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Submission Guidelines

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

Voices de la Luna Monthly Literary Evening
Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every Fourth Wednesday, January through June
and September through December
Poetry Workshop at 6:00
Featured Poet at 7:00
Poetry, Music, & Open Mic at 7:30
Barnes & Noble at the Shops at La Cantera
15900 La Cantera Parkway, Bldg. 27
San Antonio, TX 78256
——————————————————————

Voices de la Luna is a quarterly publication dedicated to the artistic expression of a wide range of perspectives and topics. In the
service of that goal, we welcome diverse, well-written submissions from every quarter.

Editor’s Note
James R. Adair

Cities have always attracted people,
drawing them in from their rural, even nomadic roots, with the promise of prosperity, protection, and opportunity. Archaeologists tell us that the first city was Jericho,
whose walls were constructed over 11,000
years ago. In the Bible, the first thing Cain
does after his reprieve from a death sentence for killing his brother is to found a
city, symbolizing a new start in life. Gilgamesh builds a city so that he will leave
something permanent behind. In the late
medieval period, peasants who fled the nobles to whose lands
they were bound and made their way to a city were freed from
any obligation to return to their former lives if they managed to
avoid capture in the city for a year and a day.
The Industrial Revolution spurred a great migration from the
country to the city, because that’s where the factories were (and
the jobs), and that migration continues today. According to a recent UN report, 54% of the world’s inhabitants live in cities, and
that number is projected to increase to 66% by the year 2050. In
the wonderful 2004 film Crash, one of the characters conjectures
that in a big city, even though people are everywhere around, they
sometimes get so lonely that they have to crash into each other just
to have human contact. City life is the norm for most people today,
and while social isolation is a reality for many, the majority of citydwellers embrace urban life with its benefits and its challenges.
Not only do they embrace it, they revel in it, they celebrate it.
Since the invention of writing, authors have lauded the cities in which they lived, or in some cases from which they were
exiled (Dante’s Florence, for example). Some writers are particularly identified with their home cities, which almost function
as characters in their works: Langston Hughes with Harlem, Elmore Leonard with Detroit, and our own Carmen Tafolla with
San Antonio. Carl Sandburg is usually associated with Chicago,
and many of his poems are set there, but as we’ll see in the pages
of this issue of Voices, other cities also captured his imagination.
“City lights and life” is the theme of this issue, with many
pieces extolling the joys and struggles of city life, the inspiration
that cities provide, and the ways people express themselves in
an urban environment. Starting with Sharon Bibbee’s High Rise
on the cover, readers will encounter a variety of perspectives on
cities large and small: Chicago, Corpus Christi, Cleveland, San
Miguel de Allende, London and Lagos, Berkeley and Ferguson,
Pisa and Rome—and others as well.
This issue also features the winners of the first annual HEB Youth
Poetry Contest, co-sponsored by HEB and Voices de la Luna. Out of
more than forty submissions, first, second, and third place winners
were chosen, along with three honorable mentions. If these youth
poems are any indication, the future of poetry in the U.S. is bright!
In Plato’s Republic, Socrates advocated banishing poets from
the city because of their persuasive powers. Much as I admire both
Plato and Socrates, I have to disagree. We who live in cities need
to listen to the voices of poets, writers, and composers, and we
need to interact with the works of artists and architects. In a time
of increasing violence and conflict around the world, our hope lies
not with governmental authorities and agents (who sometimes use
violence themselves) but with artists and poets who offer a better,
more beautiful vision of what the world can become.
Voices de la Luna, 15 January 2015
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Cover Page Art
High Rise

16x16 in. on Canvas, Acrylic Medium
by Sharon Bibbee
www.texasroseofsharon.com
Sharon Bibbee, an artist and jewelry
designer who has been involved in the
art world for over 30 years, is also a
retired accountant with over 35 years
of experience.
Her painting High Rise explores both
horizontal and vertical planes, excompassing the ground level, the top of the
structure, and underground activity, allowing thoughts and ideas to flow on the canvas.
President of the Creative Arts Society and co-founder of Artography Austin, Bibbee organizes the Circle C Fine Arts Fest and
other exhibits throughout Austin. She is also a resident artist at
Austin Art Space.
When she travels, she takes photographs of places that inspire
her. Then, back in her studio, she renders paintings that somewhat represent the content of the photographs, although she
seeks not so much to recreate them as to generate likenesses that
make her happy.
Bibbee enjoys experimenting with paint, gesso, and other media. Some of her experiments have turned out quite well. For
example, she once used leftover paint to coat a vertical object,
allowing the paint to run and dry, then pulling it off to create a
figure of art.
She finds her greatest happiness in her studio and gallery, where
she paints, frames, and displays her work, but she is always on
the lookout for other venues in which to exhibit her work as well.

Artist Statement
Visual art, whether one is aware of it or not, saturates our society, giving depth, color, identity, and meaning to our ideas, to
information, and to ongoing communication. Visual art is stimulating. One piece of art can trigger a wide range of emotions in
those who view it, from outright joy to a sense of well-being and
peace.
I am an artist because I enjoy the message and the energy that
color creates in my life. I have been painting for several years,
and I have enjoyed every minute of it. I have studied art with
several well-known professional artists, and I was so pleased to
see the techniques they used. Knowing and understanding color,
value, and composition has given me the ability to create beautiful art. I work in oils, watercolors, pastels, and acrylics. I enjoy
working with each medium, but I now work mostly in acrylics.
Life is good and art makes it better. Art, whatever the form, is
a therapeutic method of expressing creativity. Through art, one
can release ideas that otherwise might not be easily articulated.
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Featured Poet
Natalia Treviño

Virgen de San Juan de los Lagos: Como Te Vistieron
How they dressed you hundreds of years after you died—
in a blue dress swarming in roses.
Their stems curled like scorpion tails mid sky—
a dress only your mother could have
imagined as you slept in her rough blankets,
as she carried you to water,
as she plucked grit from your closed fingers,
removed the cloth webbing
from between the bent nubs of your toes,
as she warmed water in the cup of her hand
How she may have wanted others to understand—
if she could display it on cloth,
if she could embroider the slow burn
in her chest, put to thread the flood
that could have broken her ribs open
every time she realized you
had weight outside of her body—
that your face purposed
her arm, thigh, and hand.
How she may have wanted a cloth
so wide sky goddesses could see it
spread near the dusty bridge,
to defend you, if needed, with arrows or fatal storms.
And so the man who carved your image into wood
knew how to dress the mother of God.
Had heard how queens’ robes
stretched neck to ground.
Wanted a summit of blue cloth.
Wanted people to think of sails, ships heavy
with raw gems. Imagined the eye of wind
spreading behind the full skin of your dress.
And made it blue as if to say it was made of an ocean
reflecting those constellations
that multiplied inside
your mother
as she fed you her own beams
of human light.

El Cenote de Sandra

for Sandra Cisneros, her generosity that washes across
many shores
The edge of ocean and earth.
What is this beginning and end
that calls to us?
This washing of earth and water
that draws men and women
to its moving, wet hem?
The lure of crushed sand-shells
beneath the feet. We dig our heels in—
an eternity of footprints before us.
So malleable, it becomes moat and castle—
sea turtle, mermaid. Perpetual blessings,
its water twirls in, as asked by some strong force,
to shape the hopes of those who come.
We will be soaked and soaked in salt spray.
Our bodies will glow, a constant shimmer.
We get naked as possible
to enjoy the view, the sting,
the gift of its motion colors.
Earthquakes change the direction
of winds, travel inside
us, break our comfortable landscapes.
We crack open, become gorged valleys waiting for cure,
dry gardens, forgotten by the frogs
and trees, the proud-leaved, alone among the dead.
I cannot count the earthquakes inside you.
Why your aftershocks became poems, songs, y cuentos.
Why you became a tapestry of drinkable rivers
How you brimmed by modest water creatures,
giving shelter for flies and quiet orchids,
hungry bears. Somewhere, your quake
tapped the source,
a cenote feeding the oceans
from the secret unhalting fathoms.
Born in Mexico City and
raised in San Antonio, Texas, Treviño is the author of
Lavando La Dirty Laundry
(January 2014, Mongrel Empire Press). Associate professor of English at Northwest
Vista College and a member
of the Macondo Foundation,
she has been anthologized
as a fiction and non-fiction
writer and is finishing her first novel, La Cruzada. She lives with her
husband and son just outside San Antonio. Her poem “Between Wings”
is published on p. 19.
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Living the Unedited Life:
An Interview with Alma Luz Villanueva
Interviewed by Octavio Quintanilla

Alma Luz Villanueva was raised in San
Francisco’s Mission District by her curandera/
healer Yaqui grandmother, Jesus Villanueva,
with the assistance of her mother, Lydia Villanueva, and her sister Ruth Villanueva. She
began publishing poetry in the late 1970s, winning first place in poetry (the Chicano Literary
Prize) at the University of California, Irvine.
She has written eight books of poetry and four
novels, and her work has been included in
several anthologies. Villanueva has taught at
several institutions, including the University
of California at Santa Cruz, Naropa Institute,
Stanford University, and now Antioch University in Los Angeles, where
she is involved with the low-residency MFA in Creative Writing program. She lives most of the year in San Miguel de Allende, Mexico.

Octavio Quintanilla: Song of the Golden Scorpion is your
most recent novel. What were some of the challenges you had
to overcome when writing it?
Alma Luz Villanueva: I think of Sherman Alexie’s words, “What
is my truth and how do I tell it?” Every poet/writer faces this challenge if the work is to be alive and authentic. When we bring our
characters to life on the page, we must breathe our truth/breath
into them. And then we begin to dream together—the characters,
the writer. The poet, the song. With my own students, I teach the
“dreaming process,” the fictive/waking dream, and 98% of the
time they’re set free to dream, to fly. Many of my students have
gone on to publish, and I am very proud of my “dreamers.” But
on a personal note, since I have four grown children and two
grown grandchildren, I know that most likely they’re going to
read my writing—so that’s always a hurdle I must leap/fly over.
After the novel was published, I received from my granddaughter Ashley a mystery gift in the mail with no note: a beautiful,
golden scorpion covered with crystals. My youngest son, Jules
(same age as Ashley, born in the same year), just laughs at me—
“We know you’re human, Mom.”
The novel is broken into four parts, and each part begins with
an epigraph by Rumi. What’s your fascination with Rumi?
I pick up Rumi at least twice a week (Neruda also) for inspiration, so when the characters in Song of the Golden Scorpion
started to haunt me, as in “When you going to start anyway…,” I
found this Rumi quote: “Gamble everything for love/if you’re a
true human being.” I wrote it down at the top of my notebook—I
write everything by hand first (like Toni Morrison and Louise
Erdrich, so I’m in good company). And then my characters began
to come to life on the page; the journey was begun. This Rumi
quote led me to others throughout the novel; from the thirteenth
century so alive and human, and in love with The Beloved. And
so his quotes were a wonderful spirit guide with this novel, as
was Neruda’s poetry, another guide of sheer passion. I also read
other poets, of course, but these two spirits were my main guides.
When the characters speak Spanish, it is immediately translated into English, which is a way to guide readers who do not
know Spanish. For example, in the opening scene, when Javier knocks at Xochitzalita’s door, Xochitzalita says, “Quién
6
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es, who is it?” This is done throughout the novel. At first I felt
the translation interrupted the narrative, that maybe it was
unnecessary, but the more I encountered these moments, I
found myself expecting them as part of the novel’s cadence.
Why did you feel that doing this, translating Spanish as you
went along, was necessary?
My first language was Spanish. When I went to school at six, I
could read in Spanish. I read poems out loud often, and I wrote
very simple poems, stories. I was immediately punished for speaking only Spanish (the racist 1950s, even San Francisco). I was
taught English by a beautiful Mexican, bilingual nun next door
to the Catholic school I was switched to (from the very punishing
public school). She sat behind a wrought-iron gate of black roses
and very patiently taught me English, daily. Now I’m a writer/poet
mainly in English—but as my poem from Soft Chaos, “Wings (fear
and fearlessness)” states in the final stanza, “I dream in Yaqui, / I
know in Spanish, / I reveal in English, / I fly without / words.” I’m
bilingual and tend to write that way, although there were passages
in the novel when I didn’t translate, of course. I’m in touch with a
professor in China, who tells me she loves Dear World (my bitch
and moan, sometimes praise, poemas, a book in its twentith year).
Poetry/writing/music crosses all borders.
It seems that Xochitzalita’s grandmother is everywhere. Xochitzalita smells her in the food she eats, sees her in the hands of
waitresses, hears her in mariachi songs. At a church, when visiting El Niño Doctorcito, Xochitzalita thinks of her grandmother
and says, “En cambio tu nunca mueres, Mamacita … In transformation you never die.” Was your grandmother the inspiration for some of these passages? And if so, is this your way of
keeping her memory alive, in continual transformation?
I’ve had people at readings thank me for Mamacita—I cry, of
course—and they tell me that she’s become their mamacita. How
wonderful! I heard this song—“Niña, cuando me muera no llores
en mi tumba / En cambio si tu me cantas, yo siempre vivo y
nunca muero”—here in Mexico, and of course, she continues to
live within me, as all those we’ve loved continue to do. And as
writers/poets we sing them to life (in one guise or another).
Your character, Xochitzalita, a well-read, intelligent professor of photography, is familiar with García Lorca’s concept
of duende. She’s a poet herself. She sees it everywhere in
Mexico. In the way people live, for example. You have lived
in Mexico for many years, and I am wondering in what ways
you have felt in Mexico what García Lorca meant by duende.
How have you experienced it in the everydayness of living
there? Do you ever witness it in the U.S.?
The other day, while shopping at my vegetable/flower stand on
the main street, La Ancha, I heard the sound of a band playing a
sweet, cheerful tune which announced a funeral procession. Six
men carried a casket behind a white hearse, with all the family
and friends walking behind. Everyone held a black umbrella—
for el sol, some privacy—and the large group walked slowly.
Cars, buses, trucks stopped; no one honked their horns. Everyone
stopped to honor El Duende, the passing of our deaths/transformation. As my “flower guy,” Gabriel, handed me the flowers I’d
picked, he smiled gently. “El muertito,” he said. Not a stranger,
someone else’s death, but a shared experience: El Duende lives
in us all, giving us endless passion for la vida. This happens often, the procession through the main street to the very beautiful,

decorated cemetery, often starting from El Centro. A long walk,
no one honks—they stop for el muertito, duende. I also feel El
Duende when someone suddenly yells a full-throated grito, that
perfect blend of sorrow/joy. Of course, I’ve witnessed duende
in the U.S.—it’s a human experience—but not with the sense
of Mexican culture, in the open, unedited. Much of life is unedited here and that’s why I love it. El Duende and I are now
good friends, as I believe every poet knows—without Duende
no life. Lorca writes, “The duende is not in the throat; the duende climbs up inside of you, from the soles of the feet … (the
earth)…. Meaning this: it is not a question of ability, but of true,
living style, of blood.” I truly experience this when I read poetry
aloud. S/he comes for me with wide open wings, and so I sing.
Living the “unedited” life is a theme in the novel. Though you
connect it to duende, are there other ways to describe this sort
of living? I can see how Xochitzalita tries to live the “unedited”
life, but do you?
In Bali I met an amazing woman, a healer in the Ubud Palace
where she lives, works, and heals. There was an immense, chained
bird, the size of an eagle, on a sturdy perch. The chain was attached
to the leg above the talons—it broke my heart. The woman came
up to me to see if I were interested in her (gorgeous) amber jewelry, which she had created. I asked her why the bird (she told me
it was an eagle) was chained. She answered, almost in anger, that
it was her eagle. I asked again why it wasn’t allowed to be free.
She looked me fiercely in the eyes and said, “What is freedom,
madam?” All of my chakras lit up, as in energy rushing through
me, head (crown chakra) to toe (root chakra)—I felt on fire. She
switched to gentleness, asking me if I wanted some tea, to look
at her jewelry. We sat in her pavilion as “her girl” brought us tea,
sweet things. As I looked at her jewelry, she said very quickly that
her eagle brought her dreams for healing. I understood, but it still
broke my heart, and isn’t that la vida? The other night, I watched
Thelma and Louise. Toward the end, where Thelma says to Louise, in the car at dawn, riding through such beauty, on the run,
life or death (El Duende)—“I feel so awake.” My guru, Chogyam
Trungpa, the Tibetan Buddhist teacher, writes in his book, Shambhala: The Sacred Path of the Warrior, “Out of that (wound, pain)
comes an extraordinary birth: the birth of the universal monarch.
The Shambhala definition of a monarch is someone who is very
raw and sensitive, willing to open their hearts to others… . Your
experience is naked and direct. It is even beyond naked—it is raw,
uncooked… . You have nothing to lose and nothing to gain. You
simply expose your heart completely.” Back to Alexie’s “What is
my truth and how do I tell it?” I try to live this way and write this
way … with some human skirmishes, of course. The challenges,
paradoxes (the chained eagle) … “What is freedom, madam?”
You often speak of the “fictive dream,” an idea that John
Gardner discussed in his Art of Fiction. To what extent was
Gardner an influence on you as a writer? As for the “fictive
dream,” have you revised this concept in some way to meet
your aesthetic as a novelist and poet?
Other writers also refer to fiction as a “dreaming process”—a good
anthology I recommend to my students is Writers Dreaming. And
so it is—a dreaming together with one’s characters. When I finished
my first novel, The Ultraviolet Sky, I thought, felt so strongly/magically, that I’d had a unique dreaming experience, as mi mamacita
had trained me in dreaming. She was a Yaqui curandera who crossed

the ancient trade routes with her husband Pablo (poet, journalist,
minister) to lead a church in East Los Angeles. She crossed in her
early thirties and I never, ever, heard her speak English, so I was her
translator. And so one day I picked up a magazine and by chance
read an essay by John Gardner and saw his term “fictive dream”—
“The writer forgets the words s/he has written on the page and sees
characters moving around their rooms, hunting through cupboards,
glancing irritably through their mail, setting mousetraps, loading
pistols. The dream is as alive and compelling as one’s dreams at
night … this and nothing else is the desperately sought and tragically fragile writer’s process.” I laughed with recognition and realized I’d had a strongly magical, unique dreaming writer’s experience. I also feel that Mamacita’s dream training guided me toward
that entry. The memorizing of poems in Spanish for church recitals
gave me the beauty/music of poetic language, along with her vivid,
alive stories of growing up in Mexico, la vida. And I came to realize
that my writer’s process, the fictive/waking dream, couldn’t be that
“tragically fragile” as I had/have four children. I had my first child
at fifteen, so, in fact, someone like me shouldn’t be a published poet/
writer—but here I am.
Gracias, a collection of poems, will soon be published by
Wings Press. Tell us a bit about its contents and how it will
differ from your other poetry collections.
My Dear World poems, now in their 20th year—my bitch and
moan poemas, and sometimes praise—continue. And I notice I’m
bitching and moaning a lot more, as in the state of us humans, our
Earth. Will La Madre Tierra have to kick a lot of us out in order to
survive us? That’s the burning question. The Hopi/Native elders’
prophecies come to mind. Yet the Mayans foretold an unfolding
of the human spirit in the Mayan Sixth World, which we’ve now
entered. These concerns are within Gracias as well as much human joy, the best of us. “In a blind extension of love” (Neruda).
Any regrets, Alma Luz Villanueva?
Years ago I dreamed that I had entered “the room of my regrets”—what a room! The walls were made of sheer pain. And
then a shaman/healer entered, laughing, pouring a soothing liquid over my head. At first I was angry that he did this without
my permission, and then I felt the liquid become soft bliss. There
was music, laughter in the room next to us, and he said, “Join us,”
with his thoughts. I entered that room with so much joy y gracias
de la vida, and I began to dance to Brazilian music (my favorite).
What that dream gave me was the deep awareness that I’ve always given my best energies to what I love, and that I’m exactly
where I should be. This time, this moment. Gracias.
This is an excerpt of a longer interview with Alma Luz Villanueva. To
read the entire interview, go to www.voicesdelaluna.com.

Shanghai
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Collaboration in Literature & the Arts
The UTSA English Department
colfa.utsa.edu/English/

the 2012-13 Distinguished Visiting Writer at Bryn Mawr College
and has taught most recently in the Brooklyn College MFA Program. Black lives with her family in Philadelphia and is at work
on her next novel.

It Could Be Verse

April 17, 7:00 p.m.
University Room (BB 2.06.04)

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

An annual UTSA tradition, It Could Be Verse is a celebration
of poetry open to students, faculty, staff, and guests. Everyone
is invited to choose a favorite poem, by themselves or someone
else, and read it aloud.

Wendy Barker

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

Emergency Poet
emergencypoet.com

Robin Black
March 6
7:00 p.m.

Robin Black’s short story collection If I
Loved You, I Would Tell You This was a finalist for the Frank O’Connor International
Short Story Prize and an O. Magazine Summer Reading Pick. Her debut novel Life
Drawing has been called “a magnificent
literary achievement” by Karen Russell,
and of Black’s writing Claire Messud has
said “(she) is a writer of great wisdom, and illuminates, without
undue emphasis, the flickering complexity of individual histories.” Black’s stories and essays have appeared in a wide variety
of publications, including The New York Times Magazine, The
Chicago Tribune, The Southern Review, and One Story. She was
8
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“The world’s first and only mobile poetic first aid service.” So
reads the description of Emergency Poet, a London-based service
that provides just the right poem to fit any situation. A mix of the
serious, the therapeutic, and the theatrical, the Emergency Poet
offers consultations inside her ambulance and prescribes poems
as cures. In the waiting room under an attached awning Nurse
Verse dispenses poemcetamols and other poetic pills and treatments from the Cold Comfort Pharmacy. There are skulls, jars of
eyeballs, and other body parts inside the ambulance.
Dressed in white coat and stethoscope, Emergency Poet travels
in her 1970s ambulance, accompanied by Nurse Verse or The
Poemedic to literary and music festivals, libraries, schools, pubs,
weddings and conferences… anywhere poetic help may be urgently required.
Whether you need a remedy for lost love, inspiration to get
through the day, or a special poem for a special occasion, the
Emergency Poet is ready to help!

UTSA Featured Poet: Sonya Barrera Eddy
[2] brown

brown paper, not dark
but khaki like the grocery bags
we used to get
from the El Rancho market
that ripped
if you carried too many
cans in
on the walk from the
drive to the front door.
Dark skinned brown
in a place where
tan means poverty
because only poor people
work outside
in the sun.
Brown bleached white
in the desert sun with a bottle
of Sun-In and love beads
around ankles
on bare feet
walking across hot pavement
on Fourth Avenue
thrift shopping
like it’s cool and the
blisters
on your feet
will heal in time.
Honey brown
without Spanish, at a time
when language
was everything and proof
that you had roots
when dark roots and blonde
hair were the norm
and people worshipped
Blondie’s Debbie Harry.

Sonya Barrera Eddy is a Ph.D. student at the University of Texas at San Antonio, a poet, and a fiction writer. She has
been managing editor of UTSA’s literary and arts magazine, Sagebrush Review, since 2013 and has published in both
that journal and the San Antonio Current Flash Fiction Blog. She also edited The Magic Mirror and Other Stories
from the Guadalupe Women’s Home,a recent publication by Gemini Ink. Eddy lives in San Antonio with her family,
where she teaches and writes.
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Book Reviews
The Good Lord Bird
by James McBride
Reviewed by Mo H Saidi

James McBride’s historical novel The
Good Lord Bird deals with the events during the Bleeding Kansas era three years before the U.S. Civil War. In a satirical tone,
McBride paints an enthusiastic picture of
John Brown as a confused, wild, and crazy
old man who conducts his war against slavery in the style of Don Quixote and wreaks
havoc while his revolution against both slave
owners and the federal government gets nowhere, confusing cautious slaves caught in the middle.
McBride, who won the 2013 National Book Award, considered
his book such a long shot among the more popular finalists that he
had not prepared a speech. He was clearly stunned as he collected
the prize, but he said he wrote the novel as a remedy for the pain
of bereavement, longing for love, and a failing marriage. McBride
describes the harsh reality of slavery in America in a clever and
humorous tone. When some slaves don’t garner any bid on the
auction block, one of them protests like a snubbed kid during the
basketball draft: “I’m fast, I got stamina, and I know magic!”
The book opens with a recently discoved memoir in a Delaware church that details the kidnapping of Henry Shackleford,
a slave in Kansas during the period before the Civil War. Henry,
nicknamed “Little Onion” for eating a rancid onion, narrates his
accidental encounter with abolitionist John Brown, who kidnaps
him from a tavern. Brown mistakes Henry for a girl because he
wears a dress, as he does for much of the novel. Henry describes
his encounters with Frederick Douglass and Harriet Tubman, as
well as John Brown’s raid on Harper’s Ferry. McBride is not kind
to Frederick Douglass; he brings up Douglass’s multiple extramarital affairs during his messy 44 years of marriage to his first
wife Anna. McBride even creates a scene in which Douglass tries
to seduce the twelve-year-old Henry, who is dressed as a girl. In
speaking of the sour relationship between Brown and Douglass,
McBride focuses more on Douglass’s personal weaknesses than
his remarkable role in the abolition movement. Yet for all his
satire, McBride is largely factual, and his narrative follows real
events.

The Turtle of Oman: A Novel
by Naomi Shihab Nye

Adapted from www.goodreads.com/book/ by Mo H Saidi
In this brief novel, told in short chapters by
acclaimed poet and National Book Award finalist Naomi Shihab Nye, Aref Al-Amri says
goodbye to everything and everyone he loves
in his hometown of Muscat, Oman, as his family prepares to move to Ann Arbor, Michigan.
This is Nye’s first novel set in the Middle East
since her acclaimed Habibi.
This accessible, exquisite novel shines with
gentle humor and explores themes of moving, family, nature, and
immigration. Nye’s warmth, attention to detail, and belief in the
power of empathy and connection shine from every page.
10

Voices de la Luna, 15 January 2015

If I Go Missing
by Octavio Quintanilla

Reviewed by Gerard Robledo
This debut poetry collection by Octavio
Quintanilla, assistant professor of English at
Out Lady of the Lake University in San Antonio, explores the complex questions raised by
the book’s title. He asks, “What if you, she,
it, he, we, or I go missing, / What does it look
like from those at home and from the missing,
/ What does it mean to go missing, can missing refer to identity?” To answer these queries,
Quintanilla writes from multiple perspectives,
including those of the lost, their families, and
the human traffickers and murderers, as well as the unseen collective forces that take beloved individuals from people who will
never forget their names.
The work is divided into three parts: “If …,” “I Go …,” and
“Missing.” Although the poems cohere tightly as a whole, each
section works individually as a response to its subtitle; the opening poems in each section clearly illustrate this pattern of organization. “The Left Hand,” for example, the first poem in the “If
…” section, expresses the desire to follow something larger than
the self, as well as the need to establish a personal identity: “I’m
tired of having the same dream / … / the dream in which I lose
my left hand / doing a job I wasn’t born to do.” The speaker
clearly longs for something he cannot find, and Quintanilla extends the search: “I live with two hands / … / What does that say
about my life? / … / should I follow it? / Where would it take
me?” Such lines as these suggest that there are many reasons for
leaving, one of which may be the creation of selfhood.
The second section, “I Go,” conveys a poignant awareness of
what leaving means, both for those who depart and those who are
left behind. In the first poem, “My Parents Can’t Recognize the
Country of Their Own Birth,” the speaker muses, “My parents
return to Mexico I daydream. / “One day I’ll go back and wait
for my grandchildren to visit / me,” my mother says. / My father
wants to go back and harvest the fields he worked.” This passage
demonstrates a truth that many Americans do not understand about
immigration: the need to come to the United States is balanced,
sometimes more than balanced, by a longing to return home, the
place where everything the immigrant has known and loved still
exists. “Love Song with Exiles” also captures this wistful yearning: “These men have no land / … / like a face adrift in a casket /
the women watch their men fold / goodbyes like pieces of paper. /
The men promise to return / but even their names will be erased.”
Their names may be forgotten, but Quintanilla memorably brings
their faces and stories to life on the page.
The emotional momentum that has been building throughout
the entire text culminates in the third and final section, “Missing,” which conveys with almost violent clarity the pain that
comes with exile. “Parents” in particular gives voice to that tension: “O how they stay behind to tend / woulnds that most of
us don’t know. / My father licking the salt / out of my mother’s
grief. / My mother putting a band-aid / on my father’s empty
hands. / Their voices get quieter by the day like music / that slowly freezes in the air.”
In this poem and throughout If I Go Missing, Octavio Quintanilla examines, sometimes mercilessly, the isolation, distance,
and sorrow inherent in the immigrant experience but also offers
an underlying hope that someday the missing will be reunited.

Multitasking for Survival: A Review of Solecism
by Rosebud Ben-Oni
Reviewed by Philip M. Arevalo

Because multitasking, once thought an obstacle to productivity, may be the only way
to bring cohesion to fragmentation, Rosebud Ben-Oni’s poems are sparrows that steal
away crumbs and jump from one perspective
to another to form a metaphoric edifice filled
with primitive howls. If this collection of poems violates grammatical convention, it is
only for the sake of survival. Conventional
semantics apply primarily to homogeneous
languages and cultures, and because this myopic perspective
seldom allows fair value or exchange, Ben-Oni must keep every moment and viewpoint intact: “We tell our stories by mouth
only” and “if they change by another’s / Tongue, we simply tell
them again.” Ben-Oni’s apparent fragmentation weaves a nest
from perspectives either discarded or displaced. While these
voices may seem discordant, their spirits are palpable enough to
express the primal quest to survive.
Ben-Oni’s first poem plunges the reader into a chaos of conflicting voices that ultimately are drowned out but survive long
enough to make a sound the reader will remember. The use of
traditional couplets in “At Ten I Held the Look of Locust” ironically emphasizes the poem’s focus on lives marginalized by hypocrisy and convention: “At ten, the Americans came and built
a factory for women to work with solvents and a playground for
their children.” On the surface, this workplace seems civilized;
it even provides a place for children to play. “But nothing grew
in the colonia,” the speaker recalls. “I held the look of locust,
black-sunken eyes and long, thin limbs.” Over time, the ten-yearold’s gaunt locust image becomes almost skeletal, nature without
nurture. “That lazy locust should be devastating fields.” Twenty
years later, the speaker revisits the site where “the playground
stands with a sign in English: WARNING: Toxic Waste, No Playing.”
In the “Sal Si Puedes” poems that follow, the body of a Brownsville journalist is “tied up in a metal drum and doused / with
slow-burning gasoline.” Here, in “Sal Si Puedes,” it is “foolish to
hold onto things,” and “her laughter burns bright eternal poinsettias.” Most importantly, “The Reply of Sal Si Puedes” profiles
“the mistress of fragmentation.” She is “Autistic to partake in
restoration,” and she “can’t be museumed.” She does not meet
the standards of Webster’s dictionary. Defying stereotype, she issues the challenge: “Guess how many lives I have.” This “mistress” claims no part of history, no answers to life’s secrets or to
the future:
Your first word was remembered.
I was born a muerto
You—
Have yet to let me finish a sentence.
This fragmentation results from perspectives shaped by the
multiplicity of languages, cultures, and appearances that do
not meet the criteria of convention. These sparrows survive in
a frenetic life as “tough, little plebian[s]” that quickly change
perspective and direction to avoid prey and thrive on “stealing
crumbs from larger birds.”
While “Call Her Ishtar” expresses a rare amorous adventure—
“When night was an octave lower, / and our eyes owl-wide,” and
“when love struck along the bass line / and we cried forte, fortis-

simo”—Ben-Oni never forsakes beauty that can be found in the
apparent least of places:
below a carillon of waking birds
and rain, as drawing the first weevil
from the cracks
The matter of fact tone of many of the poems in Solecism
makes them amusingly accessible from multiple perspectives.
“X” depicts lovers going about their day, taking out recyclables,
exchanging tensions in the simple act of selecting fruit. Yet the
couple, apparently in Israel, is searched by a guard before entering the grocery store, and one lover accuses, “That only happens
when I’m with you.” In “Somewhere We Are Mobilizing against
Mass Destruction,” the end of the world is as relevant to the
couple’s relationship as it is to their lives. This duality continues
when the speaker grasps prickly pears at the grocery:
Not all the spines were removed,
and she inspects my hand
as if it will turn against me.
We find splinters from the bed frame
and yet I feel little—
The depiction of conflict is by no means subtle, but the nature
of the splinter is, as it relates its annoyance.
Ben-Oni’s wordplay has a nonchalance that echoes Arthur
Rimbaud’s “Vowels,” but her own “Crossing in Brazier Fumes”
plays with the confusion of perspective based on sound in different languages:
Here’s a trick in English:
The sound of me
In Hebrew means “who”
& who is “he” & he is “she”—
Ben-Oni’s diverse background—her Mexican mother, Jewish
father, and abundant international experience—is worth mentioning but need not be discussed at length because her words do
not depend on this history. The poems in Solecism come from an
epoch that requires multitasking for survival. Langston Hughes
may have wrestled with the perspectives in his “Theme for English B,” but for Ben-Oni that stakes are higher: she is threatened
with an “F” in “The Current Political Situation of the Roma”
because her work challenges the conventional academic voice.
Here and throughout this collection seemingly infinite themes
and contexts converge to form a protean structure not meant to
be confined: “the reeling-in of broken / lines, the echo of a lost
how, prehistoric / falling, the suddenness of a shot in the dark.”

Braided Stream: A Poetry Duet
by Janice Rebecca Campbell
and Toni Heringer Falls
Reviewed by Cyra S. Dumitru

What inspires strangers into intimate conversation? Janice Campbell tells the story of attending
a poetry festival where she, like others, was both
reader and listener. During the festival, she heard
a stranger, Toni Falls, read “Tell Me,” an original poem that sang like a leap of truth. Campbell
sought conversation with Falls after the reading.
A stream of honest dialog began to flow between
the two that evening, one that now lifts us all
through their poems gathered in Braided Stream: A Poetry Duet.
Voices de la Luna, 15 January 2015
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Braided Stream, a collection of poems by Janice Campbell and
Toni Falls, is exactly what the title suggests: a weaving together of poems that reflect the experiences and imaginings of two
deeply aware and observant women. The poems are organized by
themes: “Headwaters,” “Close to Home,” “The Wider World,”
“Thee and Me,” “Endings and Beginnings,” and “Wild Things.”
Within these themes, the poets take turns with their voices, like
call and response, like a duet. Falls’s poems tend to be longer,
narrative, and experimental, especially in the us of line breaks;
Campbell’s poems, by contrast, are generally shorter, more imagistic, and lyrical, and nine of them are untitled haiku. Each
writer is attuned to the other’s vision as well as the specific thematic context. Each section becomes a kind of movement, an
exploration of related images through the modulations of voice:
voices that praise, celebrate, lament, cherish, contemplate, question, recognize.
Falls, a former psychotherapist who grew up in the segregated South, and Campbell, a visual artist and graphic designer,
write from the core of their beings, courageously and directly.
They gravitate toward the natural world and cherish their family members; they grieve over the sufferings of people living in
war zones, and they open their hearts to the Divine. Often they
write about the beautiful ordinary such as watching the flights of
frigatebirds and white egrets, marveling at how quickly sunflowers can upthrust from seed. Sometimes their concerns are more
startling, as when Falls tries to outrace a tornado that swirls between herself and her teenaged son alone at home, or Campbell’s
imagining a family of javelinas tapping across the stage under
the scrutiny of a cougar during a rather stuffy lecture. Always the
voices are clear-eyed and open-hearted.
Here is a sampling:
Really
it looked quite easy
a simple jump
two wings forward to take the air
and up
(“Birdwatching” by Campbell)
revealing the Light that is mine alone
		
in a way unimagined
like the blindwoman, who snips
threads sewn to eyelids,
and slowly opens eyes long-sealed—
beholds herself for the first time,
radiant			whole.
(excerpt from “When the raven’s wing” by Falls)
Always the voices are honest and the poems tenderly, carefully
crafted. Lines gradually unfold situations so vivid, so alive that I
find myself as a reader entering the poems and breathing within
them. To look at a flat page, and to see/feel the texture of specific
lives, a texture that becomes a dimensional space that I now inhabit—this is true art.

12
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Shadow Knight’s Mate
by Jay Brandon

Reviewed by James R. Adair
What if all the history you thought you
knew was wrong? What if George Washington was the first president in name only? What
if the Soviet Union’s fall was largely the work
of a single individual, a member of a secret
circle of like-minded people, who just got
tired of the current state of the world and decided a change was in order? This is the world
in which Jay Brandon’s protagonist, Jack
Driscoll, lives and works.
Jack, too, is a member of the group so secret it doesn’t even have
a name, though many members refer to it as the Circle. Jack has
a problem: he has been spotted doing suspicious things in various
locales around the globe, but he hasn’t been in any of those places
(most of them, anyway). Someone has gone to a lot of trouble to
find Jack doppelgängers and send them into the field to distract
the Circle—and Jack—from its work manipulating history from
behind the scenes. The fact that these look-alikes try to kill Jack
every time he encounters them is an added complication, especially considering that Jack’s expertise in hand-to-hand combat is
primarily limited to the role-playing computer games he designs.
While Jack’s doubles are popping up in cities around the
world, the U.S. president, following the advice of his previously
unknown National Security Advisor, is ready to declare a new
era of American isolationism, withdrawing from the world stage
to hunker down in fortress America while the rest of the world
disintegrates. When mysterious planes drop numerous mechanical “spiders” designed to murder and create mayhem on various
U.S. cities, the Circle decides it is time to spring into action. But
every move it makes is thwarted. Members of the Circle who try
to influence official policy the way they do best, by insinuation
and suggestion, are killed by agents of… the U.S. government? a
foreign power? a surreptitious circle within the Circle? How can
the threat to America’s place in the world, protected for so many
generations by the secret group, be eliminated?
As member after member of the Circle is killed, the octogenarian chair of the Circle dispatches Jack to do what he can to stop
the plot against America, and against the Circle itself. Because
of all the “Jack” sightings around the world, the chair sends her
granddaughter Arden—a brilliant young woman with an uncanny
ability to read thoughts from body language and facial expression—to accompany Jack on his journey. Does the chair trust
Jack? Does Jack trust the chair? Can Jack trust Arden, whom he
barely knows?
As Jack starts his assignment with Arden in tow, he begins to
doubt the trustworthiness of almost everyone around him, leaving only two friends from school days, Stevie in Prague and Rachel in Israel, in whom he has complete confidence. But even
with their help, and Arden’s, what can Jack do against a powerful, wealthy international organization that rivals the Circle in its
reach and ingenuity? The book comes to a climax as Jack makes
a series of startling discoveries which complicate his mission to
save not just America, but the world as a whole, all without getting his name in the paper. In Shadow Knight’s Mate, Brandon
makes the jump from his earlier legal dramas to international political thriller with great success.

Art in the City
The Art and Studios of Danville Chadbourne
www.danvillechadbourne.com

San Antonio artist Danville Chadbourne will be the focus of a
one-man exhibition of recent works at the International Museum of Art & Science (IMAS) in McAllen, Texas, from December 18, 2014, to
April 12, 2015. The exhibit will showcase more than fifty works, most created
within the past year, including large and
small-scale works in wood and ceramic,
a series of suspended sculptures, walloriented works in ink and acrylic on
wood panel, and large-scale outdoor sculptures in ceramic and
stone. The show will be accompanied by a 32-page full-color
catalog, featuring an essay by long-time friend, film critic, and
collector John Defore. Known for craftsmanship and use of primal materials, Chadbourne’s work is often likened to a body of
cultural artifacts. The visual
and ritual impact of these
beautiful objects is made
more complex by their provocative, poetic, and often
paradoxical titles. They are, in essence, monuments to irrational
ideas and human impulses. In addition to the IMAS exhibition,
Chadbourne will be featured locally in one-man shows at Northeast Lakeview College in February and March, at the gallery of
Musical Bridges around the World in April and May, and at the
Say Sí Gallery in December, with exhibitions at the Kirchman
Gallery in Johnson City in the fall and the Nave Museum in Victoria November 19, 2015–January 3, 2016.

Blue Star Contemporary Art Museum
bluestarart.org

San Antonio in Berlin
March – May 2015
The Blue Star celebrates Contemporary Art Month
from March through May 2015 with an exhibition of
four San Antonio artists who have attended a threemonth residency at the prestigious Künstlerhaus
Bethanien in Berlin Kreuzberg during 2013-2014. The
artists were chosen by a committee of representatives
from San Antonio museums and city cultural offices.
The idea behind the program was two-fold: to afford local artists the opportunity to work, learn, and mingle with international
contemporary artists in Berlin and to enhance artistic discourses
already underway in San Antonio (e.g., in the residence program
of ArtPace). Whereas the latter enlivens the art scene of San Antonio by bringing international artists to the Alamo City, the artist
in residency program of the Blue Star allows San Antonio artists
to learn from international artists while studying and working in
the contemporary art mecca of Berlin.
The opening of the show is Friday, March 6, and it will continue until May. It will be curated by Dr. Angelika Jansen, who has
curated many international, national, and local art exhibitions.
She was also instrumental in establishing the residency program
in Berlin, now in its second year (July 2014 – July 2015), for the
Blue Star.

The Briscoe Western Art Museum
http://www.briscoemuseum.org

Night of Artists: 2015 Art Sale & Exhibition
Public Exhibition March 29 –April 26
The Briscoe Western Art Museum is proud to present the 14th
annual Night of Artists Art Sale & Exhibition. Hosted in the
beautiful Jack Guenther Pavilion at the Briscoe Western Art Museum, the exhibition will showcase over sixty of the country’s
top Western artists. The sale will take place on Saturday, March
28, 2015 and will include a cocktail reception, dinner and live
entertainment, followed by a month-long exhibition from March
29th to April 26th.
Voices de la Luna, 15 January 2015
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HEB Youth Poetry Contest Winners

Third Place
Voice

Melody Mireles

The poems below are the winners of the first annual HEB Youth Poetry
Contest, sponsored by Voices de la Luna and HEB. We received many
wonderfully creative poems, but the following six were judged the cream
of the crop. Thanks to all who submitted!

First Place
Voice of the Lagoon

Fiona Burmeister-Morton
Her voice meanders through narrow cobbled streets
Harmonizing with the splash of canals
Walking the arpeggio of a bridge
Her voice beating wings and pages turning
The echo of people’s lives, ringing feet on stones
Now just a reflection of the past
Her voice, the glance of eyes behind jeweled masks
And the rain thrumming on bent heads as they hurry home.
She is the murmur of the sea
As the waves take another sliver of the city.
Listen and you can hear the tide coming in.

Honorable Mention
My Voice

Alexander John Hermann
Rumbling down a busy avenue
Bouncing off every curb
Sinking into every pothole
Honking at pedestrians
Tossing pepper into scrutinizing eyes
And laughing as the irritation makes them rub and cry,
But guilt is powerful,
Enough to halt the buffeting wind

Second Place
Delightful Things
Suleiman Reed

Why do people desert delightful things?
Not just coins or cars or diamond rings,
But what makes your heart soar and sing—
Like clouds and cake and shooting stars
And spells and snow and chocolate bars.
Also laughter and lingerie and noble pegasi
And puzzles and poetry and soft lullabies.
Of course LEGOS and licks and Reese’s bites
And books beneath blankets with a night light.
Not to mention stickers and sequins and glitter glue—
And a thousand more delights I’ll always delight in—
And if you joined me in my delighting…
Well, that would delight me too.
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I am a part of who you are,
The part of you that roars like a lion
That is as unyielding and storm-proof as camlet.
I can break, but cut like a knife.
I am beautiful like the enchanting views of Volos
Radiant as summer, but crisp and cold as autumn
Like the fragrance of acai berries, so saccharine
And alluring.
I am like saffron: only used a little bit to make
A big difference
Soothing and lurid as an acoustic guitar,
But hypersonic as an electric.
I am your voice that will be heard all over the world.
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As kind as the ocean’s wrath
Treacherous as a home-cooked meal
Evil as a cool summer’s eve
Gentle as an arrow to the knee
Small yet vicious, like sharpened steel
Loud but innocent, like a cry of a newborn
Sturdy yet at times wavering, like a palm tree amidst a storm
Seemingly calm but quick to anger, like an armed atom bomb
Strumming to the beat of a drum
Or shrieking at opposition
Flowing from my throat as if possessed
By a demonic angel,
My voice is a powerful tool and weapon
That can mend or harm your feelings.
Don’t frustrate me in any way—
You’ll be facing a cheetah.

Honorable Mention

Honorable Mention
Dead, Now Alive

Winter Storm

Noel Trimm

Ashleigh Engelbert
Red and orange leaves,
Like pencil shavings,
Caught the wind
And blew down the street.
My black dress billowed out
Like a curtain
In front of an open window
In the morning.
I could see silhouettes
Of large trees
That stood up against the breeze
But still shed their leaves.
The sunset behind them was bright
But slightly clouded over,
And the large masses
Seemed so tall and strong.

A fire burns, throwing flames and licking a pot that sits above it.

There were whispers echoing
Through the air around me
But their words seemed jumbled
And hard to make out.
The world around me felt cold
And dry, and my throat
Began to ache
From the chill of late fall.
Long blonde hair
That felt foreign
And forgotten at first
Blew over my shoulders
And contrasted strongly
On the dark material.
I lifted up my hands
To hold the light mass
And it felt fragile
And soft like silk.

A whole planet, licked by the flames of a fire, the Sun.

The sun was almost gone
When the wind picked up.
As I wrapped my arms around myself
To shield against the hardening wind,
The sky began to dim
And my eyes slowly adjusted
To the gradually rising moon
Of an incoming winter storm.

Quebec City

A bounteous concoction boils in the pot, a stew filled with the
aspects of a life, every bit
and piece moving around, rousing themselves to wake.
A pressure forces itself out of the lid, singing as steam shoots out.
A warm cacophony
Of the voices, rallying up from inside the kettle, bursting with
flavor.
A passion of the senses, flooding the mind. It turns and spins,
knotting itself, tripping around.
It leaps and flies up to mix into the sky, spreading its beauty over
every corner
Of the Earth.

An orb, every drop purified by the growth of its people, boiling,
bursting with pride.
A sky is strained as they cry out, spreading their passion, flooding
the dead space.
Now alive.

Poetry Out Loud Contest
Sponsored by the National Endowment for the Arts and the Poetry
Foundation, Poetry Out Loud is administered in partnership with the
state arts agencies of all fifty states,
the District of Columbia, the U.S. Virgin Islands, and Puerto
Rico. Last year, from a competitive field of 365,000 students
nationwide, Anita Norman, a student at Arlington High School
in Arlington, Tennessee, won the title of 2014 Poetry Out Loud
National Champion at the National Finals held in Washington,
D.C. In recognition of her achievement, Poetry Out Loud awarded Norman a $20,000 prize, and her high school received a $500
stipend for the purchase of poetry books.
In San Antonio, TMI is one of the participating high schools. The winner of this year’s
Poetry Out Loud competition at TMI will go
on to compete in the state-wide competition
in Austin on February 22, 2015. The state
winner will go on to the national competition
in Washington, D.C., to compete for a pool of
$50,000 in scholarships for students and cash awards for schools.
Congratulations to sophomore Alexandra Prado (left) on winning the third annual Poetry Out Loud competition at TMI on
December 2, 2014, and to junior Sofia Miranda-Fred (right), the
runner-up.
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Select Poems
Sotol

Larry D. Thomas
It stands erect
on the rocky slope
of an arroyo
like a squinty-eyed sentinel
guarding his stubbornness
of survival.
An evergreen rosette,
its tapered, spine-clad leaves
were woven by Native peoples
into mats and baskets.
It stands erect,
this obstinate master
of the art of parsimony,
its grand heart so valued
by the Natives
they baked it in an earth
oven, pounded it into thin
patties, sun-dried them,
and, ofttimes with them
and them alone, if
they were lucky,
eked out the two
brutal decades
of their lives.

A Cold Affront
John Grey

This song of love
is put on hold
for the weather is changing,
the wood must be brought in
from the side porch,
stacked beside the fireplace.
This morning’s not about
flesh and blood
but cords of oak and maple,
andirons, the rusty poker
eager for the fray.
Yes, you warm my heart
but one more degree drop
in the outside temperature
and that will no longer be enough.
To get through late fall
and then that insidious winter,
I’ll need flame on my side,
boisterous orange dewlaps
flapping in the grid.
No, the song of love
is not exclusively
a summer melody
But the chill is real.
And real is where
we left love off
the last time.

Larry D. Thomas was the 2008 Texas Poet Laureate.

At the Serbian Orthodox Church
Jasmina Wellinghoff

From his perch on the icon screen
Christ looked cool and divinely serene
while the Mother of God appeared
to be gazing at the tourists;
I forget what the other saints were doing.
Three women prayed, huddled on their knees
just left of the Royal Door,
words pouring like gurgling brooks.
In this house of worship they looked out of place
amid the sightseeing shorts-and-sundress crowd.
While the guide spoke of glories of the past,
great frescoes and mighty kings
gold-leaf on angels’ wings,
art of another kind was on the women’s lips.
To pray like this
must be what we all viscerally seek.
If I knelt by their side
if I tried to speak… maybe I, too…
But the guide said it was time for lunch,
the bus was waiting.
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Packed Close

Eugene “Gene” Novogrodsky
My blood, my kin,
My family, my close friends
Circle the wagons,
Our kind,
Self-preservation,
Survival.
No one will look out for you.
I listen, almost convinced.
After all, dogs eat dogs… .
Fences stretch.
Guns are loaded.
Food hoarded.
Water purified.
But I want some space between the closely packed wagons,
Just enough to let some “others” in…
Yes, inside… .

Pb (Plumbum)

Dragon’s Breath

Jean Jackson

It’s hard to start a poem
when there’s a lump of lead
sitting in the middle of your chest
where your heart was yesterday.
In its poisonous presence
you become Saturnine,
you forget four of your senses
and poets need all five.
The scent of flowers, of baby skin,
even mildewed towels goes unnoticed.
The hummingbird sipping from the feeder
that left you awed yesterday
does not draw a second glance.
The blue norther whipping your hair
raises nary a goose bump.
You remain unjacketed.
You eat without tasting to fill a void.
Only the weight of the lead at your core
lets you know you’re alive.
You wait for the touch.

Taking the Ashes, Taking the Ice
Megan Toups

You put a demon inside of me, you didn’t even know,
That on those days you buried me under feet of snow.
Frozen in time I became a thing that you could hone;
A pawn in your child’s game, each move was yours alone.
Your face it was I wore to play and did not even know,
That I was trapped inside of me, under feet of snow.
The demon you put inside of me kept me imprisoned as two.
He guarded my moves with every turn; I was me and I was you.
Until one fateful day I watched a queen ascend her throne;
Soon it was I heard a crack and the snow began to groan.
No freedom came, even then, just a hint of something wrong,
When my mind was calm as ice and my body was not so strong.
In me the demon you put said to chase dreams not my own.
I ran in a jungle, hunted, tangled and twisted and thrown,
Tumbled down a dark abyss, hit bottom as cold as a stone,
Followed each move back to its source, found my frozen home.
In ice was a beautiful bird, warm and calm and bright,
But long ago frozen to death by a demon who held her tight.
As I burned ice or slashed vines it was me I cut and torched
Because I was not me, but a monster you had forged.
Taking the ashes, taking the ice, I raised myself again;
A phoenix, wings like a burning sun, born of boundless pain.
Even now as I rise to fly, the scars will still remain.
Free of you, I’ll never be free of the monster I’ve slain.

Janet McDaniel

A pale sun ends its arc across a dove gray sky.
Her footsteps fall gently upon frosted ground.
In the gloaming, coat held tight against the night,
she turns a tarnished knob, pushes open the door.
The emptiness within echoes from the walls.
With downcast eyes she wanders darkened rooms
lighting candles one by one to banish the gloom;
whispers tear-choked conversations to invisible ears.
The silence listens.
A vase of flowers bears witness as in a holder carved
of translucent alabaster. With reverence she places a stick of incense.
A match flares to burn Dragon’s Breath,
its smoke curls slowly upward, then disappears.
The scent hangs heavy in the air, mixes with the fragrance
of belladonna and nightshade, larkspur and lady laurel,
lily of the valley and oleander.
In the flickering amber light her fingers trace the curves of their petals
as she grants absolution to the shadows, relinquishes them to the
valley of death.
When he found her, something within him broke.
Maybe it was the tilt of her chin;
maybe it was the peace he saw in her eyes;
or maybe it was when he pulled her close
and smelled the incense in her hair.

Winter Daydream Interrupted

Lauren Walthour
…and I was delivered out of the mouth of the lion. 2 Timothy 4:17
While curled up on the couch in quilted robe
And feeling push of cold through my front door,
I dream of spring with mountain laurel blooms.
For some, March lion is the first to roar.
But on my hill, the call of spring is scent;
That lion leaves on winter’s blustery wind.
Calm days allow a fragrance to lift up
And fill my nose with joy as I pretend
That temperatures are rising from below
That freezing point where plants lie dormant, still,
And birds are chirping robustly in song
To welcome purple blossoms’ burst, until
The news of rabbis murdered with an ax
Disrupts my dream of pleasantries to come
And breaks my heart again as I recall
The reasons I hate war and feel so numb
When stories of beheadings grab headlines.
With swords, young men commit these evil acts,
For future gains. They sell their souls as proof.
Young lions, they defy both Truth and facts.
Voices de la Luna, 15 January 2015
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13

Mitchell Grabois
My daughter Zoe
on her first day of kindergarten
chokes on a Cheerio at breakfast,
not serious choking
but she remembers the day her grandmother
(my mother) died by choking.
Zoe was at the dinner table with us.
Our attention was absorbed by my mother’s
distress and struggles
by my ineffective Heimlich,
my wife’s 911 call,
panting so hard she could hardly
make herself understood.
Only later did we realize that Zoe
had been watching the whole thing
wide-eyed, terrified,
death at the dinner table,
her “Ganny.”
Zoe chokes on a Cheerio,
quickly recovers but the damage is done.
Her anxiety has quickly grown out of control
like a California wildfire—
This is not the way to start a school career.
My wife does her best to comfort her,
but Zoe is not one of the resilient ones.
We know that about her already.
Zoe launches into a tirade:
Cheerios fight cholesterol
(she learned that on a TV commercial),
but her choking means that cholesterol is winning
and she will die of a heart attack
(she learned about heart attacks from my wife)
on the way to school.
I do the computation in my head : 18 – 5 = 13
I have thirteen more years of this
at least.

The next two poems are paired poems from Braided Stream: A Poetry
Duet by Janice Rebecca Campbell and Toni Heringer Falls. See the review of this book above, p. 11.

The Road Home to Arkansas
Toni Heringer Falls

When mesquite trees whisper names and
beloved faces enter
dreams—
it’s time to go home.
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Road winds over deep-running rivers,
through rice fields, old hills, pastures
of belly-high grass. Ancient strains of hammered
dulcimers echo off high ridges, naked ridges, float
through river valleys, blue-flowered calico.
Grizzled farmers in frayed “gimme” caps still greet
by lifting two fingers from steering wheels of rickety
trucks; women in faded bonnets stoop in gardens
of pole beans, okra, Big Boy tomatoes. White,
clapboard churches nestle among pines and oaks,
steeples sharing the sky with trees. Graveyards’
white headstones look like fields of poppies
in sun; “Amazing Grace” wafts from open doors,
invites breezes and sinners to enter.
I am again in the place I began, land of gentle
people; the slow, soft voices rest easy on this ear.
The road climbs the Ridge to my son’s home,
and grandchildren’s laughter is strung from trees
—lanterns filled with fireflies, where the world
spills over—with child-blue eyes.
I sink again into the tender care of family
—friends, pick up loose ends
of past conversations and continue
—like reading a novel I never want to finish.
When I leave, I follow the same road home
to sprawling live oaks, Spanish missions,
lemon-yellow esperanzas, to a man with blue-gray
eyes, who knows the road
always circles back—to him.

Friedrich Park

Janice Rebecca Campbell
A tree shadow slants across the trail
small puffs of dust explode with each foot fall
moving across tree roots, rock tops
I recall a mountaineer’s words
There are no unimportant steps.
Placing one foot after the other
judging contours, estimating drop downs and step ups
feeling a way along scree slopes
I remember a mountaineer’s words
Make each step count.		
All this long hot summer
hiking the trails of Friedrich Park, I learn my lesson
there is only the next step
and you here walking beside me
Every step counting.
Originally published in The Dreamcatcher, 2010

Between Wings
Natalia Treviño

In October 1970, San Juan, Texas made international headlines when
pilot Francis B. Alexander smashed a rented single-engine plane into
the local shrine. Alexander, considered an authority in teaching migrant
children, was the only fatality.
—from The Corpus Christi Caller-Times Texas Oct 24, 1970

Your arms stretch under the blue garment.
Not feathered, nor a flowing drape of sky,
nor a holy blanket, or a pressing breath,
your robe knows to keep
stiff, form an erect isosceles pair:
yoked like wings to your hidden neck.
Only your face carved from wood
reveals it is a tiny mother
of God that is the column
supporting the blue wings. The carver
decided a gilt crown for your head,
the shape of earth.
Wrapped twigs round
the globe to show the earth was housed
in holy twist. Left your eyes open—
as if gasping at the weight.
It was a teacher who hired the plane that morning.
Had retired just days before.
Said he would kill the Catholics, the Methodists,
the Mexicans. Crashed the plane

And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at
this my city, and I give them back the sneer and say to them:
Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud
to be alive and coarse and strong and cunning.
Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on job, here
is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the little soft cities;
Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage pitted against the wilderness,
Bareheaded,
Shoveling,
Wrecking,
Planning,
Building, breaking, rebuilding,
Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white
teeth,
Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young man
laughs,
Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost
a battle,
Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, and under
his ribs the heart of the people,
Laughing!
Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked, sweating, proud to be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker
of Wheat, Player with Railroads and Freight Handler to the
Nation.

For All the Innocent Victims
Naomi Shihab Nye

directly between the house
of prayer and the bustling school.
Between children at their noon meal
and supplicants in the sanctuary.
It was a beam between
the two buildings that kept the exploding plane
from killing one person inside.
It was that silent spine between your wings.

Chicago

Carl Sandburg
Hog Butcher for the World,
Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat,
Player with Railroads and the Nation’s Freight Handler;
Stormy, husky, brawling,
City of the Big Shoulders:
They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen
your painted women under the gas lamps luring the farm boys.
And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it is true I
have seen the gunman kill and go free to kill again.
And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of
women and children I have seen the marks of wanton hunger.
Voices de la Luna, 15 January 2015
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Poemas Internacionales

International Poems

On the Bridge

On the Bridge
Majid Naficy

Majid Naficy

Over a narrow brook
I lay down on a wooden bridge
With my hands pillowing my head.
You sit next to me
With your feet dangling in the water
And your fingers caressing my face.
Then the cup of my ears
Overflows with your sweet murmurs.
The water seeps into my veins
And I am carried away
Like a floating raft
On a mysterious river
Passing by a dense grove
Full of dragonflies and pansies
And the familiar scent of grass.
What is our destination?
On this quick flowing water
I have no other guide
But your caressing fingers.

Im Nebel

Hermann Hesse

In the Fog

Hermann Hesse / translated by Brigitte Saidi and Sylvia Aken

Seltsam, im Nebel zu wandern!
Einsam ist jeder Busch und Stein,
Kein Baum sieht den anderen,
Jeder ist allein.

Strange it is to walk in the fog!
Lonely is every bush and stone
no tree sees the other
everyone is alone.

Voll von Freunden war mir die Welt,
Als noch mein Leben licht war,
Nun, da der Nebel fällt,
Ist keiner mehr sichtbar.

My world was full of friends
when my life was still bright
now that the fog is falling
no one is visible anymore.

Wahrlich, keiner ist weise,
Der nicht das Dunkel kennt,
Das unentrinnbar und leise
Von allen ihn trennt.

Truly, nobody is wise
who does not know the darkness
which inescapably and quietly
separates him from all.

Seltsam, im Nebel zu wandern!
Leben ist einsam sein.
Kein Mensch kennt den anderen,
Jeder ist allein.

Strange it is to walk in the fog!
Life is to be lonely
no human knows the other
everyone is alone.

London
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Editors’ Poems
Song for New Orleans

Carol Coffee Reposa
To the victims of Hurricane Katrina
Walt Whitman would love you
Even more today,
Grimy jewel of the South
Glowing in the foil
Of Big Muddy.
He would walk all over you,
Count the red brick buildings
Rich with soot
Streets bright with the heavy confetti
Of shopping bags and fliers.
He would amble through the French Quarter,
Paint peeling from facades
Its telephone wires sheathed in vines
Before he wolfed down gumbo in big bowls,
Crab claws floating on top like mermaids
Ever present as flashing breasts.
He would swallow Louie Armstrong’s highest notes,
Gulp down jazz, blues and zydeco
Breathe in the ghosts of Williams and Capote
Before he strolled Canal Street
Standing on the neutral ground
To take in multitudes:
The young man rapping on a corner,
A harried intern racing to the hospital
Handcuffed teens
Piling out of the police van
Like reluctant clowns.
Maybe he would see the live show at Loew’s
With the Voodoo Sex Queens from Outer Space.
Further out, beyond the Superdome, he would hear
The Natchez Queen puffing up the river
Like an athlete out of shape,
Or hitch a ride on the fabled train
Chugging through the heavy evening air,
Rich dark laughter
Shining like gold in an alley.
He would smell the sea and Lake Ponchartrain
Perfume and sweat, chicory, trash and magnolias,
Catalogue the whorls on an oyster shell.
Later he might loaf along the levees,
Stroke their voluptuous shoulders
Take his ease under oaks and sleepy cypresses,
Spanish moss trailing from their limbs
Like tattered shawls.
He would pass
Through both the shotgun shacks
And antebellum dowagers of the Garden District
Becoming part of them,
Of everything.

Then, under a starry night
He would watch the endless pageant
Of streaming lights
To find his way to Duncan Plaza
Where Avery Alexander points the way,
Leaning into civil rights
And remembering the auction block
Where John McDonough wants to do
“Good, much good, great good”
For his fellow man.
At last Walt would stretch out
By the homeless man
Asleep at the feet of George Washington
And dream,
Curled into the heart
Of New Orleans,
Grimy jewel of the South
Glowing
In the foil
Of Big Muddy.
From Underground Musicians (Lamar University Press, 2013)

Bandelier Revisited
Joan Strauch Seifert

… do not excavate or remove artifacts from area

Long ago, she took away some relics
from an ancient campground –
fire-scarred pottery shards, arrowheads,
rounded stones for softening hides,
remnants from years long past,
objects for casual dialogue and conjecture,
since what such dusty findings
would be missed in this land of aged solitude?
Later, she went back there
to that ancient place among the silent hills,
took the shards, the arrow points and stones,
replaced them gently as they’d lain before.
Were the spirits pleased that day,
as she confessed the bright-earned moments
and prized chattels of another inspired era,
now snug in earth’s embrace again?

Bourbon Street, New Orleans
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You Are Not Me
Mo H Saidi

I look at you with discontent
you look frail, much older than I.
Bald and wrinkled, you’re a stranger
a fragile doppelganger who bluntly
follows me around; alas you’re
rigid, cold and non-creative.
Frankly, I feel more animated than
your façade, happier than your outlook.
I look at you with concern:
did you have a purpose
in life, can you summarize
your legacy in three words?
Do not repeat my query.
You’re aimless and confused.
You’re not me.

Along the River Walk
James R. Adair

Angelic visage
silky smooth skin
your fingers intertwined with mine
eyes of burnished bronze
elegant curves
strolling alongside the river, andante
mahogany hair
hips gracefully swaying
until my lips touch yours—
supple, strong, inviting, amazing—
paradise!

Select Poems
Luz

Oscar Montes
Ahora,
La razón por la que escribo
Es porque
Una luz se ha fundido
En un camino,
Que alguna vez lucia
Con los ojos de Esperanza.
En un viejo cementerio,
En las afueras de mi pueblo,
Es donde enterraron Esperanza
Como un tesoro escondido.
El mundo sigue dando ruedas,
Sin cesar por lo perdido.
Y MIENTRAS QUE EL REY SIGA EN LLANTO,
Este sea el canto, para cuando
Una luz se ha fundido.

Autumn Flesh

Stephanie Niembro
					
He walks upon a covered path of aged and coloured leaves.
He is radiant as autumn’s lively guise, his hair an ochre weave.
Upon his lips is a gentle smile, so vibrant and fierce like a proud
red flower.
His feet, so brave, move in strength and gusts of wind trifle as if
blithely.
His limbs move, with pace so fleet, across the red and yellow
velvet expanse.
The vivid sky as his cloak, he slumbers upon a bed of oak.
The amber bends of his body rise and fall, steadily like the warm
beating rays of the sun.
His conflagrant eyes flutter by the morning sun’s fire, and once
more he moves with hasty gait.
His strides are swift yet so mesmeric; strangers only linger in his
awe-inspiring reveille.
He is like a god, the gentleman of harvest.
Strangers linger, afraid yet obliged to join his feathered footsteps
to wherever they wander.
The wandering steps of the amber-haired ardor eventually diminish and the flame he is falters.
Strangers will then stop to remember the beauty of the Indian
summer.
As gleaming gaily, he vanished, and autumn died onto winter.
The preceeding two poems were written by students at San Antonio
College.

San Antonio River Walk in December
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Simonetta

Carla’s Litany

Tom Murphy

Paul Pineda

Tender sly-grin, Simonetta like snapshot
Cloud of holy, hold me.
as if Botticelli painted a carpet gold-bright
Cloud of holy enfold me.
beneath naked creaminess
					Bold—Yes
Holy Sofia, infuse me
		
slack hand drags a towel, red-brush in the other
Mother Wisdom, enlighten me
I wield to comb-out honey-coppered tresses
						cascading
Space. Space so holy.
over face, chest		
supple thighs soft to touch—yield
Mine but not of my own making.
						then walk
to the sofa bed’s tossed covers
me w/ camera, naked
Oh, space!
slightness fits champagne glasses
Womb of holy that engenders
			
modeled on Marie Antoinette’s breasts
pasta holder calibrating my size:
That which is not of my own making.
			gentle clear nights			
					of sipped
I am but
hot tub wine
the space in which you become.
					and partner swap
		
our favorite restaurant patio
Conceive thee in me. Conceive me into thee
hedges segregate patrons
Amen.
		
we came to eat crepes
			
between line snorts
Holy.
					off the table top
By definition, a work in progress.
at twenty-two
we did know love
It is what I sometimes don’t see where it should be. Something
		
in more than a carnal way
waiting to be.  A wombful of God waiting to be delivered into
				before we lurched
the world.
						dawdled
towards an end
And it is holy simply because I’m human.
Firenze’s Simonetta hangs within the gold
					 fresh cream skin
brush-strokes beatified by Sandro Botticelli
Did You Play Jenga?
			
who understood chaste
Maria Free
				as did Simonetta Vespucci
		
before dying at twenty-two
Remember your opponent.
cold strolling hard marble floors
the Uffizi, the National Gallery, London
waking to bootup— downloading her gif
		
a view that slips backward
			
her snapshot image similar
				unembarrassed (ex)posed
a grin speaks dialect
sensuous
incriminates
tonality converses pictures
poised and unfettered by heart-flex
the negative burns
each morning I now wake
with my Simonetta
the bed her half shell—her surfboard
		
daily she cuts the curl
			
shoots the pipeline
			
her wavelength vibrant
						light
					pure
			spanks the tide

The one you built your lovely,
simplistic wooden tower with?
The one whose company you sought?
Now remember the game.
The concept rests on winning
by destroying parts of your
—both of yall’s—
creation, but not having it topple.
How long did it remain standing?
Remember the end.
Was the fall beautiful,
devastating,
thrilling?
Who truly won?
The one who made the last move
or the one who kept things together?
Are you going to play again?
Voices de la Luna, 15 January 2015
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Desert Poems
Brandon Marlon

Simoom
Billowing desert winds,
sand-laden and noxious,
rumble in storms across shifting dunes,
overrunning puny oasis palms,
scattering dwellers toward wasteland hovels.
A translucent curtain of dust
deposits itself on hapless nomads
caravaning along obliterated trails,
insinuating prickly sprinkles
into human eye slits and camel nostrils,
a peppery shower of stinging grains
courtesy of infernal Iblis,
whose piquant breath insufflates wilderness.
Sirocco
The wall of heat steadily bakes a meaty feast
leavened by the yeast of sculpted dunes,
setting the table for preying guests
reliably punctual and full of appetite,
scarabs leading beetle armies to dung pellets
as worms and maggots overrun middens
and lanneret talons gouge dried gizzard
from the bonemeal of whelmed vagrants,
reaving then leaving lesser gristle
to the starved cravings of sallow jerboas
driveling at remnants of the gobbet banquet.
Sahara
The ocean of sand is a powdery boneyard,
designing and insatiable,
concealing in its bowels the muffled remains
of innumerable stragglers, warriors, and vagabonds,
their blood slurped by parched mounds,
their flesh devoured by indigenous birds of prey.
Surd figures digested within the unsifted nadir
restlessly lament their unenviable ends,
sighing like dromedaries whose ordure adorns the surface,
wary of predatory ghouls defiling skeletons after dark,
gasping for the cerements of a decent burial,
mutely bemoaning forsaken dignities.

Golden Youth
Ann Howells
for Mark

A photograph of you:
Pisa spread out behind like a picnic
on a blanket, as you hold up that tower,
the typical tourist shot, but you,
you’ve really put your shoulder to it,
bent knee, other leg fully extended,
toe dug in as if you try out
for the role of Sisyphus.
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Another shot, that little ristorante
off the plaza: dark hair, easy ways,
a one-sided smile like the young Elvis,
you lean back, swirl your wine,
as signorinas tumble over themselves
offering antipasto, minestra,
costoletta di vitella e fettucini,
refill your glass as though you are
The King himself.
You shift personas easily, hermit crab
abandoning exoskeleton, its very bones,
for another: one day periwinkle,
one day whelk, commandeering
whatever shell fits, never displacing
or displeasing anyone. You are
the perennial guest charming all and sundry,
comfortable in mud or manse. I can’t
fault you for this; you have no greed
or malice.
I’ve seen you nonplussed only once,
on that little Vespa in Rome.
Anonymous in a helmet, you were simply
another disoriented American
unable to charm. You are companion,
friend and idol. Let us sit at your feet
we implore; it is our privilege.

Stillborn

Martha K. Grant
For Edward
Thinner than matchsticks,
the tiny fingers curl
in a pink question mark
frozen in time.
By way of answer,
I ease my own finger into
his birdlike grasp—
as though he expected this
all along, this one
exquisite moment
what he’d remember
for the eternity into which
he was prematurely thrust.
Surprised at the soft flexibility
of his fingers, I stroke
the underside of them,
the half inch from palm
to fingertips, over and over,
as if beckoning,
watching his fingers spring back
into that questioning curve,
beckoning.
First published in The Enigmatist, June 2010, nominated for a Pushcart
Prize

The Voice of Your Brother’s Blood
Harold Rodinsky

I wonder
where is the outrage,
for the dead boy in San Antonio?
I see Berkeley burning,
and Ferguson rebuilding, honoring one
I pause to think
about university presidents
lying on the floor of their homes chanting “I can’t breathe”
about classes being suspended
so students can march across the bridge, to honor one

floating in the bottom of a bucket
a vessel that will not decompose
though littered with holes—brittle,
broken, and oh so baffling.

Reading The Guardian Before Heading to School
Hank Jones

I read about 230 girls abducted by Islamist militants in Nigeria,
As I look out my window and worry about the weeds growing
in my yard.

I wonder
where are the demonstrators? the fire starters, the bottle throwers?
a few friends of the dead boy gather
to hold a prayer service
and carry signs about justice, no burning, no throwing

The disconnect hurts me. I wish I didn’t know about
Such troubles an ocean away.
After all, what is it to me? I cannot affect Nigerian politics;
I’m not naive enough to imagine Bruce Willis
Leading the charge as young American men
Do what is right in countries that have lost all semblance
Of order and control.

I am amazed
that these three were all killed by police
but two demand national attention
two demand national violence, national headlines, national outrage
and a dead boy in San Antonio is forgotten in a moment

And yet now that I know their terrible story, at least the beginning,
The moment of their abduction,
I can’t stop imagining their cries,
Can’t stop the knowledge that all that is left of their lives will be rape,
And, if they’re lucky, death.

I am saddened
by the unravelling of the fabric of consensus
as the threads loosen and become separate
no connections to the other strands
until the ground is littered with indifference

I want to say I weep for them, and I feel such emotion in me,
But in reality, their reality is too distant from mine.
I will clean up my morning dishes,
Brush my teeth,
And head to school to teach children,
Many the ages of the abducted girls,
And we will laugh and cajole our way through this required class
In technical writing,

(his name was Cameron Redus)

Bucket

Ken Hada
I don’t know if I’ll be able
to write an elegy for my mother.
There is something timeless
about her, something death
cannot cure.
I was raised with commandments
stapled to my heart
			
and I feel
them fixed still, filed in my cluttered life.
But honor is such a fishy word
flopping and splashing, slipping
out of your hand time and time
again …
You’ve got to grab it
by the gills—but what damage
can be done in your flailing attempts
to grasp it, to hold it just right

And periodically I will stop, and a shadow will cross my mind,
And I’ll shake my head in some kind of despair.

Honky Tonk in Cleveland, Ohio
Carl Sandburg

It’s a jazz affair, drum crashes and cornet razzes.
The trombone pony neighs and the tuba jackass snorts.
The banjo tickles and titters too awful.
The chippies talk about the funnies in the papers.
The cartoonists weep in their beer.
Ship riveters talk with their feet
To the feet of floozies under the tables.
A quartet of white hopes mourn with interspersed snickers:
“I got the blues.
I got the blues.
I got the blues.”
And … as we said earlier:
The cartoonists weep in their beer.
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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.

Natural Difference
Vivian Kearney

Sun, our warming star,
Moon, our cool, closer sphere,
Trees, our praying companions,
Rain, our therapeutic tears
You probably don’t want us
To yearn for your haunting nature
Seeking in you our identity fleeing cure
Before our given time as learning stewards
You weave other wondrous melodies
Although we share patterns of resonance
For we all were brought into existence
To be caring relatives and friends

Untitled

Lars Hundere

All Nature Proclaims God’s Glory
Milo Kearney

All nature proclaims God’s glory.
The trees point up to the sky,
and the waters reflect the message of the stars,
as the Zodiac speaks from on high.
With the Virgin about to give new birth,
Justice swears to do its part.
The scorpion attacks the babe in vain,
with the archer’s arrow aimed at its heart.
The scapegoat offers himself for sins,
bringing water of life from the Great I Am,
coming at the start of the Age of the Fish,
with the sacrifice of the spotless lamb.
The bull of strength promises to reconcile
his two twin children, Gentile and Jew.
And the crab-clawed scarab promises eternal life
when the Lion of Judah comes into view.
Look up! Look up! Behold the stars’
sweet promise of liberation.
Join the trees, the seas, and the very rocks
in proclaiming the Lord’s salvation.

Only God Knows
Amelia Cantu

One day in the afternoon
Sitting down in my living room chair
Sad and lonely I was
And feeling sorry for myself,
When I decided
To go for a walk
To feel the breeze on my face
And the wind blowing my hair.
I got out of my house
Ready to take a walk.
I walked for ten minutes,
Ten miles advanced.
That’s when I noticed
I had crossed the big lake.
Did I walk, swim, or fly?
How did I do that?
Only God knows… .
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The Burning Fire

The Treadmill

Melina Rios

It will always be inside of me
Nothing can put it out
It may dim over time
but it will never go away
I can douse it with water
or try to smother it
But it’ll never go out
I live with fire inside
of me
While I cannot put it out
I can learn to control its
brightness and heat over time

The Burning Fire
Angela Graf

The glow against the blanket of night,
Embers fluttering like flies
Wisps of smoke
Connecting me to the fire
To God
Fire of color
Orange Red Yellow

Kimberly Chini

Another day to face the daily grind
I am dizzy with disillusionment
Have to get off the treadmill
For just a while
Can’t get back on
darkness and sadness envelop me
A while turns into ten years
and I have lost my way.
Scratching and crawling
to find my way back
Who am I and where do I belong?
Jesus save me.

Words Are Animals Alive with a Will
of Their Own
Anita Bryant

Words mean something,
Words mean nothing,
Whom you tell or
How you tell.

Crackling echos
Sizzling psalms
The warmth on my face
The coldness on my back
I’m happy
Just me and this fire
Beneath the stars
No one around
My gaze drawn to heaven
Clear of clouds, rain, fog
Just me and the fire on this cold summer night

Untitled

Lauren Nicole Barton
I took a break from abusing drugs, my family and myself just so
I could get some peace, maybe feel a little better about my situation, my life and my addiction.
“I’m not an addict. I’ll just stay here in reality for a day or so and
regroup, then I’ll go get another fix.” This vicious neverending
cycle is the blaze of flames or disillusions. “I’ve got this under
control,” I tell myself. I plead my case to God and beg for mercy
as I try to smother the burning desire of addiction. My so-called
life has driven me crazy. My life doesn’t work.

Words can break your heart
Words can lift you up
Words are wild
Words are sweet.
Words have power
Words have feelings
Like a wild animal
Who may love
Or who may attack.
Words—
Watch your words.
You can show love
Or like a sword
Can break your heart.

Cape Town
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Art Therapy
Visual Journaling

Maripat Munley RN, Art Therapist
Visual journaling, like verbal journaling, is a way of processing
the nuances of life’s experiences. It is a sensitive language using color, shape, and image that may be much more revealing of
feelings or emotional reactions than words. This highly personal,
visual language helps the speaker document and better understand daily occurrences, dreams, spiritual and emotional self-exploration or any other information of importance to the diarist. In
many ways the process is like dreaming onto paper. The images
are concretely available for meaning-making activities as dreams
are, thus enhancing memory and introspection. Meaning-making
might include use of color, symbolism, metaphor, storytelling,
memory recall, and discussion of what one likes or dislikes about
the image. Verbal journaling may be added to concretize what is
learned through the visual language. For those who wish to learn
more, a good reference and easy-to-read book is Visual Journaling: Going Deeper than Words, by Barbara Ganim and Susan
Fox.
See two examples of visual journaling, below and right.

Visual Journal
Richelle Vasquez

I Am Beautiful
Frances Ford

I am beautiful
despite the scars I wear
I am beautiful
beyond the tattoos you see
I am beautiful
no matter how I wear my hair
I am beautiful
despite my addiction
I am beautiful
for I am a survivor
I am beautiful
because of my struggles
I am beautiful…
if you take the time
to get to know the real me,
you’d see the beauty that is me

For Lois on Her 70th Birthday
Maripat Munley

Let’s relive our time in Philadelphia at Old Blockley,
to hear authentic Negro spirituals sung and
walk the nights in the long, dark, hospital halls,
hoping we would have the needed nursing skills.
Oh! to be with those strong young nurses—survivors all—
who would be our life-long soul friends!

Visual Journal
Frances Ford
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Let’s be glad, more than fifty years later
that the ancient nursing tradition,
early American hospital and almshouse realities
dutifully passed down to us
guided our own professional practice
enabling us to recognize human need
and to help others heal.

Let’s not forget how the
deep suffering and shocking experiences
we saw in this wild place—so foreign to us all—
which challenged our very beings
to look deeply at who we were then
and who we might become
professionally, personally, spiritually.
Let’s be grateful now, in our 70th year,
for the birthday parties in our bedrooms,
sunbathing on the nurses’ home rooftop
dancing in our pajamas late at night.
Grateful too that we can still remember
the names of special patients who
taught us that pain, the universal equalizer,
can bring us wisdom and strength,
teach us compassion for others and
redeem us from superficial approaches to life.
Let’s be joyful to have lived this long!
We learned early to experience life deeply,
and are wise enough to recall and
treasure the people and experiences
that prepared us for the natural changes
that come with lives well lived.
Let’s look to the future now,
while there is still time, and
lean into our days moment to moment,
to love and be loved, which is our true calling.

Poetry & Dreams

Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation
Fourth Function

Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg
San Antonio, Texas
Oct. 21, 2014
Dream: In the dream, I am tired, and there is work to be done. I
can’t get myself motivated to do the things that need to be done;
I feel frustrated. On the other hand, I am organized, but there is
not enough time in the day to do everything. The daily routines eat
up my time. These are things that have to be done—paying bills,
laundry, work, shopping, etc.—but I need more time to play. When
I play, or when I just lie back and do nothing for a few hours, I am
happy. Or when I just play and engage with my surroundings, using
my sensation function, I am happy. When there is no pressure to
complete various tasks quickly, I am happy. As much as I constantly
reassess what I do and reprioritize my life, there is never enough
time to play. Maybe the answer is to add play to the daily routine.
End of dream.
Day Life: I had some time to play yesterday, and it felt great: paid
bills, ran errands, had lunch with a friend, made some notes on
the inferior function, met with Angelica, went dancing with Maria,
even took a nap. It all felt like play. It was a great day.
Comments on Dream: Before I had this dream, I had been studying the inferior function. Jung speaks about introversion and extroversion. In introversion the psychic energy flows inward toward
the individual. In extroversion the psychic energy flows outward
toward people, objects, things, and the collective. We usually lean
in one direction or the other—toward introversion or toward extroversion. Jung also speaks about the four functions—intuition,
sensation, thinking, and feeling. Growing up, we rely more on one
of the functions to interact with the outer world. C.G. Jung, Swiss

psychiatrist, calls this dominant way of interacting with the outer
world our superior function. The functions are paired together; intuition goes with sensation, and thinking goes with feeling.
For example, my dominant function is introverted intuition;
therefore, my underdeveloped or inferior function is extraverted
sensation. If one’s thinking function is the superior function, then
the feeling function is the inferior function. The inferior function
is also called the fourth function. My dream is about my inferior
function, the fourth function. Marie-Louise von Franz says in her
book Psychotherapy that the inferior function always makes the
bridge to the unconscious, and in the case of an introvert it is
generally by moving toward an unconscious projection, which
appears outside. Von Franz says further that the inferior function
is always directed toward the unconscious and symbolic world
but that it is not directed either to the inside or the outside; the
latter varies individually. According to von Franz, if the inferior
function of an introvert moves outside, then it means that the
outer realm will acquire a symbolic quality for that person. As an
introverted intuitive type, my sensation function is extraverted.
In the dream, I am caught up in my sensation function, which
involves the routine and the mundane—paying bills, laundry, errands, etc. The sensation function has a tendency to eat me alive,
if I let it. My sensation function is slow, but it is symbolic. If I
can combine the concrete and the symbolic in my poetry, it can
become very powerful. Playing with the sensation function is a
way for me to connect to the symbolic and also to relax. The unconscious is telling me that play is what I need more of in my life.

Turning Back

James Brandenburg

Yeshua said:
Whoever seeks will find;
whoever knocks from inside, it will open to them.
(Gospel of Thomas, Logion 94)
Under silent branches
I turn the stone
split the wood
pull the sword
unwrinkle myself
I want that
which no hand has made
which no heart has conceived
Is it in the countryside?
In the turning of the stone?
The splitting of the wood?
Under tree branches?
In solitude
old fantasies fade
flames simmer
no worry from morning to evening
yearning to be naked, to be empty
I must find the child
to hear the bird’s song
to sense water bubbling
at the bottom of the well
I must find the child
to inhale ruah*,
sacred divine breath
smoldering in the ashes
*Hebrew for “spirit” or “breath”
The poem is inspired by the Gospel of Thomas. There is the paradox of
union with the divine. It is neither fusion nor separation.
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Emerging Writers
An Interview with Joe Jiménez
Leah Gómez

When I went to hear Joe Jiménez read his book The Possibilities of
Mud at The Twig, I was captured by the vividness of his poems and
their ability to transport the listener from the book shop to “the bonemold greyness of the shore.” He led the listener to feel “the goodness
one man can do for another man” as he read “The Poetry of the Earth
Is Never Dead.” With an astute assuredness as a man and as a poet,
Jiménez has a seemingly effortless ability to command metaphor and a
resilient commitment to living. His book is one his readers won’t want
to live without.

Leah Gómez: What inspires your images?
Joe Jiménez: What inspires my images is what my subconscious leads me to put on the page. When I first started writing
I didn’t have any way of thinking of imagery aside from “oh,
this is what I have in my head, I guess I’ll just write it down.”
As I started to read other peoples poems and tried to get ideas
on poem-making, I read A Little Book on the Human Shadow
by Robert Bly, and one of his main ideas is that whatever comes
from the subconscious is rife with meaning. And so I began to
think about the reoccurring images in the poems I was trying to
make. In particular, in a conversation with one of my mentors in
my M.F.A. program, was the man-of-war, a dangerous creature
that stings and hurts us. When I was young, I remember walking
along the beach, Port Aransas or Mustang Island, and I saw that
tons of them had beached themselves, and one of the thoughts I
had as a child was “God, I wish we could bury them instead of
just leaving them there.” And of course, that’s selfish because
you want to play on the beach, but the other part of that is it is
sad to see so many things die, or anything die, and I wanted to
pick them up and take them to the dunes and have little burial
services for them, which would have been a painful experience.
Writing about that, not recognizing what it meant to my life at the
time, led me to see that these reoccurring images in my poems
are exactly what I was experiencing in my life, the idea of wanting to save dangerous men, of saving people from themselves,
of ultimately sacrificing myself, and being willing to be hurt for
some greater good. Looking at images that way, I see that they
come from a place, memory, and then I work to unpack what that
memory means in a poem.
I like to rework lines six or seven times. I want to feel like I
really worked for it.
What keeps you from writing?
Having only 24 hours in a day.
During the interview, I asked Joe to read “A Firelight in the Marshland”
and to explain…

The thing I think about when I see that poem is revising. The
poem didn’t look right until after three or four looks at it. Initially, the poem had longer lines. I always go back to what I learned:
if it feels too long then cut it in half, then cut it in thirds, then start
omitting, highlighting what you think is most important, keeping
those images and using the other stuff as a means to help you get
there. I didn’t know what the poem meant, at first. I thought I
wanted to focus on fire, the whole idea of what it means to make
30
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something that creates warmth but also destroys. Ultimately, I
realized it was a poem about everyone having a light within him
or her, something that is redeemable, I hope. I had a lover I dated
for about six or seven years who ended up taking his life. It was a
matter of trying to save this person, but we all know that we can’t
save people; they need to save themselves. It’s about people having light in them, and as much as we try to help people kindle his
or her flame, it’s not going to happen unless that person wants to
see his or her own light.
What value do you find in labels? In being identified as a Chicano/Queer/Poet?
I’m entirely comfortable with labels, but I am also a 38-year-old
man who has become comfortable with himself. I think the labels
I would most embrace would probably be the politicized ones. I
think of myself as being a Chicano writer who embraces earth
imagery, who really works the idea of questioning masculinity,
of questioning violence, and making sense out of things that others might ignore. Being a Chicano writer isn’t just about some of
the old-school concerns of the Chicano Movement, but a modern concern with what it means to be a man and not be violent.
It’s about queerness, about being seven years old and realizing I
don’t want to kill a pig, I don’t want to kill a goat, which is ironic
because, of course, I wanted to eat the meat, but I didn’t want to
be there to cause the hurt. For me, that was a moment of change
because I was not following “The Rule” of what it means to hacer
hombre, to be a man. In that case, I’m fine with the labels. In any
other case what people do with my labels can be weaponized. Labels can be used to hold-down, box-in, but sometimes to liberate.
Tell me more about The Goat-Eaters and Other Poems.
I took the idea of violence and what it means to be a man and
what it means to be a man who experiences violence and a man
who chooses not to use violence. But more than that, to be a Chicano who doesn’t do what culture or society expects Chicanos to
do. I started writing about border violence and about my mother
who was born in Nuevo Laredo. I remember thinking years ago,
“No, we shouldn’t go; it’s too dangerous.” Then I thought, “Why
wouldn’t I want to go see the place my mother was born?” I started thinking, “What makes people violent?” It’s easy to just dismiss people like those who are incarcerated. One of the questions
I have struggled with in life is, are people just born bad? Is it true
that people can be genetically predisposed to do bad things in the
world? Of course, I don’t think that but I wonder it. I believe that
environment impacts what we value, and we have those neuronetworks in our brains that train us to know what is familiar, or
this is right, or this is how I should respond to this situation. I’m
trying to work out some of those questions.
What do you want your readers to know about you?
A thing that comes to me is what Jodi Foster says in the movie
Contact: “The world is what we make of it.” And I firmly believe
in that. If we are good people and we do good things, if we make
good, we will make a good world.
This interview with Joe Jiménez is the first in the Voices de la Luna
Emerging Writers Series, conceived by Voices social media coordinator
Leah Gómez. A poem by Joe Jiménez is on the next page.

The Truth about the Moon According to Your
Drunk Tía Who Dances a Slow Polka on Your
Buelito’s Wooden Porch
Joe Jiménez

Your tía tells the story
of how he machetes
her up into bits
and parts, how her eyes
rattle like bells
over the betrayal.
Your tía dancing on the front porch,
flowers spurting from her chongo,
a cigarette
jutting between the pink knuckles
and Listerine teeth. Too much—
That’s what your tíos say
of your tía.
Too much—she mouths back, twirling,
spiraling, puffing
small smoke moons.
Too much—
he picks up his sister
in all her little pieces
and hurls her. Over the mountain:
pecho, brazo, pierna, cara…
And your tía trills
about these parts of the moon,
gestures the whole thing, too.
Too much—she says again
and again.  
Vueltas y vueltas!
Plumes and crescents.  
Accordions, mesquite.
Oreja, boca, ojo, lengua, pies…
Too much.
How a chord can change every awful thing:
bajo sexto, this other helix;
low bells and buttons propel
upheavals, family, war, and sky.
Tía heaving invisible parts
over the porch rail,
and these parts—
her parts—
do not hit dirt,
but flutter
upward: oddly-shaped
hummingbirds
emerging from a grito in the Gulf heat
of the gunpowder sky.

Homage for H. Palmer Hall
Vincent Spina

I
Time then was not clicked from an overstuffed
cushion in a heated salon. Winter was an empty bin
of oats or rye, the barren udders
of an old cow. By April strong urges
shot through plant roots. Trees in first bloom
“whispered of old endings and new beginnings.”
Thoughts turned to Thomas à Becket and Bath.
On the continent...the shrine of Santiago
de Compostela. By the time pilgrims
crossed the alpine springs and flowers
of the Pyrenees, they’d forgotten
the muddy streets of Paris, the squalor of Rome.
But Jerusalem was always the prize;
city of old rancors, remnants of walls,
ashes of burnt offerings—crusaders, jihadists…
all young and hoping “to do something,
to travel, to see what was or life would be like” …
streets smelling of roasting lamb parts,
of human and camel offal. But always
the promise down one more winding street:
a piece of Veronica’s veil, a splinter
from the true cross, a glint of the holy grail.
Pilgrims, rich enough, packed up mules, servants,
slaves … one year out, one year back. If he were
richer, he could hire someone to make the journey
for him. They had only to bring back a palm
to prove they’d gone. These were the palmers,
this, an age of faith. And from them, you
derive your name, the long name
that utters its first syllable when cold hands
deliver you to the light, grows as you grow:
the face you see in the mirror. The mirror
doesn’t lie.
II
As a child you were a palmer of sorts
in the back seat of a succession of cars
as you recall it—as were we all—between
Beaumont, Texas and Wakulla Bay, Florida:
the south eastern arch of the country: land
meeting sea in an embrace of marshes,
bogs, mangrove belts where geography meets
and mates with itself bringing more of itself
to the light, “a la luz” as they say
further south.
What seeps into a new mine sprung between
land and sea—oaks mourning down
in Spanish moss, and scattered among the green,
cabbage palms and palmettos … is yours.
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Low tide and the stench of rotten eggs,
life beginning and ending. Mosquitoes
light on new skin, buzz through your sleep
like the subtext of a dream. Something molds
a path into you, growing ever inward
as you grow outward to meet your world.

to duty? Wild run up the coast,
quick stop to watch the night,
one more kiss, deep, passion
for these particular moments
within a wider, deeper passion
—each second adds another syllable to the name.

—Wood storks: the sleek body of an ibis
and the naked head of their raptor ancestors;
anoles, flashing their red dewlaps like
flags proclaiming this leaf is mine,
this strip of bark, mine … at night
a gecko glows green under lamp light,
takes a moth and is gone … flights

IV

of pelicans more pterosaur than bird.
El lagarto, “alligator” (named by Spanish
conquistadores waking, perhaps,
from a bad dream that brings no gold
but early death), basks on a river bank
in a patch of sun, absorbing through
the third lids of its eyes the pure
intensity of life.
A pilgrimage continued over long summers,
circuitous, penetrant, saturated
by smaller journeys, daily,
to the mail box, two miles away from
the house of your grandmother
down an oak lined road (where once
you cut your foot kicking a can
and remember the scar years later
as shrapnel pierces your other foot
on an sudden and unlikely battle field
in Viet Nam), adrift
in small row boat
with only the luck of tides to bring you home.
Your only choice is to live.
Later the memories—joy, regret—
another matter, living and dying another life:
a poem pressed into a leaf torn free
in autumn.
III
As you grow there were other journeys, trips
to nowhere, mad runs in a new Mustang:
Texas to Florida and back; follow
the Mississippi to Saint Louis, east
then to New York … you, a friend, and two young
women of your age and need for movement, whom
you’ve met along the way. One night, all four,
half drunk and all alive … a moon, maybe, above the bay
in Gulfport, Luisiana, a sunrise over Beaumont,
sunset over Wakulla.
What is the palm you, or any of us, bring back
if only to yourself? The time between
the protean and some call
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Then there was a war. Not a great war, as you say.
Mostly it was the poor who went,
a small portion of the committed, another
larger one of undecided, as you were.
And the escapes to Canada, flights to Europe.
All in all, not that many deaths
(if we don’t count the Vietnamese
as we never do). Names carved on a black stone
wall to remind us (though mostly we forget).
A drop in the bucket, really…
next to the Great War and the greater war
that followed … . By certain standards
not much greater than Antietam or the final count
of the dead on the fields of Gettysburg…
An even smaller drop:
—perhaps, no drop at all, really: One night,
another distant land where I too am called
to serve, a young man, younger than I, is
holding a small knife to my stomach, reason
as unimportant now as it was absurd then.
Like a lacuna within a greater narrative
of fear is my fixation on the minute size
of the instrument of death in proportion
to its magnitude: much like
the parenthesis that is life.
In a language as new to me as the land,
I argue like a lawyer. I win the case.
I’m not sure. Maybe it’s a kilometer
to my hotel. I don’t know exactly
the length of a kilometer.
Nor the duration of fear. It grows
as I turn the key and enter my room,
hatches the next morning and the next
like a bird of prey as I shower. I take
this fear to be text and subtext of war…
yet only a part, even in the small war
you played your part in
as a “bat linh”—captured soldier—
Vietnamese for an enlisted man, the language
the army has taught you to learn.
To read the rest of Vincent Spina’s “Homage for H. Palmer Hall,” go to
www.voicesdelaluna.com.

Short Fiction
The Return

Edward Alexander
The horse was a four-year-old bay mare, well built, standing
a full sixteen hands. The boy had taken her from the barn in the
full moon of his ancestors. The mare went willingly, not snorting
or scuffing her hoof at the dirt. She stood still as the boy tied the
blanket across her back, as if she could sense the long ride that
they were bound to. She belonged to a rancher named Wilson, a
man who never showed humor and took much pride in his possessions. He had bought the filly two years before. She had filled
out strong and looked to be built for speed, for she had been sired
by a champion.
The boy knew the stories from the old ones about stealing horses as well as he knew the stories of where the sun would go when
the moon stood guard over the heavens. He had always been told
they should steal the white man’s horses, so the idea that the theft
might be wrong never played into the taking. He put a dozen
scoops of oats into an empty burlap bag, tied it to the mare’s
mane, then mounted with a double-barrel shotgun slung with cotton plow line and a jar of water and rode towards the north. In
the moonlight El Capitán, the great sheer rock wall that was the
south face of Guadalupe Peak, could be seen. On the other side
and above the horizon were the mountains of his grandfathers.
The mare was discovered stolen early by a ranch hand named
Ortiz. The old Mexican saw that the hackamore he’d left hung on
a nail had also been taken. Wilson and the ranch hands skipped
breakfast, saddled up, and rode in widening circles until they
found the tracks. Then they followed to the north.
By the time the sun was high enough to bring sweat to the boy’s
brow, he’d ridden onto the salt plain. The great high stone wall
seemed no closer than it had when daylight showed the flat lay
of the desert. Four springtimes back, he’d come down from the
mountains with his father. It was in the year the century turned,
but then the boy did not know that there was a place in time
called eighteen ninety-nine. Now from memory he rode back
over the longtime faded tracks. There were many washouts that
ran like laid-out spider’s string stretching towards the hills. The
boy picked the wash that seemed familiar, never questioning his
choice. Never did he ask himself if he were wrong or consider
that both he and the mare might very well perish, for the Mason
jar half-full of warm water would be gone before the sun got
very far to his left. By late afternoon the wash had widened and
deepened with scrubs of mesquite and desert willow along the
run. When they came upon a mesquite that was high enough to
shade the mare some, they stopped for their longest rest that day.
The boy and the mare shared the water from a tin army cup. The
boy held the bag and let the horse eat half the oats, then soaked
a handful in the cup until they became soft. He ate them with
his fingers, then drank the water. He said the white man’s prayer
three times aloud and rode on.
The rancher and his posse had left hurriedly, unprepared for a
stay past a day on the desert; they could go without food but not
water, at least not for long. They were slow in their following as
the desert floor was baked summer hard and showed few tracks.
The old Mexican named Ortiz could read the ground, for he had
hunted the mountain lions before they were chased from that part

of the country. So ever so slowly he found a half hoof print here
a broken twig there. At day’s end they came to the wash the boy
was following. Then the tracker knew where the horse thief was
headed.
“There’s water up this draw,” said the Mexican, pointing. “A
spring, some ways up. He’s headed for water.”
“How far is this spring?” asked the rancher.
“Six hours. Horses need rest. It’ll be dark soon, we should wait
here till morning.”
“Can we catch ’im?”
“Before he reaches the mountains, yes. If he gets that far, then
no.”
“How many hours does he got on us?”
“He’s probably at the spring now. I could go alone, on foot.
Horse in the dark would just slow me down. I can be there before
daylight.”
“You won’t be able to see no tracks. Here take this.” The rancher handed Ortiz his long-barrel Colt pistol.
The old vaquero was right: the boy knew exactly where he was
headed, for he had been there before. By the time the shadows
had gotten long, the draw had deepened to the start of an arroyo,
and he was at the spring. There was little light left, so he tied the
mare and loaded the shotgun, a twelve-gauge with a very worn
dark wooden stock. He only had four shells, two birdshot, and
two double-aught buckshot. He loaded the birdshot and walked
out through the scrub hoping for a rabbit. The covey of quail
broke when he was no more than four steps away. The blast filled
the air for miles. The old Mexican who was still far away heard it.
Only two of the birds had fallen, so now the boy had only one
birdshot left. As he reloaded the spent chamber he told himself,
“Two was better than one.” He made a small mesquite fire, ate
the quail, and drank water from the spring. As the dark settled he
again said the prayer three times aloud and lay at the mare’s feet
with the shotgun gun in one hand, the other hand holding tight to
his end of the hackamore.
At Sierra Blanca his father had found work at the shearing
sheds. Then they had taken him from his father and put him to
stay in the white man’s school; there they had taught him the
prayer. The prayer and the shotgun were the only things he’d
taken when he ran away from that place.
In the grey light of the false dawn, the boy was pulled awake
as the mare snorted and stepped back. He came to his knees holding the pulled lead in one hand and the shotgun still held in the
other. Not five feett away, he saw the pistol pointed towards him.
Then the mare reared and his hold on the rein pulled him backwards. His finger on the first trigger pulled without meaning and
the Mexican’s finger on the pistol trigger pulled from death’s reflex. The boy knew the mare was dead, for her eyes did not blink
and held no light. He also knew that the one who had pointed the
pistol was dead. The boy did not mean to shoot, but the load of
buckshot had hit square. He took nothing from the dead man, not
even the pistol. He filled the jar to the brim from the spring, took
the blanket and shotgun and left, for he knew others were coming.
Wilson and his bunch reached the spring in the late morning.
An hour earlier, they had seen the buzzards circling. The rancher
looked down at the mare, cursed under his breath, then took the
pistol from the dead man’s hand. “Couple you boys carry old Ortiz up to higher ground, cover him good with some big rocks so
as the coyotes won’t get ’im. Which one of you got a good sharp
knife?” A hand named Dirk had a sharp skinning knife. “Cut us
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some meat off that dead horse’s rump,” said the rancher. “Rest of
you gather some wood and get it goin’. I want to be gone from
here in half an hour. I plan to catch ’im before night.”
“What you plan to do to him when we get him?” asked Dirk.
“Take ’im with us until we find a tree big enough to hang ’im
from!” When they rode out, the rancher divided his posse into
twos with riders in the gully and two looking for signs on either
side.
The boy followed the arroyo for only a few miles then climbed
the steep bank and ran at a slow but steady pace through the high
desert scrub. He was headed toward where the desert rose up in
front of the great wall of stone. He had stopped to rest only twice,
and from the jar he had only sipped, barely wetting his lips. By
late in the day he’d reached where the lay of the land took the
great step up. He was part way up the rise and stopped for a small
drink.
It was the sun reflected off the Mason jar over two miles away
that caught the rancher’s eye. With his binoculars he scanned the
hill in the distance. He found the figure working his way to the
top, a horse thief and murderer whom the rancher had sworn to
run down. The rancher fired his Winchester three times, for that
was the agreed-upon sign that would bring the others. Again he
raised the binoculars and saw the one he was after stop and look
down at the desert below.
The boy heard the rifle shots and picked out the two riders in
the scrub. When he reached the top of the hill and again looked
for the riders they had grown to six and were riding hard towards
him.
The base of El Capitán was piled with boulders that had broken
loose from the side of the mountain back before time. The giant
boulders made a wall that the boy could not climb. He ran across
the flat hilltop to the west side of the plateau and came to an edge
that dropped seventy feet straight. He had boxed himself in. The
only way to the north now was to return to the south. He walked
back to the hillside where he had come up; he could see the horses tied at the bottom. The riders were now on foot, coming up the
steep side. One of those below saw him standing and fired a rifle.
The shot missed by yards. The boy turned and walked back out
of sight of his hunters. He sat down with his back resting against
a small tree trunk. He stared to the west that they called New
Mexico, where the sun was now coloring the clouds in its setting.
From the jar he took a small sip then suddenly turned it up and
let the water fill his mouth and run down his chin onto his chest.
Then he dropped the jar and watched it shatter on the stone. The
last of his water was finished. He stood and walked to the rim of
the hill where below his pursuers were climbing. The first one of
them that looked up and saw him called out. Three raised their
rifles but held their fire. Then the boy fired both barrels of the
shotgun into the rose-colored sky and yelled aloud the prayer
one time, “Lord Jesus restore me, make me whole!” Then he ran
down the hillside.
When they stood over him debating whether they should pile
up rocks, enough to keep the scavengers from him, they decided
not to take the time. But there was one who kneeled down and
crossed the lifeless arms over the quieted chest. When he stood
he said to the others, “He was just a boy.”
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Apollona’s Cold Secret
Adrian d’Aubert

Apollona lived with her father on a stony island off the northern coast of Norway. They had moved there from a village on
the mainland after her mother died. Her father’s parents wanted
him to come home to help raise their grandchild. During a flu
epidemic both grandparents died within a week of one another.
Apollona was two years old. Her father didn’t talk much about
them, nor about her mother. Every night, she looked at their
unsmiling faces in frames on the wall as she climbed the stairs
to her room. The paintings betrayed kind, generous people she
barely remembered.
The spacious house had finely crafted wood furniture and
artwork. The drawers in the dining room cupboards stored the
silverware, embroidered tablecloths, and porcelain dishes. The
crystal glasses sparkling in a display cabinet came from France.
For generations, the family had committed themselves to the sea
for fish and trade. Apollona’s father regularly sailed off with a
shipload of herring and cod and returned with various items.
From the Mediterranean Sea, he transported rare foods and
spices to the north. During the holidays, he appeased the envious neighbors by inviting them to a smorgasbord of meat, fish,
and vegetable dishes. For Christmas, he offered the traditional
long table of desserts: cakes, pastries, and cookies, accompanied
by hot spicy wine and cocoa. Under the tree were gifts of fruit.
The hot cocoa drink was new to the neighbors, and they liked
it enough to buy the ingredients in the village family store. For
Apollona, her Papa brought toys and dolls, books, pretty dresses
and practical clothing suitable to the harsh climate, and occasionally chocolate.
Still Apollona wasn’t happy. She held a deep, nagging secret.
She couldn’t tell anyone about it. This made it all the more terrible. A secret was something you shared with your father, the
one closest to you. She just couldn’t complain to her wonderful
Papa. She couldn’t even tell her best friend, Kari. What good
was a secret anyway, if you couldn’t tell anyone? But she just
couldn’t and she wouldn’t.
The first time the tiniest hole appeared was the day before her
birthday. Apollona would turn five. She was sitting by the kitchen
counter wishing for her mother to braid her long, fine hair. Anna
was washing dishes and smiled sadly. John, the handyman, who
was carrying out the trash, said: “Your mother is gone forever!
You’d better forget about her.” These words pierced her. Later
she asked Papa what “forever” meant. He told her: “After people
are dead and gone, we’ll never see them again, not ever.” Papa
paused and added: “‘Forever’ means we’ll always remember
them and love them though.”
Dead and gone, she thought, like her mother and grandparents,
or maybe like the snow melting in the sun. The snow came back
though, so why couldn’t they be the snow and come back? She
was hugging herself and swaying back and forth with this question. The secret was gnawing away at the pit of her stomach. In
the beginning it was a pinpoint, but it grew into a stab wound. Recently it made a hole bigger than a hard-boiled egg. It was a black
hole sucking her insides. At night she wrapped her arms around a
large, soft pillow and clutched it against her body to ward off the
sharp, icy wind blowing through her until she fell asleep.
Papa went on hunting trips and was away for days. That wasn’t
as bad as sailing out to sea on business. It took weeks before she

saw him, and then he came home with a surprise. He would burst
into the hallway hiding something behind him. “I’m home. I’m
home and I have something for my darling, precious little girl,
my Appa.” He threw his hands open. He had brought her chocolates! While they were eating on the sofa, she moved closer to
him, hoping he would hug her or grab her and dance around for
fun, the way he did with the surprises. Instead, he was content to
sit beside her quietly.
Her secret was on the tip of her tongue. She was about to tell
him. It was welling up. Papa shoved another piece of chocolate
in her mouth; it made her laugh and almost gag. He told her to
behave herself, and she forgot what she wanted to say. Anyway,
how can you tell Papa, who is so full of surprises? Papa, wonderful Papa! I’ll have dinner with Papa in the dining room tonight
and all will be well.
Apollona carefully formed a volcano with her mashed potatoes
and filled it with hot gravy from the porcelain gravy boat. Anna’s
gravy was delicious, her cooking hands swift and nimble, just
enough of this and that. She usually prepared a feast of crab legs
and haddock, a small celebration for Papa’s return from a long
trip and for his Appa. Anna cracked the crab legs and arranged
them on a separate dish from the fish. She added dishes of sweet
peas in a pool of melted butter and finely sliced cucumbers sprinkled with olive oil and dashes of wine vinegar. For dessert Anna
served a three-layered cake decorated and filled with whipped
cream and strawberries. Apollona had picked the wild strawberries in the woods the summer before. After thawing them in the
morning, she helped Anna prepare the cake.
Sweet Anna let her do everything. She would let her light the
candles at sundown. In winter, it grew dark early, and there were
many days without daylight. Apollona lit each tall white candle
and stood back to watch all of them flickering and brightening
the living and dining rooms. Her strongest desire was for fillers, however. She liked to fill each layer of the cake with the
strawberries and cream. For pasty tarts, she rolled out dough,
molded small balls in metal cups and filled them with custard.
Anna showed her how to make a pie and fill it with chicken and
vegetables. It was heavenly filling dough.
After dessert, Apollona followed Papa into the living room.
He settled on the sofa by her favorite sculpture of a nymph. She
climbed up beside him and watched his ritual intently: he reached
for his pipe near the nymph’s tiny pointed feet, added tobacco,
packed it with a little metal thing, and lit up. After a puff, he
groped behind a cushion and uncovered another surprise, a new
book. Papa leafed through the book so they could admire the artwork and guess the story. They took turns reading. Being close
to Papa gave her a chance to see his straight, high-bridged nose,
gray-blue eyes, and crooked smile. Her handsome Papa was fascinating, as were the storybook characters. At the end of a chapter, Apollona would extend her legs and wiggle her feet. Papa
commented on how she was growing longer; her toes would soon
touch the floor.
Apollona’s secret was growing too from more piercing words.
It happened again the day she was trying on her mother’s clothes.
Anna’s younger brother was spying on her pressing silk and velvet against her skin and traipsing around in high-heeled shoes.
The boy startled her: “You can’t wear those shoes. You’re going
to trip and fall. They were your mother’s, you know.” From the
size of an egg to the size of a cabbage head, it widened inside
her. “No, no you can’t sleep with me any more. You’re a big

girl now,” Papa asserted. He no longer carried her either and led
her by the hand to her bedroom. Apollona hopped into bed and
Papa sat on a chair. They read some more before he put out the
light and said goodnight. Papa’s shadow slipped away across the
walls. Apollona dreaded the dark and being alone surrounded
by lifeless dolls. “What was that song Anna was singing? How
many pinecones are there on that tree outside? Will the tree be
there forever? Kari’s mother kissed her. I wonder what it’s like
to be kissed like that.” And she fell asleep, stretching limbs and
whims while passing on her secret to elusive dreams.
The next morning, she was eating hot oatmeal with Papa. Outside the window, large flakes of snow were whirling in the wind
against the dark backdrop of the missing sun. She ate and ate
trying to fill up her belly; she would plug up the hole with oatmeal mush. Papa’s coffee filled her nostrils. “Please Papa, may I
have some coffee.” Papa poured half coffee and half milk into a
cup and sprinkled brown sugar on top. “Here you are, Apollona.”
Breakfast with Papa was so good. She felt close to him when they
ate together. And again, he was gone.
The snow fell steadily and softly all day long, layering the fir
trees. The boughs were lilting downward under liters of crystallized water. On the windowpane, lacy snowflakes shimmered
in slivers of midday sun and vanished, only to be replaced by
more flakes. On the ground, the snow fused into globs of slush.
Apollona pulled on her rubber boots and hooded jacket. She ran
out to Kari’s house slipping and falling. “Kari! Kari! Come out
and play in the snow!” Shortly, Kari was at her side and they
played “Catch the snowflakes” and other snow games. Mostly
they jumped in the slush and screamed.
In a while, they went into the kitchen where Kari’s mother
was cooking hot cocoa. The girls kicked off their wet boots and
greeted Kari’s grandpa already sipping from a mug. They joined
him. The cocoa warmed her, and she wondered for a minute if
it would seal up her secret. She was happy with Kari, her only
friend, yet she couldn’t tell her the secret, and maybe it would
disappear anyway.
All of a sudden, old grandpa said: “Your father should marry
again, Apollona. You’ll have a mother to make cocoa for you.”
Apollona answered: “Oh, Anna makes very good cocoa with
whipped cream on top!” She shouldn’t have mentioned the
whipped cream. Kari’s mother held her breath; better not say
anything. She murmured: “Poor little child.” Not able to resist,
she said out loud: “Anna will be leaving soon. She’s going to get
married in the spring. Don’t worry; you can always come to me
for hot cocoa and maybe with whipped cream, you poor child.”
Apollona’s mouth dropped. Anna had been with her for as long as
she could remember. Stabbing words widened the gap. She felt as
if she would split in two and fall over like a dead log. She dashed
for the door, nearly upsetting her hot cocoa, threw on her boots
and jacket and ran home.
Every now and then, she would sigh deeply. Papa noticed:
“Why are you sighing, my dear?” She didn’t know, instinctively
taking another deep breath. She was relieving an inward, weighty
pull. Papa asked Dr. Simon. “Oh, a nervous habit. Be patient.
She’ll outgrow it.” Often she dug her nails into her upper arms,
another one of those habits Anna tried to discourage.
Apollona was sitting in front of her grandmother’s dresser mirror. A silver-framed picture of her mother and father stood to her
left. “Am I pretty? I sort of look like you.” Dead silence. The
words echoed off the walls and bounced back—empty words.
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“What is important,” Papa explained when she asked him the
same question, “is your mind. After good schooling, you will
become an adult and can work in the store.” These words disappeared to that place where the snow and ice went: into the big
black hole. She couldn’t imagine working in the store. She’d
rather stay home. She read in her room for hours, or she stared at
her mute dolls propped up along the shelf on the wall.
Papa had been gone for over a month. Apollona was old enough
to get her own breakfast and catch the ferry to school. Aunt Gudrun stayed with her and prepared meals. Her aunt spent the time
knitting and complaining about farm and store problems. Apollona did her homework in her room. Expecting her brother the
next day, Aunt Gudrun caught the ferry to be with her family.
Anna arrived on the same ferry coming back. She had left her
husband in their village home to spend the night with Apollona
and her father.
Apollona didn’t care it was her birthday. Anna came specially
to bake her a cake. Apollona didn’t care about that either. She sat
in her room sulking. As it grew darker, she heard Papa downstairs
calling to her. “Come my little Appa, I have a surprise for you.”
She would always be his “little Appa.” She was ten years old
now, not a baby anymore. She came down the stairs and walked
slowly around him. There was nothing behind him and nothing in
his hands. He spun around toward the hallway saying: “Come!”
She tagged along and began to sense excitement. There was a
box on the floor. “Open it! Open it! And a very happy birthday to
you!” Papa and Anna were smiling and urging her. She slid down
on her knees and ripped open the top part. A black shiny snoot
shot up. “Oh, a puppy!” She lifted him out and engulfed him in
her arms. A golden puppy licked her on the chin. She buried her
nose in his soft fur, taking in the sweet puppy smell. “Thank you,
Papa, a million thanks!” She put him on the floor and he wobbled
comically. She grabbed the old blanket in the box and he bit it
for a tug-of-war. This playful little life welled up in her and filled
her with joy.
Papa was delighted: “Name it, my daughter!” Apollona lifted
the puppy and pressed his furry, warm body against her. She
thought for a minute and blurted out: “Filler up!” Papa asked
why she would choose such a strange name. “Oh, because he can
push out the cold wind and fill you up with the sunshine.” Papa
laughed, and soon all three of them were laughing. Apollona and
her Papa started playing with “Filler up.” She asked him if she
could kiss the puppy, if he could sleep with her, and if he could
… . Papa interrupted the string of questions by putting his arm
around her shoulders to calm and reassure her: “Appa, my dear,
it’s your puppy, so as long as you don’t hurt him in any way, you
are free to love him. What he said next was something she would
remember forever: “Now listen to me, my dear, he’s not going to
take my place. Oh, no! I’m not going to be away from now on,
unless you go with me.” Apollona beamed despite tears trickling
down her cheeks and glistening like snowflakes. Inside, she was
as warm as hot cocoa.

The Dead Spot
Mickey Redus

It’s been over twenty years now since I first looked out this
window. I sat at this same scarred, oak table, in this same worn,
spindle-back chair and gazed out on our little home. It’s funny
that I think of “home” as outside the window. Inside, inside our
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house that is, was surely our home as well. But so much of our
“living” took place outside that it just felt right to consider it
home. Anyway, I sat, sipped some steamy, black coffee from
my favorite cup and watched God’s creation wake up and come
to life for another day. The pecan trees, already ancient, were
leafing out and dropping their “worm” blooms. The fig tree was
thick, green, and covered with big leaves. The bird feeders were
filled and supplying breakfast to an ever growing assortment of
birds—sparrows, house finches, chickadees, cardinals, several
species of doves, and even a few hold-over gold finches, starting
to turn bright yellow. Oh yes, and the squirrels. The squirrels,
hanging in various acrobatic positions, were raking out seeds
with great enthusiasm, searching for the particular delicacy they
craved at the moment. Most of the birds didn’t seem to mind.
They would congregate on the ground beneath the feeders and
enjoy the “manna” that fell from above. And fall it did. The squirrels were pests—“rodents,” “tree rats,” and general nuisances.
Yet I couldn’t bring myself to trap and relocate them. And so I
watched them.
One of the highlights of my early morning quiet was looking
out this portal. But the yard… .
In those early days, the yard was a veritable mess—the grass
was sparse and scraggly. It had overgrown the sidewalks and the
brick walk out front. There was a prodigious variety of weeds.
Attempts to tame those rampant plants might coax them into taking on characteristics of a yard, but within a day or two, they
would persevere and regain their riotous character. So, we took
on the challenge of the yard. Families need a yard. We dug and
cut and planted and weeded. We spread dirt and fertilizer and
herbicide and mulch. We poured countless hours and dollars into
the effort, and slowly it began to pay off. The grass thickened and
eventually became lush and beautiful. We reclaimed sidewalks
and the brick walk—mowing, edging, weeding, and trimming.
And I sipped coffee from my aging mug and lovingly admired
our little domain.
And then came the rope swing. The pecan tree right outside
my window was “perfect,” I was told by an excited, little voice.
“There’s a limb about a mile up there that we could tie it to.”
The branch, more like twenty-five feet up, was high enough to
provide a nice long arcing swing. So the rope went up and the
swinging began. Through thousands of swings, with tough, little,
bare feet dragging as brakes, the damage began. The lovely, hardwon grass beneath the swing began to thin. Two little drag paths
formed and dirt appeared. Alas.
Then home plate was established. The rest of the diamond was
there, true enough, but the grass in those areas bounced back resiliently enough. Home plate, there under the rope swing, however,
suffered the ravages of hard use. The digging-in of small tennis
shoes carved ruts. The countless swings and frustrated responses
to failed attempts to hit the ball took their toll. The pounding of
bats on the ground, the close plays at home, the slides, the victorious jumps and the inevitable arguments all contributed to the
demise of the grass.
By the time the soccer goal appeared, there was already a considerable dead spot. The soccer games and practices just extended the range and depth of the excavation. The once green and
grassy spot outside my window went on to serve as an arena for
back flips, a location for a campsites and campfires, the starting
point for slack lines, the landing pad for zip lines, and the place
to wash ratty, old cars that were the pride of their young owners.

When the yard was mowed, a cloud of dust invariably rose
from the dead spot, coating cars and drifting in through the ever
open windows, to settle on the inside of our world. When the
rains came or a clunker was washed, a loblolly of mud and mire
formed. It was tracked over sidewalks and porches, onto trampolines, and across old linoleum and hardwood floors. “I’ll tell
you how to fix that dead spot,” well-meaning outsiders would
suggest. Recommendations of the most effective fertilizers, the
best way to dig and fill and return the area to its former glory all
went unheeded. The dead spot steadily and cheerfully grew. And
I took a big, hot swallow and smiled.
I sit here today in that same worn chair, sipping my coffee from
my favorite mug, now having been my companion through over
three decades of living, and looking out that same venerable window. The aging bird feeders are filled. New generations of squirrels are raking, and a fresh potpourri of birds is feasting. The
pecan “worms” are falling, and the fig tree is bigger and greener
than ever. There’s a beautiful green yard out there. I raise my
old mug to my lips and stare blankly. The grass has grown back,
thick and green. It gets mowed and edged along with the rest of
the yard and matches splendidly. But there’s a sacred spot there.
You can’t see it, but it’s there. It was carefully sculpted by little
feet. It was sanctified by blood, sweat, and tears. It heard squeals
and shouts and laughter and heartfelt discussions. It was the silent witness to the shaping of lives and the building of a family.
Occasionally, I sprinkle a pinch of ashes on that invisible monument. And from my time-honored place by the window, I sip
and stare at a blurred landscape. How I miss that dead spot outside my window. It was a place of life and joy.
The dead spot has moved inside, and I realize that my old cup
is empty.

When the Wind Changed

did she endure coming here? Jason gone now. Jason gone now.
She remembered years ago how Jason had chased the beach
ball out among the waves almost to a danger point. No fear, that
little boy. Single-minded even then, it was something in his being
that spoke to them. He’d caught his ball, laughing proudly and
just in time before the wind might have won it away, drifting it to
some far shore. He would grow striving to any task, they knew.
The seagulls continued their lively routine as the sun lowered.
The silly birds! She envied them and their carefree lives. She rose
from Poseidon’s stone and walked toward the cottage. The sun
was down; a last light touched the bay. The wind had ceased. She
heard Dan grumbling from inside; his team was losing.
She recalled what he always said when his team lost games. It
is what it is. After all his carrying on about wins and losses, his
same remark—it is what it is? No more protestation than that? He
puzzled her; why such acceptance, after all his clamor?
Darkness settled. Most of the gulls had flown, off to more
crumbs and safe perches somewhere. They seemed to have a language all their own; they knew survival. The nature of the beast
came to her.
All these clichés, she thought wryly. She gazed across the horizon, thought again of Jason. It is what it is. War, futility, aftermath. Yet now, quiet waves caressing the beach were the only
sound. Certainly there was no storm warning near.
Was there something to be said for continuity? The tide would
go out and in and out again. The wind would change, and change
again. Darkness would claim the day, but there would be tomorrow. It is what it is. Yes, something about survival. The enduring
gulls knew. The nature of the beast. She thought of the time left
to them, the risk of its going to waste.
So now, a game to finish. She went inside, timid, willing to try.
“Dan, what’s the score?” she asked.

Joan Strauch Seifert

“There’s a thunderstorm warning out in the Gulf, it says on
TV,” Dan called from inside the cottage.
“Dan, that’s a long way away from us,” she answered. Other
issues much closer than that, she mused.
Sitting on Poseidon’s stone she scanned the horizon of water meeting sky. Long ago someone had brought a huge boulder from inland to sit overlooking the bay and named it for the
Greek god of the sea. There she sat in the evenings and tried to
understand what was out there for them. To see a better tomorrow, maybe. Across the bay, an ocean, a desert, across eternity. A
twilight skyline met the water; pale blue and aqua melded. Where
was the beginning or end of either? She thought again of Jason.
Inside the cottage Dan had tuned to the basketball finals. Dusk
was settling. A few seagulls landed by the shore, begging crumbs.
Someone strolling by had tossed crumbs, then left without watching their eager feast. Suddenly seagulls were everywhere, swirling and squawking, flying closer, shattering the tranquility.
To observe their raucous greed annoyed her. She counted forty
or so. There went her serenity. No peace inside the cottage either,
she knew. His game.
Dan would begin to live the game; grind his teeth when the
opposition scored, yell happily when his team did. How Dan
and his TV ballgames exasperated her week after week! It was
his fortress, a stronghold walled from her. Or a cover. The same
awareness always encircled her. The same pang continued. Why

Neighbors

Carl Sandburg
On Forty-first Street
near Eighth Avenue
a frame house wobbles.
If houses went on crutches
this house would be
one of the cripples.
A sign on the house:
Church of the Living God
And Rescue Home for Orphan Children.
From a Greek coffee house
Across the street
A cabalistic jargon
Jabbers back.
And men at tables
Spill Peloponnesian syllables
And speak of shovels for street work.
And the new embankments of the Erie Railroad
At Painted Post, Horse’s Head, Salamanca.
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Persian Marchers: A Novel
Mo H Saidi

BOOK TWO
The Flood
Chapter Twenty-Five (continued)
Cyrus held up the mysterious envelope.
“Listen to me. All I know is that the Revolutionary Guards instructed me to present this
at Evin Prison by seven o’clock this morning.”
One by one, relatives and friends examined
the envelope. Their faces expressed sympathy for Cyrus, while a few showed both
fear and relief that they were not the ones in
this dilemma. Meanwhile, Parviz was trying
hard to suppress a touch of schadenfreude in
the back of his mind.
Jamshid dismissed all concerns with a wave of his hand. “Listen, Cyrus, you can’t make it to prison by seven. Why don’t you
wait until tomorrow?”
Cyrus could not believe this casual attitude, this circus-like atmosphere. “No way,” he objected. “Anyhow, tomorrow is Friday,
the Persian weekend, and I want to get to the bottom of this problem as soon as possible.”
Habib insisted there had to be a reason. “How about back in
Texas, Cyrus?” he asked, “Are you involved with any group that
agitates against the Islamic Republic of Iran?”
Cyrus shook his head.
“How about during this trip,” Jamshid suggested. “Did you
meet someone from the opposition, perhaps one of your old comrades?”
“No. They are all dead,” Cyrus said. He glanced at Tooraj
whose confident face displayed not even a hint of worry.
“They probably want money,” Tooraj said. “They always invent new fees, especially for visiting Iranian-Americans.”
Others immediately debunked that notion. Any fees would have
been collected before they issued the exit permit. But Maryam
liked this theory. She hugged Cyrus and told him matters could not
possibly be that serious, otherwise he would have been arrested by
the Revolutionary Guards and transferred directly to Evin Prison.
She sat next to him on the wide sofa and patted his hand consolingly. “I know this has ruined your schedule, but I pray the
matter will be resolved quickly.”
Tooraj inspected the envelope with intense curiosity, turned it
over several times, and finally announced, “I am sure this is not
a life-threatening problem. It must be some sort of stupid plot
by the Revolutionary Guards.” He said this with such conviction
that Cyrus felt a first glimmer of hope.
Confused by the sequence of events, Parviz agreed with Tooraj.
“It cannot be anything serious. Moreover, the Revolutionary
Guard at the airport helped you with the phone. Surely that means
they do not consider you a dangerous person. I cannot believe our
government would harm innocent people.”
Cyrus, impatient and irritated by the many contradictory evaluations, insisted, “I prefer to go to Evin Prison this morning and
get the problem cleared up without delay.”
Tooraj told everybody about an innocent passenger who was
pulled out of a departing airplane and held in Evin Prison for a
few weeks. Eventually he was cleared of any wrongdoing and
was released. It simply cost him some money to speed up the
process. Jamshid countered with a story of Iranian visitors who
spent months in Evin Prison before the Revolutionary Court allowed them to leave. Cyrus’s fears of serious complications reignited. After more talk, it was agreed that Cyrus had no choice but
to obey the order and go to Evin Prison.
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Only Jamshid remained stubbornly opposed. “You must avoid
them like the plague, Cyrus! Go ahead and leave the country. It
can be done!” he insisted. “My nephew fled the country across
the Turkish border by creeping among grazing sheep.” But nobody took his suggestion seriously.
Cyrus had promised Emily to call from the transit lounge in
Frankfurt. By now she would be expecting his call. But what
could he tell her? Considering the conundrum he was in, he decided to wait until he knew more about his situation.
“Maryam, please call Emily in case they keep me in prison.
Do not make any excuses, just tell her the truth. She is a strong
woman and will understand,” Cyrus insisted. “Besides, she is too
intelligent to be convinced by a silly cover story.”
Habib patted Cyrus’s back reassuringly. “Doctor, don’t get too
stressed out. I bet you a game of backgammon that you will call
her yourself this afternoon.”
Cyrus handed his American passport to Maryam and embraced
her. “Keep this in a safe place.” Then he followed Jamshid out
the door. Maryam’s eyes welled but she didn’t say a word.
The caravan left with Jamshid leading the way, with Cyrus,
Tooraj and Parviz in his car. Two cars with assorted relatives and
friends followed.
“They may not take you to solitary confinement right away.
The process can be very slow. They will keep you waiting for
days before interrogating you,” Jamshid predicted. He had seen
a close friend of his disappear into prison a year ago and had yet
to hear from him. “Just keep your cool. They will try to wear you
down with all kinds of intimidation and promises.”
Tooraj insisted, “Why be so dramatic? Maybe this is a simple
case of mistaken identity.”
“I know I have done nothing to deserve this. Somebody must
be making a bureaucratic blunder,” Cyrus declared. “But I am
ready for anything.”
Jamshid quickly cautioned, “Just be careful, Doc. You are in
the land of lawless revolutionaries where everyone is a chief with
his own base of power. Do not dare challenge anyone! They can
pull the trigger on you without remorse or fear of punishment.
Nobody can stop them!”
The cars drew into the parking lot near the main gate of Evin
Prison. The dusty gravel lot was already packed with vehicles of
all sizes and ages. A large sign at the gate read:
“Illegal entry into the prison area strictly prohibited! No visitors or relatives allowed inside! Approach the gate one person at
a time!”
It was almost seven in the morning when Cyrus bade farewell
to everyone and walked determinedly along the tall wall toward
the prison gate. When he looked back he saw his entourage had
formed a line and followed him at a safe distance on the opposite
sidewalk. They were nervously observing his every step. Inhaling the dusty air apprehensively, Cyrus approached the gate and
stood in front of the armed guard.
“I am here to report to Revolutionary Court No. 2.”
The guard nodded and held out a hand. “Your identification!”
Cyrus showed him his Persian driver’s license.
The guard looked at the photo and smirked. “Do you have anything else?”
Cyrus handed the envelope to the guard. “I am supposed to
present this letter to the revolutionary court here in Evin Prison.”
The guard perused the serial number and pointed down the
road: “Go to the reception desk of the administration office in
that large red brick building, there on the left side of the main
road. They will tell you what to do.”
Before disappearing behind the prison walls, Cyrus turned
back once more and saw the frightened faces of his supporters
in the distance. Would he ever see them again? Would he end up
among nameless corpses? Would he spend months languishing in
a dark cell before being released without explanation or apology?
All those scenarios mentioned earlier raced through his mind. He

took a deep breath and stepped forward.
Several people were already waiting inside the administration
office. A bearded Revolutionary Guard behind a battered metal
desk, a machine gun hanging from his shoulder, looked at the
envelope with a jaded expression and examined the case number.
After a moment of deliberation, he instructed Cyrus, “Go to the
second window on the right and hand the letter to the official.”
Cyrus was surprised by his casual demeanor. A glimmer of
hope grew in his mind. Maybe his problem was not as serious
as Jamshid had feared. He took his place in line and waited more
than an hour while the affairs of the handful of people before him
were settled in whispered exchanges with an official in Revolutionary Guard uniform.
Suddenly there was a disturbance in the peaceful proceedings.
After examining the papers of the young man ahead of Cyrus, the
official commanded in a loud voice: “Guards! Take this man to
the transfer office of the prison.” Then he turned back to the man:
“They will assign you a cell in the first block.” Two armed guards
grasped the young man by the elbows and dragged him off.
Cyrus tried to keep his composure. When his turn came, he
meekly submitted the sealed envelope. The official stared at
Cyrus’s face with distrust and proceeded to open the envelope
with a knife. In slow and deliberate motions, he placed the knife
on his desk, drew out the sheet, unfolded and read it. With a motionless face, not uttering a word, he turned around, pulled out a
thick red binder from the shelf behind him, and casually leafed
through the pages. Cyrus observed the man, the red binder, the
pages with long, red columns, apparently a list of names. The forbidden names. Dizzy with fear, but outwardly calm, he breathed
deeply, his heart racing. He could not decipher any words, but
everything was in red ink, the book was thick, and the pages were
legal size.
Eventually the official found what he was looking for and
turned toward Cyprus. He looked up with a shrewd smile. “Here
you are! I found your case!” With his right middle finger on the
printed page and his left hand holding the letter he compared
both pages and announced with a frown, “You are going to be our
guest for awhile until I find out more about the situation.”
“What is it all about, sir?” Cyrus asked.
“That is what I am trying to find out.”
The official called a guard to escort Cyrus to the secure waiting
area in Block One of Evin Prison.
“How long will it take you to investigate the matter?” Cyrus
insisted.
Now annoyed, the official waved him off, “Who knows! A few
hours, a few days, a few weeks, or even longer. What’s the rush?”
The windowless cell in the secure area was dimly lit by the two
low-wattage bulbs in the ceiling. Cyrus pondered his fate. Next
to him, a young man was reading an old pro-clergy magazine,
while a young woman in a long gray gown on the other side of
the room kept anxiously looking at the door. An old Quran rested
on a shelf near Cyrus’s chair. The sound of a loud conversation
in the hall and the heavy stomping of Revolutionary Guard boots
broke into the quiet of the cell. A sudden scream was cut off by
the slamming of a metal door.
“Hey, they are beating the guy who came in before you,” the
young man stated without displaying any apparent emotion.
An interminable half hour later, two Revolutionary Guards
opened the door and called the woman, “Get up! Follow us!”
When she hesitated, they grabbed her arms and roughly pulled
her away. The door slammed shut behind them.
All of a sudden, Cyrus felt thirsty, his mouth bitterly dry, but of
course there was no convenient water fountain. He swallowed his
fear, picked up the Quran, and leafed through it. The text was in
Arabic with the Farsi translation in smaller italic font under each
bold line. Cyrus was reading chapter two, “The Cow,” when the
metal door banged open again. An armed Revolutionary Guard
called Cyrus’s name. Cyrus put the Quran back in its place and

rose.
“They found what they were looking for,” the guard said.
“Follow me.” Cyrus walked slowly towards the door. “Don’t be
scared, Doc,” the guard advised him. “I am not taking you to the
chamber. No barbed wire for you today.”
Back in the administrative office Cyrus faced the same window as before, but this time the official angrily waved the letter
in the air. “What a mess! These Airport Guards are idiots. They
should have checked their instructions more carefully. They are
blind!” he yelled. A spark of optimism rose in Cyrus’s mind.
“They shouldn’t have sent you here at all,” the official continued.
“They should have referred you to Islamic Republic Court No. 2
in the Ministry of Justice, not to the Revolutionary Court in Evin
Prison.” To Cyrus’s surprise, the official turned jovial. “I bet you
were scared to death.” He grinned at Cyrus, exhibiting a missing
tooth in his cavernous mouth. Cyrus was stunned and annoyed by
the official’s sarcasm.
The official lifted his chin and eyed Cyrus. “The problem is
your name. The Shah had an aide who was a professor in medical
school, a surgeon with a name just like yours. He was Deputy
Minister of Health for several years under the Shah’s last government. This thief embezzled millions of dollars and fled the
country during the tumultuous first few months after the Shah’s
downfall. We heard he settled in America with that money, and
we are looking for him.”
“I am not him. I am Cyrus Sohrabi, son of Mehdi Sohrabi. I
left this country ten years before the revolution. If you look at my
passport, you’ll see the information and all the dates.”
“Look, don’t argue with me,” the official said. “Save your energy for the investigators.”
“But you should know the facts,” Cyrus countered. “When I
left this country, I was a newly graduated medical doctor with
just a few hundred dollars in my pocket, barely enough to cover
our living expenses during our first weeks in the U.S.”
The official stared at Cyrus without empathy. “Don’t waste my
time. It is not my responsibility to investigate this matter,” the
official said. “You should be very thankful that I am not keeping you here. I could have taken my time and kept you down
there in that bloody chamber for a few days. But I’m doing this
instead.” He waved a piece of paper in the air and said, “I could
have thrown you into one of those concrete pits, back behind
those hills.”
Cyrus was revolted by the officer’s threat. The officer stared at
him like a hyena scrutinizing a freshly killed deer. Cyrus swallowed his pride and kept quiet.
“This is a silly life,” the officer continued. “Here we have treated you well and let you leave the airport by yourself, and yet you
are complaining. I have seen some bloody scenes, with broken
arms and wounded faces. Anyhow, I promise you this, sooner or
later, we will get this thief, dead or alive.”
Cyrus decided to swallow his frustration.
“You are not going to be interrogated here. I am referring you
back to the Justice Ministry. They should have sent you there in
the first place,” the official complained, while he wrote a separate
note and inserted it into the envelope with the original letter and
sealed it. On the envelope he wrote: Attention: Islamic Republic
Court No. 2, Justice Ministry of the Islamic Republic of Iran.
“Here, take this to the Justice Ministry, where they’ll determine
your situation. You are free to leave now.” He gestured impatiently. “Go on, I can’t help you here.”
The guard at the main prison gate inspected the newly sealed
envelope with the new address and waved Cyrus through.
Three hours had passed since Cyrus had first entered the prison. To his deep gratification, a few friends and family were still
waiting on the sidewalk opposite the gate. They could not believe
their eyes when they saw Cyrus emerging from the gate of Evin
Prison, intact and smiling. At once, they crossed the road, ran
over with shouts of joy and one after another embraced him.
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Lapsed prisoner escaped torture―the stomping
of the Revolutionary Guards grew fainter―
the images of the frightened young woman
the man cabled on torture mounds, the agonizing
man’s screams, the smell of burnt flesh―
the virulent smoke haloed over the head.
Cyrus’s prompt exit from Evin Prison was a big relief for the
members of the family who had anticipated major troubles. Cries
of “Tell us what happened!”— “Can you go back home now?”—
“What is in the envelope?”—“Are you cleared?”—“Did they torture you?” tumbled over each other. Cyrus explained that it might
be a relatively innocuous mix-up of names, but he had to go to
the Justice Ministry, where the matter would be investigated.
Jamshid immediately called Maryam to tell her about the development. Parviz hugged him again and left to attend to his private
school. Relieved, the other friends and relatives also returned to
their regular duties. Only Jamshid and Tooraj drove with Cyrus
to the Justice Ministry downtown.
Inside the entrance of the enormous, menacing building, armed
security guards searched the three for weapons and then allowed
them to enter. In the office of Republic Court No. 2 a bearded
man behind a crammed desk was deeply immersed in a legal
document. A row of wooden chairs stood along the wall facing
the desk. They waited quietly until the bearded man acknowledged them with a nod. Cyrus got up and explained the situation.
The man waved him back to his chair, opened the envelope, and
calmly perused the letter. Then he scribbled a number on the pad
in the middle of his desk, placed the letter beside it, and looked at
Cyrus and his two companions in a dismissive manner.
“This is a routine matter, but it will take a few days to locate the
original case file.” He returned to his reading.
Cyrus took a step forward. “I beg your pardon, sir!” Cyrus said,
“This matter is quite urgent for me. I was detained because of this
confusion. It really should be resolved today.”
The bearded man raised his eyes from the document in obvious
resentment and looked at Cyrus without pity.
Jamshid immediately spoke up in a conciliatory tone. “Sir, this
physician came to Iran to visit his sick mother and now needs to
go back to join his family, his business. Anyhow, it is obvious
that he left the country long before the revolution, sir.”
He approached the official and whispered in his ear, “He’ll be
very grateful for your prompt attention to this matter, and the
family will appreciate any extra effort.”
The bearded man nodded, got up without uttering a word, and
went through a door behind his desk. The door remained ajar.
The three men could see him searching through shelves filled
with rows and rows of folders. He stopped when he located a
thick file on a shelf high up above his head, near the ceiling. He
dragged over a ladder, climbed up three steps, and scanned the
numbers on the label. He pulled out the folder, slammed it twice
against the shelf to dislodge the dust, and brought it down with
him to his desk, where he flipped through the pages.
A musty stink irritated their noses. Tooraj coughed. But Jamshid was pleased with the bearded man’s effort to find the relevant file and whispered in Tooraj’s ear, “This guy will expect
a gift, not a mere handsel but some gold coins, for his prompt
action.”
Tooraj nodded and left the office. The bearded man noticed
their whispers and Tooraj’s departure but calmly continued with
his work. Cyrus and Jamshid watched his every move with anxious anticipation. The man focused his attention on one page,
traced a long list of names with his pencil, stopped at a line and
then looked up, smiling with satisfaction.
“This is all about money.” He stood up and faced Cyrus. “A
professor at Tehran University with the same first and last names
as yours fled the country with millions of embezzled dollars
shortly after the revolution. We are looking for this professor and
the money.”
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He turned a few more pages and said, “I need to find the original court order against the professor. That’ll have all the details,
and then I can compare them to your passport information.”
He addressed Cyrus: “If I can verify that you are not that professor by submitting your detailed personal data, I can write a
letter to the revolutionary police in the airport. Then they will release your passport, and you’ll be allowed to leave this country.”
They settled in to wait while the bearded man went to the storage room again and again, bringing more folders and each time
leafing carefully through the documents. More dust rose in the
air. Finally he found the original decree that included a passport
photo of the professor.
“This old photo doesn’t prove or disprove anything,” he commented dryly. He flipped through the subsequent pages. Suddenly he stopped and inserted a marker. “Here it is! The arrest
warrant for the university professor and the confiscation order
of his assets, dated October 1979, about eight months after the
revolution. And here we have a complete description of the fugitive professor.”
He asked for Cyrus’s Persian birth certificate and compared it
with the professor’s information.
“Doctor Sohrabi, you and the thief have different dates of birth.
Your fathers have different names and different birthplaces. Now
it is evident that you cannot be the man the Revolutionary Court
is looking for.”
Cyrus heaved a big sigh of relief. Jamshid smiled. “There can
be no doubt about these facts,” the bearded man asserted. “I
cleared up the confusion.” And he looked up at the triumvirate as
if expecting applause.
“We are very grateful to you, sir,” Jamshid said with a smile,
“but, sir, could you please certify your finding that the whole
matter concerning Dr. Cyrus Sohrabi was just a case of mistaken
identity?”
“Well, the earliest I can write the release letter is next week,”
the man responded.
“Sir, this gentleman was kept from returning to his family by a
bureaucratic error, so please do it today,” Jamshid pleaded.
“My supervisor, the head of the court, needs to approve and
sign everything I write,” the man explained.
Cyrus got frustrated and sat down with a scowl on his face.
Jamshid, however, did not give up. “Sir, please, let us find a way
to write the letter today.”
The man responded in a punctilious manner, “This letter needs
to be typed and then signed by the chief justice of the court.”
Jamshid knew such a process could take days or even weeks,
and their case could easily be pushed to the back burner. He
moved close to the official and whispered a few words in his
ears. Then he stepped back and continued in a normal tone, “We
will greatly appreciate your help.”
The official sorted through papers on his desk and looked like
he was keeping himself artificially busy.
Jamshid turned to Cyrus and commented sotto voce, “I am glad
Tooraj is already on his way to get us some gold coins.”
All of a sudden the official showed some sympathy and agreed,
“I do realize how urgent Dr. Sohrabi’s situation is. Let me try to
see what I can do. Please be patient here.” He left.
About an hour later he returned with a typed letter, which clarified the confusion about the names. He motioned to Cyrus and
Jamshid to accompany him into the noisy hall. Jamshid squeezed
Cyrus’s shoulder. “Perhaps we are in luck. Let’s hope for the
best!”
Pushing their way through groups of petitioners and officials,
some arguing with each other, others examining sheaves of official-looking papers, the three men climbed up the main staircase
to the quieter halls above, where the senior officials presided. An
ornately carved double door led to the office of the chief justice
of Republic Court No. 2. The overbearing secretary behind his
imposing desk waved them off before they could begin to explain

their errand. He announced that the chief justice had gone to the
city of Qum for a few days, and all requests would have to wait.
But now they had an ally.
“This matter is really important,” the man told the secretary.
“Look at this innocent doctor! He was pulled from his flight
home to his family because of a simple administrative error. I’m
sure his wife thinks he has been imprisoned in Evin Prison, tortured, or even killed.”
While Cyrus marveled at the casual mention of torture and killing by these officials, the secretary nodded and escorted them a
few doors down to the office of the deputy chief justice. That
antechamber was crowded with people waiting for a hearing.
The secretary walked right up to the deputy’s desk and explained
Cyrus’s case.
The justice calmly listened and then asked, “What do you want
me to do?”
“Sign this letter, please.”
“Tell the doctor to come here,” the justice ordered.
Cyrus stood quietly in front of the desk. The justice looked him
up and down and asked, “How many children do you have?”
“One son.” Elsewhere he has a daughter
“What’s his name?”
“Ali.”
The justice smiled. “My son’s name is Ali, too. You are a lucky
man. These issues usually take weeks if not months to resolve,”
the deputy said. “I believe Ali is watching out for you today.”
The deputy chief justice decided that he could deal with this
case as soon as he cleared up two other urgent matters, so he told
them to wait. Cyrus and Jamshid returned with their ally to the
latter’s office, where they settled into their seats. Late in the afternoon, Tooraj appeared with a small box wrapped in plain brown
paper. He placed it on a corner of the desk. The bearded man
calmly unwrapped the package and saw a jewelry box, which he
opened without exhibiting any emotion. He drew out five large
gold coins and carefully placed them in the top drawer of his
desk. Then he pushed back his chair and stood up.
“I am going to the deputy chief’s office. But I will be right
back.”
The exhausted trio counted the minutes, for they knew government offices were due to close soon, and if they did not get their
letter before then, the weekend would start, and any resolution
would drag on for another week, at least. They breathed a sigh of
relief when the bearded official returned a short while later, smiling, with the signed letter in his hand.
“You are the luckiest man I know. The deputy chief was eager
to get the letter signed today,” the man announced. “I will send
this document to the airport via official carrier. You may pick up
your passport at the airport office of the Revolutionary Guard
early next week.”
He phoned for a carrier. A quarter-hour passed and no carrier
appeared.
“I guess they have all gone home. We’ll just have to wait till
after the weekend.”
By now, Cyrus was in the state of suppressed desperation. “Let
me take the letter myself,” Cyrus begged. “Anyhow, it’s about
me, and I’ll be the most conscientious carrier you could ask for.”
Jamshid immediately supported the suggestion and encouraged
the man to release the document to them. “Your Honor, tomorrow
is Friday, and Saturday is the Imam Reza’s Birthday, which is a
national holiday, so your office will be closed,” Jamshid reminded him. “This letter may not get to the airport for days. Please
allow us to deliver it ourselves!”
The official deliberated for a moment. Then he reiterated, “Republic Court orders can only be sent via official court carriers.”
Now Tooraj joined in, “Sir, let me assure you. We will not forget your kindness.”
Cyrus had become quiet. He was flabbergasted by the whole
drama, exhausted from having to beg at every single turn. When

the bearded man saw the utter dismay on Cyrus’s drained face,
he relented.
“Since this is a simple matter of mistaken identity, I guess I
can make an exception. All right, I will let you deliver it on your
own. However, hold on. I just thought of something.” He left
and returned a few minutes later with several copies of the letter.
“Here are some copies for future trips. Perhaps they may prevent
similar mishaps in the future.”
Cyrus was amazed at the man’s sudden helpfulness, but Tooraj
knew well that the official had fully recognized their resources.
Tooraj was expected to bring him more gold coins.
The man handed the original document and the copies to
Cyrus. “I am sorry for the confusion with your name. We simply
have no any other way of preventing the escape of such criminals
but to stop and verify the identity of everybody with a similar
surname.”
The three friends drove through the crowded streets of Tehran
toward the airport to deliver the letter to the Revolutionary Guard
office which was open twenty-four hours a day. It took more than
two hours to get to the airport, and it was deep in the night before
the trio finally returned from the airport to Maryam’s house and
exhibited their prize: Cyrus’s passport. Everyone was relieved
that the matter was resolved so easily, so quickly, and with only a
minor investment in gold. The phone kept ringing, and the news
spread like a storm, soon reaching all the friends and relatives
who had been worried about Cyrus’s arrest.
“Cyrus, your wife has already telephoned twice,” Maryam
warned Cyrus. “Habib talked to her, but he gave an excuse for
your delay. He told Emily that you were sick with food poisoning
and had to postpone your trip. That’s when she wanted to talk
to you, and of course you were not here. It is clear she suspects
something serious has happened to you. Please call her right
away and let her hear your voice.”
“I thought you had been arrested!” was Emily’s first response.
Her voice was tremulous with joy when she heard her husband.
“There was just a small hitch, some confusion about my name,”
Cyrus said. “I’ll be home as soon as I can get a flight.” Emily deserved more details, so he explained. “They thought I was one of
the Shah’s aides, a university professor who embezzled a lot of
money and is in hiding in the U.S. I had to jump through hoops to
deal with their bureaucratic paperwork. Yes. It is all resolved. I’ll
be home as soon as I can re-schedule my flight out of Tehran.”
Emily was still concerned but somewhat calmed by his explanation. “Please,” she pleaded, “get out of Iran as soon as you can
and come home, my darling!”
“I will, but it’s very difficult to get a booking right away.”
“Ask one of your relatives to help. Don’t you have an uncle
who is an ayatollah?”
“My love, I don’t need an ayatollah,” Cyrus responded. “Gold
coins are the best way to break an impasse in this country.”
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San Antonio Small Presses
Wings Press

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

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 lookalikes 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 Studio

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

Sean Thomas Dougherty wrote, “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 Studio, founded in 1998,
is committed to publishing selected high
quality poetry collections, anthologies,
and other paperback books, fiction and
non-fiction. Word Design Studio is authorfriendly and strives for author satisfaction
through every step of the process toward
the final published product. Editor Valerie
Martin Bailey has been in the writing, editing, and publishing field since 1970. An
accomplished writer and award-winning poet, she dedicates
much of her time to promoting poetry at the local, state, and
national levels. The latest books from Word Design Studio are
Shelia Darst’s, A Poet’s Palette, and Loretta Burns Vaughan’s,
What Angels Bless. For more information, please visit
www.worddesignstudio.com.
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City of San Antonio

Office of Cultural Affairs
and SA♥Arts

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

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

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

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

WE KNOW HOW TO MAKE THEM A REALITY.
www.teamoliver.com

17300 Henderson Pass, Suite 240
San Antonio, TX 78232; Phone: 210.344.0205

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

The HEB Annual Youth Poetry Contest
for school students under 18 years
for more info and submission:
www.voicesdelaluna.com/submissions/

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

Becker Vineyards

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

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

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

Bill Miller Bar-B-Q
is a Family Restaurant

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

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

Poetry & Arts Events
DISCLAIMER: All venue information listed has been provided by third
parties. These venues have not been verified. It is the sole responsibility
of parties interested in attending these venues to verify the validity of
the post.
Mondays 8 pm – San Antonio Writers Forum – La Taza Coffee
House, 15060 San Pedro Ave – (210) 494-8292. Informal sharing and
critiquing of poems, short stories, essays. Free and open for participants.
Host: Dan at sawriters@ymail.com.
2nd Tuesdays 7-9 pm – Awaken the Sleeping Poet at the Twig,
200 E. Grayson, Ste. 124, Pearl Brewery (210) 826-6411.
Featured poets & open mic. Host: Floyd L. Lamrouex.
Tuesdays 6–9 pm – Jazz Poet Society – Guadalupe Street Coffee, 1320
Guadalupe St.– (210) 573-5115. Bring poetry and songs and work with
other poets and songwriters to present works on stage. A drum circle
accompanies poets.
Tuesdays 7–9 pm – Sun Poets Society – Barnes & Noble San Pedro –
321 NW Loop 410, Suite 104, (210) 342-0008 – Open mic. Host: Rod
Stryker.
Tuesdays 10:30 pm – Puro Slam–The Heights–9315 N. Broadway
(just north of 410). Weekly open mic certified by the National Poetry
Slam allows poets to deliver their work and get heckled. DJ Donnie Dee
spins before and after the show. Sign up begins at 9:30 pm. Slam begins
@ 10:30 pm. For more information visit www.puroslam.com.
1st & 3rd Wednesdays 7–9 pm – Barnes & Noble, Ingram Festival,
6065 NW Loop 410 (same side as Ingram Mall). Features and open mic.
(210) 522-1340. Host: Josie Mixon.
Every Fourth Wednesday – Barnes & Noble, The Shops at La Cantera,
15900 La Cantera Parkway, Bldg. 27, San Antonio, TX 78256. Host:
Voices de la Luna: 6 pm Poetry Workshop / 7 pm Featured Guest / 8 pm
Open Mic.
Thursdays 6:30-9:30 pm – South Presa Bar and Grill – Open mic: poetry, music, and storytelling Host: Andi.
Last Thursday of Each Month 7–9 pm – Awaken the Sleeping Poet –
Features and open mic – Northwoods Barnes & Noble,–18030 HWY 281
N, Suite #140 (281 & 1604)–(210) 490-0411. Host: Floyd L. Lamrouex
2nd Saturday 7–9 pm – Gallista – Features and open mic, Gallista
Gallery and Art Studio, 1913 S. Flores – (210) 212-8606. Host: Thom E.
3rd Saturday 1-3 pm – San Antonio Poets Association – Monthly at
San Pedro Presbyterian Church, 14900 San Pedro Ave.

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

___________________________________

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

_______________________________
Voices Mission Statement

Voices de la Luna publishes a quarterly poetry and arts magazine
in four formats, focusing on writers and artists of South Texas.
The organization is committed to inspiring youth, promoting poetry and arts through their involvement, and serving as a platform for all poets and artists to share their work with others. It is
further dedicated to use poetry and arts for both educational and
healing purposes in the community.

