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Submission Guidelines
Voices de la Luna is a quarterly publication dedicated to the artistic ex-
pression 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 voices-
delaluna.submittable.com.

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

Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every Second Wednesday, January through June

and September through December
Poetry Workshop at 6:00

Featured Poet at 7:00
Poetry, Music, & Open Mic at 7:30

Lyn Belisle Studio
1824 Nacogdoches Rd 

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.

Mountain over Mountain
Martha K. Grant

Themes for future issues of Voices de la Luna:
May: Poverty and Literature
August: Young and Old

Editor’s Note
James R. Adair

About 125 million years ago the Indian 
tectonic plate broke away from the south-
ern supercontinent Gondwana and began 
drifting rapidy north. Shedding the island 
of Madagascar, which was clinging to its 
southwestern edge, it accelerated its pace 
and slammed into the Asian plate about 45 
million years ago. The resulting impact 
created the Himalayan mountain chain 
along the border between the two plates, 
and as the Indian plate continues to move 
northward, the Himalayas continue to rise every year.

These geological events are not covered in most history books, 
but they are part of a new movement, catching on in many quar-
ters, called big history. The impact of our planet’s past on the 
present and future of humanity is an interesting topic in itself, but 
as I was thinking about this subject recently, I realized that it was 
relevant to the theme of the current issue of Voices de la Luna, 
which focuses on some of the artistic and literary contributions of 
South Asia. The Indian plate, or subcontinent as it is often called, 
has had a historical impact not only on the Asian landmass but 
also on the rest of the world, through the people that migrated 
there perhaps 70,000 years ago and their descendants.

Inhabitants of South Asia during the Axial Age (800–200 BCE) 
invented three of the world’s great religions—Hinduism, Bud-
dhism, and Jainism—and later inhabitants of the region gave us 
Sikhism and the Bahá’í faith. Some of the world’s most ancient 
epics originated in and around the Indus and Ganges river val-
leys: the Mahabharata (of which the Bhagavad Gita is a constit-
uent part) and the Ramayana, stories that continue to delight hun-
dreds of millions of people today. Ancient stories of the Buddha, 
called Jataka tales, continue to be rehearsed today in South Asia 
and far beyond. Of course, modern inhabitants of India, Pakistan, 
Bangladesh, and other South Asian countries have contibuted to 
the region’s rich literary heritage as well.

In this issue of Voices, join us as we experience the sights, 
sounds, smells, and tastes of South Asia. You’ll read an excerpt 
from the Baghavad Gita and a Jataka tale that is reminiscent of 
the modern story of the Gingerbread Man. You’ll read some of 
the works of modern poets from the area, and you’ll also visit 
the architectural marvels of India’s stepwells. Explore the artistic 
work of Pamela Winfield, who splits her time between Texas and 
New Mexico but who also lived for fifteen years in India.

Our featured poet is Martha K. Grant, whose poetry is steeped 
in the rhythms and thought of such poets of a bygone era as Rumi 
(who lived just to the west of the Indian subcontinent), while 
at the same participating fully in the atmosphere of the modern 
world. We are also proud to share the work of four young poets 
who were winners of the second annual Voices de la Luna/H-E-B 
Youth Poetry Contest.

Our prose contributions in this issue include moving short sto-
ries by Terri M. Tucker and Peter Holland, balanced by a hu-
morous piece by Bryan Grafton. Voices co-founder Mo H Saidi 
shares his and his wife Brigitte’s experiences on a recent trip to 
India, as well as the next installment of his novel, The Marchers. 
Many other prose and poetic contributions round out this issue of 
Voices de la Luna. We hope you enjoy it.  Namaste!
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Cover Page Art

Yogi in Gingee
by Deborah Keller-Rihn

www.deborahkellerrihn.com

Deborah Keller-Rihn is an artist, 
teacher, and organizer who sees art as 
a spiritual practice and who values cre-
ativity as a powerful tool for personal 
healing and cultural transformation. 
Her interest in women’s issues and 
Eastern spirituality led her to create 
the 21 Aspects of Tara, based upon Ti-
bet’s most popular goddess, who rep-
resents compassion and virtuous and 
enlightened activity, as well as many 
mandala-inspired art works and perfor-
mances. In 2012, she went to India to 
document the kolam tradition practiced 
by the women there. Kolams are geo-
metric art forms similar to mandalas that have been made by the 
women of South India for millennia. Since her return she has 
created several shows inspired by her travels, including Personal 
Journey at Northwest Vista College, The Many Faces of India 
at the San Antonio Health Science Center Library, Namaste at 
Highwire Arts in San Antonio, and Works by Three at St. Mary’s 
University. The show at St. Mary’s features kolam photographs 
that are hand-colored and enhanced with an encaustic technique. 
The Personal Journey show featured portraits in altar boxes and 

works by other local artists reflect-
ing their own journeys, whether in-
ternal or external. Namaste at High-
wire Arts included an installation 
of thirty portraits in hand-painted 
altar boxes within an environment 
made to resemble a Hindu Temple 
with kolams drawn on the floor, as 
well as Indian music and dancing. 
These shows are only the latest in a 
long artistic career. The artist has a 
studio and gallery in the Blue Star 
Arts Complex called Keller-Rihn 
Studio, where she has worked for 
many years. She teaches photog-
raphy and humanities at Northwest 

Vista College and has served for over thirty years as an artist, 
teacher, organizer, and fine arts facilitator. She has helped shape 
the cultural landscape of San Antonio through her work as educa-
tion curator at the San Antonio Museum of Art, program director 
at Bihl Haus Arts, arts program manager at Centro Cultural Azt-
lan, and as an independent curator and organizer. She maintains 
an active exhibition schedule and has several shows a year. Her 
work is included in UTSA’s permanent collections, as well as 
those of the San Antonio Blood and Tissue Center. Keller-Rihn 
has a BA in humanities from the University of Texas at Austin, 
where she graduated magna cum laude with a teaching credential 
in all-level art.  She also holds a master’s degree in art from Texas 
A&M-Kingsville.
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Featured Poet
Martha K. Grant

Your Prayer Rug

“It doesn’t matter which direction you point your
prayer rug.”— Rumi

It matters that you take it down from the shelf
and unroll it, shake it out, spread it down somewhere.
Anywhere will do.

If its tangled fringe bothers you, stoop, if you must,
to comb it with your fingers, then surrender.
Lower your body whatever degree it agrees to. 
Then surrender more.

It doesn’t matter what direction your head is pointed.
Maybe it’s your left side the gods need facing them.
Your big toes, your right ear.

Let your heartbeat add its cadence to the earth’s vibration.
Feel your breath feed the earth as your body will one day.
Maybe soon, maybe not.

Feel the sun, wind, the rain on your back 
tender what brought you here, 
you, your tattered rug, its fringe.
Feel the quiet untangling 
of the knots.

from A Curse on the Fairest Joys (Kelsay Books, 2015)

Waiting for the Medical Examiner, 7 a.m.

I soothe my fingertips across her cooling brow,
down her smooth, now sunken, cheeks, 
slide strands of her hair thru my fingers, 
much of it grey, enough of it 
still shot through 
with the brown of her youth,
hair an ambivalent color, 
undecided, as if unwilling
to commit to, admit to
old age, her hair outwaiting
the rest of her body, 
and winning. 

I play the fine strands 
over and over, like strings 
of an ancient instrument 
humming at my touch,
or like a finger circling 
the wet lip of a wine glass, 
trying to make it
sing to me.

from A Curse on the Fairest Joys (Kelsay Books, 2015)

The Committee

“Poetic consciousness: the psyche completely
 informed of all its parts”—Li-Young Lee

The rude one is the first of many
who populate my inner committee,
an unruly group of stubborn complexes
who try to run my life.
My vigilant effort to tame 
these insubordinates
is ongoing, endless.

I’ve wheedled and flattered and, 
when that didn’t work, actually reasoned
with the most recalcitrant;
it only makes them more determined.

Besides, they have my number.
They’ve sat too often with my therapist,
wringing their collective hands,
clucking sympathetically—
when all along they were 
gathering ammunition.

Now they are doling out assignments—
I can hear the papers shuffling— 
and what’s more,
they are calling in new recruits 
from the streets.

from Why Good People Do Bad Things (Gotham Books, 2006)

Cat Meditation

Without considering the letters,   
the poet Rumi writes,
listen to the language of the heart.
I consider instead
the calligraphy of marks
my fingers inscribe on the back
of the cat now sleeping on my lap,
translate the prayer I find there,
brailling her fur for the purr
of the heart’s soft sweet language.

Martha K. Grant is the author of A Curse on the Fairest Joys (Aldrich 
Press), poetry that explores the wounds of childhood and the blessings 
of healing. She has a Pushcart nomina-
tion and received an MFA in Poetry from 
Pacific University. Her work has ap-
peared in the California Quarterly, New 
Texas, Borderlands, The Yes! Book, and 
the Texas Poetry Calendar. She is also a 
visual artist working in collage, calligra-
phy, and the fiber arts (see two examples 
on this page and another on p. 3) at her 
home studio in the Hill Country northwest 
of San Antonio. Another poem by Martha 
K. Grant appears on p. 7.
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Questions for Pamela Winfield
Interviewed by Lauren Walthour

Pamela Winfield is a multi-talented artist who 
resides in Camp Wood, Texas, and part-time 
in rural New Mexico. Strong artistic genes 
and diverse life experiences in Europe and 
North America influence her expressions in 
sculpture, water color, acrylic and oil paint-
ings, sketches, portraits, and murals. Her cre-
ative direction has rotated from naturalistic 
realism to brilliant colored abstracts and back, 
creating a synthesis. A gypsy spirit, Pamela 
has gracefully traveled from East Coast privi-
lege and private schools through the flower 
movement of San Francisco and advanced art 
education in Germany to reside in India and 
currently in the peaceful hills of Texas.

Lauren Walthour: Although you were born in Austin, Texas, 
the majority of your childhood was spent abroad. How did 
living in Germany, Norway, the Bahamas, and Canada, as 
well as in New England, affect your perception of the world?

Pamela Winfield: Living in so many diverse cultures and climates 
definitely had a major impact on my development and world-
view. I was fortunate in that at the age when a child learns to talk, 
I learned to speak German and English simultaneously (and later 
Norwegian). I really think this can open up parts of the brain! I 
was always the new kid at school as we moved from country to 
country, which gave me a deep sense of being an outsider and 
ended up giving me this sort of observer stance. Whether this 
caused my rather philosophical bent, it’s hard to say. But at an 
early age I came to the conclusion that whatever differences cul-
ture, religion, and nationality impose, deep down inside we have 
more in common as humans than not. Acute awareness even as 
a child of the need for us to evolve past these barriers definitely 
shaped my thinking as an adult.

Did your parents expose you to great art? At what age did 
you find your inner artist?

My father had innate talent as a painter. There are some water-
colors he did as a teenager that are pretty amazing. World War 
II and family pressures hijacked any dreams of developing the 
gift he may have had. I remember being delighted as a little girl 
when he confided to me that he and his best friend had wanted to 
run off to Tahiti (inspired by Gauguin, I suppose) to be painters 
and beachcombers before the war started! So yes, I was always 
exposed to art. Museums, cathedrals, and my grandfather’s col-
lection (he was a well-known archaeologist) were a part of life.

As for discovering my inner artist, I recall while we were liv-
ing in Oslo (I was about four or five) getting a huge scolding 
for some of my earliest efforts. My parents had this huge room 
filled with books. I thought they were sort of boring because they 
had no pictures. I decided to remedy that by embellishing several 
with some of my illustrations, and couldn’t quite understand why 
my parents were so upset! 

I also recall at about the age of six or seven when we were living 
in Nassau, I came down with the chicken pox. The doctor advised 
keeping me out of the sunlight in a slightly darkened room for 
about ten days. To help alleviate my extreme boredom, my father 
gave me this tome published by the National Gallery of Art (or 

some museum in that league) with reproductions of major paint-
ings. These came on a separate sheet and one had to glue them into 
the proper page which had the text telling about the painting and 
the artist. I still remember my favorites were Manet and El Greco. 

So there never was a time I wasn’t doing art, I guess. I remem-
ber doing my first oil painting when I was about eight, and at 
twelve having a drawing of a horse (I was a horse-crazy girl at 
that time) published in Hamburg’s main newspaper.

When we met in 1971 in Norman, Oklahoma, you represent-
ed the archetypal California girl to me. How did your college 
experience at UC San Diego and life in San Francisco mold 
your view of the interaction between art and music or art and 
philosophy?

What can I say about the 60s in California that hasn’t already been 
said?! I went from being a somewhat cynical and very politically 
active student of Herbert Marcuse’s at UCSD to helping with the 
light shows at San Francisco’s Avalon Ballroom. I was frustrated 
with Academia and the whole intellectual scene. I was young! 

The immediacy of the music and art that was being made dur-
ing that period was incredible. I lived with a group of girls, and 
even the way we dressed and painted our faces became art. It 
was street theater! All the various creative disciplines seemed to 
overlap and merge in new ways. It was all about opening oneself, 
aspiring to a different consciousness than that which seemed to 
predominate. So idealistic! Bordering on the mystic. These were 
deeply felt times which pointed me in the direction I’ve con-
tinued to take. The quest for beauty and a higher spiritual con-
sciousness, I suppose, is what I try to convey through my art. To 
be moved or touched by any art form is to be changed in some 
way. If asked, I guess my themes are transition, transformation, 
transcendence.

For most people, a leap from living in Oklahoma to attending 
Akademie der Bildenden Künste in Munich, West Germany, 
would be huge. How did you manage this of locations and 
artistic focus?

Actually I feel that living in Okla-
homa was the more exotic experi-
ence for me! When I left Germany 
at the age of fourteen, I made a vow 
to return some day. Even though it 
took me much longer to return than 
I had ever imagined, I felt a great 
comfort when I did.

I had worked as a commercial 
artist at an ad agency in Tulsa, and 
strangely enough this is where I 
discovered my interest in sculp-
ture. During a slow period, one 
of my coworkers brought in some 
dough for us to shape into orna-
ments. Circumstances unfolded and I felt I wanted to make a 
fresh start in my life by going to another country and focusing on 
“serious” art. This was not difficult, for I’ve always been quite 
a gypsy and had always thrived on simply going wherever my 
heart led me, without knowing anyone or how I would make it, 
but trusting that it would all work out!
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That trust, in part, also led you to India, where you lived 
for about fifteen years. Immersed in a very different culture 
from that of your past, how did you flourish? What turns or 
directions did your artistic expression take?

My interest in India was first piqued as far back as the 1960s when 
my formal study of Western philosophy fell short, and I was ex-
posed to Eastern thought for the first time. However, my interest 
remained mostly within the realm of reading and ideas. When I 
went to Munich in the 1980s, certain circumstances in my life 
prompted me to take the next step and try implementing some of 
what I had read about over so many years. Meditation practices 
seemed to be key in all the traditions as a means to integrate the 
kind of change I was seeking into daily life. I attempted to do 
yogic breathing exercises on my own, among other techniques. 
But then as kismet would have it, I ended up finding a simplified 
heart-centered practice called Sahaj Marg, a type of Raja Yoga. 

I made my first trip to India in 1988. During this time, I tried to 
empty my mind of any preconceptions and just be open to the expe-
rience. To summarize, for me being in India is as close to traveling to 
another planet as can be found without actually leaving earth! Even 
after eventually moving to Madras in the 90s and spending close to 
fifteen years there, I don’t know if it’s ever really possible for a West-
erner to overcome all the cultural and intellectual hard-wiring and 
fully enter this other reality. However it is the heart which responds 
to the softness in the atmosphere there (a more feminine energy if 
you will) which can subtly permeate the spirit.

On a more physical level, the intense colors, smells, tropical 
flora and fauna, sounds, and crowds create this carnival of senso-
ry impressions which definitely influenced my work. I explored 
abstract images for the first time. I started working more with the 
idea of getting out of the way and allowing something to come 
through spontaneously while painting. While not giving up my 
love for the rigor of realism entirely, it is really freeing to loosen 
up. I always think of the one as being like classical music and the 
other like jazz.

Circling back to your birth family, were you always aware of 
the contributions your ancestors have made to art and his-
tory? If not, when did you learn of them? Also, do you have a 
communication or other connection with Elizabet Ney?

When I attended the art academy in Munich I could imagine 
Elisabet Ney, the very first woman ever admitted to this institu-
tion back in 1852, daughter of a stonemason, and sculptor par 
excellence, walking these same halls. She was quite a trip. A dar-
ling at the court of mad King Ludwig of Bavaria, member of the 
Schickeria of the day, hanging out with the likes of Wagner and 
Schopenhauer, she pushed the envelope even further when she 
embarked on the grand adventure of that era and came to the 
Wild West (Austin, Texas) with Edmund Montgomery. It seems 
I am distantly related, as my mother was a Montgomery. I didn’t 
know of this connection until after I started attending the same 
school she had!

You now live in a very peaceful setting of rural Texas with 
some time spent in even more silent areas of New Mexico. 
What is on your horizons?

After coming back to the USA and going through reverse culture 
shock, I am relishing the quiet life. The natural beauty surround-
ing both my Texas and New Mexico homes inspires me. I feel 
the need to introspect and simplify, to not be so dependent on ex-
ternal stimulation. I suppose I aspire to create work that reflects 
some of this. There is an invisible world that can be entered by 
means of the visible, a realm brighter than the often lackluster 
one we usually inhabit, full of light and expansion. Here’s to the 
exploration of inner space!

To see more of Pamela Winfield’s work, go to new.pamelawinfield.com.

You Are the Home I Come To
Martha K. Grant

Yours the house 
lit in the night 
when all is cold and dark, 
yours the lighted window
glowing in the midnight 
of my soul.
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Collaboration in Literature & the Arts
The UTSA English Department

colfa.utsa.edu/English/

Creative Writing Reading Series

The UTSA Creative Writing Reading Series hosts outstanding 
writers from around the country and beyond. All sessions, which 
are open to the public, will be held in the Faculty Center Assem-
bly Room in the John Peace Library, JPL 4.04.22.

Rigoberto González
Friday, March 4, 2016
7 p.m.
www.rigobertogonzalez.com

Rigoberto González is the author of four 
books of poetry, most recently Unpeopled 
Eden, which won the Lambda Literary 
Award and the Lenore Marshall Prize 
from the Academy of American Poets. His 
ten books of prose include two bilingual 
children’s books, three young adult nov-
els in the Mariposa Club series, the novel 
Crossing Vines, the story collection Men 
Without Bliss, and three books of nonfic-
tion, 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.

Come celebrate the centenary of the birth of philosopher, semi-
otician, linguist, and cultural critic Roland Barthes. The thinker’s 
concerns ranged from colonization and vineyards to milk, toys, 
fashion, travel, literature, and the many other locations of codes 
and mythologies in our daily lives.

Join others at UTSA for a reading group, in which participants 
will revisit both classic Barthes works and newly translated 
texts. All are welcome—students (graduate and undergraduate), 
members of UTSA faculty and staff (from all departments), and 
members of the community. You need no previous knowledge of 

  

Barthes, philosophy, literary studies, or anything at all. Your day-
to-day experience makes you expert enough.

No grades or academic credit will be awarded. No one will as-
sign a paper or grade it. No one will take attendance. No fees will 
be asked. Free coffee will be provided. Meetings are on selected 
Tuesdays, from 4:00–5:30 p.m., in MB 2.404. For more infor-
mation, go to colfa.utsa.edu/english/barthes.html, or email paul.
ardoin@utsa.edu.

Institute of Texan Cultures

www.texancultures.com

Sikhs: Legacy of the Punjab
Feb 21, 2015–Apr 24, 2016

 
The Institute of Texan Cultures is hosting the traveling exhibit 

Sikhs: Legacy of the Punjab, developed by the Smithsonian In-
stitution and sponsored by the Sikh Heritage Foundation. The 
Sikh community, with its unique culture and religion, originated 
in the Punjab region of India, straddling the India-Pakistan border. 
Male Sikhs are easily recognized by their turbans and untrimmed 
beards. The community and its leaders have been working with 
the museum to promote understanding of their culture, which has 
experienced discrimination and suspicion in a post-9/11 society. In 

San Antonio, the Sikh 
population has grown 
to nearly 300 families.

The exhibit features a 
collection of traditional 
Sikh art, information on 
the culture’s history and 
beliefs, artifacts such 
as ceremonial weapons 
and armor, and a model 
of the Golden Temple, 
one of the sacred sites 

of the Sikh religion.
In related news, the San Antonio Sikh community recently wel-

comed worshipers to its new facility, the Sikh Dharamsal, located 
on the northside 
of San Anto-
nio just north of  
UTSA’s main 
campus. On July 
4, 2014, members 
of the Sikh com-
munity marched 
with their new 
n e i g h b o r s - t o -
be in the annual 
Fourth of July parade, sponsored by the Hills and Dales Neigh-
borhood Association.
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Harmandir Sahib, the Sikh  
Golden Temple

Amritsar, Punjab, India



Gampa, grandfather, your face is still
a watery landscape to me.
But I remember your forearms.

I hear the static on the television
the kind that comes on after the VCR runs
out, and your head tilts back but you

were just resting your eyes. Your skin
was like that, with veins railroading down
into your fingertips, so much purple scarring

you couldn’t tell where one memory ended
and another began. I remember the rumbling
murmur of it. Shirred, a quilt of muscle.

Skin sallow in places where yellowed 
bruises never bled out, and deep 
gray-brown where the sun kneaded its fingers 

too deep. Where your hands guided lumber
from cut to crossbeam, the pads of your 
thumbs traced blue powder lines snapped

onto the chalky sheetrock of other people’s
homes. How the knots in your knuckles
stored years of threats held back. Gampa,

grandfather, your face will never fill in 
but you held onto us with arms that should 
have disintegrated. Somehow the threads hold.
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UTSA Featured Poet: Lindsey Hall 
 

The Nature of Fabric

Lindsey Hall is currently working towards an MA at UTSA in English Literature, as well as a Creative Writing Cer-
tificate. For the past year she has worked at UTSA as a Teaching Assistant II, teaching Freshman Composition I. 
Her poetry has been published in OLLU’s The Thing Itself and UTSA’s Sagebrush Journal. She feels humbled to be 
included and published among the stellar writers of the San Antonio community and always looks forward to meeting 
fellow poets and artists.



Indian Stepwells:  
Hidden Architectural Treasures

Although India is known in part for its great rivers—Indus, 
Ganges, Brahmaputra—many parts of the Indian subcontinent 
are dry for much of the year, so access to water is necessary for 
survival of people, animals, and crops. People living in arid cli-
mates around the world have solved their water problems in vari-
ous ways: canals, dammed rivers, aqueducts, and wells. Since 
the sixth century, inhabitants of western India and other areas of 
seasonal aridity have addressed their water problems in a unique 
way. After digging down to the level of the water table, well 
builders began enhancing their work with steps, walls, arches, 
and other accoutrements both pragmatic and artistic. The result 
is the stepwell, an architectural wonder that provides easy access 
to water for consumption and bathing, but also highlights the 
aesthetic sensibilities of the people of the region. For an interest-
ing read on the subject, see Victoria Lautman’s photoessay “Up 
the Down Staircase and into India’s Ancient Wells” (www.cnn.
com/2015/10/06/architecture/victoria-lautman-wells/). Several 
stepwells are pictured below and throughout this issue of Voices.

Chand Baori Stepwell, near Bandikui, Rajasthan, India

Toor Ji Ki Bawari Stepwell, Jodhpur, Rajasthan, India

Laurie Ann Guerrero Named to Leadership  
Position at Guadalupe Cultural Arts Center

Laurie Ann Guerrero, 
current poet laureate of 
San Antonio (2014-16) 
and incoming poet laure-
ate of Texas (2016-17), has 
been named the Guada-
lupe Cultural Arts Center’s 
new Literary Arts Direc-
tor/Writer-in-Residence. 
Guerrero, author of several 
books of poetry, including 
A Tongue in the Mouth of the Dying, winner of a 2014 International 
Latino Book Award, was born and raised in the Southside of San 
Antonio. Guerrero earned her BA in English Language & Literature 
from Smith College and an MFA in poetry from Drew University. 
She is the recipient of numerous awards in her field, including the 
Academy of American Poets Prize from Smith College, the Andrés 
Montoya Poetry Prize, and the Alfredo Cisneros del Moral Award.

“I am thrilled to be reviving the literary arts department at the 
Guadalupe,” said Guerrero. “My work will focus on implement-
ing various writing programs that encourage a love for literature, 
literacy, history, and culture. My goal is to provide the tools, the 
encouragement, and the safety that allows for the discovery and 
then the raising of the voices in our community.”

For more, see www.guadalupeculturalarts.org/s-a-poet-laure-
ate-laurie-ann-guerrero-named-guadalupes-new-literary-arts-
directorwriter-in-residence/.

Malala Yousafzai, Advocate for Women’s and 
Girls’ Education

Born in the Khyber Pakh-
tunkhwa province of Pakistan, 
Malala Yousafzai became the 
youngest person ever to win the 
Nobel Peace Prize when she re-
ceived the award in 2014 at age 
seventeen. It was not her first 
role in the spotlight, however. 
Her family ran a chain of area 
schools that promoted educa-
tion for girls. Unfortunately for 
girls and women in the region, 
the Taliban was an active force 
in the area, and when they controlled the region, they prohibited 
girls from receiving an education. When Malala, as she is universal-
ly known, was only 11 years old, she began writing an anonymous 
blog for the BBC that described her life under Taliban oppression. 
After the Pakistani military retook control of the region, her identity 
was revealed, and she began advocating publicly for female educa-
tion, giving interviews in print and on television. In 2009, while she 
was boarding a school bus near her home, a gunman also entered 
the vehicle, asked for her by name, and shot her three times, includ-
ing once in the head. With the help of doctors, Malala survived her 
life-threatening injuries, and she has gone on to inspire an interna-
tional movement that champions female education.
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George Orwell, Author and Social Critic

Born in Motihari, India, in 1903, 
Eric Arthur Blair (who later took the 
pen name George Orwell) moved to 
England with his mother as a small 
child, returning in 1922 to serve with 
the Indian Imperial Police in Burma, 
then part of British India. Orwell’s 
career as a writer began in 1928, and 
his essays on censorship, poverty, and 
unemployment set the tone for much 
of his later work. A fierce critic of 
fascism, he came to hold disdain for 
the excesses of communism as well. 
Known primarily as a journalist and essayist during his lifetime, 
his interest in writing led him to sojourns in France, Morocco, 
and Spain, where he fought with anti-Franco forces during the 
Spanish Civil War.

He is best known today for his novels Animal Farm (1945) and 
1984 (1949), which have an unabashed political message, and for 
such memorable lines as “All animals are equal, but some animals 
are more equal than others.” Orwell’s sharp mind and acerbic wit 
are evident in his celebrated essay on a fellow India-born English-
man, Rudyard Kipling. Acknowledging and criticizing Kipling’s 
“imperialist outlook,” he nevertheless credits his subject with 
“one thing which ‘enlightened’ people seldom or never possess, 
and that is a sense of responsibility.” He asserts that Kipling is 
“the only English writer of our time who has added phrases to 
the language” (e.g., “East is East, and West is West” and “the 
white man’s burden”), an ironic comment in view of Orwell’s 
own contributions to the language, including such neologisms as 
Big Brother, Thought Police, doublethink, and thoughtcrime. He 
died in January 1950, shortly after the publication of 1984.

All the Light We Cannot See
by Anthony Doerr

Reviewed by Brigitte B. Saidi

This second novel by Ohio native An-
thony Doerr won a Pulitzer Prize, an An-
drew Carnegie Medal, was a finalist for the 
National Book Award, and has been on the 
New York Times Bestseller List since 2014. 
Doerr’s many awards include a Guggen-
heim Fellowship and the Rome Prize from 
the American Academy of Arts and Let-
ters. He currently lives in Boise, Idaho and 
writes a column on science books for the 
Boston Globe.

All the Light We Cannot See is a beautifully crafted page-turner 
set in Germany and France, before and during World War II, with 
a gentle finale for the time after the war. The main characters 
are Marie-Laure, a blind French girl who lives with her father 
in Paris, and Werner, a German orphan from a poverty-stricken 
mining town in Northwest Germany. 

Marie-Laure navigates her world through fingering the care-
fully crafted miniatures of the area created by her Papa, a keeper 
of the keys at the National Museum of Natural History. During 

 

the war, father and daughter take refuge with relatives in St. Malo 
on the Brittany coast. The museum entrusts them with a priceless 
jewel from its collection, which is tracked by a Nazi agent for 
Hitler’s art collection. Marie-Laure finds refuge and sustenance 
in the books she can read in braille.

Werner escapes hunger and deprivation when his ability in 
mathematics and engineering is recognized. He attends an elite 
Nazi school where his only friend is brutalized by the system. 
During the war he is drafted into a special unit tracing radio op-
erators of the resistance in Nazi-occupied Europe and has to face 
the brutal consequences of his engineering talent. 

The vicissitudes of war connect these two lives when the Al-
lies target St. Malo for bombardment. This novel has everything: 
loving families, vicious Nazis, forlorn orphans, unique talents, 
hidden gems, war and destruction, hardship and survival, all of 
which combine to keep the reader turning the pages. As a history 
major, Doerr knows how to set the stage, and his research into 
early radios, the physical environment, and the minutiae of natu-
ral history truly shines.

The Beauties of Blackbirds in the Classroom: 
Review of One Blackbird at a Time 

by Wendy Barker
Reviewed by Cyra S. Dumitru

Wendy Barker, founding faculty member 
of the Creative Writing Program at UTSA 
and college professor for 34 years, is also 
a nationally-recognized poet who has re-
ceived yet another award: the 2015 John 
Ciardi Prize for Poetry for her collection 
entitled One Blackbird at a Time. Pub-
lished by BkMk Press at the University of 
Missouri-Kansas City, this beautifully de-
signed collection transports us into the col-
lege classroom. Through these poems, the intersection between 
literature and human beings who reckon with complicated, some-
times tragic lives comes alive. Through these poems we observe 
and overhear the interactions that evolve among devoted profes-
sor of literature, undergraduates, and graduate students searching 
for meaning, and the provocative, humanizing texts themselves. 

What emerges are tapestries: the poems as singing tapestries. 
Each poem is woven from narrative, lyrical, and philosophical 
threads. Narrative threads work on two levels: references to char-
acters and plots of novels under discussion or images from poems, 
as well as glimpses of the private lives of professor and students. 
Constantly intriguing are bits of remembered dialogue as students 
respond directly to various texts. It is a testimony to Barker’s re-
spect for her students that so many details about real students (with 
names changed) provide fundamental texture. Clearly, in Barker’s 
classroom, the students’ relationships with texts serve as core of 
conversation, rather than the professor’s official interpretation.

Lyricism arises from Barker’s flexible diction and fluid sweep 
of long lines, long sentences. (Visually the long sweeping lines 
evoke the image of a threaded loom.) Scanning the contents 
page, a reader discovers the sonic as well as narrative pleasures 
of titles such as: “His Eyelashes Are Not Tarantulas,” “Waking 
Over Call It Sleep,” “Whenever We’ve Dipped into Walden,” 
and “Teaching ‘The Red Wheelbarrow’ the 30th Time.” Barker
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reveals how much she has absorbed as a writer from keeping 
company with great writers for decades. She incorporates natu-
rally, for example, diction such as “noctilucent” and “undulate 
spangles” found in “Arriving at Wallace Stevens in the 13th 
Week,” language characteristic of Stevens. 

Literary theory is made palpable from time to time as in “Wang 
Wei in the Workshop,” the shortest poem of the collection, which 
demonstrates how much empathy can be generated from a few, 
significant, clear, and juxtaposed images. Barker even weaves a 
short writing exercise that an alert reader could try into “Reread-
ing The Golden Bowl.”

For a reader familiar with texts referenced, Barker’s poems in-
spire a return to those works to rediscover them. For a reader who 
values teaching, this book renews respect for how student hearts 
and minds can be illuminated when a master teacher like Bark-
er is present. This collection could inspire someone to choose 
teaching as a profession as well as to read widely. 

In the final poem, “The Last Time I Taught Robert Frost,” all 
aspects of Barker’s life as poet, professor of literature and cre-
ative writing, and sensitive woman merge into a radiant crescen-
do. It reveals why human beings invented literature in the first 
place, why literature will always be essential to our individual 
lives and to our culture. It reveals how literature can knit us to-
gether into communion of two souls, and into awakened com-
munity. In this tenderly piercing poem, Barker weaves memory 
of reciting poetry as comfort to her dying yet responsive father, 
with details of chanting “Stopping By Woods” with students who 
have voluntarily memorized the poem out of need for its wisdom, 
its music. Barker writes, “not a single student needed to look 
down/as we sang the last stanza all together. I can’t explain it, 
but for once/something deep and dark entered among us in the 
overly/air-conditioned room. As if we were all one self and yet 
still alone.”

The Strange Case of the Rickety Cossack 
and Other Cautionary Tales from Human Evolution 

by Ian Tattersall
Reviewed by James R. Adair

Evolutionary biologist Ian Tattersall 
is Curator Emeritus of the Spitzer Hall 
of Human Origins, American Museum 
of Natural History. The author of over 
two hundred scientific articles and more 
than a dozen books intended for a popu-
lar audience, Tattersall has written ex-
tensively on the subject of human evo-
lution. In this book he takes a slightly 
different tack, telling the story of the 
development of the discipline of paleo-
anthropology, a focus on the scientists 
studying the ancestry of humans rather 

than the human ancestors themselves.
He begins with an anecdote from his earlier life, when his 

focus was on the evolutionary development of lemurs, primate 
cousins to humans. He was fascinated by the immense diversity 
of lemurs, both in the present and even more in the recent past. 
His work as a lemurologist curtailed by the political situation in 

 

Madagascar, he turned his attention to the study of humans and 
their ancestors. The leading paleoanthropologists at the time he 
was learning the trade painted a picture of human evolution that 
began with primitive ancestors and moved inexorably foward to-
ward the pinnacle of evolutionary development, Homo sapiens.

The problem with this picture, Tattersall came to realize, is that 
it is consistent neither with evolutionary trends in other fami-
lies of animals not with the fossil record unearthed by scientists 
themselves, at least as that fossil record exists today. In the nine-
teenth century, to be sure, when the first Neanderthal skeletons 
were recovered and Darwin’s The Origin of Species was still a 
recent publication, scientists could argue with a straight face that 
the specimens they had uncovered were disease-ridden humans 
essentially identical to modern humans. As new and radically dif-
ferent fossils were unearthed, first in Asia, then in Africa, and 
as radiometric dating methods became available, scientists rec-
ognized that the story of human ancestors went back millions 
of years. Yet, Tattersall says, most paleoanthropologists—overly 
influenced by human anatomists and a misapplication of the new 
evolutionary synthesis—misinterpreted the fossil record, lump-
ing too many specimens into too few distinct species and, in par-
ticular, too few distinct genera. As a result, fossils that no zoolo-
gist in any other area of study would see as similar enough to 
be grouped into a single genus, let alone a single species, were 
lumped together into the genus Homo, and in particular into the 
species H. erectus and H. habilis, or even so-called “archaic 
Homo sapiens,” species identifiers that became buckets for speci-
mens with widely divergent characteristics.

The situation has begun to change in some quarters, in large 
part due to the efforts of evolutionary biologists like Niles El-
dredge (Tattersall’s colleage at the American Museum of Natural 
History) and Stephen Jay Gould. Eldredge and Gould proposed 
that new species typically evolve in response to the isolation of 
populations and to dramatic changes in the environment, a theory 
known as punctuated equilibrium, rather than gradually, as tra-
ditional evolutionary theory taught. Tattersall believes that the 
human fossil record definitely supports the notion of long periods 
of relatively few changes in human morphology followed by pe-
riods of rapid change in various proto-human lines.

One does not have to be a denizen of evolutionary biology to 
follow Tattersall’s entertaining and enlightening argument. As 
is the case in many other fields of scholarly endeavor, chance, 
politics, and the personalities of the investigators have affected 
the development of the field of study known as paleoanthropol-
ogy from the beginning to the present day. Although not all will 
accept Tattersall’s conclusions concerning human prehistory, 
the story he tells about the discoveries and the discoverers is a 
compelling one, told by a scientist at the top of his field, who is 
expert in translating sometimes arcane science into terms that 
non-specialists can understand.

Bara Imambara, Lucknow, India
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Art and Culture in the City

Chloe René Castillo: A Young San Antonio Pianist 
Mo H Saidi

When Mei Rui, bronze med-
al winner of the World Piano 
Competition, celebrated the 
thirty-first anniversary of the 
San Antonio International Pi-
ano Competition with a piano 
salon recital, her lead-in was a 
10-year-old San Antonio pia-
nist, Chloe René Castillo. With 
an impressive demeanor for 
her age, Chloe bowed to the 
audience, approached the grand piano, paused for a moment, and 
played “The Cuckoo” by Howard Swanson, followed by “Study 
No. 3” by Dr. Peter Petroff. Chloe’s recital received rousing ap-
plause.

A Texas native, Chloe has been playing piano for five and a half 
years. When she was three, her grandmother gave her a Wurlitzer 
to get her interested in playing. After a year of watching Chloe 
“play” on the piano with her stuffed animals, her parents signed 
her up for Suzuki piano lessons with Pablo Aguilar. For four 
years Chloe blossomed under his instruction as she performed in 
recitals, attended piano workshops, participated in her first piano 
competition, took master classes, and went to piano concerts with 
her parents. In 2013 Chloe transferred her piano studies to Mar-
sha Perkins of Ramar Music Institute in order to enhance her 
musicality and participate in piano competitions. 

Under the tutelage of Ms. Perkins, Chloe has received many 
honors. Most recently, she was selected for the 2015–2016 Music 
Ambassador Program with the San Antonio International Piano 

Competition and last year won 
the Young Artist Piano Com-
petition at Texas State Univer-
sity. An active member of the 
Junior Tuesday Musical Club 
since second grade, she has re-
ceived the Bach Circle award 
and Judges’ Choice award for 
two consecutive years, as well 
as first place (2014) and sec-
ond place (2015) in the Annual 
Petroff Piano Competitions. In 
addition, she has scored Supe-
rior Plus every year since first 
grade in the SAMTA Achieve-

ment Auditions and has been selected for the Judges’ Choice 
Recitals three times in that event. Earning second place in the 
DeBose National Piano Competition in both 2014 and 2015, 
Chloe further has been named twice as Outstanding Performer 
in the McLennan State Piano Competition. Her excellence is not 
limited to keyboard artistry, as she has received gold medals ev-
ery year since first grade on the Whitlock State Theory Exam. 
When she’s not in competition, Chloe enjoys playing with the 
San Antonio Ragtime Society, performing for nursing homes, 
and participating in piano concerts. 

Diwali Festival Lights Up San Antonio

Diwali, the ancient Hindu 
festival of lights, is an official 
holiday in India, Nepal, Sri 
Lanka, Guyana, and several 
other countries. Observed not 
only by Hindus but also by 
Buddhists, Sikhs, and Jains, 
the five-day festival celebrates 
the victory of light over dark-
ness, knowledge over igno-
rance, good over evil, and 
hope over despair.

DiwaliSA has been observed 
in San Antonio for the past 
seven years, most recently in 
November 2015. It is the only 
city-sanctioned event of its kind in the nation, drawing more than 
15,000 people from all over the state of Texas and beyond.
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H-E-B Youth Poetry Contest Winners

The poems below are the winners of the second annual H-E-B Youth 
Poetry Contest, sponsored by Voices de la Luna and H-E-B. We received 
many wonderfully creative poems, but the following four were judged 
the cream of the crop. Thanks to all who submitted! We will publish 
poems that won honorable mention in the May issue.

First Place
Liberate

Meghan
10th Grade, North East School of the Arts

When I was a girl,
I loved the ocean
The soft, motherly wind
That seemed to sing
The childish ocean
Into a calm sleep.

I loved drifting
Into the soft blue
Until you could almost
Disappear from the world.

I loved how thin
The shoreline would seem
Way out where fish
Flutter under your belly,
A pale thread wrapped
Around the water’s body,
Making it finite.

And I think maybe
The sand is keeping
The water from slipping.
I think it’s scared
To let go.

I remember seeing the ships
With their loud conversations
Talking toy boats, bobbing
Through the foggy sunlight

And I would start to panic
As I slipped closer to their armor.
And I remember just existing
Among them,
The long stone dock
A silent boundary.

And I’d pull the bottle
From my elastic suit
With the small, discolored
Paper poem, wrapped
In old red string
From past birthdays.

I’d grip my flimsy,
Inflated boat for safety
And I’d toss
The bottle into the open;
Watching it fly—
Taking my story
Into another world,
Where maybe
Things made sense
And maybe
They didn’t.

But I know
No one will ever read it.
It will find a way
To demolish itself
As I have.
It will find a way
To sink
And never to come back,
To melt into
Other plastic people,
Other stories.

My words,
They won’t be seen
By anyone
Who wants as badly as I
To be saved.
 
Second Place

I Wish I Had a Sister
 Nimsi

11th Grade, Sidney Lanier High School
 
I wish I had a sister.
I wish I had someone I could trust.
Someone I could play with.
Someone I could fall out of bed with.
Someone I could play tag with, whom I could blame everything on.
Someone who would hide my secrets.
I wish I had someone to push me off the slide.
Someone who would ask me what’s wrong when I cried.
I wish I had someone who would help me build houses with blankets.
Someone whom I could make a mess with when making pancakes.
I wish I had someone whom I could do ugly makeup on.
Someone I could draw a mustache on when she’s asleep.
I wish I had a sister.
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Third Place
My Cancer Poem

Hannah
10th Grade, North East School of the Arts

This is my cancer poem. The poem everyone’s heard one way or 
another. It doesn’t tell the love story or the one with a cancer kick 
at the end to make you cry. I know the grandmother, the great- 
grandmother, the great aunt, the third grade teacher, the friend, 
the whole family tree of scarves and scars.
 
We know this, your neighbors know this, my genes know this, 
my fear knows this. What I can’t seem to wrap my head around 
is the best-seller on the shelf at the bookstore that makes it all so 
romantic, the endless funds to a once believed notable founda-
tion, the number of cases that grows each year.
 
Let’s talk about how breast cancer can be for men too, how ovari-
an cancer is a silent killer and affects one out of every 75 women, 
how men should be told more frequently to have a prostate exam, 
how women should not feel pressured to have reconstructive sur-
gery after a mastectomy.
 
Talk about this, more than ever before. Don’t just wear pink in 
October. Donate. Volunteer anywhere you can. Scream as loud as 
your lungs will let you, scream for the beautiful people we had 
to let go.

Scream for a cure, because I don’t want to write another cancer 
poem.

Fourth Place
Midnight

Ashleigh
10th Grade, North East School of the Arts

The time when rules don’t apply
and the clock slows down.

The time when the truth comes out
and  tears sting the most.

The time when desire is strong
and fear washes away.

The time when nobody wants to
but everybody drifts to sleep.

 
The time when the ice cream chills

the burn of the rum.
The time when the sky turns dark

above the sleeping earth.
The time when the house rests

below the glowing moon.
The only time that we are honest

but only with ourselves.

Select Poems

Zimbabwe Images 2015
Clyta Coder

I.
Crops fail

wet season, dry
yet still they praise, ululate joy

trust     wait.

II.
Media world

grieves black-maned Cecil
while hunger gnaws—is a lion

more     important?
      

III.
Young men’s

songs crescendo
drumbeats resonate victory 

and     hope.

The Gift of India
Sarojini Naidu

Is there ought you need that my hands withhold,
Rich gifts of raiment or grain or gold?
Lo ! I have flung to the East and the West
Priceless treasures torn from my breast,
And yielded the sons of my stricken womb
To the drum-beats of the duty, the sabers of doom.
Gathered like pearls in their alien graves
Silent they sleep by the Persian waves,
Scattered like shells on Egyptian sands,
They lie with pale brows and brave, broken hands,
they are strewn like blossoms mown down by chance
On the blood-brown meadows of Flanders and France.
Can ye measure the grief of the tears I weep
Or compass the woe of the watch I keep?
Or the pride that thrills thro’ my heart’s despair
And the hope that comforts the anguish of prayer?
And the far sad glorious vision I see
Of the torn red banners of victory?
when the terror and the tumult of hate shall cease
And life be refashioned on anvils of peace,
And your love shall offer memorial thanks
To the comrades who fought on the dauntless ranks,
And you honour the deeds of the dauntless ones,
Remember the blood of my martyred sons!
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Waiting for the Diagnosis
Michelle Price

I ran two red lights today. 
No one else seemed to mind. 
As if they agreed that
I shouldn”t have to wait for anything else.

The angst reached my toes,
Keeping them from pushing the
Pedal to the floor. 

Sliding on my shades,
I wait for the world to 
Switch to polarized view,
But you can’t dim
What is already turned off.

Staring, 
Gaping mouth,
I come to.
Realizing that I should be listening. 
Those are words after all. 
What meaning can they possibly hold? 

Are you tired? 
Yes.
Are you worried?
Yes. 

I planted a flower today. 
Dirt squeezed in tight
Under my fingernails. 

I ate crispy granola and creamy yogurt.
Blueberries, sweet and tart, swirled
Against my cheek. 

The phone sat silent on the counter.
No answers.
Again.

He Dreamt of Her
James Piatt

He dreamt of her last night as the early morning sun crept over 
the salmon colored dawn. As the coyote voiced its last wail, he 
sensed her essence in images of a softly flowing rill and in the 
smooth face of a translucent pond. Colored oils rushed through 
his veins as he attempted to paint pictures of her fading spirit. A 
frog croaked from within hidden cracks of russet colored shale in 
the caverns of his mind and he heard her voice echoing through 
the mist. He tried to smear a soft pastel wash over the blood col-
ored reality of his dream world but a portal opened revealing 
only a dark mound of earth; a carved statue of a small marble 
angel headstone flooded into his memory like tumultuous waves 
over dark rocks on the seashore, and he wept… again.

 

Clouds and Waves
Rabindranath Tagore

Mother, the folk who live up in the clouds call out to me—
“We play from the time we wake till the day ends.
We play with the golden dawn, we play with the silver moon.”
I ask, “But, how am I to get up to you?”
They answer, “Come to the edge of the earth, lift up your hands 

to the sky, and you will be taken up into the clouds.”
“My mother is waiting for me at home,” I say. “How can I leave 

her and come?”
Then they smile and float away.
But I know a nicer game than that, mother.
I shall be the cloud and you the moon.
I shall cover you with both my hands, and our house-top will be 

the blue sky.
The folk who live in the waves call out to me—
“We sing from morning till night; on and on we travel and know 

not where we pass.”
I ask, “But how am I to join you?”
They tell me, “Come to the edge of the shore and stand with your 

eyes tight shut, and you will be carried out upon the waves.”
I say, “My mother always wants me at home in the evening-how 

can I leave her and go?”
Then they smile, dance and pass by.
But I know a better game than that.
I will be the waves and you will be a strange shore.
I shall roll on and on and on, and break upon your lap with laughter
And no one in the world will know where we both are.

More Life to Lead, More Books to Read
Hank Jones

I’ve more books to read than I can read.
Life is short; how short I cannot know. 
I’ve more life to live than I can lead. 

Wilt the Stilt slept with twenty thousand women; 
I’ve got some catching up to do.
There’s more life to live than I can lead. 

Thomas Wolfe read twenty thousand books, 
Devouring whole libraries in pursuit of his art. 
There are more books to read than I can read. 

I joined the backpack revolution when I was young, 
Traveling around the world and back again, 
Found too much life instead, which I could not lead. 

My love of books preceded my first paying job; 
Since then I’ve purchased every book I ever wanted, 
Long since buying more books than I can ever read. 

The only thing I ever wanted was to be a poet, 
Experiencing life more deeply than other men.
But I discovered early to my chagrin,
There were more books to read than I could read. 
There was more life to live than I could lead. 
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Friday Midnight Rain
Jane Dare

Friday midnight rain                                                      
coming down black and sideways,
drivers start to pull over, pull off
put it in park to wait it out;

My metallic-blue Isuzu is under torrents, 
his AC coughs up humid phlegm; Big Blue 
is twenty years old, his valve stems cracked
and wrinkled skin, and interstates are no 
longer a friendly place.

I float four-wheel drive past cars begging 
life boats, passengers blur into specters 
behind shower-glass windows, peeking, 
while a banshee cries, and home is still 
an ill-omened thirteen miles away.

Huebner at I-10, police draped black
and hard-shelled, signal with red-hot flares 
to tell Big Blue and other traffic, exit here now. 
I slog down the ramp and am captured 
by the surreal blend of interstate lamplight 
on bare-swept cement in pearl-gray mist;

Eastbound I-10 is dead. Two ambulances
set, doors closed tight, no attendants in sight,
but five cop cars, no light, windows charcoal 
dark, they sit at odd angles to the side rails 
to the center stripe, to each other, motionless.

All this must be someone’s photoshopped 
snap-shot: grand haloes around the light poles, 
radiated golden dust sparkles on each particle 
of nighttime; 

While the steering and rolling wheels crawl 
in unnatural, impossible slow motion, I turn 
my head to see sopping hair trail behind
a woman drenched; too thin to be safe alone 
standing behind the trunk of her green Hertz 
economy car, frozen, looking west as wretched 
despair tramples her pretty face. 

I follow her morbid trance-like gaze—
a canary-colored body bag, almost regal 
laid out in Kinkade light; transcendent 
luminescence. Drowned in sadness I drive, 
my eyes slowly brush past the dead-still woman, 

where, one quarter-mile east a motorcycle 
straddles the far side median, polished jet 
and silver remnants of Harley-Davidson demon-
sparkle in the lightning flashes, as thunder gods
join the Gaelic wailing winds. 

Climbing away, up Highway Loop 410, I rise 
like steam hovered above the panorama, shaken 
by these shades of fate, as Friday midnight rain 
comes down black and sideways on an artist’s canvas, 
on an all too perfect still life.  

Cracking an Egg
Chris Ellery

So many days begin 
with an egg. So simple:
shell breaks on porcelain, 
thumb punctures membrane.

Pancakes for the dawn of my wedding, 
whisking egg and milk together.
On the morning of a death quite 
unexpected I made an omelet.

The first day of school and the last.  
Quiche for the big promotion.
The first kiss and the last kiss.
She made soufflé on Christmas.

Some days we find next to the yolk
a bit of blood. The boys on the bridge 
were drowning a cat.  That day.  
The day I took him away

from their cruelty and carried him home.
Again that morning, a morning
like others, he ran in front of the car.
He was euthanized in my arms.

One day we wake and want eggs.
A plane crashes.
A friend we thought would be with us forever
is gone forever.

My children one by one arrived
on days I stirred the eggs,
something I never knew was in me hatching.
Call it love. Or need. Something.  

Today, breaking the eggs, alone, 
picking a bit of shell from the bowl
I see it outlasts the birth 
of their leaving.

The Message of Jainism: Non-Violence is the Highest Virtue
From Jain Temple, Rajasthan, India
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Danny Deever
Rudyard Kipling

‘What are the bugles blowin’ for?’ said Files-on-Parade.   
‘To turn you out, to turn you out,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.
‘What makes you look so white, so white?’ said Files-on-Parade.
‘I’m dreadin’ what I’ve got to watch,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.

For they’re hangin’ Danny Deever, you can hear the Dead 
March play,

The Regiment’s in ’ollow square—they’re hangin’ him to-day;
They’ve taken of his buttons off an’ cut his stripes away,
An’ they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’.

‘What makes the rear-rank breathe so ’ard?’ said Files-on-Parade.
‘It’s bitter cold, it’s bitter cold,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.
‘What makes that front-rank man fall down?’ said Files-on-Parade.
‘A touch o’ sun, a touch o’ sun,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.

They are hangin’ Danny Deever, they are marchin’ of ’im round,
They ’ave ’alted Danny Deever by ’is coffin on the ground;
An’ ’e’ll swing in ’arf a minute for a sneakin’ shootin’ hound—
O they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin!’

‘’Is cot was right-’and cot to mine,’ said Files-on-Parade.
‘’E’s sleepin’ out an’ far to-night,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.
‘I’ve drunk ’is beer a score o’ times,’ said Files-on-Parade.
‘’E’s drinkin’ bitter beer alone,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.

They are hangin’ Danny Deever, you must mark ’im to ’is place,
For ’e shot a comrade sleepin’—you must look ’im in the face;
Nine ’undred of ’is county an’ the Regiment’s disgrace,   
While they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’.

‘What’s that so black agin the sun?’ said Files-on-Parade.   
‘It’s Danny fightin’ ’ard for life,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.   
‘What’s that that whimpers over’ead?’ said Files-on-Parade.
‘It’s Danny’s soul that’s passin’ now,’ the Colour-Sergeant said.

For they’re done with Danny Deever, you can ’ear the quick-
step play,

The Regiment’s in column, an’ they’re marchin’ us away;
Ho! the young recruits are shakin’, an’ they’ll want their beer 

to-day,
After hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’!

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, contemplat-
ing 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.

Blood Moon
Fernando Esteban Flores

Like an old rusty bottle cap
Someone nailed to a tree
The long awaited blood moon
Bears up all the fears
Projected upon its eerie countenance
With the fanfare of a messianic
Superstar heralding
An end or a beginning
Perhaps more like a sudarium of Christ 
It looks down upon 
The bloody mess
The world is 
Under its shattered face
A tattered reflection
Of just how much human history
Has remained unchanged
How life here hinges
On the smallest things
As if by looking up or looking down
We might steal a glimpse
Of what may be
Before our real concerns
Eclipse all imagined horrors
Still to come  
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Editors’ Poems

Upon Viewing Charles Umlauf’s Mother and Child 
at the Witte Museum

Joan Strauch Seifert

An austere stone sculpture dominates;
a mother holding infant grasps our view.  

Sorrow shows from her lowered eyes;  
more than poignant, the face knows heartbreak. 
Does she feel great pain? Her infant’s pain? 

The baby is so small, so urgently dependent.
Gazing up to her who gave it pulse, 
a longing claims the tiny face, but why?  
Mother with babe should be happiest of joinings, 

Aha! the cynic claims; the statue mirrors life.   
Who on earth has been born or given birth, 
who doesn’t know the scourge of being?  

Weltschmerz, world-weariness;
this Charles, you illustrate too well.  
What led your swoop of sculptor’s tool
down to this depth of anguish?
Your work outstones the stone in hardness.  
Where is love—where a slight smile, at least!  
 
I don’t want to look again. 
This art, so severe as to be tragic,
yet it calls to look again—what to seek?

To wake us to world-certainty    
that we know and don’t want to know, 
and must know, and shall know—
an essence you were so skilled to sculpt?

I Can’t: A Sonnet
James R. Adair

I can’t write prose like Hemingway,
I can’t write poetry like Tennyson.
I can’t write plays like Chekhov,
I can’t write essays like Emerson.
I can’t paint like Van Gogh,
I can’t sculpt like Michelangelo.
I can’t design buildings like Andrew Lloyd Wright,
I can’t compose operas like Andrew Lloyd Webber.
But I can write from my own experience,
I can tell the stories of my life,
And of other lives I’ve imagined.
And I can love you with my whole being,
I can spend my days making you happy,
And I can forge ahead in the world with you at my side.

  

Taking Down the Tree
Carol Coffee Reposa

 
I wait until my children go to school
To strip off Christmas,
Peeling off her garments slowly,
Unfastening the hooks and stays
In some odd ritual neither of us planned.
 
The smug Victorian father falls
Into my hand, his muttonchops
Still bristling above his gray topcoat,
His painted arms around
A rocking horse he carries constantly
To some lost child.
His wife smiles underneath
The real plumes in her hat,
Her leg-o’-mutton sleeves and bustle
Slightly scratched.
 
Eventually I get
The small glass horns,
A dented trumpet, random snowflakes,
Finally the lights
Until she’s nothing but herself,
A cold dream shivering in paper ice.
 
I have to wake from her
And she goes quietly
But leaves a thousand needles on the floor,
Her scent soaked in the carpet, on the walls.
I must find another ritual.

from At the Border: Winter Lights (Pecan Grove, 1992)

Snow in DC
Brandon Rosen
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Poemas Internacionales

Qué noche la de aquel año
Laura Ruiz Montes
Por Sigfredo Ariel

No era así la vida en la provincia
sino más alegre.
No era así la vida en la provincia
sino más triste.
El regreso no fue lo que esperabas.

Dijiste que aquí habías sido feliz.
Yo sabia que era cierto.
Pero la provincia ya no se deja atrapar.
No le vale que entornes los ojos
ni enciendas un cigarro tras otro.
A la provincia nada le vale, nada le sirve, ningún halago le hace bien.

Aquella noche fue inocente y patética.
Un poeta clásico explicó al clásico Chaikowski
sin saber que tú y yo también lo éramos.

 tú llorabas sobre tu camisa negra
 y yo lloraban sobre mi blusa blanca,

como correspondía llorabamos.

Fue patética la noche y había ruido.
Teníamos los mismos minstros
y leíamos los mismos libros,
Éramos iguales pero no.
Tú ya habías estado en el café Berlin
y te habías despedido de algo que llaman los ochenta.

Yo aún quería ir a Pompeya
y fingía haberme olvidado
 de los ochenta,
 de los noventa,
 de Berlín,
y del café, pero no.

Volviste para después escribirlo.
Mirabas como quien está a gusto
pero a ratos decías qué raro es todo.
Raro en ti quería decir ven con los que se fueron sin remedio.

No fue lo que esperabas.
No tuve vergüenza ni rubor.
No me sentí apedreada contra un muro
ni tan grotesca como la bailarina llena de maquillaje
que tropezó con el pie del músico.

Fue la noche perfecta.
No tuve que hablar.
Una noche en la provincia te hizo entender:
 el silencio
 la anacrónica dignidad
 la asfixia húmeda
 la siesta en la orilla
 —porque la Tortuga nunca llegará al final de la Carrera—
 el vicio de haberme quedado aquí
la enfermedad mortal de seguir quedándome.

from Los frutos ácidos  
International Poems

What a Night That Year
Laura Ruiz Montes / translated by Margaret Randall

For Sigfredo Ariel

Provincial life wasn’t like that
but more joyful.
Provincial life wasn’t like that
but sadder.
The return was not what you hoped.

You said you’d been happy here.
I knew it was true.
But the province can no longer be trapped.
It doesn’t help to narrow your eyes
or light one cigarette after another.
Nothing works for the province, it finds nothing useful, nothing satisfying.

That was an innocent and pathetic night.
A classical poet explained the classical Tchaikovsky  
unaware that you and I were him as well:

 you cried into your black shirt
 and I cried into my white blouse,

we cried, as befitted each.

The night was pathetic and noisy.
We had the same ministers
and read the same books,
We were and were not the same.
You had already visited the Berlin café
and bid farewell to something they call the eighties.

I still hoped to visit Pompey
and pretended to have forgotten
 the eighties, 
 the nineties,
 Berlin,
and its café, but hadn’t.

You came back to write about it.
You looked happy
but from time to time said it’s all so strange.
I knew strange on your lips was: come with those who left for good.

It wasn’t what you expected.
I wasn’t ashamed or embarrassed.
I didn’t feel pelted with stones against a wall
or grotesque like the ballerina covered in makeup
who stumbled on the musician’s foot.

It was the perfect night.
I didn’t have to speak.
A provincial night made you understand:
 silence
 outmoded dignity
 humid suffocation 
 napping at the edges
 —because the tortoise will never finish the race—
 the bad habit of my having remained here
the fatal illness of staying.  
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Be Gentle with Lovers!
Majid Naficy

From that boundless world
There remains only a bus bench
For this homeless loving couple
Who talk endlessly.

Oh, you who get up
In the privacy of your bedroom
And slam the window
To silence their chatter,
Be gentle with lovers!

One day you too
Will wait on that bench
For the bus to arrive.
Its mouth will open
And a voice will call out:
“Sir! It’s time to go.”

Im Winterwind
Hejo Müller

Dezembertage,
Und Schnee läßt
auf sich warten.

Lediglich Wind steht auf
und stellt sich
vor die Tannen.

Und legt sich wieder.
Und steht wieder auf.
Und lockt das dürre Laub!

Und lockt das dürre Laub
bis es den Tanz beginnt!
Sieh da, - es tanzt

das ausgedörrte Sommerlaub
im Winterwind und wirbelt
selig sich im Reigen!

Wenn und wo werden wir
einst tanzen? - ach,
wär’s doch schon so weit!

  

با عاشقان مهربان باش!
(Majid Naficy) مجید نفیسی

 
از آن جهاِن بی کران

این جفِت عاشِق بی خانه را
تنها نیمکِت اتوبوسی مانده است

.با گفتگویی بی پایان
ای آنکه در خلوِت خوابگاهت

از جا برمی خیزی
و پنجره را برهم می کوبی

تا پچپچه شان را خاموش کنی
با عاشقان مهربان باش!

تو هم یک روز
بر این نیمکت خواهی نشست

تا اتوبوس از راه برسد
دهانه ی آن گشوده شود

و بانگی برآید که “ای خواجه!
.وقِت رفتن است“

Winter Winds
Hejo Müller / translated by James Brandenburg

December days,
and the first snow
is long overdue.

Merely the wind 
whirls in front of
the fir trees.

And dies down,
then rises again,
beckoning dried-out leaves,

And entices dried-out leaves
until the dance begins!
Look there—withered leaves

Dance in the winter wind
and swirl blissfully
in the round dance!

When will we
one day dance?—Oh,
if only that time had come!
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Select Poems

Alchemy
Mobi Warren

In robes of coarse 
white wool,  clean as snow,
simple as boiled leeks, 
fourteenth century

Cistercian monks, vowed 
to silence, pulled fossils
from the earth. 
Fists of mastodon ivory,

ice and soil pressed 
for fourteen million years,
had allowed a slow 
migration of mineral 

salts, iron and manganese,
to seep into the tooth’s 
enamel. A cross-section 
of tusk revealed spirals, 

cousins to a tree’s rings, 
record of the mastodon’s 
age at death—the helix
broken when her intestines,

blue and steaming, were
spilled by the saber teeth
of an ancient cat, a cud
of larch twigs still moist

in the shaggy’s mouth, a mist
of spruce pollen on the air.
What recognition passed
through the warm butter

of that ivory into the
monks’ hands, their minds
numb to the long braid 
of natural history, 

yet made supple by  
attention to mystery?
When the abbey bell, 
cupped in its dome, 

called the monks to matins, 
their prayers rose in
small clouds of breath
to warm the thick grey

stones of their cloister.
Vigil was kept before
a furnace that held
the milky knobs of fossil. 

 

There, ions of manganese 
jumped valences 
to turn tusk to turquoise.  
Odontolite, the tooth-stone,

was inlaid as a gem on 
reliquaries to house 
splintered bones of saints.
Mastodon raised to a

martyr’s crown, saint wed 
to earth’s long sweep.

Moving Canvas
Lois Heger

Our love was like that Southern Pacific
Running linked down track, metal
Grinding headache-loud sometimes
Boxcars and stackers
Flatcars loaded with Caterpillars, pump jacks or
Fallow until next stop
All clean now of graffiti 

How I longed to cover that rolling canvas
Blasting on it all my thoughts in graphic blaze
Blue next to orange, red with black
Strong shapes matching the colors
Rattling along
Whistles in rhythms different for each engineer
Announcing, screaming, diminishing

Sliding on steel forever through warehouse districts
Green or drought plagued country
We sped through with colors blazing
Announcing our coupling
Washed clean now
Off the surface of that moving canvas.

Bolt Masala (from Coimbatore, India)
Adam Green
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Mucha’s Women
Chip Dameron

The flowers and decorative haloes
frame the self-satisfied directness

that lives on forever for Bernhardt
and her sister muses, beauty

posterized for a new century,
the horrors a short nightmare away

Drawings at Terezín
Chip Dameron

A dark cluster of new arrivals, cold
in heavy coats, the luggage useless;

finely shaded dying woman’s face,
eyes closed in their hollow sockets;

child’s sketch of stick-figured families
bound for death trains to Auschwitz.

Nightfall in the City of Hyderabad
Sarojini Naidu

See how the speckled sky burns like a pigeon’s throat, 
Jewelled with embers of opal and peridote. 

See the white river that flashes and scintillates, 
Curved like a tusk from the mouth of the city-gates. 

Hark, from the minaret, how the muezzin’s call 
Floats like a battle-flag over the city wall. 

From trellised balconies, languid and luminous 
Faces gleam, veiled in a splendour voluminous. 

Leisurely elephants wind through the winding lanes, 
Swinging their silver bells hung from their silver chains. 

Round the high Char Minar sounds of gay cavalcades 
Blend with the music of cymbals and serenades. 

Over the city bridge Night comes majestical, 
Borne like a queen to a sumptuous festival.

Bengal Tiger and Asiatic Lion, both from India 
Do You Hear John Deere?

John Grey

Abandoned for years,
you’re no longer a tractor,
merely a lump of rusty metal,
made leper-like by peeling orange paint.

You’ve zero torque.
nothing to haul,
while weeds poke through
ripped rubber tires.
and there’s nothing you can do about it.

From the other side of a rotting fence,
you engage me in silent conversation
that speaks sadly of the one who owned you.
a man who failed as badly as his crops.

A butterfly flutters up from a wild flower bud.
lands momentarily on your driving wheel.
If it’s paying you a compliment,
it’s for design not application.

Poet Pretender
Julie Gates

Eyeing an ant angling along, in hot pursuit 
of a microscopic morsel of my ham sandwich,
I listened to giants speak of metaphor and synecdoche,
like a wax statue posed as a poet at a 12-foot long table of laureates,
boiling in noon Texas heat, with my pretentions dripping 
to sagging, blobbing beads.

I played along that I belonged 
on the plush live green carpet of a millionaire’s back 40, 
and hid the crackling thistles in my white trash front lawn,
where I’ve written of adult diapers, decomposition, and death,
and tried to pick the lock to these poets’ secured trust 
of beauty, light, and breath.

Literalist to the core, I knew—
I’m stuck in the muck on the wrong side of the tracks,
and could only wonder why the new laureate poet, 
with ruby lips and sapphire eyes 
took up feather, book, and cape 
to shift shape under the poet tree. 

200 miles down Route 67, the joke caught up to me.

The ant made off, back to his den, with his stolen crumb of now 
stale bread.
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Leaning Back
Eugene “Gene” Novogrodsky

White clouds, more wisps than clouds,
Flashed past the full moon.
I stood in the middle of the street,
Bent my head back and watched the blur.
A train blare from the west.
He used to blow the whistle three times for his young wife,
She asleep, he high in the engineer’s seat—
Their house, their bed, but yards through a citrus orchard
From the iron tracks, wooden cross ties, crushed stone surface….
And she, daily, to the downtown lunch counter,
Tuna, egg salad, cottage cheese in aluminum tubes for white-
bread sandwiches
I straightened my head, heard the fading whistle,
I saw him in the Union Pacific red and yellow cab.
Saw her, so young, a counter girl, the engineer’s wife.
The moon now uncovered,
The tracks weed-buried.
He, a mind faded to childhood, then death,
She, her mind slower to childhood, then death.

Just Before the Draft
Harold Rodinksy

Fraudulently carrying unread books 
smoking borrowed cigarettes  
drinking endless cups of coffee 
in the student union at Reed
in the fish bowl at Oregon, 
in the park blocks in Portland
obscurity and ambiguity the chosen raiments of the faux intel-

ligentsia,  
let’s be incomprehensible, but say inscrutable
let’s be Zen reading Alan Watts,
let’s backpack in the North Cascades, 
let’s be Kerouac, Ginsberg, Snyder, Burroughs
let’s drink Cribari Brothers Hearty Burgundy or 
Sweet Sauterne with Kool Aid, Mad Dog
heralding the arrival of Boone’s Farm Apples

Folk songs, folk singers
fiddle sticks, dulcimers, jug band music, blue grass music
Mimi Baez’ husband’s book
before he died on a motorcycle, with his cat on his shoulder
it’s been so long, 
since Dylan performed 
at the Gas Light,  
in the village
and the Beatles came
the in-between-ers were stuck
like Kesey and the pranksters driven by Neal
Beats pulling them back to the 40s-50s
dragged forward, by the hippies 
into the soon-to-be-drug culture.

 

It was hard to be 16
tugged and pulled and pushed and held back
tensions building churning.
The guts of iconoclastic Kerouacians
churned with resentment at the counterculturalists
great literature reduced trout fishing

unwashed and barefoot 
contaminating the steps and floors at City Lights
barely able to read but standing where giants stood
vicarious intelligence to comfort them 
on their way to the Haight
stopping at Mike’s place
to watch the pinball addicts before finding themselves

but the cold hard truth about 16-year-old boys
was girls,
whatever it took to try to have sex.

Siddhartha was a lure to attract the braless 
and Kant’s Reasonable critique 
only good when applied to the sun shining
through a thin cotton dress,
blowing in a summer’s breeze, 
bronzed slim legs another lure
as the beginning of dialogue about intimacy 
one dialogist trying to convince the other about the spiritually-

earthy requirement for sex.

The 16s became 18s
and the calendar moved through idyll time
until it was 1965 and the adults were going to war
in some off-the-edge-of-the-of-the-world place.
Some of the 18s went to war too
some went to school,
because they were told to, 
and because
Beaver’s dad stopped telling us what to do

Cheshire Monk
Barbara Jean

I circumnavigate my pond in the chilling 8 AM spring air,
my shadow and I passing each other every time around;
behind, in front, behind, in front.

The shadow’s sweatshirt hood and the square of its shoulders
perfectly recreate the rose-painting playing card
from Alice’s encounter with the Queen of Hearts
in my childhood version of her Wonderland.

I wish to empty my cupboards of all but a few daily necessities,
like a spider-rescuing monk undercover;
outwardly dancing the jig of scripted life,
inwardly hearing only the singing of the bowls.
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Innocence
Sissy Bradford

Magical and beautiful. Abandoned and lonely.
A small boy with butterfly wings, and shame.
Under the lies. Behind the mask. Unable to fly.
Head bowed in sadness. Arms holding tears of
Angel white and come-undone-shoelace innocence.

I found him.

Under the gray skies, between the gusts of winter.
In the coldness of still air caught in outdoor booths.
Above the damp ground, the rain darkened asphalt.
Along the footpaths of mud winding among and between,
around and back again by holiday shoppers. . . .

I found him.

If—
Rudyard Kipling

If you can keep your head when all about you 
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too; 

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream—and not make dreams your master; 
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim; 

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same; 

If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings
And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 

And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 
Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run, 

Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it, 
And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!

 
Bhagavad Gita

(excerpts from Chapter 3)

Arjuna. If meditation is a nobler thing than action
Then why do you urge me into this dreadful battle?
Krishna. Selfless action is of Brahman,
the One, the Only, All-pervading, 
always present in sacrifice. 
The one who fails to involve himself,
engaging the rolling wheels of this great world,
focusing instead on his own pleasure, 
lives a lost life, shameful and vain. 
Self-indulgent, serving only his own desires,
he has no part in any worthy accomplishment.
He achieves nothing, and nothing affects him.
The world has no hope of anything from him.
Your task, however, is to gladly perform deeds
that make the world a better place,
yet to remain unattached yourself,
seeking no happiness from the world outside you.
It was by such works that King Janaka 
and other ancient worthies reached blessedness!
What great people do, others imitate. 
The path that the wise choose, the foolish follow.
Look at me, O son of Pritha! 
In the three wide worlds
I am not bound to any perform any labors, 
nor are their heights for me to scale,
nor rewards to be gained,
Yet I act here in this world!
If I stopped acting, doing good deeds, 
the earth itself would slip into chaos.
Because I slumbered, others would turn from good,
and I should commit the world’s offspring to ruin.
Even as the ignorant toil, wedded to their senses,
so let the enlightened toil, sense-freed, 
to bring the world deliverance and happiness.
Do not sow in those simple, busy hearts
seeds of despair, but let each play his part
in all he finds to do, with unyoked soul.
All things are done by Nature,
but the fool, self-deceived, thinks, “I did this,”
and “I did that.” A more perceptive mind,
knowing the interplay of the visible and invisible
in the sensate world, stands apart
even from his own acts. The ignorant
do not understand Nature, so they live
their lives attached to their deeds.
But you, do as you ought, for my sake,
centered inward through meditation,
seeking no profit, satisfied, serene,
heedless of distractions—and fight!
It is better for one to do his own task,
even though he may fail, than to take up tasks
not his own, even though they seem good.
To die performing one’s duty is not an evil,
but those who seek other paths will wander lost. 
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Poetry Therapy
Some authors use poetry to deal with such issues as heroin/alcohol ad-
diction, death, abandonment, and sexual and emotional abuse. The fol-
lowing poems illustrate the use of writing to deal with these issues.

Obligated
Joyce Collins

 
to feel what I don’t
to act like I do
to give without receiving
because of who I am to you
to comfort when I am grieving
when I don’t know what to do
to agonize over the desire to cut ties and be done,
to cauterize the wound,
to cut ties and move on
to try to make you happy
to do what I think I should
to be a good person
to do what a good person would

Sasha Know It, True
Sasha Guzman

Trust the winds they tell you true
Your soul that connects 
when your mind is
Wrecked and pillaged blue
The sweet night 
in the dim and sparkling
Moonlight settled 
in the dips of dark
The peace so tranced
you never knew
How clearly it can speak to you
I make no guarantees how so
For that is for the wind to tell 
and you to know
Whether pain 
Or tragedy
Or honey 
and fragrant insanity 

Untitled
Florida Galloway

Love is the most
Beautiful thing that you
can have in life with God.

  

Wait
Rashmi Gupta

Wait, wait, a long wait
It’s good to wait for something.
We all do it … every time,
And it’s OK.
It’s a part of life.
But try to enjoy the moments while waiting.
You can’t sit around and do nothing.
If you have passion for something,
Give it your best, put in all your efforts.
Still enjoy the present though.
Don’t just sit around and wait for miracles to happen.
Miracles happen when we put our heart and soul into our work.
God never lets us fall.
Either he will hold us or teach us how to fly,
But we wait again,
wait for all this to happen.
Waiting is good,
As long as you enjoy every moment.

Sandpaper
Josh Ayala

The sandpaper of truth 
Is an excellent tool 
to get to the core of one’s pain.
It can only be effective
if used correctly
It can damage the item 
if used abruptly
It can leave rough edges 
if used untimely
If used with care and caution 
the person will not only learn  
the use of the sandpaper of truth 
but will help others 
refine themselves.

Indian Wedding
Deborah Keller-Rihn
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The Flowers on Our Farm
Milo Kearney

The flowers on our farm 
each had an assignment.

The dainty grape hyacinths 
forming a purple line 

at the back of  the house
reminded us of what work

was too physical to bring inside.

The sturdy tulips across from the barn
waving their red signs

directed cars where to stop. 

The hollyhocks in their flowing dresses 
climbing up beside the back fence

kept watch to spot 
any renegade chickens

invading the vegetable garden

While the large outpost of irises
waved their blue flags 

to remind the bulls
to stay in the pasture
and keep out of 

the cherry orchard.

A Prose Response in Haven for Hope
Dale G. Tremper

There are real demons, real threats, real enemies in the world.  
The task is to prevent them from taking an even larger role in the 
world.  They feed on fear.  Perfect love casts out fear.

How to strengthen love, deepen love for the struggle?  How to 
find the spiritual food to nourish it?  Is this the deepest need of 
the human heart?

For me, the nurture comes from deep listening… .
 

What We Project
Vivian Kearney

Along the idyllic fields
who is speaking, who is listening?
Can the trees talk about 
our death, our conflicts,
our uncertain journeys?

Why not, since we’re
their main enemies,
cutting down their rainy leaves
before they can predict
our lonely tears?

 
Art Therapy

I’m a Bear in a Cage
Amanda Collins

I’m a bear in a cage
Lost, betrayed, and full of rage
I’m surrounded by darkness
No sense of light
I’m so weak, lost the will to fight

I was thrown in by a thrust,
I lost all trust.
Look how you left me,
Beaten, broken and bruised.
What did I say? What did I do?
Is this real? How can it be?
Don’t you see?
I’m losing the best part of me.

My heart is in my hand
Falling to pieces as we stand
Seeing you everywhere I go
Wish I could forget but all I do is know.
How you hurt me and tore me in two
Not enough stitches to fix what was done by you.

I want to yell, I want to scream.
Is there someone to save me?
Yes, there is, you say, but how can this be?
Who in their right mind would ever love me?
A bear in a cage 
Torn and full of rage.

Amanda Collins
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Hope
Vali McGrath

A smile deep inside: a stranger’s
answer, help when you’re in need,
not looking, when I see the 
light in me, the call will I receive
on the other end. I feel the 
warmth in the sun, even inside
wishing Lord to be done. Doors
open and some close, the feeling
is joy of your Love, for this life 
that you gave me. The strength
when needed, a leader to follow.
the foot I step down. This time 
no time to frown. Come in and 
let’s see, what can I do, and
who do I want to be, the
skies to reach, the word of your
love, I will teach. Thanks to thee, I’m free.

Vali McGrath

Did You?
Frances R. Ford

Did you ever pray for me?
Not right now as the adult I am
but when I was a baby or a child?
Did your heart ache when 
I was sick?
Did you pray for God to take
my illness away?
Did you treasure me as a child?
Did you pray for me when I 
walked out the door and 

off to school I went?
Did your heart skip a beat
when I went off to the Army?
Did you pray for the Good Lord
my soul to keep as I 
tried to be all that I could be?
I know that you pray
for me now,
but the little girl in me
wonders if you ever 
prayed for me when 
I was a child?

Frances R. Ford

Alba Gallegos
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Bather
Tara Layer

Poetry & Dreams
Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation

Nebuchadnezzar’s Dream
Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg 

San Antonio, Texas

Dream: After reading Nebuchadnezzar’s dream in the Bible, I 
had the following dream. The dream takes place at the edge of 
the lake next to Jung’s towers in Bollingen, Switzerland. Jung 
is sitting in the water, where he normally sits and plays. He has 
a stone in his right hand, and he is using it to crush base metals 
from a statue of Nebuchadnezzar that is lying in the water. The 
statue, thousands of years old, is made out of various types of 
metals with iron at the top and clay on the feet. The iron is cor-
roded, and the clay of the feet is breaking into pieces. It is amaz-
ing that it is still in one piece, but Jung is taking it apart now. He 
breaks everything into small pieces, and it is a laborious effort. 
Yet, Jung persists until there are only smaller pieces in the dredge 
of the water. He lays the stone on the shore and moves the pieces 
around in the water. The water turns black around the pieces and 
eventually turns lighter, as the waves move in and out. He gathers 
all the pieces into a large pail, scoops some water into the pail, 
picks up the pail with his left hand, and picks up the stone with 
his right hand. He walks toward the towers. End of dream.

Interpretation: The dream last night puts Nebuchadnezzar’s 
dream more on a symbolic level and provides a counter to the more 
literal interpretation of the dream; however, there are a couple of 
parallels in the dream. One parallel is the stone, which in both 
interpretations symbolizes Christ. From the fundamentalist inter-
pretation there is the following: when the Second Advent comes, 
“This stone or kingdom will strike the ‘image on its feet of iron 

and clay’” and “it shall break in pieces and consume all these king-
doms, … leaving not a trace of them” (Dan. 2:34, 44, 35). This is 
truly a striking image of the Second Advent, referring to the power 
of Christ when he returns. What is significant here is that Christ 
literally returns in the Second Advent; it is not symbolic. 
 In my dream, Jung breaks the metals into smaller pieces with the 
stone. The stone clearly refers to the Philosopher’s Stone, a basic 
symbol of Self in Jungian psychology. The philosopher’s stone, 
or stone of the philosophers, is an alchemical substance said to 
be capable of turning base metals into gold or silver. Called the 
elixir of life, and useful for rejuvenation and immortality, it was the 
central symbol of the mystical terminology of alchemy. Jung saw 
the work of the alchemists as an important part of his work on the 
psyche. There was a parallel to the process of turning base metals 
into gold or silver in alchemy and that of turning base aspects of 
one’s psyche into something more divine. Thus, the philosopher’s 
stone came to symbolize the Self or Christ in the individuation 
process. Jung says, “the ‘spiritual’ or ‘ethereal’ (aethereus) philos-
opher’s stone is a precious vitrum sometimes described as mallea-
bile, which was often equated with the gold glass (aurum vitreum) 
of the heavenly Jerusalem (C. G. Jung, Psychology and Religion: 
West and East [CW 11], trans. R. F. C. Hull, Bollingen Foundation: 
Princeton University Press, 1969).

The Divine Child
James Brandenburg

Yeshua said:
An aged person will not hesitate to ask a seven-day-old 

infant about the Place of Life, and that person will live.
Many of the first will make themselves last, and they will 

become One.—Gospel of Thomas Logion 4

The Divine Child
born in Bethlehem
in a manger
resides in us
in the Place of Life

An aged man
hesitates not
to ask a seven-day-old infant 
about the Place of Life
and thus, he will live.

The aged man recalls
the beginnings of mankind 
where archaic man rests 
in old parts of the brain
and instead seeks the child

for true knowledge resides
in seeing anew
and remembering
innocent, Divine Child
the Place of Life.

The aged man dying
the first will be last and
he becomes One 
letting the Divine Child live
in the union of opposites.
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Essays

A Voyage to India
Mo H Saidi

Kolkata

Visiting India 
is an experi-
ence and not a 
vacation, for 
beneath the 
mountains of 
rubbish that 
pile up in ev-
ery city, town, 
and village lies 
an indescribable way of life measurable only by a standard dif-
ferent from that familiar to Americans. What we encountered in 
India from the outset is masses of people living in symbiotic co-
existence with nature and human by-products. Half-naked men 
cooking and selling chicken biryani on the sidewalks share the 
space with wandering sacred cows and stray dogs. Public urinals 
at traffic intersections are also commonplace not only in Kolkata 
but in other big cities, and actually everywhere else. However, 
after a few days of contemplation, we immersed ourselves in the 
crowd, ignoring the pollution, noise, and waves of people bath-
ing in the polluted Ganges River. After this journey, nothing that 
might be shocking in the West—like bathing in public on the 
sidewalks—seems extraordinary. 

It was seven in the morning when we arrived in the new Kol-
kata International Airport. After several hours of waiting, the tour 
agent found us guarding our luggage in Banyan Café. It was a 
long flight from New York, with stops in Abu Dhabi and New 
Delhi before we arrived in Kolkata. A comfortable van drove us 
through the slow morning traffic that was moving in the English-
style direction. The air was thick with smoke spewing from old 
but colorful heavily dented buses, wall-scratched taxis, small 
overloaded trucks, motorcycles, and tuk-tuks, in addition to bicy-
cles and man-powered rickshaws. All of these vehicles share the 
roads with masses of pedestrians who crisscross the heavy traffic 
in every direction. Honking horns and making noise are not only 
permitted, they are highly encouraged (after all, in Hinduism the 
world was created with a big bang). The uneven sidewalks are 
mostly occupied by vendors, forcing pedestrians to mix with the 
street traffic. The first shocking discovery we made is that al-
though India is the largest democracy in the world, with a popu-

lation of 1.2 bil-
lion, it seems 
unable to deal 
with its rubbish. 
Yet, here in India 
I’m floating in 
paradise. There 
is a sense of con-
tentment, secu-
rity, and freedom 
that I detect in the 
faces of people. 

After recover-

ing from the jet lag, I begin to visit historical places and read 
about Indian religious and political history, about Indian-English 
writers and the origin of yoga. I’m now used to the largest landfill 
on earth and surprised by the level of placidity among the Indian 
population. Like other adventure-seeking tourists, I intermingle 
with the flow of people and seek the clue to the meaning of life, 
Indian style. I ignore the garbage-filled roads, sacred cows, and 
playful monkeys (a few of my fellow travelers are cursing the 
vitriolic stench and smog) and contemplate these questions: How 
could 1.2 billion people with twenty-two languages, seven major 
religions (with many more minor ones), and huge youth popula-
tion live together democratically, almost peacefully? According 
to United Nations reports, the rate of homicide—the annual rate 
in 2012 was 2.8 per 100,000 people compared to 4.5 for the Unit-
ed States—as well as other major categories of crime in India has 
declined by as much as 70% during the last twenty years, while 
the population grew by an average rate of 1.7% annually.

One of the key factors unifying India is the English language. 
Under the influence of Thomas Babington Macaulay’s histori-
cal “Memorandum on (Indian) Education” and the discovery that 
Sanskrit is one the main branches of the Indo-European language 
family, the English Education Act by the Council of India was 
passed in Parliament in 1835. The act gave William Bentinck, 
Governor-General of British India, authority to reallocate funds 
from the East India Company for use in English education. For-
merly, the funds  
had supported tra-
ditional Muslim 
and Hindu educa-
tion and the pub-
lication of litera-
ture in the native 
learned tongues 
(Sanskrit and Ar-
abic); hencefor-
ward they were to 
support establish-
ments teaching a 
Western curricu-
lum with English as the language of instruction. Together with 
other measures promoting English as the language of adminis-
tration and of the higher law courts (replacing Persian), English 
eventually became one of the primary languages of India, rather 
than simply the native tongue of its foreign rulers. English also 
became a preferred language for Indian scholars and literati in 
which to produce and publish their work. Indian English litera-
ture now refers to the body of work by writers in India who write 
in the English language and whose native or co-native language 
could be one of the numerous languages of India. It is also as-
sociated with the works of members of the Indian diaspora, such 
as V. S. Naipaul, Kiran Desai, Jhumpa Lahiri, Agha Shahid Ali, 
Rohinton Mistry, Salman Rushdie, and Abe Verghese who are 
of Indian descent. The first prominent Indian author to write in 
English was Rabindranath Tagore (1861–1941.)

The first non-European to win the Nobel Prize in Literature in 
1913, Tagore introduced new prose and verse forms and the use 
of colloquial language into Bengali literature, thereby freeing it 
from traditional models based on classical Sanskrit. He was high-
ly influential in introducing the best of Indian culture to the West 
and vice versa, and he is generally regarded as the outstanding
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creative artist of the modern Indian 
subcontinent. From Bengal, Tagore 
wrote poetry as an eight-year-old. 
At age sixteen, under the pseud-
onym Bhānusiṃha (“Sun Lion”), 
he released his first substantial 
collection of poems, which were 
seized upon by literary authorities 
as long-lost classics. By 1877 he 
graduated to his first short stories 
and dramas, published under his 
real name. As a humanist, Univer-
salist internationalist, and strident 
nationalist, he denounced the Brit-
ish Raj and advocated indepen-
dence from Britain. As an exponent of the Bengal Renaissance, 
he advanced a vast canon that comprised paintings, sketches and 
doodles, hundreds of texts, and some two thousand songs; his 
legacy endures also in the institution he founded.

Here are two passages from Tagore’s poetry collection, The 
Gardenener (from www.poetryfoundation.org).

I Asked of Destiny
Rabindranath Tagore

I asked of Destiny, “Tell me who with relentless hand pushes me 
on?” 

Destiny told me to look behind.
I turned and saw my own self behind pushing forward the self 

in front.
 

Keep Me Fully Glad
Rabindranath Tagore

Keep me fully glad with nothing. Only take my hand in your 
hand.

In the gloom of the deepening night take up my heart and play 
with it as you list. Bind me close to you with nothing.

I will spread myself out at your feet and lie still. Under this 
clouded sky I will meet silence with silence. I will become 
one with the night clasping the earth in my breast.

Make my life glad with nothing.
The rains sweep the sky from end to end. Jasmines in the wet 

untamable wind revel in their own perfume. The cloud-hidden 
stars thrill in secret. Let me fill to the full my heart with noth-
ing but my own depth of joy.

Taj Mahal: The House of Love

After our stay in Kolkata, we flew to New Delhi International 
Airport and began our 
tour of northern India 
by bus. We drove for 
four hours through the 
narrow, congested road 
dotted with dangerous 
potholes and arrived 
in Agra to visit India’s 
most famous marble 

mausoleum, the Taj Mahal. The city of Agra became a significant 
place when Shah Akbar, the powerful Mughal ruler (1542-1605), 
built a large military base known as the Red Fort and made the 
city a political center for his kingdom, which included the en-
tire Indian sub-continent. More than a century later his grand-
son, the Mughal emperor 
Shah Jahan, distraught by 
the premature death of his 
most beloved wife, Mum-
taz Mahal, commissioned 
the construction of a white 
marble mausoleum on the 
bank of the Yamuna River 
several kilometers from 
the Red Fort. 

The Taj Mahal complex is believed to have been completed in 
its entirety in 1653 at a cost estimated at the time to be around 
32 million Indian rupees, which in 2015 would be valued at ap-
proximately $827 million. The construction project employed 
about 20,000 artisans under the guidance of a board of architects, 
including a few from Persia. The glowing domed marble tomb is 
part of an integrated complex consisting of gardens and two red-
sandstone mosques surrounded by a red sandstone wall on three 
sides. The Taj Mahal is regarded by many as the best example 
of Mughal architecture and is widely recognized as “the jewel 
of Muslim art in India.” It is one of the world’s most celebrat-
ed structures and a symbol of India’s rich history. Designated a 
UNESCO World Heritage Site in 1983, the Taj Mahal attracts 
some three million visitors a year. 

Ranthambore National Park

India’s Ranthambore National Park is best known for its large 
tiger population. One of the largest national parks in northern 
India with an area of 392 square km, Ranthambore is located ap-
proximately 110 km northeast of Kota and 160 km southeast of 
Jaipur, which has the nearest airport. As tourism and the popula-
tions of neighboring villages have increased, so has the number 
of fatal human-tiger interactions, including poaching. To address 
this problem, the Indian government started Project Tiger in 1973, 
allotting an area of 60 square miles in the park as a tiger sanctu-
ary which was later expanded 
to become what is now the 
Ranthambore National Park.

 In 2005, 26 tigers were living 
in the park, a number signifi-
cantly lower than the reserve’s 
recorded tiger population in 
1982, which stood at 44. Ac-
cording to non-government 
sources, there were 34 adult tigers in Ranthambore in 2008, and 
more than fourteen cubs, an increase resulting in large measure 
from sustained efforts by forest officials to curb poaching. Villag-
ers in the region were given incentives to stay out of the park, and 
surveillance cameras were also fitted across the reserve. The In-
dian government committed $150 million for these efforts, which 
succeeded in making Ranthambore eligible to participate in the 
Sariska Tiger Reserve relocation program. The first aerial reloca-
tion of a male tiger (Dara) from Ranthambore to Sariska was done 
on 28 June 2008 by Wing Commander Vimal Raj, using a MI-17
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helicopter. Unfortunately, this translocated tiger died of poison-
ing on 15 November 2010.

 Protecting the species remains a challenge, as pollution and 
human encroachment have caused Ranthambore’s tiger popula-
tion to decline over the past few years. Despite the watchful eyes 
of park officials, a tigress known as “Lady of the Lakes” was 
separated from her parents at a very young age as the result of 
poaching. Named Machli after the mark on her body that resem-
bles a fish, she later gave birth to three cubs, one dubbed Machli 
Junior. The father of Machli Junior died early from an unknown 
disease, as confirmed by forest officials. The world’s oldest ti-
gress at 17 years of age, Machli Sr. recently went missing, raising 
concern among park employees, as hunting is difficult at her old 
age. After 26 days, however, Machli was spotted and located, and 
her female offspring T19, the current queen tigress of Rantham-
bore, recently gave birth to four cubs, with three surviving. To 
see more about the park, visit youtu.be/jt5TJuWvdhs.

Concord Hymn
Ralph Waldo Emerson

Sung at the Completion of the Battle Monument, 
July 4, 1837

By the rude bridge that arched the flood,
Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled,

Here once the embattled farmers stood
And fired the shot heard round the world.

The foe long since in silence slept;
Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;

And Time the ruined bridge has swept
Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.

On this green bank, by this soft stream,
We set today a votive stone;

That memory may their deed redeem,
When, like our sires, our sons are gone.

Spirit, that made those heroes dare
To die, and leave their children free,

Bid Time and Nature gently spare
The shaft we raise to them and thee.

 

Mother Teresa Set for Canonization

Mother Teresa (1910-1997), 
born Anjezë Gonxhe Bojaxhiu 
in Skopje, Ottoman Empire 
(now the capital of the Re-
public of Macedonia), became 
known throughout the world 
for her work among the “poor-
est of the poor” in Kolkata, 
India. She founded the order 
of the Missionaries of Charity 
in 1950 and continued work-
ing among the poor until her 
death. Almost immediately 
following her death, Roman 
Catholic supporters called for her to be recognized as a saint. Ac-
cording to modern Catholic teaching, at least two miracles have 
to be attributed to someone before that person can be acknowl-
edged officially as a saint. Mother Teresa’s first miracle was veri-
fied by the church in 2002, and a second was recognized in 2015. 
Pope Francis has said he will officially designate her as a saint 
sometime in 2016. Mother Teresa won the Nobel Peace Prize for 
her work with the poor in 1979.

Agrasen Ki Baoli Stepwell, New Delhi, India

Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Rio

Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Rio is a gathering of writers 
and artists committed to the environment through contemplative, 
artistic, and activist response. They meet quarterly to share indi-
vidual work grounded in an eco-poetics and to develop collective 
projects. Other environmentally committed writers and artists 
are welcome to join. For more information, contact Mobi War-
ren (mobiwarren@gmail.com) or Jim LaVilla-Havelin (lavhav@
gmail.com). Members of Stone in the Stream will publish some 
of their poetry and other literary efforts, along with information 
on their work, in the pages of Voices de la Luna beginning with 
the May 2016 issue.
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Short Fiction

Desert Hope
Terri M. Tucker

“Benny, come on. Where are you?” 
Then he saw Benny suspended over the hole in the barren 

ground. Not crying. Not screaming. Just hanging.
“Let me go! You sons-a-bitches!”
What is that pile of brown? Old burlap feed sacks? Rusty’s 

screams scarred the quiet of the night.
Rusty stirred, stretching his body out from its scrunched “s” 

position. Trying to wake up, he slowly opened one eye. He 
glimpsed blurred sunspots kissing the dark paneling; his hand 
felt the coarse fabric under his body and stopped against a cold, 
metal cylinder . 

“What the hell?” he said, catching his hand in the bent armrest 
of the couch. For a split second, he focused as he tried to make 
sense of his predicament: his boots were across the room, he was 
dressed in blue boxer shorts, and a .38 caliber Smith & Wesson 
pistol rested against his left thigh. No other clothes were in sight.

Outside, Captain barked a people bark. Since Chuy started 
working at the ranch, his primos often came on the weekends. In 
the spring, notes of their Tejano music piggybacked the southeast 
breeze. Before noon, wafts of barbequed cabrito seasoned the 
music. 

 Grabbing his boots, holster, and pistol, Rusty staggered out the 
front door and across the porch. His head pounded. Typical, for a 
man suffering from a two-day drunk. That was if he had started 
on Friday, but he couldn’t remember Thursday, either. 

As he stared at the grove of oak trees, nothing appeared, un-
til his peripheral caught the blur of a red pickup, slowing at the 
mailbox. Shit! It was Monday. The mail lady, Donna Sutherland. 
Rusty grabbed a tow sack from the porch rail to shield his near 
naked body and tucked it in his waistband. Nervously, he stroked 
his tousled hair. 

“Morning, Donna, ” he punctuated his greeting with his impish 
smile.

“I hope the other guy looks better than you do.” 
Rusty looked. No sign of blood. Donna pointed to his right eye. 

As he felt it, he discovered a lemon-sized mound across his brow 
and half-opened eyelid. 

“Don’t ’member the other guy.” Rusty didn’t know what had 
happened last week, unless Chuy told him. 

“Rusty, if I can help, I’m here.” 
“No mam, I am fiiiiiiine!” 
She reminded him to vote for Leon Pierce on Tuesday in the 

heated county commissioner race. “Look at this mail. You hit the 
jackpot.”

“My lucky day—about time,” he said, turning his backside to 
the mail truck, but executing an immediate about face.

After she rounded the curve, he noticed the pistol grip peek 
over its holster, slapping below the waistband of his boxers. 

He drew his gun, fired it six times into the emptiness that sur-
rounded him. 

 ************
Early Tuesday morning he heard Chuy’s familiar, “You better? 

¿Trabaja, hoy? Come on, Señor Rusty. Work be good.”
“Chuy, it will be five years before I am better. What the hell 

are we doing?”
“Los borregos. The sheep. Jessie San Miguel. You go barn? 

Pronto, Señor Rusty?” Chuy parroted the same words. He hand-
ed Rusty a pair of Levis from atop the pile of semi-dirty clothes, 
stacked on the cedar chest. 

Lisa always said if they ever split up, she would leave the cedar 
chest, a family heirloom. On October 3, 1995, Lisa had left with 
one suitcase and a tote bag. Simply walked out of their house in 
Lobo Valley. An overstatement. Nothing in life is simple. Not in 
his life. 

The rest of Tuesday remained a blur. He milled around the 
shearing pen and watched San Miguel’s crew shear over 250 
head of Angoras.

The following weeks Rusty was a prisoner to his own terror. 
The newsreel from hell always produced the same painful im-
age: Benny’s sweet little face, surrounded by wisp-like clouds. 
The scene burned into his forehead, in the lobe that controlled 
memory. Maybe a shrink could zap it—perform a lobotomy. 

Rusty couldn’t explain what triggered these lapses, paralyzing 
him. He did not need a shrink to confirm the reality. He could see 
Benny—a speed-ball of a three-and-a-half-year-old, in his worn 
tennis shoes, wearing a navy golf cap, cockeyed over his naturally 
curly hair. Like that last day—May 1, 1992. If Rusty drank enough, 
the color images faded into the recesses of that gray matter.

Except for Chuy, no one bothered Rusty’s couch-bound state 
for the next three weeks. During the day he used old wool army 
blankets as shrouds, smothering the lifeline of sunlight stealing 
through the windows. 

 At night, he ripped the blankets off and tried, however futilely, 
to cover a small brown bundle he could see lying on the ground 
in the distance. There was a long cable attached to the bundle. 
Rusty could still hear the echo of his own screams as they pierced 
the desert silence. 

Rusty scored a path through the litter blocking the kitchen for 
another bottle of Jack Daniels. Then to the john for necessary re-
lief. His drinking spree had little competition. Twenty-four hours 
a day the 18-inch satellite dish provided background noise as he 
surfed through countless channels. The only other sound that reg-
istered was the crunch of traffic over the county road between 
Rocksprings and Sonora.

“Señor Rusty, Señor Rusty. Dinero. Voy a Rocksprings.” 
Chuy’s request crept along the shotgun hall into the kitchen, now 
littered with empty beer and beanie weenie cans. A platter, full 
of bacon, eggs, and flour tortillas was parked next to the couch. 
Serrano peppers and diced tomatoes iced the slab of fried eggs, 
like Christmas confetti. Chuy thought his “chilies” prescription 
could cure anything, from bronchitis to heartburn. But it didn’t 
touch three-week drunks. Or years of grief. Or guilt. 

“Señor Rusty. Dinero,” he blew the syllables into Rusty’s right 
ear. 

Rusty mumbled some nonsense about mañana. Chuy gave up 
and left. He knew Slim’s Stop N’ Save would let Chuy charge a 
few groceries. Then he’d get Buster Bradley to load the trailer 
with feed. 

By Rusty’s side for the last three years, Chuy knew Rusty’s cy-
cle of moods, especially the “mal grande” attacks. These marked 
the dark weeks. Patiently, Chuy rode shotgun and lined the living 
room with candles. With the Virgin of Guadalupe, El Cristo, and 
Mother Mary, Chuy played it safe and added rosary beads to the 
mountain of mail beside the couch. 

 

Voices de la Luna, 15 February 2016        33 



These icons were meant to evoke milagros, miracles. After his 
walk through the valley of stench and pain, Rusty would return to 
the ranch chores: working sheep and goats, repairing deer blinds, 
and hauling corn to the game feeders. 

  Before Lisa left, Rusty was withdrawn. She had begged, “You 
have to try. Put one foot in front of the other. Get back to work, 
Rusty.”

Every few days he had tried to start over. But he couldn’t think, 
couldn’t function. When he was supposed to pick up a seed delivery 
in town, he’d hitch the trailer and sit by the cross he had stabbed in 
the ground next to the well.

Finding him there at dusk, Lisa had said, “Rusty, get up.  You can’t 
stay here.”    

“I killed him. Lisa, he’s gone. Without Benny I’m dead, too.” She 
never answered. No response was a second death. A third death. A 
fourth death. And so on. Why keep counting? Dead was dead.

She had helped him to the house. The chasm deepened between 
them, almost as deep as that damn well. 

Now, Chuy was Rusty’s only link to reality. The fifths of liquor 
may have dulled the images of Benny, but they did not erase that 
newsreel. Each episode appeared stuck on pause. Rusty could see 
Benny hanging, suspended forever. 

 Before she left, Lisa had said, “I can’t live in your darkness, your 
pain. You are dead, but you have a pulse. I can’t even look at you.” 
So, she didn’t. 

Side by side, they continued to drag the other one down. Like dead 
weight. Drowning in pain, in memories, in guilt. Rusty didn’t blame 
her, but he knew Lisa blamed him. Even if she hadn’t said so. 

 The first year she had found a teaching job in Flower Mound and 
the next year in Greenville. Rusty knew she was running; hers just 
looked different from his slobbering and drinking. Her sister Mar-
lene lived north of Dallas, and she kept Rusty in the loop when there 
was any news.

Rusty knew about running. He, too, had left Lobo Valley. Since 
‘96, he continued to withdraw into the cover of the brush country of 
Edwards County.  

During the third week of Rusty’s sojourn, the distant cry of a var-
mint, maybe a coyote, pierced the silence. It was a signal. He grabbed 
clothes, bedroll, thermos, and the keys to the Expedition. Automati-
cally, he drove north on Hwy 55 and took IH-10 West at Sonora. He 
had tried to return to Lobo Valley before, but each trip ended in a 
three or four day stall in Ft. Stockton. The Longhorn Saloon and the 
Holiday Inn Express were easier to face than the memories. 

But this time, with the gas gauge on “F” and the clock display-
ing 3:13, he swore on Chuy’s prayer beads and Holy Ladies that he 
wouldn’t stop until he was west of Valentine. It would be too close to 
turn back. Man up, you coward. He owed Benny that much.   

At dawn, Rusty spied Sheffield, then Bakersfield. After the oil 
field bust of the 80s, these two defunct towns had returned to ghost 
town status. Leaving IH-10 at Ft. Stockton, Rusty ricocheted from 
one county road to another and angled toward Ft. Davis. The narrow 
roads, high altitude, and sharp memories assaulted him. 

Mid-morning, he sped through Valentine and hit the last stretch. 
Patches of summer grass spotted the terrain. Rusty remembered the 
droughts of the late 80s and early 90s when landowners waited sev-
en to ten years for a decent rain. Then, shades of rich chocolate and 
medium mocha frosted the land. Winds swirled violently, birthing an 
enemy, a Diablo, and moving colonies of tumbleweeds, covering the 
blacktop. During these dry spells, water became the envy and luxury 
for all landowners. It required a master of water witching to locate 

 

a spot deep enough for an irrigation well. Hard enough to live here, 
but it was physical and financial suicide without a drop of water.

Three miles from the turn-off, near the old Quonset hut, Rusty 
panicked: he was in Lobo Valley. Could he face the haunting of his 
days and terror of his nights? He had sworn on Chuy’s faith and the 
Holy Ladies. He owed Benny. How could he fail?

At the arched entrance to R.B. Parker Farm, Rusty caught a 
glimpse of the tile roof of the distant hacienda. Lisa had restored 
the rotted trim with cedar, replaced the faded linoleum with Saltillo 
tiles, and added an awning of woven ocotillo arbors over the center 
patio. Combining Southwest and Texas rustic, heavy furniture of 
pine nestled next to pieces of hard mesquite woods. Plush cushions, 
in deep reds of chilies, accented in vibrant blues and golds, reflected 
the palette of the Chihuahua Desert. 

Driven by a phantom force, Rusty drove straight to the site. He 
parked behind the maintenance shed. He saw the wooden cross he 
had erected in ’95, a simple tribute with crude lettering: “Benny—
Daddy’s Little Man.”

An eight- by twelve-foot concrete slab covered the treacherous 
well opening. Walking toward the slab, his breathing became la-
bored as tremendous pressure crushed his lungs. Once he had read 
that during grief the brain released a hormone that restricted breath-
ing. The symptoms could mimic those of a heart attack or a col-
lapsed lung. Rusty had experienced both conditions  

  Before ’92, his family had been happy in the valley. Parker Farm 
was a small operation until his dad acquired more acreage from 
bankruptcy sales. During the school term, Rusty served as “Mr. 
Mom” while Lisa taught Spanish in a nearby Van Horn school. Any 
time Rusty started the pickup, Benny begged, “Me go with you?” 

Today, Rusty sat on the edge of the slab and remembered May 1. 
They were celebrating the expansion: a new irrigation well, expand-
ed barn, and maintenance shed. A family affair, the women were at 
the main house, preparing the trimmings to go with the barbecue 
brisket. Mom promised Benny a batch of sugar cookies and the oth-
ers a peach cobbler. 

 Standing around a small campfire behind the shed, Rusty, his dad, 
his brothers, and his nephew were talking about the two new hydro 
tomato farms in Van Horn. Benny had insisted they build a camp-
fire and wanted to toast marshmallows. To stave the afternoon chill, 
they conceded. Both Rusty and his dad shooed Benny away from the 
blaze two or three times before he ran off and disappeared.

Minutes later, walking through the shed, they saw what appeared 
to be someone hanging over the new well. Benny? How could he 
have been up there?  He had been pestering everyone a few minutes 
earlier. Rusty couldn’t relive that frame. Eight years ago it tore more 
than his marriage apart—it had shattered the family. Nooo! He had 
to remember it frame by frame.  

He recalled every detail. Everyone ran. Cross-ties hovered over 
the twenty-inch casing of the new irrigation well, over 1,200 feet 
deep. Benny was holding on. His small hands seemed larger than 
his entire body. He dangled over the well. In unison, they screamed 
“BENNY!  BENN…”   

Rusty forced himself to watch as his little man, with maverick 
curls peeking from under his Calloway cap, looked and called, 
“Daddy.” Then, he let go. Benny had trusted him to catch him. 

All five men stretched prone over the edge of the well. Benny may 
have heard their voices echoing inside the casing, but his watery 
grave silenced them in seconds. His body, slowed only by the fric-
tion of the pipe, slipped into eternal darkness. The Chihuahua Desert 
coveted every drop of water, and Benny’s supple body had displaced
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little of the precious resource. 
Time had stopped. Shock routed each one. Within seconds, 

Rusty removed his boots and jeans, worked the ropes into a har-
ness, threaded them through the grill guard on the truck and or-
dered Sam and Marcus to hold him. All was futile; damn casing 
was only twenty inches across. His brothers held Rusty through 
his bout of flailing and fists flying, while his dad called for help. 
Restraining Rusty was easy. Quieting him was not. Nothing or no 
one could silence his screams.

Preston reached the house first. The women drove the Subur-
ban, unloaded and pulled more ropes to the edge of the well. All 
for naught. Lisa wandered like a zombie. 

Today, Rusty was as oblivious to his tear-soaked shirt and 
screams as he was eight years ago when he saw his “little man” 
slip away, just a few feet from his reach. Why Benny? Why? 
Why had he shooed Benny away from the campfire? He could 
have survived a burn. 

The rest of the day Rusty rummaged around every inch of the 
shed and house. Where had the emergency vehicles parked? 
About forty people responded: the Van Horn volunteer fire de-
partment, U.S. border patrol, the Culberson County task force, 
and the sheriff’s department, plus countless neighbors. 

Without a plan, they reached one consensus: the depth stymied 
all recovery efforts. No one uttered the word “rescue.” Sheriff 
Sam Reid called Travis Johns, a local well driller, and he agreed 
to bring his rig. 

Rusty refused to leave; his dad and Lisa kept him at a distance. 
Johns roughed him hard in a bear hug. Rusty saw the pain in his 
eyes, mixed with the horror to come. Johns mumbled, “I’ll get 
Benny.”

Using a grab hook, Johns threaded the steel cable through the 
eye and fed 750 feet from a huge spool on his drilling rig. The 
initial water level was at 700 feet. 

Silent, no one moved from the ringside circling the well. On 
the second try, Johns hooked Benny’s jeans and pulled him to the 
surface. A single mark scored his left cheek where the grab hook 
had grazed it on Johns’ first attempt. An officer covered Benny 
with a brown blanket. “Daddy’s little man,” now one with the 
terrain, melted into the layer of dark soil.

Unaware of time, Rusty jumped as a horned toad darted near 
his hand. He continued to trace each letter of his son’s name. 
Over the years, the West Texas dirt had coated the cross with a 
protective layer, but the paint was still visible. 

 Rusty recalled the first time Benny had pedaled “full-speed” 
ahead on his trike. His blue eyes gleamed with pride as he yelled, 
triumphantly, “Me do it.” Remembering brought a comforting 
smile, which lingered as Rusty slowly sipped coffee from his 
stainless steel thermos. 

Before the dusk stole the last glimpse of light, he sensed Ben-
ny, like Lisa years earlier, urging him to move on. He had Ben-
ny’s permission. Rusty’s tear-dampened fingertips bid goodbye 
to “Daddy’s Little Man.” 

Heading west on Highway 90, Rusty saw how the sunset paint-
ed the horizon in hues of yellow, pink, and gold, like the Septem-
ber desert—brushed with hope.

Reunion
Peter Holland

Rachel entered the dark stale entrance of the subway. The last 
bitter, cold drops of an unsatisfying day dribbled under her col-
lar and down her back. The end of another tempestuous day in a 
modern impersonal city. She had come to the city to escape the 
humiliating stares a jilted bride receives.

She relived the day her “beloved” groom showed up to their 
wedding rehearsal with the girl he dated in high school. The girl-
friend was now a big-city star, a cheerleader with a pro football 
team. She had come back to reclaim her hunk of man meat. Ra-
chel was the bookish smart choice, and he chose the cheerleader. 
He chose the body and the free passes to every home game. His 
football paradise ended in less than two years, when she moved 
her new hunk into their (her) condo.

It took Rachel six months to finish her degree at the junior col-
lege and to have enough marketable skills to enter the job world. 
She was making a new, if anonymous, life in the big city. After 
her first year alone in the city, though, she thought, “This is too 
much, I want out!” So she went home for Thanksgiving. One trip 
with her mother to get last-minute supplies at the supermarket 
and she was cured of ever wanting to go home again. She hated 
small-town America. She had had enough of other people’s pity.

Her life might not be filled with romance or adventure, but it 
was a full life. There were a multitude of cultural offerings: sym-
phony, opera, theater, art, and sculpture. Hell, they had poetry in 
the park near her brownstone every Sunday from April to Octo-
ber. Over the last two years she had grown urbane. One of her 
mother’s friends called her snobbish, but she didn’t care. The 
city was her home now, her old home town nothing more than a 
sour memory.

Rachel pushed through the turnstile and queued up on the plat-
form. Her train would be along any moment, then a five-minute 
ride to her station and she was two blocks from home. The nasty 
day had her in an indulgent mood, so she planned a comfy night 
of wine, cheese, and fruit, watching PBS—all after a long, deca-
dent soak in a warm bath enriched with spa salts.

A face caught Rachel’s eye. Well, she thought she saw some-
thing. The train arrived. All was bustle and activity. She found a 
seat beside a grandmotherly woman from west Africa wearing a 
voluminous and colorful outfit. The older woman gave Rachel a 
warm and pleasant smile, which Rachel returned. There it was 
again, a funny feeling of recognition. Rachel scanned the car.

At the extreme far end sat a young lady about the same age 
as Rachel. The other girl was similar in build, a touch shorter, 
and her mousy hair was styled in a cute pixie cut. The other girl 
looked intently at her hands. Rachel knew the look. The other girl 
was so out of her element, valiantly attempting not to be scared 
out of her mind. She remembered looking like the other girl a 
couple of years ago. Rachel decided to speak to the young lady 
before she got off the train.

The girl reminded Rachel of her one lesbian fling. In the spring 
of her sophomore year she befriended a timid girl new to the 
school. Grace was not an easy person to make friends with, very 
timid and standoffish. They had been made lab partners just be-
fore spring break. Since they had to work together, Grace decided 
to let Rachel in, somewhat. As spring renewed the world, the 
two young women became friends, good friends. They went ev-
erywhere together and shared similar interests in art and poetry.
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Rachel remembered one night in early June, when Grace was 
at Rachel’s for a sleepover. Two young bodies in tee shirts and 
panties cuddled in the dark, and the kiss that happened was not 
unexpected. The two became lovers. The few who knew cared 
very little. Rachel’s mother, who found them naked in the morn-
ing, was extremely cool about the whole thing; she never yelled 
or batted an eye. Grace’s dad, whom they told, took the lovers on 
dates to concerts, dinners, movies, and once into town for Sum-
mer Stock in the Park: they saw The Matchmaker. They shared 
a summer of joy. But in October Grace’s mom, an army nurse, 
was transferred. Grace went off to Florida, a whole country apart. 
There were tears, lots of tears. Promises were made by two fool-
ish young people, promises which faded with time. But now, was 
this a second chance at happiness?

The young lady looked up. Rachel was sure it was Grace. Ra-
chel smiled at Grace, who smiled back. Grace began to get up 
when the train shuddered, then pitched. Farther ahead a wheel 
bearing failed. The entire train jumped about inside the dark tun-
nel. The screams of the injured and dying were heard after the 
cacophony of ripping and crashing steel faded. In the twisted 
wreckage, Rachel was found to have crawled toward the impaled 
body of Grace before they both bled out.

Henrietta Esparza
Bryan Grafton

Jim Bowie was a good friend of mine. We served together at 
the Alamo and he saved my hide once, but not at the Alamo.

I was about ten then, then being in the summer of 1835 before 
the siege of the Alamo that winter. We all lived in San Antonio at 
that time, that is my parents and family and Jim Bowie and his. 
I liked to play along the river that ran through the town. When 
I was young, I was somewhat awkward and for some unknown 
reason my attraction to water always seemed to literally pull me 
in. Well on this particular day I, somehow, through no fault of 
my own of course, just happened to fall in the river three times 
in one day.

The first time was no problem. I went home and told my moth-
er what happened,. She understood, smiled, gave me a dry set of 
clothes, and sent me on my way. The second time I could tell she 
was somewhat perturbed and warned me that was my second and 
last set of clothing, as the rest were all dirty and in the process 
of being washed. She gave me one of those motherly scowls that 
said now that’s enough, you better not let this happen again or 
there will be consequences. Consequences I was better off not 
knowing.

Well the inevitable third time happened. If I went home, my 
mother would skin me alive, so I took off my clothes and hung 
them on the low-hanging tree branches, hoping that they would 
dry out quickly, very quickly. I was hiding in the scrub brush 
when along came Jim.

Jim knew instinctively that I was hiding there but didn’t call me 
out right away. Instead he let me know that he knew in his own 
inimitable way. “Well,” he said to no one in particular, “Look 
what I’ve found here. Somebody must have lost their clothes. 
Guess I should gather them up and see if I can find out who they 
belong to.”

That was all it took. I stuck my face out from my hiding place 
and hollered, “Wait!”

“Well young man, you naked as a jaybird. These your clothes? 
Come out here.”

“Yes, they’re mine, I have to wait for them to dry. This is the 
third time that I’ve fallen in today and I can’t go home wet like 
this, my mother will skin me alive. You know how she is,” I an-
swered, still unexposed.

“Old Jim Bowie has been in tighter scrapes than this one that 
you’ve got yourself into. Put on your clothes and come along 
with me. I was going to see your father anyway. Let me handle 
your mother. Just follow my lead, and I’ll get you out of this 
scrape,” he ordered tossing me my duds.

Well if anyone had a chance going mano y mano with my 
mother, I figured that it was Jim Bowie. So I took my chances 
and we left.

“Mrs. Esparza,” began Jim Bowie standing at the door of my 
home, “let me explain about your son here,” pointing to me, the 
drowned rat.

My mother’s eyes burned holes in mine. She glared at Jim. She 
was infuriated and I was doomed.

Jim hesitated. I couldn’t believe it. The great Jim Bowie was 
intimidated by my mother. “Uh, you see ma’am, I uh, well I was 
on my way over here to see your husband and down by the river 
I, uh, was in such a hurry that I wasn’t watching where I was go-
ing and ran into your son and knocked him into the river.”

“He doesn’t have any more clean dry clothes!” she snapped. 
“I was going to suggest that he wear a dress of his sister’s until 

his clothes got dry. She’s a little older than him and they should 
fit.” 

I could see the wheels turn in my mother’s mind before she 
responded. “That is an excellent idea, Señor Bowie. He can go 
around in a dress the rest of the day. I’m sure he will have fun 
playing with his friends dressed like that. Go! Put on a dress and 
let Señor Bowie and me see it. Go! Now!”

I looked at Jim with a desperate plea in my eyes. He gave me a 
scowl, raised his eyes, and shot me darts. He said he’d get me out 
of it, but I didn’t expect this way.

What choice did I have? I left scared of both of them.
“What do you want to speak to my husband about? War, inde-

pendence, or fighting Santa Ana? You already know he is sym-
pathetic to your cause, which can lead to nothing but trouble for 
all of us.”

But before she could rant any further, I was back in the room, 
literally dressed for the occasion, standing before them. My 
mother glared and looked at me, then suddenly broke out with a 
smile and spit out a laugh she couldn’t hold back. She came over 
to me, dropped to her knees, grabbed me and hugged me smiling 
and laughing all the while. It was the best hug ever.

Jim Bowie kept his distance behind my mother, winked at me 
and gave two thumbs up. He had gotten me out of it just as he 
said.

“Oh Enrique,” was all my mother could say.
“Enriqueta,” as Jim Bowie called me that day. 
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 The Monkey and the Crocodile
A Jataka Tale of the Buddha in a Former Life

Translated by Ellen C. Babbit

PART I

A Monkey lived in a great tree on a river bank. In the river there 
were many Crocodiles. A Crocodile watched the Monkeys for a 
long time, and one day she said to her son: “My son, get one of 
those Monkeys for me. I want the heart of a Monkey to eat.”

“How am I to catch a Monkey?” asked the little Crocodile. “I 
do not travel on land, and the Monkey does not go into the water.”

“Put your wits to work, and you’ll find a way,” said the mother.
And the little Crocodile thought and thought.
At last he said to himself: “I know what I’ll do. I’ll get that 

Monkey that lives in a big tree on the river bank. He wishes to go 
across the river to the island where the fruit is so ripe.”

So the Crocodile swam to the tree where the Monkey lived. But 
he was a stupid Crocodile.

“Oh, Monkey,” he called, “come with me over to the island 
where the fruit is so ripe.”

“How can I go with you?” asked the Monkey. “I do not swim.”
“No—but I do. I will take you over on my back,” said the Croc-

odile.
The Monkey was greedy, and wanted the ripe fruit, so he 

jumped down on the Crocodile’s back.
“Off we go!” said the Crocodile.
“This is a fine ride you are giving me!” said the Monkey.
“Do you think so? Well, how do you like this?” asked the Croc-

odile, diving.
“Oh, don’t!” cried the Monkey, as he went under the water. He 

was afraid to let go, and he did not know what to do under the 
water.

When the Crocodile came up, the Monkey sputtered and choked. 
“Why did you take me under water, Crocodile?” he asked.

“I am going to kill you by keeping you under water,” answered 
the Crocodile. “My mother wants Monkey-heart to eat, and I’m 
going to take yours to her.”

“I wish you had told me you wanted my heart,” said the Mon-
key, “then I might have brought it with me.”

“How queer!” said the stupid Crocodile. “Do you mean to say 
that you left your heart back there in the tree?”

“That is what I mean,” said the Monkey. “If you want my heart, 
we must go back to the tree and get it. But we are so near the 
island where the ripe fruit is, please take me there first.”

“No, Monkey,” said the Crocodile, “I’ll take you straight back 
to your tree. Never mind the ripe fruit. Get your heart and bring it 
to me at once. Then we’ll see about going to the island.”

“Very well,” said the Monkey.
But no sooner had he jumped onto the bank of the river than--

whisk! up he ran into the tree.
From the topmost branches he called down to the Crocodile in 

the water below:
“My heart is way up here! If you want it, come for it, come 

for it!”

PART II

The Monkey soon moved away from that tree. He wanted to 
get away from the Crocodile, so that he might live in peace. But 

 

the Crocodile found him, far down the river, living in another 
tree. In the middle of the river was an island covered with fruit-
trees. Half-way between the bank of the river and the island, a 
large rock rose out of the water. The Monkey could jump to the 
rock, and then to the island. 

The Crocodile watched the Monkey crossing from the bank of 
the river to the rock, and then to the island. He thought to himself, 
“The Monkey will stay on the island all day, and I’ll catch him on 
his way home at night.”

The Monkey had a fine feast, while the Crocodile swam about, 
watching him all day. Toward night the Crocodile crawled out of 
the water and lay on the rock, perfectly still.

When it grew dark among the trees, the Monkey started for 
home. He ran down to the river bank, and there he stopped.

“What is the matter with the rock?” the Monkey thought to 
himself. “I never saw it so high before. The Crocodile is lying 
on it!”

But he went to the edge of the water and called: “Hello, Rock!”
No answer.
Then he called again: “Hello, Rock!”
Three times the Monkey called, and then he said: “Why is it, 

Friend Rock, that you do not answer me to-night?”
“Oh,” said the stupid Crocodile to himself, “the rock answers 

the Monkey at night. I’ll have to answer for the rock this time.”
So he answered: “Yes, Monkey! What is it?”
The Monkey laughed, and said: “Oh, it’s you, Crocodile, is it?”
“Yes,” said the Crocodile. “I am waiting here for you. I am go-

ing to eat you.”
“You have caught me in a trap this time,” said the Monkey. 

“There is no other way for me to go home. Open your mouth 
wide so I can jump right into it.”

Now the Monkey well knew that when Crocodiles open their 
mouths wide, they shut their eyes. While the Crocodile lay on the 
rock with his mouth wide open and his eyes shut, the Monkey 
jumped. But not into his mouth! Oh, no! He landed on the top of 
the Crocodile’s head, and then sprang quickly to the bank. Up he 
whisked into his tree.

When the Crocodile saw the trick the Monkey had played on 
him, he said: “Monkey, you have great cunning. You know no 
fear. I’ll let you alone after this.”

“Thank you, Crocodile, but I shall be on the watch for you just 
the same,” said the Monkey.

Stepwell in Hampi, Karnataka, India
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The Marchers: A Novel
Mo H Saidi

BOOK TWO: The Flood
continued from previous issue

Bahram replied, “We are in a much better 
position than the Mojaheddin. We are pre-
pared. Many of our members have already 
gone underground in anticipation of the gov-
ernment’s move against us.” 

Morteza was getting more nervous by the 
minute. He got up and quickly hid the empty 
bottle of wine behind the large rice container 
in the pantry. “The Revolutionary Guards 
may ambush us any time,” he explained. “They may knock at 
our door tonight.” 

After dinner, the three climbed up into the attic to inspect the 
hideout they had prepared. One entered through a small niche 
behind a cabinet in the pantry. Containers of water, plastic bags, 
and crackers were hidden in various places. A pile of lumber and 
some dusty old rugs were scattered on the floor of the attic to 
disguise the area. 

Bahram asked Morteza, “What do you think about our secret 
place?” 

“I hope you will never have to use it,” he replied. “But why 
don’t you add a journal, a notebook, and a few pens so whoever 
hides up there can write a diary?” 

When they returned to the living room, Bahram put one of the 
Mozart piano concertos on the stereo. “Let’s listen to something 
beautiful. It will take our minds off the present.” 

The allegro had just begun when they heard a hard knock on 
the entrance door. The knocking was repeated and turned into a 
violent banging. Bahram whispered to Shirin to climb into the 
hideout. Bahram pushed the cabinet back against the wall and 
walked toward the front door, but before he could open it, it was 
smashed open. Three Revolutionary Guards with machine guns 
hanging from their shoulders, their handguns ready to fire, rushed 
into the small hall that divided the living room from the kitchen. 

The tall, chubby Revolutionary Guard who seemed to be the 
leader pushed Bahram against the wall and held a gun to his chin. 

“Are you Bahram?” 
“Yes. What do you want?” 
“Who is the other guy?” 
“My name is Morteza. I am a professor of chemistry at Tehran 

University.” The questioner ordered his companions to search the 
residence. “Look for guns, anti-Islamic publications, any proof 
of subversion! Start with the living room! Check the papers on 
top of the radio, pull all the books from the shelves, and see if 
you can find anything.” 

They had brought large black plastic bags and proceeded to fill 
them with anything even remotely suspicious. They took clas-
sical music LPs, novels, philosophy books, and they even took 
Webster’s English Dictionary, which Bahram had received as 
a high school graduation award. And of course, they found the 
empty wine bottle. 

“Guilty as charged!” 
One of the guards tied Bahram’s hands behind his back and 

blindfolded him with a black scarf. The other one shoved Morte-
za onto the sofa with the butt of his machine gun. 

“You better shut up, professor. Sit down and don’t move.” 

 
Morteza was shocked. He could not believe his eyes. The Rev-

olutionary Guards kicked furniture, tore pillows apart in a search 
for incriminating evidence. In less than fifteen minutes, they had 
ransacked the whole apartment. The chubby leader ordered his 
minions to take Bahram to the armored truck outside. Then he 
dialed headquarters from the living room and asked for his com-
mander. 

After a minute’s wait he bellowed, “Yes, sir. We did, but we 
didn’t find any guns or address books.” 

He paused and appeared to listen. Then he spoke again. 
“Are we at the right place?” Again he waited for the re-

sponse. “Yes, name and address are correct but….” He stopped 
and listened again. “Yes, there is a professor of chemistry here 
but not the guy’s wife.” He repeated louder, “No, there is no 
one else here.” Again he repeated, “Are you sure we are in the 
right place?” After a while he muttered, “Fine.We are leaving. Of 
course, we are arresting the guy. Hello! What should we do with 
this professor?” He looked at Morteza with annoyance. “Yeah, 
the professor. The subject’s brother-in-law? Fine.” 

He put down the receiver and looked at Morteza with displea-
sure. “You are spared this time. Now be a good boy, and don’t 
make a scene after we leave. And for sure don’t call anybody 
tonight. We have more work to do. Heed my words. Otherwise, 
you will be our next catch.” 

He slammed the damaged door behind him and tramped down 
the stairs.

************
Cyrus looked at Shirin and wondered, “How long did you stay 

in that attic?” 
“All night. Morteza climbed up a few hours after midnight and 

brought me water.” Shirin said.
“But what about Bahram—what happened to him?”
“It’s a long story, and I know only a small piece of it. I’ll tell 

you later.” The humming of the engines was like a lullaby to Shi-
rin’s tired ears. She looked exhausted and fell into a deep slum-
ber, her head leaning against the side of the headrest. Cyrus was 
glad she felt calm enough to sleep. His mind was churning with 
the stories he had just heard. He was agitated, and sleep was out 
of the question for him, so he pulled a novel from his bag and 
began reading.

After a while, the plane entered unstable weather. The pilot 
illuminated the seat belt sign. A flight attendant woke up Shirin 
and helped her fasten her seat belt. The plane was buckling and 
shaking. Eventually, the turbulence awakened Shirin completely.

Cyrus noticed her uneasiness and assured her, “This instability 
should pass quickly. Take a deep breath and listen to some good 
music.” Sure enough, the weather became calm again. Now fully 
alert, Shirin asked for a cup of tea. The flight attendant brought it 
but asked her to drink fast. They were about to land.

Over sips of fragrant tea, Shirin told Cyrus, “I’m nervous about 
Bahram’s fate. While I was in hiding, I feared for my own life, 
but now I’m worried about Bahram.”

Chapter Thirty
Cyrus and Shirin Arrived at Frankfurt Airport

Cyrus and Shirin arrived at Frankfurt Airport, picked up their 
luggage, and passed through customs without a delay. An Iranian 
man in his late twentieswho stood in the crowd waiting for the 
passengers outside the customs area waved as soon as he saw 
Shirin. He rushed to the end of the barrier and embraced her.
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“Wow, you made it!” He burst into a relieved laugh. “It’s a 
miracle that you got out of that hell-hole in one piece. How did 
you manage it?” Shirin gestured toward Cyrus. “This doctor is 
my savior. He placed himself in serious danger to rescue me.” 
Then she collected herself. “Sorry, I should introduce you to each 
other. This is Kambiz, one of our dearest friends.”

Kambiz smiled and shook Cyrus’ hand. “I am deeply grateful 
to you. I can’t wait to hear the whole story from both of you.”

“But first I need to know about Bahram, then we will tell you 
our story,” Shirin quickly replied.

Kambiz turned somber.
“Has he been captured again?” Shirin asked with a gasp in her 

voice. “Last I heard from our contacts, he was in the Kurdish 
area working his way toward the Turkish border. There are four 
of them, but unfortunately their escape has been detected by the 
Revolutionary Guards, and they are now chasing them. I don’t 
know if he has made it.”

“How will you know if he has crossed the border safely?” Shi-
rin asked.

“Our friends will call me from a Kurdish village inside Turkey. 
I hope by the time we get to my place, we’ll have good news 
about Bahram.”

Cyrus looked at Shirin. “Well, Shirin, I am glad you are safe. 
Right now, I better go to the counter and check on my flight to 
Texas.”

He was about to leave when Shirin stopped him. “Stay a day 
with us. You have been so kind to me. You deserve a pause, a day 
of rest here before you return home.”

“Thanks, you are kind, but I need to get back to work and 
my family. I have been away longer and have seen more than I 
planned in the last few weeks.”

Shirin laughed. “I hate to be selfish, but I am glad the Revolu-
tionary Guards prevented your first attempt to leave Tehran. It all 
worked out for the best, at least to my benefit.”

Cyrus had to smile at that, but Kambiz looked puzzled. He 
would find out soon enough that it was Cyrus’s forcibly delayed 
departure that had created the opportunity for Shirin to escape us-
ing the passport of Cyrus’s mother. Cyrus asked Shirin and Kam-
biz to wait for him in the airport café while he secured his seat on 
the next flight to Texas. He went to the airline counter and joined 
a long queue checking in. The next flight was leaving Frankfurt 
in five hours.

“I am sorry sir, but the flight is booked solid. Since you gave up 
your reserved seat last week, you lost your priority seating,” the 
agent said apologetically.

Cyrus explained the reason for the delay, adding, “It was to-
tally out of my control. I really need a seat on the flight to Texas 
today.”

The employee left to discuss the problem with her supervisor. 
After a few minutes she returned and told Cyrus how sorry they 
were for his troubles in Tehran.

“Of course we will get you back to Texas. However, this is our 
peak season, and the next available seat is in four days. I really 
apologize, but that is the best we can do for you right now.”

“Can I get on the standby list?”
“Well, you could check with me an hour before today’s depar-

ture in case we have a last-minute cancellation.”
“What are my chances of getting on the flight?”
“Pretty low. But you never know. At any rate, let me confirm 

your seat on the flight in four days.” 
Cyrus reluctantly accepted a new ticket and boarding pass.
“Don’t forget to check with me in a few hours, sir. You never 

know.”
************

It was late at night in Texas when his wife picked up the phone.
“Is that really you?” Emily’s voice was tremulous.
“My love! I just arrived here in Frankfurt, and I’m sorry to call 

you so late, but I just had to talk to you.”
“My darling! It’s never late for you. I have been waiting for 

your call every night. I am so happy to hear your voice. Are you 
well?”

“I finally got out of Tehran in one piece, but what a problem 
that was….” 

“I believe it. Are you really all right? Are you really in Frank-
furt now? Oh God, you cannot imagine how worried I was. When 
are you coming home?” Cyrus explained about the overbooked 
flights.

“Four days. That’s so long.” She paused for a moment and then 
suggested, “Why don’t you use the time to visit my brother in 
Bamberg? But try to rest, get a good room with a comfortable 
bed, and catch up on your sleep. Perhaps see a performance at 
the Frankfurt Opera.”

Cyrus was pleased to hear his wife’s voice was turning cheerful 
and calm again. He felt a deep longing for her, a warmth spread-
ing through his chest, his body. He always was at peace when she 
was around. She gave order and rhythm to his life. A good cook, 
sweet talker, and insatiable reader, she was a delight in any social 
setting. He deeply missed being next to her, seeing her fair face, 
touching her hair.

“I am so glad to hear your lovely voice. I missed you very 
much,” Cyrus said.

“Tell me, my love, how was Tehran? What really happened to 
you there?”

“It wasn’t anything serious, just a bureaucratic mishap. I’ll tell 
you all about it when I am back home with you.”

“Are you saying your brother didn’t have appendicitis after 
all?”

Cyrus was surprised by her question, till he suddenly realized 
that somebody must have invented this excuse for his delayed 
departure from Tehran.

“Yes! Yes, he is fine.”
“Call me from the hotel, okay?”

************
Shirin and Kambiz were deep in conversation when Cyrus 

joined them at the airport café. They were nibbling fresh crois-
sants with butter and honey and sipping coffee. Cyrus settled in 
his seat and ordered a cafè latte.

Shirin was pressing Kambiz for more details about Bahram.
With a look at Shirin, Kambiz asked, “Are you ready for the 

whole story?” Then he turned to Cyrus. “Do you have the time 
to listen to it all?”

“Yes, I’m in no hurry. I couldn’t get a seat for today’s flight. 
I’ll be leaving in a few days, and I’m really interested to know 
more.”

“First of all, are you sure Bahram is alive?” begged Shirin.
“Yes. The last message came early this morning from our 

friends in the Kurdish village. He is alive, and he and the other 
guys are near the Turkish border and trying to get out of Iran.”

“What happened to him in prison?” Shirin asked. “How did he 
get out, and why do they want to capture him again?”
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“Shirin, it is not an easy story to tell nor to hear, but here it is:”
Shortly after midnight the armored truck of the Revolutionary 

Guards holding Bahram and the other captives from that night’s 
raids through various residential areas entered Evin Prison. The 
prisoners were ordered to line up beside the trucks. They hud-
dled next to each other in the dimly illuminated prison yard, still 
blindfolded. A voice told them to stand in line by putting their 
hands over the shoulders of a prisoner in front of them. Bahram, 
who was at the front of the line, felt a rough hand pulling his belt, 
and he followed. They shuffled along like so many blind beggars. 
The sound of their steps changed as they walked through several 
buildings and open spaces and finally along a narrow hallway.

Evin Prison had been built during the Shah’s reign to hold the 
most ardent political opponents of his regime. Although Ayatol-
lah Khomeini’s regime had built many other prisons for the po-
litical prisoners his regime amassed, Evin Prison remained the 
Islamic government’s favorite place to imprison intellectuals, 
writers, and other well-educated opponents. The prison was ex-
panded, and several nondescript concrete buildings were added 
shortly after the Revolution. Each concrete building had a wide 
steel door that opened into a square hall. A staircase at the end 
of each main hall led to the basement. The chambers in the base-
ment were mainly used for storage, except for the basement of 
the first building, which housed the torture chambers. Halls were 
plain concrete spaces without windows. From each main hall, 
single-pane metal doors opened into three long corridors, which 
housed prison cells on each side. The cells were about two by 
three yards, and near the ceiling each cell had a small window 
blocked with iron bars. At the end of each corridor were rest-
rooms and showers for the prisoners.

The most notorious hallway was the first corridor in the first 
building, fifty yards long and three yards wide. Each building 
had two small administrative offices in the entrance hall on both 
sides, just inside the main doors. The staircase in this section led 
into a basement with four dark, humid torture chambers, each 
about five by six yards, with bare concrete floors and no win-
dows. Naked ceiling lights illuminated steel cots, ancient metal 
and modern electric instruments of torture. Floors and walls were 
stained with congealed flesh and clotted blood. The rooms held 
onto the dank smell of agony. The cells in this building were used 
for the most prominent political prisoners, who were subjected to 
brutal torture.

It was commonly believed that the Shah had occasionally vis-
ited this area to observe the torture of some of his most ardent op-
ponents. The Islamic Revolution inherited this facility, expanded 
it, and added even more horrific instruments of torture imported 
from North Korea, China, and the Soviet Union.

Bahram was pushed into this section. The other captives of that 
night were taken to the next building. He was dragged into the 
hall and told to stay still while a steel door creaked open. Then 
he was shoved into a narrow corridor, his eyes still blindfolded.

“Sit down! Your cell is not ready yet. You wait here till we have 
room for you!” The Revolutionary Guard continued in his harsh 
voice, “Remember, your cell is number five in corridor three of 
building one. So one, three, and five are the first three digits of 
your ID, the last digit will be determined when we get you into 
the cell. You will only be called by that number, whenever we 
need to take you somewhere. Memorize your number!”

Bahram had heard reports about the notorious corridor three of 
building one in Evin Prison. And now here he was, right in the   

center of hell. He and his friends had known victims of torture 
from this section. Agents of the Shah had tortured some of their 
comrades to death here. And now the mullahs had revived this 
horrible tradition, even upgraded the practice and techniques of 
torture, and killed a huge number of political prisoners. In the 
short four years since they occupied the pillars of power, they had 
managed to outpace the previous regime many times over in the 
number of their torture victims.

“Get along. You stay in this place until your spot inside be-
comes available.”

The Revolutionary Guard tripped Bahram with his boot and 
then kicked his legs against the concrete wall. “Don’t move un-
less a guard orders you to do so. There is running water in the 
restroom. I’m Mustafa. Call me if you need to go to the head. 
All prisoners must observe their religious duties here. Pray when 
the muezzin calls for prayer. Perform your ablutions three times 
a day for namaz, and wash your ass with water when you shit.”

Bahram kept silent. The guard didn’t like his lack of response. 
“We enforce our regulations with brute force, so be a good guest 
and enjoy this hotel!”

Bahram sat on the concrete floor and leaned his back against 
the wall as he was told. He was exhausted, thirsty, and cold. He 
heard guards order other prisoners around. He stayed blindfolded 
on the hallway floor for several days. Someone gave him a blan-
ket and a cup. They brought bread, rice, and a watery stew twice 
daily, and tea, cheese, and bread every morning. They would drag 
him to the toilet when he called Mustafa, and they allowed him 
to wash his face, hands, and feet three times a day, but they al-
ways got angry at him because he wouldn’t perform the namaz. 
He received a few kicks for his attitude, but otherwise they left 
him alone. Every morning the Revolutionary Guards called a few 
prisoners from their cells and took them for interrogation. Sev-
eral hours later they brought them back and took other prisoners 
away. Every evening Mustafa announced the vacancies and re-
stocked the cells with prisoners waiting in the corridor.

For several days Bahram remained in the hallway, while guards 
and prisoners tripped over him on their way to the restrooms or to 
interrogation. On the fourth day, Mustafa called him.

“You are in luck today, number 1-3-5. This morning, we lost 
one of the prisoners in your cell, and now there is room for you.”

The guard unlocked the steel door and told Bahram, “Get up. I 
am opening the door.”

Bahram fought the painful numbness in his legs and his stiff 
back, scrambled along the wall, and stood up. The guard pushed 
him into the cell.

“Take off your blindfold and enjoy your room. Make yourself 
at home! You are now prisoner 1358!”

The steel door slammed shut. Bahram took off his blindfold. 
The dim light of a single bulb in the ceiling illuminated the small 
cell. Seven prisoners, most of them tightly pressed against one 
another were looking at him with dread. Their legs were stretched 
out and pressed against each other, but their bodies leaned against 
the cell wall. Bahram found a narrow space between two pris- 
oners, squeezed himself in, and lay down with his feet stretching 
toward the center of the cell.

The prisoner next to him greeted him with a bleak grimace. 
“Welcome to hell.”

Bahram didn’t reply. He did not recognize any of the other pris-
oners, but his neighbor continued, almost chattily.

“My name is Kambiz. What is yours?”
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Bahram ignored the man. His thoughts returned to the fateful 
night when the Revolutionary Guards raided his house and ar-
rested him. He longed for Shirin. Did she get away, or was she 
caught, too? The other prisoners also seemed absorbed in their 
thoughts.

Only Kambiz spoke. “I don’t mind dying, but the process of 
dying is what I hate,” he said. “One of these days I’ll hang myself 
in the toilet.”

The next morning, an armed guard called Bahram. “Hey, Mr. 
1358, it’s your turn!”

Bahram struggled to get up.
The guard shouted at him, “Cover your eyes whenever you leave 

your cell.” He was taken to an office and questioned for about two 
hours. Not being able to see his interrogators increased Bahram’s 
sense of disorientation. Their questions were only about his personal 
life. He was told he was getting registered at Evin Prison. The man 
asked about his job, his income, and finally about his wife.

“Where does your wife work?”
“She is unemployed.”
“Where was she on the night you were arrested?”
Bahram suddenly realized that she had not been arrested that 

night. He was relieved. The Revolutionary Guard repeated the 
question, this time louder.

“I don’t know,” said Bahram.
“Are you her husband, or only a wimp?”

************
The daily prison rations came in a tin tray placed inside the 

door of each cell. One cellmate was assigned to distribute the ra-
tions. Each prisoner received a piece of bread, some feta cheese, 
and a mug of tea for breakfast. For lunch and dinner, a small bowl 
of white rice covered with vegetable stew, and a piece of onion 
and a stick of carrot complemented the bread and water. Once a 
week a piece of cooked ground meat was added to their lunch.

The prisoners in the cell treated each other with mistrust. They 
seldom talked to each other, and no one greeted Bahram upon his 
return to the cell. They all feared a cellmate would turn into an in-
former and accuse others under torture or threat of execution. They 
were silent most of the time. They were isolated in their cell and 
cut off from the outside world. They had nothing to read. Every 
day the Revolutionary Guards came to take one or two prisoners 
from the cell for interrogation. The fortunate ones came back with 
bruises. Sometimes a prisoner failed to return to the cell.

Kambiz knew Bahram from the medical school, but when he 
realized that Bahram did not remember him, he didn’t pursue his 
attempts to reestablish a connection. Perhaps it was safer for both 
of them not to talk about their university life.

************
Several weeks after Bahram’s arrest, a Revolutionary Guard 

opened the cell in mid-morning and shouted the numbers of three 
prisoners. Bahram’s was one of them.

“Blindfold yourself!” the guard yelled.
The prisoners obeyed and stumbled after the guard, holding hands. 

When the sound of their steps resonated in a wide hall, the guards 
separated them. Bahram was led down a staircase to the basement, 
to the torture chamber on the right. Inside he was ordered to sit on a 
metal stool. A beefy guard with a cap ordered Bahram to remove his 
blindfold. Two other Revolutionary Guards sat behind a heavy long 
wooden desk next to the questioner. They glanced up and looked 
Bahram over casually, like one would examine a turnip in a veg-
etable market. The man in the middle was about thirty-five years 

old and had a thick black beard. His finely folded white turban dis-
tinguished him from the regular guards. When he asked for the pris-
oner’s name, Bahram recognized the voice with deep shock. It was 
Mirza Hassan, who had taken him to Reza’s grave in the mass burial 
site among the hills. Fear gripped him, but he tried not to let it show.

“My name is Bahram Shahir.”
Mirza Hassan ordered the guard on his right to take down all 

answers. He did not acknowledge Bahram.
Bahram could not help himself. He stared at the man with dread, 

but Mirza Hassan was avoiding eye contact. While the guards 
consulted a folder, Bahram turned his head to look around. On 
his right, high on the wall in the far corner of the room beamed a 
flood light. Loops of barbed wires, metal chains, and straps hung 
on each side. The bright light streamed through the stuffy air of 
the room onto a narrow steel cot with a thick wooden surface, 
flat spiky straps attached to the cot’s frame. He could see float-
ing particles suspended in the column of light. Remembering the 
torture meted out by the agents of the Shah during his previous 
imprisonment, he shivered with dismay and alarm. Finally, Mirza 
Hassan broke the silence.

“Look here, Bahram.” He cleared his throat and then contin-
ued, “Stop looking around and start talking! We hope we don’t 
need to waste our time and use these tools to inflict pain on you.” 
His voice held an edge of cruelty and sarcasm. “Tell me, where is 
your wife? Where is she hiding?”

“I don’t know.”
Now angry, Mirza Hassan shouted, “Where is your wife? Give 

me her address. If you do, it may save you from hell. Now be a 
good boy and tell me of her hideout.”

“Her address is my home,” Bahram uttered through clenched 
teeth. “If she isn’t there now, then I don’t know where she is.”

Mirza Hassan believed Shirin was away when Bahram was ar-
rested and by now had gone into hiding. But he had Bahram and 
wanted to acquire some useful information about the safe houses 
of the Fadayan. He pressed Bahram repeatedly to surrender his 
knowledge about them, but his yelled questions did not get an 
answer. Bahram remained silent.

Mirza Hassan became furious. “You feebleminded ass, don’t 
try my patience. I am not asking for your home address. Tell me 
where your wife is hiding and who protects her. Who are those 
spies that are helping her?”

Bahram continued with his silence.
to be continued…

Shravanabelagola Stepped Pond, Karnataka, India
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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.

 
New and Forthcoming Titles from Wings Press

From the Moon, Earth Is Blue (2015)
Wendy Barker

“In the Museum of Modern Art,” writes 
Wendy Barker, “chaos / displays itself tidily. 
Even the viewers // know the dance: stroll, 
stop, gaze, whisper. / Stroll, stop.” Barker’s 
poems tour an imagined museum, allowing 
us to observe the observer as she learns to see 
by means of her own creativity. Perspective is 
crucial to achieving internal balance — in a 
painting or a soul. After all, “from the moon, 
earth is blue.”

Outside the Margins: Literary Commentaries 
(2015)

Robert Bonazzi

San Antonio Express-News poetry columnist 
Robert Bonazzi gathers twenty years of reviews 
and profiles, essays, and articles in Outside the 
Margins. Known as the foremost authority on 
Black Like Me author John Howard Griffin, here 
Bonazzi focuses on poets and writers from Tex-
as, the Southwest, Mexico and Latin America.

Bodies / Shields (2015)
Margaret Randall

Bodies/Shields is a powerful cry for both inner 
and external peace, a call to replace passive 
acceptance with “war’s gentle opposite.” Ran-
dall’s poem echoes in language what Byers’ art 
does by creating a womb of words where inner 
peace can grow and mature into a force more 
powerful than war.

Drinking from the River (2015)
Chip Dameron

Chip Dameron’s latest collection of poems 
documents the evolution of a talented and 
original poet through his 40-year career. A 
seminal figure in the small press movement of 
the ‘60s and ‘70s in Texas, his work is well-
known among Texas readers. Dameron ex-
plores the complexities of the inner and outer 
worlds, whether writing about love or death, a 
bird’s wing or a painting’s energy. He is both 
an introspective lyric poet and an environ-
mentally sensitive observer, both globally and 
in his adopted Rio Grande Valley.

___________________________________

Word Design Press

www.WordDesignStudio.com

Word Design Press, founded in 1998, is committed to publishing 
selected high quality poetry collections, anthologies, and other 
paperback books, fiction and non-fiction. Word Design Studio is 
author-friendly and strives for author satisfaction through every 
step of the process toward the final published product. Editor Val-
erie Martin Bailey has been in the writing, editing, and publish-
ing field since 1970. An accomplished writ-
er 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 pur-
chased from book stores, amazon.com, or 
by direct request from Word Design Press 
by contacting Olivia Hernandez at hernan-
dezoly@gmail.com.

New from Word Design Press: The Marchers

This novel is based on the firsthand 
knowledge of the author, Dr. Mo 
Saidi, who was born in Iran and 
reared in a strict Muslim home, where 
he was forbidden to play his beloved 
chess and soccer, which were seen 
as a sinful waste of time. He went to 
medical school in Tehran, came to the 
United States and became a citizen in 
1975. While practicing and teaching 
medicine, Saidi earned a master’s de-
gree in English and American litera-
ture and language from Harvard Uni-
versity. He has published three books 
of poetry and a collection of short sto-
ries, The Garden of Milk and Wine. 
His novel The Marchers: A Novel has 
been serialized in Voices de la Luna: 
A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine and is now available in 
print and digital versions in the market and on the internet.
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Thanks to Our Sponsors_____________________
City of San Antonio Department 

for Culture and Creative Development
www.getcreativesanantonio.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

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

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

www.southtexaspressinc.com

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

www.teamoliver.com

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

For more than 100 years, our commitment and 
involvement in the community have been an 

important part of the way we do business.

The poetry and community services of Voices are 
funded in part by a grant from the Ruth Lang Chari-

table 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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Brief Bios of Selected Contributors

Chip Dameron

Chip Dameron has published seven collections of poems and a travel book. 
He is a member of the Texas Institute of Letters and lives in Brownsville.

Cyra S. Dumitru

A long-time resident of San Antonio, Cyra S. Dumitru weaves her days 
around poem-making, leading poetry circles as a certified poetic medi-
cine practitioner, teaching at St. Mary’s University, and tending to fam-
ily. She regards Wendy Barker as a mentor, having taken graduate poetry 
writing courses and literature courses with Dr. Barker some years ago. 
She has three book-length collections of poems.

Chris Ellery

Chris Ellery is a widely-published poet, whose books include The Big 
Mosque of Mercy and All This Light We Live In. He has received the 
X.J. Kennedy Award for Creative Nonfiction, the Dora and Alexander 
Raynes Prize for Poetry, and the Betsy Colquitt Award. A member of the 
Texas Institute of Letters, Ellery teaches literature, creative writing, and 
film criticism at Angelo State University.

Hank Jones

Hank Jones teaches English composition and literature at Tarleton State 
University. He has read his poetry and creative non-fiction at various 
venues, including Woody Guthrie Festival stages in Oklahoma City and 
Okemah, Oklahoma; The Langdon Review Weekend in Granbury, Tex-
as; The Winter Gathering Festival in Stephenville, Texas; South Cen-
tral MLA in Fort Worth and New Orleans; PCA/ACA in San Antonio; 
Southwest PCA/ACA in Albuquerque; and the Scissortail Creative Writ-
ing Festival in Ada, Oklahoma. His poetry and creative non-fiction have 
also appeared in Cybersoleil: A Literary Journal, Voices de la Luna, and 
Dragon Poet Review. He will have two poems appearing in The Great 
American Wise Ass Poetry Anthology from Lamar University Press, 
forthcoming 2016, and a poem in the forthcoming Stone Renga anthol-
ogy from Red Hat Press.

Majid Naficy

An Iranian poet, Majid Naficy fled the terror in Iran in 1983 when his 
wife and brother were about to be executed. He eventually settled in Los 
Angeles. He has since published six volumes of poetry in both English 
and Farsi, as well as numerous books of criticism. His most recent volume 
of poetry in English, Father and Son, was published in 2003 by Red Hen. 
He holds a doctorate in Near Eastern languages and cultures from UCLA.

Laura Ruiz Montes

Born in Matanzas, Cuba, Laura Ruiz Montes earned her licentiate in 
history from the University of Matanzas. Since 1989 she has worked for 
Ediciones Vigía and is currently principal editor of the magazine. Her 
work has been translated into English, Swedish, German, and Turkish.

Idioma
That’s the Way I Learned It

James R. Adair

A grad student I work with approached me recently to ask 
about a point of grammar. She had written a sentence similar to 
this: “Every advisor should meet once a semester with their stu-
dents.” Her professor had flagged their as incorrect, because it 
disagrees in number (plural) with its antecedent, advisor (singu-
lar). “But that’s the way everyone talks!” she complained. “What 
does he want me to say, ‘his or her students’? That’s awkward!” 
I was taught, too, that pronouns should always agree in number 
with their antecedents, come hell or high water, but the fact of the 
matter is that when I’m talking, I often use a similar construction, 
with their referring to a singular noun. 

English is full of constructions that seem wrong when analyzed 
logically, but everybody uses them and understands them, so how 
can we say they’re wrong?

“I’m going with you, aren’t I?”—No one says “Am I not?”!
“It’s me!”—“It’s I” sounds stilted, purposely over-correct.
“None of us are going”—“None” is short for “not one,” so 

grammar rules would seem to dictate that we say “None of us is 
going,” but we rarely do. (On a related note, why is “zero” plural, 
as in “Zero unicorns were on the ark”?)

There is a move among English grammarians today to rewrite 
some of the so-called “rules” of grammar that are widely ignored 
in common usage. Their argument is that grammar should reflect 
usage rather than usage being dictated by someone’s idea of what is 
logical. For example, I was taught that double negatives shouldn’t 
be used because the second negative cancels out the first. Thus, we 
should say, “There is nobody here” rather than “There isn’t nobody 
here,” because the latter statement would mean that there is some-
body here. But why should two negatives be treated as multiplica-
tive (-1 × -1 = +1) rather than additive (-1 + -1 = -2), making a 
statement with two negatives more negative? It works perfectly well 
in Spanish: “No hay nadie aquí.” And of course, it is perfectly un-
derstandable in non-standard English as well. Everyone understands 
that “There ain’t nobody here” means the same as “There is nobody 
here.”

So what about the use of they or their to refer to a singular 
noun? It’s not just me (I?) who thinks that the old rules shouldn’t 
apply any more (or to quote Yeats, “Things fall apart; the center 
cannot hold”). The American Dialect Society agrees: 

In its 26th annual words of the year vote, the American Dia-
lect Society voted for they used as a gender-neutral singular 
pronoun as the Word of the Year for 2015. They was recog-
nized by the society for its emerging use as a pronoun to refer 
to a known person, often as a conscious choice by a person 
rejecting the traditional gender binary of he and she. (www.
americandialect.org/2015-word-of-the-year-is-singular-they)

And if anyone should know, it’s them (or they)!

  44 Voices de  la Luna, 15 February 2016       

Voices de la Luna: 
A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine
14 Morning Green
San Antonio, Texas 78257

The Back Page


	Final-01-15Feb2016
	Final-02-15Feb2016
	Final-03-15Feb2016
	Final-04-15Feb2016
	Final-05-15Feb2016
	Final-06-15Feb2016
	Final-07-15Feb2016
	Final-08-15Feb2016
	Final-09-15Feb2016
	Final-10-15Feb2016
	Final-11-15Feb2016
	Final-12-15Feb2016
	Final-13-15Feb2016
	Final-14-15Feb2016
	Final-15-15Feb2016
	Final-16-15Feb2016
	Final-17-15Feb2016
	Final-18-15Feb2016
	Final-19-15Feb2016
	Final-20-15Feb2016
	Final-21-15Feb2016
	Final-22-15Feb2016
	Final-23-15Feb2016
	Final-24-15Feb2016
	Final-25-15Feb2016
	Final-26-15Feb2016
	Final-27-15Feb2016
	Final-28-15Feb2016
	Final-29-15Feb2016
	Final-30-15Feb2016
	Final-31-15Feb2016
	Final-32-15Feb2016
	Final-33-15Feb2016
	Final-34-15Feb2016
	Final-35-15Feb2016
	Final-36-15Feb2016
	Final-37-15Feb2016
	Final-38-15Feb2016
	Final-39-15Feb2016
	Final-40-15Feb2016
	Final-41-15Feb2016
	Final-42-15Feb2016
	Final-43-15Feb2016
	Final-44-15Feb2016

