfactorily. Stephen takes upward of thirty different medications to suppress his
body’s rejection of the transplant. However, dangers loom everywhere: “a simple common cold, mold in dust could kill him.”
Stephen passes the threshold of living thirty years, the average
life expectancy for patients with cystic fibrosis, but soon his days
become numbered when a rare infection fills his lungs and affects
his kidneys and heart.
This memoir is a sober lesson, a case study for thousands of
families who have a member or a friend who’s suffering from
serious illness. Although medical innovations, new drugs, and
miraculous transplant surgery help prolong life for these patients,
as shown in this book, what most improves the quality of life
for these patients are supportive family, dedicated friends, and
love. As Scarboro has revealed in this book, in the face of certain
demise, it is love that matters most, that makes every moment of
living happy and immortal.
To see the Chautauqua Literary Prize Presentation to Elizabeth
Scarboro, go to youtu.be/vmIokBp58TM.
Cystic fibrosis (CF) is a life-threatening genetic disease that primarily
affects the lungs and digestive system. An estimated 30,000 children and
adults in the United States (70,000 worldwide) have CF. More than 75
percent of people with CF are diagnosed by age 2. In people with CF, a
defective gene and its protein product cause the body to produce unusually thick, sticky mucus that clogs the lungs and leads to life-threatening
lung infections. To read more visit www.cff.org/aboutcf.
The Chautauqua Prize is an annual American literary award established by the Chautauqua Institution in 2012. The winner receives US
$7,500 and all travel and expenses for a one-week summer residency
at Chautauqua. It is a “national prize that celebrates a book of fiction
or literary/narrative nonfiction that provides a richly rewarding reading experience and honors the author for a significant contribution to
the literary arts.” As author of the winning book, Scarboro enjoyed
the benefits of the award and hosted a public reading and book signing
on the Institution grounds. See more at www.ciweb.org/prize#sthash.
QH0Oe6Iy.dpuf.

We shall defend our Island, whatever the cost may be, we shall
fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the landing grounds, we
shall fight in the fields and in the streets, we shall fight in the
hills; we shall never surrender. – Winston Churchill
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Wen Kroy
A Collection of Poems by Sheila Black
Reviewed by Mo H Saidi

Sheila Black’s title for her collection of
poems, Wen Kroy, published recently by
Dream Horse Press is, of course, New York
spelled backwards. Doing research on her
poetry books, I discovered another inversion of New York, though slightly different: “Kroy Wen” was the title of an article
in The New Yorker on 25 July 1931. There,
the reference is to Italian immigrants seeing
New York inverted; here Black uses the reconstructed name as a metaphor to indicate
the ghostly town: “. . . // Wen Kroy, he said, was where we lived
/ now and forever. . .” The chaotic nature of the city overwhelms
people whose hopes led them to come from everywhere, and
then they unexpectedly face streets packed with uncaring strangers.
Black’s poems use the city as a metaphor for an array of human events, including loneliness and love. The city is the garden where “Rose petals on eyelids, thick, velvety / strangers in
the garden thank the birds with / their head-bright eyes.” It’s
a strange garden: “The busy garden, yet more things happened
there in silence.” She acknowledges that the city is a difficult
place to grow up, but most people somehow manage and move
on.
The poems delve into the glum ambience in the fifth poorest
metropolitan area in the nation. Here, those who face a crisis can
only cope with the sad world by “taking Ambien or Zoloft, after
seeing the psychiatrist.” Life can be as lonely and hopeless as
the city at times. Yet toward the end we see light at the end of the
tunnel: “October chill, the air darkening the mornings, / and the
rush when I start the car, my own breath / suddenly visible, finite, precious, if not for you.” Here we find the bright side of the
city. The book ends with a moving ode, “Post Millennium (for
Duncan)” in which true love and pure exuberance come through
as crisply as fresh water: “…You and I at dinner table, / drinking
our thin coffee, moving around each other / so carefully because
to pin it down would be to lose / the blue-edged shadow that is
all we cling to. / Instead, I give you this glass of plain water. I
give / you the dust that rests on it.” The poems reveal Black’s
mastery of metaphors to describe love and human creation, as
we all come from water and dust and count our days.
Sheila Black co-edited with Jennifer Bartlett and
Mike Northen Beauty Is a Verb: The New Poetry of
Disability (Cinco Puntos Press), named a 2012 Notable Book for Adults by the American Library Association (ALA). In 2012, she received a Witter Bynner Fellowship, for which she was selected by Philip
Levine. She lives in San Antonio, Texas, where she
directs Gemini Ink, a literary arts center.

They plunder, they slaughter, and they steal: this they falsely
name Empire, and where they make a wasteland, they call it
peace. – Tacitus
12
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Five Days at Memorial: Life and Death in a
Storm-Ravaged Hospital
by Sheri Fink
Reviewed by Brigitte B. Saidi

Five Days at Memorial is Sheri Fink’s
thoroughly researched chronicle of life,
death, and hard choices at a New Orleans
hospital immediately following Hurricane
Katrina. This book builds upon Finke’s Pulitzer Prize-winning article in the NY Times
in which she revealed the inside story of
a medical institution that struggled, endangered by nature’s wrath, surrounded
and flooded by water, unable to function at
even the most basic levels.
There are two parts: a description of what
happened at Memorial Hospital in New Orleans during the five
days after Hurricane Katrina, followed by a wide-ranging analysis, including comparisons with decisions made at other hospitals
in New Orleans, an evaluation of how medical and legal systems
reacted, and discussions of resulting court cases.
Fink’s unique qualifications to deal with this topic include both
MD and PhD degrees, as well as years of experience as a journalist and physician at a warzone hospital during the Bosnian
crisis in the 90s. During six years of research, Fink interviewed
administrative, medical and service personnel from all levels at
the hospital, as well as family members of patients who were
there, aiming to understand the complexities of the situation as
accurately as possible.
After Katrina made landfall in New Orleans and the levies failed
to protect the city, the staff at Memorial Hospital had to care for
very sick patients, from newborns to seniors, without power, water, and other basic supplies. Still, other hospitals in New Orleans
faced similar circumstances with quite different results. The narrative reveals how medicine worked during the crisis, and how legal
systems became involved in the aftermath of the disaster.
The continuing medical impact of such events as the Bosnian
conflict, Hurricane Sandy, and the current Ebola epidemic makes
Fink’s work both instructive and timely, as it opens a muchneeded discussion of medical ethics in the face of natural and
man-made calamities. Further, the case studies documented in
her publications will allow medical and legal communities to
cope more effectively with future emergencies. Some important
changes have occurred as a result of her research:
• Medical schools around the US have recognized the need to
prepare all students, not just EMs to handle emergencies, and
Fink’s book is being used as a case study.
• Many medical schools have expanded the scope of their medical ethics classes.
• A national law was passed to hold physicians harmless so
they cannot be sued if they work in disaster situations.
• Military medicine is using Fink’s book as case study for potential problems in war zone hospitals.
• Hospitals now have a policy to communicate regularly with
all care providers during emergencies, so that everybody can
base decisions on fact rather than rumor.
• The selection for standby teams in hospitals has changed.
Usually hospitals name A teams who are on highest call during
emergencies and B teams who serve as follow-up. Since it turned
out that not every member of the A team was willing to show up,
hospital administrators now have different parameters for A team
members; team members are now questioned in detail about their
actual commitment to show up, and parents of small children may
be excused.

Art in the City

Degas, Henri Fantin-Latour, Paul Gauguin, and Édouard Vuillard, as well as works depicting family members or friends and
views of the artist’s favorite spaces. A fully illustrated catalog
accompanies the exhibition. San Antonio, San Francisco, Seattle,
Rome, and Tokyo are the only exhibition venues.

www.tobincenter.org
The Tobin Center for the Performing Arts opened on September
4, 2014, after seven years of renovation which transformed the
old Municipal Auditorium into the present, state-of-the-art performance venue. Residents of the Center include the San Antonio Symphony, Opera San Antonio, and Ballet San Antonio. In
its first month of operation, the Tobin Center has featured Paul
McCartney, The Fantastic Mr. Fox, Jethro Tull, Santana, and a
performance of The Very Hungry Caterpillar and Other Eric
Carle Favorites by Mermaid Theatre of Nova Scotia. Upcoming
performances include:
Dracula (Ballet San Antonio), Oct 16–19
Big Bad Voodoo Daddy (San Antonio Symphony), Oct 24–25
Garrison Keillor, Oct 29
Grieg Piano Concerto (San Antonio Symphony), Nov 7–8
Lyle Lovett, Nov 11
Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf? (AtticRep), Nov 12–23
Last Comic Standing, Nov 21
The Nutcracker (Ballet San Antonio), Nov 28–Dec 7
Salome (Opera San Antonio), Jan 8–11.
For a full schedule, please visit www.tobincenter.com.

McNay Art Museum

www.samuseum.org
Raíces Americanas: Recent Acquisitions of Pre-Columbian Art
Mid-October 2014–February, 2015
This exhibition will
shed light on the exceptional skill and
creative spirit of Ancient America. The
Museum has a small,
superb collection of
pre-Columbian
art
representing most of
ancient Latin America. This art has strong
ties to San Antonio, representing the cultural roots of the city
and over 65% of its citizenry. As a priority, the Museum collects,
researches, and exhibits pre-Columbian art from Mesoamerica,
Central and South America, and the Caribbean. However, the
collection did not include examples of ancient art of the Greater Antilles and northwest central Mexico. Raíces Americanos
changes that.

Poetricity

www.mcnayart.org
Intimate Impressionism
September 3, 2014–January 4, 2015
Organized by the National Gallery of Art and drawing from the
personal collections formed by Ailsa Mellon Bruce and her brother, Paul Mellon, along with other donors to the Gallery, Intimate
Impressionism is the most extensive exhibition of French impressionist and post-impressionist paintings to come to San Antonio.
In nearly 70 landscapes, portraits, interiors, and still lifes, the
exhibition demonstrates the similar aesthetic goals shared by the
avant-garde painters of the era. The plein-air practices of impressionist precursors Eugène Boudin and Johan Barthold Jongkind
inspired brightly colored, luminous works by featured artists
Claude Monet, Auguste Renoir, Camille Pissarro, and Alfred
Sisley. Intimate Impressionism also includes paintings that are
personal in subject matter—fascinating self-portraits by Edgar

Catherine “Jazz
Cat” Lee has
written and produced “Poetricity,” an original
three-part onehour magazine
format
radio
program about
Jazz Poetry that
was broadcast on
KTRU in April
2014. Her purpose is to promote awareness and appreciation for
the intricacies of jazz poetry. She achieves this by offering a variety of poetry, jazz, and interviews with poets and musicians. She
takes listeners inside the world of poetry influenced by jazz that
touches the heart.
She has uploaded all three episodes onto Soundcloud, where
they can be heard by going to www.soundcloud.com/jazz-cat-lee.
Many thanks to Catherine for offering this program to San Antonio!
We must love one another or die. – W. H. Auden
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Youth Poems
Seashell

Leilani Loveless
Krueger Middle School
Seashell
Swirled, Luminous
Glowing, Enchanting, Flowing
Mother to Pearl

100% Catracho

Oscar C., Honduras, 17 años
El orgullo del latino lo
tenemos en la mente
si te pasa de cabrón y
te metes con mi gente.
Te saco de Honduras
como Selaya el presidente
con mi lápiz y mi pluma
escribo mi oración.
Por tener piel café y quemada
tengo una gran bendición.
Mi madre siempre me decía
que persiga la educación.
Por ser pandillero los amigos me
han traído traición, los gringos me
han violado mi profunda amada profesión.
Pero soy catracho y lucho con gran bendición.

Don’t Call Me a Loner
Carlos M., Mexico

Tell me or write me a note
Just to give me some hope.
Don’t call me a loner,
As if the world was a room and I the insignificant corner.
What do I need I cry out in a plea
What I need you can’t see.
Let’s take the distance away between you and me.
Don’t call me a Loner,
Just get closer.
I want you to know the real me.
Just so you can see
I’m not that bad,
Take me by the hand,
I’ll put my trust in you
Just don’t make me a fool.
Don’t make me regret,
Let some time pass, just help me forget
How in the past my heart’s been left for dead.
Please just help me.
14
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Time Capsule

Caulder Stratton
Krueger Middle School
Photography is like taking a moment from time
And keeping it forever.
It captures memories
To put in the Univesal time capsule.

Green Turtle

April Ponce
Krueger Middle School
My room is a sailing place,
Like a boat swaying to be lost.
With paints and clothes
Like nobody knows.
I just love the heart-beating notes
That soothe the brain,
With silence that shreds to the wall,
The thick wall of frustration.
Helping me to outrun reality
Even though I know I’ll get tired.
Paintings spaced around the four ugly white walls.
All of which are opened by my soul.
One of them,
Of a green Turtle.
Weaving across the dark clouds, crystal clear
With brightness
Escaping away from the azure sky
Craving to hold the chartreuse sands.

Select Poems
Resurrection
October Song
Peter Holland

What is it about the first cold front?
We go from angry oppressive summer
to October in one gust of wind.
Everything changes.
Light softens into golds and grays
taking on a dreamy artistic quality,
touching the inner artist and begging,
“Paint this beautiful world.”
Life takes on a city savor,
a pull-your-collar-close feel, urban and earthy.
We somehow see those invisible ones
who seem to be everywhere.
What is it which brings them to the foreground?
Is it the touch of cold or
a realization the holidays approach rapidly?
The holidays, a breeding ground of disappointment,
loom cheerful and nostalgic on the horizon.
They are laden with landmines of unreliable memory
adhering a soul to sorrow with resin of
unattainable Rockwellian dreams.
But we have not gotten there yet.
Those traps are down the road still.
Now is the golden time soft and peaceful.

Janet E. Cosner

Grandma shuffles into Rite Aid
to buy generic prescriptions.
Pink pills for diabetes,
Clear fish oil pills for memory,
Yellow pills for cholesterol,
Blue pills for iron,
White pills for her joints,
Colors like eggs in an Easter basket.
Arthritis turning her body into a crooked S.
Sunday is Easter.
She must remember a treat
for her grandchildren,
down aisle three finds
foil-wrapped chocolate bunnies and eggs.
Two for 99 cents pinwheels in summer colors
sit in a bucket next to the cashier.
With a small smile, she puts
two in her full basket.
The automatic doors swoosh open
like the Pearly Gates.
A gust of wind spins the pinwheels
lifting grandma into the air.
Just for a moment
she is young again.

Then, Now and In-between
Harold Rodinsky

The mind teases with assorted images of then and now
growing up at the ocean’s edge, tide pools to explore
boy’s life Dungeness crab, razor clams, fishing from the rock jetty
smell the salt air, feel the fresh cold ocean spray on your face
when the waves throw themselves on the beach.
Another time walking the streets that Rexroth walked, when he
was 20
riding the orange line train past the old stockyards, see the ghostly faces of workingmen
mark the corner where the Haymarket Riot took place
Rexroth stood over there, a boy really, watching soldiers shoot
civilians
Waiting to go to jail, for a month, a suspected sympathizer.
Looking out at a garden, buds summoned by the warmth of the sun
early bees setting up housekeeping for the summer
birds singing while building their nests, dodging the cats with ease.
Lemon and pomegranate trees survived the winter
and the chile pequin is leafing out nicely, next to the still sleeping
lantana.

On the Bridge over the Sava River
Jasmina Wellinghoff

All night
they sang songs
packed close like banners
standing on the bridge,
a human shield against the bombs.
They had seen American movies
they trusted Hollywood—
Americans would never kill them!
And they didn’t.
The bombs fell elsewhere in their country
away from the songs
far from TV lights.
“Where did this happen?”
asks my disconcerted friend.
When I tell her, she still looks puzzled:
“Oh, where is that?”

Where will I live today?
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Andersen’s Fairy Tales
Grosset & Dunlap, MCMXLV

Carol Townsend

She touches its water-stained
covers and bent corners.
Her fingers trace the vine
that climbs down the spine,
the crane that flies overhead.
The small oval of imagery
on the front board haloes
a sad-eyed child in clogs,
arms crossed upon his chest.
Inside: a crowd of castles,
angels, sages, a Snow Queen,
scowling talking tree and reindeer.
A sticker is stuck to page
ninety-eight, one of those
to be licked and once pasted
cannot be removed, memento
of her sin at seven—borrowing
the irresistible tome.
“The Marsh King’s Daughter,”
“The Princess and the Pea,”
“The Little Match Girl.”
Which was she? Who?
Each one tried on in turn—
answers from the adult
world hidden on a shelf
behind glass doors
built into the fireplace wall,
miles from anywhere.

An Argument with Father
Andy Gambell

This is the morning of no light, even the clocks
climb backwards, hands trying to crawl into themselves.
This is the time of no absolution.
This is the time of no-truth; of half-truth; quarter-truth.
This, this is the time to live up to impossible
demands; walk on your belly; eat with no hands;
keep your feet so close they grow together; you must be like I am.
Our sidelong tongues speak these truthuntruths in exactly the way we would
not say them.
It is autumn, it is twilight, and the grass
tries to fly away to live in the trees.
This is time for cognition;
this is time for misconception.
Look, the clock hands are curling at the edges.
Look, the worms migrate east for summer,
the world slowly tries to spin itself out of gravity.
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Reverie

Charlene Plover
Sometimes I waken at 3 a. m.
feeling your presence, fully alert.
Habit begins to assert its hold …
I relax into routine as I might
any other morning: coffee,
breakfast, crossword puzzles.
Feeling low, lonely, alone
but seduced by what might
be before me. Sisyphean fate
to search for the next revelation …
the ennui of endless repetition.
We can lose mom’s pearls,
pictures, treasures,
but never our memories.
Did fate determine
time, place, opportunity?
Sometimes I know when
you are near. I cannot see you,
touch you, hear you
yet we are often together
but forever apart.
Dawn is still fast asleep
so caress my tear-stained cheek,
with the hands that plaited
our daughter’s hair.
You still make me smile with my heart,
I’m lost inside of you.

The April of Barn Swallows
Karen J. Weyant

By Good Friday, they had funneled
into town. Wingtips pulled back
by the wind, they darted
between parked cars
and overturned garbage cans,
sometimes plunging into potholes
that pockmarked the side streets.
Feathers steel blue and bright
against rusty chins, they settled
on the ledges lining South Main,
building nests out of plywood chips,
roadside gravel and rust flakes.
I remembered the local lore
of barn swallows, how their sightings
forecast a future of poverty.
When a single bird roosted
on a real estate sign, I watched
every feather tremble with news.

The Ballad of Hiroo Onoda
Haiku by Don Mathis

Hiroo Onoda
Inducted in the army
Under August Moon
Japanese Army
Taught him guerrilla warfare
Spring graduation
1944
Sent to Philippine island
December orders
Never surrender
And never Hari Kari
Live on coconuts
Another August
Another and another
Unit gone, war finished
Onoda lived on
He ate bananas when ripe
Killed cow now and then
He never believed
The fight was done, peace declared
Until a spring day
Honorable soldier
Recalled 30 years of war
With a storm of grief
Received a pardon
Hiroo was hailed a hero
Still battled dark thoughts
Japan had transformed
He bought a Brazilian farm
But crops gave no balm
Back to his homeland
A life to help young sprouts grow
Gave him fulfillment
Yet the Philippines
Stayed rooted in memory
He must revisit
So in‘96
He made a pilgrimage back
Palms swayed, conscience cleared
Now, 2014
The harvest is finally done
The warrior goes home

Japanese Lieutenant Hiroo Onoda was the last soldier in the Philippines to surrender after World War II. He was finally convinced in 1974
that the war was over and he began a life worth living. He reluctantly
accepted his back pay, and then donated the entire amount to a shrine
for the war dead. After a period of ranching in Brazil, he established
a school in Japan where youth could learn the lessons of nature. Mr.
Onoda died in January 2014 at the age of 91. His essence can be summarized in his quotations.
Lieutenant Onoda, Sir, reporting for orders.
I will do as you say. I will not complain.
Men should never give up. I never do. I would hate to lose.
One must always be civic-minded.
People cannot live completely by themselves.
Life is not fair and people are not equal.
Some dreams are best not to wake up from.

Dover Beach
Matthew Arnold

The sea is calm tonight.
The tide is full, the moon lies fair
Upon the straits; on the French coast the light
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!
Only, from the long line of spray
Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land,
Listen! you hear the grating roar
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,
At their return, up the high strand,
Begin, and cease, and then again begin,
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring
The eternal note of sadness in.
Sophocles long ago
Heard it on the Ægean, and it brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery; we
Find also in the sound a thought,
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.
The Sea of Faith
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.
But now I only hear
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,
Retreating, to the breath
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.
Ah, love, let us be true
To one another! for the world, which seems
To lie before us like a land of dreams,
So various, so beautiful, so new,
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we are here as on a darkling plain
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Where ignorant armies clash by night.
Voices de la Luna, 15 October 2014
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Poemas Internacionales
Lo Fatal

International Poems
The Certainty of Death

Rubén Darío

Rubén Darío / translated by Gerard S. Robledo

Dichoso el árbol que es apenas sensitivo,
y más la piedra dura, porque ésta ya no siente,
pues no hay dolor más grande que el dolor de ser vivo,
ni mayor pesadumbre que la vida consciente.

Blessed is the tree that is barely conscious,
and more so too the hard stone, because this one no longer feels.
For there is no greater pain than the pain of being alive,
nor greater sorrow than conscious life.

Ser, y no saber nada, y ser sin rumbo cierto,
y el temor de haber sido y un futuro terror…
Y el espanto seguro de estar mañana muerto,
y sufrir por la vida y por la sombra y por

To be, and know nothing, and to be without a certain course,
the fear of having been and the horror of the future…
The certainty of being dead tomorrow,
to suffer in life and in darkness and in that

lo que no conocemos y apenas sospechamos,
y la carne que tienta con sus frescos racimos
y la tumba que aguarda con sus fúnebres ramos,
¡y no saber adónde vamos,
ni de dónde venimos…!

which we do not know and barely suspect,
and for the flesh that tempts with its fresh clusters,
and for the tomb that awaits with its funeral bouquets,
And for not knowing where we are going,
nor where we came from…!

Das Motiv

The Motif

Hejo Müller

Hejo Müller / translated by James Brandenburg

Der im Stall
geboren wurde,
endete am Galgen.

He who was born
in a stall
ended up on the gallows.

Dies ist mein Mann.

He is the one.

Tag für Tag
denke ich
an einen Gehenkten,

Every day
I think
about His hanging there
on the gallows,

der lebt.

He who lives.

(איך נפלו גברים )קינת דוד
Hebrew Bible (2 Sam 1:25-27)

איך נפלו גברים
בתוך המלחמה
יהונתן על במותיך חלל

Alas, fallen are the great
in the midst of battle—
Jonathan, pierced on the height.

צר לי עליך אחי יהונתן
נעמת לי מאד
נפלאתה אהבתך לי
מאהבת נשים

My brother Jonathan, I feel such turmoil.
To me you were so dear:
Your love for me was more special
Than the love of women by far.

איך נפלו גברים
ויאבדו כלי מלחמה
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How the Mighty Have Fallen (David’s Lament)

Hebrew Bible (2 Sam 1:25-27) / translated by James R. Adair
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Alas, fallen are the great,
And broken the instruments of war.

Editors’ Poems
Liminal Space

New Fridge

Lou Taylor

Carol Coffee Reposa
My grandparents bought it during Viet Nam
When no one talked of anything but Tet.
They saved ten years to have this luxury,
Ensconced it in our kitchen
Like an oracle. It brought forth
Myriad meals in a sweaty room,
Cooled our powdered milk and old roast beef
Thousands of miles

Beyond the breakers
Life is calm
Floating on undulant waves
Salty and inviting

From those steamier jungles
Deadly green, drone of helicopters
Napalm blooming over palm trees.
We ate our meager suppers
Just before the nightly news
Roared through our living room,
Watched mud-stained infantry
Plod over armchairs, dodging mines and tables

Waves crash nearby
With their invitation to dive in
And ride the foamy crest

Fording rivers on our carpet. Finally
We heard the casualty reports.
Later we would stuff leftovers
Back into the cold, wedge wrinkled grapes
Into their chilled compartments,
The next night burrowing
Through shelves like tunnel rats
Searching something fit to eat.
After the war and a twenty-year tour
The oracle came to me, suffered
The slings and arrows of a weary grunt
Churning valiantly with doors left open,
Ice trays running over
Magnets on the front
Bearing doctors’ cards
And past-due bills.
Today we have a new one
And it runs like a sleek cat,
Its motor a complacent purr
But now the talk is all Iraq
And Lebanon, deserts, roadside bombs,
And I pack fish sticks in the freezer
Like soldiers
In Humvees.
From Underground Musicians (Lamar University Press, 2013)

Let’s Pray for Texas
Mo H Saidi

Let’s pray for the front to arrive
for clouds to occupy the skies
for steady rain to fill the ponds
cool the air, give the sun a break.

It is tempting to stay there
In the primal deep
Forever with the source

The urge to be carried
To an unknown shore
Is strong
Birth is like that
And love
And death

Misfit

James R. Adair
En memoria de Lupe
Go play with the other boys, mijo.
No, mamá, ellos no me acceptan. I’d rather be with the girls.
¡Oye, pinche maricón—vete! You don’t belong here!
Why don’t they like me, mamá? Why doesn’t anyone like me?
I love you, mijo. They just don’t understand you. Yo tampoco.
I just want to fit in! Quiero ser solo yo.
Why do you wear camisas de color rosa? And short shorts? ¡Chiflado!
It’s who I am—just let me be who I am—¡por favor!
Mijo, it’s time to leave the village. Go to the city, to Teguz.
Pero mamá, I don’t know anyone there. ¡No quiero irme!
You must go, mijo. There’s nothing for you here.
And there, mamá?
Esperanza, mijo. Hope.
Escúchame, Virgincita, since mi mamá no está aquí conmigo.
I have to tell you, because I think you’ll understand why I do
what I do.
A menos, espero que sí.
You too had a son who suffered, quien fue castigado, rejected by
everyone, hated.
Ya me voy a ver a tu hijo, Virgincita, entonces please go to mi
mamá and comfort her,
as only the mother of one misfit can comfort another.
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Picnic Past at Davey’s Lake
Joan Strauch Seifert

Here, wild ducks used to feed, then swim and glide
among these drying reeds.
We begged the green
to stay, oh just awhile! until we’d seen
that last small duckling, trailing, get his share,
his happy grasps of summer’s dying fare.
He’s long grown now, and so, of course, are we.
Here’s where we stopped
and found our quiet, and sat.
(A little of the poet’s in me, yet.)
The coming mist is dusk—or is it dawn?
Our picnic place has memories of its own.
They say that if determined winter ice
grips this small lake,
it stays for quite a spell.
I realize now the sureness of farewell.
He nested here, we picnicked, confident
before his first flight, and the frost’s first hint.

O Captain! My Captain!
Walt Whitman

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;
But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores acrowding,
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Here Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head!
It is some dream that on the deck,
You’ve fallen cold and dead.
My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;
Exult O shores, and ring O bells!
But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

20

Voices de la Luna, 15 October 2014

Select Poems
I Hear America Cringing

Fernando Esteban Flores
(No apologies to Walt Whitman)
I hear America cringing, the barbaric venom-laced rhetoric across
the continent of discontent
The poor each one cringing from the emptiness of blunted promises
The unemployed cringing as they measure out their last mortgage
payment wondering where they’re going after it’s all gone
The unwed mother cringing as she struggles to make ends meet
day after day looking at her unborn torn with uncertainty
The battered wife and mother running for her life wondering how
this came to be
The drug-addicted cringing in the streets scouring the city for a
quick health care fix
The abandoned children cringing in the land of the free with leftover dreams to eat
The victims of violence cringing in dread as they hold their
wounded or their dead listening to those who violently defend
the right to kill
The homeless at the end of their rope looking for a different day
that doesn’t start with a curse or shredded hope
The dispirited mistreated arrested and jailed for being a darker
shade of pale
The wounded vets with no regrets asking only what was signed
be delivered
The immigrants cringing in disbelief at the hate they meet at the
gates of Lady Liberty’s promising shrine her denizens shouting slurs and slime
The politician’s paradox cringing at the thought—statesmanship
or salesmanship
A nation running out of chances facing unsettling choices cringing in a sea of prosperity mired in perplexity
Truths self-evident or partisan bullshit
America cringing in the balance of it all

Words

Richard Mather
What are these things before me
that come into shape? Do not ask
and I will not have to answer.
Weird creatures that run amok
inside their cages. Little flowers
of poison and honey.
Potent as blood-drops,
they scatter and return like ants,
dissolve faster than puffs of smoke.
Words, I push you out
and you take me where you want to go.

Villanelle

Waking without You
Barbara Sabol
for Tom

Even when I am lost in a strange city, foreign
road signs, no right turns, circling back, frantic,
I would still register your gentle tumble into bed,
warm snug into the waiting space, and I’d breathe
deeper into a new dream.
Tonight my hand traces your missing shape, and I count
every dark molecule of distance between me
and the hospital bed where you lie, attached by leads
and tubing to cold, metal monitors.
The wall behind you resembles some kind of
space ship cock pit; screens blip pressure, breath, beat,
rest, beat while my own heart lurches.
Now your side of the bed is an open crater,
sheets cold as this night’s half-moon and you
as far away.

Billy Jackson
How would a wise man treat an evil thought
that, uninvited, settled in his head
just like a cold that’s accident’ly caught?
Verbalize it? Sometimes cures are sought
that make a simple illness worse instead.
How would a wise man treat an evil thought?
“To isolate it safely,” it’s been taught.
“Don’t let it out. We don’t want it to spread.”
Just like a cold that’s accident’ly caught.
“An animal, whose leg a trap has caught,
chews off the limb to save itself,” it’s said.
How would a wise man treat an evil thought?
When minds chew on themselves though, wars are fought
that keep the wisest man awake in bed
just like a cold that’s accident’ly caught.
Why must dark images the mind has brought
To one’s attention grow, like mold on bread?
How would a wise man treat an evil thought—
Just like a cold that’s accident’ly caught?

Fur Ball

Clark Watts
gowns and black ties
and chords in tune
aces and spades
a payout soon
upon festive tables
for
big brown eyes
and wet noses
laws of nature
and those of man
fail to explain
the burning élan
fueling their quest
for
big brown eyes
and wet noses
what to explain
of this, or such
for all creatures
they do as much
to seek as if
for
big brown eyes
and wet noses

Demons at Midnight

Angela Consolo Mankiewicz
Not the big guys
the little ones:
small wings
and foot long tails
but retractable;
triangular faces,
red and splotchy,
the usual beady eyes;
hairless, almost reptilian,
and jumpy.
They aren’t big enough
to fill the hallway yet
so they tease and chide
make faces and point from doortops,
under bottoms, off knobs;
they have neither substance enough
to pierce, nor the airiness to haunt,
but enough of both
to race my heart for breath.

Inspired by the Texas SPCA Ball in Dallas, Sep 25, 2010
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Under Assault
Trish Bigelow

The street beside our house is under repair
and has been for months.
They’ve carved it out, filled it in,
leveled it, packed it down
only to have the rain intervene,
loosening, softening, upending all their plans
again and again.
On the other side of us,
where a small, frame dwelling once sat,
a stone and shingle monolith rises,
abuzz with hammering, clanking workers
bellowing orders from the rafters
to the littered ground below.
Our dusty cars crunch over dried mud,
slosh through puddles in the alley,
our only passageway to a house
that sits like an island
in a sea of raucous activity.
I think of the Middle East: Syria, Afghanistan, Iraq.
Explosions, rumbling of tanks,
the haze of disruption and fear,
and know I’m lucky to be where I am
holding fingers in my ears
from time to time.
This morning we walk in darkness
before machines begin their endless clatter and whine,
and hear instead a mockingbird
chortling in damp stillness
with all the fervor of one who’s found
his time and place, however brief,
taking center stage in the grey half light
above a ruined and rutted street.

The Vaquero

Larry D. Thomas
In the late afternoon shadows, after
I had swilled a couple of Shiner Bocks
in the outdoor part of Harry’s Tinaja,
he sat across from me at a table
darkened with the thick, waxen residue
of years of spilled beers. He swilled
a Carta Blanca. His palm straw hat
was even darker than the table, blackened
with decades of sweat, his boots so worn
I couldn’t figure how they stayed on his feet.
When I spoke he nodded, slightly smiled,
but never said a word. I thought he was mute.
22
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We alternated buying rounds of beer,
mine Shiner Bock, his Carta Blanca.
It was obvious he worked livestock, reeking
as he did of the sweat and slobber of horses.
His spurs, dark with tarnish, jangled
as he made his way to the men’s room
and soon returned for another beer.
He walked with a hobbling gait,
as if stepping down from a curb. As night fell,
when my turn came to buy a round, he rose,
leaned toward me, and rasped, “You know,
Señor. We were the first cowboys.” Then left.
Larry D. Thomas was the 2008 Texas Poet Laureate.

Remembering a Man on a Hillside
Julie Chappell

I often wonder what became of that young, black man
sitting on the grass on a campus hillside
in early summer
so many years ago
wearing the comfortable clothes of our generation
enjoying the sun,
smiling
in spite of obstacles stacked against him
in spite of murderous prejudices
wrangled with
in words
in streets
in blood
there he sat,
smiling in the sunshine.
My gloomy twenty-year-old self,
returning after lunch to a detested job
feeling put upon,
passed him with head down.
He said,
“Smile! The sun is shining!”
Without thinking,
in spite of my native gloom
in spite of being no Pollyanna
in spite of an inability to “look on the bright side”
I smiled.
He seemed to know
that he had touched me
that we would never meet again
that I would remember him
smiling, on that beautiful,
sunny summer’s day
so very long ago.

One Hundred Thousand
Mobi Warren
Invasion of Iraq, 2003

The president said,
“I am a patient man,”
when asked how many years
of occupation
could be expected in Iraq.
The world held the bricks
of King Nebuchadnezzar patient.
For 2,600 years they lined Babylon,
but now lie scattered and broken.
The defense secretary explained,
It is not our policy
to report civilian deaths.
The count was left to mothers
who bathe the bodies,
intimate one last time
with elbow, small of back, silenced lips.
Keening the names of sons and daughters
Girls who answered to names that meant
Garden, Deer, and Star
Jenan Maha Najma
Boys called Beauty, Quiet, Wise
Jamal Aram Hakim

Echoes of Summer
Clyta Coder

Cool June mornings arrive
on the wings of the cardinal.
Summer stretches endlessly
like the west Texas horizon
school a fading memory.
Buzzing bees
join cicadas and crickets
in friendly cacophony
Fireflies, tiny points of light
on balmy nights
day follows day
till July 4th fireworks
sound the alarm—
summer’s halfway gone.
Our house echoes with
summer words—
Are we there yet?
How much further is it?
I’m bored.
John’s Dad let him go, why can’t I?
So help me, if you kids slam
that screen door one more time…
I don’t care if all the other girls wear thongs,
you might as well not wear anything.

Bright brochures tell
of cruises not taken.
Another summer come and gone,
packed away with the camping gear,
beaches empty and forlorn
castle builders retired until next year.

Hope

Ann Marie Barlass
Sometimes the maze is a labyrinth.
The mess culminates in answers.
Sometimes the secured gate is jumped.
The obstacles are overcome.
Scenes of raised voices and slamming doors stop replaying.
The wincing ends and the eyes begin to open.
The light returns and running shoes are removed.
Breathing begins again.
Learning to walk upright can be a challenge.
Being bent for too long leaves its mark.
Sometimes leaving is the only way to stay.
Hold on to life, as death walks away.

Poem 739

Emily Dickinson
I many times thought Peace had come
When Peace was far away —
As Wrecked Men — deem they sight the Land —
At Centre of the Sea —
And struggle slacker — but to prove
As hopelessly as I —
How many the fictitious Shores —
Before the Harbor be —

Graffiti from a Wall in Bethlehem
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Poems from the First World War

Peace

Gerard Manley Hopkins

Dulce et Decorum Est
Wilfred Owen

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind.
Gas! Gas! Quick, boys! – An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling,
And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime …
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.
In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.
If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie; Dulce et Decorum est
Pro patria mori.

To the Poet before Battle
Ivor Gurney

Now, youth, the hour of thy dread passion comes;
Thy lovely things must all be laid away;
And thou, as others, must face the riven day
Unstirred by rattle of the rolling drums,
Or bugles’ strident cry. When mere noise numbs
The sense of being, the sick soul doth sway,
Remember thy great craft’s honour, that they may say
Nothing in shame of poets. Then the crumbs
Of praise the little versemen joyed to take
Shall be forgotten; then they must know we are,
For all our skill in words, equal in might
And strong of mettle as those we honoured; make
The name of poet terrible in just war,
And like a crown of honour upon the fight.

Warfare is the greatest affair of state, the basis of life and death,
the Way to survival or extinction. It must be thoroughly pondered and analyzed. – Sun-tzu
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When will you ever, Peace, wild wooddove, shy wings shut,
Your round me roaming end, and under be my boughs?
When, when, Peace, will you, Peace? I’ll not play hypocrite
To own my heart: I yield you do come sometimes; but
That piecemeal peace is poor peace. What pure peace allows
Alarms of wars, the daunting wars, the death of it?
O surely, reaving Peace, my Lord should leave in lieu
Some good! And so he does leave Patience exquisite,
That plumes to Peace thereafter. And when Peace here does
house
He comes with work to do, he does not come to coo,
He comes to brood and sit.

On the Western Front
Alfred Noyes

I
I found a dreadful acre of the dead,
Marked with the only sign on earth that saves.
The wings of death were hurrying overhead,
The loose earth shook on those unquiet graves;
For the deep gun-pits, with quick stabs of flame,
Made their own thunders of the sunlit air;
Yet, as I read the crosses, name by name,
Rank after rank, it seemed that peace was there;
Sunlight and peace, a peace too deep for thought,
The peace of tides that underlie our strife,
The peace with which the moving heavens are fraught,
The peace that is our everlasting life.
The loose earth shook. The very hills were stirred.
The silence of the dead was all I heard.
II
We, who lie here, have nothing more to pray.
To all your praises we are deaf and blind.
We may not ever know if you betray
Our hope, to make earth better for mankind.
Only our silence, in the night, shall grow
More silent, as the stars grow in the sky;
And, while you deck our graves, you shall not know
How many scornful legions pass you by.
For we have heard you say (when we were living)
That some small dream of good would “cost too much.”
But when the foe struck, we have watched you giving,
And seen you move the mountains with one touch.
What can be done, we know. But, have no fear!

May Morning
Vera Brittain

The rising sun shone warmly on the tower,
Into the clear pure Heaven the hymn aspired
Piercingly sweet. This was the morning hour
When life awoke with Spring’s creative power,
And the old City’s grey to gold was fired.
Silently reverent stood the noisy throng;
Under the bridge the boats in long array
Lay motionless. The chorister’s far song
Faded upon the breeze in echoes long.
Swiftly I left the bridge and rode away.
Straight to the little wood’s green heart I sped,
Where cowslips grew, beneath whose gold withdrawn
The fragrant earth peeped warm and richly red;
All trace of Winter’s chilling touch had fled,
And song-birds ushered in year’s bright morn.

Break of Day in the Trenches
Isaac Rosenberg

The darkness crumbles away
It is the same old druid Time as ever,
Only a live thing leaps my hand,
A queer sardonic rat,
As I pull the parapet’s poppy
To stick behind my ear.
Droll rat, they would shoot you if they knew
Your cosmopolitan sympathies,
Now you have touched this English hand
You will do the same to a German
Soon, no doubt, if it be your pleasure
To cross the sleeping green between.
It seems you inwardly grin as you pass
Strong eyes, fine limbs, haughty athletes,
Less chanced than you for life,
Bonds to the whims of murder,
Sprawled in the bowels of the earth,
The torn fields of France.
What do you see in our eyes
At the shrieking iron and flame
Hurled through still heavens?
What quaver—what heart aghast?
Poppies whose roots are in men’s veins
Drop, and are ever dropping;
But mine in my ear is safe,
Just a little white with the dust.

The Sun Used to Shine
Edward Thomas

The sun used to shine while we two walked
Slowly together, paused and started
Again, and sometimes mused, sometimes talked
As either pleased, and cheerfully parted
Each night. We never disagreed
Which gate to rest on. The to be
And the late past we gave small heed.
We turned from men or poetry
To rumours of the war remote
Only till both stood disinclined
For aught but the yellow flavorous coat
Of an apple wasps had undermined;
Or a sentry of dark betonies,
The stateliest of small flowers on earth,
At the forest verge; or crocuses
Pale purple as if they had their birth
In sunless Hades fields. The war
Came back to mind with the moonrise
Which soldiers in the east afar
Beheld then. Nevertheless, our eyes
Could as well imagine the Crusades
Or Caesar’s battles. Everything
To faintness like those rumours fade—
Like the brook’s water glittering
Under the moonlight—like those walks
Now—like us two that took them, and
The fallen apples, all the talks
And silence—like memory’s sand
When the tide covers it late or soon,
And other men through other flowers
In those fields under the same moon
Go talking and have easy hours.

Never think that war, no matter how necessary, nor how justified,
is not a crime. – Ernest Hemingway

I am making this statement as an act of wilful defiance of military authority, because I believe that the War is being deliberately prolonged by those
who have the power to end it. I am a soldier, convinced that I am acting on behalf of soldiers. I believe that this War, on which I entered as a war of
defence and liberation, has now become a war of aggression and conquest. I believe that the purpose for which I and my fellow soldiers entered
upon this war should have been so clearly stated as to have made it impossible to change them, and that, had this been done, the objects which
actuated us would now be attainable by negotiation. I have seen and endured the sufferings of the troops, and I can no longer be a party to prolong
these sufferings for ends which I believe to be evil and unjust. I am not protesting against the conduct of the war, but against the political errors and
insincerities for which the fighting men are being sacrificed. On behalf of those who are suffering now I make this protest against the deception which
is being practised on them; also I believe that I may help to destroy the callous complacency with which the majority of those at home regard the contrivance of agonies which they do not, and which they have not sufficient imagination to realize. — Siegfried Sassoon, “Declaration against the War”
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Auctioning Love

Poetry Therapy
Poets use poetry to deal with such issues as heroin/alcohol addiction,
death, abandonment, and sexual and emotional abuse. The following
authors illustrate the use of writing to deal with these issues.

The Triumph of American Propaganda
Milo Kearney

Born in Paris, the oldest of four brothers,
with the French Revolution as our mother,
I was given the name of Socialism
and tried to bridge the inequality schism.
Moved by Jesus’ Sermon on the Mount,
I tried to apply it where it would count.
Though for free enterprise, I called for of public transportation,
medicine, communication, and free education.
I supported a tax at the very top
to alleviate the misery to which some can drop.
I called for the vote for every woman and man,
and the avoidance of war wherever we can.
My next brother, Capitalism, favored the wealthy few.
The golden path he had in view
called for the rich to control the State,
and end Christ’s concern with the downtrodden’s fate.
To promote big business by waging war
was a goal he thought worth fighting for.
The third brother, Communism, went a similar path.
He also let religion feel his wrath
and advocated central control over the land,
in this case by a dictator with an iron hand,
whose government would control business all about
and make use of war to beat his brothers out.
The fourth brother, the youngest, was little heeded,
but, like me, was concerned with what people needed.
Named Anarchism, he, too, looked to the example of Christ,
thinking removal of central government not too great a price.
He was not too practical, I must say,
and his ideas failed to carry the day.
Four brothers, with the last one ignored, left three.
Then the Americans found a way to eliminate me.
They spread the word that I was really my third-born brother,
and my name was his nickname and not for any other.
With only Capitalism and Communism, do you see what is lost?
Democracy, pacifism, and the call from the Cross.

A Bit of Space
Joyce Collins

There’s a bit of space
‘tween the pieces of me
that leads me to compartmentalize
and mask incongruity
that I might otherwise realize
if I had the whole scenery.
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Victoria Conerly

Woman auctioning
her independence
Turning in one wine glass
in exchange for two
Could the lucky guy
be you?
Could the lucky guy
be you?
Her heart open
ready for submission
She’s cookin’ with love
a wizard in the kitchen
Going once.
Twice.
Sold!
To the man in blue…

Khalilah Bilal

Purification
Fading
Making room for sacred
A New Jerusalem
No longer needing pampers
Procrastination
A place where silver rust
New life means
Another death is promised

What good is a parachute that doesn’t open
Liberate from unanimated objectivity
Be ready to fly
if you have to
Paper tigers don’t even meow

Last Time for Love
Micah Paddock

The last time I saw love was in my dream.
Never knew what it could be.
Always racing in my head
When I’m lying in my bed
I thought love had a meaning
but now I don’t know
Why some people abuse it.
God only knows.
Is love this or that?
Or is it what they said when they think it will last?
I still don’t know what love is,
but love is history and will always be my mystery.

Jewels of the Mind
Andrew Pelligreeni

Each night I question life itself
Looking up at the night sky,
Looking for answers not found here,
Wondering like there’s no tomorrow,
If we are truly alone on this blue dot
Compared to all the dots scattered all over.
Oh the interstellar beauty of it,
Just as if they were jewels of the dark
Lighting up for those lost in the dark
Like a son with his father out camping
A young couple in love.
Longing for a shooting star, they wish their love to last
And yet there is more to it than just a meet of the eye.
Imaginations set in
Creativity begins to stir.
I gaze at the stars
As if God had walked across the heavens with cleats.
I look up once again and begin to wonder harder.
Is it possible
Just possible
That something else living somewhere
Somewhere out there in the cosmic vastness
Is staring right back at me,
Wondering the exact same thing?

Dada

Frank Raines
The last time I saw
Royce and Christina
I saw Love.
That was
The last time
I saw Love.

Poetry & Dreams

Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation
Persona: Inner Life

Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg
San Antonio, Texas
May 10, 2014
Dream: The dream takes place in an unknown apartment, where
several people are staying. It has the feel of a foreign country, but
the people are speaking English. One of the persons in the apartment is a very intelligent young lady in her 30s. We speak about
things of depth, and she is excited about the concept of an inner
life. I am thinking about buying a pair of trousers. I have borrowed
trousers from a clothing store. I try them on and they are the correct
length. They are perhaps a bit flashy for my age, an orange-reddish
color, but I like the trousers and think that I can wear them. I don’t
want them to be a distraction from what I am doing, so I decide to
get some input from other ladies in the apartment. I ask the first
lady I meet (in her 30s), and I can see by the look on her face that
she disapproves. She asks two other ladies, also in their 30s, and

they do not think the trousers are a good fit. They are concerned
about the fashion statement I will make. It might be considered the
wrong choice. It might be considered bad taste. The bright young
lady comes by after the other three leave. I ask her about the trousers, and I can see by the look on her face that she approves of the
color. She says the trousers fit my personality and that in a way
they reflect my inner life. She says I should not worry about fitting
into a certain persona for the public. I should wear clothes that are
comfortable and that reflect who I am. The trousers do not draw
unnecessary attention to who I am. They allow me to be myself.
End of dream.
Comment: There is a saying that clothes make the man; in the
dream, clothes can enhance the inner life of the dreamer.

Thresholds

James Brandenburg
Your silver-colored suit
tailored to your sleek body
accents your muscular stature
a man dominating his surroundings.
Your brown tie and brown shoes
accent your talents and skills.
You are ready to move
to a new job.
I shake your hand
and congratulate you.
Your shoes difficult to fill
Don’t look back
It is time
In contrast,
I look at my genitals
loosely hanging.
I am naked
worrying what others think
I wonder where my clothes are
but two women
pass me by
inattentive to my
state of undress.
Maybe no one notices.
I grab a towel
to cover myself
for the threshold is far.
Comment: The person in the first stanza from the dream poem
occupies a prominent position of power in an organizational hierarchy and dresses the part. Dressing the part is an important
aspect of his persona and is crucial in climbing the ladder to
success. He lives the part in his very being. In contrast, I am
engaged with my inner life; I am apparently not quite ready to
enter the threshold. Clothing symbolizes our attitude and is very
much a part of persona. In this poem, I appear naked. The lack of
clothing symbolizes the primal state of humanity, the individual
portrayed without social or hierarchical markers that clothing
constitutes. Since I appear naked, I am attempting to understand
the core of my being in order to prepare for the next level in the
individuation process.
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Art Therapy
Compo de Arte
Maripat Munley

Sitting late at night
Mulling over what it is that lures us
together these past many years.
First to make art—museum docents all—
Painting, drawing in a garage week after week
then locating beautiful places
beside Hill Country lakes and on the Coast
to spend a few precious days to work together.
But we found so much more.
Synergy, being ourselves, connection, acceptance.
Making masks, mandalas, life collages,
portraits of each other, pop-up boxes in 3D,
hearing each other’s writings and poetry,
brings us deep personal knowing.
We naturally synchronize our work and play,
in spite of burned papier-mâché baskets and
terpenoid spilled on completed art.
Despite fishy fridge fragrance,
we cook delicious food and eat
tasty treats from childhood, cookies,
flavored nuts, fresh-squeezed fruit juices,
while telling our evolving life stories
in many creative ways.
Packing our cars, an art form in itself,
aluminum garden chicken
standing through the car sunroof,
we plan our next art adventure.
Compo de Arte and so much, much more.

In Loving Memory

Richelle Howard Vasquez
When I heard the news today,
I couldn’t believe you were really gone.
I prayed so hard for it not to be true.
I begged God for it to be my life that was done.
All the good times shared
Nobody can ever take away.
All the laughter and the tears
I’ll cherish for all days.
If only I had known your life would be cut short,
I would’ve spent so much more time with you.
Nobody else would have been there.
It would’ve been just me and you.
Now, my days are lonely,
And my nights—they are so cold.
As I lie here in my bed,
the memories of you unfold.
Your heart—so true and sincere.
I saw freedom shining in your eyes.
Your soul forever so full of compassion,
Your shoulder—always near when I had to cry.
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As you begin your new journey,
I pray you will be pleased
To know God is comforting your family and me.
While you continue to rest in peace.

Little H—A Poem of Addiction Yet Hope
Naomi Alcantar

Pandering Sphinx
Cradling Germ of Midnight Hour
Oh How You Devour
and Crawl on All fours
Selling Me Off
Inch by Inch
Cutting Me Open
to the Marrow Bone
Oh, How You Steal Me
In bitter Sweet Confessions
As You Ride the Baleful Waves
—Of the Optimistically Bruised
Such Temerity—
it Knows no interval in
the Month of June
—for its Barbaric, Sensual, Injection
Well it drips within these Blemished Veins
Garroting the Very Substance
of my Youth!
Corrupting Stitches of its Home—
Rendering the Imperialist on a Sunday Stroll
when she’s bored
She was Strutting its Pariah Distraction,
Beautiful Infection
That had become mine—
in a Circuitous Empire—
of the Pandering Sphinx
Wild Eyed You see—
She Has left me Catatonic
For the Most Part
But I—
I shall continue to swim—
For the Beating in My Soul
Allows Me to know
That I’m Very Much Still Alive

Drawing by Naomi Alcantar

Essays
Destiny and War
G. D. McFetridge

My great-grandfather, Private Peter Thompson, along with
roughly seven hundred other soldiers, scouts and civilians, rode
his horse toward the Battle of the Little Bighorn in June of 1876.
Allow me to clarify some essential facts: he never fired a shot,
nor was he in the final mêlée where the Sioux and Cheyenne
slaughtered General Custer and 262 soldiers and civilians on
Battle Ridge and the surrounding hills.
Less than a week after the massacre, Pvt. Thompson told an
East Coast newspaper reporter that he had watched Custer and
the Seventh Calvary ride to their fate on that hot, dusty day. The
last image he recalled seeing was the General riding high in his
saddle, in shirtsleeves with his buckskin pants tucked into leather
boots and his tailored buckskin jacket fastened by straps behind
the cantle. He was also wearing a broad straw hat, a type often
used by soldiers in hot weather, tilted theatrically with the brim
turned up on one side and held to the crown by a brass hook and
eyelet.
Great-grandfather Thompson, aged nineteen, had joined the
Seventh Cavalry in 1875, assigned to C Company under Captain
Thomas Custer. For those unfamiliar with the legendary battle,
General Custer wasn’t the only family member to lose his life
that day in June. In addition to Tom Custer, nephew Autie Reed
and youngest brother Boston Custer—who had both hired on as
civilian packers—also died, along with brother-in-law Lt. James
Calhoun. In all, five family members perished that afternoon
on the dry plains of southern Montana, shot to death and then
hacked to pieces on the rolling hills overlooking the Little Big
Horn River.
Historians have never named the person who spotted Greatgrandfather and James Watson, a companion in arms; however,
recorded testimony states that someone saw them climbing out of
a deep ravine two miles from the spot where the Sioux and Cheyenne had overwhelmed Custer and his regiment on the grassy
ridge. From the ravine, the two men made their way to the safety
of Major Reno’s defensive position on the high bluffs. Watson
was quick to explain how his horse had gone lame, and after
falling farther and farther behind, he dismounted and continued
toward the battle on foot. Not long after, he came upon Greatgrandfather Peter, whose horse had also given out. The two men,
as they claimed in statements given at military hearings some
months later, attempted to rejoin their doomed comrades on the
ridge.
Watson had put it this way: “Those redskins were thicker than
bees, and we had no means by which to infiltrate the main battle
or any part of it.”
Most historians discredit Watson’s explanation, as well as my
Great-grandfather’s carbon-copy account, although records indicate they were not the only defectors who failed to keep the
deadly rendezvous at Custer’s Last Stand. After the dust and gun
smoke had settled, a surprising number of soldiers assigned to
the General’s battalion mysteriously appeared at Reno’s position
on the bluffs. With so many officers and first sergeants dead, it
was impossible to know when and why or under what circumstances these men had escaped their fate.

For example, twenty-four cavalrymen from Captain Yates’ F
Company showed up on Reno Hill while the rest died on Battle
Ridge along with General Custer. Historians agree this is unusual
under normal tactical circumstances. It would have been less
questionable had Yates’ company formed the rear of the main
column. In that event, it is realistic to assume that man after man
could have lagged behind before sneaking out of sight. Other
scholars and Custer buffs argue that Yates may have led the way
into battle, or at least an aspect of it; if so, it is difficult to imagine
how so many men deserted under the iron-fisted command of
General Custer.
In any case, certain questions will never lead to answers, at
least not to the satisfaction of historians. Adding yet another twist
to the story, my father once told me that Great-grandfather Peter
had, during his waning years, offered up a confession of sorts to
my grandfather that differed from the crafted tale put together for
the benefit of the military tribunal.
My mother’s only brother, Donald—Uncle Don—unlike
Great-grandfather Peter, was killed in his war, at the Battle of the
Bulge. I never knew my uncle. He died years before I was born.
Based on stories my mother told me, I concluded that his death
emotionally destroyed my grandmother, and despite the fact that
my grandfather endured the tragedy a bit better, I still clearly
remember the time he explained how the U. S. Army had never
recovered Uncle Don’s body. Grandfather’s expression remained
controlled, but underneath his careworn face, I sensed the ire and
bitterness. He showed me letters from soldiers who had allegedly
witnessed my uncle’s death. They said it was an ambush, a German machinegun nest firing on my uncle’s platoon, which was
part of an advanced communications company.
One letter noted that when gunfire began, Uncle Don took cover
behind a pine tree. Moments later, a burst of machine gun bullets
splintered the narrow trunk, fatally wounding him. Grandfather
wasn’t sure he believed any of the letters. He’d heard that army
officers encouraged surviving soldiers to write notes of condolence and explanation to help ease the suffering of relatives and
to provide closure, particularly when bodies went unrecovered.
Under such pretenses, it is conceivable that men embellished or
made up stories to offer families when, in reality, they knew little
or nothing of how a specific soldier may have died.
In my uncle’s case, the outcome was at once distressing and
harsh. He was a nice-looking young man who should have enjoyed another fifty or sixty years of life, but instead he was only
twenty-two, killed by Germans somewhere in the shadowy forests of Europe. There’s no grave to visit, no white headstone in
those long perfect lines on fields of green, no way to know what
his last moments were like. Had he suffered? Or did he pass
away painlessly in the space of a few heartbeats? I wonder what
thoughts ran through his mind when darkness closed in, what
was the last thing he saw?
Great-grandfather Peter made a choice on his day of reckoning—he refused to follow George Custer to the end of the road.
General Patton was indirectly in charge of the circumstances that
led to Uncle Don’s death, but at a very great distance no doubt;
warfare was different sixty-eight years after the Battle of the Little Bighorn. Men rode in jeeps, tanks and airplanes; still I wonder
if my uncle could have made a different choice. Could he have
saved himself? Or was the inertia of his war so encompassing
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that once swept into it a soldier had no way to escape destiny’s
grip?
My father was old enough for military service during the
Second World War. He turned twenty-four five months before
Hitler’s well-oiled military machine trampled over Poland. Dad
was an intelligent and well-read person, and I suspect he recognized the warning signs. Over the years he had told me that there
was, “no way in hell” he was going to fight in a European war,
unlike Uncle Don, who apparently felt it was his duty.
My mother maintained that her brother should have been 4F
because of a heart murmur, and I recall watching as resentment
hardened her face when she told me how her father had failed
to do something to keep his son out of the army. In contrast
to her position concerning her brother and his military induction—suffering as she was in an unhappy marriage—she hoped
Uncle Sam would draft my father, thereby freeing her from his
oppressive and sometimes violent domination. But my dad had a
different strategy: get the wife pregnant in a hurry and find a job
in a defense plant, a surefire draft deferment unless all hell broke
loose. My mom thus had two babies before the United States
had declared war on Japan, and a third in 1943.
Returning to Great-grandfather Peter Thompson, Indian warriors were hacking Custer’s five companies to pieces by late
afternoon. Major Reno and Captain Benteen and their combined seven companies had hunkered down on what historians
call Reno Hill, a defensive position on a high bluff taken after
Reno’s abortive attack on the southern half of the huge Indian
village. After bitter arguments between senior officers, Captains Weir and Benteen headed north in an attempt to rejoin
Custer or at least discover what had become of him. A mile
into this ill-conceived advance, troopers saw almost the entire
length of the valley swarming with Sioux and Cheyenne. Farther north on the ridge, dust and gunpowder still swirling over
the battlefield, Custer and every man with him was gravely injured or dead. The continued clattering of distant gunfire came
from hundreds of excited warriors finishing off the last of the
wasichu soldiers.
Weir and Benteen retreated in a hurry when fifteen hundred
warriors left the valley and began moving toward them. My
great-grandfather later wrote to his sister explaining that he’d
stayed on at Reno Hill with the wounded, proving yet again that
he was a man with a knack for survival. As for the story he told
Grandfather—“the confessional,” as my father called it—it revealed curious details found in no history books.
According to Great-grandfather Peter Thompson, plenty of
soldiers and even some officers couldn’t believe Custer was
willing to attack the huge village after he had witnessed its full
measure from the hilltop on which he and another officer surveyed the valley. Great-grandfather was riding alongside Pvt.
Watson, and they both noticed Tom Custer nearly chewing his
mustache off after hearing his brother order the command forward. Watson glanced at my great-grandfather, leaned closer,
and said, “Old Iron Butt’s crazy as hell. I’ve never seen an Indian camp as big as this one.”
Thompson was eight years younger than Watson, and he took
seriously what the more experienced man had said. As the company prepared to follow Custer’s lead, he reined his horse closer
to Watson. “I don’t think I’m ready to die, at least not today,”
he said.
Half the men in the command had a look in their eyes, a blend
30

Voices de la Luna, 15 October 2014

of fear and disbelief; yet at the same time, many held an almost
mystical conviction that General Custer led a charmed life. He
had never been defeated. Probably never would. But Pvt. Watson
had his own assessment and enough knowledge to recognize a
deathtrap when he saw it.
He motioned to my great-grandfather. “Stay with me, Thompson. I got a plan.”
Within a matter of minutes the five companies had tightened
up, horses two abreast, two companies forward, two behind, with
Custer’s company in the lead. Great-grandfather and Watson
were closer to the rear.
Horses broke into a trot as Custer led the command toward
Medicine Tail Coulee, a wide ravine that joined the Little Bighorn River and offered access to the middle of the Indian village. About a mile southeast of the crossing, Custer ordered Capt.
Yates and Companies E and F down Medicine Tail while he led
C, I, and L Companies through the foothills to attack the village
from a second angle, creating the brand of pincer maneuver for
which the General was famous.
If we believe my great-grandfather’s account, General Custer
labored under the delusion that he had caught the Indians unaware
and that many of the warriors were off hunting buffalo. In reality,
the tribes had thrown a party the previous night, a social event
for younger members, and many had stayed up half the night and
were still sleeping, giving the village the appearance of inactivity
if not of vacancy. Custer, or perhaps another officer, had assigned
Watson and my great-grandfather to F Company, which Capt.
Yates ordered to the rear as the two companies entered the broad
but narrowing coulee. Watson saw what he figured was his best
if not only opportunity, and it seems he’d covertly loosened his
cinch, and then as the saddle slipped, he reined his horse out of
formation and called to my great-grandfather, “Thompson, hold
my horse. My cinch is loose.”
My mother always said Uncle Don had been a sensitive young
man, shy around girls. I thought he looked like the Beatles’
George Harrison. He didn’t seem the type to serve on the front
lines; he wasn’t big, he wasn’t strong or tough, and he was inexperienced.
Mom mentioned the family was relieved when they’d heard
the army had assigned him to communications instead of a rifle
company. I’m not certain what communications did back then,
aside from the obvious, and I don’t understand the nature of my
uncle’s job. Sometimes I’ve wondered why there hadn’t been
some way for Uncle Don to extricate himself from his tragic
fate, the same way Great-grandfather Thompson had. One of
several letters my grandfather received said that my uncle’s platoon was walking on a dirt road through a pine forest in advance
of the battalion.
Apparently, a green second lieutenant had foolishly led my
uncle and the other men into a deadly situation. There was no
one like Pvt. Watson looking after my uncle, and subsequently
German soldiers riddled him with machine gun bullets and left
him to rot in a dismal forest thousands of miles from home.
I recall asking my father about my uncle. My father’s sentiments were similar to my mother’s; he liked Don, said he always had, though he also mentioned that my uncle had a stubborn streak and held stiffly to his own opinions. But my father
was a distant man, emotionally cold in certain ways, and I don’t
think he was close with any of my mother’s family. He never

offered an opinion about Uncle Don’s enlistment or his death,
and he never made any commentary about the contrast between
his outlook and the decision my uncle had made. Never any sign
of the troubled remorse psychologists refer to as “survivors’
guilt,” no indication that my father had ever said to himself, “The
Germans killed my brother-in-law, but I survived. I renounced
any sense of duty and he’d embraced it.”
In the late Sixties, I faced my own war—Vietnam—and I admit
my feelings were similar to my father’s. No way in hell was I
going to allow myself into that politically manufactured disaster.
When I turned eighteen, I was busy planning how to evade the
draft. My first line of defense was the hope of a medical deferment; although looking back, I see that it was a threadbare strategy. I’d endured a sickly childhood because of emotional stress
and bad luck, but nothing substantial enough to keep me out of
the military. My second option was Canada, and I’m certain I
would have deserted my homeland as a last resort.
But by the time I was nineteen, with the introduction of the
draft board’s lottery system, the government computer spit out
a high number attached to my birth date, and with that random
piece of luck the threat of Vietnam vanished. So I never had a war
forced on me, never had a war to call my own, no necessity to
confront what my uncle and great-grandfather had faced.
Watson fumbled with his saddle cinch as Great-grandfather
held the horse’s reins. Troopers trotted by kicking up dust as they
headed down the gentle slope deeper into Medicine Tail Coulee.
When the last two cavalrymen passed, Watson pulled his carbine
from its saddle case, took it in hand like a baseball bat and swung
the heavy barrel into his horse’s front knee. The stunned animal
reared and jerked his head but my great-grandfather, though
shocked by Watson’s sudden and bizarre action, managed to hold
the reins. Moments later the frightened horse settled down, gingerly lifting its injured leg.
“Turn your mount loose,” Watson said. Sweat dripped from
under his hat and made grimy trails on his dusty forehead and
cheeks. Great-grandfather hesitated, as if confused. Watson
lunged forward and snatched the reins from him, waving his hat
wildly in the horse’s face. The startled animal threw back his
head and bolted after the last of the cavalry column now more
than a hundred yards down the ravine.
“If someone comes up on us, we say my horse went lame and
you stopped to help, and then yours ran off, so we’re following
the command on foot. Got it?”
“But wait … what if—?”
“Goddamnit, boy, there ain’t no what ifs. Only thing that matters right now is we don’t go down there.” Watson pointed a sundarkened hand toward the valley and the Little Bighorn River.
It wasn’t until late in the twentieth century that improved archeology more clearly illuminated what had long been the mystery of the Battle of the Little Bighorn. These recent excavations
proved that assertions made by Watson and Thompson were
essentially accurate. Capt. Yates had in fact led two companies
down the Medicine Tail Coulee as Custer and three other companies rode northwest through the hills. While Watson and my
great-grandfather stayed back, Yates’ command approached the
riverbank and met fierce resistance, forcing them to turn north
and rejoin Custer as he arced west in an attempt to escape hordes
of warriors closing from three sides. Because my great-grandfa-

ther’s story remains three generations removed, I can’t say what
happened after Watson injured his own horse. It is likely the two
men stalled for as long as Watson deemed prudent and then gradually followed the two companies.
By the time they heard gunfire and were close enough to see
what was unfolding, Yates had already ordered his troops up another ravine to the southeastern end of Battle Ridge, toward the
position Lt. James Calhoun was holding in a rearguard action.
Realizing that they had committed themselves to defection and
a host of possible consequences, Watson and Great-grandfather
doubled back and headed on foot for what they hoped would be
either Reno’s or Benteen’s companies.
Once reunited with either commander, they would need a credible story as to how and why they had failed to follow Custer’s
command into battle. If it didn’t hold up, the worst-case scenario
might include execution for desertion. Yet with the ominous circumstances growing grimmer by the minute, such a fate may
have proved preferable to slaughter at the hands of enraged warriors numbering in the thousands.
Watson’s was a gamble wrought in the intensity of the moment and in abandonment of duty over the prospect of death.
My great-grandfather was a lucky recipient who went along with
an opportunity he alone might have never conceived or had the
courage to pursue.
So … there it is, four generations of men in my family who
either lived through or died during the ugly reality of war. Greatgrandfather was too young for the Civil War but came of age for
the Indian campaigns of the Great Plains. Grandfather escaped
World War I because he was also too old, although, had the war
lasted longer, he probably would have been called in as the death
toll exhausted the supply of younger men. My dad used an effective strategy to keep himself out of the World War II, whereas my
uncle Don volunteered.
When it came my time, I was ready to do whatever necessary to
stay out of Vietnam. I guess that makes me more like my father,
despite having spent much of my life trying not to be like him—a
strange irony, no doubt.
Perhaps war is the common denominator, and individuals are
the numerators. In this way, the value of the fraction results from
how the numerator expresses itself. My great-grandfather was
the progeny of Scots-Irish immigrants. He was poor and joined
the army to provide himself with a roof over his head and a hope
of a better life. To his credit, he did go on to make a good life for
himself and his family.
He left the Seventh Cavalry a few years after the Battle of the
Little Bighorn and used money he’d saved to buy land in Montana to start a cattle ranch. Many years later he left the ranch to
his two sons, and they built it into a major producer of beef, making themselves prosperous men.
Believing we are masters of our fates is a tricky proposition,
and my great-grandfather’s life perhaps serves as a paradigm.
If we take stock in the proposition of free will, it is clear that
every decision my great-grandfather made after the great battle
was predicated on that single day, that hour, that moment—the
moment he decided to follow Watson’s lead and not follow
General Custer’s. In that sense, we could argue that he was indeed the master of his fate because he made a specific choice
at a critical moment, and by all indications saved his own life.
On the other hand, without Pvt. Watson as the catalyst, I believe Peter Thompson would have dutifully ridden to his death
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in much the same manner my uncle walked into his.
To the best of my knowledge, within a month after the battle my great-grandfather and Watson parted ways, never saw
each other again, and maintained no correspondence of which
anyone in the family was ever aware. Each man found himself
reassigned to other duties in other locations, and according to
great-grandfather’s letters, he was transferred from the Seventh
Cavalry into an infantry regiment in 1877. Out of curiosity, I
tried to research James Watson to see if I could find out what
became of him. His name appeared on census archives on two
occasions after the Little Bighorn, once in 1880 and again in
1890, at which time records listed him as a single man living in
Oregon. After that he vanished.
I went so far as to telephone a couple dozen Watsons living in
Oregon to see if by chance any of them were relatives. But the
trail was cold. Watson is a common name.
Life is a tapestry woven from a near infinite, if not truly infinite,
set of possibilities. Picking out any given slice or constituent part
from the swirling sea of probabilities and outcomes seems meaningless. No one moment or action has more meaning or consequence than any other, yet they remain inescapably linked.
The infinite renders the astronomical commonplace, and as
such even the most remote possibility is never quite as remote as
it may seem. Just ask my great-grandfather, Peter Thompson, or
in an oblique sense, my Uncle Don.
Perhaps it boils down to what the existentialists have said:
Destiny and freedom—as true of light and dark—are opposite
halves of a single reality, unified, fused, bound inextricably together, each depending upon the other for the foundation of its
existence. Consequently, from within the collusions of destiny
my freedom grows and from my freedom grows my destiny. Yet
the precise nature of choice remains, in my mind, paradoxical
beyond words, leaving questions without answers and the interminable mystery of consciousness and the reality of being here.

Short Fiction
Love and a Pinch of Nicotine
Suvojit Banerjee

The city is silent tonight. Not asleep, but like a huntress on the
prowl. My footsteps on the pitch road are accompanied by occasional heavy breathing, rustling of the leaves in the dry, cold
breeze, and a callous noise of a passing vehicle, breaking the
rhythm of it all. But tonight I am in a forgiving mood. So is the
city. Calmness returns in an instant as the red light of the cab
fades away.
I am walking on a bridge. I stop, almost mid-way where the
arch is at its highest, and hold the concrete fence, looking down.
Amongst the pile of plastic, bamboo, and silly what-nots I see
some people asleep. The little kid neatly tucked inside mother’s
cove. The breeze blows away papers, plastic, rubble – those
asleep hardly move. I look forward. The lights look pallid in
a mixture of halogen yellow and black. Farther ahead, the field
looks like a sea, a black abyss encircled with dark silhouettes of
the tress, leaves undulating ever so little with the breeze. The cathedral spire peeks from the veil of the tall, black buildings and
flowing black greenery. God sleeps tonight, tired of his chores.
The city is silent.
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The road ascending with the bridge runs straight as far as my
eyes can see, before blurring away. It is empty. Not a dog bark,
not even an owl flies over. The remarkable stillness is ominous,
yet my heart flutters at the possibility of a long walk with someone tonight. Absurd, I tell myself. I have been searching for love
in this city for two years now, and like the little girl who sits happily nibbling a slice of salted raw mango and watches you on the
balcony, love has been watching me from a place I have always
known, yet can’t reach. The breeze picks up again, bringing in a
familiar scent: nicotine.
Someone is smoking.
Noticing one woman amidst the hullabaloo of a busy pandalhopping day was next to impossible, for there were thousands
of them donning every avatar a sane mind could come up with.
Yet I had seen her from a distance, casually handling the ethnic
borders of a curry-coloured saree and some casual makeup. In
one corner she was, standing incognito, with a cigarette between
her fingers. She was taller than the average girl I had seen in this
city. Quite often her eyes scanned the crowd in front of her and
rejected the idea of blending into that sea of chaos.
It was certainly a sign, I now think.
I slowly make my way down along the bridge slope. Skeletons
of shops line the footpath, shadows of what they are during the
day—now hollow, gutless. A truck wheezes past. The sound of
metal clanking stirs the silence of the night as the tires clumsily
pass over a bump.
The wind whispers things to me. Lazily, I don’t reply. Memories make my steps slow to a lethargic gait. Whenever I think of
her, it confuses me more than before.
I wish I could see the talking cat again now.
“So you don’t smoke?” she asks.
“No.” I reply.
“Your mom must be proud of you!”
And then, after a brief pause, noticing the glow on my face,
comes the jibe—
“But that doesn’t get you a girl, Mister. A guy without fags is
no guy at all.”
“Says who?” I retort, irate.
“All of my friends. And their friends. And their boyfriends.
Aaro shunbi?”
My bucketful of ego dies a slow death. I sit there, watching
through the glass people walking by on the footpath, cars wheezing past through the white-on-grey pitch road, the zebra crossing
trying to warn the ignorant passer-by.
She rolls up another and lights it. I see her pomegranate lip
gloss painting the white paper before everything disappears in
smoke.
“What do cigarettes mean for you?”
“Salvation,” she whispers, and then winks at me.
I jeer back into the coldness of the night. The smell fades away
slowly. The road runs around a concrete island. The neglected,
vine-smeared statue looks out straight, his chiselled eyes vacant, cold, still. A little creeper extends from his stretched hands.
Dirty-white marble looks even blacker in the lack of light.
A police jeep stops at a distance from me and then speeds away,
pricking my senses into a heightened consciousness. I check my
watch. It’s way past midnight.
I better hurry home.

Like a zombie, I walk down where the road finally gives way
to many alleyways. Some lit by flickering tubes, others are not so
fortunate and look like hallways to horrors unknown.
I close my eyes and pause for a moment, then make my way
toward the place where the main road takes a bend. It’s a couple
of klicks away from this spot, I murmur. Another vision drags
me inside.
“It’s all here.” She points to her body. “All here in ze body!”
“So you don’t believe in love?” I ask. She looks at me, cheeks
puffed with smoke inside her mouth, and pauses a little before
letting it out in my face. Through the choking layers of pungent
smoke, I see her kohl eyes staring at the grey water flowing
through the Hooghly. Thankfully, the distance from the bridge
above us kills the noises of a city afternoon. The fading sun
paints the water crimson.
We sit there, amidst jungle and rubble, with a train track behind
us.
“I do,” she replies, “but my love is not like yours.”
“Physical, then.” I nod my head. She hits at me, her nails biting
through my flesh in what appears to be retaliation. Then she stops
and throws the cigarette into the river. The fisherman idly sitting
in a boat looks at her and then gets back to his fishing lines.
“Think whatever you want to.”
“It’s awfully late for hanging around, isn’t it?”
I follow the known tone, only to find that it is coming from her.
She sits there on her four paws, ever so lazy, pouring her glances
on me. Every now and then she breaks out into a cleaning chore,
meticulously licking her legs and body.
Cats are such fine creatures.
“You’re the silent type tonight,” she speaks again.
“I’m always silent, they say,” I reply, much to her amusement.
The wide smirk looks like a whiff of her whiskers.
“How have you been lately?”
“Not bad. The city has enough havens for a cat to find her necessities.”
“Wish I could say the same about humans.” She winks at me.
The contagious grin returns, now in me. I walk a step or two
towards her, trying to alienate myself from the yellow light of
the halogens above. She licks her paw, watching me find a niche.
“I was thinking about you,” I quip.
“Everyone I’ve met usually does,” she replies. “I’m quite an
impressionist.” Cats are, I think to myself, momentarily broken
off from the current errand. She continues.
“You should go back to her.”
“I don’t know for sure,” I fumble.
“Love isn’t something you find in an empty street, you know.”
She gets up, leaps on a stack of cardboard boxes, and pauses
there. We return gazes.
“You’ve been ignoring the obvious signs.” She fixates on me.
“Did you even give it a thought?”
“I’m not her salvation,” I whisper, almost to myself.
“She’s good in bed, no?” the cat questions, feigning a disinterest in my murmur. It feels like a jolt, this feline inquisitiveness.
I look at her, baffled, out of words.
“How did you feel?” She’s persistent. The breeze picks up. A
couple of leaves come down falling, some yellow, some not so.
Somewhere a wind chime tolls, ever so faintly. It feels surreal.
I want to tell the cat about the musky smell of our sweat. Pink
Floyd on the wall. The bell chimes and the cigarettes. About her

biting my lips with pleasure, moaning and arching like a gymnast
on top of me.
I want to tell her how awkwardly it had started that night, and
how unceremoniously it ended. There we were, drenched in
sweat, our energy exhausted, lying with each other, her hands
anchored to me.
She was smoking that night again. In the pallid orange glow
from the cigarette tip, I could just make out the outlines of her
drained face.
“How did it feel?” The cat’s voice echoes through my visions
of that night.
I thought she wouldn’t reply. “Empty” was the word she spoke,
before letting out another jet of smoke. “But you have amazing
lips.” Her words had ended with a moist gush of her breath on my
face, her lips touching mine.
I remember that was the first time I had smiled that night. I also
remember that we had spent the rest of the time talking, nothing
specific, but there was an overwhelming feeling of something
missing—as if we wanted to do it, but found no meaning in such
physicality.
“Hollow.” I come back to the present. The cat is still there,
looking suspiciously at me.
“It’s … .” My effort to satisfy her curiosity dies early.
“What are you searching for exactly?” she asks.
I look at her.
“I don’t know anymore.” The hollowness I feel is irrepressible.
She stretches herself and gets up on all fours. “Time for the cat
to disappear,” she mews, and then looks at me with care. “She’s
the one.”
“Stop getting lost. You both are.” The cat looks at her tail, wiggling it gently.
I try to reason with the logic inside my head, but it doesn’t
comply. What comes out sounds terrible, needy.
“I want to see you again.”
“I’m always around.” She flashes the familiar Cheshire grin of
hers and gracefully leaps to the railing.
“I didn’t catch your name,” I shout. The expression comes out
loud, tearing the silence.
“Cats have no names,” she replies, “It’s you humans who give
them names, trying to identify yourselves with them. So you can
call me anything you want.”
“Irma,” I react. “I’m going to call you Irma.”
She pauses a little and says, “You love Frost, don’t you?”
I nod. “Figures,” she says, and disappears in darkness.
I lie on the bed, beside her. I know she isn’t asleep, but she
silently keeps her eyes closed and says nothing.
“I met the cat today.” I break the silence, whispering, and turning back to face her. “It was weird.”
She says nothing. I run my hand over her, trying to feel her
warmth. The feeling of disconnectedness returns, creepily. I attempt to come close.
I don’t want to feel lost again. The little distance between our
bodies feels like eons.
“What are we doing here?” she asks me.
“Searching for love,” I innocuously reply. She comes closer—I
can feel her breath on me, and it doesn’t smell of nicotine.
“I feel …,” she says, “I don’t feel anything at all.” The tears are
warm. Bare skin touches bare skin.
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The Pink Floyd poster on the wall looks blasé. Faint glows
coming from outside paint the walls a lonely white. The solitary
bookshelf looks out of place. Amidst all melancholia, two souls
try to break barriers.
The kiss that comes after sends shivers through my body.
When I wake up the next morning, I find her still sleeping in
my arms, content like a little child. I slowly run my finger across
the lines of her face. Her eyes twitch a little, and she grabs me
even tighter.
I smile.
“Back to her,” a voice lingers in my head.
Cats do watch people all the time.

Night Drive into Quicksand
Josh Karaczewski

Headlights carved two conical tunnels through the empty black
space of predawn Interstate 101 between Gilroy and San Jose;
the mind of the driver steering the automobile that engendered
this impaling of the night, like a glowing sliver in Morpheus’
foot, was scarcely less dark. An epic battle was spreading over
the interior of that poor old car, a dramatization of The Lord of
the Rings borrowed from a suite-mate—its eighteen-hour length
promising to sustain him through his round trip. The car itself
only fought the epic battle of time and neglected maintenance.
The fat of foam padding pushed out from ripped holes like open
sores, leaving yellowed crumbs along the threadbare floor to
join the litter of his road stimulants: king-size Snicker wrappers
and Frappuccino bottles shaped like Apollo rocket models; more
crumbs in the frayed joint of seat and back rest, congregating
with beach sand, three pennies, and a broken tipped yellow No.
2 pencil.
The driver, whose name was Tim—“Tim Howes, nice to meet
’cha”— shifted in his seat, clenching his buttocks in an attempt to
smooth out their cramping, unknowingly shifting onto a shard of
the chocolate that had plastered the peanuts, caramel, and nougat
(Tim would have a nice amorphous smudge on his khaki shorts
when he got home). He hadn’t remembered to take his wallet out
of his back pocket soon enough to avoid angering the usually
mellow nerves of the ass, and they had been tormenting him with
sharp pains that he imagined wouldn’t feel very different from
being stapled there; his wallet sat meekly on the edge of its chain
from his belt like a penitent dog, ready to flinch from its masters
reprisal. It was saved by the tape deck, which shorted out again
and incurred a corrective pounding from the base of his fist to its
casing. Tim enjoyed the pulse of pain across his hand’s edge as he
punished, the satisfaction of wrath quelled and will imposed.
Tim wasn’t following the narrative too closely since he was
well familiar with the story, but he had no music, and he needed
something to drown out the lulling siren song of the freeway. With
his vessel’s inclination to boil over at the slightest urging, he was
kept to fifty-five; with frequent rest stops to allow for coolant topoffs, this turned what would be a five and a half hour trip in a
younger vehicle (with his leaden-foot impatience) into an eight to
nine hour voyage. The car’s heater had been cooking his sandaled
feet; trying to get the heat away from the engine he had endured
it with the windows rolled half down. He was close enough now
that he felt he could safely shut it off and roll the windows all the
way down to combat the heat-induced drowsiness. A mighty yawn
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overtook him, and he let it out with an operatic vibrato.
Tim had watched the already small campus population thin
throughout the preceding day, had sat in the dining commons that
night with the already homesick students who couldn’t leave for
various reasons of finance, opportunity, or nonnegotiable prior
responsibilities for the Labor Day weekend. He ate two bowls
of Corn Pops in the indulgently melancholic atmosphere, filled a
bottle with Mountain Dew for his first injection of road caffeine,
then returned to his room for what he knew would be a futile
attempt at napping—a mix of nothing better to do, coupled with
not wanting to have to lie to his worrying mother and girlfriend
about not having tried to rest before the drive. He even got a
study book out for a sleep aide, but only managed to get ahead on
his weekend homework.
The lights of San Jose were just becoming visible when the
sun diluted their strength. Tim passed under the vaulting curves
of freeway overpasses, the ones his girlfriend Kelly—“Hi there,
I’m Kelly Rodriguez!”—loved, saying they made her feel like a
great present under a fancy concrete bow. His girlfriend—how
would things be different now after they’d had a taste of absence?
Could he admit to her that when he saw the girls in class with
bikini straps tied across the wispy bases of their necks, under
hair pulled up tight in ultraviolet radiation-lightened simplicity,
bright swimsuit colors shining through their tank-top-dresses,
concealing breasts anxious for release to worship their sun god,
he only thought of Kelly as an obstruction then? That he couldn’t
wait much longer to see if they tasted of the ocean?
Tim had loved her, to be sure, and had not given up on the possibility of this continuing. But it was contingent upon her transferring from the cowardly choice of a local college she had made.
He knew he couldn’t continue with her unless she could leave
Hayward—transcend her father and her nest fear and learn what it
meant to fly elsewhere.
His mother—“Call me Denise, please” happily nibbling a slice
of salted raw mango—knew this; she knew the true nature of
Hayward: that its only real virtue was the ease with which one
could leave it. You could pick whatever freeway fit your desired
compass point and follow the needle away. Thinking of this, Tim
realized that it didn’t feel so hot on his feet anymore. In fact it
was almost cold; looking down he saw that the car was filling up
with water and sand. “Quicksand,” he said, a statement flavored
with mild curiosity. When it bubbled and rose up level with his
chest the seat dissolved and he sank so that his head was scarcely
above it. Quicksand poured over the rim of the car window, and
from the passenger side his mother was trying to free him, but
every push that moved him up and almost out of the window to
safety dipped her face below the surface. Letting her sacrifice
herself, Tim had nearly pulled himself out, when he felt Kelly’s
arms grasp him from the backseat; he felt he could manage her
weight, but then her father—“Mr. Rodriguez, young man”—
leaned over and pulled at her shoulders from his seat beside her,
dragging them all back into the mire.
The indentations along the interstate’s shoulder made his tires
roar and woke him to jerk back into his lane. Tim shook his head
and slapped himself. This time he did not enjoy the feel of the hit
through his hand.
The sun rose somewhere behind the overcast sky, fluorescing the
clouds. Tim turned onto 880 North, past the startled Silicon Valley,
through Milpitas, Fremont, Newark, Union City; here and there
he registered the changes, the new growth where even one month’s

worth of absence isolated him from his home. But then came the
“Hayward—Next Four Exits” sign, and with horrifying clarity he
saw only what he had come to believe: Hayward was as frozen
as if it were fixed in glass. Only the trash on the side of the road
was different, and it showed no signs of welcome for his return.
Having the car window down allowed him to smell the Hayward smells not yet choked by the customary day smog: ice
plant flower, sour grass, and California Poppy—really an imagined conglomeration of the nice scents he could discern among
the whole—smells of his youth he had assigned to these plants
whose perfumes were so subtle you couldn’t differentiate them
unless you plunged your nose into them individually. While this
held an unexpected hint of promise, when his off ramp came he
took it as he would take a knife handed to him edgewise.

Mapping the Interior:
Poetry Is Memory’s Grand-Darling
Robert Ostrom
Poet-in-residence Chautauqua Institution

Poet Richard Hugo said in his essay “The Triggering Town”
that poets should create an imaginary town and write poems
out of it. Robert Ostrom, poet-in-residence for week six of the
Chautauqua Insitution during the 2014 season, thinks that many
people already know that town, and it is often a real one.
“The work that poets tend to do involves images that are sometimes buried in their past,” Ostrom said. “My idea is that we already have that place, and it’s probably our hometown, the town
where we spent our childhoods.”
Ostrom discussed this idea in his Brown Bag lecture, called
“Mapping the Interior.” He said his lecture was inspired by Hugo’s essay and his own workshop for the week, where he worked
with students on mining their personal memories for poetry. Ostrom said that delving into one’s past and looking for images in it
can inspire great writing.
“It’s akin to the way we dream: an image from our past might
appear, or a person from our past might appear,” Ostrom said.
“I think that can be really interesting, interacting with that idea
through lyric poetry.”
Ostrom said that his lecture topic has special significance to
him, because he grew up in Jamestown. Ostrom began writing
poetry at a “ridiculously young age,” and said he “just sort of
decided that I was going to be a poet.” “I think that for me, when
I was young, the idea of being a poet was really cool to me—it
sounded sort of like being a prophet,” Ostrom said.
Chautauqua has inspired many of Ostrom’s poems, so the idea
of presenting his thoughts during one of the brown bag lectures
appealed to him. “I’m excited to be giving this talk in the location
where a lot of my poems have centered around,” Ostrom said. “I
have a lot of distance from it, because I don’t go back to Chautauqua very often anymore. So there’s that personal element to it.”
Besides revisiting his own past, Ostrom was excited to hear
what his audience had to share about their own. “I’m personally
really interested to hear what kind of things they have inside of
them from their past—details, images—[and] I’ll be interested
to hear what they have to say and what questions they have,”
Ostrom said.

Caen-Normandy Memorial Centre for History
and Peace
Seventy years after the Normandy invasion that marked the
beginning of the end of the Nazi occupation of Europe during
World War II, the Caen-Normandy Memorial Centre for History and Peace has an exhibiton that commemorates D-Day and
the history of the war as a whole. The site features one hundred
photographs taken by Tony Vaccaro, an American soldier who
landed on Omaha Beach two weeks after D-Day with a rifle in
one hand and a camera in the other. Over the course of the next
several months, Vaccaro took over eight thousand photos, often
developing them himself at night by mixing chemicals in his and
other soldiers’ helmets.
Also featured at the museum is “The 100 Objects of the Battle
of Normandy.” Some of the objects in the exhibit are combat
gear, children’s drawings, an M-209 cipher machine used by Comanche soldiers in the U.S. Army’s 4th Infantry Division to encode their messages in their native tongue, and a Steinway “Victory Piano.” If you can’t make it to France to see the exhibit, visit
the website at www.memorial-caen.fr to see a selection of both
featured exhibits.

French Author Patrick Modiano Wins
2014 Nobel Prize for Literature
Acclaimed author Patrick Modiano has been named the 2014
Nobel laureate for literature. Although he has authored about
twenty-five novels, including Ring Roads, Missing Person, and
A Trace of Malice, only a handful have been translated into English. Hopefully this award will spur English-language publishers
to correct this oversight.

Please read the entire article at www.voicesdelaluna.com.
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On Charles Whitman
Carol Coffee Reposa

August 1st was hazy.
Students ambled to their classes
In unwilling herds, books
Balanced on their hips.
Three blocks away
In our decrepit rooms
I struggled with a birthday cake,
Butter icing melting in the heat.
Inside the Tower
Carrels bulged with sluggish grads.
Traffic inched in lazy ribbons
Down the drag.
No one saw
The ex-Marine
Who took the elevator
Far as it would go.
Summer oozed through walls
Crept up furniture.
I put the cake
Inside the fridge.
He reached the observation deck,
Unpacked deodorant and rifles
Ate some lunch.
No one saw
At first
The lazy puffs of smoke, or heard
Those dull reports
That sounded like a distant fireworks show.
No one made connection
Even when the passersby
Began to melt
Along the sidewalks
Or in front of cars
And smoke kept rising
From the Tower
In languid spirals
Almost festive, like the fumes
From blown-out candles
On a youngster’s
Birthday cake.
They got it, finally.
Phones went off
In high electric screams
And sirens scattered noon.
Police cars raced
Along the streets
In frenzied lines
Like worker ants defending hills
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Smashed by a giant mower.
I got a call
From someone penned
Inside the Co-op.
He told me
To take cover,
Told me
What I knew.
By nightfall
Heat had drained the campus
As the moon rose indolent
Above the blistered trees.
The cake
Had hardened in the fridge
Too stiff, too cold
To touch.
From Underground Musicians (Lamar University Press 2013)

An August Day in Austin
Lou Taylor

White hot August day
Scorching even for Texas
Summer school offers respite from the inferno
Newlyweds—we are learning
To share a life
I’ll meet you at the car at noon
Let’s not make anyone wait
In this heat
Be there at noon sharp
The door of the Experimental Science
building is blocked by
Terrified students
Cowering in the hallway,
listening to radio
Reports of carnage outside
The back door offers escape
to the parking lot—mustn’t be late
Soft pop pop pop of ricocheting sniper’s bullets
Make me seek refuge in the cool hallway
forty-eight summers
Separate me from that August day
Gone in the blink of an eye
Two Voices editors, Carol Coffee Reposa and Lou Taylor, were in Austin on August 1, 1966, when Charles Whitman shot and killed sixteen
people and wounded thirty-two others from the observation deck of the
Main Building (AKA the Tower) at the University of Texas. These two
poems convey their impressions of that violent day.

First Rifle
Hank Jones

I got my first rifle, a .22, at the age of 8
And was informed that I was no longer to play with guns.
If I was old enough to carry a real rifle,
Then guns were no longer toys.
I accepted that rifle with all the seriousness expected of me:
A rite of passage into the world of men.
I practiced my aim on cans and cardboard targets,
But soon moved on to jackrabbits and cottontails,
And the occasional bird.
I remember shooting at a cottontail one time,
My father looking on and me desperate to impress.
I aimed carefully, fired, the ping of the .22
A mixture of soft exhalation with hard-edged pop underneath.
The rabbit had gone frozen at our approach,
As rabbits are wont to do when they feel a threat.
And it stood frozen still, despite the noise of the shot
And my apparent miss. I loaded another bullet and fired again.
The rabbit remained as before, no movement at all
Save the almost imperceptible breathing in and out.
I fired again, then again,
And still the rabbit sat there.
I may have missed with one or another shot,
But certainly not with all.
After eight shots, my father moved forward to investigate
And the rabbit never moved.
Perhaps it jerked finally when my father came near it,
But I had indeed shot true and the rabbit’s movement
Was a wounded lurch that did not take it to safety.
My father was upon it, and to my amazement and my horror,
He took his boot and crushed the rabbit’s skull.
Up to this point all my murders had been done cleanly,
With bullets, and I never had to watch an animal suffer long.

The People Have Drunk the Wine of Peace
Lesbia Harford

The people have drunk the wine of peace
In the streets of town.
They smile as they drift with hearts at rest
Uphill and down.
The people have drunk the wine of peace,
They are mad with joy.
Never again need they lie and fear
Death for a boy.

Peace on Earth

William Carlos Williams
The Archer is wake!
The Swan is flying!
Gold against blue
An Arrow is lying.
There is hunting in heaven—
Sleep safe till tomorrow.
The Bears are abroad!
The Eagle is screaming!
Gold against blue
Their eyes are gleaming!
Sleep!
Sleep safe till tomorrow.
The Sisters lie
With their arms intertwining;
Gold against blue
Their hair is shining!
The Serpent writhes!
Orion is listening!
Gold against blue
His sword is glistening!
Sleep!

But this was a new kind of death to me,
This the brutal death of the weak and defenseless by the allpowerful.
Here the rabbit was no longer pristine in its natural beauty
With only a few streaks of blood to mark where the bullet had
done its work.
Instead the rabbit’s head was crushed into the dust,
All misshapened with jelly eyes lusterless in strange asymmetry.
How can I explain the strange feeling I had then,
Torn by an inchoate recognition for the first time of the fallen
world.
Mankind must put an end to war before war puts an end to mankind. – John F. Kennedy
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Persian Marchers: A Novel
BOOK TWO
The Flood
Chapter Twenty-Five

In the Late Hours of the Night at Tehran Airport
In the late hours of the night at Tehran Airport, where sleepless and anxious departing
passengers linger impatiently to hear the call
to board their planes and leave Iran, Cyrus
was waiting at the Lufthansa departure gate
when he heard a loud announcement over the
speakers.
“Attention, please. This is a call for Dr.
Cyrus Sohrabi. Please come immediately to
the Airport Revolutionary Guard Office.”
He was utterly surprised, but figured the request came from one
of his relatives with a last minute gift. He ignored the call and
remained in the queue to board the plane. The passenger ahead of
him was cleared, and the announcement came again.
“This is a call for Dr. Cyrus Sohrabi. Please report immediately
to the Airport Revolutionary Guard Office.”
Now Cyrus became alarmed. This had to be something more
than a silly farewell gift from a cousin. While he was still pondering what to do, two armed Revolutionary Guards marched up to
the checkpoint and called out loudly.
“Is Dr. Cyrus Sohrabi here?”
Astounded, Cyrus pocketed his ticket, approached the Revolutionary Guards, and introduced himself.
“May I have your passport?” one of the Revolutionary Guards
asked.
Cyrus handed over his Persian passport. The guard had a list of
passengers of the flight. and Cyrus could see his name highlighted in red. The man leafed through the passport and compared the
information in the passport with the list, while the other guard
kept staring suspiciously at Cyrus.
“Sir, you cannot leave the country,” the first guard announced.
“We are confiscating your passport.”
The morning before, Cyrus’s brother-in-law Habib had driven
him to the airline’s downtown office to confirm his return flight
and get a seat assignment. His flight to Frankfurt was scheduled
to leave at 2:45 a.m. Cyrus did not mind the early departure time,
but he was surprised when the agent asked him to be there three
hours early.
“That will be a long night for you, Cyrus,” Habib commented.
The agent shrugged. “Arrival and departure times of international flights are dictated by the airport office of the Revolutionary Guards. We have no control over the schedule.” He ignored
Habib’s skeptical scowl and continued completing the ticket
form.
“So I have to be at the gate well before midnight,” Cyrus said.
“Sir, you have to go through several inspections before you can
board the plane,” the agent explained.
“Does he have to complete the Seven Labors of Rustam or
what?” Habib asked jokingly.
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“No, sir,” the agent turned back to Cyrus. “First, you go to the
airport police office and stand in line to pick up your passport and
the exit permit, which may take half an hour. Then you walk to
the secure zone, where you check in at the airline counter and get
your seat assignment. Then you go through customs inspection
and security clearance.” The agent continued, “And finally, you
will be searched thoroughly by the Revolutionary Guards.”
“That is all?” was Habib’s ironic comment.
The agent again ignored Habib and went on, “Assuming you
encounter no trouble along the way, you can then go to the gate
and wait for the call to go downstairs to the bus that will drive
you to the plane. And I must caution you, sir, please do not bring
any political books or magazines with you to the airport.”
“What do you mean when you say political?” Cyrus asked.
“Anything that is critical of mullahs,” the agent explained,
“and let me warn you, if they find something, you may be stuck
in Tehran for weeks.”
The agent filled out more papers and stamped the ticket and the
forms with deliberation. “The plane will fly non-stop to Frankfurt and you will have several hours before the continuation of
your flight to Texas.” He stamped another form and continued,
“All international passengers are required to have a visa if they
change planes in Europe, on route to the U.S. But I understand
that you’re an American citizen, so you should have no trouble.”
The agent moved his face close and whispered, “May I advise
you to keep your U.S. passport well hidden inside your breast
pocket. Don’t mention it to any of the airport employees. otherwise they will confiscate it.” He added in a more normal voice,
“It should be safe in your jacket. They only pat you down for
weapons,” he said, grinning, “and they usually don’t search passengers’ pockets.”
“Have they arrested any departing citizen in the airport for having an American passport?” Cyrus was getting nervous.
“I don’t think so,” the agent responded, “but they love to seize
foreign passports if they get an excuse, especially those from the
U.S.”
Cyrus spent his last Iranian afternoon in his room in Maryam’s
house, quietly organizing and packing his belongings. Going
through his briefcase, he discovered his mother’s Persian passport in the top compartment and between its pages, her exit permit. His eyes were drawn to the exit permit, and suddenly the
image of her pallid face in the moments before she expired rose
in his mind.
He drew a deep breath. The awareness of her eternal peace set
his mind at ease. He leafed through her passport and paused at
the black and white photograph of his mother. All he could see
were her aged, gentle eyes behind a pair of prescription glasses.
A black chador enclosed her pale round face. The signed and
stamped permit to leave the country, folded twice, was held neatly between the last two pages of her passport. He sighed and
pushed the documents back into his briefcase.
“I will look at her photograph one more time before I give
the papers to Maryam,” he promised himself. Now immersed in
childhood memories, he leaned back and idly observed the ceiling fan wheezing above his head. His nervous hand reached into
his pocket and pulled out the wallet with photos of his family.
The face of five-year-old Amanda bore a striking resemblance to
his mother’s face. He pushed the wallet back into his pocket, shut
the briefcase, and looked around. The packing was done. Now

came the interminable wait.
His watch indicated there were four more hours before they
needed to leave for the airport, time enough to catch up on some
of his scientific reading. He went downstairs and settled in the
living room with a medical journal. He paged through the table
of contents, chose the penultimate article, and began reading the
abstract, but somehow he could not focus his mind on the topic.
He looked again at his watch. Was it twenty-two hours until he
would be back home in Texas? No, eighteen hours of flying time,
plus lengthy stopovers in Frankfurt and at DFW. He came up
with twenty-five hours. He would read, watch a movie, drink a
glass or two, eat, and nap between meals.
His eyes had just returned to the medical article when he was
interrupted by a telephone call from a cousin. They chatted for
awhile. More farewell calls arrived from friends and family. After
each call, his thoughts turned homeward, to his wife Emily and
their children, to his garden, especially the herb patch with different varieties of fragrant basil, thyme, mint, chive, and oregano,
and to the yellow Texas roses by the front door. He could almost
smell them. Soon he would be there and clip mint sprigs and basil
shoots, wash them carefully, arrange them next to a few slices of
fresh sourdough bread, pour two glasses of wine, and sit on the
patio overlooking the garden, next to Emily and the children, the
wooded hill beckoning beyond the garden.
Then he thought of the long journey home. His mind drifted
on, to his medical practice, his group’s weekly meetings, and
the patients waiting in the examination rooms. Shortly before
the trip he had performed several complicated surgeries, and he
wondered how his patients had recovered. He was worried about
one patient. Joyce was a delicate woman, and the large mass he
removed from her abdomen had been cancerous. But his partners
would take good care of her. At home, he would have early breakfast with Emily before leaving for morning rounds at the hospital.
Each of them would enjoy their glass of freshly squeezed Texas
orange juice and a cup of frothy coffee sprinkled with cinnamon.
They would amiably divide sections of The New York Times and
read quietly. He hoped everything was going well back home.
After cocktails and an elaborate farewell dinner with more than
two dozen relatives and friends, Cyrus and his entourage were
ready to leave for the airport. Cyrus hugged Maryam, then Habib,
and then one by one all the others who had come to witness his
safe departure. The men kissed each other on the cheeks, twice
or thrice. The women politely stayed a foot away, but smiled and
bade him farewell and sent many greetings to his wife. A few of
them shook his hand. Jamshid picked up the briefcase, Parviz
took one suitcase, and they followed Tooraj, who pulled the second suitcase. They got into the car and drove off.
Even at midnight, the roads in Tehran were crowded with passenger cars, pickups, motorcycles, and smoke-bellowing trucks.
Sandwiched between slow-moving vehicles on the unmarked
road, Jamshid swiftly maneuvered through the chaotic traffic and
pressed forward. Still, it took them over an hour to drive the eight
miles to the airport.
Tooraj guided Cyrus to the airport police office, and they joined
the five other passengers who were already in line. The procedure
seemed cursory and took little time. A bearded officer wearing a
washed-out black shirt asked each passenger for his name, located the passport in a file drawer under his desk, and simply handed
it over. When it was Cyrus’s turn, the officer opened a folder
stamped with the first letter of Cyrus’s last name and immediately found the passport with the exit visa among the documents.

“Here you go,” he said. “You are cleared to leave the country.”
The officer waved them on.
“Lucky you! You are free,” declared Tooraj. He thought of the
historical moment when the other Cyrus, Cyrus the Great liberated of enslaved Jews in Babylon some twenty-five hundred years
earlier offered the chosen people either to return to Jerusalem or
to migrate to Persia. “Now I am staying and Cyrus the Great is
leaving to the land of the free.” They both laughed as if Cyrus
had read Tooraj’s thoughts.
“But why don’t you leave?” Cyrus asked. He knew Tooraj
hated the Islamic government, its oppressive policies, the lack of
a free press, and the religious police that forced Persian woman
to wear Islamic hejab.
Tooraj waved him off. “I like my patients too much. Maybe when
I am ready to retire, I’ll join you in America.”
A popular pediatrician with a successful practice in North Central Tehran, Tooraj came from a highly literate Jewish-Persian
family. Most of his relatives had emigrated from Iran to either
Israel or the U.S., but he had decided to stay and continue his
prosperous practice, while keeping an eye on his declining parents. Though the majority of Jews in Iran hesitated to enter political debates and stayed neutral during the heat of the Islamic
revolution, they kept a close watch on social unrest. They were
especially weary of the Islamic regime’s occasional harassment
of the Jewish diaspora in the urban centers of Iran.
“If we don’t say anything, the mullahs don’t bother us too
much,” Tooraj commented. In one of their discussions he had
explained to Cyrus how the mullahs had become unexpected
beneficiaries of the political vacuum induced by the Shah. While
other political groups were severely restricted during his reign,
the mullahs had total freedom to organize and build their political
powerbase, using mosques as headquarters and religion as their
shield.
Tooraj’s father, owner of a successful construction company as
well as a security exchange agency on Firdausi Avenue, had been
among the first group of students who entered the Engineering
College at Tehran University. Reza Shah Pahlavi, the founder of
the Pahlavi dynasty and the vanguard of modernity in Iran, had
established Tehran University as the first Western-style university in Iran in the year 1934. Reza Shah also sent groups of selected
students to Western European countries for advanced education.
Upon their return, they were expected to become mentors and
expand higher education in Iran. Tooraj was proud of the fact
that seven of the initial seventy-five students were Jewish, his
father one of them. In addition to being an astute businessman,
his father had assembled one of Tehran’s richest collections of
books on ancient Persian history and literature. He was an expert on the Achaemenid Dynasty and the history of Persian Jews
during the Persian Empire. He loved talking about how Cyrus
the Great captured Babylon and liberated the Jews from slavery,
letting thousands of them return to Jerusalem and thousands of
others immigrate to the Persian Empire.
“Human rights were respected in ancient Persia,” Tooraj mused.
Cyrus waved away his historical allusions. “Think about leaving
Iran. You would do well in the United States,” he encouraged his
friend.
“If the situation gets any worse for us, I’ll leave,” Tooraj promised. “But remember, Cyrus, we were a very important part of the
Persian Empire. Twenty percent of the population of this country
prior to Alexander the Great’s rampage was Jewish.”
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“That’s all fine and good. However, you are not living in ancient
times. What is the situation now, Tooraj?” Cyrus asked.
“They treat us as if we were non-Persian,” Tooraj responded,
sadly.
Suddenly, a swarm of passengers and their numerous relatives
parted and made way for a black-turbaned mullah and his heavily armed entourage. That entire group moved unfettered ahead
of Cyrus and his small party and resolutely advanced toward
the customs inspection area. Cyrus and his friends attempted to
thread their way forward, too, but the crowd hemmed them in
and slowed their progress. Eventually, Cyrus pulled his luggage
forward and broke through to the front. He shook hands goodbye. When he embraced Tooraj he received an unsealed package.
“It contains an envelope and a book. The book will keep you
busy in the air,” Tooraj explained sotto voce. “It’s from Shirin.
She is sending her best regards to you.”
“Is she all right?” Cyrus whispered.
“She is in hiding,” Tooraj replied, equally sotto voce.
Cyrus stashed the package in his briefcase. He removed the
remaining Persian money from his wallet, added the change from
his pockets, and handed it all to Jamshid.
“Don’t you want to save a few bills as mementos?” Jamshid
asked. Cyrus declined. “I’ll mail you a detailed account in a week
or two,” Jamshid joked.
Cyrus gave each man another embrace, crossed between the
guards, and joined the inspection process. He rolled his suitcase
toward the customs area and disappeared behind a heavy, gray
wall where a row of officials was waiting for the passengers.
The agent at the head of Cyrus’s queue opened every suitcase
and bag and flipped through everything, looking for prohibited
items such as expensive jewelry, gold coins, and censored books
and magazines. As soon as he discovered Cyrus was a doctor,
however, the agent did not even ask to see the briefcase and
merely waved him through. Cyrus thanked the agent, pulled his
luggage to the airline ticket counter, and joined a new queue.
An hour later and carrying only his briefcase, he took the escalator to the upper level of the airport and entered the second
inspection area. Here a Revolutionary Guard behind a wooden
counter perused his passport and his exit permit. The man raised
his head and looked Cyrus attentively up and down, straight in
the eyes several times, and compared his face to the black and
white photograph, especially the well-combed hair of the photograph with Cyrus’s coarse hair.
Finally satisfied, the guard raised one eyebrow, grinned, and
nodded. “You seem to be in a hurry to leave your homeland,” he
said and returned the documents to Cyrus.
“You’re right about that,” thought Cyrus, but he knew better
than to respond. He just smiled with what he hoped was a grateful expression.
The guard waved Cyrus on to the final inspection that would
include being patted down for gold, jewelry, and weapons. Female passengers went to a separate section behind thick curtains
where female Revolutionary Guards would search them just as
thoroughly. Cyrus joined the long line of men of all ages and
waited. It took quite some time to pass through this sequence of
inspections and searches.
When it was his turn, the Revolutionary Guard did not check
the inside of his pockets, nor the contents of his briefcase, nor
did he ask to see his American passport; he only patted him down
for concealed weapons and, finding none, instructed him to pass
through the metal detector.
**********
It was after midnight when Cyrus finally entered the assigned
gate area where other passengers were already waiting. Less than
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an hour to go till the scheduled departure. As he was searching
through his briefcase for something to read, he noticed his mother’s passport and exit permit next to a medical journal. It was
too late to do anything about them. He would simply mail the
documents to his sister from Texas. He settled in a chair, took out
the book that Tooraj had given him, and began reading the short
preface. He moved on to the first short story and then the second one. That story was about a bearded student who had been
invited for dinner at a neighbor’s house and refused to eat anything after discovering they were Jewish, which left the hostess
in tears. Cyrus was disgusted with the bearded student but could
easily remember a few students like him in their class of 300 at
Tehran Medical School. He was on the last paragraph of the third
story when the airline agent created a commotion in the waiting
area with his call for boarding. He shut the briefcase, joined the
other passengers in the queue, and waited for his turn. A pleasant
sense of anticipation flooded over him. Soon he would be on his
way to Texas.
“Sir, you cannot leave the country,” the tall Revolutionary
Guard repeated, “We are confiscating your passport.”
Cyrus was incredulous. “Surely you cannot be serious. I have
already passed through all kinds of inspections, and besides,” he
added, “I really need to return home now.”
The two guards in their dark green uniforms with red epaulets
stood like statues. They merely looked at him and refused to
elaborate.
Cyrus insisted, “If there was a problem, surely the police would
not have issued my exit permit or released my passport.”
The two men ignored his protests. The taller one who held his
passport put a restraining hand on Cyrus’s shoulder, while the
other one approached the Lufthansa counter and ordered the
agent to take Cyrus’s suitcases off the plane. The clerk demurred
and phoned for a supervisor. All further processing at the gate
was stopped. It took awhile, but the supervisor finally arrived and
held a hurried conversation with the Revolutionary Guards. Then
the departure was delayed until all of Cyrus’s luggage could be
retrieved. After more than two hours of delay, the airplane finally
left Tehran Airport, without Cyrus.
Marching on either side of him, the two Revolutionary Guards
escorted Cyrus to their office in a simple building north of the
departure hall. Cyrus was close enough to notice a slight smell
of old sweat coming from their uniforms, although the men appeared otherwise clean and tidy. Their beards were well groomed.
Dark green berets covered their hair. Their turquoise badges in
black plastic holders jangled as they walked. The badge emblem
held a curious combination of symbols: a large machine gun covering a tiny olive branch and the earth, surrounded by the words
“Army of the Guardians of the Islamic Revolution” in both Farsi
and Arabic.
The shorter of the two men positioned himself against the door,
motioning for Cyrus to stand in front of the desk. The other guard
unlocked a cabinet behind the desk, deposited Cyrus’s passport
inside, re-locked it, and put the key in a drawer under the desk.
Then he pulled a typewritten form from a folder, filled in several spaces with a ballpoint pen, added a footnote, signed it, and
placed the paper in an envelope. He sealed the envelope with
red wax into which he pressed the official seal of the Airport
Revolutionary Guard. On the front face of the envelope the guard
wrote, “Revolutionary Court No. 2.” Then he copied an elevendigit number from the list in his file onto the top left corner of the
envelope and handed the envelope to Cyrus.
“Take this to Evin Prison punctually at 7:00 o’clock this morning,” he instructed Cyrus.

come here right away.”
“I can’t. I don’t have any Persian money on me.”
“Wait in front of the main entrance, one of us will come and
get you.”
Teary-eyed and frightened, Maryam went to the kitchen to
make a pot of tea. Angry, Habib telephoned his son Jamshid and
told him the shocking news and asked him to come over quickly.
Now the lights were on and the water was boiling. Shortly thereafter, more relatives arrived. The house took on the ambience
of a funeral: glum faces, deep sighs, quiet utterances, and some
whispers.
Soon Habib and his son were on their way to the airport. They
found Cyrus, tired from the long hours at the airport and disgusted at the delay, leaning against a light pole on the sidewalk
in front of the main hall, a warm and smoky night breeze ruffling
his hair. Jamshid stopped in front of the gate and waved at Cyrus.
He got out, hugged him, and threw his luggage into the trunk.
They drove off in a hurry.
While Jamshid was driving, Habib inspected the sealed envelope for any indication of what it might contain. The men implored Cyrus to tell them every detail. Habib held up the envelope against the dim light of the dashboard but could only see a
case number that began with the letter N followed by ten digits.
“They should have written twelve digits,” he muttered sarcastically, “one for each of the twelve Imams.”
Jamshid was worried about Cyrus’s seven o’clock appointment
at Evin Prison, “Let’s go home and discuss your situation,” he
urged. “We may have a big problem on hand.”
Cyrus was concerned about Emily, his family, and his medical
practice back in the U.S. “First of all, I must tell my Emily that I
am not returning on schedule,” he declared.
“Oh dear, I am sure your wife will not be pleased to hear this,”
Habib said. “Let’s wait a few hours until we know more about
your situation.”
Jamshid agreed. “Cyrus, you don’t want to worry her. Why
don’t we find out how serious the matter is before you call home?”
Cyrus felt confused. He was in a void, in a stygian abyss. “This
is so unreal,” he said.
Jamshid took advantage of the light pre-dawn traffic to race
through the dimly lit streets. A dusty gust loaded with filth and
smoke blew down the street and hit the windshield. Trucks were
churning out smoldering fumes that rolled along the pavement.
It was dawn when they arrived back home. Terrified and unable
to utter a coherent sentence, Maryam hugged Cyrus. She was
in a state of incredulous shock. Relatives who had been alerted
earlier crowded around Cyrus with questions. Habib, who usually commented loudly on every subject, remained conspicuously quiet this time. Jamshid phoned more relatives and friends
with the news of Cyrus’s debacle. In a matter of minutes, Tooraj
and Parviz showed up and joined the discussions swirling around
Cyrus. The living room filled with people whose pitying chatter and constant inquiries intensified Cyrus’s apprehension. His
trepidations did not abate even when Maryam brought him a cup
of hot tea, the established Persian remedy in all crises. Relatives
and friends all wanted to know more than Cyrus could possibly
tell them about the situation.
Cyrus held up the mysterious envelope. “Listen to me. All I
know is that the Revolutionary Guards instructed me to present
this at Evin Prison by seven o’clock this morning.”
to be continued …

.

“You are free for the time being. You can leave the airport and
join your relatives.”
Evin Prison, the place where political prisoners had disappeared during the Shah’s time and were sliding into political hell
again under the mullahs! Unable to suppress his apprehension,
Cyrus’s hand shook as he grasped the envelope.
By now, it was almost four in the morning. He returned to the
departure hall. It was quiet and deserted, except for a few cleaners who were mopping the marble floor. Cyrus marveled at his
incredibly strange position. On the one hand, they considered
him so dangerous that he was not permitted to leave the country,
and on the other hand, they trusted him to appear without fail at
the most infamous prison in Tehran at the appointed time. He
had heard about unreal arrangements of the regime before, such
as when they condemned anticlerical intellectuals to death and
forced their families to purchase bullets at Tehran Bazaar and
deliver them to the Revolutionary Guards for the execution in
Evin Prison. Although such thoughts sapped his confidence, he
simply refused to believe that he was about to land in a similar
predicament.
Cyrus found a public phone in a corner of the hall under a dim
light, but when he picked up the receiver to call his sister there
was no dial tone. He remembered with a jolt that he had given
all his Persian money to Jamshid and now needed some coins for
the phone. He looked around and saw a Revolutionary Guard indolently watching him. Cyrus approached the guard and politely
asked to borrow a coin to make a call.
The guard stared at him with pity. “Aren’t you the passenger
who was taken off the Lufthansa flight?”
Cyrus nodded. The guard smirked, pulled a coin from his
pocket, and handed it to him. “Good luck in Evin Prison,” he
said. “It is not as bad as you have heard.”
It took awhile before Maryam and her husband Habib became
aware of the ringing. The phone call intruded into the hypnopompic condition customary of their early morning hours. After
the third ring, Habib rolled over and reluctantly picked up the
phone.
“Who’s this?”
“Hello, this is Cyrus. Sorry to wake you up but….”
Habib cut in, “Where are you, Cyrus? You can’t be in Frankfurt yet.”
“I am still at Tehran Airport. The Revolutionary Guards escorted me from the gate and took my passport. They told me I
could not leave the country.”
Habib was dumbfounded. After a long pause he said, “I can’t
believe this. Why in hell did they stop you?”
“I don’t know,” Cyrus said.
“The bastards.” Habib muttered some curses against Revolutionary Guards, and some more against those who were running
the airport. “So they’re stopping everybody. This country has
become like a bloody Kavir, a lawless wasteland.”
By now Maryam was awake and realized there was a problem.
“Is my brother all right?”
Habib ignored Maryam. “Are you under arrest, Cyrus?”
“No, I’m alone in the airport with my suitcases. I am free for
the time being, but they gave me a sealed envelope and told me
to take it to Evin Prison at seven o’clock this morning.”
There was a pause filled with horror on both sides of the line.
“Why Evin Prison?” Habib wondered out loud. “Get a taxi and
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San Antonio Small Presses
Wings Press

Again for the First Time (2013)
Rosemary Catacalos
The 30th Anniversary edition of Again for the First Time, the
award-winning first book of poems by Rosemary Catacalos, the
2013 Poet Laureate of Texas.

www.wingspress.com
Wings Press, founded in 1975, strives
to publish multicultural books, chapbooks, ebooks, and other literary products that enliven the human spirit and
enlighten the mind. The publisher,
editor, and designer since 1995, Bryce
Milligan, attempts to produce multicultural books, ebooks, fine chapbooks, and broadsides that, we hope,
enlighten the human spirit and enliven the mind. Everyone ever
associated with Wings has been or is a writer, and we know well
that writing is a transformational art form capable of changing
the world, primarily by allowing us to glimpse something of each
other’s souls. Good writing is innovative, insightful, broad-minded and interesting. But most of all it is honest. Likewise, Wings
Press is committed to treating the planet itself as a partner. Thus
the press uses as much recycled material as possible, from the
paper on which the books are printed to the boxes in which they
are shipped. All our inks are soy and vegetable based.

New and Forthcoming Titles by Wings Press
After Auschwitz: A Love Story (2014)
Brenda Webster

Two of the 20th century’s terrible A’s collide in this powerful novel—
Alzheimer’s Disease and the Auschwitz death camp. Set in Rome in
2010, Renzo, a once brilliant writer and filmmaker, is aware that
he is slipping deeper and deeper into the haze of Alzheimer’s. He
keeps a journal in which he grapples with his complicated marriage
to Hannah, a death camp survivor, as well as with the predominant
intellectual currents of the 20th century. Highly lyrical passages elucidate for the reader both his sophisticated anguish and his child-like
wonder.

El Paso Days (2014)
Elroy Bode
A collection of thoughts, scenes, observations—
short sketches—written by one of Texas’s finest
nature essayists about daily happenings during
a typical recent year. Elroy Bode deals—in the
context of the natural world around him—with
the nature and meaning of life and the inevitable
loss of its pleasures, satisfactions, and mysteries. The book ends with a long recounting by
the author of the circumstances surrounding the
death of his son.
___________________________________

Established in 1988, Pecan Grove Press is sponsored by The
Louis J. Blume Library of St. Mary’s University. The press publishes books and chapbooks of fine poetry and, very rarely, short
works of prose. PGP also publishes a regular chapbook series for
students at St. Mary’s University in San Antonio, Texas.
The Pecan Grove Press is currently on indefinite hiatus status.
Book orders are no longer available. Please contact the individual authors for book orders
Pecan Grove Press is not accepting submissions at this time.
____________________________

Word Design Studio

Beneath the Halo (2013)
Celeste Guzmán Mendoza

Beneath the Halo explores various aspects of
Mendoza’s experience as a Tejana, bringing to
life the landscapes and cultural life of her roots
by delving into topics fundamental to her Tejana identity—family, land, faith, and marriage.
Known as a “humorously sexy” poet, her insights into coming of age during a period of cultural (and demographic) evolution can be both
heart-rending and hilarious.

Between A and Z (2014)
Mo H Saidi

These are poems of compassion and passionate observation that begin in Tehran, Iran, and
end in San Antonio, Texas, with plenty of stops
along the way to observe people, places and nature, and to gather stories. A great storyteller,
Saidi’s poems are rich with the lives of people
he has met around the globe.
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www.WordDesignStudio.com
Word Design Studio, founded in 1998, is committed to publishing selected high quality poetry collections,
anthologies, and other paperback books,
fiction and non-fiction. Word Design Studio is author-friendly and strives for author satisfaction through every step of the
process toward the final published product. Editor Valerie Martin Bailey has been
in the writing, editing, and publishing field
since 1970. An accomplished writer and
award-winning poet, she dedicates much of
her time to promoting poetry at the local,
state, and national levels. The latest books from Word Design
Studio are Shelia Darst’s, A Poet’s Palette, and Loretta Burns
Vaughan’s, What Angels Bless. For more information, please visit
www.worddesignstudio.com.
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At San Antonio Press

City of San Antonio

Office of Cultural Affairs
and SA♥Arts

we’re inspired by the belief that one can use print to
change the world.
www.sanantoniopressinc.com
YOU KNOW YOUR FINANCIAL GOALS

Frost Bank - For 145 years
a partner in helping fellow Texans
with their financial needs and a proud
supporter of the arts in Texas

Bruce D. Akright, MD, FACOG
Gynecology and Gynecologic Surgery

North East OB/GYN Associates, PLLC
5000 Schertz Parkway, Suite 100, Schertz, Tx 78154
and 502 Madison Oak, Suite 240, SA, TX 78258
210-653-5501
www.NE-OBGYN.com

WE KNOW HOW TO MAKE THEM A REALITY.
www.teamoliver.com
17300 Henderson Pass, Suite 240
San Antonio, TX 78232; Phone: 210.344.0205

For more than 100 years, our commitment and
involvement in the community have been an important part of the way we do business.
Announcing

The HEB Annual Youth Poetry Contest
for school students between 6 and 16 years
for more info and submission:
www.voicesdelaluna.com/submissions/

Harmon W. Kelley, MD, FACOG
Margaret A. Kelley, MD, FACOG
Southeast OB-GYN Associates, PA
Southeast Professional Building
4115 E. Southcross, Suite 102
San Antonio, Texas 78222
210-333-0592
www.southeastobgyn.yourmd.com

Becker Vineyards

The 46 acres of French Vinifera vines at Becker Vineyards, located between Fredericksburg and Stonewall,
generate 14 different varietals of grapes. Becker Vineyards was established in 1992.
www.beckervineyards.com

The poetry and community services of Voices
are funded in part by a grant from the Ruth Lang
Charitable Fund of the San Antonio Area Foundation.
Griffin Asset Management, LLC
New Braunfels, Texas
830-620-1000
www.griffinam.com
Shivers & Shivers Law Practice

http://shiverslaw.com
Shivers & Shivers is a full service immigration
and nationality law firm since 1981
frontdesk@shiverslaw.com

Bill Miller Bar-B-Q
is a Family Restaurant

Founded in 1953
http://www.billmillerbbq.com

The project Yanaguana: Native River is financially
supported by the City of San Antonio Department of
Culture and Creative Development
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Voices de la Luna:
A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine
14 Morning Green
San Antonio, Texas 78257

Poetry & Arts Events
DISCLAIMER: All venue information listed has been provided by third
parties. These venues have not been verified. It is the sole responsibility
of parties interested in attending these venues to verify the validity of
the post.
Mondays 8 pm – San Antonio Writers Forum – La Taza Coffee
House, 15060 San Pedro Ave – (210) 494-8292. Informal sharing and
critiquing of poems, short stories, essays. Free and open for participants.
Host: Dan at sawriters@ymail.com.
2nd Tuesdays 7-9 pm – Awaken the Sleeping Poet at the Twig,
200 E. Grayson, Ste. 124, Pearl Brewery (210) 826-6411.
Featured poets & open mic. Host: Floyd L. Lamrouex.
Tuesdays 6–9 pm – Jazz Poet Society – Guadalupe Street Coffee, 1320
Guadalupe St.– (210) 573-5115. Bring poetry and songs and work with
other poets and songwriters to present works on stage. A drum circle
accompanies poets.
Tuesdays 7–9 pm – Sun Poets Society – Barnes & Noble San Pedro –
321 NW Loop 410, Suite 104, (210) 342-0008 – Open mic. Host: Rod
Stryker.
Tuesdays 10:30 pm – Puro Slam–The Heights–9315 N. Broadway
(just north of 410). Weekly open mic certified by the National Poetry
Slam allows poets to deliver their work and get heckled. DJ Donnie Dee
spins before and after the show. Sign up begins at 9:30 pm. Slam begins
@ 10:30 pm. For more information visit www.puroslam.com.
1st & 3rd Wednesdays 7–9 pm – Barnes & Noble, Ingram Festival,
6065 NW Loop 410 (same side as Ingram Mall). Features and open mic.
(210) 522-1340. Host: Josie Mixon.
Every Fourth Wednesday – Barnes & Noble, The Shops at La Cantera,
15900 La Cantera Parkway, Bldg. 27, San Antonio, TX 78256. Host:
Voices de la Luna: 6 pm Poetry Workshop / 7 pm Featured Guest / 8 pm
Open Mic.
Thursdays 6:30-9:30 pm – South Presa Bar and Grill – Open mic: poetry, music, and storytelling Host: Andi.
Last Thursday of Each Month 7–9 pm – Awaken the Sleeping Poet –
Features and open mic – Northwoods Barnes & Noble,–18030 HWY 281
N, Suite #140 (281 & 1604)–(210) 490-0411. Host: Floyd L. Lamrouex
2nd Saturday 7–9 pm – Gallista – Features and open mic, Gallista
Gallery and Art Studio, 1913 S. Flores – (210) 212-8606. Host: Thom E.
3rd Saturday 1-3 pm – San Antonio Poets Association – Monthly at
Bethany Congregational Church – 500 Pilgrim Dr.

Poetry & Arts Places
“A poem … begins as a lump in the throat, a sense of wrong, a homesickness, a lovesickness. … It finds the thought and the thought finds the
words.” Robert Frost (1874–1963)
BOTANICAL GARDEN—The facility includes 33 acres of formal
gardens, pools, fountains, and natural areas; Native Texas Trail, Lucille
Halsell Conservatory. www.sabot.org
CARVER COMMUNITY CULTURAL CENTER—This venue traces its historic roots back some 85 years. It is both a gallery for contemporary art exhibits and a theater for performing artists. www.thecarver.org
GUADALUPE CULTURAL ARTS CENTER—The center is dedicated to the development, preservation, and promotion of MexicanAmerican arts. www.guadalupeculturalarts.org
INSTITUTE OF TEXAN CULTURES—The Institute is concerned
with the people who produced Texas events, people who created the
robust kaleidoscope that is Texas today. www.texancultures.com
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JAZZ AT THE LANDING—NPR’s acclaimed radio show, Riverwalk
Jazz, is produced in San Antonio at The Landing, one of the country’s
oldest jazz clubs. www.riverwalkjazz.org
LA VILLITA—This restored Mexican village captures the charm of the
past amid narrow streets and authentic adobe houses with arts and crafts
shops. www.lavillita.com
MAJESTIC THEATRE—Opened in 1929 and restored in 1989 as a
performing arts center, the Majestic is said to be one of the finest “atmospheric” theaters ever built. www.majesticempire.com
McNAY ART MUSEUM—The mission of the McNay is to maintain
an art museum on the premises of the estate of Mrs. McNay for the
advancement and enjoyment of modern and early art, and for the educational advantage of the public. www.mcnayart.org
MEXICAN CULTURAL INSTITUTE—This venue includes exhibits
of contemporary Mexican artists. portal.sre.gob.mx/culturamexsaing/
SAN ANTONIO MUSEUM OF ART—This six-building complex
of renovated historic buildings, opened in 1981, focuses on art of the
Americas, past and present, but also houses Egyptian, Greek, Roman,
and East Asian collections. www.samuseum.org
PLAYHOUSE SAN ANTONIO—Call the box office for tickets and
more information: (210) 733-7258. www.theplayhousesa.org
SAN ANTONIO SYMPHONY—The mission of the San Antonio
Symphony is to inspire, educate, and entertain the people of, and visitors to, San Antonio and South Texas through the performance of live
music. www.sasymphony.org
SOUTHWEST SCHOOL OF ART—Housed in the city’s only remaining example of French Provincial architecture, the Craft Center
was established as an alternative art school at the site in 1971. www.
swschool.org
WITTE MUSEUM OF HISTORY AND SCIENCE—Extensive exhibits cover natural history and natural science of Texas. Rebuilt on
grounds are four early Texas houses and a furnished log cabin.
For more Poetry & Arts Places, see www.voicesdelaluna.com.

___________________________________

Voices de la Luna Monthly Literary Venue
Poetry Workshop, Reading, Open Mic
La Cantera Barnes & Noble
every 4th Wednesday – 6 to 9 PM
from September to June

_______________________________
Voices Mission Statement

Voices de la Luna publishes a quarterly poetry and arts magazine
in four formats, focusing on writers and artists of South Texas.
The organization is committed to inspiring youth, promoting poetry and arts through their involvement, and serving as a platform for all poets and artists to share their work with others. It is
further dedicated to use poetry and arts for both educational and
healing purposes in the community.
War does not determine who is right — only who is left. – often
attributed to Bertrand Russell

