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Submission Guidelines
Voices de la Luna is a quarterly publication dedicated to the artistic
expression of a wide range of perspectives and topics. In the service
of that goal, we welcome diverse, well-written submissions from every
quarter. To submit material for publication in Voices de la Luna, go to
voicesdelaluna.submittable.com.

——————————————————————
Voices de la Luna Monthly Literary Evening

Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every Second Wednesday, January through June *** New Day ***
and September through December
Poetry Workshop at 6:00
Featured Poet at 7:00
Poetry, Music, & Open Mic at 7:30
Viva! Bookstore *** New Location ***
8407 Broadway
San Antonio, TX 78209

——————————————————————

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

Voices de la Luna
A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine
and

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

Editor’s Note
James R. Adair

In the summer of 1862 or 1863, an
Oxford University mathematician visited
family friends in North Wales. During
his visit he spent time strolling around
the grounds, gazing out into the bay next
to the house, and talking with members
of the Liddell family. His conversations
with one of the family members, tenyear-old Alice, inspired him to write a
children’s book that defied contemporary
norms for juvenile literature, employing
mythical creatures, silly rhymes, and
(gasp!) a wholesale endorsement of children’s imagination. The
resulting book was part children’s entertainment, part fantasy,
and a work of complete genius. It revolutionized the world of
children’s literature. Booksellers couldn’t keep it on the shelves.
Proper Victorian “experts” on children’s mental health were
scandalized. In this issue of Voices de la Luna we celebrate the
150th anniversary of the publication of that scandalous work,
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, along with other works of the
Oxford don Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, better known today by
his pseudonym, Lewis Carroll. Some of the poems and stories
included in this issue show the influence of Carroll’s work,
either in theme or in the use of language. This is scarcely odd
(to quote Carroll), since his works contributed more new words
to the English language than any corpora other than the works of
Shakespeare and the King James Bible. Several illustrations from
Carroll’s books—mostly the work of John Tenniel but one from
Carroll himself—appear throughout the magazine.
This year also marks the sesquicentennial anniversary of the
birth of the brilliant Irish poet W. B. Yeats, author of the following
unforgettable lines (among many others):
Turning and turning in the widening gyre
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
The best lack all conviction, while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.
As always, Voices is privileged to share the work of both established writers and those without previous publication credits. Our
featured poet for July is Margaret Randall, whose poetry reflects
a social activism influenced in large measure by her sojourn of
more than two decades in Latin America. We present her poem
“As If the Empty Chair/Como si la silla vacía,” an achingly beautiful poem about the familes of the desaparecidos, in both English and Spanish, along with several other selections of her work.
Other highlights in this issue include a conversation with local
poet and scholar Octavio Quintanilla, award-winning short fiction
by middle school and high school students from the San Antonio
Book Festival Fiction Contest, and reviews of several interesting
books, including Voices co-founder Mo Saidi’s first novel. There’s
even an appearance by an erstwhile Texas author known for the
surprise endings to his stories. And finally some good news: did
you know that listening to Beethoven may be beneficial to your
health? I guess Schroeder was on to something all along!
The editors of Voices de la Luna hope that you enjoy reading the
poems, fiction, essays, news items, and notices of artistic events
as much as we enjoy bringing them to you. Follow Carroll’s advice and take a lazy summer afternoon or two to “pursue / The
dream-child moving through a land / Of wonders wild and new.”
Voices de la Luna, 15 July 2015
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Cover Page Art
Presence

by Lauren Browning
www.laurenbrowning.com
Lauren Browning is a sculptor
who works primarily with stone but
also incorporates bronze, metal, and
other media into her artwork. Her
sculptural designs are beautifully
realized, highly refined, and
original, with strong flow, tension,
and movement. The uniqueness
of Browning’s three-dimensional
designs reflects her openness to
discovering the essence and nuances
of beauty in disparate environments. She is as willing to perceive
beauty in the random arrangement of roadside construction
materials as she is in nature, where she often immerses herself.
Born in Miami, Florida, Browning moved to Austin, Texas,
when she was nine. After high school, she explored spring-fed
creeks in the Texas Hill Country and played guitar with friends
for a few years before entering college. She then earned a Ph.D.
in geology and worked as a research geochemist on projects for
NASA and the Nuclear Regulatory Commission. In 2007, she
turned her attention to the visual arts and began working as a
stone sculptor.
Browning exhibits her artwork widely throughout Texas and
enthusiastically gives public presentations and stone carving
demonstrations in conjunction with art museums and community
organizations. Her seductively curving sculptures have received
significant critical acclaim in local and regional newspapers
and magazines. In 2012, Lauren presented her work in a solo
exhibit at the Institute of Texan Cultures as part of its Texas
Contemporary Artist Series. Browning’s artwork was awarded a
Certificate of Congressional Recognition from the U.S. House of
Representatives, as well as certificates of recognition from the
Texas Senate and the City of San Antonio. Currently, most of
Browning’s collectors are Texans, but her audience is broadening
to other states, and as far as Brazil.

Artist Statement about Presence
I was instinctively drawn to the water’s edge. There, the
twisted roots of ancient Bald Cypress trees cradle gently flowing
waters, as the Texas Hill Country yields her most precious gift to
the seas. It is there at the confluence of water and land that I’m
most able to feel the impermanence, as well as the resilience and
communal spirit, of their shared histories.
While treetops far above shaded the banks, the sumptuous tangle
of their roots drank quietly from cool waters below. Behind us lay
the ruins of their ancestors, whose decaying trunks now sustain
today’s dance of wildlife with its offerings of food and shelter. The
sinuous path of the river, too, honors times gone by, flowing gently
now within channels formed when ferocious floods rasped the
limestone bedrock and ripped the mighty cypress from its edges.
I lingered there along the banks of the river until I could feel
the ephemeral nature of the boundary where land and water
meet, and I became conscious of the analogy with my own life’s
journey. How can one thing be less beautiful than the other? A
tear of gratitude pushed itself from my eye, rolled down my face,
and disappeared silently onto the riverbank.
4
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Featured Poet

Margaret Randall
Hermes Leaves His Winged Shoes
“Anti-intellectualism has been a constant thread
winding its way through our political and cultural life,
nurtured by the false notion that democracy means
that ‘my ignorance is just as good your knowledge.’”
—Isaac Asimov

We called him Peña, Angel the given name
he rarely used:
metallurgical worker at an old factory
in Cuba’s easternmost province
where iron ore turns the earth
red as those Communist Party flags
hanging limp in humid island heat.
We’d come from the capital, young poets
eager to share our work,
to lift the ánimo of men and women
forging a new world with broken tools,
affecting our best downhome manner,
hoping to speak their language,
to connect with the recently literate.
Peña listened then took a neatly folded sheath
of pages from his overall pocket
and as courteous response
in sonorous voice
read a poem where Hermes leaves
his winged shoes in the small shade
of a single royal palm.
I thought of Fidel’s admonishment then:
Never dumb your message down
for the people
but bring the people to where
they can appreciate the greatest art:
thought and image
profound as any created.
When we got to know one another
Peña complained
people born to the luxury
of books and museums
don’t know what they have, poor things,
and can afford to trivialize such riches:
condescension born of shame.
He’d never owned a typewriter,
shaped every cursive letter
in labored ink
by the light of a flickering candle
and his determined desire
in a one-room bohío
after ten hard hours of foundry work.
His poems held centuries of wisdom
and factory sweat
filtered through literacy
launched by a revolution
that wanted to change everything,
still hopes to construct a future
where Hermes travels in robust health.

Through Broken Shards of Earth

To Mexico, always dying, always rebirthing itself
Ghosts cross my path, their voices resonate
in the conch I hold to my ear.
No tower of Babel
keeps me from their murmur,
millennial fever compressed
in this breath we share.
The woman is tunic-thin, curiosity
sparking fires inside her skull.
This copal air carries her off
on the wings of a dark bird.
A child’s energy hits walls six-feet thick
rebounding to trap him in his century.
On any street the amaranth of ancient stone
utters words like arrows
that hit as each sun descends
only to return restless
the following dawn,
fading the next.
I watch their bodies move, try
to decipher their stories
echoing through broken shards of earth:
what shifting corner stones,
flawless song and the shudder
of tectonic movement leave behind.
Centuries beyond her life, Sor Juana stares at me
or Frida laughs and swings her missing leg,
Their eyes question my time as I do theirs.
Men sing beneath a weight of pumice,
their chant strumming my pulse
when I fail to caress its silence.
Broken membranes separate these layers
of burning time
and faces glow in half-light.
Echoing pigments claim my memory
like 15th century flowers hold their colors
in the burial cysts, ofrendas all.
You who gouged them with obsidian knives,
marriage slavery
or blood that ran as thick as tears,
you who sent those tanks
rolling onto a campus of active hope
or burn today’s children and hide their bodies:
You are the same as they are the same
and we are the same,
finding our torturous ways
up through layers of earth and consciousness
ready to hold on and rewind
our rebel histories.
Poet,
essayist,
oral
historian,
photographer, and social activist Margaret
Randall lives and works in New Mexico.
See her bio on the back cover of this issue.
More poems by Margaret Randall are on
p. 19.

Photo by Tania Romero
Voices de la Luna, 15 July 2015
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Questions for Octavio Quintanilla
Interviewed by Gerard Robledo

Octavio Quintanilla is the author of the poetry
collection, If I Go Missing (Slough Press, 2014).
His work has appeared in Salamander, RHINO,
Alaska Quarterly Review, Southwestern
American Literature, The Texas Observer,
Texas Books in Review, and elsewhere. He is
a CantoMundo Fellow and holds a Ph.D. from
the University of North Texas. The South Texas
regional editor for Texas Books in Review, he
teaches literature and creative writing in the
MA/MFA program at Our Lady of the Lake University.

Gerard Robledo: First, congratulations on the wonderful
reviews If I Go Missing is receiving. This collection is
incredibly powerful, personal, honest, and raw, while at the
same time very tender when need be. I find that many times
Latino writers can be overly sentimental when writing about
our culture, yet you find a wonderful balance. So where does
this work come from, and how do you know where to stop
before it gets too sentimental?
Octavio Quintanilla: Thanks, Jerry. And thanks for inviting me
to do this interview. The work in the book came out of more
than eight years of writing. I started writing most of these poems
in 2006, but I truly began organizing them into some sort of
cohesive unit late in 2010. However, even after I had put the
manuscript together, I kept writing poems, and the consistency
of the manuscript kept changing as I took out “older” poems and
replaced them with newer ones. I eventually stopped doing this
and worked with what I had, which meant I often had to return
to specific poems and think harder about what was there, rework
them if necessary. When I write, I consciously try to steer away
from sentimentality. I think this is one thing that most, if not all,
poets try to avoid. I strive for emotional complexity and I try
to achieve it by being aware of the choices I make in terms of
language, form, or in the images I use.
As a Latino writer, do you believe you have a specific duty to
represent our community/culture?
I wouldn’t call it a “duty.” It’s just the nature of the beast. Whether
you want to represent or not, it’s easy to be designated, and
categorized, as a spokesperson for a cause, a poetics, or a group.
Sometimes you don’t even have a say. Sometimes others will try
to bend your voice to fit an agenda. I wish I could just say that I
represent human beings. That I write poems and that maybe some
of them are good enough to touch the humanity of those who read
them, regardless of their race, gender, ethnicity, or social class.
But we know that there’s a racial politics in art, in poetry. All
kinds of politics. Regardless of what I want to represent, the fact
that I am who I am will always play a role in what I produce and
also in how others will read my work. So, even if I don’t feel a
“specific duty to represent” my community, I know that to some
extent, by the act of writing and publishing, I am representing it.
And that’s okay. It challenges me as a writer.
These poems span relationships, cultures, even immigration,
and as a result it feels as though you have grouped specific
moments of life into each section. How does this work towards
your overall goal with the collection?
6
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One of the biggest challenges I faced after I wrote the poems was
organizing them into some sort of narrative. I wanted movement,
coherence, poems speaking to each other. The organization of the
manuscript went through different phases and, at one point, I did
have sections in which I had poems about specific subjects. For
example, I’d have poems about death in section one, poems about
family in section two, etc. In the end, I realized that this sort of
organization was boring, at least to me. In my last submission
to the publisher, I decided to do something different—I took ten
or so pages from each section and mixed them up. Reading the
poems in their new sequence was more surprising to me, and I
realized that the poems were still held together by elements such
as subject matter, metaphor, and voice.
At times in the collection there seems to be duality at play: a
double life, walking in two worlds, and a sense of conflicted
acceptance. What can you say to this?
That sense of “duality” and “double life” that you point out
probably has to do with the fact that I grew up in the Rio Grande
Valley, speaking English and Spanish. One foot in Mexico and
one in the U.S. Two cultures. Two languages. Two ways of being.
There is some of this tension in the poems, and the speaker tries
his best to make sense of who he is, of the world around him, of
his relationships with others, with himself.
If I Go Missing is a very powerful title, especially considering
the history of immigrant Latinos who either die or go missing
on their journey to the United States. Some would argue that
the title and the work within are about Americanization,
or more accurately, identity. Would you say that’s a fair
statement?
It’s fair. In addition to the themes you point out, I also write about
the cartel violence in Mexico and how that has affected many
of us who still have family there. This idea of absence, of being
taken, of being disappeared, of vanishing, seems to resonate more
and more in our contemporary world. Think of the feminicidio
in Juárez. How many of those young women are still missing?
Think of the 43 students from Ayotzinapa. Bodies never found.
So many times readers equate the “I” in first-person narrative
poetry to be literal, as it can invoke so much emotional
proximity. How would you say this works in If I Go Missing?
What part of the literal should your readers take with them?
When I wrote these poems I wanted to make sure a sense of voice
came through. One way I did this was by narrating in first person.
It was a strategy for me, a way to get readers to truly hear and
to confide in the voice that guided them. I really can’t do much
about how a reader wants to read me. Or what they take from
my poems. The only thing I can do is hope that they are moved,
emotionally, intellectually. If this happens, then we’ve connected.
Recently you gave a workshop on what we love about poetry
with Ire’ne Lara Silva. So what is it you love about poetry?
How do you help your students to understand that and
incorporate it into their own work?
What I love about poetry changes with every new book I read.
And this is one way I teach my students to read and write poetry—
to be attentive to the choices a poet makes and to study how they
make them work in the poems.

Speaking of students, Our Lady of the Lake University
(OLLU) recently began its new MA/MFA in Creative Writing
program. Can you tell us a little about that?
The program is 48-hours, a brand new, combined MA/MFA
in Literature, Creative Writing, and Social Justice. It can be
completed in less than three years if a student takes courses in the
fall, spring and summer semesters. However, for students who
wish not to pursue the combined MA-MFA program, a traditional
36-hour MA option is still available.
Anyone who wants more information can visit our webpage:
www.ollusa.edu/s/1190/hybrid/default-hybrid-ollu.aspx?
sid=1190&gid=1&pgid=7884.
Since your arrival at OLLU its literary journal, The Thing
Itself, has been making larger strides in the community,
garnering submissions from all over the world, sponsoring
frequent poetry readings, and even taking part in this year’s
Big Give SA with Gemini Ink. It feels as though it’s part
of a larger poetry awakening happening in the city. I don’t
think it’s a coincidence that you also happen to be at every
sponsored reading. Am I correct?
You’re absolutely correct, Jerry. When I arrived at OLLU two
years ago, we decided to open submissions to The Thing Itself to
national and international writers. And so far, we’ve had a great
response. We are getting submissions from all over the world.
We have a great editorial board composed of students. They are
the ones who select the work, edit, and design the journal. We
also started a reading series, “The Thing Itself Reading Series.”
It allows us to invite writers to different venues around the city
to read and to promote their work. We try to have a minimum of
three reading events per semester, and I do try to make it to each
one. It’s my way of supporting the writers, and as faculty advisor
of The Thing Itself, it’s a way to support the work the students do.
You aren’t originally from San Antonio, but you and your
camera are recognizable at literary events throughout town.
What can you say about San Antonio’s literary community?
I’m originally from the Rio Grande Valley, a place where the
literary arts are flourishing. When I lived there, I used to attend
and participate in literary readings and open mics. I still do when
I am down there. I’ve done it since the early 90s. The whole
literary scene is just getting stronger. And here in San Antonio,
what can I say? We have a thriving literary community here, too,
and I try to get involved as much as I can. As you point out, when
I attend literary events, I usually take my camera with me and
take pictures. I like to document what’s going on, let the world
know we are here. That we are writing. Reading. Listening to
each other.

Thanks to the steady rain during the winter and spring months,
all Hill Country roadways are adorned with colorful blankets
of wildflowers. When you drive
the Hill County roads north of
the Dominion onto Ralph Fair
Road, you enter the nation’s
largest open flower garden:
embankments and meadows
along Texas roads. This is where
your tax money is at work,
where the Texas Department of
Transportation cares for every strip. Landscape architects and
maintenance personnel maintaining the roadsides and highway
medians—fertilizing, mowing, planting shrubs and trees, and
sowing literally tons of wildflower
seeds every year.
What you see for miles along the
shoulders and beside the roads are fields
of bluebonnets, black- and brown-eyed
Susans, Indian Blankets, and spectacular
masses of Drummond phlox. After a
few days of rain, go and see the rain
lilies, whose blossoms open slowly at
dusk, gradually expand during the night,
stand in full flower by morning. Look
for the dayflowers among other plants,
their beautiful twin petals guarding
the stems of widow’s tears. And then
go further north, cross highway 46, and take Sisterdale Road,
whose meandering roadway takes you through rolling hills,
spring-fed streams, and places to stop and taste good wine and
eats. The area between the towns of Sisterdale and Stonewall
with its significant wineries
has become one of the
state’s most popular travel
destinations, a magnet for
agricultural tourism. If you
drive to Becker Vineyards
you can visit magnificent
lavender fields and taste
award-winning wine. While you’re in the area, you can reward
yourself by going to Fredericksburg and treating yourself to
freshly brewed beer from one of several micro-breweries, along
with some good Hill Country barbecue or hamburgers.
On your return drive to San Antonio, take your time on the
access road to observe the colorful medians and shoulders of Hill
Country roads and admire the beauty of our area.

April Hill Country Roadways
Mo H Saidi

After five long years of drought, heaven opened its bosom
and brought over ten inches of rain in a few short weeks. Within
days Medina Creek morphed back into a lake, and here in the
Dominion the groundskeepers reported over eight inches of rain
in a three-day span. Lakes filled; fairways flooded and overflowed
onto the cart paths, forcing the closure of the front nine holes on
the golf course.
Voices de la Luna, 15 July 2015
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Collaboration in Literature & the Arts
The UTSA English Department
colfa.utsa.edu/English/

Creative Writing Reading Series
The UTSA Creative Writing Reading Series will host four
readings during the 2015-16 academic year. All sessions, which
are open to the public, will be held in the Faculty Center Assembly
Room in the John Peace Library, JPL 4.04.22.

Robin Black

Friday, Sept. 18, 2015
7 p.m.
www.robinblack.net
Robin Black’s short story collection
If I Loved You, I Would Tell You This
was a finalist for the Frank O’Connor
International Short Story Prize and an
O. Magazine Summer Reading Pick.
Her debut novel, Life Drawing, has been
called “a magnificent literary achievement” by Karen Russell,
and of Black’s writing Claire Messud has said, “[she] is a writer
of great wisdom, and illuminates, without undue emphasis, the
flickering complexity of individual histories.” Black’s stories
and essays have appeared in a wide variety of publications,
including The New York Times Magazine, The Chicago Tribune,
The Southern Review, and One Story. She was the 2012–13
Distinguished Visiting Writer at Bryn Mawr College and has
taught most recently in the Brooklyn College MFA Program.
Black lives with her family in Philadelphia and is at work on her
next novel.

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

Philipp Meyer

Friday, Feb. 5, 2016
www.philippmeyer.net
Philipp Meyer is the author of The Son
and American Rust. Meyer’s first novel,
American Rust, won the Los Angeles
Times Book Prize. His second novel,
The Son, was runner-up for the Pulitzer
Prize. A New York Times Notable Book and on numerous “Ten
Best Books” lists, The Son has been on the bestseller list in six
countries. He lives in Austin.
8
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Rigoberto González

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

The Fate of the Dodo
Dutch sailors plying the waters east of Madagasgar in the late
sixteenth century settled three previously unnhabited islands—
Mauritius, Rodrigues, and Réunion—filled with mysterious
mammals, reptiles, and especially birds. Because these animals
had evolved in a place with few, if any, natural predators, many
of them succumbed quickly to the ravenous invaders: cats, pigs,
and rats, as well as humans. Though little noticed at the time,
two of the species to go extinct at human hands were the dodo,
Raphus cucullatus, found only on Mauritius, and its cousin the
Rodrigues solitaire, Pezophaps solitaria. Both stood about a meter tall and were flightless, laying only one egg at a time, which
both the male and the female guarded.
Dodos were hunted by sailors of various nationalities who
stopped at the island for provisions. Others captured live dodos
and sent them to Europe,
India, and even Japan for
scientific study and for
the amusement of their
friends and families.
The dodo population
was probably already
relatively small when
humans first settled the
island, and the species
was exterminated within
about a hundred years
of discovery. Lewis
Carroll brought the dodo
to the attention of the
Alice meets the Dodo
world in his book Alice in John Tenniel, drawing for Alice in Wonderland
Wonderland.

UTSA Featured Poet: Susannah Hollister
Utopia Means No Place

We had no pull-down ladder. We had no freezer
for birds. Everything
out on its surface, getting air. The cold house
slapping, unplaceable,
in the night. The defeated bamboo and the agave
always awake, always
about to wave. The bath-salt tossed for grit. Nothing
to do but let the days
pack themselves, as they have all along. Let the drops
tuck into the streams.
If you put it in a poem, you must never
want it back.
The cow-sound of the train
still moaning.

Susannah Hollister is a lecturer in English at UTSA. She earned her PhD from Yale University and, before moving
to San Antonio, taught at UT-Austin and the United States Military Academy at West Point. With Emily Setina, she
co-edited Gertrude Stein’s Stanzas in Meditation: The Corrected Edition (Yale UP, 2012). Her work on 20th- and 21stcentury poetry has appeared in Contemporary Literature, Twentieth-Century Literature, Chicago Review, and Bat
City Review, and her essays on teaching poetics will appear soon in collections from the MLA and Punctum Books.
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Book Reviews
Across A Hundred Mountains
by Reyna Grande
Reviewed by B. B. Saidi

Reyna Grande’s award-winning first
novel takes the reader deep into the
Mexican immigrant experience. In vivid
images she describes the brutality of life in
Mexico’s small towns, where the poor are
permitted to eke out a minimal existence
only so long as they abide by the rules of
the rich and powerful. No objections are
permitted against sexual harassment or
against exploitation of manual laborers.
And the church is strictly on the side of the
rich. That is the milieu from which people
try to escape, as they embark on the onerous trek through desert,
across one hundred mountains, to the border. Although graves of
those who do not complete their journey dot the bleak landscape
of Northern Mexico and South Texas, this long and dangerous
walk is the immigrant’s only chance.
Grande’s novel skillfully blends the stories of two women.
Juana, the only surviving child of a dirt-poor family, is trying to
follow in her father’s footsteps to reach the magical “other side,”
el otro lado; the other woman, the Mexican-American Adelina,
has created a successful existence in the U.S. but is now trying
to locate her father, who disappeared on the great trek north.
The story weaves in and out of the lives of these two characters.
Juana’s story is given in a linear narrative, while Adelina’s skips
back and forth through her life. The astonishing finale pulls
together all the narrative strands into a great story.
Reyna Grande is the author of three critically acclaimed books
which have become part of the reading list of many educational
institutions. For years, Grande was a member of Sandra Cisneros’s
Macondo Writer’s Center in San Antonio, TX. Currently Grande
teaches creative writing at UCLA.

The Marchers: A Novel
by Mo H Saidi
Reviewed by James R. Adair

Cyrus Sohrabi is an Iranian-American doctor living in Texas
with a family and a successful medical practice. When his mother
becomes critically ill, he returns to his homeland to visit, only to
experience again the difficulties and injustices that characterize
Iran under the Shah. While he is there he reconnects with his
family and several of his old friends. He also meets three young
idealists who are students in the university: Reza, who believes
that the Ayatollah Khomeini offers a better path forward for Iran;
Bahram, a secular socialist who is wary of giving the mullahs
political power; and Shirin, a young woman who yearns for the
overthrow of the Shah and yet values the liberation that western
values have brought to her country.
Change is in the air when Cyrus visits his native land, and
though he opposes the Shah, with his secret police and his
autocratic rule, he hopes that change, when it comes, will result
in democratic reforms and a better life for those he loves.
10
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A decade later Cyrus returns to Iran and finds his mother
dying of an illness that might have been prevented. Just as his
mother is suffering under the burden
of a preventable disease, so is Iran
suffering under the burden of a religious
and political system that might have
been avoided with proper foresight.
The Iranian Revolution has occurred
between Cyrus’s two visits, and although
the hated Shah has been overthrown, the
reign of terror of the Ayatollah and the
mullahs is much worse.
The novel follows the story of Cyrus,
and Cyrus follows the lives of the three
young students he had met on his first visit. These idealistic
young people have been quickly jaded by the injustices and
religious intolerance of the new order, and they suffer in different
ways. When Cyrus learns of their individual fates, he longs to
help them, but doing so will put his own life in danger. He faces
the intrinsic evil of Mirza Hassan, a young man from Cyrus’s
past who has risen to a position of power in the Revolutionary
Guard. A case of mistaken identity jeopardizes Cyrus’s life and
freedom as he is forced to enter the notorious Evin Prison, a place
from which few return unscathed.
The Marchers is a novel, but it contains numerous
autobiographical and semi-autobiographical elements that reflect
the author’s experiences. Mo Saidi is an Iranian-born doctor
living in Texas whose visits to Iran in the days after the revolution
endangered his own life and freedom. As the story unfolds, Saidi
tells a powerful story of injustice and lost dreams but also of hope
and courage in the face of seemingly insurmountable odds. It is
a story that Americans need to hear, especially in the light of the
rise of Iran on today’s world stage, its nuclear ambitions, and its
role as a power broker in the Middle East. The novel is available
in print in bookstores, on Amazon and creativespace.com, and in
digital format for Kindle and the web.

The Quiet Born from Talk:
Festschrift for Wendy Barker
Catherine Kasper, ed.
Reviewed by James R. Adair

On Feb. 20, 2015, UTSA professor
and poet in residence Wendy Barker was
presented with a collection of poems,
essays, and tributes as part of the Creative
Writing Reading Series in honor of her
distinguished career as teacher and poet.
Forty-two of her students, colleagues, and
friends contributed one or more original
pieces to this work, many inspired by
Barker’s life and work. “Wendy’s Smile,”
“Reading Barker Reading Frost,” “For
Wendy,” “I Want to Be Like Wendy,”
“Translating Tagore with Wendy Barker,” and “Wendy” are
titles of some of the contributions found within these pages.
Even Barker herself submitted poems for the book! It is a joyous
celebration of a gracious, talented, and creative scholar, a book
not to be missed.

Pathways to Ancient Shelter: A Sojourn in
Langtry, Texas
by Mary Locke Crofts
Reviewed by Lou Taylor

Mary Locke Crofts grew up in the west
Texas town of Big Spring. After college at
Baylor University, she traveled, married
and settled in San Antonio with her husband and two children. Yet she yearned for
the open skies and wide horizons she had
left.
After several years teaching English, she
became a storyteller, focusing on Texas
history, legends and characters influenced
by the work of J. Frank Dobie. Her interest
in the power of narrative and in archetypal patterns described by
Carl Jung led her to the graduate program in myth and depth psychology at Pacifica Graduate Institute in Carpinteria, California.
In November of 2005, she rented a small house in Langtry,
Texas to work on her dissertation. She approached her subject,
indigenous rock art of the ancient people of the lower Pecos
valley, as the storyteller she is, and the result is much more than
an academic treatise.
In Pathways to Ancient Shelter: A Sojourn in Langry, Texas,
Crofts takes the reader on an intimate journey to the canyon lands
of the Lower Pecos and into the human heart. Interweaving the
account of her sojourn in Langtry with her beautiful poetry, she
describes the land and imagines the lives of the people who lived
there for thousands of years. This is the work of a person with the
rare gifts of curiosity, keen observation, and the ability to make
them come alive on the page.
One of the poems, “Around the Bend,” demonstrates the
author’s ability to invite the reader into her experience, creating
a seamless a bond between past and present life of the lower
Pecos valley.
Around the Bend
Three canyons over from Crack Canyon
is Eagle Nest Canyon.
You can choose your path to the canyon floor.
Here you slip straight down through a cut,
climb over boulders and slide down a scree.
Grab a limb and you’ll regret iteverything has thorns.
Over there a bit you might take
the horse trail, or at least that’s what it was
for a hundred years or so.
Folks have been climbing around
these canyons for thousands of years.
Grinding holes and smooth stones,
manos and metates, tell of
women moving by season,
by sunshine and wind,
seeking a comfortable place to work,
telling stories and watching
their children galumphing around the canyon creek.

It’s fairly easy to walk on the canyon floor,
but a cautionary note—
that boulder, the one the size of
a small barn, was five hundred yards
up the canyon
until the flood of ’56.
Scramble up the scree up into Eagle Nest Shelter
and appreciate its magnitude
The floor built up over fifteen feet
reveals ages of life here.
The paintings on the north wall
are mysterious,
indescribable—
there is no word, not even a metaphor.
Imagine those who painted
on the walls, ground the acorns,
built the fires. Now look out to
study the canyon.
Rumor has it that
bison and mammoth bones lie
just around the bend. We must
move on into the deepening shadows

800th Anniversary of the Magna Carta
On June 15, 1215, in a place called Runnymeade, near Windsor,
England, King John I, under duress, signed a document forced
on him by the English barons detailing their rights as free men.
The Great Charter, or Magna Carta, was not a document created
de novo by the barons but was based on the earlier Charter of
Liberties proclaimed the King Henry I of England, youngest son
of William the Conqueror, in 1100. Henry sought to curry the
favor of the recently displaced Anglo-Saxon nobility in order to
secure his seat on the throne; once his rule was secure, he ignored
the Charter. Powerful kings who had ruled England since that
time had continued to rule with impunity, but John was not a
powerful or well-loved ruler. He succeeded his brother, Richard
the Lionheart, who was much more popular with the people, and
their father, Henry II, who, because of his marriage to Eleanor
of Aquitaine, ruled all of England and more than half of France.
John ran afoul of the barons, whom he taxed mercilessly, and
the pope, who insisted on appointing bishops in England over
John’s objections. So on a sunny morning in midsummer, John
promised the barons that the English church would be forever
free from the crown, that freemen could not be imprisoned or
exiled except by lawful judgment of their peers (trial by jury),
and that the king must get permission (from Parliament) to raise
taxes, among other things. It was a set of promises that John
quickly abandoned, but following his death the next year, subsequent kings were reminded from time to time by the barons—and
later by the commoners—that authority to govern is limited and
is granted by the governed. The Magna Carta has continued to
influence laws and customs in England over the past 800 years,
and it was extremely influential in the composition of the U.S.
Declaration of Independence and the U.S. Constitution in the
18th century.
Voices de la Luna, 15 July 2015
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Juan Felipe Herrera Appointed U.S. Poet Laureate

Nobel Laureate Günter Grass, 1927-2015

On June 15, 2015, the Librarian of Congress, James H.Billington,
announced California poet Juan Felipe Herrera as the twenty-first
Poet Laureate of the United States. A son of migrant workers, Herrera
grew up in California following the crops with his parents. After
graduating from San Diego High School, he moved on to UCLA,
where he received his B.A. in social anthropology. He went on to earn
an M.A. in social anthropology from Stanford
University and an M.F.A. in creative writing
from the University of Iowa. He has been a
faculty member at Cal State, Fresno, and at UC
Riverside. From 2012 to 2014 he served as poet
laureate of the state of California. He is the first
Latino/a poet laureate of the United States.
His poetry has many influences: the Beat
poets of the 1950s and 60s, his formal study of
different cultures and the borders that divide and sometimes unite
people, and above all his experiences as the son of California
campesinos. In his poem “Every Day We Get More Illegal” he
captures the mood of the undocumented in the U.S.:
walking working
under the silver darkness
walking working
with our mind
our life
And in “Song Out Here” he expresses the longing for human
interaction, love:
do you know where that is i want to sing
so you can hear me and maybe you can tell me
where to go so you can hear me and just maybe
you can tell me where to go
He speaks in the voice of the people, of and to people with different backgrounds and experiences, and that bodes well for his
tenure as U.S. poet laureate.

Winner of the Nobel Prize for Literature
in 1999, Günter Grass died in his native
Germany on April 15, 2015, at the age
of 87. His most famous novel, Die
Blechtrommel (The Tin Drum) was
published in 1959. It revolves around the
figure of Oskar Matzerath, a Wunderkind
who is mentally and emotionally fully
adult from birth but who has the ability
to stop developing physically at the age
of three. The book traces Oskar’s life,
his loves (including at one point his
stepmother), and his experiences before, during, and after the
Second World War.
Critics praised Grass for his use of magical realism and
innovative literary techniques to deal with the serious issues of
war and injustice. American author John Irving called him “the
most original and versatile writer alive.” John Updike called him
“one of the very, very few authors whose next novel one has no
intention of missing.”
Grass was involved in politics and social critique throughout
his adult life. In 2006 he garnered criticism for admitting that
as a fifteen-year-old boy he had willingly served in the Waffen
SS. Though some believed his membership in the Nazi organization disqualified him from passing judgment on others for their
perceived misdeeds, others pointed out that Grass had joined the
SS as a teenager, but he had been a consistent critic of the Nazis
since the end of the war. Always outspoken, often controversial,
and certainly never dull, Grass continues to challenge the tendency to submit to authority without critical thought through his
works, which stand as a monument to a life spent advocating for
justice.

Carmen Tafolla Selected Texas Poet Laureate
The Latin root behind the name Carmen means song or poem,
and it is a fitting name for the newest poet laureate of Texas.
Carmen Tafolla, San Antonio’s inaugural poet laureate from
2012 to 2014, is a prolific writer, an inspiring teacher, and a
riveting performer. She has published five books of poetry, eight
children’s picture books, a collection of short stories, one nonfiction book, and seven television screenplays. After growing up
on San Antonio’s West Side, she studied at the Univeresity of
Texas at Austin, where she earned her B.A., M.A., and Ph.D.
degrees. She has won numerous awards, including the 1999 Art
of Peace Award from St. Mary’s University in recognition of
writing that promotes peace, justice, and understanding.
Her poetry frequently conjures images of the
past and calls them to interact with the present, as
in this excerpt from her poem “Aquí”:
He shops the windows, happy,
where the stalking once was good
and his kitchen floor is built on bones
of venison once gently roasted.
Tafolla is a master wordsmith with a heart for all those she meets
and a vision of a future enlightened by poetry, companionship,
and a good meal shared with friends and family.
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Can Listening to Beethoven Lower Blood Pressure?
Ludwig van Beethoven’s genius as a
composer of great music is well attested,
and the greatest of his symphonies is often
believed to be his last, the Ninth. Famous
for its fourth movement, during which the
orchestra is joined by soloists and a chorus
singing “Ode to Joy,” it is one of the most
recognized and beloved songs ever written.
Now researchers at Oxford University claim that listening to
Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony, as well as other selected classical
pieces, is good not only for the soul and spirit but also for the
body. In a presentation at a meeting of the British Cardiovascular
Society, Oxford scientists presented evidence that listening to
certain classical music—namely, pieces with a slow tempo and
rhythmic figures that repeat approximately every ten seconds—
can actually lower a listener’s blood pressure. They found that
the Adagio movement from Beethoven’s Ninth, rather than the
more famous fourth movement, had this effect, as did Verdi’s
“Va, pensiero,” Puccini’s “Nessun Dorma,” and Shubert’s “Ave
Maria” (the latter only in Latin, for some reason). The sample
size of the test was small, but those who love classical music
can combine these findings with those that tout the benefit of red
wine and call it a night.

Art in the City
McNay Art Museum

www.mcnayart.org
Richard Duardo: Maestro of Pop
July 1–September 6, 2015

Protest as an Art Form
Organized protests can sometimes be ugly, violent reactions to a
perceived injustice. One could argue that some levels of injustice
call for responses that are anything but pleasant. At other times,
however, the organized resistance to a proposal, a politician
or political party, or an idea can result in great beauty, whether
intentionally or unintentionally. The photos below represent a
sample of protests that were held either recently or in the past few
years. They are included not to advocate for or against any issue but
rather to illustrate the aesthetic quality that organized protest can
sometimes deliver. To quote Ricky Fitts from the film American
Beauty, “Sometimes there’s so much beauty in the world, I feel
like I can’t take it, and my heart is just going to cave in.”

Often called the “West Coast
Warhol,” Duardo has been a
mover and shaker in the LA art
scene for decades. His big, bold,
and colorful works are among the
highlights of the Romo gifts to
the McNay’s collection. Duardo
is also the founder of Modern
Multiples, one of the most prolific and influential printshops on
the West Coast. The show will
consist of approximately 20 large-scale screenprints, some with
hand coloring.

www.wittemuseum.org
Discover the Ice Age
May 23–September 7, 2015

Mammoths, saber-toothed cats, bears, cave people and gigantic
“terror birds” last seen in Texas and Florida make Discover the
Ice Age an exciting and educational exhibition about life during
Earth’s last Ice Age. Discover the Ice Age features fossils, casts
and several life-sized animatronic models of animals with scientifically accurate movements, coloration, sounds and fur. This
exhibition provides a unique and exciting walk through the Ice
Age epoch for families and visitors of all ages.

continued on p. 21 …
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Youth Poems
The Boy Met a Girl
Elizabeth San Miguel

The boy met a girl
When he met the girl, he fell in love
When he fell in love, he loved the girl like no other
With his love, he gave her everything
When he gave her everything, his parents became enraged
When his parents became enraged, he broke her heart
When he broke her heart, he became sorrowful
When he became sorrowful, he cried
When he cried, he went for a walk
When he went for a walk, the boy met a girl

Lamed Vovnick

Kathleen Kinlin
North East School of the Arts
Thirty-six of us
with the world on our backs,
something went astray in the heavens
and we both collided in this graveyard.
The earth creaked beneath our weight.
And, too massive, we inhaled each other
and shook the stars from the sky.
And, too defiant, we laughed at the cold
and watched the rambling paths
our breaths traveled to Nirvana.
And, too aware, we stared unblinking into the vastness of God
while Raphael fumbled for pages and Michael shuffled his feet.
And, too intertwined, we didn’t care in the slightest
whose rub did what
as long as we could feel them pressed against us.
It was written that we wouldn’t meet,
but the chills of your integument are too important
for me to walk away.
Throwing the planet off balance is worth the scripture my fingers
will trace on your skin
as we write our own stories.

Night: A Prose Poem
Henry Constantino
Hunsdale, IL

Sparkling in the orange light, like a jewel welcoming the night,
but as harmless as it might seem, the night sets a cast of dangers
unseen. Slowly, as the sun dies and blackness starts on the skies,
the lurking dangers of the night emerge upon the fading light. But
alas, just because the day is bright doesn’t mean the night won’t
fight. For bats, for wolves, for tigers, for owls, the night is a time
to kill, the night is a time for danger. Yet my dear, sitting in your
bed, don’t worry, the light will always come.

14
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He Called It Love
Mei-Li Jew

I lost myself somewhere between love and sacrifice
Intoxicated with words of sweet innocence
Of strange music and early morning sessions
Under my bangs drop trash bags of sleepless nights and afternoon trips
They hang over like melting candles on its first day of mass
It reads like empty bibles and hollow gospels
It sings like the voices of lost souls preaching to faith
For faith
With faith
I was sinking between supple sockets and brittle bones
Silence grew louder each moment I grasped a feeling
Submerging in frozen waters
Down my throat swam last night’s slap and today’s apology
Dreams rose with the smoke to the ceiling
They linger around midnight cravings

A Place for Everything

Darian Miera
North East School of the Arts
Fresh cavities
were burrowed into my neck
hollowed out when I threw
your fingers down,
and they shattered like the hum of bees
around me
like the note I couldn’t sing
at your bedside
or your 23
69-cent snow globes
I let your trinkets carry my breath
hold it when my throat congeals
I put some in the boots
tacky glass miniatures
and a quart between a dozen leather bags
Two cheeks in the prom dresses
and another in the ashtrays
Teeth for your wooden angels
and my tongue for themed wine glasses
I collect the debt
and hoard the memory
of your cigarette
and nicotine windshield
but I have none of your trashed treasures
to hold my breath anymore
Your fingers only fractured
when the stitches on gloves unraveled
leaving you to touch the ragged bits of your anthology
and remember that your smoke carried
my lungs to night

Select Poems

Bruised

Loretta Walker

Cut and Paste

Jim LaVilla-Havelin
The Oxford Junior Dictionary is eliminating many words
of nature to make room for words of technology.
Eliminate: otter, acorn, lark, leopard, lobster.
Replace with: MP3 Player, analogue, broadband, blog,
chatroom.
soon there will be no scissors
					no paper
and certainly
		
no rock
hard to imagine a world
so full of loss
		
of substitutions
if imagining is 			
something
we still do

a fish
nameless now
		
slapped dead
on no rock
which
exists, imagines
				
of water
		
in a stream

or

Patches of bruised yellow grass,
garden plants streaked with heat welts,
city utility workers’ sweat-stained uniforms
were proof of brutal beating.
The wind too lazy or scared did not help,
wouldn’t even lift its hands to blow hair.
This afternoon, when I tried to nap,
that fickle wind howled, complained,
flailed its arms at a graying sky.
Windows, wind-chimes, trees trembled at this tirade.

does
highlight—
all blue—color of IBM, never ocean—
mean to
cut and paste
			
save as
kind of blue (digitally re-mastered)

not

Two weeks ago this desert West Texas town
languished, watched a bullying sun
train orange knuckles on the city.
It jabbed air—skin with temperatures
of one hundred degrees and more.
Light was hot; dust was hot; boredom was hot.

A cavalry of heavy clouds, decked in black hats
strolled in from the east, covered the city.
Wind cowed into stillness,
sun rolled down its sleeves in defeat,
I slept, the air a sponge of cool relief,
rain—a wet gauze of healing
First published in Galaxy of Verse

Down You Go
John Grey

to change the flow

data

on a lake, early evening,
to the cry of pines
and the speckle of light on surface,
risk has caught up with you at last—
can’t grip the stars,
nor the full moon—
such a futile night sky,
such a bitter cold below

consciousness

				

Happiness

Nadia Gerassimenko
Happiness is a teeny tiny couch
With just enough room for us both
To squeeze in like fetal petals
And kitty around my numb arm
Sleeping blissfully all together
On a work-free lazy Sunday Monday

and only one direction possible—
a slip, a fall—
flat on your back,
skates pointed upward
in homage to God,
crack in the ice
like the devil’s own grin—
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Untitled

Cheshire

Ruth Friedberg

Walter Bargen
The book I have in my lap, that I move to the desk, that the cat
insists upon following and butting gently with its head, enough
to make the words sway, fragment, and fall beyond reading, this
series of scribbled glyphs cannot possibly say anything to this
gray tabby, other than attend to me, attend the softness of my fur,
stroke my purring with another slow hand down my back, rub
just above my eyebrows, don’t forget to slowly work the edges
of my ears between the pads of your thumb and index finger. This
is the story the cat wants to hear, as it drools with pleasure and a
drop of saliva falls onto the top of a page, puckering a widening
circle as it is absorbed, leaving the slightest stain, residue of a
virulent fluid that once infected me when it savaged my hand,
once when it was wild and soon after it had been trapped, a saliva
that contains bacteria found in the mouths of Komodo dragons,
who bite their prey and then lumber after them for four days until
they are too weak from infection to resist being eaten. And now
this furry little dragon wants little to do with its old life, though
it sits staring out the window with a longing that I understand as
I run my fingers through its soft coat, pick-pocketing affection.

every
summer morning
we breakfasted

Perhaps this book will survive the both of us, paper tougher
than flesh, though the book helpless to ward off the infections
of dust and mildew, what any secluded room has to offer before the quaking and flooding, fires and assorted conflagrations,
or more simply the move to discard, that these words were at
most an entertainment, a dalliance, a tale, an allegory to keep the
mind turning through time, to unsettle the dust, but a hundred
years from now, if there is a reader who knows, who remembers this language, if they should randomly turn the page and see
this faint circle of wavy paper where a cat once happily lulled
and expressed itself, what will he or she think, that a century
past someone held a nightcap, a bourbon and water on a humid
night, the glass streaked with condensation and confession, and
balanced over this page, dripped, that this was one way to get
through to morning, or might the reader see a moment of overwhelming grief, mainlining some loss rekindled by these lines,
or would a cat be considered that affectionately drooled once one
afternoon upon this page.

of a hundred birds
that have always
shared my space

The Cheshire Cat
John Tenniel, drawing for Alice in Wonderland
16
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near the greenery
surrounding
our favorite
porch
lost in conversation
or in being
together
now I am
alone
discovering
the dazzling flights
and piercing songs

unseen
unheard

dead man’s hand
Michelle Hartman

she didn’t mind the house work
busy hands and all that
after all the wee ones had saved her life
her feet hung off the bed
the little shirts did not fit the ironing board
still she smiled
and blue birds were drawn to her shoulders
she meant to be grateful but one little hand
kept venturing under sunny yellow skirt
slid inside bright blue blouse
smeared porcelain skin with coal dust and worse
left grime marks on her only dress
she prayed and struggled for a thankful heart
turned the other cheek—only to have it pinched
she never intended to strike
but it was baking day
and the rolling pin was in her hand
just a thud, such a slight sound and the eighth,
and most annoying dwarf
Gropey
was forever gone

Unclasping Alice

Charlotte Renk
To mother-love and prayer
Alice, a grinning, surreal effigy in baby blue dress,
black patent shoes and pure-white apron dangled
from a nail between two images, no Wonderland.
One painting prismed soft amber light within
a greenhouse, panes cutting designs, elaborate,
colorful and complicated as life. Emeralds, aquas
and mauves gestured pyramidic lines toward a latch
and rainbow shades beyond the hothouse door.
The mom and the Alice-doll hung suspended
between that door and Georgia’s Music, roiling
waves swelling long-celloed phrases of sorrow,
layered and lifting from a blue cerulean center.
Pale magenta erupts into time’s titanium bubble.
And though the woman watched her Alice
hang helpless between bubble and door,
she couldn’t lift her from the nail of her world.
Alice had crawled down too many holes
after too many elusive rabbits and hatters.
Courage shatters after so many empty holes.
So, the mother rocked wet-towel limp staring
into fear and loss. She could not unlock the clasp,
nor rise above purple-muffled sobs anymore.
All she could do was pray… alone.
And after 40 proverbial nights, she saw light
slide across the room to the wall, saw the wall
shift, saw Alice’s eyes turn right, then left.
Her tiny hand stretched space to touch the rim
of a sunlit frame. By faith, by grace, she clasped
and lifted that emerald greenhouse latch.
from The Tenderest Petal Hears (Blue Horse Press, 2014)

Interlocking

Eloisa Perez Lozano
I slide my hand in yours,
wrapping myself around you
a puzzle piece that will always fit.
It doesn’t matter how frayed our edges become
or how the original pretty picture falls away,
revealing the tough cardboard essence beneath.
It may be brown and colorless,
but will always hold together,
as years pass through us like wind.
Your fingers rest in the valleys of my knuckles
warmth breathes through my every cell
and together we are a masterpiece.

Solitude

Lewis Carroll
I love the stillness of the wood:
I love the music of the rill:
I love to couch in pensive mood
Upon some silent hill.
Scarce heard, beneath yon arching trees,
The silver-crested ripples pass;
And, like a mimic brook, the breeze
Whispers among the grass.
Here from the world I win release,
Nor scorn of men, nor footstep rude,
Break in to mar the holy peace
Of this great solitude.
Here may the silent tears I weep
Lull the vexed spirit into rest,
As infants sob themselves to sleep
Upon a mother’s breast.
But when the bitter hour is gone,
And the keen throbbing pangs are still,
Oh sweetest then to couch alone
Upon some silent hill!
To live in joys that once have been,
To put the cold world out of sight,
And deck life’s drear and barren scene
With hues of rainbow-light.
For what to man the gift of breath,
If sorrow be his lot below;
If all the day that ends in death
Be dark with clouds of woe?
Shall the poor transport of an hour
Repay long years of sore distress—
The fragrance of a lonely flower
Make glad the wilderness?
Ye golden hours of Life’s young spring,
Of innocence, of love and truth!
Bright, beyond all imagining,
Thou fairy-dream of youth!
I’d give all wealth that years
have piled,
The slow result of Life’s decay,
To be once more a little child
For one bright summer-day.

			
			

Alice
Drawing by Lewis Carroll
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Honeycakes, She Calls Me …
Judith Toler

and says I must float on the pond
like a lotus blossom
but I say I almost drowned once
tangled in the roots of water lilies
so she says some lessons
in buoyancy are in order
but I say I must write small now—
I’m getting old and running out of words
so she says you must stretch your body
backward till every bone breathes
but I say my bones have already
turned to shards
and she says don’t be such a whiner
you can still learn to dance the tango
But who will give me lessons?
Is it Rudolph Valentino—
his dark eyes twirling the flounces of my skirt
while he stands tall and moves like water
and she says
the body never lies

Clarence Wolfshohl

It rises above him 300 feet,
and he feels tired, poor, wretched.
He imagines the masses surfacing
from the Atlantic in the East,
both before and after she could see
them agape on deck or in the hold
huddled in chains, their diaspora
still westward across mountains,
rivers, vast plains all the way
to the next ocean.
He climbs to the crown
and looks across to Spain,
sees three tossed ships bring
his seed in the minds that land
at Vera Cruz. And their westward
dispersal joins those who passed
under the terrible rays of this crown,
covers over those who had always known
mountains, rivers, and vast plains,
except for a fierce intensity
that nourished the seed,
wrapped it in darkness
and in light, and bid it live.

Campari

Elina Petrova

and the bear tells me, Grrrrrrrr
little honeycakes, you are so delicious

How I Love You in This House Today
Chris Yan

In this world there are many ways
in which I could say this. One might be the way
I adjust the blinds of the kitchen window, below which sits the
supple veins of aloe we potted yesterday.
Or, it’s the way the lithe pothos vines might cascade along the
white trellis we’ve talked about
building for weeks now. It might be the red cactus flower, blooming like a finned, downy mouth
on the cocked rail of the balcony. This life is all
I can think about these days. This soil and water.
Every slight wing of rain. It’s true, we have no money. But look—
watch the tillandsia today, the flickering breeze through their
tender stalks, peering over
the mouths of mason jars in blue daylight. Imagine
a world in which this could go on forever. Sowing and reaping in
green and blue infinity, letting the earth seep into the golden
oil of your palm. Imagine a world
in which I love you like this multitude of water
flowing over the dappled pebbles that cull it,
which is happening, here, in this house today, and
in this house, today which is happening, which is love.
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Chupacabra at the Statue of Liberty

Voices de la Luna, 15 July 2015

Loaded with Bitter Campari,
in a Caribbean swim-up bar,
harder than Nicolas Cage
in the Desert Song Motel,
she heals. Her eyes squint
at the edge of violet tiles
merged into turquoise oblivion.
Catamarans vanish
in an unintelligent,
volatile sea of Blue Curaçao.
Soft ivory sand wiped of memories.
Bleeding pages of her Slavic ancestry
give fewer paper cuts.
A new name picks her randomly:
Xue Tao, Mrs. Jones, a featherbrained
señorita 36-26-36
floating in weightlessness
with a carmine drink.
Now she can’t recollect the day
when landing
in her coal-mine hometown
became less soothing than take-offs—
just condensate
that again streams rapidly
across her airplane window
and Nina Simone’s remix
“I’m feeling good.”

More Poems by Margaret Randall
As If the Empty Chair
Can’t we just put it behind us,
those untouched ask,
but where is behind,
in what cardinal direction
does it stand,
what weather endure,
which intersection
of latitude and longitude,
crosshairs coming together
upon its hungry face?
Can’t we just move on,
as if the empty chair
isn’t tucked beneath table rim,
that side of the bed isn’t barren and cold
or the mirror reflecting a single face
doesn’t taunt these lives
we inhabit:
uneasy occupants
paying in installments
for what we no longer own.
Without him, without her,
without those plucked
from this air we breathe
we no longer possess our lives
the space that surrounds us,
sweet sounds of street or field.
Without them
we cannot move on,
for where will they find us
when they stumble home?

Como si la silla vacía
¿No podemos simplemente dejarlo atrás?
preguntan los intocados,
pero donde es atrás,
hacia que punto cardinal
se yergue,
que clima soporta,
que intersección
de latitud y longitud,
el punto de la mira convergiendo
sobre su rostro hambriento?
¿No podemos simplemente seguir adelante?
como si la silla vacía
no estuviera metida bajo el borde de la mesa,
ese lado de la cama desierto y frío
o el espejo reflejando una cara sola
no se burlará de estas vidas

que habitamos:
ocupantes incomodos
pagando en cuotas
por lo que ya no tenemos.
Sin el, sin ella,
sin aquellos que arrancaron
de este aire que respiramos
ya no poseemos nuestras vidas
el espacio que nos rodea,
sonidos dulces de la calle or el campo.
Sin ellos
no podemos seguir adelante,
porque ¿como van a encontrarnos
cuando vuelvan trastabillando a casa?
from As If the Empty Chair: Poems for the Disappeared (Wings Press,
2011)

Where the Human Spirit Cannot Breathe
Some must view the video, some turn away.
The prisoner kneels in orange jump suit
against sands that hide both place and time.
The masked man with British accent
wields a knife that glints in desert sun,
promising another beheading.
Unless a prisoner exchange, unless
two hundred million in ransom,
unless, always unless.
But unless is an illusion
when atrocity reaches a place
where the human spirit cannot breathe.
Terror’s job is to terrorize, and we think
there is nothing worse
than these images seducing eyes
that weep tears of blood and rage.
So soon have we forgotten Auschwitz,
Morazán, the souvenir shots at Abu Ghraib
or legal chokehold murdering Black men
on any inner city sidewalk.
Women stoned to death
or battered from girlhood through marriage
are a silent majority who suffer no less
for the permission implicit.
This is not about comparisons.
There is no such thing
as worse than or as bad as
when inhumanity is the new norm
and torture titillates, sells papers,
satisfies a cultivated taste.
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Poemas Internacionales

International Poems

Solneto

Sunnet

Urayoán Noel

Urayoán Noel
syllabic staircase sonnet

soneto silábico en escalinata
sol
crisol
o frijol
grito bemol
perdido en el mall
de un downtown sin farol
en la ciudad de aerosol
y arterias de colesterol
postales de otra Sevastopol
interceptadas por la Metropol
en rascacielos de sangre tornasol
Apollinaire degolló soles en alcohol
los contraterroristas soplan su caracol
hologramas digitales de un falso rocanrol

sun
you stun
with your gun
aimed at no one
where car tires spun
now street heat comes undone
like some seventies rerun
burned onto the skin just for fun
and the corpse with its hair in a bun
tells the CEOs who call 9-1-1
“no one is an island but we are all Donne”
while the mall Muzak plays “We’ve Only Just Begun”
as remixed by the ghosts of La Lupe and Big Pun
and counterterrorists text “son, the enemy has won”

First published in La Más Bella (Spain) and forthcoming in Buzzing
Hemisphere/Rumor Hemisférico (University of Arizona Press)

Herbstliche Bahnfahrt durch die Mark Brandenburg
Hejo Müller

Autumn Trainride through Mark Brandenburg
Hejo Müller / translated by James Brandenburg

Tanzende Kiefern
an dunklen Seen
Dunkelgrün-braun-blaues Fest
des Waldes
vom Gold
der Birken und Buchen durchloht

Pines dance around dark lakes.
Dark green-brown-blue
festival of the forest.
Praise rings on high
from the gold
of birches and beech trees.

Durch die Fenster des Zuges
zittert bitterer Kartoffelkrautbrandgeruch
Im Mund der Geschmack von
in der Glut des Feuers
gerösteten kleinen Kartoffeln!
Dann die Dämmerung
Nebel vermählt sich
dem Rauch der Feldfeuer.

Through train windows
vibrates the bitter smell
of burning potato-tops.
Our taste buds salivate
over small potatoes
roasting over embers.

Glutroter Tod
der Sonne.
Rhythmisch
singt der Zug
ein Requiem

20
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Then dusk droops over us
fog lifts its fingers to wed
the smoke from fields aflame.
The sun dies
passionately
in the red glow.
The train sings
rhythmically
its requiem.

Tristezas

Salomé Ureña de Henríquez
A mi esposo ausente

Sorrows

Salomé Ureña de Henríquez / translated by Gerard S. Robledo
To my absent husband

Nuestro dulce primogénito,
que sabe sentir y amar,
con tu recuerdo perenne
viene mi pena a aumentar.

Our sweet firstborn,
who knows how to feel and love,
with your ceasless memory
comes my swelling heartache.

Fijo en ti su pensamiento,
no te abandona jamás:
sueña contigo y, despierto,
habla de ti nada más.

In his thoughts it’s you I see,
never abandoning: you are present
in dreams and awaking life,
and word are only of you.

Anoche, cuando, de hinojos,
con su voz angelical
dijo las santas palabras
de su oración nocturnal;

Last night, while on his knees,
came the holy words
of his nightly prayer
in an angelic voice;

cuando allí junto a su lecho
sentéme amante a velar,
esperando que sus ojos
viniese el sueño a cerrar,

there beside his bed
I sat at ardent vigil,
waiting for your eyes
to bring this dream to a close,

incorporándose inquieto,
cual presa de intenso afán,
con ese acento que al labio
las penas tan sólo dan,

yet, still anxious and
seized with an intense yearning,
with the kind of stress on the lips
which only a sin will bring,

exclamó como inspirado:
“!Tú no te acuerdas, mamá?
El sol ¡que bonito era
cuando estaba aquí papá!”

he exclaimed as if inspired:
“Mom, don’t you remember
how beautiful the sun was
when Dad was here!”

…continued from p. 13
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Editors’ Poems
Residue

Joan Strauch Seifert
dialogue with Francis Thompson’s “The Hound of Heaven”
Designer infinite!
Ah! must Thou char the wood ere Thou can’st limn with it?
Charring’s done in more ways than one.
A split second and the burn’s begun.
A flare, the smoke-shrouds rise,
what was becomes what sadly is,
as anguish in the air becomes the char.
		
My days have crackled and gone up in smoke,
have puffed and burst as sun-starts on a stream.
A plea for courage finds its way into the frame.
“That’s good!” They say “it makes one stronger for the game.”
… the linked fantasies, in whose blossomy twist
I swung the earth a trinket at my wrist.
Mind-hobbled with no patience for the task
I sought answers, though afraid to ask.
		
Ah! Must Thou char with wood ere Thou can’st limn with it?
Oblation, sacrifice—is that the course?
But where is vigor, where to seek its source?
All which I took from thee I did but take not for thy harms
but just that thou might’st seek it in My arms.
My meager steps, until now coarse and rough,
now hitting stride—His limned truth is enough.

San Miguel Sketches
James R. Adair

You pack your portmanteau and I’ll pack mine
To visit an exotic land, we two—
Of Ozymandius and Quis et Deus?
Mezcal, tequila tasting, and fine wine.
While wandering in the rain buscando alas,
Estrellas del mercado beckon sure,
The lesser light to rule the night azure,
The jewelry shops and bars and quaint art galleries.
Papisas, murals, bulls and toreadors,
See dumpling men play chess and Rosewood views,
Soirée en luna, lazy afternoons,
View puertas, arches, domes inspired by Moors.
Take oyster shots and lie around in bed,
Or watch the moon climb slowly overhead.
22
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A Court Date in March
Carol Coffee Reposa

I pay my $4.00 parking fee
And enter a maze of beige,
A labyrinth of bleak:
Bare walls, bare halls,
Bare faces in bare rooms.
Clerks direct me
From one blank chamber to the next.
In one of them a 20-something judge
Seems almost human, asks
What I would like to do.
“What if we splashed a Chagall
Along this corridor,
Piped a sonnet or sestina
Through the PA system, put Hamlet
On the video feed?”
Would I then wear my seatbelt?
Would the woman in front of me
Buy insurance? Would her young man
Agree to drive sober,
Stop and render aid?
Once outside, maybe
We would notice Chagall’s lovers
Floating along the Interstate or embracing
Underneath a mountain laurel
While Mozart’s angels soared
Over the Alamo and Shakespeare bloomed
On redbuds everywhere.
first published in The San Antonio Express-News

Never Give All the Heart
W. B. Yeats

Never give all the heart, for love
Will hardly seem worth thinking of
To passionate women if it seem
Certain, and they never dream
That it fades out from kiss to kiss;
For everything that’s lovely is
But a brief, dreamy, kind delight.
O never give the heart outright,
For they, for all smooth lips can say,
Have given their hearts up to the play.
And who could play it well enough
If deaf and dumb and blind with love?
He that made this knows all the cost,
For he gave all his heart and lost.

Select Poems
The Mad Gardener’s Song
Lewis Carroll
from Phantasmagoria

He thought he saw an Elephant,
That practised on a fife:
He looked again, and found it was
A letter from his wife.
“At length I realise,” he said,
“The bitterness of Life!”
He thought he saw a Buffalo
Upon the chimney-piece:
He looked again, and found it was
His Sister’s Husband’s Niece.
“Unless you leave this house,” he said,
“I’ll send for the Police!”
He thought he saw a Rattlesnake
That questioned him in Greek:
He looked again, and found it was
The Middle of Next Week.
“The only thing I regret,” he said,
“Is that it cannot speak!”
He thought he saw a Banker’s Clerk
Descending from the bus:
He looked again, and found it was
A Hippopotamus:
“If this should stay to dine,” he said,
“There won’t be much for us!”
He thought he saw a Kangaroo
That worked a coffee-mill:
He looked again, and found it was
A Vegetable-Pill.
“Were I to swallow this,” he said,
“I should be very ill!”

He thought he saw an Albatross
That fluttered round the lamp:
He looked again, and found it was
A Penny-Postage-Stamp.
“You’d best be getting home,” he said:
“The nights are very damp!”
He thought he saw a Garden-Door
That opened with a key:
He looked again, and found it was
A Double Rule of Three:
“And all its mystery,” he said,
“Is clear as day to me!”
He thought he saw an Argument
That proved he was the Pope:
He looked again, and found it was
A Bar of Mottled Soap.
“A fact so dread,” he faintly said,
“Extinguishes all hope!”

Between Her Thoughts
Nina Knueven
San Antonio College Student

I lost my nights to her magnetic eyes –
cruel and calloused with her casualties.
Days spent carving out of her memories,
dripping dark curls against her cello, I
chase her notes in the wind, how far they fly!
A smile so terrible, furtive and free
to no one. For her cold cacophony
of promises wide are only winged flies.
How can I remove me? To tear apart
my collagen fibers out of my bone,
or pluck my plasma, from my blood and heart.
Our souls are mixed, when they harmonize, oh,
a sweeter anisetta is her art.
Ah, and I, lucky as her poor cello.

I-Write

Alonzo McKee
San Antonio College Student

The Mad Hatter
John Tenniel, drawing for Alice in Wonderland
He thought he saw a Coach-and-Four
That stood beside his bed:
He looked again, and found it was
A Bear without a Head.
“Poor thing,” he said, “poor silly thing!
It’s waiting to be fed!”

A generous soul knows when degenerates show
To cause distraction, like Benedict woes
Adultery actions, children bring contractions
Tighter than ice packs in the freezer, watery fashion
Think about what I just said and reflect
Come back tomorrow with an essay on this subject
Anecdotes and all, like highlighting pretexts
Forget about this project and you’ll receive an F
Failing isn’t an option, I like to call it new learning
Like getting hit with fire, bruised burning
I’m doing this for my district, I write like an attorney
Distanced myself from the chaos, yet it’s a crazy journey
A paradox yes, contraceptive more or less
I’m balling on this court, call it the freedom of press
Striving for success comes with a price
I deserve an apple for how much I write
Voices de la Luna, 15 July 2015
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Leaving CPS
Tara L. Carnes

White Christmas lights
smother the bushes
as we numbly
crunch to the car.
The rejected pink bunny
she casts aside and
curls on the floorboard
hugging Teddy hard.
She clutches his
disheveled, patchy fur,
breathing in the smell of this
familiar
faithful
friend.
Scratched-up eyes that have
witnessed her abuse but
no mouth
so he can’t tell
either.

San Antonio Sunset: A Combo Poem

Voices Barnes & Noble Workshop Poets: Pamela Camosy, Jean
Jackson, Lois Olivia Heger, Lou Taylor, Mo H Saidi, Lauren
Walthour, John Friedland, Dorothy Long Parma, Tom E.

Showering tiny specks of color from el cielo
Like so much papel cortado: amarillo … naranjo … rojo.
NIOSA begins!
May Thunderstorm
Watercolors tint the evening cityscape in
River town of travelers, missions and cowboys
The galvanized bucket used for washing
Brushes crashes, spilling rain, running colors
Down river into night.
July Shades
Iridescent shades of blue, orange and green
splash across the heavens
promising respite from soul wrenching heat.
As they darken into cool lavenders and purples,
the Tower of the Americas sparkles in the distance
August Kids
In August, the kids are swimming
in the warm pool. Now they are resting
cooling off in the breezing tepid shade
shunning the roasting sun; leggy deer lethargic
they’re waiting for the cool sunset.
City Sky
City sky is opaque all day until
The homeward traffic wakes the Hermit’s muse
To weave the clouds with light and battle prayers,
Tangerine to rust. Silvers blend to blues.
Chill stirred by his humility and grace.
Dreamland

New Year’s Eve
Slivers of hope through a closing door,
Narrow beams of tangerine-hued grace
Fall silently upon restless bodies,
Claim cold ground for the year’s last night.
They call this Prospects Courtyard.
Spring
Eventide, the painter takes paint brush to palette,
begins to lay on color. A blaze of firewheels,
red, orange and saffron. Liquid hues that bleed
onto adobe walls. San Juan Capistrano sings
the last light of day, then fades to dusky purple.
Fiesta
El Rey Feo smiles. “¿Es hermoso, no?”
Snip! Snip! The scissors fly in heavenly hands
24
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“The sun’s going down, Mom,” he says, pointing.
The horizon turns shades of orange, peach, red velvet
“Yes, son. It’s getting dark,” I say; we watch
as pinks sublimate into a purple palette,
As shadows coalesce between the live oaks.
City Frigid Gale
Western skies in early evening blaze
with resonant oranges, softer purples.
A plum shade drapes the Cenotaph
at the Alamo while whistling winds
make people rush from frigid gales.
Tinsel
Perambulating River Walk fete
Sugarplums in repose
Conifer corpse silhouetted
In sol’s waning corona
Tinsel refracted rainbows prance

The Stolen Child
W. B. Yeats

Where dips the rocky highland
Of Sleuth Wood in the lake,
There lies a leafy island
Where flapping herons wake
The drowsy water rats;
There we’ve hid our faery vats,
Full of berrys
And of reddest stolen cherries.
Come away, O human child!
To the waters and the wild
With a faery, hand in hand,
For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand.
Where the wave of moonlight glosses
The dim gray sands with light,
Far off by furthest Rosses
We foot it all the night,
Weaving olden dances
Mingling hands and mingling glances
Till the moon has taken flight;
To and fro we leap
And chase the frothy bubbles,
While the world is full of troubles
And anxious in its sleep.
Come away, O human child!
To the waters and the wild
With a faery, hand in hand,
For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand.
Where the wandering water gushes
From the hills above Glen-Car,
In pools among the rushes
That scarce could bathe a star,
We seek for slumbering trout
And whispering in their ears
Give them unquiet dreams;
Leaning softly out
From ferns that drop their tears
Over the young streams.
Come away, O human child!
To the waters and the wild
With a faery, hand in hand,
For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand.
Away with us he’s going,
The solemn-eyed:
He’ll hear no more the lowing
Of the calves on the warm hillside
Or the kettle on the hob
Sing peace into his breast,
Or see the brown mice bob
Round and round the oatmeal chest.
For he comes, the human child,
To the waters and the wild
With a faery, hand in hand,
For the world’s more full of weeping than he can understand.

Ocean Tao
Chris Yan

Stories from the center are lined with all manner of religion.
Someone gave them icons.
Silver crucifixes, stars and crescents, yins and yangs of the Tao.
The center, which we call truth, is what we talk about now
from the fringes of a neglected splendor
we don’t have the patience to live in.
For my friend and me, a steel pot stews
below a robed man, a picture inscribed
Dalai Lama, 1962. Wisdom for our Chinatown dish of beef and
garlic.
Who distinguishes truth from superstition? Still the Tao of a name
gets to me, rendering me lost in places I never realized.
Dalai, meaning “ocean,” Lama, meaning “teacher.”
We go on, eating, consuming.
A golden Buddha sits with quarters piled in his lap,
heaping someone’s version of luck on the cash register.
His name was once Siddhartha, meaning “achieving
what is searched for.” Truth found him waiting under a bodhi tree.
Perhaps waiting is a wonderful thing.
My friend disagrees, tells me about taking LSD,
and seeing an ocean, infinite—circles of expanding light.
And on the edge, strings of light. “That’s all we are,” he says.
Spirituality just a chemical imbalance,
a science statues and symbols can’t achieve.
And I realize what ravenous beings we can be,
filled with our lust for meaning,
from which we built this silly world and everything in it.
Perhaps faith is to be patient, the way a man under a tree waits
for a God who may never come, or the way a man and woman
in love
let the slow evening run its course.
Once, my wife drowned in the ocean, and I waited,
gasping white sand, before she woke again.
Once, my mother with radioactive atoms in her blood
waited before the doctor told her the cancer was gone.
Once, my father waited outside the operating room, contemplating
the center of my mother’s womb before he heard my cry.
We are dust and atoms, we agree. And in those, atoms, spaces,
protons and electrons. Part the stars of our bodies,
and science is the gap where we must wait
to understand this wonder,
how the boundless can occupy the bounded;
Tao of ocean, and strings of light.

The White Rabbit

John Tenniel, drawing for Alice in Wonderland
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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.

Without

Catherine-Grace Patrick
For Sheryl & Dave
Summer without you,
might as well be winter.
And music without you,
has no Adagietto, at all.

Poem

Victoria Conerly
I am so proud
proud I say, proud
I feel blessed
like an old lady
sitting on her porch
with a cold beer in her right hand
watching her grandchildren
play in the yard
God is moving in my life
and I can feel it
in my soul

Living without you,
isn’t life.
There is left but the splintered me,
half, once, of the joyful we.
I grieve in the dark downpour of disconsolation,
grasping for credence, or certitude;
in quest of metacognition;
in search of with …
in search of you,
once again, with me.

my son is coming home
I’ve been waiting eagerly
to see him (momma’s baby)
sweet badness
is what I call him
I feel stronger like a newly blessed leaf
unwavering, not falling from the tree
my thanks and glory is to God not
to man, but to our heavenly father
for the blessings he has newly bestowed.
The lettering on my banner reads:
A CHILD OF GOD REST & NOT WORRY

Because It Is There
Joyce Collins

Because it is there—
Because it is not smooth—
Because it is rough—
Because it resists me—
Because it is not of me—
Because it is in me—
Because it has a root
And the root is in me
I have to get it out,
I have to get it out,
I have to get it OUT
And finally, I do
And I feel relief
And release
And the blood flows,
And I am free again
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Mind and Body
Josh Divin

My body and mind fight,
My spirit screams
“Let me be good.
Let me Love.”
My body whispers
“No.”
Countless years and a thousand tears
As my heart yearns for tears of joy.
An angel comes to my bedside
And says, “Be at peace, you’re OK.”
Hell is then relinquished—
Even for a short time, it is Heaven.
All I can say is
God take me back to Paradise
So I can lead others to it.

Untitled

Oshanda Collins
Roses are red
Violets are blue
Your kiss is
sweet just like
the morning dew

Art Therapy
Once Upon a Time
Frances Rosales Ford

As your lips are
pressed against mine
God, how I’m glad
I am almost done
with my time.

Made With Dad
Vivian Kearney

O child that I was
O childhood that I had
Mixed with sandpaper criticism
Yet polishing, acculturating
care.
Would it have been even nicer
to share those shaping discusssions
the worried meditations
those unknown crafts
that secret language?
Then the furniture of my life
could be said
to have been made
with Dad.

Once upon a time
someone loved me enough to
promise me the rest of his life
to give me a symbol of a
relationship to last through
all the rest of my days.
Gave me the serenity of
marriage, the comforts of a
home built by two, the joys
of bearing children, the pride
in an honest day’s work.
All this and more, I had in
the promise of forever, once
upon a time.
The reality was, that while it lasted
it didn’t stand the test of time.
That while it was a house, it wasn’t
a home. And while the children born
were true blessings, nothing else
more could come from this broken home.
Once upon a time, my fairy tale broke.
The truth of the matter is, once
upon a time, several thousand years ago
someone did promise to love me for
the rest of my life, to even die for me
if that’s what it took to save my soul.
That beyond everything else is a love
that would stand the test of time for
once upon a time, true love had me in mind.

Take a Moment
Richelle Vasquez

Life’s Banners
Milo Kearney

The banner has gradually become
almost too heavy to lift.
The headwind blows,
and the fabric shreds.
But it is pleasant just to sit
amongst the wildflowers
and watch you, grandsons,
waving your cheerful banners
higher and higher
up the mountain path.

Take a moment to be still,
Take a moment to discover God’s will;
Take a moment to enjoy the simple things,
Such as the joy that a child brings.
Take a moment to sit in the sun
And realize that life isn’t about who has lost or won.
Take a moment to listen to the birds.
Feel god’s presence and meditate on His words.
Take a moment to stand in the rain
And wash away all your pain.
Take a moment to smell a flower
And be overwhelmed with the Holy Spirit’s power.
Take a moment to hear your Father’s voice.
Eternal life or death—it’s your choice.
So just take a moment to seek
And you will find what you need.
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Guides and Blessings for Creative Work
Maripat Munley

To strengthen my work I wander inherited paths.
May my Celtic ancestors bless and guide me.
Patrick, ignite my imagination for compositions
and my eyes to see clearly.
Bless my tools, ironing board to paint brush.
Aidan, make me brave with unfamiliar projects.
May the water in my paint pots roar in rhythm
with the waves that circle your Lindisfarne Island.
Brigid, make me generous with time and
bless the hours I sit silent incubating then creating.
Columba, float my currach with abandon and
make my journeys adventuresome and sacred.
Kevin, build a Glendaloch cave in my soul.
Bless my arty craggy climbs and
the inspirational people around me.
And Catherine, oh Catherine McAuley!
Take me with prisma pencils, paint and paper
to people on life’s edge, who need them most.

Love’s Worth
Maria Santin

What is love’s worth if the world value’s hate?
Where do I stand if love is something I want to create?
If I believe, will I be set free?
I am not talking about these gates.
I’m talking about my sanity.

This Powerful Thing
Tara Layer

This powerful thing
That’s held in my hand
Seamlessly bound without
Viewable strands

Richelle Vasquez

My fingers feel free
With each fluttering flip
Knowledge and adventure
It seems to equip
Its inner substance is soft
And touchably thin
What a marvelous addition
To my table or den
Good when curled up
Or with lifted up feet
Its smell is woody, earthen
And sweet
Easily spread to reveal
legible text
Once it is finished you’re
Guessing what’s next
Enjoyed in a cranny
Adored in a nook
I’ve got myself
One hell of a Book!
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Poetry & Dreams

Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation
Maya Indians

Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg
San Antonio, Texas
April 3, 2015
Dream: The dream takes place in the Yucatán Peninsula. I am
walking down the beach, and I am looking for a place to stay. I
ask an old man in Spanish where there is a good place to stay. He
speaks to me in Spanish. He points to an area where there are lots
of hotels. I see the clump of hotels. One hotel sticks out above
the rest. It looks like a castle. I ask him about the castle. He says
that one (castle-like) is the hotel where the very wealthy stay,
but that there are many hotels within that area. He adds: “The
homeless sleep on the beach, and the poor sleep in the jungle in
their huts.” He holds out his hand, and I give him some money.
End of dream.
Day Life: Worked a half day and ran errands in the afternoon.
Spent the evening looking at hotels near Cancún on the internet.
Naomi is getting married at the Iberostar Grand Hotel Paraíso
near Cancún.
June 7, 2015: We just returned today from Naomi’s wedding
in Cancún. It is interesting how the dream points the way and
prepares us for the trip. There is an area near the Iberostar Grand
Hotel Paraíso, where several hotels are located. Maria and I
booked a room in the Iberostar Paraíso Maya, which is close to the
Iberostar Grand Hotel Paraíso, where my daughter Naomi and her
groom were married. It was a beautiful cermony, which took place
on the beach behind the Grand Hotel Paraíso. The procession led
us out onto the sand, and we participated in the ceremony close
to the ocean. The Grand Hotel Paraíso and the entire chain of
hotels stand out in contrast to the poverty in Mexico. One of the
advantages of tourism in Cancún is the fact that it provides jobs
for many poor people. I gave money (tips) to our waiters and taxi
drivers who work for the tourism industry. One worker literally
held out his hand and said, “una propina, por favor.” “Propina” is
Spanish for “tip.” I gave him a tip. I did not see homeless people
sleeping on the beach, nor did we go into the jungle, although in
previous trips to Mexico, I had seen homeless people sleeping on
the beach and in parks, and I had seen Mayan Indians living in
huts deep within the jungle. I am convinced that the owners of the
resort hotels purposely keep poverty away from the eyes of the
tourists. Maria and I had ample opportunity to speak to the locals
in Spanish, while we stayed at the Paraíso Maya and swam in the
ocean between wedding activities.

Immigrant Child
James Brandenburg

Who are the immigrant children
crossing our borders?
Far away they survive on dirt floors
Rats climb battered walls looking for food
Fathers shoot up
The stupor of that other world
So desperate there is not hope.

Where is the immigrant child in me?
Is my own dirt floor flooded by rain?
Are rats gnawing at my brain?
Do my dreams drown
In my own mindless stupor?
Who is more desperate—
the immigrant child out there
or the immigrant child in me?

High School Teacher Fired for Reading Ginsberg
to Senior AP English Class
David Olio, an award-winning
nineteen-year veteran teacher in South
Windsor, Connecticut, was teaching
an advanced high school poetry class
(some students in the class were
earning college credit). Near the end
of the period, a student asked him to
look at a poem he had been reading
and explain to the class the poet’s use
of language. Although Olio wasn’t
David Olio
familiar with the poem “Please Master”
by Allen Ginsberg, he agreed to discuss it with the class for a
few minutes. The poem turned out to be a poetic description of a
sexual encounter between Ginsberg and his lover. Though Olio
was only responding to a student’s request to analyze a poem
the student himself had selected, the South Windsor school
board began termination proceedings against the teacher, forcing
him to resign. In its letter to Olio,
the board stated, in part, that he had
shown “egregiously poor professional
judgment. By so doing, you violated the
trust placed by the Board of Education
in you as a teacher, you brought discredit
upon the South Windsor Public Schools,
you undermined public confidence and
parent trust in you as a teacher, and
you put the emotional health of some
students at risk.”
Many people in the town supported the
Allen Ginsberg
board’s decision. Others, including the student who had brought
in the offending poem, showed up at the next board meeting to
protest the treatment of a beloved and respected teacher. Some
asked whether one mistake made in the classroom should
outweigh nineteen years of outstanding teaching.
Still others have asked whether Olio’s actions were a mistake at
all. They point out that he was responding to a legitimate question
in an advanced class of relatively mature students. Were some
students or parents offended because Ginsberg and the lover he
describes in the poem were gay? Is this an example of smalltown American prudery (not always limited to small towns)? Is
it yet another example of censorship harming the education of
America’s youth? For more on this story, see www.thedailybeast.
com/articles/2015/05/28/award-winning-teacher-fired-forreading-an-allen-ginsberg-poem.html and www.slate.com/blogs/
outward/2015/05/22/a_high_school_teacher_shared_allen_
ginsburg_poem_and_had_to_resign.html.
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Essays
Lewis Carroll and a Child’s Imagination
Dani Adair-Stirling

This year marks the 150th anniversary of the publication of
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland by Charles Lutwidge Dodgson,
better known by his pen name of Lewis Carroll. While Carroll
published many works, Alice stands out among literary circles.
Could it be for the words it gave to the English language such as
“jabberwocky” or “chortle”? Perhaps it is the fact that so many of
the Wonderland characters have become archetypes on their own.
The names “The Mad Hatter,” “Cheshire Cat,” “White Rabbit,”
and “Tweedles Dum and Dee” carry weight in a conversation.
Before Alice became a scholar’s gold mine and the topic of
global seminars, however, the book was simply an adventure story
for children. While Carroll may have been using the perception
of an innocent child to point out flaws in society as a kind of
secret message to parents reading to their sons and daughters,
the narrative celebrate first and foremost the endless imagination
of children. Unlike Tolkien’s fantasy, this world relies solely on
dream logic which does not require the consistency of a world
that keeps track of the limits of Gandalf or the orks. Nothing
in Wonderland needs to make sense to adults. Without the
boundaries of the dreary world of physics and consistency, a
child can eat a sweet and instantly shrink small enough to fit
through a keyhole. And what a magical world is one in which we
can ask the flowers and caterpillars what they think!
Earlier this year, in “Lewis Carroll’s Dream-child and Victorian
Child Psychopathology” (Journal of the History of Ideas 76.1 [Jan
2015]), Stephanie L. Schatz made a connection between Alice’s
Adventures in Wonderland, which first appeared in 1865, and another
work published five years earlier. In 1860, psychiatrist Sir James
Crichton-Browne published an essay, “Psychological Diseases in
Early Life,” which defined a child’s imagination as the beginning
of delusion. The innocent act of “castle-building” was thought to
be a cause of distortion of reality in adults. As a result, the field of
developmental psychology began to emerge in the late nineteenth
century. Since Lewis Carroll was one who kept up with medical
publications, he may have written Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland
with nonsense and dream logic to make a point: a child’s imagination
is something to be fiercely defended and even admired.
Lewis Carroll, who was raised in a large house in York,
England, was the third of eleven children. Although he was not
destined to have offspring of his own, he developed a close bond
with the children of Henry Liddell, an Oxford dean. Alice was
the youngest of the Liddell girls, but all three were enamored
of Carroll’s story-telling abilities. Alice as an adult fondly
remembered how Carroll would sit next to them on a bench and
tell them stories which he made up as he went along. He’d have
paper on his lap to illustrate the impromptu narrative.
The publication of Alice was followed by the appearance of J. M.
Barrie’s Peter and Wendy in 1904 and Frances Hodgson Burnett’s
A Little Princess in 1905. Both books clearly affirm the creativity
of children and use dream logic as an escape from mundane lives
of responsibility and sensibility. Carroll’s first publication under his
famous pseudonym was a poem called “Solitude,” which may have
been inspired by the long walks he was reported to have taken every
day on his own. In this work the speaker makes somber comments on
the purity of nature. Mourning for a childhood that is gone forever, he
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expresses longing for one more day as a child running carefree through
meadows. Perhaps that is why he felt close to the Liddell girls. There
was still so much fun to be had. Adults who remember the magic of
childhood and fight to preserve it in the face of encroaching science,
politics and discord should be celebrated. And so, thanks to writers
from Lewis Carroll, J. M. Barrie, and Frances Burnett to our modern
Dr. Seuss, Neil Gaiman, and Julia Donaldson, the feral imagination of
the child remains untamed on our children’s bookshelves.

Welsh Town Celebrates Alice
Alice Liddell and her
family owned a summer
home, built in 1862, in
North Wales, and the
story is that Lewis Carroll
once visited the family
there, getting ideas for
Alice in Wonderland and
its sequel Through the
Looking Glass. A cave
behind the home was called the Rabbit Hole, because it covered

a mine entrance. Two large rocks jutting up from the bay were
called the Walrus and the Carpenter. After the Liddells moved
out, their home was
turned into the
Penmorfa
Hotel,
which remained in
existence until it
was demolished in
2008. The home/
hotel is gone, but
there is still plenty
of evidence of the
area’s devotion to
the Alice stories, as
the accompanying
photos
demonstrate. There’s another one on the
back cover.
Photos by
Adair-Stirling

Dani

Southeast Alaska–May 2015
Lou Taylor

Lighthouse, Eagles, Totem Poles—Ketchikan
We have high hopes of spotting bald eagles as we set sail
from Ketchikan, Alaska, with Captain Rob Holston on an boat
owned by Lighthouse, Totem and Eagle Excursions. This place is
known for permanent eagle’s nests, and the weather is perfect for
sighting. Captain Rob tells us to look for white golf balls in the
trees. Those balls will be the heads of mature eagles.

Hopeful passengers are ready with binoculars and zoom lenses.
We search the horizon, trees, and cliffs. We are not disappointed.
What appears to be a huge loosely woven basket attached to a
tree comes into view. Then we spot the golf ball and know that
we have a bald eagle in our sights. The magnificent birds live in
the trees and along the cliffs. Their regal manner leaves no doubt
as to who owns the bay.
Pairs of eagles perching in trees carefully watch the humans
who have invaded their territory, their vigil interrupted by swift
dives into the bay for food for their families.
Eagles mate for life, and males and females share parenting
duties. The Alaskan waters offer plentiful food. Salmon is the
favorite dish of bald eagles.
Also spotted in the bay is Totem Bight Park, replete with Tlingit
totem poles and a clan house standing vigil and bearing witness
to thousands of years of rich culture that has existed here.
The Guardhouse Lighthouse looms on an island where it
provided a beacon of safety for travelers from 1901 to 1942.
Humans and eagles share the bounty offered by the sea. The
latecomers on the excursion boat pay homage to ancient life.
Whales and Sea Lions—Juneau
The quest from Juneau is for sea mammals—humpback whales,
Steller’s sea lions, and orcas. The first streets in this city, which
started as a mining town in 1880, were stairways up the steep
cliffs that fall to the sea. Juneau is the only state capital that does
not have a road going in or out of town. Locals like to say that
there are three ways to enter Juneau—airplane, boat, or birth
canal.
It’s a warm spring day with yellow wildflowers lining the road
as the bus carries us to meet the catamaran which will carry
hopeful naturalists to likely waters off the port of Juneau. No

promises of sightings today, but hope and good spirits are as
apparent as binoculars and zoom lenses. Deep blue sky meets the
sea as we glide by the rocky shore.
Our guide tells us that humpbacks are sometimes hard to spot
because they use echo location (sonar) and know we are there
well before we can see them. They will show themselves only if
they wish to be seen. These whales, transient animals just arriving
from their winter in Hawaii, come to Alaska for krill, plankton,
and small fish which abound in these waters. Each humpback has
a distinctive tail called a fluke. Locals look for regulars who come
back year after year. Among the favorites are Spot and his mother,
and entire books have been written about them.
A black form the size of our tour bus rises slowly to the surface
of the bay and then another and another. A pod of humpbacks
has chosen to make itself visible to the invaders. Known as the
gentle giants of the sea, they are hungry after their 3000-mile
swim from Hawaii.
The shipboard naturalists eagerly look for a deep dive which
will reveal the fluke as a gentle giant dives in search of food. We
are not disappointed. A fluke briefly meets the sky and disappears
into the sea. We will not see that one again soon. Dives can last as
long as half an hour, but are usually about ten minutes.

Our humpback companions swim alongside the catamaran and
keep us company. Steller’s sea lions bask on a buoy as we pass,
disdainfully ignoring the invaders. Reluctantly we head for shore
leaving the gentle giants to their food frenzy.
Our guide tells us to have cameras ready, as there is something
“kind of fun” up ahead on the left near the beach. Even more
rare than the humpbacks are sightings of orcas. A mother and
young calf—just a few days old according to our guide—are
frolicking in the water, rising to the surface and going under in
an undulating rhythm. More orcas appear. Their black and white
markings set them apart. Also known as killer whales, they eat
sea mammals and large fish.
We invaders aboard the catamaran are beyond ecstatic. Cries
of delight are
followed
by
a hush. It is a
sacred moment
of union between
land and sea
creatures.
Photos by
Skelton
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Short Fiction
When the Dust Settles
Katherine Mansfield

On Saturday morning, Tommy woke up knowing two things:
he was going to see his father, and he was going to have Cocoa
Puffs for breakfast. The cereal box was already waiting for him,
set neatly next to his plastic orange bowl. Tommy tore open the
flaps excitedly, watching the cascade of puffed grain bounce off
the bottom of his bowl, its sound blending with the background
noise of his mother washing the dishes. He chased down a few
pieces before they could roll off the counter and onto the floor,
shoving them into his mouth as he clambered down the stool and
padded over to his mother.
“Morning, Tommy,” she smiled, shutting off the faucet. “Did
you get your cereal?”
“Mhmm,” he nodded, chewing. “Can I have some orange juice
with it?”
His mother shook her head, reaching for a paper towel. “Honey, we went over this. You can’t pour orange juice on your Cocoa
Puffs, they’re supposed to go with milk—”
“Daddy lets me do it.”
Tommy’s mother stilled, her gaze sweeping toward the small
window that overlooked their kitchen sink. “He does, doesn’t
he?” she murmured, and Tommy wondered what was outside that
fascinated her so much.
“Yep,” he said earnestly, stepping forward and hugging her leg.
His chin dug into her thigh as he craned upward to regain her attention. “So can I? Pretty please?”
“All right,” she sighed. The edge of her ring bit a little into his
scalp as she rested her hand on his head—lightly, but there was
a heaviness there, too, and Tommy frowned, burying his face in
the fabric of her pants. He kept clutching her as she went to open
the refrigerator, chill air hitting the side of his face as the door
unstuck with a wet sound.
She didn’t let him pour. Tommy waited for her to finish before
he dug in, the bright tang of orange juice swirling together with
the rich chocolate of the cereal.
“What time are we seeing Daddy?” he asked through a mouthful, squinting at the green numbers displayed on the stove.
“At twelve. After you finish breakfast and get dressed, and then
I have to put some stuff away, and then you’ll”—she cleared her
throat, “we’ll go see your father.”
“Okay!” said Tommy, trying to determine how long it would
take him to finish if it took him thirty seconds to chew each bite,
but he got tired of counting. His mother sank onto the stool beside
him, holding open a book with one hand and resting the other on
his knee while she read. She’d been doing that more, lately—
anchoring herself to him through small points of contact—and
while Tommy didn’t mind, he didn’t understand, either.
Pushing away the emptied bowl, he burped to get her attention.
“Tommy,” his mother gently scolded, shutting her book and
whisking the bowl away. She guided him upstairs, digging
through drawers and pulling out green shorts and his pirate shirt.
While Tommy got dressed, she fetched a clean pair of pajamas,
adding them to the overnight bag that Tommy had started packing on Thursday night.
“Hey Mommy?” asked Tommy, his voice muffled as he pulled
his shirt over his head.
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“Yes?”
“Where’s your overnight bag?”
“I don’t need one.”
“Because Daddy already has everything you need at his house?”
“Maybe,” said his mother, preparing to zip up his bag. Tommy
stopped her, performing a final inspection.
“What about my bubblegum toothpaste?”
“I’m sure your father will have some,” she answered, hugging
Tommy around the waist and planting a kiss on the side of his
face, her nose digging into his cheek. “Now I have to put some
things away, and then we’ll go, okay?”
“Can I help?”
His mother hesitated before consenting. “All right. You can
help.”
The box was too big for him to carry, so Tommy scurried ahead
of his mother up the stairs. Something thudded against the side
of the box as Tommy’s mother set it down, and Tommy tried to
sneak a peek while his mother unlocked the attic door.
The hot wave of air distracted him, however. Tommy had never been in the attic before, and he stared at the angled wooden
beams of the ceiling in fascination. This must be the house’s
brain, Tommy decided, where they tucked things away to remember for later. Dust motes drifted down, caught by the light.
The boards felt rough beneath his feet, and gritty; he wiggled his
toes, stepping gingerly to avoid getting any splinters.
Meanwhile, his mother had moved toward the back right corner of the attic, where a chest sat, its dark wood and brass buckles
gleaming faintly. Its hinges creaked as Tommy’s mother lifted the
lid, and Tommy watched her out of the corner of his eye while
he examined the clear plastic containers shoved against the wall.
Furtively, he cracked one open, removing the lid completely
when his mother failed to send him a reproving look. Tommy
grinned, the edge of the container digging into his stomach as he
leaned over and rummaged through its contents, fingers closing
around a wooden peg.
Playing with his rediscovered baby toys kept him busy for only
so long, and after he had demolished his fifth alphabet-block
tower with his train, Tommy realized a strange silence had fallen
over his mother’s side of the room. Curious, he turned around
and found her still kneeling before the chest, her brown hair falling out of her bun in wispy curls. A page turned. Tommy tiptoed
to his mother’s side, careful not to disturb her as he peered over
her shoulder at the photo album in her lap.
He didn’t remember the pictures, but he recognized his parents.
His mother’s hair was down, and chin-length, but the way she
tilted her head slightly to the right as she smiled was the same.
His father looked strange without a beard, but the cloudless blue
of his eyes twinkled with familiarity, brought into greater relief
by the white sand and dark green palm trees in the glossy background. Their faces were pressed together in two of the photos;
in another, they had their backs to the camera, and in yet another
one, Tommy’s mother had been hoisted onto Tommy’s father’s
back, her arms thrown around his neck. They looked happy.
His mother didn’t, though. Not now. Confused, Tommy looked
between her and the picture, trying to spot the source of the disconnect. When he didn’t find any answers there, his gaze fell
upon the contents of the chest instead.
At first, he thought it was a bedsheet. The white fabric filled
the bottom of the chest, its corners folded neatly, but as Tommy’s

eyes traced its voluminous outline, he noticed lacework covering
what appeared to be a bodice, and a row of cream-colored buttons, silver beading swirled around them.
And suddenly, he was scared, because his mother reminded
him of that dress. The corner of her mouth drooped, like something that had been constrained for too long and was only now
spilling over, a memory made musty and sour with time.
“Mommy?” He touched her shoulder.
“Oh!” She twitched, slamming the photo album shut. “Tommy,
I’m so sorry, I forgot. Let me just…” She shoved the book into
the chest, the fabric of the dress sinking under the new weight.
Two more books followed, pulled from the box they’d carried
upstairs, and then, as if those thirty seconds of effort had drained
all her energy, Tommy’s mother sank back on her heels.
The chest was still open. Tommy’s mother fiddled with her
ring, staring.
“I’ll help you, Mommy,” Tommy said softly.
She blinked at him.
“You said I could help, remember?” He slipped his hand into
hers, squeezing, and reached for the lid. It was heavier than he’d
expected, and his mother quickly moved to help, careful not to
let him crush his fingers. Together, they shut the chest, and as
the latches clicked into place, Tommy’s mother relaxed, the skin
around her eyes and mouth turning smooth again, like the covers she pulled neatly to Tommy’s chin every night. Slowly, she
got to her feet, letting go of Tommy’s hand to scoop up the now
empty cardboard box. Once more, Tommy led the way, but this
time he kept a careful eye on his mother. Vulnerability was not
something she wore often, and Tommy had decided that he didn’t
like the way it looked on her.
He watched her lock the door, comforted by the click of things
returning to their proper places. Afterwards, she turned around
and smiled at him, slipping the keys into her pocket in the process.
“Now let’s go see your father,” she said, resting her left hand
on his head, and this time, Tommy didn’t feel a ring.
Katherine Mansfield, an 11th grade student at Keystone School, won
first prize in her age group for this entry in the San Antonio Book Festival Fiction Contest.

Symphony Art
Sarah Martinez

Time was running out; there was no doubt about that. Roy
looked at the red light that glared accusingly at him, as if it were
his fault that he had forgotten to charge the device. But it wasn’t
his fault. He didn’t even want to go outside today. The battery
display continued to blink periodically, uncaring of his thoughts
and problems.
He stared out of the window, blissfully unaware of whatever
his aunt and cousin talked about, thanks to his headphones. Roy
never talked to them often. They hugged and greeted each other
on holidays, and it was always the same awkward moment. But
this year, Roy was staying with them for a few days while his
parents had business to do in the next town over. Instead of keeping Roy in a hotel room all day, his parents chose to let him stay
with his aunt and cousin since they were close to the town. He

only had his iPod and a few books that he had stuffed in his luggage. His Aunt Claire didn’t own a piano, so he couldn’t even
practice his music pieces.
Fields rolled past the van one after the other as they drove down
the road. They were away from the city, and the grass was all one
vibrant green in the afternoon sun. It was nice, but also kind of
dull. The van sped along the open country road as they traveled.
No buildings lined the horizon. Roy wasn’t even entirely sure
what the destination was. It didn’t seem very important. But his
aunt wouldn’t let him stay at the house by himself. Roy thought
it seemed more like a forced attempt to make him feel included.
The music helped a little, at least. He pressed the “Next” button
on his iPod, again and again. A mix of brief openings to piano
concertos, violin solos, and ensemble pieces filtered through
his headphones until a full orchestra trumpeted the deafening
beginning of a symphony in his ear. Now that was better. Roy
tapped one finger against the iPod display in time to the music.
He could still hear his aunt; it was almost like she was talking
a little louder to be heard over the quiet tap, tap that Roy was
making. Roy turned up the music in turn. Before he looked back
to the window, he saw his cousin glance back at him briefly. Was
he curious about what Roy was doing? They had never really
talked much before. Their interactions were brief and awkward:
just a few bits of half-hearted conversation before they drifted
away. Since they only met on holidays, neither of them knew
what interests they might share, and their talks never lasted long
enough to find out if any even existed. His cousin, Kevin, looked
away from Roy, and Roy returned his focus to the window.
The first movement of the symphony continued to play, heedless of the talking that was happening in the separate rows of
seats. Roy began to trace outlines of figures on the window with
his left hand. He could visualize the silhouette of a boy, and a
tree, and a treehouse. That was the home base for the hero. Now
a cave was drawn in the middle of the green fields. That’s where
the adventure would start. He spent time on each detail, visualizing the scene in his mind. The music paused, and then continued
to the second, slower movement. Roy moved his gaze from the
window and looked at the empty seat beside him. After a moment
of thought, he added the small outline of a dog to the window.
One side of Roy’s mouth twitched upward in a hint of a smile,
and he added a silly hat to the dog. As the second movement
slowed to the last few measures, on a whim, he gave the boy the
same hat. Now the boy had a faithful companion, a best friend.
The music began again, leading with a long, but steady
crescendo. It was time to go into the cave. He leaned forward in
his seat and started to trace the inside of the cave on the untouched
side of the window. Inside, it was dangerous, mysterious, exciting.
Outside, the shadows started creeping over the fields as the green
hues faded and were covered by a yellow tint. A torch was added
to the window sketchbook, and the boy found one hidden in the
cave. There were twists and turns as the two adventurers went
deeper into the cave. The music paused once more, and this time
Roy smiled. This was it, this was the finale.
Nothing happened.
Roy’s finger hovered over the iPod, unable to resume the
steady beat. The display was blank. Desperate, he tapped the buttons. Nothing.
He jumped in his seat when a new noise started. His aunt was
rambling on and on about a trip she had gone on with her sister. It
was the highlight of that year, apparently. Each trip she talked about
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was always the best. His cousin was still mostly silent, only adding
a brief comment here and there. Roy could hear Kevin sigh every
now and then. Roy leaned closer to his own window and peered
into the passenger seat. Kevin looked like he was barely listening
to his mom and seemed to prefer staring at the sky.
Aunt Claire’s story and the van both slowed as they pulled up
to a gas station. It was the first one they had seen for a while on
the stretch of endless fields. His aunt glanced back at Roy, and
fully turned in her seat with a loud gasp. “Roy! What did you do
to the window?”
Roy looked up from the dead display and stared at the window.
A mess of fingerprints were dotted and dragged across the once
blank slate. The late-evening sun highlighted every marking.
“You need to clean that while I refill the tank.” She left without
another word, and closed the door.
Roy waited until she was occupied with filling the tank, and
then he left to go inside the gas station. He wondered what the
chances were that they would have a small portable charger for
phones and iPods. Or at least an adapter he could plug into one of
the outlets in the van. He found nothing, so he started browsing
the candy and snacks instead. The bell at the front door chimed,
and Roy looked up and saw his cousin enter the store. Kevin
walked around, intently scanning the aisles before looking up
and noticing Roy. His cousin broke eye contact first and went
down a different aisle, and the awkward moment passed.
Roy decided against buying any snacks and instead just bought
water and left the store. His aunt walked past him as he approached the van, muttering about using the restroom and then
leaving. Roy slid open the van’s side door, sat down, and almost
closed it when his cousin ran up to him.
“Wait, Roy!”
Kevin stopped next to the open door, and Roy wondered what
the point of running had been if they were going to be in the
same vehicle. He noticed his cousin holding a small bag and was
surprised when it was offered. “I thought it could be useful,”
Kevin said.
Roy took the generic plastic bag and opened it to see a yellow
notepad and a pack of two pencils with a mini sharpener. Roy
looked up at Kevin, but he had turned his attention to the lines
of fingerprints on the window. Kevin moved one finger above a
cluster of prints and outlined a shape. “This is interesting. Is this
a tree?”
Roy stared, still holding the notepad and pencils. “Yeah.”
“Whatever you were doing seems a lot more interesting than
hearing the same road trip stories my mom always tells. Mind if
I sit next to you and we can talk about it?”
Roy scooted over, offering the open seat. “Sure, Kevin.”
His aunt returned as Kevin sat down and closed the door. She
went back to the driver’s seat and looked back at Kevin and Roy
sitting in the back seat, but she didn’t comment. Wordlessly, she
turned on the radio, and quiet music filtered through the van as
the sun continued to go down.
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Laurel

Kiana Noelle Johnson
The model in the picture was gorgeous.
Long, tanned legs commanded the centerfold, crossed chastely
at the ankle as the woman smirked at the camera. Auburn hair
tumbled down one shoulder, and the model’s eyes twinkled on
the page. Her body was flawless, Photoshopped to perfection.
Mason stared hard, envying her pouty lips and unblemished face.
He traced the curves of her body with his fingers and glanced
down at his shapeless one, annoyed.
“Mason!” His little sister’s voice interrupted his musing.
“Not now Kenya!” he yelled down, quickly checking that the
stairs to the attic were folded in so she wouldn’t be able to climb
up. The last thing he needed was an inconvenient five-year-old
witnessing his transformation.
“But I’m hungry!”
“Kenya, not now!” he said again, rolling his eyes.
Straining his ears, Mason listened for Kenya to stomp away.
Once the tell-tale stomp of her cowboy boots faded, he stood up,
placing the magazine on the floor, and walked to the corner of the
attic. He reached for the key around his neck and knelt to unlock
the heavy wooden chest that hid conspicuously in the corner.
Reverently, Mason opened the lid and lifted out his favorite
dress, a navy A-line with a bright red bow adorning its collar.
Smoothing out the wrinkles, he laid it on the floor and stripped
down to his boxers.
He kept his legs shaved for swim team, so he didn’t need
pantyhose. Next came the shoes—glossy black pumps—and the
makeup. He took extra time to dig out his favorite shade of lipstick
and don the curly brown wig he had bought for times like these.
This was his favorite part of the day, when nobody was home
save his little sister and he could pretend that he was her.
Laurel Sterling—once Mason—spun around and watched the
dress settle around her knees.
Crash! The loud noise startled her, and Laurel was instantly
put on high alert when Kenya’s wailing followed. She kicked off
her heels and pushed the ladder, shimmying down and racing to
the kitchen at breakneck speed. Her mother would absolutely kill
her if anything happened to Kenya while she was supposed to be
looking after her.
Laurel followed the cries to the kitchen, and the sight that
greeted her made her heart stop.
Kenya stood forlornly in the middle of the kitchen floor, tears
making her brown eyes gleam innocently while the shards of
glass around her hinted otherwise. Her little mouth was already
forming a pout, but when she saw Laurel it quickly changed into
a grimace.
“Mason?” Kenya asked, confused.
Laurel stopped. She had forgotten what she was wearing, that
her five-year-old sister might not be able to understand fully what
being transgendered meant.
“Um,” Laurel said intelligently. “Right now,” Laurel paused,
searching for the right words. “Right now I’m your older sister,
Laurel.”
Kenya tilted her head to the side and moved towards Laurel
carefully, her boots crunching the glass under her feet.
“I’ve always wanted a big sister,” Kenya said, smiling. She ran
her tongue where her two front teeth had once been and smiled
wider.

“Well, that’s good.” It was the only thing Laurel could think to
say. “Let’s get the kitchen cleaned up, okay?”
Laurel made Kenya a peanut butter sandwich, watching the girl
out of the corner of her eye while she found the broom and dustpan to sweep up the mess.
The door to the house opened and shut, and Laurel stiffened
as she heard the click of high heels against the house’s wooden
floors.
Patricia Sterling entered the room, her eyes searching for her
son before landing on the girl sweeping her kitchen.
“Is this some sort of joke?” Patricia asked, eyes narrowing at
the black heels adorning her son’s feet.
“Isn’t she beautiful?” Kenya asked their mother.
“She?” Patricia parroted, crossing her arms over her chest.
“Mason, what’s going on?”
“Her name isn’t Mason! It’s Laurel!” Kenya said.
Laurel stayed motionless, the broom dangling limply from her
hands.
“Tell her!” Kenya demanded, turning to Laurel pleadingly.
“Kenya, go to your room. I have to talk to your brother,” Patricia
ordered, stalking closer to Laurel. Kenya hesitated before fleeing
the kitchen, sensing the tension in the air.
They stood facing each other—one shocked, one terrified, before Laurel decided to break the silence.
“Look, Mom. This is who I am …,” Laurel started.
“No,” Patricia said. “It’s not.”
Her face was angry, the frown lines coming out to play in full
force. At that moment Laurel hated her father for taking away the
happiness in her mother’s face, and herself even more for keeping it away.
She thought hard.
“We were just playing tea party,” she said, smiling sheepishly.
“I guess I got carried away.”
Patricia smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.
After that, Mason forced Laurel back into the attic, locking
the chest, never looking back. That night while he was crying
himself to sleep, Kenya snuck into his room.
“Laurel?” she asked.
“I’m not Laurel right now Kenya. I’m Mason,” he said,
gesturing to his figureless body, the basketball shorts, and
threadbare t-shirt.
“I’m just your brother.”
Kenya stared at him, her eyebrows drawing together in the universal look of determination that children five and under seem to
have in common.
“No, you’re not.” She climbed into bed next to him and put
both of her hands on either side of his face.
“You’re always Laurel to me. And you’re the prettiest girl I
know.”
Kiana Noelle Johnson, a 12th grade student at Memorial High School,
won second prize in her age group for this entry in the San Antonio Book
Festival Fiction Contest. This story was written months before Caitlyn
Jenner’s interview with Diane Sawyer and her appearance in Vanity
Fair.

The Princess and the Puma
O. Henry

There had to be a king and queen, of course. The king was a
terrible old man who wore six-shooters and spurs, and shouted in
such a tremendous voice that the rattlers on the prairie would run
into their holes under the prickly pear. Before there was a royal
family they called the man “Whispering Ben.” When he came to
own 50,000 acres of land and more cattle than he could count,
they called him O’Donnell “the Cattle King.”
The queen had been a Mexican girl from Laredo. She made a
good, mild, Coloradoclaro wife, and even succeeded in teaching Ben to modify his voice sufficiently while in the house to
keep the dishes from being broken. When Ben got to be king
she would sit on the gallery of Espinosa Ranch and weave rush
mats. When wealth became so irresistible and oppressive that upholstered chairs and a centre table were brought down from San
Antone in the wagons, she bowed her smooth, dark head, and
shared the fate of the Danaë.
To avoid lèse-majesté you have been presented first to the king
and queen. They do not enter the story, which might be called
“The Chronicle of the Princess, the Happy Thought, and the Lion
that Bungled his Job.”
Josefa O’Donnell was the surviving daughter, the princess.
From her mother she inherited warmth of nature and a dusky,
semi-tropic beauty. From Ben O’Donnell the royal she acquired
a store in intrepidity, common sense, and the faculty of ruling.
The combination was was worth going miles to see. Josefa while
riding her pony at a gallop could put five out of six bullets through
a tomato-can swinging at the end of a string. She could play for
hours with a white kitten she owned, dressing it in all manner of
absurd clothes. Scorning a pencil, she could tell you out of her head
what 1545 two-year-olds would bring on the hoof, at $8.50 per
head. Roughly speaking, the Espinosa Ranch is forty miles long
and thirty broad—but mostly leased land. Josefa, on her pony, had
prospected over every mile of it. Every cow-puncher on the range
knew her by sight and was a loyal vassal. Ripley Givens, foreman
of one of the Espinosal outfits, saw her one day, and made up his
mind to form a royal matrimonial alliance. Presumptuous? No.
In those days in the Nueces country a man was a man. And, after
all, the title of cattle king does not presuppose blood royal. Often
it only signifies that its owner wears the crown in token of his
magnificent qualities in the art of cattle stealing.
One day Ripley Givens rode over to the Double Elm Ranch to
inquire about a bunch of strayed yearlings. He was late in setting
out on his return trip, and it was sundown when he struck the
White Horse Crossing of the Nueces. From there to his own camp
it was sixteen miles. To the Espinosa ranchhouse it was twelve.
Givens was tired. He decided to pass the night at the Crossing.
There was a fine water hole in the river-bed. The banks were
thickly covered with great trees, undergrown with brush. Back
from the water hole fifty yards was a stretch of curly mesquite
grass—supper for his horse and bed for himself. Givens staked
his horse, and spread out his saddle blankets to dry. He sat down
with his back against a tree and rolled a cigarette. From somewhere in the dense timber along the river came a sudden, rageful,
shivering wail. The pony danced at the end of his rope and blew
a whistling snort of comprehending fear. Givens puffed at his
cigarette, but he reached leisurely for his pistol-belt, which lay
on the grass, and twirled the cylinder of his weapon tentatively.
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A great gar plunged with a loud splash into the water hole. A little
brown rabbit skipped around a bunch of catclaw and sat twitching his whiskers and looking humorously at Givens. The pony
went on eating grass.
It is well to be reasonably watchful when a Mexican lion sings
soprano along the arroyos at sundown. The burden of his song
may be that young calves and fat lambs are scarce, and that he
has a carnivorous desire for your acquaintance.
In the grass lay an empty fruit can, cast there by some former
sojourner. Givens caught sight of it with a grunt of satisfaction.
In his coat pocket tied behind his saddle was a handful or two of
ground coffee. Black coffee and cigarettes! What ranchero could
desire more?
In two minutes he had a little fire going clearly. He started,
with his can, for the water hole. When within fifteen yards of
its edge he saw, between the bushes, a side-saddled pony with
down-dropped reins cropping grass a little distance to his left.
Just rising from her hands and knees on the brink of the water
hole was Josefa O’Donnell. She had been drinking water, and
she brushed the sand from the palms of her hands. Ten yards
away, to her right, half concealed by a clump of sacuista, Givens saw the crouching form of the Mexican lion. His amber eyelids glared hungrily; six feet from them was the tip of the tail
stretched straight, like a pointer’s. His hind-quarters rocked with
the motion of the cat tribe preliminary to leaping.
Givens did what he could. His six-shooter was thirty-five yards
away lying on the grass. He gave a loud yell, and dashed between
the lion and the princess.
The “rucus,” as Givens called it afterward, was brief and somewhat confused. When he arrived on the line of attack he saw a
dim streak in the air, and heard a couple of faint cracks. Then a
hundred pounds of Mexican lion plumped down upon his head
and flattened him, with a heavy jar, to the ground. He remembered calling out: “Let up, now—no fair gouging!” and then he
crawled from under the lion like a worm, with his mouth full of
grass and dirt, and a big lump on the back of his head where it had
struck the root of a water-elm. The lion lay motionless. Givens,
feeling aggrieved, and suspicious of fouls, shook his fist at the
lion, and shouted: “I’ll rastle you again for twenty—” and then
he got back to himself.
Josefa was standing in her tracks, quietly reloading her silvermounted .38. It had not been a difficult shot. The lion’s head
made an easier mark than a tomato-can swinging at the end of
a string. There was a provoking, teasing, maddening smile upon
her mouth and in her dark eyes. The would-be-rescuing knight
felt the fire of his fiasco burn down to his soul. Here had been
his chance, the chance that he had dreamed of; and Momus, and
not Cupid, had presided over it. The satyrs in the wood were,
no doubt, holding their sides in hilarious, silent laughter. There
had been something like vaudeville—say Signor Givens and his
funny knockabout act with the stuffed lion.
“Is that you, Mr. Givens?” said Josefa, in her deliberate, saccharine contralto. “You nearly spoiled my shot when you yelled.
Did you hurt your head when you fell?”
“Oh, no,” said Givens, quietly; “that didn’t hurt.” He stooped
ignominiously and dragged his best Stetson hat from under the
beast. It was crushed and wrinkled to a fine comedy effect. Then
he knelt down and softly stroked the fierce, open-jawed head of
the dead lion.
“Poor old Bill!” he exclaimed, mournfully.
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“What’s that?” asked Josefa, sharply.
“Of course you didn’t know, Miss Josefa,” said Givens, with an
air of one allowing magnanimity to triumph over grief. “Nobody
can blame you. I tried to save him, but I couldn’t let you know
in time.”
“Save who?”
“Why, Bill. I’ve been looking for him all day. You see, he’s
been our camp pet for two years. Poor old fellow, he wouldn’t
have hurt a cottontail rabbit. It’ll break the boys all up when they
hear about it. But you couldn’t tell, of course, that Bill was just
trying to play with you.”
Josefa’s black eyes burned steadily upon him. Ripley Givens
met the test successfully. He stood rumpling the yellow-brown
curls on his head pensively. In his eyes was regret, not unmingled
with a gentle reproach. His smooth features were set to a pattern
of indisputable sorrow. Josefa wavered.
“What was your pet doing here?” she asked, making a last
stand. “There’s no camp near the White Horse Crossing.”
“The old rascal ran away from camp yesterday,” answered Givens, readily. “It’s a wonder the coyotes didn’t scare him to death.
You see, Jim Webster, our horse wrangler, brought a little terrier
pup into camp last week. The pup made life miserable for Bill—
he used to chase him around and chew his hind legs for hours at
a time. Every night when bedtime came Bill would sneak under
one of the boys’ blankets and sleep to keep the pup from finding
him. I reckon he must have been worried pretty desperate or he
wouldn’t have run away. He was always afraid to get out of sight
of camp.”
Josefa looked at the body of the fierce animal. Givens gently
patted one of the formidable paws that could have killed a yearling calf with one blow. Slowly a red flush widened upon the
dark olive face of the girl. Was it the signal of shame of the true
sportsman who has brought down ignoble quarry? Her eyes grew
softer, and the lowered lids drove away all their bright mockery.
“I’m very sorry,” she said, humbly; “but he looked so big, and
jumped so high that—”
“Poor old Bill was hungry,” interrupted Givens, in quick defence of the deceased. “We always made him jump for his supper
in camp. He would lie down and roll over for a piece of meat.
When he saw you he thought he was going to get something to
eat from you.”
Suddenly Josefa’s eyes opened wide.
“I might have shot you!” she exclaimed. “You ran right in between. You risked your life to save your pet! That was fine, Mr.
Givens. I like a man who is kind to animals.”
Yes; there was even admiration in her gaze now. After all, there
was a hero rising out of the ruins of the anti-climax. The look
on Givens’s face would have secured him a high position in the
S.P.C.A.
“I always loved ‘em,” said he; “horses, dogs, Mexican lions,
cows, alligators—”
“I hate alligators,” instantly demurred Josefa; “crawly, muddy
things!”
“Did I say alligators?” said Givens. “I meant antelopes, of
course.”
Josefa’s conscience drove her to make further amends. She
held out her hand penitently. There was a bright, unshed drop in
each of her eyes.
“Please forgive me, Mr. Givens, won’t you? I’m only a girl,
you know, and I was frightened at first. I’m very, very sorry I

shot Bill. You don’t know how ashamed I feel. I wouldn’t have
done it for anything.”
Givens took the proffered hand. He held it for a time while he
allowed the generosity of his nature to overcome his grief at the
loss of Bill. At last it was clear that he had forgiven her.
“Please don’t speak of it any more, Miss Josefa. ‘Twas enough
to frighten any young lady the way Bill looked. I’ll explain it all
right to the boys.”
“Are you really sure you don’t hate me?” Josefa came closer
to him impulsively. Her eyes were sweet—oh, sweet and pleading with gracious penitence. “I would hate any one who would
kill my kitten. And how daring and kind of you to risk being
shot when you tried to save him! How very few men would have
done that!” Victory wrested from defeat! Vaudeville turned into
drama! Bravo, Ripley Givens!
It was now twilight. Of course Miss Josefa could not be allowed to ride on to the ranch-house alone. Givens resaddled his
pony in spite of that animal’s reproachful glances, and rode with
her. Side by side they galloped across the smooth grass, the princess and the man who was kind to animals. The prairie odors of
fruitful earth and delicate bloom were thick and sweet around
them. Coyotes yelping over there on the hill! No fear. And yet—
Josefa rode closer. A little hand seemed to grope. Givens found
it with his own. The ponies kept an even gait. The hands lingered
together, and the owner of one explained.
“I never was frightened before, but just think! How terrible it
would be to meet a really wild lion! Poor Bill! I’m so glad you
came with me!”
O’Donnell was sitting on the ranch gallery
“Hello, Rip!” he shouted—“that you?”
“He rode in with me,” said Josefa. “I lost my way and was
late.”
“Much obliged,” called the cattle king. “Stop over, Rip, and
ride to camp in the morning.”
But Givens would not. He would push on to camp. There was a
bunch of steers to start off on the trail at daybreak. He said goodnight, and trotted away.
An hour later, when the lights were out, Josefa, in her nightrobe, came to her door and called to the king in his own room
across the brick-paved hallway:
“Say, Pop, you know that old Mexican lion they call the
‘Gotch-eared Devil’—the one that killed Gonzales, Mr. Martin’s
sheep herder, and about fifty calves on the Salada range? Well, I
settled his hash this afternoon over at the White Horse Crossing.
Put two balls in his head with my .38 while he was on the jump.
I knew him by the slice gone from his left ear that old Gonzales
cut off with his machete. You couldn’t have made a better shot
yourself, Daddy.”
“Bully for you!” thundered Whispering Ben from the darkness
of the royal chamber.

Jabberwocky
Lewis Carroll

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.
“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
The frumious Bandersnatch!”
He took his vorpal sword in hand;
Long time the manxome foe he sought—
So rested he by the Tumtum tree
And stood awhile in thought.
And, as in uffish thought he stood,
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
And burbled as it came!
One, two! One, two! And through and through
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!
He left it dead, and with its head
He went galumphing back.
“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”
He chortled in his joy.
’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

Men Improve with the Years
W. B. Yeats

I am worn out with dreams;
A weather-worn, marble triton
Among the streams;
And all day long I look
Upon this lady’s beauty
As though I had found in a book
A pictured beauty,
Pleased to have filled the eyes
Or the discerning ears,
Delighted to be but wise,
For men improve with the years;
And yet, and yet,
Is this my dream, or the truth?
O would that we had met
When I had my burning youth!
But I grow old among dreams,
A weather-worn, marble triton
Among the streams.
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The Marchers: A Novel
Mo H Saidi

BOOK TWO: The Flood

continued from previous issue

Once Shirin’s friends discovered that the
death certificate of Cyrus’ mother had not
yet been issued and therefore both passport
and exit visa were still valid, all preparations
for the trip were completed in a hurry. Her
comrades handed Shirin the stamped passport
at the airport. The inspections at Tehran
Airport had gone smoothly, and the issue of
her age never came up.
Shirin went to the lavatory to wash her face.
She returned, looking frail and pale but no
longer sickly. Her hair now spread over her shoulders, freeing
her beautiful face, which was lit up by her luminous eyes.
She took her time with the apple juice, and when the flight
attendant came by and offered them breakfast and their choice of
beverage, she promptly said,
“I’m dying for a good cup of coffee.”
When the coffee came, she added cream and sugar and took
two quick sips. She said, “In the days right after the revolution,
the Hezbollah gangs ransacked many coffee shops around town
and forced the rest of them to shut down.”
Shirin grew quiet again. Painful memories of the past several
years were marching through her head. She concentrated on the
steam rising from her cup, inhaled the freshly brewed aroma, and
slowly regained her calm demeanor.
The last time Shirin had consumed coffee in a public place
had been in a café on Pahlavi Street across from the Tehran
Hilton Hotel. It was during the first year of the revolution, when
the mullahs had not yet gained total control over the country.
Bahram, Reza, and Shirin had gone there for their weekly getto-gether. Reza had described his latest television production, a
documentary about the university students’ uprising in 1978.
That day, just when Reza was about to leave and return to the
television station, a noisy group of Hezbollah members gathered
in front of the café, smashed all the windows, and rushed in,
shouting wildly, “Down with the spies. Death to America!”
Wielding their clubs they smashed everything until the chairs and
tables tumbled into heaps of splinters and the café was in total
disarray. The three friends hurriedly escaped through the back
door before the place was ransacked.
That was the last day that coffee shop was in operation and the
last time Shirin had a cup of coffee in Iran. Cyrus was listening
with dismay, though he was surprised at Shirin’s willingness to
recount those painful scenes.
“It was unbelievable how quickly the mullahs extended their
iron fist and how brutally they broadened their control over all
branches of government, including military, judiciary, education,
police, and the media,” she fumed. “They stole the revolution
in front of our eyes. Their pawns, a bunch of hooli- gans named
Hezbollah, were roaming the streets unopposed by police or the
new government of Bazargan. Most newspapers and political
periodicals were under pressure from Khomeini’s agents to
ignore these atrocities. Gradually the mullahs occupied the
highest-ranking positions in most of the government agencies,
even in the police and military divisions.
The year 1981 had been a chaotic, bloody and unpredictable year
in Iran. And so were the years thereafter until the end of the Iran38
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Iraq war. During the war, the wrath of the mullahs became ever
more vicious and brutal. In the name of saving the country and
its young revolution, scores of secular activists were arrested and
murdered. Gangs of fanatic pro-Khomeini members in black outfits roamed the streets of the cities by day and by night, harassing
women and university students, and intruding into the offices of
every secular organization. They broke into the headquarters of
every democratic and liberal group and ransacked their offices.
Any time a Hezbollah group encountered resist- ance or got into
trouble, armed Revolutionary Guards would miraculously appear
on the scene and rescue them. Even the president of the country,
a puppet of the clergy, was not immune from the wrath of the
radical mullahs. He did not wear an abba or head turban and would
sometimes appear in shirt and tie. That was enough to get him
accused of being too liberal and lenient toward the enemies of Islam.
When he insisted on promoting some moderation in foreign policy
and tried to rally support for at least nominal freedom of the press,
the all-mullah parliament impeached him with bogus accusations,
convicted him, and removed him from office. In a major blow to
democracy, every liberal political group was eventually forced
to close its doors and go underground. All peaceful avenues for
political dialogue between divergent forces of the revolution were
eliminated. The clergy was determined to stamp out all dissent, and
to that end, violence and terror prevailed in the cities.
The situation was no better for people of other faiths. The
mullahs persecuted over 300,000 Baha’is and destroyed their
assembly buildings. Jews began to emigrate abroad, and many
Armenians chose to pack their belongings and leave what had been
their homeland for centuries. In less than five years, from 1979
to 1984, more than three million Iranians left Iran and became
refugees in Pakistan, Turkey, Spain, Australia, Germany, and other
countries. Those few fortunate ones with friends or relatives in the
right places immigrated to England and the United States.
The mass killing of their opponents by the mullahs peaked
in the late 1980s, when Ayatollah Khomeini issued a fatwa
advocating the execution of any political opponent of his regime
based on religious grounds.
“I speak on behalf of Almighty Allah,” he declared in the fatwa.
“Those who rise up against Allah and do not obey His commands
are moharebs and apostates.” He included communists, socialists, and
any other leftist in this category. By one account this fatwa caused
almost 30,000 executions of political prisoners in one year alone.
Shirin became frantic just remembering the daily harassment
of women by Hezbollah gangs after the revolution. Her face grew
tight again, her hands started to tremble, but then she drew a deep
breath and finished her coffee with slow, deliberate sips.
“Do you want to see my passport?” she asked Cyrus. At his
nod, she pulled out the document. The photo was the only thing
that had been altered. The rest of the data had been kept the same.
“You saved my life with this. I barely managed to leave my
hiding place before it was ambushed by the Revolutionary
Guards, and then I spent two days with friends, who brought
me to the airport. I cannot tell you how grateful I am to you!”
Shirin paused. “But you are probably wondering about Bahram
and Reza.”
Cyrus nodded.
“Let me start with Reza’s story.”
After the impeachment of President Bani-Sadre, his
supporters in government agencies and in the media, including
television and radio stations, newspapers, and magazines,
were first dismissed, and then most of them were arrested.
By the summer of 1981, the Mojaheddin and two other antigovernment parties had been pushed deep into a corner.
They declared war against the government and organized
armed attacks against high-ranking government and religious

leaders. Their aim was to topple the conservative clergy. Reza
and a few of his friends who were supporting President BaniSadre didn’t join the Mojaheddin, because they still believed
in peaceful political resistance rather than military action. But
the Islamic government conducted a systematic campaign to
eradicate all political opposition with extreme harshness. Reza
and hundreds of other liberals, including writers, artists, and
intellectuals, either went into hiding or fled the country.
Meanwhile the Mojaheddin continued their armed campaign.
Assisted by some supporters of Bani-Sadre and by the Marxist
Fadayan group, they conducted quasi-military operations in
Tehran and other major cities to encourage the population to
join their armed uprising. In one of their actions, they even
captured the foreign ministry at a major meeting of high-ranking
government officials and killed more than seventy leaders of the
Islamic Revolutionary government, including the Prime Minister
and seven of his cabinet members. That short-term success only
brought on a more vicious response by the mullahs, who equipped
their fearsome Baseej and Hezbollah gangs with machine guns
and unleashed them like rabid dogs into the streets. They sent
them to the homes of suspected attackers, their families, friends,
and relatives. They massacred thousands of people under cover
of darkness. They closed the remaining independent papers and
imprisoned members of opposition parties. Cursory trials of the
captives and summary executions followed immediately. During
the peak of the terror, more than two hundred executions took
place in Evin Prison alone each day. Executions were filmed and
shown regularly and repeatedly on state television. The Islamic
revolution managed to survive only by governing with fear and
by shedding the blood of its own sons and daughters.
Yes, Reza was among these prisoners who were arrested during
the mullahs’ big crackdown on the opposition. He had been a
television programmer, correspondent, and script writer during
Bani-Sadre’s regime but was now considered an anti-clergy
agitator, as were many other television employees. They were
not trusted by the mullahs anymore, so the government decided
to get rid of them and replace them with radical Islamists.
Reza disappeared into the cursed hell of nothingness in Iranian
prisons. Reza’s parents were never told of an official verdict,
and they feared Reza had been executed. His father repeatedly
went to the Revolutionary Court and filed official requests
for information about his son, but the government denied any
knowledge of Reza’s whereabouts, existence, imprisonment, or
even his arrest. The official response was always that they had no
information about Reza.
Reza’s father had written several letters directly to the office of
Ayatollah Khomeini, asking for mercy and seeking information
about the fate of his son but had received no reply. Reza’s mother
had gone to Parliament and joined hundreds of other mothers
pleading for information about their missing children. They were
beaten, shoved out of the way, and insulted by Hezbollah gang
members for having children that had acted against God and the
Islamic Revolution.
Finally, after nine months of silence, Reza’s parents received a
handwritten letter from him that had been smuggled out of Evin
Prison by one of the guards. Now Reza’s mother sought Bahram’s
help. At the time, Bahram was a medical student and a member
of the moderate wing of the Fadayan Party, which had not yet
lost their position in the political arena. Knowing their vital role
in the early days of the revolution, Ayatollah Khomeini did not
yet consent to their eradication. As long as they kept quiet, the
mullahs did not send their gangs to harass this group.
Bahram remembered that one of his father’s close relatives had
become a very influential ayatollah and was currently Minister
of the Islamic Guidance Department and one of the advisors to

Ayatollah Khomeini on student affairs. His department promoted
Islamic values among high schools, colleges, and universities.
Bahram had gone to this ayatollah’s house many times before
and after the revolution. He called him Uncle Shooshtari, since
the ayatollah was a cousin of his mother and very fond of Bahram.
Bahram succeeded in getting an appointment to see Ayatollah
Shooshtari. He arrived early at his relative’s spacious office and
registered with the secretary, who was a chubby and unkempt
man, probably a member of some Hezbollah faction. The waiting
room was packed with visitors to the point that some people had
to wait in the hall outside. After waiting for more than three hours,
Bahram was called into the office. The Ayatollah sat behind a
large desk perusing a stack of documents.
Bahram approached the desk and greeted him. “Good Morning,
Uncle Shooshtari!”
The Ayatollah looked up and motioned for him to sit down.
Bahram took the indicated chair and waited, while Ayatollah
Shooshtari called up several visitors and gave them the latest
directives about daily morning prayers in school.
After they left, the Ayatollah smiled at Bahram. “Come sit here
on this chair next to me.”
Bahram was pleased by his uncle’s friendly manner. They
chatted for a while about the family, and then Bahram brought up
Reza’s disappearance.
“Dear uncle, there is a student who is our distant relative
through my mother. He may have run into serious trouble because
he worked at the TV station. Dear uncle, his mother is begging
for your help.”
Ayatollah Shooshtari was well aware of Bahram’s political
inclinations and guessed there had to be more to the story than
Bahram was telling.
“Tell me, my nephew,” he said warmly, “what is the problem
with this young man?”
“His name is Reza. He has not been seen for ten months. His
mother, as you may imagine, is utterly devastated and beseeches
you to lend a hand. All she would like to know is whether Reza is
alive, as well as his whereabouts.”
The Ayatollah thoughtfully scratched his beard. “No. I don’t
remember his parents. What is the man’s complete name?”
Bahram recited Reza’s family name. “Reza Hossein Mansoor.”
“Didn’t he work at the television and radio station when BaniSadre was president?”
“Yes.”
Ayatollah Shooshtari became serious. “Of course. I now
remember him. He interviewed me twice while he was working
as a moderator there. It is indeed unfortunate. He seemed to be
such a good Muslim. But sadly, like so many other educated
youngsters, he was poisoned by Western propaganda about
democracy. I disliked his use of Imam Khomeini’s quotations,
especially when he asked me when we were finally going to
fulfill Imam Khomeini’s promise during one of the street marches
to provide free water and electricity for poor people. Reza also
claimed that the Imam had promised there would be no political
prisoners after the revolution. Then he asked me, straight to my
face, when we were going to free all political prisoners. I almost
slapped him in the face right there in front of the camera. I am
afraid he was totally victimized by un-Islamic ideas.”
Bahram noticed his plea had made very little impression except
to cause the ayatollah some irritation. So he decided to simply
beg for mercy. “My uncle, Reza was a loyal revolutionary, and he
never joined any group who questioned the Islamic government.
His only fault was to work at the television station while BaniSadre was president. I’m sure you would agree with me that he
was obliged to follow the president’s orders. He had no choice
at the time.”
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The Ayatollah’s anger increased. “Don’t you dare to mention
the name of that sinner again! Get to the point. You have one
minute to make your case.”
Bahram reminded the ayatollah that Reza and his group were the
ones that had liberated the television and radio station, that Reza was
one of the most dedicated students to Imam Khomeini’s cause, that
he had been ready to give his life for the Imam and the revolution.
“In those days, everybody was dedicated to the Islamic
Revolution,” the ayatollah answered dismissively. “That is not
enough. Look, Bani-Sadre himself was the closest aide to the
Imam in France, but we all saw how evil he became after he was
president. He was even plotting to harm our great Imam.”
Bahram bent his body forward in supplication. “Please, for the sake
of Reza’s mother, could you just find out what happened to him?”
Bahram knew Ayatollah Shooshtari was their last resort. If he
decided to help, results would follow. The ayatollah looked at
him, searching the young man’s face for the truth.
After a moment of silence he decided. “Bahram, I really liked
Reza. He was a bright young man. He would have been a star
among us if he had not taken a wrong turn. But I know at the
bottom of his heart Reza is a good person.”
Bahram was encouraged. He pleaded again, “Reza believed in
Imam Khomeini. He deserves to be saved from captivity. Your
kindness will rehabilitate his mind. I am convinced there must have
been some mistake about his alleged activities. Reza would never
harm the revolution.” Bahram noticed that the ayatollah’s expression
had softened. “Please, believe me, Uncle. He would never have
abandoned any of the Imam’s doctrines. I do hope he can be rescued.”
“Okay, son. Mistakes were made by him or by his associates,”
Ayatollah Shooshtari conceded. “Yes, it is possible that he was
pressured by others.”
The conversation was interrupted by the ayatollah’s aide. “Sir,
we have an urgent call for you. May I transfer it to you in here?”
“No. Please transfer it to me when I get to my private office.”
The ayatollah dismissed the aide, and then he looked at Bahram.
“Well, we have spent enough time on this. Call my secretary in
two days. I will see what I can do, but you better behave yourself
and don’t cause any problems for your own family.”
Bahram bowed and left the office in a hurry.
Bahram was cautiously optimistic that the ayatollah would
fulfill his promise and give Reza’s family some news about their
lost son. He shared the conversation with Reza’s family and told
them they might hear something soon.
Two days later, Bahram called the ayatollah’s office from the house
of Reza’s parents. The secretary wasted no time in getting to the point.
“Your uncle made a few calls and wants you to follow these
instructions: drive to Evin Prison tonight.”
Bahram was utterly surprised by this directive but meekly
asked, “At what time, sir?”
“Drive to the parking lot at the south end of the main gate. Park your
car close to the gate, leave the lights on, and wait in your car. Make
sure you are there at nine o’clock sharp. Mirza Hassan, a bearded
Revolutionary Guard officer with a black turban, will approach your
car in the parking lot. He will answer your questions about Reza.”
Delighted, Bahram memorized the instructions. “Can Reza’s
parents come along?”
“Bring only Reza’s mother; nobody else may come.” The
secretary emphasized the importance of keeping this rendezvous
secret. “Be sure to tell no one of this meeting, not even your
closest relatives or friends. Tell Reza’s parents that they must
keep this matter strictly confidential for their own safety.”
Bahram was stunned. “Why do you demand such secrecy?”
“These matters are very sensitive, and we do not seek publicity.
And be sure and tell the mother to behave and not make a scene
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at the meeting place.”
When Bahram gave Reza’s parents the news, they became
extremely uneasy about the restrictions and the timing. Reza’s
mother hovered between uncertainty, despair, and hope. His
father wept. That day seemed never to end. The wait for the night
became heavy and onerous. After sunset Bahram appeared at
their doorstep, ready to drive Reza’s mother to Evin Prison.
“Are you ready to go?”
The mother looked at the picture of the Prophet Mohammed
which hung over the small fireplace and murmured the most
common Islamic prayer, bes-mah-la-e-rahim …, climbed up a
chair, and kissed the picture. She was deeply worried but only
said, “I have been ready for this moment for months.”
Her voice was filled with fear and hope. Her stoic face was
pale but resolved. She was murmuring words from the Koran.
Her hands shook as if she suffered from Parkinson’s disease.
Reza’s father was troubled by being excluded. With teary eyes he
hugged his wife and wished her the best.
“Kiss his face for me. Tell him that I love him. That I’m proud
of him.”
The road to Evin Prison was very familiar to Bahram. While he
drove north on Pahlavi Street, he recalled his own ordeal, his months
of captivity in that very prison. At the height of the revolution, he
had never imagined this prison would still be in use, so many months
after the Shah’s removal. He recalled the words Ayatollah Khomeini
had declaimed before the revolution: “We will have no political
prisoners. We need no prisons!” At the time Bahram and his friends
and the marchers all believed Evin Prison would be dismantled by
the revolution, totally destroyed like the Bastille in France.
In the car, Reza’s mother continued to whisper prayers. They
passed the dark silhouette of the Hilton Hotel on the left and entered
Vanak Square, which was now decorated with a huge banner that
said “Death to America!” They were in a long line of cars crawling
north. On the sidewalk, women in black chadors, like files of veiled
ghosts, kept their distance from the men as they were strolling under
the maples. Meanwhile the stream of water was rushing down
between them, meandering about continuous lines of trees.
Bahram turn the car onto another tree-studded street going west
for a mile and reached Evin Prison’s main gate slightly ahead of
schedule. He drove into the parking lot near the gate and parked
as he had been instructed. The area was deserted and dimly lit by
a single floodlight. He rolled down the car window and looked
about and checked his mirrors, but there was not a single car to
be seen. An eerie feeling overcame them. They stayed in the car
as instructed, and they didn’t speak to one another. He watched
the gate, expecting the imminent arrival of the informer. Reza’s
mother whispered more Koran verses, and Bahram watched the
gate. Deep inside his heart held onto a glimmer of hope that Reza
might still be alive, that they might see him that very night.
Shortly after nine, a military Jeep drove up, entered the parking
lot, and stopped a short distance from Bahram’s car. The driver
was a Revolutionary Guard with a heavy, dark beard, and next to
him sat a smaller man in military attire wearing a black turban.
The driver rolled down the window and opened the door. Now
both Bahram and the mother could hear their conversation.
The man with black turban decided, “Let’s get out and check
the car.”
The driver approached Bahram’s car, and looking nonchalantly
at Bahram, asked for his identity card. When the driver noticed the
silhouette of a veiled woman in the back seat, he returned to the Jeep.
“Look, Mirza Hassan, there is a woman in the back seat. What
do you want me to tell her?”

“That’s okay. We will take both of them with us.”
In the dim light, Reza’s mother let her eyes fly over the windows in a desperate search for Reza, but there was no one in the
back seat of the Jeep. She wrapped her black veil tighter around
her body, hiding her disappointment, but shivers of fear enclosed
her body. Yet she refused to deduce any meaning from Reza’s
absence. All along the trip to Evin she kept hoping they would
see Reza and bring him home. She told herself, God is with Reza,
he’s in His hands. And she kept praying, and stayed buoyant,
hopeful. Her whispering became louder, the words of the Koran
more discernible.
Now both the driver and Mirza Hassan were approaching. Mirza Hassan, his hand on his thick belt almost touching his pistol,
looked at Bahram and said, “What is your name?”
“Bahram Irani.”
“Who is in the back seat of your car?”
“Reza’s mother.”
“Who has sent you here?”
“Ayatollah Shooshtari.”
“How do you know Ayatollah Shooshtari?” Mirza Hassan
demanded.
“He is my uncle.”
Mirza Hassan heard Reza’s mother, who was quietly reciting
the Koran verses, and told her, “Old woman, you need to be quiet
until we get there.” And then he looked at Bahram again and said,
“The two of you, get out of the car. You, tell that woman to keep
quiet. Okay?”
“Yes, sir.”
Mirza Hassan continued, “Leave your car here and move toward the Jeep, both of you. Okay?”
“Okay.”
Before they got into the Jeep, the driver patted Bahram down
for weapons.
In the dim light, stepping down from Bahram’s car, Reza’s
mother looked at Mirza Hassan and pleaded, “Where is my son?
Is he all right?”
Mirza Hassan ignored her but ordered Bahram to help her
climb into the Jeep. They settled in the back seats. The driver
pulled out two black handkerchiefs and wrapped one around
Bahram’s head, while Mirza Hassan wrapped the other around
Reza’s mother’s, completely blinding them. Deeply concerned,
Reza’s mother now resumed reciting the Koran verses.
Mirza Hassan became annoyed by these murmured utterances
and barked, “You two keep quiet until we reach our destination.
No questions and no talking.”
Falling deep into frightening thoughts, shocked by the tight
handkerchief around her head, shaken by the rough treatment she
received, Reza’s mother refused to stay quiet. “Sir, I’m praying
for you, too. All right?”
Mirza Hassan raised his voice to a vicious snarl. “Look, woman, if you have a problem with this arrangement, you are free to
get out and go home, but if you want to proceed, you must obey
my instructions and keep quiet.”
Reza’s mother, who was now shaking with fear, cowered back
into the seat. “I’ll do whatever you ask. Go ahead, please.”
Hearing some whispers, Mirza Hassan said, “We can’t have
histrionic scenes here. You are not permitted to show any emotion or else we leave you here.”
Reza’s mother was shaking, swallowing her fears and curiosity,

but she went back to her quiet prayers.
The Jeep left the parking lot and entered the prison campus,
followed a paved road through the grounds of Evin Prison. They
stopped at the North Gate, where the guards recognized Mirza
Hassan and immediately raised the barriers and opened the
wrought iron gate. Outside the prison, they turned onto a steep
gravel road leading northeastwards. The Jeep climbed up the narrow, uneven mountain road between the foothills of the Alborz
Mountains. After about an hour of driving, they came to a stop in
front of a steel gate.
Two armed Revolutionary Guards inside the compound shone
their flashlights on them. Beams of light penetrated the dusty
windshield and glared on the faces of Mirza Hassan and the
driver. The Guards promptly saluted Mirza Hassan. The heavy
metal gate creaked and opened laboriously. The Jeep entered a
rocky area, and after a short and bumpy ride, it pulled up in front
of a small concrete building.
to be continued…

The Jabberwock

John Tenniel, drawing for Alice in Wonderland

The White House with Rainbow-Colored Lights
on the night after the U.S. Supreme Court ruled same-sex
marriage legal throughout the country, proof that celebration,
not just protest, can be an art form!
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San Antonio Small Presses
Wings Press

www.wingspress.com
Wings Press was founded in 1975.
Its publisher, editor and designer
since 1995, Bryce Milligan, strives to
produce multicultural books, ebooks,
fine chapbooks and broadsides that
enlighten the human spirit and enliven
the mind. All those ever associated
with Wings have been or are writers,
and they recognize writing as a
transformational form capable of changing the world, primarily
by allowing people to glimpse something of each other’s
souls. Good writing is innovative, insightful, broadminded and
interesting. But most of all it is honest. Likewise, Wings Press
is committed to treating the planet itself as a partner. Thus the
press uses as much recycled material as possible, from the paper
on which the books are printed to the boxes in which they are
shipped. All inks are soy and vegetable-based.

Shadow Knight’s Mate (2014)
Jay Brandon

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

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

Word Design Press

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

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

The Calculus of Falling Bodies (2015)
Geoff Rips

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

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

Her Texas is the most important anthology of
Texas writers in a generation. Multicultural and
multidisciplinary, it includes stories, essays,
memoirs, poetry, song lyrics, paintings, and
photographs by 60 Texas women.
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www.WordDesignStudio.com
Word Design Press, founded in 1998, is
committed to publishing selected high
quality poetry collections, anthologies,
and other paperback books, fiction and
non-fiction. Word Design Studio is 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 The Marchers: A Novel by
Mo H Saidi, which can be purchased from book stores, amazon.
com, or by direct request from Word Design Press by contacting
Olivia Hernandez at hernandezoly@gmail.com.

New from Word Design Press

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

At San Antonio Press

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

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

Frost Bank - For 145 years
a partner in helping fellow Texans
with their financial needs and a proud
supporter of the arts in Texas
Bruce D. Akright, MD, FACOG
Gynecology and Gynecologic Surgery
North East OB/GYN Associates, PLLC

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

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

Leon Springs Family Dental

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

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

Becker Vineyards

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

Shivers & Shivers Law Practice

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

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

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

Jeff Laursen, AAMS

Vice-President—Investment Officer

Wells Fargo Advisors, LLC

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

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

Brief Bios of Selected Contributors
Margaret Randall
Margaret Randall (New York, 1936) is a poet, essayist, oral historian,
photographer and social activist. She lived in Latin America for 23 years
(in Mexico, Cuba, and Nicaragua). From 1962 to 1969 she and Mexican
poet Sergio Mondragón co-edited El Corno Emplumado / The Plumed
Horn, a bilingual literary quarterly that published some of the best new
work of the sixties. When she came home in 1984, the government ordered her deported because it found some of her writing to be “against
the good order and happiness of the United States.” With the support
of many writers and others, she won her case in 1989. Randall’s most
recent titles include My Town, As If the Empty Chair / Como si la silla
vacía, The Rhizome as a Field of Broken Bones, and Daughter of Lady
Jaguar Shark (all poetry, all from Wings Press, San Antonio), Che on
My Mind (a feminist poet’s reminiscence of Ché Guevara, published by
Duke University Press), and More than Things (essays from The University of Nebraska Press). Her latest collection of poems, About Little
Charlie Lindbergh, appeared from Wings in summer 2014. Haydee
Santamaria, Cuban Revolutionary: She Led by Transgression is due out
from Duke in September 2015. Randall writes weekly feature and opinion pieces for New Mexico Mercury, an online political/cultural publication. She also curates “The Sunday Poem” for The Duke City Fix. She
lives in New Mexico with her partner of 28 years, the painter Barbara
Byers, and travels extensively to read, lecture and teach.
Walter Bargen
Walter Bargen has published eighteen
books of poetry. His most recent books
are: Days Like This Are Necessary: New &
Selected Poems (2009), Endearing Ruins
(2012), Trouble behind Glass Doors (2013),
Quixotic (2014), and Gone West (2014).
Appointed the first poet laureate of Missouri
(2008-2009), he was awarded a National
Endowment of the Arts Fellowship (1991),
the Hanks Prize (1996), and the William
Rockhill Nelson Award (2005). His poems,
essays, and stories have appeared in over
100 magazines.
Clarence Wolfshohl
Clarence Wolfshohl lives with his writing,
two dogs, and one cat in a nine-acre woods
outside Fulton, Missouri. In late 2014, his
chapbook Equus Essence was published
online by Right Hand Pointing, and most
recently his print chapbook Chupacabra
was published by El Grito del Lobo Press
(2015).
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Charlotte Renk
Besides publishing in journals such as Kalliope, Concho River Review,
Sow’s Ear, and Southwest Review, Charlotte Renk has published three
books of poetry: These Holy Hungers: Secret Yearnings from an Empty
Cup (Eakin Press Manuscript Award), Solidago, an Altar to Weeds
(Poetry in the Arts), and The Tenderest Petal Hears, co-winner, 2014
Blue Horse Press Award, sponsored by San Pedro River Review. She
has won Southwest’s National Story Teller Award, Teacher of the Year,
and Innovator of the Year Award as well as numerous other awards for
poetry and fiction.
Elizabeth Raby
Elizabeth Raby is the author of a four-generation memoir in prose and
poetry, Ransomed Voices (Red Mountain Press, 2013), which received
an award from New Mexico Press Women, and four full-length poetry
collections from vacpoetry.org: Beneath Green Rain, This Woman,(a finalist for the 2013 Arizona-New Mexico Book Award), Ink on Snow,
and The Year the Pears Bloomed Twice. Raby received the Elmer Kelton
Award for poetry from Angelo State University in 2010, and her work
has appeared in journals in the U.S., China, and Romania. She has lived
in Santa Fe, NM ,since 2000.
Urayoán Noel
Urayoán Noel is the author of the critical study In Visible Movement:
Nuyorican Poetry from the Sixties to Slam (University of Iowa
Press) and several books of poetry in English and Spanish, including
EnUncIAdOr (Editora Educación Emergente) and the forthcoming
Buzzing Hemisphere/Rumor Hemisférico (University of Arizona Press).
A former CantoMundo fellow, he was born
in San Juan, Puerto Rico, lives in the Bronx,
and teaches at NYU.
Michelle Hartman
Michelle Hartman’s work was recently
featured in the Langdon Review of the Arts
in Texas, and also appears in Slipstream,
Plainsongs, Carve, Crannog, Poetry
Quarterly, The Pedestal Magazine,
Raleigh Review, San Pedro River Review,
Concho River Review, and RiverSedge, as
well as over fifty other journals and thirty
anthologies. Her work appears in multiple
countries overseas. Her first book of poetry,
Disenchanted and Disgruntled, from Lamar
University Press, is available from Amazon.
Her newest book, Irony and Irreverence,
was released in March 2015 from Lamar
University Press. She is the editor for the
online journal Red River Review and holds
a B.S. in Political Science-Pre Law from
Texas Wesleyan University.

