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

——————————————————————
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Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every Second Wednesday, January through June
and September through December
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Poetry, Music, & Open Mic at 7:30
Viva! Bookstore
8407 Broadway
San Antonio, TX 78209

——————————————————————

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.

Voices de la Luna
A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine
and

Are Pleased to Announce
The HEB Annual Youth Poetry Contest
for secondary school students 18 years old and younger
Deadline to Submit: 1 November 2015
Awards Presentation: January 2016
For Submission Guidelines Please Visit
www.voicesdelaluna.com/submissions/

Editor’s Note
James R. Adair

Another hot summer is mercifully
over—another one for the record books according to scientists—yet still the mercury
hovers above 90º every afternoon. Schools
are back in full swing, football has resumed
its rightful place on Sunday sports screens,
and Wurstfest (New Braunfels’s take on
Oktoberfest) is looming just around the
corner. Summer vacations, if you are lucky
enough to have taken one, are over, but
memories, and often photos, remain. But as
the late, great Yogi Berra said, “It ain’t over till it’s over,” and it
isn’t quite over in the minds of Voices contributors.
In this issue of Voices de la Luna we explore the theme of international life and culture. Often we don’t have to go anywhere
to experience culture from another part of the world, because it
already surrounds us. The month between Sep 15 and Oct 15 is
National Hispanic Heritage Month, a celebration of the contributions of Latinos from many countries to the life and culture of
the U.S. Those of us who live in South Texas, of course, don’t
need a special month of celebration, because we breathe the air of
Hispanic heritage, taste its food, and inbibe its drink daily. Many
other international cultures also contribute to our experiences
on a regular basis. Our Muslim friends from Saudi Arabia, Iran,
Nigeria, and elsewhere recently celebrated Eid al-Adha, the Festival of Sacrifice, which commemorates the end of the Hajj, the
annual pilgrimage to Mecca. Luminaria, an annual celebration of
art and literature, will take place in San Antonio later in October.
Sometimes the international world comes to us, as with Pope
Francis’s recent visit to Cuba and the U.S. It’s not just people
who come, either, as visits to the San Antonio Museum of Art
and the McNay Art Museum over the next few months will attest.
Descriptions of current exhibitions may be found in this issue.
Some of us are fortunate to have had opportunities to live,
study, or travel abroad, and poems, essays, and photos in this
issue touch on themes of life and culture in foreign lands. Visit
Lenin’s Tomb and St. Petersburg with Carol Reposa, and find out
why Czar Peter the Great built his namesake city on marshy land.
Learn lessons from Moumin Quazi, a traveler to the British Isles.
Listen to the birds chirp as you walk with Robert Burns along the
banks o’ bonie Doon. Catch glimpses of Stockholm, Oaxaca, the
tropics, and Cape Town as you peruse these pages. See doves,
raindrops, geckos, and even a Nile monitor lizard, and ponder
the violence that affects too many people entirely too frequently.
We are proud to feature a few of the poems of Joshua Robbins in this issue. An award-winning poet, Robbins is assistant
professor of English and creative writing at the University of the
Incarnate Word. Our featured interview is with Jim Harter, an
image archivist (read the interview to find out what that is!) and
artist. Several of his collected engravings and original collages
grace the pages of the magazine.
With xenophobia on the rise in the U.S. and across the world,
in part due to the refugee crisis in the Middle East and Europe,
there is a tendency to huddle up with “our kind” and fear those
who are somehow “other.” We hope this issue will inspire you to
react differently to the inevitable changes that every generation
faces. As We, the image on the cover reminds us, we might as
well grab the tail of the elephant in front of us, because we’re all
in this together!
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Cover Page Art
We

Hammered Copper with Chemical Patinas
15-1/2 x 23-3/4 inches
by Lyle Adair
www.copperbylyle.com
Lyle Adair spent his early years in San
Antonio, Texas. He moved to Austin in
1990 to attend college and received a
classical education that would serve
as a catalyst for later art expression.
Shortly after graduation, he started
working with an established artist as an
apprentice at a local gallery in Austin.
He developed his skills sculpting copper before venturing out on his own. He
uses an oxygen acetylene torch to heat
the copper and a number of hammers and chisels to shape it. The
copper is then transformed into a variety of inlays, overlays, and
free-standing sculptures. His art is closely tied to nature and the
world around, evoking ideas and emotions as raw experiences.
Adair’s art has been exhibited in numerous shows and galleries
across Texas and beyond. Among his awards, he was the recipient of Best of Show at the 2007 National Arts Program held in
Austin, Texas. Last year saw his artwork exhibited on the BBC
news site in its culture section as part of a series on the meaning
of freedom, Freedom2014. Several of his pieces are permanently
displayed at First Baptist Church in downtown Austin. Many others are in private collections.

Artist Statement
I enjoy art as a gateway to thoughts and
feelings. It takes us
to another place and
guides us somewhere
we haven’t been before.
I find that copper lends
itself to touch as it protrudes from the surface,
twists and turns, and
I encourage others to
Old World Map
come close and experience it in that way. In addition, copper allows itself to be patinaed
with an array of colors from yellows and browns to blues and
greens, and even reds and purples. I have found that working
with copper has stretched me as an individual and guided me on
a lifelong journey of discovery.
In creating We, I wanted to focus on elephants. They are so majestic and larger than many other animals but also seem reserved
and at peace with their size. They have strong social ties, and that
is what I wanted to portray with We. It represents the relationship
between younger and older elephants, and the link between trunk
and tail is a physical representation of our own social connections and ties with the community around us.
4
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Featured Poet

Praise Nothing

Joshua Robbins

Washing in the Sangam
The believers—villagers,
astrologers, philanthropists,
ash-smeared expatriates

April’s cold snap
fools next door’s
lilac buds, glistens
a white valediction
on last night’s roadkill mange.
And if this early

and hippies seeking salvation—
gather at the Sangam
where the Yumana’s dark waters,

cardinal bloodying
the fenceline were
consolation to dawn’s

the brown currents of the Ganges,
and the Saraswati converge.
One man raises

jerry-rigged claptrap
where cracked curb
and razor gravel crosshatch,

his arms, wades
chest-high into polluted water.
Another sings.

I could listen
to the trash can’s
tipped-over plea, the skewbald

This one begs
at the shoreline as dogs
scavenge for food,
their long tongues lapping
puddles of offered milk.
Over our breakfast
of small handfuls of Cheerios,
pieces of dry toast,
five tangerine wedges,
I watch my son organize
what I’ve provided: cold
fruit centered down his
highchair’s tray,
the cereal and bread
on either side.
Son, through faith
you’ve found this hunger
answered even as I
turn away in our ordinary house
from the look of wonder
in your face, the expression
Christ must have had
seeing Lazarus raised,
or the face of the Buddha
who looked behind him
to find lotus blossoms
opening in praise.

hallelu of a dying lawn,
and praise nothing,
let daybreak’s
brokenness catch
like glass shards in my throat
and not swallow.

There Is a Fountain
Gasoline stink of just-mowed dry grass,
black-bagged trash, mulch,
station wagon oil driveway stains—out of these
the melody of Midwestern drought:
this Sumac tremolo from a bird I can’t name,
this ash-gray lump trilling its fevered hymn
over the dusty tract house roofs.
Bird of Feathered Putty,
Bird of Oblivion’s Blur, Smudge Bird,
unlike you, I am exhausted
by the sky’s indifference. The ground
is cracked and the world
ready to blaze, yet I need nothing
but this: your song filling
the cul-de-sac, your song of fire
never burning out.
Joshua Robbins is the author of Praise Nothing (University of Arkansas Press, 2013). His
recognitions include the James Wright Poetry
Award, the New South Prize, selection for the
Best New Poets anthology, and a Walter E. Dakin Fellowship in poetry
from the Sewanee Writers’ Conference. He is Assistant Professor of English and Creative Writing at University of the Incarnate Word. He lives
in San Antonio. Another poem by Joshua Robbins appears on p. 19.
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Questions for Jim Harter
Interviewed by James R. Adair

Originally self-taught as an artist, Jim Harter
played a small part in creating concert posters for Austin’s Vulcan Gas Company and
Armadillo World Headquarters. Influenced
by San Francisco artist Wilfried Satty, he
became skilled as a collage artist, becoming
a magazine illustrator and publishing two
books of surrealistic works. His knowledge
of Victorian imagery took him to Dover and
other publishers, where he edited many clipart books. Harter later published two railroad
history books illustrated entirely with Victorian engravings, followed by
histories of early tractors and early automobiles, these illustrated with
advertising drawings. He has painted using an old-master technique
since 1984. His paintings were influenced by his earlier collage work
and also owe something to symbolism, surrealism, fantastic realism, and
an exposure to Eastern philosophy.

ages of hands from the Victorian era. How do you choose a
subject for a book?
I would suggest books to Dover, and sometimes they would suggest books to me. In later years I was so familiar with the available imagery I would see the potential for a book and do it, sometimes ahead of any book contract.
Many of your books contain images of engravings. What attracts you to engravings as an art form?
Engravings had great detail and an antiquated quality that made
them interesting to work with. Using them in illustrations created
a sense of a time warp or alternative reality. I was always interested in creating a mysterious, surreal effect. Initially I was drawn to
them because I wanted to create rock posters, and later for creating surrealist collage books. While engravings were black and
white, the introduction of computer technology expanded their
potential use, especially with color.

Editor’s Note: Jim Harter passed away after a brief illness on
October 6, 2015. Voices de la Luna offers condolences to his
family and friends. We are privileged to have had the opportunity to include his words and art in this issue of the magazine.
James R. Adair: You’ve described yourself as an image archivist. What sorts of images do you collect, and how did you
get interested?
Jim Harter: The images I collect are 19th-century wood engravings. Most come from books published from about 1860 to 1900
when they became obsolete. They were the primary way images
were reproduced in that period and cover almost every imaginable subject. I began collecting them in 1972 after seeing the
visionary collage book The Cosmic Bicycle by Wilfried Satty.
Initially I wanted to acquire a supply of images to make collages
and rock posters from. At the time an old bookstore, Brock’s
Books, was in downtown San Antonio. It had been in business at
least since the 1940s, and I found some interesting things there. I
left San Antonio in 1973 and spent time in Europe and San Francisco before settling in New York in 1976. In my first European
trip in 1973 I discovered the immensity of engraved images that
existed there. Before returning to New York, I acquired enough
material to start a career as a collage illustrator, mainly doing editorial illustration and book jacket covers for publishers including
New York Magazine, The New York Times, Random House, and
Harcourt Brace Jovanovich. In 1978 I began freelance work for
Dover Publications, editing collections of engraved images that
were published as clip-art. As these books all offered public domain material, they were used for all kinds of purposes by artists,
designers, and publishers. My intent was to save the best engravings I could find for republication in these books. I returned to
San Antonio in 1986. My last few books, published by Wings
Press, Johns Hopkins University Press, and Texas Tech University Press, have included historical texts and identification of images, something that was never done at Dover.
Do you have any idea how many images you’ve collected over
the years?
Probably a couple of hundred thousand or so.
The images in your books run the gamut from large machines
(cars, tractors, trains) to ships to medical illustrations to animals and plants. You even have an entire book containing im6
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Time Master
Jim Harter
In addition to collecting art from an earlier age, you’re also an
artist yourself, producing striking collages. Why collages?
Collages offered an easier, faster way to create interesting surreal
imagery, which was ideal for doing posters in the late 60s and
early 70s. I also wanted to create imagery with a mystical quality,
and engraving collages lent themselves to that. Later on I learned
an old master painting technique that expanded my potential as
an artist. I didn’t have to rely on existing imagery but could create my own.
Some of your collages, for example in Initiations in the Abyss,
draw on religious and spiritual themes that seem to come
from a variety of cultures. What is the connection between
the supernatural or metaphysical and art?

Personally, I consider metaphysical art the most interesting
expression art can take, and richest in potential, because it explores the really deep mysteries of life and death: mythology, the
psyche, archetypes, psychic awareness, human consciousness,
other dimensions, bioenergetic reality, etc. Symbols express
ideas and suggest things in a way that words often cannot. Abstract art cannot do this.

father left a library in Seminole that I explored every time we
visited my grandmother. Also, my parents had a nearly complete
stash of Life magazines from the war years that my brother and
I were constantly looking at. Later he became a very respected
history teacher. In Lubbock around 1954 I saw a brilliant green
flying saucer, which I have always considered a blessing, as I
think it helped to open my mind.

Do you think the Taliban’s destruction of the Bamian Buddhas, ISIS’s destruction of the temples at Palmyra, and desecration of some of the sacred sites of Native Americans and
Aboriginal Australians are isolated incidents, or do they reflect an assault on our common humanity?
The Taliban and ISIS represent a religion reduced to its lowest common denominator: a rich cultural heritage reduced to a
narrow and repressive set of beliefs. A Muslim Sufi saint once
said there were three religions: the religion of air, the religion of
water, and the religion of stone. While the air and water levels
show imagination, compassion, and flexibility, at the stone level
everything is fixed and rigid. Unfortunately Islam’s Wahhabi and
Salafist sects are rather inflexible. But one can see this same phenomenon in other religions.
Everything of value in that region has been stripped and plundered. ISIS especially represents bottom feeders of the worst
kind, systematically murdering, raping, looting, and cannibalizing the remaining cultural heritage to keep its repressive operation going. Both they and the Taliban are iconoclasts with little
imagination, cultural awareness, or respect for the feminine.
Masculine energy run amok. It is interesting that the human
psyche (imagination) is considered feminine. What does that say
about the prohibition of images, and iconoclasm in general? I
know much less about destruction of native sites but would assume it is mainly an attempt to make some money. These groups
are also bottom feeders but have no ideological motivation of
which I am aware.

Can you elaborate on ways in which your mind was opened
by this experience? Did the experience affect how you look at
the place of humans in the universe?
Seeing the flying saucer suggested to me that there was much
more going on than what we accepted in our consensus reality.
It also alerted me to the fact that one cannot accept government
pronouncements at face value. I would also mention that psychedelic drug experiences from the late 60s to early 70s made me
aware of life’s mystical dimension, that at some deep level we are
all very much connected, not only humans, but plants, animals,
the cosmos; that we are all pieces of the Divine Mystery. That
gave me a different take on Christianity and opened me up to the
mysticism of the East. In short, all humans, all religions, we are
all in it together. No religion can legitimately claim exclusive
truth. We all need to open our hearts more, to one another, and
to nature.

How does Carl Jung’s idea of the collective unconscious affect
your understanding of the direction of recent world events?
Carl Jung’s collective unconscious seems to be in constant volcanic eruption these days, with all kinds of deep and repressed
things emerging and acting themselves out. Who knows where
this is all going? I can’t say that I am optimistic. One of my
teachers always said, “Rule number 1: Don’t panic. Rule number
2: Don’t panic. Rule number 3: Don’t panic.” I’m trying to use
this as my creed.
What experiences growing up in Lubbock, Texas, most influenced the direction you took in your life and art?
While growing up in Lubbock in the 40s and 50s, I was aware
that there was an absence of beauty. It was flat, had few trees, no
running water, bland architecture, and little history. It was provincial, hard edged, and utilitarian. Fortunately it has improved
a lot since then. But I did receive love from family and friends.
Aside from annual family trips to central Texas, and a few to
New Mexico, I didn’t have much else to compare it with. Somehow Lubbock has managed to produce some good musicians and
a few artists. Perhaps living in the environment as I experienced
it then can induce one to go inside, to turn to the imagination, to
find something of beauty inside if not outside. However, I was
exposed to engravings at an early age because my late grand-

Awakening
Jim Harter
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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 hosts outstanding
writers from around the country and beyond. All sessions, which
are open to the public, will be held in the Faculty Center Assembly Room in the John Peace Library, JPL 4.04.22.

Reading by UTSA Faculty: Wendy Barker,
Jackie Cuevas, Cynthia
Hawkins, Catherine
Kasper, Steven G. Kellman, Ben Olguín, and
David Ray Vance
Friday, October 16, 2015
7 p.m.

Philipp Meyer

Friday, Feb. 5, 2016
7 p.m.
www.philippmeyer.net
Philipp Meyer is the author of The Son
and American Rust. Meyer’s first novel,
American Rust, won the Los Angeles
Times Book Prize. His second novel, The
Son, was runner-up for the Pulitzer Prize.
A New York Times Notable Book and on numerous “Ten Best
Books” lists, The Son has been on the bestseller list in six countries. He lives in Austin.

Rigoberto González

Friday, March 4, 2016
7 p.m.
www.rigobertogonzalez.com
Rigoberto González is the author of
four books of poetry, most recently Unpeopled Eden, which won the Lambda
Literary Award and the Lenore Marshall
Prize from the Academy of American
Poets. His ten books of prose include
two bilingual children’s books, three young adult novels in the
Mariposa Club series, the novel Crossing Vines, the story collection Men Without Bliss, and three books of nonfiction, including
Butterfly Boy: Memories of a Chicano Mariposa, which received
the American Book Award from the Before Columbus Foundation. He also edited Camino del Sol: Fifteen Years of Latina and
8
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Latino Writing and Xicano Duende: A Select Anthology. The
recipient of Guggenheim, NEA, and USA Rolón fellowships, a
NYFA grant in poetry, the Shelley Memorial Award from the Poetry Society of America, The Poetry Center Book Award, and the
Barnes & Noble Writer for Writers Award, he is a contributing
editor for Poets & Writers Magazine, on the executive board of
directors of the National Book Critics Circle, and professor of
English at Rutgers-Newark, the State University of New Jersey.

UTSA Awarded $300,000 to Study Monarchs
The monarch butterfly is widely recognized in North America
as lepidopterous royalty. A large butterfly, its orange and black
wings stand in stark contrast to the blue fall skies as it migrates
across Texas to winter in
Mexico. Although in decades past it traversed the
state by the tens of millions, recent declines in
the population have been
noted by scientists. Designated the official state
insect of Texas, monarchs
play a vital economic role
as pollinators of various
agricultural products, not
to mention the ubiquitous
wildflowers for which Texas is famous. UTSA has been awarded
a $300,000 grant by the state comptroller’s office to study monarch migration patterns and the reduced availability of milkweed,
a monarch favorite, and to propose solutions to the recent decline
in the monarch population. All of us who appreciate the majestic
beauty of this butterfly applaud the efforts of both the state and
UTSA scientists to preserve and restore to health the monarch,
iconic tiger of the sky.

I Taste a Liquor Never Brewed
Emily Dickinson

I taste a liquor never brewed—
From Tankards scooped in Pearl—
Not all the Frankfort Berries
Yield such an Alcohol!
Inebriate of air—am I—
And Debauchee of Dew—
Reeling—thro’ endless summer days—
From inns of molten Blue—
When “Landlords” turn the drunken Bee
Out of the Foxglove’s door—
When Butterflies—renounce their “drams”—
I shall but drink the more!
Till Seraphs swing their snowy Hats—
And Saints—to windows run—
To see the little Tippler
Leaning against the—Sun!

UTSA Featured Poet: Stephanie Schoellman
Doilies

This house is haunted by doilies—off-white,
tightly knotted, intricately stitched,
too thick to be lace, too thin for warmth.
They hide beneath the heirloom candy dish, under
Grandpa’s ivory elephant from the Pacific Asian Theater,
tucked away in Mom’s hope chest with her hippie albums.
They spread below the cornucopia filled with plastic
fruit, a crocheted corner peeking out with disdain
for exposed countertops, indecent mock marble.
Deceptive, their loosely looped openwork seems
like a veil, rather than a shroud, gracefully ensnaring the
background in their nets with blanched, demure diligence.
Yellowing, they linger. Great-Grandma’s leftovers, thousands
of counted hooks—slipping, chaining, doubling away
the evening, while listening to pretend wars on the radio.
In the corner of my eye, they float like white noise
after broadcasting hours, or prickly vinyl static,
or the crackle of a fireplace from three generations ago.

Stephanie Schoellman is an English doctoral student at UTSA. Her passions include Gothic literature, creative writing, theater arts, dachshunds, and coffee.
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Kuzminsky, A Poet
Stuart Heady

“Look, man,” this Rasputin look-alike in a thick brown robe
lectured, as he held up the little rubber spider that he had ordered,
and which had just come in the mail along with belly button
brushes and whoopee cushions. “These will destroy the police
state more surely than missiles.”
He mimicked a Soviet customs guard. “‘And what is this?’ A
joke. It’s funny.” He mimicked the facial expression, the contempt. The dismissal. “‘Move along. Move along.’” Returning to
himself, he pressed his point. “KGB has no sense of humor. They
cannot imagine and this gets past them. But a child understands.”
Konstantin Konstantinovich Kuzminsky was born in November 1941, just before the siege of Leningrad. He was a poet’s
poet. He passed away May 2, 2015. He was a warrior of the human spirit and advocate for the truest freedom for the mind and
heart and soul. He survived the worst that the police state and the
twentieth century could inflict. He taught all those around him to
be free in their minds. He inspired many.
He was noted for memorizing poems and stories by many of
his generation’s best “unauthorized” poets and writers. He became a repository for the underground poets and artists who were
still in the Soviet Union after he emigrated in the mid-seventies.
Packages would arrive at his little house next to a beer garden on
the east edge of the University of Texas pretty frequently. He had
a definitive collection amassed, which became organized as an
academic collection under the title, “The Blue Lagoon Anthology
of Russian Underground Art and Literature.”
He came to the West through the intervention of Robert and
Susan Massie, who were in Leningrad researching their book
and movie, Nicholas and Alexandra. Kuzminsky served as a tour
guide and consultant, as he knew the city intimately and spoke
perfect English.
They published his biography and work in a volume featuring five important young Russian poets. This was his ticket out.
Kostia was recruited for a teaching position at the University of
Texas at Austin. He taught comparative Russian and American
literature. His wife Emma had been an architect. Her English was
not so good, and she had to work at UT as a janitor.
I spent a lot of time during 1977 and over the next several
years visiting and interviewing Kostia. I also produced some poetry video featuring his performance. His most powerful work, I
thought, was a blenderized mixture of many languages, musical
sounds, and alliterations (see “Wazamba Mtuta” on this page).
One video employed a talk show format featuring Kuzminsky
and Allen Ginsberg. Kostia had glommed onto the work of Kerouac
and Ginsberg as a student, and he was inspired to be a Russian beat
poet. Their work, Kostia explained to me, gave him and his peers a
model, a way to be free of all the constraints that Soviet writers were
constantly pressured to conform to. A whole generation of young
writers was searching for intellectual freedom, and Ginsberg had
been a big inspiration. The interview did not go well, however, as
Kuzminsky—who had been harassed and nearly killed by the KGB
secret police and who had friends who had been killed—insisted on
lecturing Ginsberg on anti-communism. The two tried to find a cordial thread, but mostly this revealed how different experience can be.
During those years he suffered from severe culture shock. He
was deeply, bitterly disappointed with the lack of passion in most
Americans, their failure to test the limits of freedom, to try to
10
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get away from what he termed “mediocrative” living or thinking.
“You have Soviet Union in your heads,” he would say.
He consumed huge quantities of anything alcoholic and even
remotely drinkable. When he was sober he was brilliant. When
drunk he would be in a deep melancholy or powerfully, bitingly critical. He was interested in helping anyone understand and
could be very good at teaching.
One time when I came over he was waiting for me. He laid out a
copy of Pravda, a newspaper famous for being state propaganda,
and a copy of the local daily, The Austin-American Statesman.
He gave me a detailed tutorial on each story and feature, comparing both newspapers. It was brilliant and chilling. I was stunned
to realize just how similar the media environment in both countries was for the average citizen. The true nature of the dissident
is to be mentally strong, and it may require enormous courage.
I was deeply moved by how passionate someone could be
about art and life and still have the intellectual honesty to see
through what otherwise is just given for us to see. I am a much
freer American for having known this salty fish of Russia.
His favorite metaphor, one of hope, was that of the single blade
of grass found growing up through a crack in concrete paving.
He really was, himself, a blade of grass. Das Vidanya and Nostrovia Good Buddy!

Wazamba Mtuta

Konstantin Kuzminsky
in memoriam Henry S.
Twijanzi janzi o katakiro
Kabaka kadzi Uwuma mtiro
Uzoga gamba mga Muiwanda
Kagahi Manwa Uchambi chongo
Bambara Njaza a’ngo Ukimba
Masai sorgo tarenga bwana
Kabasa simba mungwai Mpapa
Kiluzu a-i bwan!
Tongo-tongo
Kacheche zuna
Liwumbu mganga
Liwumbu tjana
Liwumbu w’ana
Mombitu tembo
Aija-marumbu hihja-ehihju
Sengoro mtezu a’zumba kwiha
Bekumbi njero bataty taro
M’baro m’baro
Aruujuni Kilima mtambwa
Tumba marambo
Kanja marambo
Arja kutimo
Sambo masimbo
Amba!
Ugogo!
Kuzminsky would perform this as if he had a drum beat that moved faster
and faster until the final syllables. It is an example of using words in
a musical way, abstract like a painting. This form of poetry very much
upset Soviet censors who wanted to see only concrete meaning. Thus, it
was a minor act of rebellion to write in a musical mode, nonsense to the
literal-minded. He said the “language” of the poem came from Zanzibar.

Go Set a Watchman
by Harper Lee

Reviewed by James R. Adair
It’s an inconvenient truth that some of
the characters we most admire in history
had deep character flaws that are too often
overlooked. Thomas Jefferson, author of
the Declaration of Independence, owned
slaves and fathered children by at least one
of them. Abraham Lincoln, who penned the
Emancipation Proclamation, explicitly opposed the notion of “the social and political equality of the white and black races.”
Charles Lindbergh, adventurer and pioneering aviator, warned fellow Americans against the dilution of their
racial purity by foreign (i.e., non-European, including Jewish)
races. Ty Cobb, baseball’s all-time greatest hitter, was an inveterate racist. We can condemn people of previous generations
because their views do not reflect our modern enlightened perspectives (but what will people say about some of our views 100
years from now?), or we can acknowledge their positive contributions to history even as we recognize that they were children
of their own times, subject to the prejudices and shortsightedness
that engulfed so many of their contemporaries.
This same sentiment applies to literary characters, none more
than to Harper Lee’s beloved Atticus Finch. In To Kill a Mockingbird Atticus is a single, somewhat distant, father to his two
young children, Jem and Scout. Over the course of a few years,
the children come to have great respect for their father, particularly when he stands up to the racism of many in the town and
provides a criminal defense for a black man, Tom Robinson,
accused of raping a white woman. In Go Set a Watchman, set
almost two decades after the events of Mockingbird, Atticus is
transformed into a “reasonable” racist who, though he opposes
the excesses of the most vocal hatemongers in the state, likewise
opposes the mixing of the races in any serious way in the South,
leaning on “states’ rights” (the Tenth Amendment) for the legal
justification of his position.
Is the Atticus in Mockingbird just the hero-worshiping projection of a young girl, while the Atticus in Watchman is the authentic, racist manifestation of a socially aware young woman? Or
are these two radically different characters, organically unrelated
to one another—though they share the same name—operating in
two different literary universes?
Like Jim Phelps in Tom Cruise’s 1996 reboot of the 1960s and
70s Mission: Impossible television series, who is transformed
from an idealistic patriot into a greedy, disillusioned murderer,
the Atticus Finch of Watchman is unrecognizable. Did Lee purposely depict a radically different Atticus in the two books, or
was his racist portrayal in Watchman the Atticus she had originally intended, transformed by the editor of Mockingbird in the
midst of the Civil Rights Movement to make him more appealing
to at least a northern audience in 1960? Clearly the latter.
The circumstances surrounding the publication of Watchman,
the unevenness of the narrative (I often had to re-read paragraphs
to determine the intention of the author), and major discontinuities between the two books—both Atticus’s character and the
different outcome of Tom Robinson’s trial (without mentioning him by name, Watchman says he was acquitted) suggest that

Watchman was a first draft of Mockingbird, using flashbacks to
produce sometimes memorable scenes, although the most memorable seem already to have been used when Mockingbird was
published. Just as Mockingbird produced characters who are as
memorable now as they were in the 1960s, so Watchman portrays
characters whom readers will quickly want to forget: a whiny
Jean Louise who won’t stand by her own principles, a calculating
Atticus determined to keep blacks in their places, an uncle who
feels it is appropriate to slap his 26-year-old niece hard enough to
draw blood because she disagees with his point of view.
I did reach two conclusions from reading Watchman. First, every writer needs an editor: Mockingbird had one and is a beloved
classic; Watchman lacked one and is destined to be out of print in
the near future. Second, four years ago local author and attorney
Jay Brandon wrote an article in Voices de la Luna entitled “Atticus Finch Was a Lousy Lawyer” (Voices 4.1, Oct 2011). After
reading Watchman, I think maybe he intentionally threw the case.

Redeployment
Phil Klay

Reviewed by Mo H Saidi
Adapted from ciweb.org and www.nationalbook.org
A graduate of Dartmouth College and
a veteran of the U.S. Marine Corps, Phil
Clay served in Iraq’s Anbar Province from
January 2007 to February 2008 as public
affairs officer. After his discharge, he went
to Hunter College and received an MFA.
His writing has appeared in the New York
Times, the Washington Post, the Wall Street
Journal, Newsweek, Granta, Tin House,
and elsewhere. Redeployment, a winner of
the 2014 National Book Award, is his first
book, a collection of connected short stories.
These narratives take readers to the front lines of Iraq and Afghanistan, asking us to understand what happened there and what
happened to the soldiers who returned. These stories explore themes
of brutality and faith, guilt and fear, helplessness and survival as the
characters struggle to make meaning out of chaos.
In the title story, a soldier who had to shoot dogs because they
were eating human corpses must learn what it is like to return to
suburbia, surrounded by people “who have no idea where Fallujah
is, where three members of your platoon died.” In “After Action Report,” a lance corporal seeks expiation for a killing he didn’t commit in order that his best friend will be unburdened. Another story
centers on a mortuary affairs Marine who tells about his experiences
collecting remains—of both U.S. and Iraqi soldiers. One grim tale
shows how the actions of a ferocious colonel severely test a chaplain’s understanding of Christianity and his ability to provide solace
through religion. And in the darkly comic “Money as a Weapons
System,” a young foreign service officer is given the absurd task
of helping Iraqis improve their lives by teaching them to play
baseball. These stories reveal the intricate combination of monotony, bureaucracy, comradeship, and violence that make up a
soldier’s daily life at war, and the isolation, remorse, and despair
that can accompany a soldier’s homecoming.
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End of the Tour

A film by James Ponsoldt, written by Donald Marguiles,
starring Jesse Eisenberg and Jason Segel
Reviewed by Santo Randazzo
In an early scene in End of the Tour,
David Lipsky (Jesse Eisenberg) asks
David Foster Wallace (Jason Segel)
about the absence of a television in his
Bloomington, Illinois, home, which is
isolated and buried in winter snow. In
the ensuing dialogue it becomes clear
that the film centers, in no small way, on
the celebrity of a man who had distinct
anxieties and frustrations with film, celebrity, and what he saw as the doomed
culture which featured them. This realization made me uncomfortable at first, but I soon saw the exposed irony and tension at the heart of the film, and I knew that
what I was watching, though controversial, was poignant and
wonderfully self-aware.
End of the Tour is the film adaptation of David Lipsky’s awardwinning memoir Although of Course You End Up Becoming
Yourself (2010), which chronicles five days spent with David
Foster Wallace at the end of the 1996 book tour for Infinite Jest,
Wallace’s insanely popular and commercially successful meganovel. The film is directed by Sundance Award-winning director
James Ponsoldt and written for the screen by Pulitzer Prize-winning playwright Donald Margulies.
Filming began in February 2014, despite objections and criticism
from many of those closest to Wallace in life, including his wife
Karen Green. Many criticize the authenticity of Wallace’s portrayal
in this memoir-made-film. They claim that Wallace, who committed
suicide in September 2008, never would have agreed to participate
in such a project, and this idea seems not only feasible but intuitive in
view of the author’s criticism of screen and pop culture in his works.
As a reader and admirer of Wallace’s writing, I had anxieties too, but
they had been put to rest by the film’s midpoint. If nothing else, End
of the Tour is a narrative of two writers on a five-day road trip. One
of the writers happens to be David Foster Wallace, and at no time
does the film shy away from the writer’s indictment of celebrity and
screen; rather, they seem to be intertwined. Further, the viewer gets
a version of Wallace that isn’t sentimental. He struggles with fame
and widespread literary acclaim, all the while trying to maintain a
perhaps unattainable Everyman identity. Although drug use and depression are implied in the film, they are not overtly present, with
the exception of Lipsky’s probing questions on these subjects. In
response, Wallace either acknowledges them uneasily, often rushing
over his reply, or denies them outright. End of the Tour is overall a
strong film; its creators provide a self-aware narrative which remains
considerate and respectful of Wallace’s memory, if not genuine.
In this film, Wallace’s novel Infinite Jest and its mammoth fame
are the catalysts for Lipsky’s interest in Wallace. They ultimately
prompt Lipsky, then working as an associate editor for Rolling
Stone, to lobby his editor for a piece about the enigmatic author.
With an air of ambition, admiration, and definitive insecurity,
Lipsky sets out from his New York City apartment, toting a copy
of his own novel of middling acclaim and looking forward to his
quest. The interplay of these traits makes this character tailor-made
for Jesse Eisenberg, which is not to say that the performance of
12
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Eisenberg or any other actor in the film can be reduced to familiar forms. Much has been written about End of the Tour since its
release on July 31, 2015, and already the film has been lauded for
the transformative, career-redefining performances of Eisenberg
and Segel, who give intricately human portrayals of David Lipsky
and David Foster Wallace. Each moment on the screen presents a
dichotomy between the two writers; by the end of the film, their
burgeoning friendship can be described only as a new and uneasy
bond between two authors who have spent five days orbiting each
other. Each instance of connection and compassion between the
two is mitigated by their insecurities as well as by their respective
places on either side of success, on either side of the tape recorder.
Brilliant in their respective roles, both Segel and Eisenberg depart
from their previous roles in this work—a great molting for the lovable funnyman and the neurotic pipsqueak.

Poetry and Prose of Laura Kasischke
Mo H Saidi

Born in Grand Rapids, Michigan,
Laura Kasischke attended the University of Michigan (MFA, 1987) and
Columbia University. She now lives in
Chelsea, Michigan, with her husband
and son and is the Allan Seager Collegiate Professor of English Language
and Literature at the University of
Michigan.
Kasischke’s literary works have
been recognized and highlighted at the Michigan State University’s Michigan Writers Series. Her novel The Life before Her
Eyes provides the basis for the film of the same name, directed
by Vadim Perelman and starring Uma Thurman and Evan Rachel
Wood. Kasischke’s work is particularly well received in France,
where she is read widely in translation, and her novel A moi pour
toujours (Be Mine), published by Christian Bourgois, was a national best seller.
In 2011 Kasischke received the National Book Critics Circle
Award in poetry for Space, in Chains. Her many additional honors include the Juniper Prize, the Alice Fay di Castagnola Award
from the Poetry Society of America, the Pushcart Prize, the Elmer Holmes Bobst Award for Emerging Writers, and the Beatrice
Hawley Award. She is also the recipient of two fellowships from
the National Endowment for the Arts, a Frost Place Poetry Residency (2005), and a Guggenheim Fellowship in Creative Arts–
Poetry (2009).

You’ve Come Back to Me
Laura Kasischke
For G

A small thing crawling toward me
across this dark lawn. Bright
eyes the only thing I’m sure I see.
You’ve come back to me,
haven’t you, my sweet? From
long ago, and very far. Through
crawling dark, my sweet, you’ve
come back to me, have you? Even
smaller this time than the stars.

Art and Culture in the City
McNay Art Museum
www.samuseum.org
28 Chinese
Sep 5, 2015–Jan 3, 2016
www.mcnayart.org
Miró: The Experience of Seeing
Sep 30, 2015–Jan 10, 2016
Miró: The Experience of Seeing presents a rare opportunity to
introduce American audiences to the astounding and innovative
paintings and sculptures that Joan Miró (1893–1983) created
in his later years. Comprised of 57
paintings, drawings, and sculptures,
this exhibition is the first dedicated to
the fruitful period of the artist’s life
in the United States. The show focuses on Miró’s late period with works
beginning in the 1960s, a chapter that
even today remains mostly overshadowed by his contributions during the
interwar and immediate postwar periods. Miró’s works during those mature years represent a more personal
language, in which neither painting
nor sculpture takes precedence. Instead, approaching these disciplines again from his original perspective, he set out to explore their conceptual limits by questioning their very nature.

Luminaria

October 23-24, 2015
http://luminariasa.org/index.cfm
Established in 2008, the contemporary arts festival Luminaria
has astounded audiences with works by featured regional, national and international artists. This unique San Antonio celebration
of the arts presents new works and Texas premiers by dancers,
actors, poets, filmmakers, musicians, muralists, composers, and
visual artists. Luminaria will be celebrated on Friday, October
23rd and Saturday, October 24th from 7:00 PM to midnight in the
River North neighborhood. Admission is free. Special ticketed
events for workshops, exclusive artist luncheons, and a panel discussion are available through the weekend.

The result of more than six research trips and over one hundred
studio visits, 28 Chinese—organized by the Rubell Collection in
Miami—presents artwork from twenty-eight contemporary Chinese artists spread throughout six of the Museum’s galleries.
Comprised of works that engage with issues of time, process,
materiality, and history, 28 Chinese
“asks us to question any preconceived ideas about what art from
China looks like,” says Anna Stothart, Brown Foundation Curator
of Modern and Contemporary Art.
While the exhibition offers only a
sample of the dynamic contemporary art scene in China, the impressive roster boasts new talents and
several of China’s best-known artists, including Ai Weiwei.

Reposa Receives 2015 Arts & Letters Award
Voices poetry editor Carol Coffee
Reposa has been awarded a 2015 Arts
& Letters Award by the Friends of the
San Antonio Public Library. Reposa
earned her B.A. and M.A. in English
at the University of Texas at Austin
and has taken post-graduate courses
at the University of Texas at Austin,
Trinity University (San Antonio), and
the University of Texas at San Antonio. Her poems have appeared in Borderlands: Texas Poetry Review, The Formalist, Blue Mesa Review, San Jose Studies, Descant, Amarillo Bay, Context South, The Texas Observer, Concho
River Review, Southwestern American Literature, and River
Sedge, among others. She has authored four books of poetry: At
the Border: Winter Lights, The Green Room, Facts of Life, and
Underground Musicians. She was a finalist in The Malahat Review Long Poem Contest (1988), winner of the Guadalupe Cultural Arts Center Poetry Contest (1991), and second prize winner
of the Blue Unicorn Poetry Contest (1992). Thrice nominated for
the Pushcart Prize, she has also received three Fulbright/Hays
Fellowships, the first for study in Russia (1995), a second for
research in Peru and Ecuador (1999), and a third for study in
Mexico (2005). She taught English at San Antonio College.
Other Arts & Letters Award recipients for 2015 are Bernice
Appelin-Williams, a visual artist; Craig Sorgi, a San Antonio violinist; and Enedina Casarez Vasquez, a multi-media artist, poet,
and playwright.
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Basic Poetic Virtues

Master Poetry Class with Carl Dennis in Chautauqua
Mo H Saidi
The focus of Carl Dennis’s
master poetry class was the relationship of poets and readers. He
instructed us in how to explore
ways to create the voice for a
poem, including the use of irony,
the mock heroic, and myth. The
most important element of poetry,
however, is for the poet to find an
effective means to connect and communicate with the reader.
Author of twelve books of poetry, including New and Selected
Poems 1974-2014, Callings, and most recently Another Reason,
Dennis is the winner of the Pulitzer Prize and the Ruth Lily Prize.
He lives in Buffalo, New York.
The poems in Another Reason assume that our efforts to reason with ourselves and with others about what matters are necessary to escape the purely private point of view, to provide the
houses we live in with doors and windows, Dennis said at the
master poetry class. He added that poems should exhibit the poet’s attempt to communicate sincerely with the reader by being
engaging, inclusive, discriminating, and generous, as if the writer
were conferring not just with himself but also with intimates and
strangers in the hope that by defining differences more precisely,
all might be drawn into a genuine dialogue.
To demonstrate these four poetic virtues and engage his audience of mostly published poets, Dennis read and discussed
works by Emily Dickinson and three other poets. Each poem
represented an attempt to initiate an intimate discourse. He cited
these lines from Dickinson’s “The Heart Asks Pleasure First,” asserting that the passage challenges the reader in more ways than
one to consider such issues as life’s purpose and the essence of
happiness: “The heart asks pleasure first,/ And then, excuse from
pain;/ And then, those little anodynes/ That deaden suffering,//
And then, to go to sleep;/ And then, if it should be/ The will of its
Inquisitor,/ The liberty to die.” Man’s first request is for pleasure,
but the important one is for relief from pain, and the final request
is for death to relieve pain. Dennis explained that at the end of the
poem Dickinson starts a dialogue with the reader regarding the
role of God in our lives. Is this poem in part at least an indictment
of God for inflicting misery on humanity? That question readers
must answer for themselves, of course, and that’s the purpose of
poetry: to engage readers in intimate discourse about the issues
that matter in their lives.

The God Who Loves You
Carl Dennis

It must be troubling for the god who loves you
To ponder how much happier you’d be today
Had you been able to glimpse your many futures.
It must be painful for him to watch you on Friday evenings
Driving home from the office, content with your week—
Three fine houses sold to deserving families—
Knowing as he does exactly what would have happened
Had you gone to your second choice for college,
Knowing the roommate you’d have been allotted
14

Voices de la Luna, 15 October 2015

Whose ardent opinions on painting and music
Would have kindled in you a lifelong passion.
A life thirty points above the life you’re living
On any scale of satisfaction. And every point
A thorn in the side of the god who loves you.
You don’t want that, a large-souled man like you
Who tries to withhold from your wife the day’s disappointments
So she can save her empathy for the children.
And would you want this god to compare your wife
With the woman you were destined to meet on the other campus?
It hurts you to think of him ranking the conversation
You’d have enjoyed over there higher in insight
Than the conversation you’re used to.
And think how this loving god would feel
Knowing that the man next in line for your wife
Would have pleased her more than you ever will
Even on your best days, when you really try.
Can you sleep at night believing a god like that
Is pacing his cloudy bedroom, harassed by alternatives
You’re spared by ignorance? The difference between what is
And what could have been will remain alive for him
Even after you cease existing, after you catch a chill
Running out in the snow for the morning paper,
Losing eleven years that the god who loves you
Will feel compelled to imagine scene by scene
Unless you come to the rescue by imagining him
No wiser than you are, no god at all, only a friend
No closer than the actual friend you made at college,
The one you haven’t written in months. Sit down tonight
And write him about the life you can talk about
With a claim to authority, the life you’ve witnessed,
Which for all you know is the life you’ve chosen.
from Practical Gods, winner of the 2002 Pulitzer Prize in Poetry (Penguin, 2001)

Don Quixote and Sancho Panza Turn 400
One of the first and still one of the greatest novels of all time turns 400 this year.
El Ingenioso Hidalgo Don Quixote de la
Mancha was written by Miguel de Cervantes and published in two parts, which
appeared in 1605 and 1615. Steeped
in medieval works of chivalry and romance—driven mad by them, according
to Cervantes—Don Quixote sets out to
right the wrongs of the world and make
a name for himself, along with his horse
Rocinante and his sidekick Sancho Panza,
all to win the favor of beautiful and noble Lady Dulcinea.
After an eventful and humorous Part 1, the novel turns a bit
more serious in Part 2 (written ten years later). Quixote and Panza are on the road again seeking adventure, but by now almost
everyone knows who they are, having read about them in Part 1.
Part 2 is thus self-referential, and the protagonists have to deal
with a world in which their adventures, including their failures
and follies, are well-known. Cervantes’s masterpiece remains an
important part of the literary canon of the West 400 years later.

Youth Poems
Feeling Free

Erika H.
Harlandale ISD Middle School
When I’m in my 6th grade teacher’s classroom,
I sit by the window and look out.
Outside there’s the greenest grass I have ever seen
and five houses, the side or the back of them.
The sun shines just the right amount of sunlight to make it more
beautiful.
I imagine a tall green hill right behind the houses.
I wish I could be on that hill.
I look at the clouds.
They look like cotton candy floating away in the sky;
they look so delicious.
I want to eat them up.
I’ve never been in my free place but I have seen it.
I wish I could go there.

Untitled

Caulder Stratton
Krueger Middle School
Lots of people think that you can leave all of your thoughts at home.
Trying new things is like finishing building an apartment.
You are making room for more feelings.
Doing something like
reading a new book
or joining a new class
or buying that apartment.
All those new feelings come moving in.
You may find out that you love art;
you just never gave it a try.

Hola, Madre Mía

Ángel, Honduras, 15 years old
Hola, Madre mía, madre de encantos,
te quiero con todo mi corazón, aunque esté lejos
y no te puedo abrazar,
pero te quiero decir que no te dejo de amar.
Soy Hondureño hasta la muerte.
Aunque la muerte me persigue, yo no voy a dejar que me alcance
porque
Dios está con nosotros
¿y quién contra nosotros?
Querida patria tan linda, que eres tus encantadores mares
y tus lindas ciudades.
Un día me vine, pero un día me voy a regresar porque soy catracho.
Todos me quieren humillar,
pero no saben que los voy a tumbar.
Revo hasta la muerte.

It’s Hard to Imagine
Sophia Otero
Krueger Middle School

My house is timeless.
Its wall never change color,
The garage never fixed
And my room,
Still the soft pink it was when I was born.
Only the people change.
My sister gets closer and closer
To the day she will go off to college.
And my mother,
Looking more worn every year.
I don’t feel like I change,
But I know I do,
I can tell
By the way they look at me sometimes.
Like I might crumble to dust in fron of them
At any second now.
My home, though,
Stays the same.
It mocks at how fragile and human I am.
I know
That one day
I will die.
My home is where I feel
Like I can stay and will stay forever.
Like I will stay forever,
Surrounded by coffee walls
And a long green couch.
As if the TV will be here forever,
Where everyone just talks
And pays no attention to it.
It’s hard to imagine
That one day
My mother and I will stop having our daily
Creative discussions,
Or what I like to call arguments.
It’s hard to imagine
That one day
Someone else will live here,
That the TV might not always be on,
Or that my room
Will not always be a delicate shade of pink.
Like a crushed rose petal on a baby’s cheek.
My sister and I might not always be fighting for the computer
Or making fun of The Bachelor.
It feels like just yesterday
That me and my sister played dress up.
She would have on a vivid purple wig
And I
A soft, shiny brown wig.
We would smile at my mom
And watch her
Try to capture us forever
In that moment.
I can see the bittersweet look in her eyes,
Like she already knows that she can’t.
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Select Poems

Mozart in the Tropics

The Mermaid

Clarence Wolfshohl

Elizabeth Raby

The mirror says—
See what desire has done?
Her voice gone
to the witch who cut out
her tongue, the mermaid
keeps her mouth closed.
She doesn’t want
to see the stub.
Her tail
exchanged for legs,
every bleeding step
agony, like a walk
on knife blades.
The underwater palace,
king and queen, her sisters,
gardens of coral and kelp,
shining golden carp,
all lost for the love
of a prince. He says
he prefers her voiceless,
her eyes speak sweetly
enough, never offend.
He lets her sleep
on a cushion outside
his door. When he leaves
her, off to claim a more
plausible bride,
the mermaid knows
her fate—she will dissolve
to foam on the shore.
It must have been
worth it she tells
herself, her back
to the cruel glass
that gives her nothing.

Adagietto II, a Love Song

On the Untraveled Landscape of the Symphonist
Catherine-Grace Patrick
In your spirit, lies the heart of Orion:
Flawless. Our world’s to explore.
Bold strains of The Egmont Overture,
Heard just beyond the door.
You are the white smoke of autumn.
Hypnotic. November-sleek;
Stillness of the season’s first snowflake:
Perfection brushing one’s cheek.
Your essence is clad in the breath of God:
Sanctified. Called out from among us—
Wildly circling Time’s feathered flame—
Purple blaze of the fallen star.
For, in you lies the deep core of mystery;
Exceeding the band-width of words.
Indeed, you alone are Mahler:
Mighty symphonist of sovereign bliss.
16
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Mozart sat at the piano
the most of every day,
and scorpions lived in the cracks
of the notes he played.
Not Viennese bon vivants,
but iguanas climbed rock walls
to sit outside his studio
and hear the scorpions call.
While geckos and constrictors
wrestled catch-as-catch-can
in passing notes eerily dolce,
Die Zauberflöte screeched centipedes
into flocks of parrots
squawking in the minor keys,
hordes of mosquitoes snapping their fingers
to Rimsky-Korsakov as fast as bees.

Ever This Night Be at My Side
Tara L. Carnes

Sitting in the rocker frozen
held breath, listening hard—
twitching
at the night’s
skittering sounds
Does he know we’re here?
lights out
phone unplugged
car parked elsewhere
and baby sleeps on
Angel of God
my guardian dear, we
wait for his drunken footsteps
my fingers brush the
reassuring steel
breathe in
breathe out
no sleep tonight

Soon

Elina Petrova
Rain pours. Andrés Orozco-Estrada—high
on caffeine before conducting Dvořak’s 7th
in D minor—sleeks his wavy black hair backstage
at Stude Hall, changes the brown Ralph Lauren shirt
that doesn’t match his pale determined face.
I wait outside, taking photos from afar behind
a stranger in black, resting against the vertical
aperture of James Turrell’s Twilight Epiphany—
the grassy, truncated pyramid’s atrium under
the illuminated roof with clouds in its opening.
In my forties, I’m in a way sixteen—the same
sixteen when I thought I’d soon meet someone
who celebrates rain like I do, that life should resist
the adjective “lukewarm”—the word Andrés teases
his orchestra with on rainy, unenthusiastic Mondays.
Drenched, I lean against a student’s bicycle to snap
pictures, anticipating Andrés’s conducting fiesta—
his grasshopper’s leap in the tight Nehru jacket, and
that impulse akin to my naive, explosive happiness—
duende of cherry blossoms under swollen
graphite sky that rains into this poem
where the stranger in the atrium stares
at the courtyard of Rice’s School
of Political Science; the woodwind section
straightens music stands for cross-rhythms
of Dvořák’s furiant dance, and my hands
adjusting the objective lens at Epiphany
are wet, but never lukewarm.

Raindrops

Maya Maison
As I peer from protective panes,
Luminous and plenty
The rain barrels from the sky
To the earth
Like crystalline bullets against delicate
Brown skin.
“It never rains here,” I am told.
“Not anymore-” Boldfaced
Lies as the lightning of former souls
Burns into my backside flesh.
I still hear the thunder crackle,
Whip across
Cloud-stained cobalt.
As I peer from protective panes,
Luminous and plenty,
I am chaffed by the consciousness
Of wrought iron anklets.
I stare at rippling puddles
Teeming with motion
And pray that I might find life
If I just wade
In the water.

I am saturated with melanin
And youth
And fear
For my brother, for his smile
Mirrors the murdered.
And badged marauders
Show no mercy
To little colored babies
Who cuddle with Mama
As it storms.

Asa’s Doves and Melons
Jim LaVilla-Havelin

we were hunting doves in the fields of a
friend of a friend, South Texas, dove season
guns blazing
it was a field of canteloupes, ripe, plump,
their pocky taupe and green skins
on the hard ground where doves
fell soft
he had told us the field had been picked twice already
so we could have all the melons we wanted
and, having met our limit on doves, one joker
tossed a melon into the air
cantaloupe skeet shooting—the blast blew it open
golden, pulp and seeds and all, like cracking
open the sun, like sweetness in the air
and we ate one, some
pulled the pickup over and filled the back
with heavy, ripe, warm canteloupes
while two guys kept heaving
and pulling, spraying the land and us
driving home those same fools, shooting from truck
as we rumbled home, stopped soon enough
that the game warden driving by us
missed that action—we were golden, maybe twice,
maybe even thrice
all this Asa tells me and more
across the table from Colonel J. who has his
stories from Viet Nam
and knows what analogies are

Pope Francis visits Cuba, September 2015
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Two Poems about Night (and Coyotes)
Ken Hada

A Night Like This
The earth seems to stand still.
Coyotes bark, a neighbor’s dog
and stars above—what stars
we have, we have—and I
want them all. On nights
like this blue stem, belly high
in the field, is silent. No wind,
every slight sound is heard:
a fish splash at the pond edge
a screen door squeaks—
I want the stars, the post oaks
tall and serene, I want it all,
want to know it all, be it all.
Fallen leaves crackle
beneath my boots. My dog
walks a little quieter, more light
on his feet. He hears the coyotes
too—we both stop to listen
and I think we both know
what we are listening for.
My breath plumes, mixes
with cigar smoke. I lean
against an oak—on a night
like this I want to forgive
so many things—if I could
just find the right star.
first published in The Enigmatist

Like a Fenceless Sky
I wish for the days of coyote-filled nights
when stars were known and you could hear
slow-rising vapor from frosty hollows
or berries on cedar popping to life.
I long to be held like a sleeping child
with tomorrow’s dream tucked in a blanket
where loneliness ends like a fenceless sky.
I want to build where nomads are free
to roam and war is no longer fought
for oil or water, where howling with time
is commonplace, the careful stirring
of coffee at daybreak and yesterday’s moon.
first published in Illya’s Honey

Friday Evening at Tim’s Garage
Wally Rees

The government doesn’t give a rat’s ass about the price of milk.
Build a big fence around Baltimore and let them shoot.
No food because they burned all the stores.
Put Congress in there too.
The president gives them all health care.
That’s the last thing we need for them.
No one left to vote for.
Clowns, Blacks, Women.
The government dumped the milk price again.
Now they want to tax the oil shale,
and send all the money to Harrisburg.
Why don’t they fix the roads.
What do they do with all the money they’ve got now.
They want more to waste on food stamps.
The government doesn’t give a rat’s ass about the price of milk.
I’m keeping my kids out of school next year.
When it all goes bad, I’ve got my guns.
The government doesn’t give a rat’s ass about the price of milk.
Second Place winner, Chautauqua Poetry Contest, 2015

In the Back of the Stockholm National Cathedral
Cyra S. Dumitru

I find the world glowing—
filled with lit white candles
of variable heights.
This huge metallic orb
hangs from a long chain,
turning slowly
on some implied axis.
Here we are, all of us:
every manner of person,
animal, insect and plant.
No country or history left out.
One candle burns out,
flame muted by fluid wax.
Another waits to begin.
For a moment,
I am god reaching
into the heart of things,
to fire a tiny wick
into a journey of light.
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When I Say Hymn
Joshua Robbins

I mean breaker-crashed gunwales, yes,
John Newton’s near-shipwreck conversion,
and, of course, “Amazing Grace,”
but as Janis Joplin screaked it,
her voice full-throated and grainy
bending the phrasing. And it’s two
young men, homeless on a suburban
church pew, one high or getting there,
the other striking matches,
each small flame tossed
toward a pile of gasoline-soaked hymnals
and how the day after the fire
we sang over the sanctuary’s
ashy smolder. And it’s the photo
tucked in my mother’s Bible,

Cezanne Squared

Atelier Cezanne Aix en Provence
Deborah Guzzi
Hidden behind high walls, Cezanne became;
his eyes clamped to a stretched canvas frame
for substance began where his vision ended.
Bottles—of red wine, ripe fruit—in a bowl,
set his horizontal stage, when indoors.
Circle and cylinder shapes; he explored,
then the square—boxed-in for days untold.
All of life reduced to its core, dissected,
each plane a screen, a bizarre dream upended.
Each petite mort reflected, then resurrected
as earth turned beneath a Provencal sun,
seared sharp by a pallet-knife’s flexible blade,
bounced back from a titian-blue the sky was arrayed,
and the edges of nature were redone.

the one she snapped circa 1967:
Pearl’s mouth wailing, the stage
set ablaze by the fiery coal

Disheveled, and gaunt often times shunned,
he toiled outcast, not a part of the charade;
the worth of his work out-staged, underplayed,
but, ah the days, and the light of the sun.

of her heart that Summer of Love.
Sundays, having passed out
the night before, Mom would sing

Driven geometrical, his synapses flamed;
the angles positioned; the curve unstrained.
The hues clean, scraped, scratched, falling forward.

a wretch like me tuneless
but extra loud, raise her Bible
when the preacher’s tongue

Analogs tumbled; his third eye took a toll.
He shied from contact which gave no succor,
but the layers, the layers of paint, he adored.
How the brush, the knife and the paint consoled.

cast our sins away.
How we burned then, bright
as when we first believed.

The Banks O’ Doon

With a knitted brow and a too soon bald pate
a lone wolf grew beneath Picasso’s gaze
fathering Cubism with the art he created.

Robert Burns

Ye banks and braes o’ bonie Doon,
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair?
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And I sae weary fu’ o’ care!
Thou’ll break my heart, thou warbling bird,
That wantons thro’ the flowering thorn:
Thou minds me o’ departed joys,
Departed never to return.
Aft hae I rov’d by Bonie Doon,
To see the rose and woodbine twine:
And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve,
And fondly sae did I o’ mine;
Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose,
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree!
And may fause Luver staw my rose,
But ah! he left the thorn wi’ me.

Pyramid of Skulls
Paul Cézanne
Voices de la Luna, 15 October 2015
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Poemas Internacionales
Scarecrows

James Brandenburg
We wear ourselves
thin
windblown scarecrows
in a field of parched corn
tattered rags cover dusty sticks
birds perch on drooping shoulders
lonely figures sway silently
scaring off only an occasional lost blackbird
as dusk magnifies our importance
from a distance,
night closes in on emptiness
and in darkness
barking dogs intensify numbness
in the pith of decaying wood.

Variaciones del alma
Alfredo Zaldívar

International Poems
Vogelscheuchen

James Brandenburg / translated by Hejo Müller
Wir tragen uns selbst bis wir ganz abgetragen sind:
Wir Vogelscheuchen—vom Winde verweht.
Wir stehen im Feld—abgeerntet ist das Getreide.
auf unseren Dreckstecken hängen zerschlissene Fetzen.
Zuweilen hockt schwarzes Geflügel
auf unseren abfallenden Schultern.
Einsame Gesellen sind wir
und lassen uns vom Winde wiegen:
immer der gleiche Rhythmus.
Nur gelegentlich verscheuchen wir noch einen Vogel,
der sich verirrt hat.
Die Dämmerung hat dann aus einiger Distanz
unsere Bedeitimg erheblich vergrössert.
Nacht schließt uns ein in unsere Leere.
Und wenn in der einsamen Dunkelheit Hundegebell herüber tönt,
intensiviert sich in uns
gefühllos der Zerfall.

Variations on the Soul

Alfredo Zaldívar / translated by Margaret Randall

I
Le hablabas a su alma neorrománticamente
le decías a su alma modernista que la amabas
y su alma pos
como un símbolo fálico atravesó la tarde.
Partía el alma mirarla.

I
You spoke to his neoromantic soul
you told his modernist soul you loved it
and his soul
strode through the afternoon like a phallic symbol.
It tore the soul in two to watch.

II
Pudiera ser el padre de tu alma, le decía
un pariente cercano
un amigo
su amante.

II
I could be your soul’s father, I said,
a close relative
a friend
its lover.

Y sólo soy su hijo, le decía
el más pequeño
y desalmado.

I am only its son, I said
the smallest and
most heartless.

III
Y se quedó en la esquina
viendo como su alma se marchaba
pero miró hacia atrás
le dijo adiós
y se volvió de sal.

III
And he stood on the corner
watching his soul leave
but looking back
he waved goodbye
and turned to salt.

IV
He recogido una pizca de sal
de alma salada
la he tirado hacia atrás
por sobre el hombro izquierdo
y he cuidado de no volverme
de no perder mi alma.

IV
I have retrieved a pinch of salt
from the salty soul
and thrown it
over my left shoulder
careful not to turn around,
not to lose my soul.

from Esperando a Viernes, Letras Cubanas, (Havana, 2009)

In the February issue, we will present a poem by another Cuban poet,
Laura Ruiz Montes, also translated by Margaret Randall.
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Editors’ Poems

Lenin’s Tomb

Carol Coffee Reposa

The Passport
Lou Taylor

The very old have a country
A passport costs everything there is*
It is issued only to those
who have lived long and know the truth
Life is short but
it is only the beginning
We come from stardust
To stardust we shall return
*From William Stafford, “Waiting in Line”

Door ex Machina?
Joan Strauch Seifert

In times past, we tried to best it, sidle by,
though like Cyclops’ one-eyed stare
to beat it was impossible.
The least gesture would compel a busy swing –
of course there was no door knob anyway.
Just step near, it read your need for entry.
With sense of ownership it yawned wide,
gave permission, swung smugly out
against the old aged walls of habit.
Our brains and brawn sought less and less now;
doors would open with no challenge.
Man’s power passé, as vigor bowed
to slightest movement, strange new light—
Sesame was born.
Thinking back; we should have seen the signs.
Now, too cool to lift a finger, ignoring effort,
do we manage life with mere wave or voice, now
targets of Pandora’s unmapped openings and closings?

We surrender
Everything
Before we can approach
The monolith in red and black,
Porphyry and granite
Rising from the cobbles
In a permanent epiphany
While armed guards
Order silence, lead us
Down those darkened stairs
That flow like arteries
Straight from the heart
A glass sarcophagus
Encasing one small shape
Of history, one artifact,
Its edges sealed from everything
Waxy features fixed
Beneath their crystal coffin
Change arrested
Underneath the carefully directed
Light, bright center
In a labyrinth
Of dark, the tight face
Absolute, small cheekbones
Slanting toward the past
And future, East and West,
Enfolding difference
Like the double-headed eagle
Of the Romanovs,
Their old imperial seal,
More like them
Than he could have guessed
While people tiptoe by the shrine
And later speak
Of burying old icons
From his century
Which rests
Immobile
Underneath the probing light.
from Underground Musicians (Beaumont: Lamar University Press,
2013)

Lenin’s Tomb at Night
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Select Poems
Border Violence
Elizabeth Perdomo

“Deliver me from the workers of iniquity,
and save me from bloody men.”—Psalm 59:2

Listen.
Can you hear
the pop, pop, pop
ring across the Rio, as if
a whole pack of Black Cat firecrackers
were lit at some neighbor’s
backyard pachanga?
No, it’s not
some Buy 1 Get 2 Free
fireworks sold at local roadside
stands for 4th of July or New Year’s
celebration. This sound sends steel rain
spraying from the corrupt clash of bullets,
Federales & cartel encounters, which
trample through lives; living
rooms; sidewalks;
schools.
Here,
where the frontera
lines curve along steel border
walls, rages a fierce battle;
blood; tears of women;
bullet pitted cocina
walls & loss
of everything:
casa, dinero, trabajo,
familia.
Life sometimes
escapes with only
the clothes on its back,
flees on a one-way journey,
leaves all known life, refugees
which run at night, tight
hands holding only
children.
There is
no going home.
No home remains for them.
Mexico
newscasts
do not cross here.
Rio currents run far too
full of danger; only fear swims
muddy waters now. Reporters muted;
media arms fettered; mouths taped
shut by fear; threats taken
22
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as dead serious
& real.
Many words
one dares not say
out loud here: one barely
speaks in late-night whispers,
vague identities revealed, anonymous
photographs flashed & then
only in altered voices,
stories told.
Door-crash demands
come with semi-automatic
rifle barrels which speak only money
& ransom lies. Guns tell entire villages
leave, right now, leave
everything…
Or they
will kill your wife;
your children; your aged
mother. They don’t jest; you
know it. Threats lie strewn everywhere;
scars seen in pitted stucco walls, long yellow
tape line evidence, pools of human blood;
faces look from color family photos
of kidnapped or disappeared who
will remain forever missing
& unnamed…
They can
take anything;
will take what they want.
Everything calculated, including life.
Everything, intentionally leaving nothing
behind for returned hope or dreams
of future battles to perhaps
be later won.
Lord, save us from these bloody men.

Dreaming in Noir

Chapter One hundred seventy
Fernando Flores
The immigrant child dreamed of warm food
New clothes & nights without bullets
The 21-year-old undocumented immigrant dreamed of college
A good job & days without looking over his shoulder
The immigrant parents dreamed of work
A good home & waking to good news for once
The “kind & gentle” politician looked upon them all
& said deportable

Mole Negro de Oaxaca

Portrait with Monkeys, Frida Kahlo 1943
Mobi Warren
Before you sat here, long before you were
held in the soft black arms of monkeys,
their spidery fingers a blessing over your heart,
songbirds plucked chile pequins, those red
little grandmothers of all chiles. They carried
them in their gullets and dropped the seeds
over Azteca lands. Each tint of soil coaxed seed
in new directions: pasilla or chipotle,
guajillo and ancho, your favorite—chilhuacles.
I can see it in your eyes, your proud back,
you have roasted and soaked the chiles,
measured pumpkin seed, anise, and raisin.
You have broken bitter chocolate into pieces
to mix with your own tears.
You have counted cinnamon sticks and cloves
and tossed the colors of your laughter
into the cast iron pot. The aroma of
mole negro de Oaxaca enters the garden.
Soon, you will rise and announce the day’s
fiestas. From the earth of your heart,
we will be fed.

What Could Have Been
Tom Keene

For Officer Brian Encina,
Citizen Sandra Bland,
and our system

If this anger at her
and all she images,
if fear for my ego-invested badge
this uniform, my being what I am,
had just let her go with a ticket,
respectfully given,
case closed.

Genius in Beauty

Dante Gabriel Rossetti
Beauty like hers is genius. Not the call
Of Homer’s or of Dante’s heart sublime,—
Not Michael’s hand furrowing the zones of time,—
Is more with compassed mysteries musical;
Nay, not in Spring’s or Summer’s sweet footfall
More gathered gifts exuberant Life bequeathes
Than doth this sovereign face, whose love-spell breathes
Even from its shadowed contour on the wall.
As many men are poets in their youth,
But for one sweet-strung soul the wires prolong
Even through all change the indomitable song;
So in like wise the envenomed years, whose tooth
Rends shallower grace with ruin void of ruth,
Upon this beauty’s power shall wreak no wrong.

Trade Bait

Mark J. Mitchell
He was named Later after tardy stars
fell from the sky, sharp and white as curveballs
the night his mother birthed him here. He squalled
in that backseat of some late model car.
She drove past the doctor straight to her bar.
He could never quite catch the hang of time.
He knew summer school and lived a beat behind
every girl he wanted to meet. He went
from last to first backwards and he was sent
an invite to head to the end of the line.
Then, later, death almost missed him. His swing missed.
The scythe went wide but it nicked his neck.
He got pulled in, flopping, a fish on a deck
until breath left late. He couldn’t exist
on time. But stars fell again and they kissed
him on his way. A long line of black cars
rolled to the graveyard and kept rolling. Far
behind, the hearse limped along. He stayed—late
to the end—last through the cemetery gates.
When you’re named Later, then you’re not a star.

If this death was by me
and not another…
having given in to despair
letting go the fragile threads of hope
for another sunrise, another day
and said yes to life, to myself.
If our system, this culture,
immersing us in arrogance and despair
could just stop it.
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Basket

Michael Baldwin
It’s about the right size to hold a human heart.
And as I hold it in my hands,
the little basket, I mean,
it seems to pulse like a living heart
when I gently press its lightning-patterned bulbous base,
woven tight from yellow and brown
Texas tall-prairie grasses
by a name-lost Lakota woman,
grown old in Texas, though
in her youth roamed the Black Hills,
(perhaps even Crazy Horse’s lost daughter,
who was said to have married white and moved South).
She would have been about the right age,
my great grandmother.
Persisting in anonymous elegance,
the basket has no maker’s label or mark,
no indication of origin beyond its simple
perfection of design, embodying some ten
thousand woven years of work.
It was meant, perhaps, to hold healing
herbs or berries, but for some reason
was never used, a virgin vessel, unstained
by what it would have otherwise contained.
So the little basket came down to me
through generations of caring family,
always pristine and empty, except, of course,
for the human heart its ancient art
so lovingly contains.

Asleep on a Whim
Joyce Collins

What if I fell asleep on a whim,
if I bear hugged my pillow and snuggled right in
without encumbrance of my usual thoughts—
my “can’ts unless” and “I must nots”
my “I haven’t done this and haven’t done thats”
and last, but not least, “oh yah, the cats”?
I can’t go to bed ‘til I’ve taken my meds
and I must not do that ‘til I’ve flossed, brushed and rinsed
I checked the litter last night, but I haven’t done it since
I must do it now—It will only get dirtier
Oh why didn’t I make myself do this earlier?
I haven’t closed the windows and lowered the blinds,
and the lights are still on—Did I check the lock?
Yes I am tired, but now’s not the time—
Tell that to the clock—it’s way past nine
I think I’ve answered my question
If I fell asleep on a whim,
without care of consequence,
my world would unwind—
I’m way too high maintenance
24
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how things work
rohn

piston driven engines
explode at the top
and force is exerted upon
the crankshaft
circular engines spin
like electric motors around
a center
low pressure created by the wing
lifts the airplane
inside the pilot controls
the plane with ailerons rudder and flaps
radio waves travel at the speed of
light and can be modulated to
carry information
like the pilot’s voice for example
asking for permission to ascend
or descend
the universe unfolds in a helix pattern
dying stars emit heavy elements which
are used to build complex molecules
which are used to build people and cars
the double spiral incised on the altar
to ishtar in ancient mesopotamia symbolized
the creative power of the universe / the rhythm
of breathing and sex / the healing energy vortex
of the sacred springs / the flight path of the ibis
in the night sky as it appeared among the stars
by remembering these things the people were
blessed
that’s how it worked
that’s how it was
things go back to where they were
like the pieces of a broken life
picked up and transformed
by the wind
a whirlwind a gust of
wind just quiet your
mind and listen for a
moment a great wind
lifted me up and deposited
me here set me down
on this place so i
could witness the working
of the world with you

Sacred Ibis in Flight

not having ever written a love poem
Sharon Ankrum

you have no clue no
clue as to how to proceed except that
his smile turns you turns you on
your heel in order
to run and run and
if a god comes to you in the
night if a
god comes to you
if a god is a whirling
dervish a whirling
dervish a man
a man who knows who
gets it who gets you
he gets him and he
gets you
so that when you turn
on that heel when you turn to
run you find the trail
of mist of the dervish of the
whirling whirling spiral
you find it wrapping around and
around your body your body
which has become what
what has your body become if
you’re not sure the dervish can stand
the heat the glowing vessel
the glow that
you have become

African Relative of Komodo Dragons
Thriving in Florida
Walter Bargen

The neighbors are complaining again,
threatening to call the police.
It’s not that I haven’t tried,
not that I haven’t taken their concerns into account,
not that I haven’t kept my curtains drawn,
waiting till evening strikes
with its clouds of mosquitoes and claustrophobic humidity.
This has to be a two-way street in our marshy suburb
but that’s not the way the neighborhood sees it.
I tell them don’t look out their windows at night
as I lumber low along dark sidewalks dragging my heavy tail. I
can’t help it when a stray dog comes barking,
scaring me out of my wits.
My bite is worse than my bark
with a mouthful of bacteria
that will bring down a horse in a couple of days.
Dogs go down like popcorn.
They should keep their pets inside.
Is that too much to ask?
After all they’re violating the leash laws.
Are any of us born wild anymore?

Nile Monitor Lizard, an Invasive Species in Florida
Photo by Bernard DUPONT

Basic English

Konstantin Kuzminsky
To Inhabitants of Tolstoy Farm
muney order kar aksident
loier inshurens sik
soshial sikuriti ikspensiv garbadge
advertisement-uppointment-unimploiment
biznes salary saving muney
pablisity prosperity newspaper gas
ti-vi folksvagen chennel grinkarta
sitizenship velfair

Noli Me Tangere
Lesbia Harford

We watched the dawn breaking across the sea
While just above us hung the evening star.
The nearer waters took a hint of white
And clouds and waves together massed afar,
Narrowed our morning world of pallid light
Till dawn seemed very close to you and me.
‘Nay, dawn, stay farther off. Be Magdalen.
Go back into the distance whence you came.
The Near is meaningless when Far is nought,’
So I; and you. ‘Wait but a little then,
And day, whole day, uprising like a flame,
Will show us the far reaches of our thought.’
“Noli me tangere” are the words Jesus spoke to Mary Magdalen after
his resurrection, according to John 20:17: “Don’t touch me!”
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Poetry Therapy
Some authors use poetry to deal with such issues as heroin/alcohol addiction, death, abandonment, and sexual and emotional abuse. The following poems illustrate the use of writing to deal with these issues.

My Feelings on the Line
Audry

What is found now is found then…
—from “The Time before Death” by Kabir

Friends

Vivian Kearney
Friends, for you are my friends,
Hope, for we all hope
the ropes, the dissent
can be broken
now or later
Guest, for Thou art the invited Guest
teach our souls what to believe
while respecting the fantasy
the dream and the real
parts of the universe’s party
And we, wandering near Eden
are free to find Thy mansion
to join gladly in
the heavenly festivities
sooner or later

Untitled

Amanda Fuentes
Love for ever never forgotten
As I sat here lonely on my bunk
Yes so dark, cold and lonely
then in the back of my mind
I imagine playing with angels
talking and laughing.
When I sleep I cry in my dreams
Looking for a way out.
All of a sudden
a big angel appears
beside me
saying sooner or later you will be home with your loved ones.

What you achieve spiritually on earth is what you will achieve
in heaven.
Don’t expect something that you don’t find on earth to be in
heaven.
So make the most of what you have and if you are happy with
that you will be happy in heaven.
This drives me to make the most of my time and find my true
happiness (work, school, and religion, etc.)
I feel like this line is telling me to search, to keep looking. You
aren’t at your fullest spiritually.
It also makes me feel like the clock is ticking on my time to find
the now.
That I have wasted not being present, that I must try and find it
now to have it later.

Worth Your Tears
Lilia Anne Reynero

No guy is worth your tears
The one who is
Will never make you cry.

Untitled

Dodie Wendel
As the world opened
invited me to come in
I gladly entered.
I stepped back outside
gently closed the door forever
and let out a sigh

A guard wakes me
saying,”Maam, you have court today.”
As soon as I get up I’m praying to God
asking for help.

Untitled

Betty Gonzales

When I walk into court
an angel is there judging me
telling me that God gave me
a second chance.

A butterfly on its journey to live life
the way God intended for it to be

I walk out,
drop to my knees and
begin crying to God,
saying to God almighty
“Thank you for giving me my second chance to be with my family and friends.”

The butterfly is free
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Through a shooting star
the butterfly makes its wish
off to its journey through the world

1950s Texas
Milo Kearney

There was an invisible cage
on that bus in Houston.
Others saw it,
but I,
with my Yankee background,
was oblivious.
The first seat available
was next to a black lady,
So I asked if it was taken
and then sat down.
I was totally unprepared
for what followed.
The bus pulled to the curb,
and the driver came back
to where we sat
and ordered the black lady
to move farther back.
“Why?” I asked.
“Blacks can’t sit with whites,”
the driver growled.
“Then I’ll stand up.
This lady was here first,”
I remonstrated.
“No, no, it’s alright.
I’m moving,”
said the lady as she rose.
The bus continued on its way,
but it did so with a cage in the back
which I had not seen before
and which has been imprinted on my memory
ever since.

The Hurry Cane
Peter Holland

I descend into my spiraling day
in hurried confusion like a busy ant.
One should feel this is progress,
but it is little less than chaos.
A child’s clear voice
breaks through into the busy
making me pause.
I revel in my awe
at the peace beauty brings,
stilling life’s hurricane

Untitled Haiku
Barbara Palacios

As the flower blooms
I have seen the reason for
My true destiny

Waiting Not an Option
Janie Alonso

Lord, your ocean is so great
How can I not enjoy it?
How can you ask me
Just to fast and pray
When my eyes have not seen it all?
Beauty you created in seven days
My feet have not touched earth on other shores
Have not climbed mountains
Let my breath be taken away
My lips have not sung every soulful song
My arms have not touched everyone
Who is need of my warmth
My boat is small
A minute
A wrinkle in time
Waiting is not an option.

Untitled

Kimberly Galvan
Distant sounds spring
from the violin.
Deep in the hollows of the
earth that pulled
at my strings I was compelled
to stop and listen.
I left some coins in his violin case
truth and beauty
deeper and deeper
beneath the earth.
Whose music was it
that finally slowed me
down, bringing
just a touch of
beauty into my life?

Untitled

Megan Hernandez
The sounds around me
Can be so loud
Can be so low
I sometimes wonder if they are real
How can everyone else not tell?
Insane?
Special?
Questions and thoughts
God’s child.
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Art Therapy
Mandalas

Maripat Munley
A variety of images emerge from art-based workshops and
classes in San Antonio, Texas and throughout the state. Mandalas, circular drawings employed as meditation devices, are a key
component at many of the venues. After reflecting on a variety of
inner journey themes, participants use simple art media such as
prisma pencils, crayons, and markers to express themselves. Examples of the prompts or themes might be self-forgiveness, finding a personal place for quiet time or prayer, self-compassion,
visual journaling efforts, or imaging invisible energy. Some of
the images occurr in response to enjoyable reading about foreign
places or are simply spontaneous. Such highly personal visual
language and meaning-making efforts with resulting images often result in clear insights and create a new habit of communication to self and others.

Cari Rodriguez

Cynthia Pacheco

Barbara Palacios

Kayla Rogers
Betty Gonzales
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less. We have nothing to hold onto. The old ways are gone, and
we are in a transition to the new ways. Things sometimes have
to be destroyed, so that we can rebuild from the bottom up. The
Old Jerusalem and the New Jerusalem are symbolic and are to be
seen psychologically.

Abbotabad

James Brandenburg

Tara Layer

Poetry & Dreams

Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation
Old Jerusalem

Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg
San Antonio, Texas
August 20, 2015
Dream: The dream takes place a couple of thousand years ago. I
am walking through Old Jerusalem. I look at the temple, and it is
magnificent. There is a bustle of activity, and Jerusalem is burning. The Jewish people are in a state of panic, as the Roman soldiers are attacking, and the Jews are being killed and driven out.
I don’t know where to go, but I find refuge on a hill and hear the
screams and watch the battle from above the scene. The Jews are
reluctant to leave, but they are forced out. Thousands of Jews are
killed. They are no match for the Roman soldiers. Eventually the
temple is also destroyed. I wonder what this all means. Is there
a psychological meaning in the destruction of Old Jerusalem? I
watch the city go up in flames. Even the temple is destroyed. End
of dream.
Interpretation: The trigger for this dream is the research I am
doing on the introductory chapter to my thesis for Switzerland.
The dream refers at a basic level to the actual destruction of Jerusalem which took place a couple of thousands of years ago.
This was a historical event, and the Romans destroyed Jerusalem and also the temple. The Jewish people were forced out. I
see this event as symbolic, and it is connected to the New Jerusalem, which is described in Revelation 21 and 22 of the New
Testament. In some ways the destruction of Old Jerusalem is an
apocalyptic event. There is the shattering of the Old Jerusalem
in us, so that the New Jerusalem can be built. Psychologically,
this means that something old in us is shattered. It is perhaps the
ego that is destroyed and has to be rebuilt by reconnecting to the
divine in us—what C.G. Jung calls the Self. Out with the old and
in with the new. Psychologically, it is always difficult when our
old world is shattered. We are disoriented, confused, and help-

Navy Seals swoop down
and take out Osama Ben Ladin
the ten-year hunt ended
the Lord saith
Vengeance is Mine
the Number One Enemy killed
DNA matches
no shrine erected
no burial chamber a
body waving in seaweeds
on the floor of the ocean.
Suicide bombers
blow up
a woman and child
injuring
hundreds in a market place
near Abbotabad
oranges, fingers,
apples, toes,
kumquats, a tongue,
and two eyeballs
roll in bloody dust.
Comment: The poem contains images that push our complexes:
God, Navy Seals (the military), suicide bombers, terrorists, life,
deaths of women and children, drugs, revenge, hatred, the enemy,
and projections. These are collective images in the news media
that make us proud or angry, depending on our allegiance—images that have the power to divide us rather than bring us together.

Sacred Sound
Jim Harter
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Essays
An American in Russia
Carol Coffee Reposa

This year marks the 20th anniversary of a summer sojourn
that changed my life. Even now, two decades later, I get lost in
recollection: the 32-hour flight from San Antonio to Moscow, a
journey spanning 6,000 miles and four time zones; deplaning at
ragged Sheremetevo Airport; the long bus ride to our new home,
a shabby 23-story high rise which we instantly dubbed “The Hotel Decrepit”; our first bleary-eyed briefing in the lobby; our first
white night. Like Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz, we had a feeling
we weren’t in Kansas anymore.
The first week we spent fighting jet lag, getting our bearings,
and trying to learn Cyrillic, the Russian alphabet. We each were
assigned a roommate and then a living space which we later
learned was a Stalinist communal flat: two tiny bedrooms with a
shared bath and foyer. Each floor had a grimy kitchen supervised
by a lackadaisical concierge. Over the next few days, we learned
to navigate Moscow’s mighty Metro (subway), one of the few
high-performing systems in the city, and attended our first classes
at Moscow State University, the Russian counterpart of Harvard.
Afternoons usually went to field trips near and far, with optional
excursions in the evening. Because we had been warned against
drinking from the tap, we carried bottled water, usually the threeliter size, everywhere we went. As for food, Uncle Sam provided
breakfast each morning in The Hotel Decrepit, but after that we
relied on a per diem and our wits. For most Russians, food was
by far the greatest single expense, and we were no different. We
soon learned to prefer kiosks to stores, which were much more
expensive and massively inefficient. (A single purchase required
transactions with three different cashiers at three different counters.) About this time we also mastered the art of the queue. If
we saw Muscovites forming a line anywhere, we immediately
joined it because there might be something truly valuable for
sale: cheese, bottled fruit juice, even sausage. Sometimes we
splurged and ate lunch at the Moscow McDonald’s, the world’s
largest at the time with a seating capacity of 900, but that was
too pricey to do regularly. Most of the time we simply ate what
was available. If a shipment of bananas hit the kiosks, we dined
on bananas. Occasionally we would buy black bread along with
whatever vegetables we could find and improvise soup in our
communal kitchen. Nor were we above bartering. Our US sponsors had advised us to bring as many nonperishable foodstuffs
as we could jam into our baggage, and we quickly saw why: I
could trade a quarter cup of treasured peanut butter for someone else’s cheese crackers or canned beans. Then there was the
matter of currency. The exchange rate in 1995 fluctuated wildly
between 1100 and 4300 rubles to the dollar. When we converted
our dollars, we thus were left with fat wads of paper that would
not fit in a standard wallet. We must have looked like would-be
bagmen lugging our bulging pouches of bills. Most vendors used
pocket calculators to make the necessary six-figure change for
our purchases, although a few preferred the abacus, which they
manipulated with dizzying speed.
During our stay, we spent time in three of Russia’s largest cities. Moscow, the nation’s dusty, sprawling capital with a population of 10.5 million, is the largest city in Europe. The metropolis
serves as both a governmental and commercial hub and is home
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to the legendary St. Basil’s Cathedral, 400 other churches, Red
Square, the Kremlin (fortress), the renowned Bolshoi Ballet, and
countless museums and theaters. One of the most memorable adventures during our time in Moscow was a visit to Lenin’s Tomb.
Our student guides had agreed to take us there, but only reluctantly. By 1995 the former Soviet Union had disintegrated, and
glasnost (openness) was the word of the day, at least for young
Russians. So far we had seen almost nothing of the Communist
hammer-and-sickle emblem which once had adorned every public space and inspired awe in every heart. Now, like the Confederate battle flag in our own nation, it had fallen into disfavor,
perhaps for similar reasons. Nowhere could we find likenesses
of Josef Stalin (an adopted name meaning “man of steel”), and
those of Lenin were scarce. We therefore wished to see the tomb
before it too was consigned to the scrap heap. On the appointed
day, we took the Metro to the Kremlin, left our backpacks and
water bottles at a checkpoint, and prepared to view the shrine.
Ordered not to speak or make rapid gestures, we walked in silence to the monument, a glossy expanse of black granite and
red porphyry. Immaculately uniformed guards with AK 47s slung
over their shoulders waited for us at the entrance. We were motioned to march down a flight of dimly lit stairs into a small, carefully illuminated chamber, and there in the center of the room,
resting under his glass sarcophagus, lay the one-time holy of
holies, shorter than I had expected but utterly unmistakable: the
same taut features, the same slanting cheekbones. We were allowed to view the remains for about 30 seconds and then directed
to return to the entrance. One of our professors later told us that
the interior of the glass bubble had to be monitored 24/7, as even
a trace of oxygen would cause the body to decompose rapidly.
Our time in Moscow flew by in a shimmering blur of classes,
concerts, road trips and a stunning performance of Cinderella by
the Bolshoi. Suddenly we were dragging our luggage through
a railway station to catch a sleeper train to Nizhny-Novgorod,
Russia’s fifth largest city and the easternmost point on our itinerary. Situated at the confluence of the Volga and Oka rivers, this
bright center with its rolling hills and cliff-top kremlin gave us a
much-needed respite from the grit and clamor of the capital. Our
hotel overlooked the Volga, and I often devoted early morning
to sitting on the broad verandah and watching hydrofoils glide
up and down the waterway. Once called Gorky after the Soviet
writer, Nizhny had been closed to the West until 1993; it was here
that dissident physicist
and Nobel laureate Andrei Sakharov had been
exiled internally for
six years (1980-1986).
Today, with a population of 1,251,000, the
city attracts scholars,
scientists and engineers
who attend its prestigious schools and staff
Volga River near Nizhny-Novgorod
its many manufacturing
and industrial centers. Nizhny also boasts the State Art Museum
which houses one of the world’s finest collections of icons, some
dating to the fourteenth century. The biggest eye-opener during our stay here, however, was a visit to the Nizhny-Novgorod
State Linguistic University. Since our arrival, I had marveled at
the fact that Russians commanded so many foreign languages.

Over the weeks, I had heard people conversing with ease in German, French, Spanish, Chinese and Farsi. Limping along in my
Sesame Street Russian, I had continued to be astonished at being
addressed in fluent English by men and women who never had
ventured beyond their city limits, but further surprises awaited us
when we toured the Linguistic University campus. In one building, portraits of Mark Twain, Edgar Allan Poe and Walt Whitman
(a favorite in Russia) lined the walls. Students rushed up to us
to inquire—in English, of course—what we thought of Ernest
Hemingway. I tried and failed to imagine a comparable scenario
in my own country. How many American college sophomores
could ask visiting Muscovites—in perfect Russian—what they
thought of Gogol or Chekhov? I began to ponder the disparities
in American and Russian educational models.
At the outset of our journey, one of our guides had quoted a
popular Russian saying: “Moscow is the heart of Russia, St. Petersburg is the head, and Nizhny-Novgorod is the pocketbook.”
We had visited Russia’s governmental and financial hubs; now
it was time to see the intellectual nerve center. Our third and final destination, St. Petersburg (formerly Leningrad), exists only
because Czar Peter the Great wanted trade routes to the West
desperately enough to wage war on Sweden, his rival, to gain
the boggy marshland on which today’s brilliant city stands. He
founded his window on the Baltic in 1703 and largely supervised
its design, although he later imported scores of Italian architects
and artisans to help him finish the project. He desired his new
city to serve as a magnet for the artists, scientists and scholars
who would help him transform sleepy Russia into an advanced,
cosmopolitan nation respected across the globe. Among many
other edicts, he decreed that all buildings in the nascent capital
be constructed of stone or masonry, as he had passed his boyhood
watching his fellows try to extinguish the innumerable fires that
plagued Moscow’s wooden structures. Often called “the Venice
of the North” for its 400-plus canals and 342 bridges, St. Pete
dazzles the eye with its carvings, caryatids, arcades and places
of worship, including gold-domed St. Isaac’s Cathedral, third
largest in Eurasia. This city has seen the worst as well as the
best of times, though. St. Petersburg quickly established itself
as the cultural mecca Peter had envisioned, but one million of
its citizens, almost half the population at the time, died of starvation, cold, disease or bombardment during the 900-day Siege
of Leningrad in World War II (1941-1944). The city ultimately
recovered, however, and today, with a population of five million,
is Russia’s second largest.
I began to think that I could pass
the next 20 years touring St. Pete
and never fully scale its heights or
plumb its depths. Our experience at
the fabled Hermitage was typical.
Once the Winter Palace of the Romanovs, today’s enormous museum
has 400 rooms and over two million holdings. Our guide told us that
a tourist could spend eight hours a
day for the next nine years viewing
the art and still not see it all. And if
the amassed Leonardos, Michelangelos and Picassos failed to make a
Smolny Cathedral,
visitor gasp, the venue itself would.
St. Petersburg
With its miles of marble and gold leaf,

the magnificent Rastrelli staircase and elaborately carved colonnades, this palace almost literally takes the viewer’s breath away.
We visited one room in which the walls were covered completely
in malachite, and such opulence pervades not just the museum
but the entire city. More than wealth, though, St. Pete exudes
cultural vitality. Across the street from our hotel was the Alexander Nevsky Monastery, where Tchaikovsky is buried, and one
afternoon I decided to visit the composer’s grave. To reach the
site, I had to brave Nevsky Prospect, St. Pete’s main thoroughfare
with nonstop, take-no-prisoners traffic, but somehow I made it
across and entered the grounds. I found his grave easily, as my
Cyrillic had improved enough that I now could read a little. A
massive headstone gave the composer’s full name and life dates.
On either side, an exquisitely carved angel, wings slightly outstretched, bent toward the earth to hear his heavenly melodies.
Just then the monastery bells began to peal for vespers, and I almost thought I heard the master’s music infused with the ringing.
I stayed there for an hour.
The longer I remained in Russia, the more I appreciated Winston Churchill’s definition of the country as “a riddle wrapped
in a mystery inside an enigma,” like the enameled matriochkas
(nesting dolls) that tourists find everywhere. No matter where we
went or what we did, we bumped into quirks and contradictions.
Throughout our travels we noticed the often huge gap between
concept and execution, a dissonance of beauty and squalor:
half-finished skyscrapers jutting out of waist-high weeds; giant
cranes abandoned in empty fields; ornate iron palisades allowed
to rust; broken-down playgrounds. Further, preposterous protocols complicated even the smallest undertaking. We continually
had to fill out forms, while our longsuffering Russian sponsors
waded through stacks of paperwork and coped with daily schedule changes. We also observed a preoccupation with secrecy and
security, an atmosphere of distrust looming over our every move.
We often were kept under surveillance, especially in The Hotel
Decrepit, each floor of which had a guard whose only apparent
purpose was to keep an eye on us. We saw streets that had no
names, even in downtown Moscow. Many rooms in hotels and
apartment buildings, including our own, had no numbers. We
would direct friends to our quarters by saying things like, “Ours
is the third door to the right of the large window on the north side
of the fourth floor.” We frequently were required to pass through
narrow checkpoints and show identification.
Such oddities fade, however, in the face of Russia’s societal
paradoxes. “Russians are the most individualistic people on
earth,” one of our profs told us. Maybe so, but with few interruptions Russia’s governments have been despotic. On that point
another scholar remarked, “The history of Russia has been one
of a people having things done to them against their will.” Even
a cursory look at the nation’s past bears out this assertion. Russia has weathered invasions by Tatars, Poles, Napoleon, Hitler,
and many others. Serfdom was legal and commonplace until
Alexander II abolished the institution in 1861, two years before
Abraham Lincoln ended slavery in the United States. Further,
Russia has suffered almost unfathomable human losses in wars
instigated by its leaders. Estimates vary, but many historians put
the combined military and civilian casualties during World War
II at 20 million, while untold numbers of political prisoners died
in Stalin’s infamous Gulag (network of forced labor camps) during the Thirties and Forties. Yet many Russians seem not only to
accept but to venerate their often brutal rulers. “In Russia they
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worship the czar and the whip,” wrote the nineteenth-century satirical poet Alexander Polezhayev. Indeed, three of Russia’s most
formidable autocrats—Ivan IV (The Terrible), Peter the Great,
and Josef Stalin—personally orchestrated the deaths of their respective sons. Many Russian seniors would speak to us of Stalin’s purges with tears in their eyes, but others would make comments like, “Stalin had a broad back,” which I took to mean that
ordinary citizens could hide behind him, letting him make the
decisions and take the responsibility. A cult of forceful leaders
persists to this day, if Vladimir Putin’s approval ratings (86% as
of September 2015) are any indication.
In cultural counterpoint to these negatives, though, is the Russian
love of learning. As one of our instructors phrased it, “Two things
we always have had in Russia: culture and an army,” and I found
plenty of evidence to support his claim. Everywhere I turned, I saw
books: at kiosks, on trains, in stores, in hotels, sometimes even
in restaurants. People read. Everywhere, they read. Once on the
Metro, I noticed three males seated across the aisle from me. One
was probably in his fifties, the second was thirty-something, and
the third was a boy maybe ten years of age. Their similar features
marked them clearly as three generations of one family—father,
son, and grandson. Each was bent over a book, each caught up in
the magic of the written word. I couldn’t get over it: three generations seated side by side, all reading together. This proved to be only
one of many vignettes conveying the intensity of Russia’s love of
literature, especially poetry. One of our instructors opened a lecture
with this hypothesis: “If a Russian suddenly dropped down into the
United States, he would be greeted with words like, ‘Welcome to
the USA, home of Washington, Jefferson and Lincoln.’ If the roles
were reversed and an American suddenly materialized in Moscow,
he would hear something like, ‘Welcome to Russia, land of Tolstoy,
Chekhov and Dostoyevsky.’” The instructor was right. Throughout our stay, I noticed people reading or reciting Mayakovsky,
Akhmatova or Pasternak. One of our Russian sponsors frequently
quoted Shakespeare, and she was by no means unusual. Russia embraces all the arts and sciences, however, not just the belles lettres.
Frescoes line the walls of churches; murals and mosaics ornament
many Metro stops; statues dominate public parks. The nearest lecture, symposium, concert or art exhibit is never more than a few
minutes away. During my sojourn I came not just to expect but to
rely on the spiritual enrichment created by this outpouring of art
and scholarship, an explosive creative energy that almost seemed to
emanate from the walls and float up through the pavement.
Too soon, we had to bid farewell to St. Petersburg and catch the
train for Moscow, as the date of our return to the U.S. was fast approaching. Packing my bags back in The Hotel Decrepit, I started to
take stock of our experience and discovered to my surprise that over
the weeks, amid the dust and crumbling masonry, I had become a
temporary aristocrat, a thirsty tourist with the leisure to write for
hours on end. Briefly freed from the duties of teaching and running a household, I had taken full advantage of this serendipity, but
that was only one of the benefits. I saw as well that my opinion of
the former Soviet colossus had undergone a sea change. Like most
Americans, at the outset I had viewed with irritation bordering on
contempt the shoddy infrastructure and bungling bureaucracy. Why
did Russians put up with this? Still, when I considered Russia’s
intellectual and artistic achievement, such inconveniences seemed
trifling. These ruminations continued during the final days and
hours of our stay, and by the time we boarded the 747 that would
take us home, my faint praise had deepened into true admiration for
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these tough, big-hearted people who vault over their collective national tragedies again and again, writing poems and symphonies as
they go. Meanwhile, we flew. And flew. When at last we staggered
through customs at JFK and emerged into the sparkling main terminal, I gazed in wonder at the well-stocked shops, abundant water
fountains and clean restrooms. Now I could buy whatever I needed
and drink all the water I wanted whenever I wanted it. But where
were the gold domes and white birches? Where were the virtuoso
subway musicians? The street corner bards reciting Pushkin at the
top of their lungs? Thrilled to be back in my native country, already
I missed the one I had left. Twelve hours later, I reached my doorstep, walked into my seemingly cavernous house and collapsed
on my ridiculously large bed, but as I drifted off I vowed never to
count Russia out—not in art, science, music, literature, architecture,
diplomacy, war, or anything else. So far I’ve kept my word.
Poetry Editor Carol Coffee Reposa was one of fifteen area scholars and
teachers receiving Fulbright-Hays Fellowships for study in Russia in
1995.

What I Learned on My Summer Vacation,
Ten Years Ago
Moumin Quazi

On June 30, 2005, I accompanied a study-abroad tour with a
group from the university where I worked to Scotland, Wales,
England, The Isle of Man, and Ireland. It was an exhilarating,
grueling, and eye-opening trip, with a lot of time spent zipping
from one place to another, with very little time to breathe. When
I got home, to catch my breath, I wrote the following ten retroactive dispatches: “Things I Learned on the Trip.”
July 4, 2005   I learned that the livestock in the Scottish,
Welsh, and Irish countryside are luckier than the cows and horses
here in West Texas. I never saw so many cows, sheep, and horses
lolling in thick, green grass, lying around and taking their ease, as
I did over there “across the Pond.” And their good fortune made
me wonder how any of us could ever take credit for being born
somewhere like the U.S., when it’s all just a kind of dumb luckof-the-draw or by the hand of a mysterious God whose choices
are to be wondered at, but never chalked up to our own merit.
July 5, 2005   I learned that frosted cereal can be touted on its
box as “ludicrously tasty” and actually be telling the truth. We ate
a variety of foods on the trip, including puddings, which don’t
resemble whatsoever “pudding” in America. Think bread pudding, rather than Jell-O brand pudding, and you’re closer to what
the Brits eat. Oh, and “blood pudding” is not as macabre as it
sounds; it’s actually a kind of sausage. Also, the fish and chips
can be really good, battered just right and tender and flaky, or
really junkfoody, just like certain foods here in the States. Also,
I noticed that sometimes the best food there was that which was
brought to the British Isles from other places—for example, curried dishes, pizza, and of course, the most “British” thing in the
world, tea (from India, by the way).
July 6, 2005   I learned that all these years I’ve shortchanged
the Romantic poets, especially William Wordsworth, who I
thought wasn’t as interested in Nature as he was in writing
about Nature. When I saw Rydal Mount and Grasmere in the
Lake District, where he lived and wrote, I thought much differently. That part of England is indescribably beautiful. When you

look out the window of Wordsworth’s study where he wrote,
“poetry is the spontaneous overflow of […] emotion recollected
in tranquility,” I now understand that he didn’t have to use his
imagination that much to conjure the beauty of Lake Windermere
or of the couple-of-hundred-year-old trees in his view, but that
when he did write about daffodils or other aspects of Nature out
of sight, he had some powerful memories to recall. Wordsworth
wasn’t one of those people who would say, “Hurry up and take
the picture so you can enjoy your present 2-minute visit later.”
Rather, I believe he would say, “Luxuriate in the beauty now,
live in it, drink in long drafts of life, and then you’ll be fortunate
enough, if you’re a poet, to have something to write about later.”
July 7, 2005   Our group always seemed to be on the fringe
of—or in the wake of—huge events. For example, we arrived in
Edinburgh, Scotland the day before the huge and peaceful “Make
Poverty History” protest, which was coordinated with the Live 8
concerts held world-wide and the G8 Summit held just a few miles
away at Gleneagles. I learned that not very many people in our bus
of 29 folks could name the eight rich nations represented there: the
U.S., the U.K., Russia, Germany, Japan, Italy, France, and Canada.
I learned that what makes the news in Europe doesn’t get much
air time here in the States. For example, there were many protest
riots in the nearby towns of Stirling and Bannockburn the day after
we left them. Also, the terrorist explosions in London on 7/7 (the
British equivalent of our own 9/11), which were eerily repeated on
7/21, happened while our group was in Wales, visiting the town
with the longest placename in the world: “llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllantysiliogogogoch,” which means, “Saint
Mary’s Church in the hollow of the white hazel near a rapid whirlpool and the Church of Saint Tysilio of the red cave.” I learned
that my inability to forget the song that helps me remember the
pronunciation of that name may well put me in my grave.
July 8, 2005   I learned that the Jedi Library in Episode 2
of Star Wars was inspired by the Trinity College Old Library,
a magnificent building that houses the Book of Kells, Ireland’s
most treasured artifact, other than the Guinness Brewery down
the street. This dark-wooded, miles-of-shelves, two-story high
library room housed the books that Jonathan Swift, Bram Stoker,
J. M. Synge, Oscar Wilde, Samuel Beckett, Edmund Burke, and
a slew of others checked out and found inspiration in. We remember the writers because they were great, but the legacy of Trinity
College reminds us that they, too, were taught once.
July 10, 2005   I learned that when you travel on a bus together
with a bunch of students and strangers, you can go on a two-week
trip without being formally introduced to not one, but two sets
of parents or grandparents. And that’s a shame, because I would
have liked to have heard their stories. In the end, when you think
about it, that’s what
we all have, whether
we’re American or
European, peaceful
or violent, Catholic or
Protestant, Christian
or Muslim, male or
female, Democratic
or Republican, poor
or wealthy, mobile or
homebound, travelers
Long Room of the Old Library
or tourists—our stoTrinity College, Dublin
ries. And those stories

are what make this life, like the wheels on that un-air-conditioned
bus we rode for the majority of our trip, go ’round and ’round.
July 11, 2005   I also learned that you have to watch what colors you wear in Ireland on certain days of the year. Just like you
don’t want to make the mistake of wearing red in the UT section
at the Cotton Bowl, wearing orange is a bad idea in Ireland on
July 12, the day that commemorates the Battle of the Boyne, the
most famous Irish battle in its long history. The day is a sore
point for the Catholic Irish majority, because it signals the imperialistic Protestant William III’s victory over the Catholic James
II at the River Boyne in 1690.
July 12, 2005   I learned that on a trip of any length, we’re all
annoying in our own way. Some folks may be late a time or two,
others may whistle like a bird or make silly noises just to pass the
time, others may talk incessantly, others may passive-aggressively
ignore you, others may throw bits of paper at you when you’re not
looking, others may hold people to standards to which they themselves aren’t willing to conform, others may laugh too loudly, others may scowl too much, others may take everything personally,
and others may unwittingly offend. If you go into a trip knowing
that everyone, including yourself, will bother someone, somehow,
then hopefully everyone will exercise a healthy measure of grace
and forgiveness with one another. At least it’s a good thought.
July 13, 2005   I learned that Pat Boone still wears white shoes.
He stayed at the same hotel that our group did in Ballybunion,
Ireland, and I just happened to bump into him in the lobby. He
was in Europe to sing at a concert. He’s very gracious; he gave
me an autograph that states, “To Moumin—God bless ya! Pat
Boone.” You never know when you’re going to meet a superstar
from another era, which brings me to my final entry.
July 14, 2005   I learned, as someone who once traveled as a
21-year-old college grad before he became the 42-year-old college professor he now is, that we—as teachers, parents, grandparents and chaperones—really are an older generation. The
students who went on this trip really are our own inevitable
replacements. They are now what we once were, and we will
be those whom they will grieve and remember one day. They
also are those who will come to the realization that this world is
geared to the young who are here today and who are yet to be. In
the end, all of us, young or old, will be forgotten someday, at least
here on earth. But—I don’t know about you—I’m not ready just
yet to be replaced, so why don’t we all agree to live it up today?
And with luck, maybe I’ll see you on the next trip.
Postscript: July 21, 2005

Summer Lovers
He comes like a tourist who winds
his way from trap to trap, gawking,
buying things he can’t live without,
carrying on as if each place was really
more than just a quickly fading memory
to be written down before it’s lost.
He comes like a child who loudly
aches to ride a screaming carnival
ride, his face smeared candy-red,
while wornout parents watch on, and
then moves on to the next amusement,
having forgotten the thrill of the last whirl.
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He comes like a bee that bumbles
from flower to lurid flower, its legs
heavy with yellow powder that hitches
a ride to the next stop, then gets off
in a hurry to keep a date that she
couldn’t possibly forget, but just might.
He comes like a man who kisses
her now, holding her head in his hands,
drawing her lips upward and close,
making her feel like she is his, only,
and then goes away as if he never
existed at all. Never. At all.
So, too, the writer comes, makes mark
on vellum or clay or paper or history,
on minds and hearts and souls, thoughts
made hard, words made flesh, then
leaves and fades, and returns in the traces
that are read long after death, maybe.

San Antonio Missions Declared a
World Heritage Site
The United Nations Educational,
Scientific, and Cultural Organization
(UNESCO) recently declared the San
Antonio Missions National Historical
Park a World Heritage Site. These 1031
sites are those deemed as being “of outstanding universal value and meet at
least one out of ten selection criteria,”
including bearing “a unique or at least
exceptional testimony to a cultural tradition or to a civilization which is living or
which has disappeared” and being “an outstanding example of a
type of building, architectural or technological ensemble or landscape which illustrates (a) significant stage(s) in human history.”
Mission Espada, one of four missions in the park, is pictured.

My First Week in Cape Town
James R. Adair

A robot is a traffic light,
A pudding is a cake,
A napkin’s for your baby’s butt,
Don’t make a dumb mistake!
Potjiekos a type of stew,
The driver’s on the right,
Koeksisters, sweet twisted dough,
No Northern Star at night.
Mealie-pap is served with braai,
Afrikaans for barbecue,
Biltong, fil-m, boerewors—
Back on the plane, I’m through!
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Short Fiction
An Evening with Jack
Woodrow Hopper

The night sky was crammed with stars. A harvest moon flashed
its silvery smile. The weather was clear, for now. One hundred
miles to the west a brisk wind was rounding up thunder clouds
and shoving them toward the city.
Inside Jack’s penthouse apartment moonbeams flowed through
the window. They merged with the pale blue haze radiating from
a TV mounted on the wall behind him. The newborn glow danced
around a plush leather chair in the center of the room. The remainder of the room was encased in near darkness. All the furnishings
were framed with ghostly shadows. The only sound in the room
came from the TV rebroadcasting a sermon by an evangelical
preacher housed in a mega-church a few miles north of Dallas.
Jack had been gazing out the window for quite some time. He
turned around and walked toward the TV, head slightly bowed. After few steps, he lifted up his chin and stared at the TV screen. A
one- hundred-member choir was wrapping up the final verse of “Just
a Closer Walk with Thee.” When the singing stopped, in came the
preacher. As soon as Jack caught sight of him he punched the volume button and squeezed his lips into an air-tight decisive line.
A preacher with a face of righteous ambition strutted across a
red carpet like a potentate on his way to coronation. As he moved
toward the podium, he pointed toward his wife who was sitting
proud in front row center. He blew her a kiss and mouthed something. It was impossible for Jack to tell what, but he supposed it
was a phony term of endearment. The congregation applauded
and cheered wildly; many stomped their feet. When the folderol
subsided the preacher closed his eyes, bowed his head, and held
his Bible aloft. He then engaged the congregation and TV viewers in a rambling prayer about sin and absolution and hope and
grace and the glory of the kingdom of God. After the perfunctory
“Amen” he opened his eyes, looked out over the congregation,
and eased into his sermon.
As he preached, it was his style to pace back and forth across
the stage like a prairie saint searching for sinners. While stalking about he often paused for emphasis beneath an enormous
wooden cross hanging high from the ceiling directly above the
podium. A wide crimson ribbon was draped across both sides of
the transverse beam, giving the illusion of a bloody crucifix.
Jack spun around on his heels and returned to the window. There
was no reason for him to listen. He had heard it all. The words the
preacher used on his followers always carried the same message every time he opened his mouth. The message was simple and straightforward: only the Christians who are faithful to the preacher and his
church and willing to cough up at least ten percent or more of their
earnings for the preacher’s benefit will be granted God’s gift of love
and everlasting life. According to the man on stage, this revelation
came to him in a dream in which Jesus told him it was so.

There was another reason for Jack not to listen. It had to do
with something that had happened three years ago. That was
when Jack got himself into trouble, and the preacher was a major
player in the swirl of family and legal drama that ensued.
Three years ago when Jack’s troubles had grabbed him by the
throat, he thought how wonderful it was that his parents received
comfort from religion when things got tough for them. For Jack,
things had gotten way beyond tough. His life was unraveling
right before his eyes, and he was at a loss as to what to do. So
he did what men do when their lives turn to shit and they realize they can’t buy or squirm their way out of trouble. They put
aside their skepticism about religion and embrace Christianity
with Oral Robert’s fervor. Jack took up the cross to help him
weather the wave of turmoil that had smashed his once-charmed
life to smithereens. And of course his attorney endorsed the plan.
It was the attorney’s law partner who recommended Jack employ the preacher from Dallas as his spiritual adviser, to help
him regain his wealth, power, and prestige that had evaporated
so abruptly because of a few bothersome technicalities. The partner said the preacher’s younger brother was a political appointee
serving as the chief of staff for the attorney general of the United
States. He assured Jack that the brother and his boss, the nation’s
top law enforcement officer, were staunch evangelicals just like
the preacher on TV. And for a political donation the boss would
most likely apply pressure on the Justice Department to have
them back off. So for Jack it was a no-brainer. The preacher was
the man for the job. He would be the one to deliver Jack from the
clutches of the law and return him to the pinnacle of success he
rightly deserved.
Unfortunately for Jack, the vetting process was horribly
flawed. Come to find out the preacher and his brother and his
brother’s boss weren’t on the same wavelength. In the end Jack’s
religion, based on legal exigencies coupled with slipshod vetting,
and a new and improved extra-marital dalliance, caused him a
world of hurt. The salve of salvation rubbed on his soul by the
preacher did no good.
Tonight Jack was having troubling thoughts. To make matters
worse he was drinking heavily, tossing down drinks like there
was no tomorrow.
Jack took a break from the TV program and began to reminisce
about his times with Sherri, his wife in another life. He had been
smitten by her beauty the moment he laid eyes on her and immediately wanted her for his wife. That was forty years ago. Much
had happened since that chance encounter at a college frat party.
He hadn’t spoken to her in over a year, and he longed to hear her
voice.
He turned from the window and moved toward the leather
chair. On his way he reached into his suit coat pocket and pulled
out his cell phone. He stopped in front of the chair and placed
a call to Sherri. After four rings he heard a familiar click that
signaled the voice mail was poised to engage. He thought about
leaving a message, but then thought better. He pressed the end
call key. His contemplation swung back into motion.
He had a lot going on inside his head. All this emotional and
legal garbage was gnawing at his gut. His soul was smoldering.
He was a man without anything to hope for.
He slumped down into the chair, leaned forward, and grabbed
an unloaded but cocked 9-mm handgun from the coffee table. He
locked the sights on the preacher’s chest and squeezed the trigger. When the hammer snapped shut he mouthed, “POW,” while

simultaneously jerking the end of the barrel upward to simulate
recoil.
Next he gripped the handle tightly. Using his other hand he
racked the slide to the rear and locked it in place. He picked up
a fully loaded magazine from the table and slammed it into the
handle, tapping it against the heel of his other hand, then pressed
the slide release button. He opened his jaw wide and placed the
barrel to the roof of his mouth. Jack looked like a fool sucking on
a big black straw.
He flicked off the safety, knowing that when he squeezed the
trigger tight enough a bullet would begin its unstoppable journey
to penetrate the roof of his mouth, slice through his corpus callosum and splatter blood and bits of skull and chunks of brain
everywhere. Knowing full well it takes slightly less than three
ounces of pull pressure to interrupt his life, he took a deep breath,
held it, and began to squeeze the trigger ever so gently. He didn’t
want to rush things.
At about two ounces of pressure a soft plea from Jack’s left
said in a delicate whisper, “Don’t do it, my son.”
The pensive plea was immediately followed by a raspy voice
from the right, “Pull the trigger, you miserable, mendacious schlep. Get it over with for Christ’s sake.” That harsh statement was
followed by a growl that would make Dick Cheney’s skin crawl.
Jack was stunned. He released pressure on the trigger. The two
voices were so close he could feel their breath flowing across the
tiny hairs inside his ears.
His heart began pounding like a frightened quail, brain chewing furiously on this din of voices, trying to make sense of what
he had heard. Cocking both eyebrows, he rolled his orbs right
then left several times, examining the darkness, searching for
the source of the voices. He saw nothing except shadows lurking
round the edges of furniture.
He assured himself the voices were real, not imaginary. So he
supposed someone was in the room, and he had to take a closer
look. He removed the barrel from his mouth, set the safety and
placed it beside a 17th-century King James Version of the Bible
he had purchased three years earlier. His eyes roamed the room
once more; seeing nothing he dropped his gaze to the coffee table, moving his eyes from the weapon to the Bible, and back to
the handgun.
He rolled his tongue around inside his mouth to wipe away the
metallic taste left by the barrel. A swipe of the tongue didn’t kill
the taste. The voices still stomped around inside his head. He
picked up the bottle and poured a shot down his throat. The whiskey washed away the taste but did nothing to quell the voices;
they remained jarringly real. What should he do next? he wondered.
After a few minutes of thought, he was struck by an idea only a
man on the edge could come up with. Maybe he should call God
and ask him about his predicament, perhaps ask him what Jesus
would do in a situation such as his.
He flicked on the light sitting on the table beside him then removed his cell phone from his suit pocket and rested it in the
palm of his hand. It was the latest electronic gadget on the market, no bigger than a deck of cards and no thicker than a few of
the wafers you get at Holy Communion.
Jack decided to take a gamble. He used his finger to touch three
numbers on the key pad corresponding to the letters G-O-D,
knowing full well he had not dialed a real number, but thinking
what the hell, miracles happen. Since the number was four digits
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short of the seven required by some scientific law of nature, he anticipated it would go straight to nowhere. To his surprise a split second
after he punched the number he heard three electronic beeps.
There was a moment of silence as the signal bounced off cell
towers. The signal found its mark and began to ring. Jack dropped
his hand from his ear and examined the tiny LED screen. Seeing
that it was flashing, connected, his pulse accelerated. He quickly
returned it to his ear.
At the end of the third ring a voice came on the line. But the
voice wasn’t human. It was one of those artificial intelligence
voices created by computer nerds in Silicon Valley, the same
ones that invented digital crack that Americans are hooked on.
The voice said, “Welcome, you have reached God’s Kingdom.
For security purposes your call may be monitored or recorded.
Please listen carefully because our menu has changed. If you are
calling from a touch tone phone please press 1. If you are calling
from a rotary phone, please stay on the line and a representative
will be with you shortly.”
Jack’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. In less than a nanosecond
he pressed 1 and returned the phone to his ear, holding it tight to
make sure he didn’t miss the next set of instructions.
A moment passed, then the voice said, “Press 1 for Spanish;
press 2 for English.”
He lowered the cell phone and pressed 2. In his haste to return
the phone to his ear he almost dropped it, muttering curses for his
clumsiness. Jack liked to be perfect and in control at all times.
His moment of clumsiness signaled neither control nor perfection.
The voice said, “Press 1 for God, press 2 for angels, press 3
for miracles, press 4 for other options. If you know your party’s
extension you may enter it now followed by the pound sign, otherwise press 5 for directory assistance.”
Jack wanted to speak to God, so he pressed 1.
The voice said, “God is currently busy, but your salvation is
very important to us, and he will be with you momentarily. Your
expected wait time is approximately seven minutes. For your listening pleasure we will fill your waiting time with music.”
Jack was not a patient man, but since patience was warranted
he stayed on the line. And a seven-minute wait for a guy like God
isn’t half bad. A variety of New Age hymns as well as hymns by
long-dead theologians filled Jack’s ear to help him endure the
trauma of wait time. As he listened to the music he thought about
what was happening, trying his best to figure it out. He was confused and excited at the same time. He leaned back in the chair
and made himself comfortable. His mind cleared, and for the first
time in a long time he felt at peace. Before long he was tapping
his foot on the floor and drumming the fingers of his free hand on
the armrest of his chair to the beat of the music. A few seconds
later Jack was overcome by the odd sensation that he was on the
cusp of a C. S. Lewis moment.
He glanced at the TV screen. The preacher was waving a Bible
around his head like a lariat; his beautiful new bride was sporting
that familiar smile she wears after an orgasm. Jack frowned. He
turned away, his face now blank, eyes staring out at the darkness
on the other side of the cavernous study, cell phone pressed tight
to his ear. A moment later his ear felt hot and sweaty. He stood up
and approached the window.
The moon was covered with clouds. It was raining and the
wind was howling, whipping the trees and causing them to shed
leaves and dead branches. He looked down at the rain-soaked
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street. There weren’t many cars moving around, and the few that
were were creeping slowly, headlights searching the darkness.
Three minutes passed as Jack stared at the street. His ear was
beginning to feel pain.
A singer was crooning “Give Me Jesus.” In the middle of the
song the music stopped.
Jack’s body tensed. He turned on his heels and hurried back to
the chair, sitting down on the edge, spine ramrod straight.
The voice said, “Full name, please.”
Jack cleared his throat. “Jackson Spaulding Rains,” he replied.
Then he leaned forward, fingertips stroking his brow.
A short silence followed by a request, “Mother’s maiden
name?”
“Elizabeth Mae O’Donnell,” said Jack.
“One moment, please,” replied the voice.
This time the silence was longer, giving Jack time to think
about the questions. It hit him like a slap upside the head that he
had not actually connected with the kingdom of God and that he
was being duped by someone speaking in a computer-like voice,
and he had divulged his mother’s maiden name, a critical piece
of personal data. He chided himself for being such a dimwit and
became concerned about identity theft.
The voice returned, asking him for his address.
Feeling betrayed by his gullibility and eager to gain control of
the situation, Jack decided to give a false address to throw the
thief a curve ball. This way he could play along and maybe gain
insight into who they were and what they were after, so he said,
“1321 E. 19th, New York, New York 10006.” He pursed his lips
and thought to himself, next the bastard will ask for my social
security number, followed by my bank account. After a moment
he asked himself, why on earth would someone who is prepared
to blow his brains to smithereens be worried about identity theft?
The voice said, “Mr. Rains, apparently you’ve moved recently.
Give me a moment while I update your record.” Then a faint
noise like the clicking of keys on a keyboard was audible. The
clicking stopped, followed by total silence. After a few minutes,
Jack’s eyebrows narrowed into a scowl. He became fidgety. He
glanced at the LED screen and saw that he was still connected.
That calmed him down a notch or two.
A minute later the voice said, “Update completed. Since you
now live in a vacant lot you must be homeless. Correct?”
Jack was startled by the question, caught off guard. He was
unable to speak for a moment. He wondered how the voice knew
the address was a vacant lot. Then he remembered that when he
was a young boy his Sunday school teacher taught him that God
knows everything. “Yes,” said Jack. “I live in a refrigerator box.”
“I’m sorry to hear that. Let me make a note. I’m also sorry to
inform you God just left a moment ago to attend a meeting with
the apostles. He’ll be off the throne for quite some time. May I
put you in touch with anyone else? Oh, sorry! Excuse me, please
hold for a moment. I’ll be right back.”
Jack heard two clicks in rapid succession. He suspected that
they must be onto his game, and the joke about the box didn’t
help, so the clicks signaled an impending disconnect. He glanced
at the LED screen. Sure enough he was still connected.
At first Jack agonized, and then he had an odd sensation that
someone must be on the line. So he said, “Hello, anybody there?”
He heard another click, followed by silence. Placing the phone
tighter to his ear, he picked up the faint sound of papers being
shuffled, followed by a muffled conversation in the background.

He stopped breathing and listened more closely. He couldn’t
make out what they were saying, but he was positive someone
was talking to someone else. He relaxed a bit and got back to
thinking.
Suppose he was actually on the line with God’s representative
in heaven. But you know how cell phones are, Jack thought. You
often get cut off when you’re on hold. “Man, this is the chance
of a lifetime, don’t screw it up,” Jack mumbled. He decided to
change his plan before he was inadvertently disconnected. At the
beginning of the conversation he was told that everything was being recorded. The recording process was a key element that drove
his revised course of action. Instead of waiting for the operator to
come back on the line, he would take charge and hope what he had
to say would be perceived as a confession by cell phone.
When Jack confessed his sins to the preacher three years earlier, he used a process he called selective amnesia to make damn
sure he didn’t reveal anything incriminating. But tonight he
would handle things differently. Tonight he intended to speak the
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me God.
Because he was afraid he might be disconnected at any moment,
he had a legitimate reason to get his story on record as quickly
as possible.
So he took a deep breath and said, “I need help and I need
it now. For over twenty years I ran the most successful hedge
fund in the world. Three years ago federal investigators rolled
in on me and accused me of insider trading. My attorney and the
federal prosecutor haggled back and forth for a year. After the
talking stopped, I agreed to what the legal world calls a negotiated settlement. I took the deal to get the feds off my back and
allow me to get on with my life. The deal included a deferredprosecution agreement which gave the feds the right to pursue
criminal charges at a later date. My attorney assured me it was
a good deal because the feds never use the deferred-prosecution
clause when the accused offers to pay a hefty fine. So I signed the
deal and paid millions to put the matter behind me. Six months
later the FBI arrested me and charged me with insider trading as
well as other charges regarding financial irregularities too numerous to defy imagination. The prosecutor said in an interview on
national TV that I was a shyster leading a gang of thieves making
tricky insider deals, as well as the brains behind the nation’s longest running Wall Street heist. She said that I was super wealthy
before I started my hedge fund, but greed snared my heart, and I
got richer afterwards by nefarious means.
“After I was arrested, a writer for the New York Times went so
far as to refer to me and my partners as a coterie of professional
cheats. He wrote that we were living large in penthouses high
above Gotham counting gold bullion and sipping Dom Perignon.
There have been a slew of damaging articles about me and my
case as well as two unflattering film documentaries. The documentary produced by the fat guy from Michigan was the worst of
the bunch. His was a cheap shot, way over the top. I sued him for
slander but the case was dismissed on a technicality.
“The prosecutor offered me another plea deal, eight years in
prison and another hefty fine. But I’m mad and I’m the kind of
guy who likes to win. I still had enough money to retain topnotch lawyers to ensure acquittal, so I said no thanks, which was
tantamount to shooting the feds the middle finger. Battle lines
were drawn and battalions of lawyers from both armies moved to
the courthouse in big black SUVs.
“Before the courtroom battle started, the media attention

helped shoot down my hedge fund, leaving it looking like a firebombed Dresden.
“My lawyer’s strategy was simple: convince the jury that I had
made trading decisions based on sound, legitimate in-house research and not through illegal tips from insiders.
“At trial my attorney hit the government hard, calling their case
a sham and pure make-believe. Then he zeroed in on the government’s witnesses, branding them as liars and turncoats looking to
blame others. Although the prosecutor produced over two hundred hours of secretly taped phone calls recorded by the scumbags at the FBI, my attorney did an outstanding job of countering
the damage the tapes caused and proving that the feds were taking the conversations out of context.
“Sherri hung with me during the trial; her support would have
made Hillary swoon.
“The jury deliberated for three long, agonizing weeks. But I’m
thinking that’s a good sign. That maybe these twelve working
class jokers are having trouble figuring out all this financial stuff
that the common man knows nothing about. So I’m confident I’ll
walk free.
“When Sherri and I heard the jury had reached a verdict we
raced to the court house. The jury entered the courtroom all somber and stone faced. Not a good sign, right? But I’m still betting
on the best acquittal money can buy. The foreman handed the
judge the verdict. When the verdict was read aloud I was found
guilty on every single count. Appeals were made but they fell on
deaf ears.
“So having said all of that, if you look up the definition of ‘inside trader’ in a Funk and Wagnall’s dictionary, my mug shot
appears.
“I’ve been out on bond, but that’s coming to an end. I’m scheduled to report to prison tomorrow to begin serving a twenty-five
year sentence. That’s a life sentence for a man my age.
“My friends deserted me. My kids are in hiding and won’t talk
to me. They won’t even let me speak to my grandchildren.
“Then a new problem popped up. It was that unfortunate tryst
with the preacher’s 32-year-old third wife. Yes, she’s his third
wife and was the church accountant before he left his second one
who was the church secretary but who fell overboard on a sea
cruise to Alaska. Her body was never found. The first one died
when she fell down the stairs at home.
“And then there were those incriminating and sordid photos of
me and the preacher’s wife that Sherri found on my cell phone
after the trial ended, followed by the string of e-mails between
me and the preacher’s wife that Sherri’s attorney retrieved from
the phone company.
“Needless to say Sherri wasn’t a happy wife. She filed for divorce, saying to my face the last time we were together that my
life had become more dysfunctional than a patient in a hospital
for the criminally insane.”
Jack’s mouth was dry and his voice had grown weak. He
coughed and licked his lips before continuing.
“Between fines, attorney’s fees, the loss of my business, the
nation’s financial collapse, the implosion of the world economy,
judgments from civil suits, the obscene amount of money I had
to pay the preacher and his wife to keep their mouths shut, the
settlement I paid Sherri to end our marriage, the money I paid
to keep my kids and grandkids happy, and the lockdown of my
funds by the feds, I’m busted.
“After the verdict I steeled myself to face up to my fate, but
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over the last week the steel has crumbled to dust. At this moment
I’m more afraid than I’ve ever been in my life. Help me, please,
help me. I beg you to help me. Since God’s out of the office,
please put Jesus on the line.”
A moment later a female voice came on the phone. She said, “I
assure you, Mr. Rains, I have heard and recorded everything you
have said and you have touched my heart deeply. I’m positive
that Jesus would like to speak with you.
With a quiver in his voice Jack said, “Thank you.”
“Oh, you’re quite welcome. But I’m sorry to say this, but if
God’s gone for the day that means that both Jesus Christ and the
Holy Spirit are out of pocket, too. Remember when you were
10 years old and enrolled in Sunday School at Foster Baptist
Church, your Sunday school teacher, Mrs. J. E. Goodman, explained to you the Holy Trinity. She’s that same fine Christian
woman who wrote that lovely inscription in the Bible she gave
you when you were elevated from primary to secondary Sunday
School. Now tell me you don’t recall her informing you that the
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit are actually one and the same. That
means where God goes so go the other two.”
“Yes,” Jack said. “I remember and I still have the Bible, someplace.”
She said, “If you would like to leave a message for God, I
will connect you to his voicemail, or I will be happy to have
your confession typed up and forwarded to him for his perusal.
But I must caution you that the typing pool is swamped with
work and it may take as long as eighteen months to get done.
And then there’s the review process. First, it has to be reviewed
by a committee chaired by Mary Magdalene and made up of selected apostles, angels, and other notables. After that comes another committee. It is the committee of the resurrected chaired
by Moses. I’m not supposed to do this, but I’ll make a note to
have Mrs. Goodman placed on your review committee. If you
clear that hurdle your file will be forwarded by mail to God for
action. Unfortunately that resurrection review process can take
up to three years, maybe longer, depending on the availability of
committee members. If that’s not satisfactory then I’ll be happy
to return you to the main menu or transfer you to a representative
for further spiritual counseling.”
Jack was startled by her knowledge of his past life. He had
given out only a minuscule amount of information, but she knew
personal things about him that people who had known him for
years didn’t know. He swallowed hard. In a child-like voice he
said, “This is a dire emergency—representative please.”
She said, “Have a blessed day.”
He heard three clicks, then silence. The silence grew to one
minute, then two minutes. Jack looked at the phone and the
screen was black. His mood darkened. He placed the phone to
his ear and said, “Hello, hello, anybody there?”
Total silence.
He raised his voice three octaves, which made him sound like a
castrated tenor. “Can you hear me? Hello. Hello.”
He dropped his gaze to the LED screen once again; it was still
pitch black. He leaned back his head and roared, “Holy shit!”
He punched the redial icon. He gave it the kind of punch he had
used when he thumped his attorney in the chest and threatened to
kill him after the verdict was read. All he got from his attorney
was a bill. All he got when he punched the cell phone was a busy
signal.
He tried again; still busy.
He tried once more; again a busy signal.
38
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Now he was beyond furious; rage engulfed him. His face
hardened, his jaw clenched. He stood up and hurled a string of
profanities before kicking the coffee table. The kick drove the
court’s electronic monitoring bracelet into his ankle. He expelled
a savage, inhuman cry.
He shoved the phone into his pocket. With shoulders hunched
like an old man, he hobbled to the window, his head shaking a
mouth full of gritting teeth. At the window he cursed profusely at
the darkness outside. He wanted to strike the window with his fist
and shatter it and toss the cell phone out into the night.
The rain had stopped and the stars were shining, but the moon
was nowhere in sight. It had moved out of sight in its nightly
journey across the sky. He felt helpless, more alone than ever
before. He pressed his forehead to the glass to cool his fiery
headache, standing dead still for almost fifteen minutes looking
down at the wet street, his mind spinning out of control. He finally pulled himself together and pushed himself away from the
window. With a few tottering steps he returned to the chair and
flopped down.
He grabbed the bottle from the coffee table and pulled it to his
lips. He tilted his head back. The bottle, like his life, was empty.
He hurled the bottle across the room. It hit the TV with a bang,
shattering the screen into a spider web of cracks. He glanced
down at the Bible, and then the handgun.
He sighed and was about to give up when he realized there was
another possibility. Perhaps he could call an associate, a man of
his own kind, regarding his current state of affairs and ask him
why this was happening to him and what he should do about it.
But he couldn’t remember his associate’s phone number.
He removed his cell phone from his pocket, holding it in the
palm of his hand as if weighing it on the scales of introspection
and self-justice. He picked up the handgun and released the safety. Then he wept like a baby, hot tears rolling down his cheeks.
A few minutes later he wiped his eyes with the palm of one
hand. Holding the handgun with the other hand he opened the Bible with the tip of the barrel. Using the tip of the barrel he flipped
through the onion-skin pages until he came to the last book in the
New Testament. He removed his readers from his shirt pocket
and placed them on his nose. Still using the barrel as a finger he
slowly turned the pages until he found what he was looking for.
And then he read aloud the sacred words of God in Chapter 13,
Verse 18 several times. Buried in the text was the phone number
he was looking for.
Jack pressed one key on the cell phone three times, then lifted
the phone to his ear. It rang only once, and then a raspy voice
came on the line. “Hello, Schlep, I’ve been expecting your call,”
followed by that familiar growl.

Censorship, Yesterday and Today
This year marks the centenary of the death of Anthony Comstock (1844–1915), a United States postal inspector and politician dedicated to enforcing Victorian morality in the public
square. Founder of the New York Society for the Suppression of
Vice, Comstock influenced Congress to pass the Comstock Law,
prohibiting the delivery by U.S. mail, or by other means, of “obscene, lewd, or lascivious” material, including information about
abortion, contraception, and venereal disease. In 1905 George
Bernard Shaw coined the term “Comstockery”: censorship. For
more, see “For Our Free Speech, We Have Censors to Thank,” by
Amy Werbel, The Chronicle of Higher Education Sep 17, 2015.

The Marchers: A Novel
Mo H Saidi

BOOK TWO: The Flood

continued from previous issue

Reza’s mother had become nauseated from
the jarring drive. She felt miserable and wondered why they had driven so far. She was
exhausted and filled with fearful anticipation. She was becoming really worried by
Mirza Hassan’s behavior and wondered why
they had blindfolded her. Now this bumpy
ride and this annoying queasiness had added
to her misery. To minimize the nausea, she
kept herself still and resumed her murmured
prayers. She reached out and touched Bahram’s hand. He, in return, squeezed her hand. They both were in utter confusion and
waited patiently.
“Take off the man’s blindfold!” It was Mirza Hassan’s voice
ordering a guard or their driver.
Bahram looked around. He figured they were probably somewhere in a remote place outside the prison in the mountains. He
wondered what would come next. Were they after them, too? But
remembering Ayatollah Shooshtari’s connection, he felt sure he
and Reza’s mother would not be harmed, at least not today.
Mirza Hassan climbed out and entered the small stone walled
building. After a moment, he returned with another armed Revolutionary Guard, who carried a sheet of paper with sketches of
the area. This new guard squeezed into the Jeep next to Bahram
and pushed both of them aside. The engine started up again, and
the Jeep followed a narrow trail up the slope. After several hundred yards, the guide signaled the driver to stop.
“It’s right here.”
They were surrounded by small mounds of dirt, each of them
topped with two wooden posts. “The one you are looking for is
over there on the right hand side, among the third row of mounds,
the fifth heap,” the guide said.
Bahram suddenly realized these were rows of mass graves.
Now there was not a shred of hope that Reza was alive. But
Reza’s mother, who was still blindfolded, held her breath and
waited for a word. For her it was going to be the moment of truth,
the dreadful reality that was about to strike her without mercy.
Mirza Hassan and the driver followed the guard to one of the
mounds. The guide turned his flashlight on the post and illuminated the numbers on the wooden post. He found Reza’s serial
number on the bottom of the stick and said, “This is him, the
bottom number.”
“Go and bring his mother here,” Mirza Hassan told the driver. “How about the guy?” “Sure, bring both of them.” The driver
ordered Bahram to help Reza’s mother out of the Jeep. Bahram
followed the guard’s flashlight, saw rows of mounded dirt with
short wooden posts as far as the beams of light could penetrate
the dark and shapeless air. They were in a huge cemetery. He
pulled Reza’s mother by the hand but did not find the courage
to tell her what they were walking through. Stumbling along on
the rocky dirt path between the mass graves, Reza’s mother felt
all hope seep away from her. She was beginning to suspect the
worst. Her dream that Mirza Hassan would take them to Reza’s
prison cell faded. She had no idea what she was about to experi-

ence; she only knew it was going to be tragic.
They reached the row of graves where Mirza Hassan and the
guide were standing.
“Hey, woman, you may remove your blindfold now,” Mirza
Hassan commanded Reza’s mother.
The first thing she saw was a wooden pole atop a mound of dirt.
Then she saw rows and rows of poles rising from graves. At once,
the grim reality of Reza’s fate became clear to her. In the thick
darkness of the night, the flashlights in the hands of the three
Revolutionary Guards illuminated myriads of posts. It looked as
if they were standing in the middle of a hellish, scorched forest.
Fraught with misery, Reza’s mother could not utter a single word,
not even the verses of the Quran that usually comforted her. Her
soul was extirpated of all hope. She wished fervently she could
stop breathing right there.
Mirza Hassan pushed Reza’s mother roughly toward the post
and snarled, “This is your son’s grave. He was buried here with
four other traitors.”
There was a moment of silence. Reza’s mother stared at the
mound of rocky soil and the post planted in its center. The
crooked wooden sign nailed to the pole displayed five rows of
numbers. In the dim light of a flashlight, she touched the numbers
and wondered which one belonged to Reza.
“The bottom number is your son,” Mirza Hassan explained.
She felt the coldness of the post and the flat sign, touched the
numbers, and collapsed while still holding to the post.
Mirza Hassan and the guards left Reza’s mother and Bahram
alone and returned to the Jeep. Bahram grasped the old lady’s
shoulders and held her by the side of the grave and then turned
and tried to read the serial number. He picked up the flashlight
from the trail and illuminated the post and read Reza’s serial
number a few times to remember it. Reza’s mother was now
weeping and calling Reza by name, marking the dirt with her
bare hands, sobbing. She recited verses of the Quran and limped
in a circle around the post.
Bahram was awestruck by her anguish and desperately searched
for words he hoped would alleviate some of her pain. Now she
began to weep loudly and then collapsed again. When she recovered her composure, she raised her covered head and touched the
post again. She dug her fingers into the rough dirt and searched
for something other than dirt.
Mirza Hassan and the driver were still chatting away near
the Jeep, and the guide was still standing nearby, watching the
mother. He had seen similar situations almost every night, and
by now he had become insensate to the victims’ reactions. The
guide heard Bahram repeating the number. Bahram now knew he
would never forget that number, for it was similar to his date of
birth: 41337, the fourth month, thirteenth day and the year of 37.
“How can they kill so many people?” Reza’s mother whispered.
The guide, who had heard her, dismissed the question. “They
are better off dead than alive. Anyhow, they were nothing but a
bunch of criminals, anti-Islamic spies.”
Reza’s mother wailed again, “My son was no spy. He loved the
Imam.” Then her voice grew woeful. “My son was a star. He was
one of the best soldiers of the Revolution. Oh, my baby! Who
wasted your smile, harmed your face, and tortured your body?”
The guide became annoyed and turned around and walked toward the Jeep.
The moans of the distraught mother blew across the graves, her
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sobs turned into howls, shrieks. “Speak to me, my beloved Reza.
Tell me about your last day!”
Mirza Hassan came back to them and dismissed her wailing.
“Your time is up. Get back into the Jeep.”
Reza’s mother clung to the post and grasped a handful of dirt
and dropped it over her covered head, her scarf. Her tears rolled
down over her dusty face and left thin streaks of mud. In that late
night and high above in the heavens, the stars were twinkling,
ignorant of human tragedies, crimes, and misfortune, Reza’s
mother’s pains and grief.
“Hey, get up. We must go,” Mirza Hassan commanded. “This
is all I can do for you tonight.”
The guide who had joined Mirza Hassan also became annoyed
by Reza’s mother’s wailing and yelled, “Keep your voice down,
woman!”
The driver dragged them back to the car, reattached their blindfolds, and pushed them inside.
************
A cool, dusty breeze penetrated the Jeep as the vehicle bounced
over the narrow gravel road. They made a sharp turn, and after
another climb over a rocky surface entered a smooth, paved road.
Mirza Hassan turned his head and looked at Reza’s mother and
Bahram and was satisfied with their tight blind- folds.
Reza’s mother was filled with the deep desire to know of her
son’s last days. In a soft mournful voice she begged Mirza Hassan, “Please tell me, the mother who has lost her most beloved
one, what happened to him, and why is he dead?”
Annoyed by the question, Mirza Hassan responded with a
sneer in his rough voice, “Lady, your son was a spy for foreign
agents. His heart and his mind were poisoned with devilish ideas.
He associated with scum, with people who want to destroy our
beloved Islam. He betrayed the glorious Revolution and revolted
against the Imam.”
Waving aside his political rhetoric, Reza’s mother begged him
again, “Would you please tell me how was he executed?”
There was a long silence. Finally, Mirza Hassan replied in a
voice dripping with sarcasm, “For now, all you need to know is
that Reza is dead.”
The Jeep made the final turn into the parking lot of Evin Prison.
They had barely arrived, when Mirza Hassan impatiently ordered
Bahram and Reza’s mother to remove their blindfolds, get out
of the Jeep, and leave. Bahram supported Reza’s mother as they
stumbled to their car. Then he turned to Mirza Hassan. “I am
going to call Ayatollah Shooshtari about the visit. Please tell me
your name in case he asks me.”
“Tell him Colonel Mirza Hassan took you to the site,” Mirza
Hassan said, “but let me remind you that the family is not permitted to mourn Reza’s death in any manner whatsoever. Islam
doesn’t permit mourning for a traitor. You are prohibited from
conducting a memorial service. You must not light candles in a
mosque for him. The enemies of the Islamic Revolution deserve
no respect. The only other person who may know about Reza’s
fate is his father. You and the family will be severely punished if
this news gets out.”
Already shaken by the events of the night, Bahram was deeply
dismayed at this strict injunction but knew they had to accept
these conditions without protest.
“If you obey my instructions, we may give you more information about his offenses and charges, and his last days in prison.”
“The parents may want to move the body to their family mau40
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soleum. Can they be permitted to arrange that?”
“Reza will stay where he is. The place is not accessible, but
we’ll observe the situation for the next few months, and depending on how well the parents handle the secret about this spy, we
will let you know more about his situation. They must avoid displaying any grief. We may allow a private and brief memorial
service, but that may require some donation. It will help for the
family to go ahead with their good faith donation to the Imam’s
foundation anyhow.”
Bahram was not surprised by these cruel conditions, but he
kept his dis- content to himself. Exhausted physically and mentally, he needed to know one more thing on behalf of the parents.
“How are we going to receive more information?”
Mirza Hassan said, “In two months you may call Ayatollah
Shooshtari’s secretary. Don’t even bother calling earlier. First we
will see how the family handles the matter.”
************
Bahram and Reza’s mother returned home at dawn and found
Reza’s father waiting for them. He had been up all night and
begged them for information immediately. “How is Reza doing?”
Reza’s mother, exhausted beyond all measures, hobbled into
the living room without responding. She sat on the carpet next
to the coffee table and began to weep. Reza’s father knelt by her
side and tried to console her.
“He’ll survive this. I know our son. He’s strong!”
Bahram felt immense pity for the father. Reza’s mother stopped
wailing just long enough to sigh, “Our son is dead. He is gone.”
Reza’s father became mute and covered his face with his hands.
Then he said, “Are you positive?”
“Reza is dead. He’s been dead for months. He is buried in a
mass grave in the mountains.”
The father wept and cried out, “I was afraid of this. I suspected
this all along.”
************
The flight attendant brought breakfast. Cyrus had very little
appetite. He simply couldn’t remove the image of Reza’s grave
from his mind. He urgently wished to inquire about Bahram, but
looking at Shirin’s teary eyes, he avoided that. He was also in a
state of shock himself and was afraid of a more horrific report.
He didn’t have strength to hear another tragic story.
Deep in troubled thought, Shirin sipped her coffee. They
worked on their breakfast. Gradually Shirin recovered and felt
some boost from the strong coffee and tried to concentrate on the
tasty omelet and the side dish of hot broiled potatoes.
“Where are you planning to go now?” Cyrus asked Shirin. “I
will stay in Frankfurt with a friend until I hear from Bahram.”
“Is he okay?”
Shirin sighed. “He is alive but in great danger. About three
months ago, he was released from Evin Prison on the condition
that he would not leave the country and would be available at
any time for further interrogation. He was under close observation wherever he went. He could not visit any of our friends and
comrades for fear of betraying them to the Revolutionary Guards
who were following him.”
“Did you contact him before you left?”
“No, I couldn’t, because just a few days ago a friend told me
that Bahram had gone underground and would attempt to flee
the country.” Shirin thought about Bahram’s precarious situation,
remembering Reza’s fate and that of many other students. “The
only chance Bahram has is to get out of Iran as soon as possible.”

“How can he manage to escape?” Cyrus wondered.
“Across the Iranian-Turkish border. I will know more about
him when I see our friends in Frankfurt.”

Chapter Twenty-Nine

The Iran-Iraq War Reached Its Climax in 1983
By the spring of 1983, the Iran-Iraq war had reached its climax,
its most ferocious phase. Iraq captured nearly one third of Iran’s
oil-rich province of
Khuzestan. Khoramshahr, the largest Iranian port city on the
Persian Gulf, had been leveled to the ground. Many cities near
the Iraqi border were either occupied or vacated by the revolutionary government because of heavy bombardment by the Iraqis.
The Islamic government was using the war to ignite patriotism
in the population, to enhance the morale of the military forces, to control its political opponents, and to strengthen its grip
on power. For a short while, they allowed a few popular daily
newspapers to resume publication, hoping to gain more support
among the people, and Revolutionary Guards stopped breaking
into private parties and abandoned their nightly checkpoints for
un-Islamic behavior. However, the war also had given the government an easy excuse to suppress the remaining political opponents. The mullahs were well aware that the Soviet Union and
Nazi Germany used wars to eradicate liberals and terrorize their
people. So it was not a surprise for anyone who saw the Iranian
people set aside their opposition to clergy and rise up ferociously
in defense of their country. They swelled the ranks and files of the
military forces and changed the course of the war. They stopped
the advance of the Iraqis, and eventually forced them into retreat.
Once the Iraqis had been driven back inside their original borders,
many Iranians, especially the opposition groups such as the Mojaheddin and the Fadayan, objected to a continuation of the war. But
Ayatollah Khomeini, with dreams of capturing the Shiite shrines
in the holy cities of Najaf and Karbala and the oil-rich southern
Iraq, ordered the army to continue the war. Any opposition to the
war became another easy excuse for the clergy to repress moderate
political groups and to decimate the enemies of the regime like the
Mojaheddin, Fadayan factions, and the nationalists.
In order to survive, the Mojaheddin group contacted the Iraqi
government and sought its support for their own struggle inside
Iran. In the summer of 1984, Mojaheddin members joined an
Iraqi military company in their attack against n Iranian base in
the southwestern mountains of Iran. They held a town and several villages for a few weeks. Mojaheddin fighters killed a large
number of Revolutionary Guards and destroyed their offices.
When Iranian reinforcements eventually recaptured the town
and its surrounding villages, the Mojaheddin fighters retreated to
their base in Iraq. That incident started a new crackdown against
intellectuals and any group that opposed the rigid Islamic government. Another wave of terror and persecution swept over Iran.
Meanwhile, Tehran suffered a terrible heat wave. Pollution
reached dangerous levels, while officials issued health warnings
and instructed people to stay indoors. A water shortage and electrical blackouts added to the hardship of residents of the capital.
At the same time, the war with Iraq had entered its fourth year
with no end in sight and continued to exert massive pressure on
the nation’s resources. Ordinary people suffered from severe
shortages of essential supplies and had no means to express their
discontent. Even in the face of regional and international efforts

for mediation to end the war, Ayatollah Khomeini’s unwavering
determination to push on with the war continued unabated.
************
Shirin invited Shirin’s brother Morteza to dinner in their apartment. A light breeze was blowing in the streets, but the air in
the living room had remained sultry and stuffy. Because of the
power shortage, a government decree prohibited the use of air
conditioners in the houses and offices. Simple fans replaced air
conditioners, but all that the fans were doing was ineffectively
stirring the stale air.
On that night, Shirin prepared vegetable rice with roasted
chicken legs. Bahram set the table and prepared salad, and Morteza served the red wine that he brought from his own collection of
home-brewed wine to complement the dinner. Despite the heat,
the windows were shut and the curtains were pulled, so nobody
could see them drink wine or eavesdrop on their conversation.
Bahram commented on Morteza’s wine, “This is a great wine!
You are really getting good at winemaking.”
“Actually this is the last year’s vintage, a bit young,” Morteza
explained proudly. “It’s from seedless red Qazvin grapes.”
Dessert was vanilla ice cream topped with wild cherry syrup.
During dinner they talked about the nasty smog in Tehran, and
later, as always, the conversation turned to politics. Bahram
served fresh tea in the living room, while Shirin cleaned up the
dining room. The friends settled into a casual late evening conversation about their work and complained about the scarcity of
water, medicine, and books. Morteza was inclined to blame it all
on the Iran-Iraq war, which had already gone on for more than
four years. “The mullahs use war as an excuse for every failure.
Unfortunately, there is no end in sight. The mullahs will not start
peace negotiations because they believe God Almighty is only on
their side, and He will lead them to victory.”
“This could last as long as the Trojan War,” Bahram said, displaying his knowledge of antiquity.
“Instead of relying on their God, the mullahs should seek the
help of Odysseus to assure their victory,” Shirin retorted. She
was well versed in Greek and Roman literature, too.
“Since the Iraqis also believe God is with them, they will fight
until the end of time,” said Bahram. “There must be two Gods
in the Middle East, one in charge of Iran’s affairs, and the other,
Iraq’s.”
Morteza said, “In the killing fields of history / God is a neutral
observant/ In the war between Shiites and Sunnis / Allah is a
disinterested umpire.”
Shirin chuckled, “And what about the God of the Israelis?”
They all laughed. But the smile on Bahram’s face faded when
he began to discuss the fate of antiwar activists such as the Mojaheddin group. The government was persecuting them as collaborators who were helping the enemies of Islam.
“They are the enemies of the mullahs, and now the government
has found an effective excuse to destroy them,” Shirin said.
Morteza wondered, “Guys, who will be next?”
“We are! The Fadayans,” Bahram said. “Look, the mullahs are
eradicating organized political groups one after the other. Today
it’s the turn of the Mojaheddin, and tomorrow we will be their
victims.”
They became quiet. Shirin was filled with fear and pessimism.
Finally, she broke the silence with the question, “Seriously, when
will it be our turn?”
to be continued…
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San Antonio Small Presses
Wings Press

www.wingspress.com
Wings Press was founded in 1975.
Its publisher, editor and designer
since 1995, Bryce Milligan, strives to
produce multicultural books, ebooks,
fine chapbooks and broadsides that
enlighten the human spirit and enliven
the mind. All those ever associated
with Wings have been or are writers,
and they recognize writing as a
transformational form capable of changing the world, primarily
by allowing people to glimpse something of each other’s
souls. Good writing is innovative, insightful, broadminded 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 inks are soy and vegetable-based.

Shadow Knight’s Mate (2014)
Jay Brandon

Jack Driscoll is a member of a shadowy group
known as The Circle. Its members have stealthily
shaped America’s foreign and domestic policies
for over two centuries. But the Circle has been
broken. The country is under a bizarre nanotech
attack from … very rich terrorists? Space
invaders? Meanwhile, Europe is full of Jack
look-alikes intent on putting a price on his head,
the President intends to withdraw all American
forces from everywhere, and a major peace
conference is about to become a bloodbath. And then there’s this
girl… .
___________________________________

While Pecan Grove Press is undergoing a reorganization, it is not
accepting submissions.
___________________________________

Word Design Press

New and Forthcoming Titles from Wings Press
Blood Flower (2015)
Pam Uschuk

Sean Thomas Dougherty writes, “Like Lorca, Uschuk is a poet
of the duende … she views the poem as a vehicle
for fierce engagement with the body and its social
realities, often with a metaphysical awareness
that transcends and extends the corporeal into the
natural world… . This is an ecological poetics of
engagement, a mythic poetry—part Lorca, part
Rachel Carson.”

The Calculus of Falling Bodies (2015)
Geoff Rips

“I know what I have, but not how to hold it,” writes Geoff Rips in
his first full-length poetry collection. These poems span 40 years
during which the journalist-poet has undertaken
a deeply personal attempt to understand the
“mystery of things.” They parallel his interest
in the greater world but burrow deep inside his
own psyche in the attempt to find meaning. This
is the whole of life, seen by looking closely at
its parts.

Her Texas: Story, Image, Poem & Song (2015)
Donna Walker-Nixon

Her Texas is the most important anthology of
Texas writers in a generation. Multicultural and
multidisciplinary, it includes stories, essays,
memoirs, poetry, song lyrics, paintings, and
photographs by 60 Texas women.
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www.WordDesignStudio.com
Word Design Press, 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 The Marchers: A Novel by Mo H Saidi, which can be
purchased from book stores, amazon.com, or by direct request
from Word Design Press by contacting Olivia Hernandez at hernandezoly@gmail.com.

New from Word Design Press: The Marchers
This novel is based on the firsthand knowledge
of the author, Dr. Mo Saidi, who was born in
Iran and reared in a strict Muslim home, where
he was forbidden to play his beloved chess
and soccer, which were seen as a sinful waste
of time. He went to medical school in Tehran,
came to the United States and became a citizen
in 1975. While practicing and teaching medicine Saidi earned a master’s degree in English
and American Literature and Language from
Harvard University. He has published three books of poetry and
a collection of short stories, The Garden of Milk and Wine. His
novel The Marchers: A Novel has been serialized in Voices de la
Luna: A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine and is now available
in print and digital version in the market and on the internet.

Thanks
to Our Sponsors
_____________________
City of San Antonio Department
for Culture and Creative Development
www.getcreativesanantonio.com

At San Antonio Press

we’re inspired by the belief that one can use print
to change the world.
www.sanantoniopressinc.com

YOU KNOW YOUR FINANCIAL GOALS
WE KNOW HOW TO MAKE THEM A REALITY.
www.teamoliver.com

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

17300 Henderson Pass, Suite 240
San Antonio, TX 78232; Phone: 210-344-0205

5000 Schertz Parkway, Suite 100, Schertz, Tx 78154
and 502 Madison Oak, Suite 240, SA, TX 78258
210-653-5501 — www.NE-OBGYN.com

Leon Springs Family Dental

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

Your Comfortable Community Dentist!
24165 IH 10 W, Suite 210, SA, TX 78257
210-698-0610
leonspringsfamilydental.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

Shivers & Shivers Law Practice

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

The HEB Annual Youth Poetry Contest
for secondary school students 18 years old and younger
For more info and submissions:
www.voicesdelaluna.com/submissions/

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

Jeff Laursen, AAMS

Vice-President—Investment Officer

Wells Fargo Advisors, LLC

777 East Sonterra Blvd, Suite 175
San Antonio, TX 78258
210-404-1120
jeff.laursen@wellsfargoadvisors.com
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Voices de la Luna:
A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine
14 Morning Green
San Antonio, Texas 78257

Are you looking for Poetry & Arts Events and Places? They’re
now exclusively online at www.voicesdelaluna.com.

Brief Bios of Selected Contributors
Elizabeth Raby
Elizabeth Raby is the author of a four-generation memoir in prose and
poetry, Ransomed Voices (Red Mountain Press, 2013), which received
an award from New Mexico Press Women, and four full-length poetry
collections from vacpoetry.org: Beneath Green Rain, This Woman (a finalist for the 2013 Arizona-New Mexico Book Award), Ink on Snow,
and The Year the Pears Bloomed Twice. Raby received the Elmer Kelton
Award for poetry from Angelo State University in 2010, and her work
has appeared in journals in the U.S., China, and Romania. She has lived
in Santa Fe, NM, since 2000.

Mobi Warren
Mobi Warren (San Antonio, TX) is the translator from Vietnamese of
several books by Buddhist monk Thich Nhat Hanh, including Old Path
White Clouds, has poems published in several anthologies, and serves as
a judge for VIA Transit’s Poetry on the Move program that places poems
on city buses every April.

Cyra S. Dumitru
A long-time resident of San Antonio, Cyra S. Dumitru weaves her days
around poem-making, leading poetry circles as a certified poetic medicine practitioner, teaching at St. Mary’s University, and tending to family. She has three book-length collections of poems.

Moumin Quazi
Moumin Quazi is an associate professor at Tarleton State University
where he also serves as the Director of Graduate Studies in English. He
is the president of the South Asian Literary Association, the Conference
of College Teachers of English, and Texas College English Association.
Moumin edits CCTE Studies and the book series “South Asian Art, Literature, and Culture Studies,” co-edits Langdon Review of the Arts in
Texas, and annually co-directs the Langdon Review Weekend. In 2012,
his poem “Migrant Birds” was published in a Prentice Hall literature
textbook.

Santo Randazzo

(in Mexico, Cuba, and Nicaragua). From 1962 to 1969 she and Mexican
poet Sergio Mondragón co-edited El Corno Emplumado / The Plumed
Horn, a bilingual literary quarterly that published some of the best new
work of the sixties. When she came home in 1984, the government ordered her deported because it found some of her writing to be “against
the good order and happiness of the United States.” With the support
of many writers and others, she won her case in 1989. Randall’s most
recent titles include My Town, As If the Empty Chair / Como si la silla
vacía, The Rhizome as a Field of Broken Bones, and Daughter of Lady
Jaguar Shark (all poetry, all from Wings Press, San Antonio), Che on
My Mind (a feminist poet’s reminiscence of Ché Guevara, published by
Duke University Press), and More than Things (essays from The University of Nebraska Press). Her latest collection of poems, About Little
Charlie Lindbergh, appeared from Wings in summer 2014. Haydee
Santamaria, Cuban Revolutionary: She Led by Transgression is due out
from Duke in September 2015. Randall writes weekly feature and opinion pieces for New Mexico Mercury, an online political/cultural publication. She also curates “The Sunday Poem” for The Duke City Fix. She
lives in New Mexico with her partner of 28 years, the painter Barbara
Byers, and travels extensively to read, lecture and teach.

Alfredo Zaldívar
Alfredo Zaldívar (Sojo Tres, Holguín, Cuba, 1956) is a poet and editor.
He helped found Ediciones Vigía, and now heads Ediciones Matanzas.
Among Zaldívar’s books are Concilio de las aguas (1989), La vida en
ciernes (2002), Esperando a viernes (2009), Rasgado con las manos
(2015), and Cuchillos en el aire / Knives in the Air (with translations by
Peter Boyle, 2015).

Journalist Wins 2015 Nobel Prize in Literature
On October 8, the Nobel Committee awarded Belarusian journalist and non-fiction writer
Svetlana Alexievich the Nobel Prize in Literature “for her polyphonic writings, a monument
to suffering and courage in our time.” For her
books, which examine the lives of people in Soviet and post-Soviet times, Alexievich typically
conducts two hundred or more interviews before commencing work. Although it is unusual for a non-fiction
writer to win the Nobel Prize in Literature, it is not unprecedented. Earlier winners include Theodor Mommsen, Bertrand Russell, and Winston Churchill.

Santo Randazzo served in the U.S. Navy for five years (2001-2006) as
an Intelligence Specialist, during which he made two wartime deployments onboard the U.S.S. Nimitz (CVN-68). He is a graduate of the
Texas State University Honors College and in 2011 received a Baccalaureate degree in English and History. He is the son of prominent
San Antonio boxing trainer Santo “Sam” Randazzo. He has one amateur bout—a loss. Work by Santo Randazzo has previously appeared in
Voices de la Luna.

Margaret Randall
Margaret Randall (New York, 1936) is a poet, essayist, oral historian,
photographer and social activist. She lived in Latin America for 23 years
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