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

——————————————————————
Voices de la Luna Monthly Literary Evening
Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every Second Wednesday, January through June
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 inspires and promotes poetry and arts and serves as
a platform for all poets and artists to share their work with others. It
further uses poetry and arts for both educational and healing purposes
in the community.

Scheherazade und Sultan Schariar
Ferdinand Keller
Themes for future issues of Voices de la Luna:
August: Young and Old
November: Fantasy and Gothicism

Poetry Editor’s Note
Carol Coffee Reposa

Few legends express more memorably the redemptive power of art than
that of Scheherazade. As the story
goes, a young king, embittered by
his first wife’s infidelity, decrees that
he will marry a new virgin each day
and have her executed the following
dawn to prevent her betraying him.
One thousand women die as a result
of this edict before he meets the courageous and talented Scheherazade, who
against her father’s wishes agrees to
wed the vengeful ruler. She requests, however, that her beloved
sister Dunyazade be permitted to visit the royal chamber during the wedding night to say a last farewell. The king consents.
Acting on a secret agreement with her sister, Dunyazade appears
at the appointed time and asks the doomed bride to tell a story.
Scheherazade immediately launches into a tale of high adventure
and hairbreadth escapes but breaks off at daybreak before revealing the ending. The king, spellbound by her narrative, spares her
life for one day so that he may hear the conclusion. On the second night, Scheherazade finishes the story and begins another but
again breaks off at dawn. The king again postpones her execution. This pattern continues for 1000 nights. On the 1001st, Scheherazade tells her husband that she has no more tales to relate,
but by this time he has fallen in love with her. Enraptured by her
artistry, the king rescinds his decree, calling her the liberator of
her sex. These details of course establish the frame for the Arabian Nights, a saga read and revered the world over.
Scheherazade’s ability to create art literally saves her life and
transforms a tyrant. For the rest of us the stakes may not be so
high, but they are real nonetheless. Luckily, signs of our prospective salvation are everywhere, ubiquitous as the Indian paintbrush and pink evening primrose that brighten roadsides these
days, and in this issue of Voices de la Luna we call attention to
many of them. San Antonio’s exuberant observance of National Poetry Month, for example, included over seventy readings,
book-signings, panel discussions, slams, and exhibits. Another
springtime highlight was the annual San Antonio Book Festival
on April 2, a celebration which brought eighty featured writers to
the Alamo City and attracted hundreds of visitors. A good thing
got even better on April 10, when Voices hosted a gala benefiting
Gemini Ink and honoring Wings Press director Bryce Milligan
in an outpouring of art and energy that those who attended will
long remember. In the midst of May’s abundance and bonhomie,
though, we are aware of their opposites, of want and strife, and
we acknowledge these as well. The featured poet for this issue,
Sarah Cortez, examines close-up the gritty and often dangerous
life of a Houston street cop. Additional poems and articles explore a related topic, the impact of poverty and its depiction in
literature, while the continuing “Stone in the Stream/Roca en el
Río” series offers glimpses of Mother Nature at her best—and
worst. The contents of this issue run the gamut of human experience, conveying whimsy and rapture, opulence and destitution,
and we at Voices hope that you read these pages with the same
sense of renewal that we felt in putting them together. After all,
as with Scheherazade, our lives just might depend on it!
Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2016

3

Cover Page Art
Old Manali 4

Acrylic on Canvas, 18 x 24 inches, 2008
by Pamela Winfield
new.pamelawinfield.com
Pamela Winfield’s style
had been primarily naturalistic until her move to
India in 1996 triggered a
change of direction to less
figurative work. In many
instances she has developed a more spontaneous
approach, exploring pure
colors and rhythms, yet not
eschewing her love for the rigor of realism completely.
In much of her work one can find a synthesis of the two. Whichever language she uses, the image can serve as a point of departure
to suggest subtler layers not dependent on the visible. The visible
becomes a bridge into the invisible. Winfield says, “I prefer to keep
what is said about any visual art to a minimum. I hope the images
can resonate with the viewer simply on their own.”
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The Plight of the Working Poor in America
In 1998, journalist Barbara Ehrenreich set
out to discover the impact of the 1996 Welfare
Reform Act on working-class Americans. She
worked low-wage jobs in Florida, Maine, and
Minnesota, serving as a waitress, a nursing
home aid, a maid, and a retail associate, over a
period of a little more than two years. She lived
off of her wages, found housing that her jobs
allowed her to afford, and revealed her secret
to very few people along the way. Among other
things, her work gave her an appreciation of both the difficulties
and the indignities involved in working for minimum wage, or a
bit more, not only in terms of financial challenges, but also in terms
of the mental and physical stress that such jobs (sometimes more
than one at a time) entail. This year marks the fifteenth anniversary
of the publication of Nickel and Dimed. The movement in many
parts of the country to replace the “minimum wage” with a “living
wage” is one that would undoubtedly sit well with the author.
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Featured Poet
Sarah Cortez
Cop Math

Dog Remembers Night

						
We’re crawling up
this hill and the guy
who just killed Ericsson
is holed up at the top, shooting.

Nose broke three times
by drunks.
They pick smaller officers
to assault.

Ahead to my left is a K-9
officer and his dog, both
belly-to-ground with us
after the cop-killer.

Five fleets in one year.
Lucky the county didn’t fire me.

Then the handler stops
some rounds. I can see him
but can’t get to him,
and he’s not moving.

Three wives. No kids.
I pay a good lawyer, so I don’t
ever have to talk
to the last bitch.
One broken leg.
Healed fine.
Thirty-three years total
on the force.
Wouldn’t have changed
a damn thing.

His dog sticks
his big muzzle
into the officer’s bulk
and whines. I hear
the dog’s breath
trapped in his strong throat
by the lump of love
or whatever it is bigger
that a dog feels for his man.
And the dog is whining,
whining a jagged blue line, his
breath more and more strained,

Effective Communication for
Senior Patrol Officers
Around a conference table
under the mean glare
of white neon, we’re re-learning
how to talk, how to walk, how
to listen good to crime victims,
to turds, to each other, to
supervisors, even to and
especially to ass-holes and liars.
The trainer asks, “Would you
walk up to a potential witness
who might be your only lead
in a fatality with your hand
on your gun?” Dead
silence.		
Then,
“Yep.”
“Yep.”
“Yeah buddy.”
The room grins. We know
we’re hard
to train.		
We know
what’ll keep us alive.

more and more squeezed
into a clean, high whimper,
the blood silvery
in the full moon’s glare,
and then that poor dog stops
whining. He stops trying
to pull his handler back			
into this world, and I know
that guy is dead and that
blood-stained summer concrete
is all that’s left to that dog,
even as it chills and blackens.
Sarah Cortez, a Councilor of the Texas Institute of
Letters and Fellow of the Virginia Center for the Creative Arts, has poems, essays, book reviews, and short
stories anthologized and published in journals such
as Texas Monthly, Rattle, The Sun, Pennsylvania
English, The Texas Review, Arcadia, The Midwest
Quarterly, and Post Road. Winner of the PEN Texas
Literary Award, her debut poetry collection is entitled
How to Undress a Cop. Her second book of poetry,
Cold Blue Steel, was a finalist in the Writers’ League of Texas awards and
the PEN Southwest Poetry Awards. An anthologist of seven volumes, she
has won the Southwest Book Award, multiple International Latino Book
Awards, and the Skipping Stones Honor Award. Her latest poetry anthology is Goodbye, Mexico: Poems of Remembrance (Texas Review Press).
She is a featured expert on the American Trigger Sports Network.
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Questions for Bryce Milligan
Interviewed by Carol Coffee Reposa

Hailed by former San Antonio ExpressNews columnist Cary Clack as “a marvel
of talent” and “a literary godfather in this
community,” Bryce Milligan wears a formidable array of professional hats, including
those of editor, publisher, poet, essayist,
carpenter, short story writer, creative writing instructor, poet-in-the-schools, folksinger, and guitarist. His eighth collection
of poetry will be published this fall: Take
to the Highway: Arabesques for Travelers
(West End Press), which poet Jane Hirshfield called a work “of distinction and evocative power.” He is the author of seven other
books of poetry, five novels and short story
collections for young adults, two books for
children, five locally produced plays, and literally thousands of essays
and reviews. He has edited several anthologies, including Daughters of
the Fifth Sun and ¡Floricanto Sí!, two important collections of Latina
writing. He was a cofounder of the literary journals Pax and Vortex, the
Inter-American Book Fair, and the Latina Letters conferences. Milligan
also has served as director of Wings Press since 1995. A native of Dallas,
Texas, he holds a master’s degree in ancient languages and linguistics
from the University of Texas at Austin and is a member of the Texas
Institute of Letters. His literary papers are archived at the San Antonio
Authors Collection of the University of Texas at San Antonio, Institute
of Texan Cultures. See p. 23 for a poem by Bryce Milligan.

Carol Coffee Reposa: For the past 20 years, you have been
the publisher, editor, and designer of Wings Press. What
caused you to take over its management?
Bryce Milligan: Wings was founded in 1975 by Joanie Whitebird
and Joseph F. Lomax. Whitebird was the driving force behind the
first truly multicultural anthology of contemporary Texas poetry,
Travois, published in 1975 as a cooperative venture between the
Houston Museum of Fine Arts and another small Texas publisher, Thorp Springs Press. Wings Press was founded that same year
as “an informal association of artists and cultural mythologists
dedicated to the preservation of the literature of Texas.” They
published some impressive authors over the years, but most of
the books were small poetry chapbooks. Joanie had pretty much
run the press into the ground by 1993. She knew it, but did not
want to kill the press because she felt she would be letting down
the folks who had helped her over the years. She admired what
I had done with a couple of literary magazines I’d founded and
edited, Pax: A Journal for Peace through Culture and Vortex: A
Critical Review. She also liked my literary activism on behalf
of Chicano writers. And she had just published a volume of my
poetry, Working the Stone. So she said I could have the press
for $100, if I would swear to “keep it going.” Joanie was very
much into her Native American image of herself, so we split our
palms in the back yard and I swore to keep the press alive. It
was a very natural transition, paralleling what I had done as a
book columnist for the Express-News and the Light, with the lit
mags, with directing the Inter-American Book Fairs and the Latina Letters conferences. It was all of a piece. Or it seemed that
way to me. I expanded the “mission” of Wings Press to include
more than Texas. The purpose—as it says in the back of every
book—is to “publish multi-cultural books, chapbooks, ebooks,
recordings and broadsides that enlighten the human spirit and
enliven the mind … without commercial considerations clouding
the decision to publish or not to publish.” Now Wings has over
200 authors from Argentina, Chile, Mexico, China, England,
6
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Puerto Rico, and twenty-six U.S. states. They include the current or former poets laureate of the U.S., Delaware, Louisiana,
Nebraska, Utah, Virginia, Texas, and several cities. So, long way
round to answer your question, I took over the press in order to
do what I’ve done with it, which I’ve come to think of as “necessary work.”
In your author’s note for Lost and Certain of It, you write
that you often are asked which of your professional hats you
like best. I may be laboring the question but think it still may
bear repeating. Which is your favorite? Which demands the
most of you?
The truth is, all those hats are manifestations of the same creative
drive, so it is difficult to say which one I like best. Personally,
I’ve always thought that I am a better poet and songwriter than
anything else. However, I am not a born performer, so that puts a
limit to some things.
When did you start writing? What event triggered that impulse? Do you recall a specific moment?
Undoubtedly the trigger was reading The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn at an early age. My mother read aloud to me as a
young child, and after she had finished Tom Sawyer, she launched
into Huckleberry Finn—but she stopped dead after a few pages
and said, “Oh, there’s a dirty word.” This was when I was in second grade, and I spent the rest of grade school struggling through
that book, then re-reading it several times. Eventually I sort of
became Huck, but Twain’s writing about the river was so beautiful, and his analysis of the human side of the historical situation
was so moving, well, I wanted to do that.
The other thing that I remember early on was listening to a
transistor radio late at night, hearing the folk music of the late 50s
and early 60s, the blues, and early rock & roll. I used those tunes
to make up my own songs. We had “show & tell” sessions in
school, and kids would stand up and sing the latest Beatles song.
I would stand up and recite a Dylan or a Weavers song.
Finally, someone left an Oscar Williams anthology of poetry
in the back of my father’s car. It was a huge thing, with poetry
from Donne to Ezra Pound, with an essay about each poem. That
hooked me. I began writing formal poems the summer of sixth
grade and never looked back. The first poem I was really proud
of I wrote sitting on the roof of our house. It was about a Roman
centurion sitting on Hadrian’s wall, wondering about the fate of
civilization. I was a pretty weird kid.
Which writers have influenced you most? Why?
It is hard to answer that in a meaningful way because different
authors affected me significantly at different periods of my life.
After Twain, there was Tolkien, who had a huge influence on
my life. But not every reader sees what I saw in those books.
Tolkien made an etymologist of me, which influenced the way I
write and the way I think about language. That led me to Beowulf
and Anglo-Saxon poetry, which I still read with fascination. T.S.
Eliot led me to Dante, who also influenced me tremendously, not
so much the Divina Commedia, but his Vita Nuova. But there is
no end of influences—this is really an unfair question—Shakespeare and Tennyson and Yeats, José Martí and Rubén Darío and
Dumas and Dickens, Octavio Paz and Hemingway . . . no end,
not forgetting more contemporary authors like Seamus Heaney,
John Gardner, John Fowles, Donald Hall, García-Márquez, Carlos Fuentes… . I’ve also been influenced by contemporaries I
admire, especially Rosemary Catacalos, Angela De Hoyos, Carmen Tafolla, and Naomi Nye. My wife Mary has read aloud to

me—for the last 40 years—so I’ve been very influenced by her
voice. Fortunately, she’s got one of the best reading voices I’ve
ever heard!
In your work I sometimes hear echoes of Ferlinghetti, Kerouac, and Ginsberg. How would you assess the influence of
the Beats on contemporary American writing?
Well, I do love their style, but I can’t say that they were all that
influential on the way I write. I’m really a formalist at heart. But
you put George Prado’s bass behind me and I do tend to syncopate, so to speak.
Irish themes figure prominently in some of your work, notably Brigid’s Cloak and With the Wind, Kevin Dolan. What
sparked your interest in Irish culture?
I’m mostly Irish, what can I say? I love Celtic mythology and
folktales. My best friend in graduate school, a scholar of Irish
and Scottish art history, Douglas Maclean, got me into the history in general, not to mention the work of Sorley Maclean and
Hugh MacDiarmid. My own family history interested me as well,
which runs the gamut from 18th-century Irish rebels to coal miners to Texas dirt farmers and wildcatters and railroad men. An
uncle of mine, Sam, was heavily into all things Irish, and he influenced me a lot by providing stories and books. He’s a well
known harpist, and that got me interested in music in a serious
way as well. Also, the very fact that he managed to escape White
Deer, Texas, to become a world-class expert living in New York
proved to me early on that you can become pretty much whatever
you set your mind to.
I have just finished reading Her Texas and am stunned by
its breadth of content. The collection includes poems, short
stories, creative nonfiction, songs, sketches, and photos, all by
Texas women. Ana Castillo describes it as “a veritable roundup of sharp-shooting contemporary writers.” What was the
inspiration for this anthology?
I’ve always been a supporter of women’s writing, especially
Texas women and Latinas. When the editors brought this project
to me, it seemed like a no-brainer. Of course I would publish it.
Besides, it had been a decade since the last anthology of Texas
women’s writing came out, so it was overdue.
Throughout your career you have been a staunch advocate of
Latino/Latina writing. Could you describe the genesis of this
commitment?
My wife, Mary, introduced me to Chicano politics and literature
in the early 70s. We did a little work for La Raza Unida in college,
and I started reading Lalo Delgado, Alurista, Ricardo Sanchez,
Tigre Pérez, Rudy Anaya. That was really revolutionary literature. I had been involved with what I thought was revolutionary
culture—anti-war protest poetry and folk music mainly—but this
was cultura, a revolution based in identity with the land itself. I
loved it. When we arrived in San Antonio in 1977, I began reading what was on the streets—lit mags like Magazín, Caracol,
Huehuetitlan, and the chapbooks being published by Angela De
Hoyos and Moisés Sandoval’s M&A Editions—books by Carmen Tafolla, Reyes Cárdenas, Evangelina Vigil, Inés Hernández—and others like Alma Villanueva from Jim Cody’s Place of
Herons Press, and everything from Juan Rodríguez’s Relámpago
Press in Seguin and Arte Público Press, which had just moved
to Houston. In the early 80s I became the book critic for the San
Antonio Express-News, and I began seriously reviewing every
Chicano/Chicana book that came my way. In fact, I wrote the

very first review of Sandra Cisneros’s House on Mango Street.
When Sandra moved to San Antonio, Mary and I invited her
to a small book fair we put on at what was then the New Age
School. Sandra and I then put our heads together and put on the
Texas Small Press Book Fair at the Guadalupe Cultural Arts Center. Out of that came lots of things. That book fair was reimagined by Rosemary Catacalos as the Inter-American Book Fair,
which I ended up directing from 1994 to 2001.
Many writers keep journals. Are you one of them?
No. I kept journals in high school because some teacher told me
that I should, but then my mother burned them. Not an auspicious
beginning for my journal keeping. For years I wrote lots of letters, which seemed to function as a kind of journaling process for
me. Now it is all email, of course. But no, I don’t keep a regular
journal.
What is your writing process? When do you write?
I cannot say exactly when I do not write. A lot of first drafts are
written while driving, actually, at least of poems and songs. Almost everything begins in longhand on yellow pads. For poems,
after a few drafts, I’ll send something out to a few fellow poets to
get some feedback. I’ve never been part of a writing group until
this past year, and I’ve got to say that it has been very useful to
get responses to early drafts. I’m a very slow poet, with most
poems going through dozens of drafts before publication. That
means that some poems can take years to see print. Fiction and
nonfiction are different animals for me. Those are composed on
the computer, but they still go through several drafts.
I generally write in silence. If I listen to music while writing, it
is classical guitar, Renaissance troubadours, Beethoven’s string
quartets—a pretty narrow repertoire.
What are you working on now?
Several things. I’ve just finished a new book of poetry, which
will be out in September, although I’ll have copies available locally sooner than that. I’m finishing up editing an anthology for
TCU Press, Literary San Antonio, which is taking a good deal of
research and editorial work. When that is finished, I’m looking
forward to getting back to work on a novel that I’ve had rambling
around my head for a decade or so. That one is about the first person in the history of the world to call herself a writer. Her name
was Enheduanna, and she was the priestess of the moon in the
ziggurat in Ur in 2300 BC. Fascinating stuff. I had to learn a lot
about Sumerian language, cuneiform writing, and Mesopotamian
culture to get to the point that I could even begin to write it. But
I feel that it is important to resurrect this writer.
What advice would you give young writers?
I am tempted to say “Read everything,” and leave it at that. But
what that means is that one needs to develop a sense of one’s
place in both history and literature. Feel free to get obsessed with
a topic—preferably get obsessed with one topic after another—
but at the same time you need to read as widely as possible. Otherwise, you’ll never understand the many cultures we inhabit and
encounter. And don’t limit your reading to literature. Read science, struggle with calculus, read history and criticism and journalism. Try to learn how other people see the world, how they
experience it, how they think. But then, out of all that jumble,
you have to do the hard work of finding and exploring your own
unique voice. In the end, it is your own voice that is your best
tool as a writer.
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Reposa Inducted into Texas Institute of Letters

Jiménez Wins Poetry Prize

Voices de la Luna’s poetry editor Carol Coffee Reposa is part of the most
recent class of inductees into the Texas Institute of Letters, the premier organization of writers in the state. First
convened during the Texas centennial
in 1936, TIL honors Texas writers
who have made substantial contributions to poetry and literature. Author
J. Frank Dobie encouraged the inaugural gathering to focus its writing on Texas itself, remarking,
“Great literature transcends its native land, but there is none that I
know of that ignores its own soil.” Reposa’s four books of poetry
follow Dobie’s advice, featuring poems set in Russia, Western
Europe, and Peru, but frequently returning to Texas scenes: Palo
Duro Canyon, South Padre Island, the Texas-Mexico border region, and of course San Antonio. Reposa retired from San Antonio College’s English department in 2010 after serving 40 years
on the faculty. Her “retirement,” however, is largely in name
only, as she maintains a sometimes frenetic schedule writing, editing, attending literary events, and giving speeches. Her recent
speech to the Friends of the San Antonio Public Library, entitled
“Why Write?” may be found on p. 29 of this issue. Her induction
into TIL is well-deserved.

Local poet Joe Jiménez has been awarded the 2016 Letras Latinas/Red Hen Poetry Prize. The Letras Latinas blog made
this announcement: “Letras Latinas, the
literary initiative at the University of
Notre Dame’s Institute for Latino Studies, and Red Hen Press, the Los Angeles
area literary press, are pleased to jointly
announce Joe Jiménez of San Antonio, Texas, as the winner of the Letras Latinas/Red Hen Poetry
Prize—an initiative which supports the publication of a second or
third book by a Latino/a poet residing in the United States… . Joe
Jiménez’s poetry shimmers with arresting imagery and light, but
its beauty is hard-won—a victory song celebrating the bittersweet
journey of one who inhabits the queer space inside the Chicano
heart. Among the many graces of this book manuscript is that its
language feels at home in serene desert vistas and on explosive
barrio streets. It recognizes guidance from the living and the dead,
and its breath aches with longing and comforts like prayer.”

Robledo Honored as 2016 Macondista
Gerard Robledo, associate editor of
Voices de la Luna, was recently invited
to participate in the 2016 Macondo Writers’ Workshop at the Guadalupe Cultural
Arts Center. Every year a small number
of writers are invited to participate in the
workshop, which its website describes
as “a master’s level workshop, meaning that participants are expected to be
committed and well-seasoned writers capable of reviewing each
other’s work with compassionate rigor and vision.” Robledo recently earned his MFA in Creative Writing from the University
of Texas at El Paso. He has had poems published in the Texas
Observer, The Thing Itself, the Texas Poetry Calendar, Outrage:
A Protest Anthology for Injustice in a Post 9/11 World, and Voices
de la Luna (translations as well as poetry). One of the cofounding
instructors for the San Antonio chapter of Barrio Writers, he is
also one of the first sixteen poets to be archived in the newly established San Antonio Poetry Archive at Palo Alto College. Robledo describes his work as follows: “My work as a poet stems
from the tradition of the poetry of witness / anthro-poetry, which
chronicles the lives of individuals within communities who are
affected by racism, ignorance, and injustice. As an advocate for
social justice, I believe it is the job of the poet to document events
for those who live in fear and oppression, so it can be witnessed,
remembered, and understood. It is the poet’s duty to speak for the
voiceless and show readers what they don’t want to see.”
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San Antonio Appoints New Poet Laureate
Trinity University professor Jenny Browne has been named San
Antonio’s third poet laureate, following in the footsteps of Carmen
Tafolla and Laurie Ann Guerrero.
The two-year position was established by the city in 2012 to encourage the community to appreciate
and participate in the literary arts,
engaging the public—including
school children—in poetry and creative writing. Browne received her
master’s degree in poetry from the
University of Texas in Austin and has worked at Trinity since 2007,
where she teaches classes in creative writing, environmental studies, and women and gender studies. She is the author of three poetry
collections: At Once, The Second Reason, and Dear Stranger.
Browne says, “Part of a poet’s job is to pay closer attention to
how it feels to be human. To language and emotion, sure, but also
to history, class, race, and landscape. Our city inspires, challenges,
and whispers interesting things to me daily. I feel so lucky to get to
write about it, and even luckier to be officially charged with thinking about how to make poetry a bigger part of cultural conversations.” She will serve as poet laureate
from 2016 through 2018.
The tradition of appointing poets
laureate of a city or state goes back to
the ancient Greeks, who held competitions in poetry, rhetoric, and playwriting similar to the more well-known
athletic competitions. Similar to their
athletic counterparts, winners of literary contests were often crowned with a laurel wreath, a symbol
of victory, hence the name “laureate.” The tradition of crowning
poets laureate continued into the Roman period but was discontinued after the empire became Christian, because of poetry’s
association with paganism. The tradition was revived when Petrarch was crowned poet laureate of Rome in 1341.

UTSA Featured Poet: Darrell Stafford
Possessed
Abuelita, by your chair near the open / Door… (from “Well God,” by Natalia Treviño)

My grandmother prayed I’d be a preacher.
Hours she’d sit, eyes welled and tired
with a ten year old who knew saints can see all
and telegraph a boy’s sin to Jesus.
I sought to cover my daydreams of girls,
stolen pocket change, afraid the Lord
would fling me burning into the black pit of space.
But there was no judgment in her.
She cooked everything in the house for us,
killed her few chickens, just so we would come
and sit with her, silent, grave.
In the living room, her hutch held the Bible
where I read once that Jesus,
filled with compassion, called spirits
from a boy and cast them into swine.
Through the front door, you could see the ravine,
sheer sides dropping off, imagine hogs driven in,
terror screamed in a thousand voices.
Spring or summer, quilt pallets down on the lawn,
bone-white sheets, wind-flung, beating the clothes line,
my sister and I would fall asleep under her gaze,
the edge of the crater inches away, her clothes,
as she bent to kiss us, possessing the wind,
miracles, far more than we dreamed.

Darrell Stafford is an Army veteran, currently a Ph.D. fellow at the University of Texas at San Antonio. His work has
appeared in The Kenyon Review, The Southern Review, Seattle Review, and other journals.
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Harper Lee
1926 – 2016

When Nelle Harper Lee published To Kill a Mockingbird in
1960, the previously unknown
author skyrocketed to universal
acclaim. She was awarded the
1961 Pulitzer Prize in Fiction for
her book, which the following
year was turned into an awardwinning film of the same name
starring Gregory Peck as Atticus
Finch. Lee grew up in Monroeville, Alabama, a few doors down from Truman Capote, who
served as the model for Dill in her novel. Despite her success, she
never wrote another novel (the 2015 novel Go Set a Watchman,
although billed as a sequel to Mockingbird, was actually an earlier draft). She did, however, remain friends with both Gregory
Peck and Truman Capote. She accompanied Capote to Holcomb,
Kansas, to help him research the murder of a family there. Although Capote originally planned to write a magazine article
about the murders, his research led him to write In Cold Blood,
one of the first nonfiction novels ever written. While Capote reveled in the limelight, Lee shunned it, gaining a reputation as a
very private person. In 2007 Lee was awarded the Presidential
Medal of Freedom by President George W. Bush.

Voices de la Luna Annual Gala

Bryce Milligan, Publisher and Editor of Wings Press; Sheila
Black, Executive Director of Gemini Ink; and Jim LavillaHavelin, Poet and Editor
On Sunday, April 10, Voices de la Luna celebrated National Poetry Month by holding its annual fundraiser at the Whitley Conference Center at Oblate School of Theology in San Antonio. Voices
partnered with Gemini Ink, a nonprofit literary organization that
promotes the expressive use of the written word through classes
and publications. Voices also recognized the fortieth anniversary
of Wings Press and its publisher and editor, Bryce Milligan (see
the interview with Milligan on p. 6 of this issue). Throw in good
food, great wine from the award-winning Becker Vineyards, and
performances by Andrea “Vocab” Sanderson and Regina Moya
(and her children), and the evening was one to be remembered.

Umberto Eco
1932 – 2016

Although best known for his novel
Il nome della rosa (The Name of the
Rose), Eco was a prolific and awardwinning author of both fiction and
nonfiction. Born in Alessandria, Italy,
Eco studied medieval philosophy and
literature at the University of Turin.
He became an expert in the field of
semiotics, which studies signs and
symbols (for example, in literature or
in culture) and how they communicate
meaning. He wrote several books on
the subject, the most famous of which
is Kant and the Platypus, subtitled Essays in Language and Cognition. His novels combine his interest in semiotics with his extensive knowledge of medieval history, philosophy, religion, and literature. They include Foucault’s
Pendulum, The Island of the Day Before, Baudolino, and The
Prague Cemetery. Eco’s fiction has often been compared with
that of Argentinian author Jorge Luis Borges, particularly in its
use of intertextuality, the idea that all works of literature are tied
together in a great web of meaning and allusion. Eco acknowledged the influence of both Borges and James Joyce on his own
work. In addition to being a prolific writer, Eco was also a renowned teacher, serving on the faculty of numerous institutions.
His home institution, where he taught for many years and retired
as emeritus professor, was the University of Bologna, but he also
taught at Harvard University, the University of Indiana, and Columbia University, among others.
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Principals of Voices de la Luna: James R. Adair, Executive
Editor; Lou Taylor, Executive Director; and Michael Burke,
Board Chair

Taylor Steps Down as Executive Director, Pineda
Takes Over
In her three years serving as executive director of Voices de la Luna, Lou Taylor
has been a bundle of energy, an always
cheerful presence, and the glue that has
held the organization together. Taylor
recently announced her retirement from
the position, and presiding over the 2016
gala was her final official act as executive
director. She will be greatly missed, but
true to form, she didn’t leave the organization in the lurch, recruiting her own
replacement and volunteering to train her! Carla Pineda, former
manager of Viva! Books, has graciously agreed to step in as Voices’ new executive director. Thanks to both Lou and Carla!

Thomas Jefferson’s Qurʾan:
Islam and the Founders
by Denise A. Spellberg
Reviewed by James R. Adair

Should we build a wall to keep undesirable immigrants out of the U.S.? Should
we prohibit Muslims, even Muslim refugees from war-torn areas, from immigrating to the country? Is it conceivable that a
Muslim might one day become president
of the U.S.? All these questions are being
raised in this political season within the
context of the race for president. One argument frequently made is that the U.S.
was founded as a Christian nation (or,
roughly equivalently, was founded on
so-called Judeo-Christian values), and the prospect of a Muslim
president was something the founding fathers never even contemplated. Denise Spellberg, associate professor of history and
Middle Eastern studies at the University of Texas at Austin, explores this issue in depth in her timely book, Thomas Jefferson’s
Qurʾan. What she discovers is both interesting and relevant to
today’s political and social climate.
The title of the book is based on the fact that Thomas Jefferson,
author of the Declaration of Independence and third president of
the United States, had a copy of the Quran in his personal library.
Furthermore, as minister (ambassador) to France in the late eighteenth century, he negotiated with the Muslim envoy of Tripoli
concerning the right of American ships to sail in the Mediterranean Sea without fear of piracy from North African nations.
Although Jefferson was certainly no expert on the religion of Islam, he firmly believed in the principle of religious freedom. He
opposed any religious test for office (as utimately enshrined in
Article VI of the U.S. Constitution), and “he imagined Muslims
as future citizens of his new nation” (p. 3). Jefferson’s attitude toward potential Muslim citizens agrees with the position taken in
the previous century by the philosopher John Locke, who argued
for toleration of Muslims by European powers.
Jefferson and others of his ilk who propounded toleration for
Muslims (and other non-Protestants, including Catholics, Jews,
and atheists) thought of them as hypothetical future inhabitants
of the country. However, it is almost a certainty that Muslims in
fact already inhabited the U.S., although their religious affiliation went unnoticed because of their enslaved status. Many of
the slaves who ended up as the “property” of U.S. slaveowners
came from West African slave markets, and Islam had a major
presence among many of the tribes in that part of the continent.
Although Spellberg finds no record of slaves in the eighteenth
century practicing Islam, she does note that two of George Washington’s female slaves were named “Fatimer” and “Little Famiter,” names that certainly reflect the name of the Prophet Muhammad’s daughter Fatima.
Although Jefferson was the first U.S. president to lead the
country to war against a Muslim nation (the First Barbary War),
he justified his position on the grounds of free trade and defense
of American interests, not religion. In fact, because of his staunch
stance in favor of religious liberty for all, his opponents sometimes derided him as a Muslim president, a term meant to be an

insult in that day, just as many today use the phrase in a derogatory manner to refer to President Obama. Perhaps Jefferson’s most
famous statement in favor of religious liberty comes from a letter
he wrote to the Baptists of Danbury, Connecticut. At that time,
Baptists, who made up a small minority of the Christian community, had experienced a great deal of persecution themselves
and were among the strongest champions of religious liberty for
all people. Jefferson acknowledged the Baptist contribution to
enshrining religious liberty in the First Amendment to the Constitution, saying, “Believing with you that religion is a matter
which lies solely between Man & his God …, I contemplate with
sovereign reverence that act of the whole American people which
declared that their legislature should ‘make no law respecting the
establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof,’ thus building a wall of separation between Church & State.”
As the summer of 2016 heats up, so does the political rhetoric
of both the presidential campaigns and the back and forth over
efforts of several states to enact so-called “religious freedom restoration” laws, laws intended (contrary to their name) to allow
individuals to discriminate against others using the fig leaf of
religion, just as laws against miscegenation did during Jim Crow
days. Spellberg’s book provides a welcome historical treatment
of subjects—Muslim identity in America, tolerance of people
with religions and cultures outside the current mainstream, religious liberty—that are as current as the latest political rhetoric
from presidential candidates and their surrogates.

CNN’s Rendition of a $20 Bill with Tubman’s Face

Harriet Tubman to Replace Andrew Jackson
on U.S. $20 Bill
Although Secretary of the Treasury Jack Lew originally intended to redesign the $10 bill, replacing Alexander Hamilton with a
historically important American woman, a wave of publicity urging Lew to replace Jackson on the twenty rather than Hamilton
on the ten has led the secretary to announce that that is exactly
what he will do. He further announced that the woman who will
replace Jackson on the twenty is Harriet Tubman.
Tubman was born into slavery in Maryland about 1822, but she
escaped to freedom in Pennsylvania in 1849. Remarkably, she then
returned to Maryland to lead her family to freedom. Over the next
sixteen years, she brought well over 100 slaves to freedom by means
of the Underground Railroad (she earned the nickname “Moses” for
her exploits), and during the Civil War she helped lead the Combahee River Raid, freeing more than 750 slaves at one time.
The redesign of both the $20 and other paper currency is set to
be completed by 2020, and plans call for the inclusion of other
women and civil rights leaders on both the front and back of bills,
ending the monopoly of white men who now grace U.S. currency.
Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2016
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Folger Shakespeare Library Sends
First Folios on Tour
Four hundred years after Shakespeare’s death, his characters
are timeless and familiar, from wide-eyed Miranda to grim Macbeth. But how do we know about Shakespeare’s plays in the first
place?
For many of the plays, the answer is a single book: the 1623
First Folio of Shakespeare. Assembled seven years after Shakespeare’s death, the First Folio includes thirty-six of his plays—
eighteen of which had never been before published. Without it,
Julius Caesar, Macbeth, As You Like It, The Tempest, and more
could have been lost.
In 2016, in partnership with Cincinnati Museum Center and the
American Library Association, First Folio! The Book that Gave
Us Shakespeare will bring the First Folio to all 50 states, Washington, DC, and Puerto Rico. The exhibition, which also includes
panels and digital content, exclusively features First Folios from
the Folger, whose collection of 82 First Folios is by far the largest
in the world.

the First Folio. Smith herself examined the three volumes, and
her judgment after seeing the work differed markedly from her
first reaction: “We’ve found a First Folio that we didn’t know
existed,” she said.

Mount Stuart House
Isle of Bute, Scotland
How the First Folio came to reside at Mount Stuart House is a
mystery. Apparently it was owned at one point by an eighteenthcentury literary editor. It came to the Mount Stuart House library
about 1896, probably purchased by the third Marquess of Bute,
who died in 1900. Are there more First Folios yet to be discovered? Probably so, believes Smith. The most recent discovery,
before the Mount Stuart House find, came from a former Jesuit
library in St. Omer, France. “I’m sure there are a few more out
there,” says Smith. “I don’t think they’re in people’s lofts, even
though it would be lovely and romantic. I think they’re in libraries which have been neglected or forgotten. I suspect more will
be in mainland Europe.” For more on this story, see www.bbc.
com/news/education-35973094.

On the Death of Anne Brontë
Charlotte Brontë

Visitors to First Folio! will come face to face with the original
1623 book, displayed open to Hamlet’s speech in which he debates whether “to be or not to be.” Each First Folio! host location
has also planned public events and activities, often including additional exhibitions, in joyful celebration of the book that saved
so many of Shakespeare’s dramas.
The locations include 23 museums, 20 universities, five public
libraries, three historical societies, and a theater. For more information, see www.folger.edu/about-the-first-folio-tour.

First Folio Discovered on Scottish Island
And now there’s one more. When Emma Smith, professor of
Shakespeare studies at Oxford University was informed that people associated with the Mount Stuart House Trust were claiming
to have found a previously unknown First Folio of Shakespeare’s
works in the library of the stately manor on the Isle of Bute,
off the west coast of Scotland, she remarked, “Like hell they
have!” But the three-volume work was authenticated, and now
the world possesses an additional copy of the thirty-six plays of
Shakespeare, eighteen of which were printed for the first time in
12
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There’s little joy in life for me,
And little terror in the grave;
I’ve lived the parting hour to see
Of one I would have died to save.
Calmly to watch the failing breath,
Wishing each sigh might be the last;
Longing to see the shade of death
O’er those belovèd features cast.
The cloud, the stillness that must part
The darling of my life from me;
And then to thank God from my heart,
To thank Him well and fervently;
Although I knew that we had lost
The hope and glory of our life;
And now, benighted, tempest-tossed,
Must bear alone the weary strife.
Charlotte Brontë, best known as the author of Jane Eyre, was born 200
years ago, in 1816. She and her two sisters, Anne and Emily, all died
within seven years of one another, and all before reaching the age of 40.

Art and Culture in the City

McNay Art Museum
www.mcnayart.org

Art for the Sake of Art: Ornament Prints from the
Blanton Museum of Art
April 27 – August 7, 2016
The Blanton Museum of Art in
Austin has one of the finest encyclopedic print collections in the
region, with objects tracing the
entire history of the graphic arts
in Western Europe. This small exhibition, drawn entirely from the
Blanton’s outstanding old master
collection, focuses on jewel-like
ornament prints from the sixteenth
century. While this art may seem
out of place at the modern McNay, there is something about the
specific phenomenon of ornament
prints that presages much of what
was to come later in the world
of printmaking. Ornament prints, with their emphasis on pure
form—sinuous lines and entrancing patterns and textures—allowed artists to experiment and freed them from the constraints
that come with biblical or historical narratives or with portrait
commissions. Looking at these incredibly complex images, one
can imagine the artist getting lost in the process, completely absorbed by the very act of artistic creation. The abstract quality of
ornament prints as well as their emphasis on pure line can seem
almost modern in conception.
One of the highlights of the exhibition is a beautiful, silvery
impression of Veneziano’s Panel of Ornament with Acanthus and
a Swan of the mid-1530s (image above). This is considered to be
the single finest ornament print of the High Renaissance.

www.samuseum.org
Highest Heaven: Spanish and Portuguese Colonial Art
June 18 – September 28, 2016
Highest Heaven, opening at the San Antonio Museum of Art
on June 11, explores the paintings, sculpture, furniture, ivories
and silverworks of the Altiplano, or high plains, of South America in the 18th century. Through the work of both well-regarded

masters and lesser-known artists, Highest Heaven highlights the
role of art in the establishment of new city centers in the Spanish
Empire and the propagation of the Christian faith among indigenous peoples. Drawn exclusively
from the distinguished collection
of Roberta and Richard Huber, the
exhibition showcases the distinct
visual language created by the
cultural and creative exchanges
that occurred between Spain and
Portugal and their South American
colonies.
The exhibition features more
than 100 works, including religious paintings, carved and gilded
wooden sculptures, intimate ivories, and silverwork, originally
Saint Michael the
housed in ecclesiastical and priArchangel
vate collections throughout the Cuzco, Peru, 18th century
former colonial possessions of
Spain and Portugal. Most of these works were created for functional purposes, as articles of faith or symbols of civic order, and
were displayed in a manner that enhanced religious understanding, brought social order, and spurred conversion among colonial
populations. Highest Heaven examines these uses, focusing in
particular on the translation of Christian imagery to the colonies
and the ways in which these objects worked to establish an ordered society and promote the blending of religious traditions.

www.wittemuseum.org
Maya: Hidden Worlds Revealed
May 14 – September 5, 2016
Maya: Hidden Worlds Revealed is so grand, so immersive, and
so comprehensive that the Witte Museum brought it to San Antonio as the debut exhibition of the Museum’s new Mays Family
Center.
Maya is the largest traveling exhibition about the Maya ever
to be toured in the United States, and this is the Texas premiere
of the exhibition. Maya uses a combination of authentic artifacts
along with multimedia and interactive, hands-on activities to reveal our deep ties to this astonishing civilization.
“The Witte is breaking the mold with the Mays Family Center,
and it is only fitting to have this world-class exhibition open San
Antonio’s new cultural gem,” says Marise McDermott, President
and CEO of the Witte Museum. “Maya: Hidden Worlds Revealed
beautifully represents the impact the Maya had on the world we
live in today. The exhibition is immersive, so that entire families
can experience the way Mayans lived, learning their calendars,
mathematics, and cosmology through interactive opportunities.
The exhibition is massive, the largest ever at the Witte, so we
recommend scheduling a longer than average time to enjoy the
exhibition, demonstrations, and programs.”
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Youth Poetry

The first five poems below won Honorable Mention in 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. Thanks to all who submitted!

Art I Saw

Martin
12th Grade, Lanier High School
I don’t see the world having a bright future. Maybe we just need
the right tutor. Maybe we just need better producers or smarter
consumers. America is nothing but abusers of rights, race, minds
and souls. Right about now the world seems pretty cold, but on
rare occasions in the colorless world, I find gold....like today. All
this art presented before me made me think about what kind of
person I want to be or what kind of world I want to see, what kind
of words I want to speak, what kind of thing I want to believe.
But I believe if they say life’s a tree, then we need to turn a new
leaf or just escape all this grief because it is hard to share in a
world that’s corrupted with greed. I’m so over this place, man.
I’m excited to leave, but if it’s not my time, I’m excited to lead
because I feel that my words can get stuck in your head like a
paper crease when you have OCD and can guide you out of the
streets and make you think about your life like all this art that was
presented before me.

Being Me

Andrea
10th Grade, North East School of the Arts
I always wished that I could weave words in a way that was pleasing to listen to. I’ve always wanted to use words no one knew
how to spell. I dreamed every night of impressing everyone with
smart-speak. Then I realized that sure, my good friends would be
astounded, but my truest friends would laugh and call me silly. I
learned that my teachers would approve, but my parents would
frown in concern. Think of it this way: how would a jellyfish
look without its tentacles?

I Have My Doubts

Haddie
10th Grade, TMI: The Episcopal School of Texas
I have my doubts.
As all of us I think do.
But they don’t harness me to a table
And torture out of my trembling lips
A definite, thorough, all-encompassing dedication
To a faith which many know little about,
For if they did, they would be hypocrites mocking a reflection of
themselves.
They doubt, as do I,
The credibility of my physical and spiritual existence.
For without doubt there is no believing.
With believing comes faith:
Not a faith driven by total dedication,
But one driven by doubt.

Boston, MA

Kiki
10th Grade, North East School of the Arts
Heels clicked down frosted streets,
A noise that rang through the roads.
Mannequins danced in windows of shops
that sold Hallmark cards.
Like a city frozen
In time, like the hours on a clock,
A city made of nuts and bolts,
Mechanical but still alive.
Icicles hung from trees in a park, reflecting the city.
Ash trays and muddy footprints crunched in snow
Lined the cracked sidewalks, darkened from age,
Old but charmed, the city itself an antiquity.

Would we love a tiger if it lost its stripes?
How about a dog with no bark?
Those fancy words would never suit me no matter how hard I
tried. It took me five years to learn that. So I ditched my attempts and threw my dictionary into the trash. Then I took the
dictionary out because while my parents were proud that I had
accepted myself, they still thought I could use a dictionary.
Now I’m sure we could all be better at something, but always
keep sight of who you are, no matter what, because a jellyfish
without tentacles would creep all of us out.
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The Rich Man and the Poor Lazarus
Hendrick ter Brugghen

I Must Be

McKenna
10th Grade, North East School of the Arts

Select Poems
Holding Clinic in Sabana Real
Chris Yan

I don’t act on my hate,
But you act on yours.
And because I’m white,
I can’t be poor?
I must be privileged,
Spoiled
Coiled
Protected.
My biggest issue just has to be,
Not being allowed to drive Daddy’s new truck.
I must drink and smoke because I get bored,
Yet not for the secrets I hoard.
And when I fight with my parents,
It must be because
I didn’t get that new phone I adore.
It can’t be because we barely have enough
To do our daily chores,
But because I’m white,
I can’t be poor.

My Twin

Jenna
4th Grade, Rhodes Elementary School
His hair is brown
His eyes are brown
His smile is just like mine
My brother, Ace Allen
My brother, my Twin
Until we meet again
I am a Twin
A twinless Twin
A surviving Twin
My heart aches
For what might have been

The road to Sabana Real is cut from rock
and soil by secondhand motorcycles and many feet
of women carrying clay-colored vegetables.
We take in the mountain and its people like manna from God,
raw sustenance formed in secret before sun or water.
The caravan stops twenty miles in,
a crowd of men and women, children and chickens gather around
a cinder block hut.
A man with swollen hands comes
from a far off sugarcane field for vitamins.
A woman finds she is pregnant with her fourth child.
We have bags of lollipops for the children, but no shade for the
elderly.
A frail man coughs weakly as we put on masks, fearing the worst.
Someone’s toe is infected. Someone’s knee is crooked.
Someone’s baby is starving. Someone is waiting,
someone is watching, someone is saying “The American doctors
are here with free pills.”
And the boys’ feet are caked in mud and their guts are filled with
worms. But they laugh too,
and play, and terrorize the windows
with little furious hands and fingers—boys
who have appetites for lollipops but not soap.
And the girls squeal in delight under the squeeze of a blood pressure cuff,
run out with butterfly stickers on their eyelids.
Perhaps the world is not such a mystery.
Or is it? In the airport, I look for postcards for my mother and
father.
The plastic rack has pictures of palm trees and phrases like “Carribean Paradise.” No pictures
of the Haitian woman to whom I gave
a sack of granola bars, the girl in her arms,
or the one clutching her hemline.
Nor the tree canopy from the side of the mountain road to Sabana
Real,
the children chasing down our swaying truck of students and supplies.
I seal up these images in a place
that’s not home. And then, on the back, what would I write?
Maybe something bittersweet, like “Having a great time, wish
you were here.”

Dancing Polcas in the Afternoon
Susana Nevarez-Marquez

Arbat Transit Camp for Syrian Refugees, Iraqi Kurdistan

An accordion riff blasts off like an electronic cicada.
With a grito, her partner pulls her to the dance floor.
A soft hand warms her back. Eyes smile close by,
breath shared like a soda for two, hands clasped like I do.
He pushes her to unfurl on an axis of hands.
His arms bring her back as though she never left.
And there’s nowhere she’d rather be than
dancing polcas in the afternoon.
Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2016
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Conjugation
Chris Ellery

Ancestors
Ken Hada

Eight boys study Spanish in Taco Bell
El tiempo es malo.
Sí, esta sequía es terrible en Tejas.
(boys I call them)
ocho niños
from the nearby junior high
(seven are blond and one is brown)
all pouring sodas from the bottomless
					fountain

Once you shook the dust off them
you found hard men
driven in their denial
of fear, of failure.

Two girls come in
(girls I call them)
quiero quieres
soy
eres
es
two raven-haired
Latinas (they are
		
from the nearby junior high)
and perch at a different table
indifferent to the
		
gringo conjugations
				
A sudden sputter of rain
dresses the dusty parking lot
after months of drought `
nueve meses
and a grackle (with golden eyes)
pecks
at the soggy corn of a fallen taco
warning his rivals
		
with an eloquent squall

They found a boat headed
for New York, found a prairie
home and tried to keep it
living on cabbage and coffee.

Harvest

Charles Darnell
A murder of crows
feasts on another kind.
The dried gore,
a new dinner
found in the field
while Cain replies,
“Am I my brother’s keeper?”  
They flutter and caw,
fuss for space
at a sprawling table,
squabble for choice parts
cooked by the sun.  
Eve wrings her hands
for her missing son
and Adam searches
in all the wrong places.  
When they find him,
they will not recognize
his bones.
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They preferred plowing to killing
but there weren’t many options
once they pissed off the czar
and his army.

They worked and died young
but I’d like to think they died free.
They believed in the freedom
of dirt, turning sod
turning possibility over and over,
every spade-full a chance,
every chance
the reprieve of destiny.
from Spare Parts (Mongrel Empire Press, 2010)

Hopelessness
James Piatt

Bloody tears standing almost motionless… silent, like muted
voices that faded from a memory years ago… the falcate
moon gleaming weakly through dark cobwebbed clouds, a
diffused manifestation of something bitter… dead… like
desperation ticking in the caverns of captivity, subdued,
unnoticed… like the detonation of a bomb thousands of miles
in the distance. Dying roses clinging to an ancient arbor,
clinging desperately to vanishing scents, buds drifting
aimlessly into flowers, then slashed for a vase… where they will die.
The impoverished scuttle aimlessly to escape being cut, and
placed into the stillness of their hushed vases, where they will
also die. Promises creeping in with sweet scented aromas,
crawl into the nightmares of the lonely, and merge with the
broken sounds of crickets fiddling with rusted legs, trembling
with anxious memories. Some watch fantasy images with
watery eyes as they float in the miasma of indifference like
birds with feathers, twisted and broken…flaying in the harsh
winds of need. Expectations vanish into a dull emerging mist
in the alleyways of penury. Prayers are silenced and overcome
by the strident sounds of hopelessness and death.

The Negro Speaks of Rivers
Langston Hughes

For the Union Dead, Hempstead, Texas
Christopher Woods

I’ve known rivers:
I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of
human blood in human veins.

Some mornings, fog shrouds the world
both above and below ground
so that time and war are hidden.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

Not far away, a woman cooks grits
listens to a train whistle that lures her
far from the white frame house
where her husband sleeps.

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep.
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it.
I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went
down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy bosom turn all
golden in the sunset.
I’ve known rivers:
Ancient, dusky rivers.
My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

Slue Foot Sue Gets a Pair of Cowgirl Boots
Katherine Hoerth

No cowboy boots would fit her giant feet—
her ankle bones jut out too far, her calves
too muscular to be contained within the shaft,
her toes too wriggly to fit inside
a box. Instead, she custom-made her own—
skinned the Texas sky to make the leather,
stitched the pieces up with barbed wire fence,
inlayed a couple rays of summer sunshine
gathered from the Rio Grande’s surface,
used Guadalupe Peak to make the heel
so she could tower over everyone.
She needed something special for the bootstraps,
something she could use to pull herself
back up when she was pushed into the dust.
She reached into the velvet sky one night
and grabbed a comet, sewed the flaming tail
into her boots and sailed across the moon.

Harlem River

You too are sleeping, still, dozens of you
Yankee boys who came south to fight,
who never went home.
As if being captured, kept in a POW camp
wasn’t enough,
the gods of war had more ominous plans.
Yellow fever took no prisoners,
and one by one you fell from grace,
hundreds sick, soon to die.
Fog of war, of old conflict,
makes the world disappear.
Cows, dark hulks of dawn,
now grace this wide pasture.
Even the crude cedar crosses
that once marked your graves
a memory no one remembers.

The Swing Is Blowing in the Breeze
Glen Wesley Wimberley

The swing is blowing in the breeze,
But not a child can I see.
Ours are grown now and have left the nest,
But what we have is very blessed.
It’s now their children we love to please,
And hear the words, “please push me.”
I’ll push them high and make them squeal,
These sounds of laughter are all too real.
The noise is deafening and warms my soul,
Please bless these kids before they’re old.
Higher and higher into the trees,
These tiny bush pilots are tearing off leaves.
Yes, higher and higher because they are tough,
Till mom or dad says, “that is enough.”
I’ll twist then turn them and watch to see,
How dizzy they are and then let them be.
But all to soon it has to cease and
The swing will be blowing in the breeze.
Now this swing has become a friend of mine,
A perfect pendulum of forgotten times.
For as it sways there in the breeze,
Memories flash back with such great ease.
Great times we’ve had, great times we’ve shared,
Great times are coming, it’s in the air.
So now if you see me sitting there
Watching the swing with an obvious blank stare,
Walk up quietly, don’t startle me please,
For the Lord is swinging it just for me.
Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2016
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Mirrors

Alice Frederick
Two highways run like
cracks through our city
soaked with pickup
trucks crowding like fish
in dark channels
On Saturdays my mother would stay
home, load soy-saucesoaked barbecue onto paper plates and squeeze
oranges fresh to their peels
tasting in them a city
across the ocean, thinking her children could not speak
Taiwanese but she could still
pour it on our tongues
On Saturdays she would rub
an eyeful and a half
of salt into mashed avocado and hand me
cracked pits to throw into the backyard
I would roll my eyes and tell her
Nothing will grow from these
but I tossed them anyway and watched them rub
into the summer dirt
My brother and I run like
cracks through our mother
My mother is a mirror I
cracked
She is a fried egg my brother
soaked with ketchup until the
Taipei summers drowned
She is the salt in her eyes
on the nights she worked late
squeezing her way down a
soaked highway toward home, looking
across the ocean at a summer
crowded and dark
flailing with sirens and night market fish
stripped of pickup trucks and sleeping pills
I wonder, as I rolled my eyes at her
cracked avocado pits,
whether my mother asked herself
if it were possible for anything to take
root in foreign soil

It’s a Tough Life

Petrarch, translated by Sir William Jones
Hard fate of man, on whom the heav’ns bestow
A drop of pleasure for a sea of wo!
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Smear of Minnow-Shine
Larry D. Thomas

For me and my younger brother, Sam,
mastering the skill of baiting hooks
without killing, maiming or hooking
the minnows so loosely they jerked
right off the hook, was the hardest part
of fishing with Dad at Balmorhea.
The minnows were expensive so Dad
insisted we learn quickly or resort
to using the plastic purple worms
which bunched so bulkily on the hooks
the barbed tips lay buried in purple.
Much harder even than that, however,
was learning how to fake Mother
into thinking we’d washed our hands
for dinner. Eating, we had to make sure
the undersides of our fish-stenched fingers
stayed hidden from view, preserving
them for our secret, bedtime ritual
as make-believe gods. Just before
snuffing out our bedside candle,
we’d turn in the candlelight, smeared
with sacred minnow-shine, the trembling
fingers fresh from sphering every star,
planet and comet in wide blue heaven.
Larry D. Thomas was the 2008 Texas Poet Laureate.

When the Raven’s Wing
Toni Falls

When the raven’s wing
sweeps lightly over my body
this tired mantle sloughs away like a locust shell,
lifting the smoky shadow from these tired bones,
revealing the Light that is mine alone
in a way unimagined,
like the blind woman, who snips
threads sewn to eyelids,
and slowly opens eyes long-sealed—
beholds herself for the first time,
radiant		
whole.
The Divine dwells in me
			
and it lives in you,
gives me strength to live,
Grace to hold my faith
		
through the last, long journey.

Editors’ Poems
Vacation Vacillation
Joan Strauch Seifert

Parasailing above South Padre
would have been a thrill.
To free-float high,
superior to sea, salt, or censure,
a sunset beach-loll after—
she would always wonder about that.
Later the moon would rise
and waves would lavish gentle kisses
onto waiting shores.
gather ye rosebuds while ye may…
The island was a vacationland,
no place to hesitate, pondering past moons!
old time is still a-flying…
The twilight would be history soon;
would there be ardent young sky-riders,
an ecstatic soaring?
then be not coy, but use your time…
you may forever tarry…
Now the moon was setting; it would wait for none,
but choose to set, and set again
as she sat, lingering.
A smile, a cautionary tale, a shrug.
She read the stars, or thought she did.
And her evening journal entry read
“this page intentionally left blank”.
with excerpts from Robert Herrick, “To Make Much of Time”

Homeless

Carol Coffee Reposa
They gather
Underneath the Interstate,
Circle paltry fires
A ragged coda
In the march of shrines and domes,
White spires
Puncturing the January sky
Mansions stating themes
In brick and stone

The scrawny descants
Rising in the streets
Beneath a heaven of cement
Weathered voices
Underneath the bridge
Drowned in the vamp
Or wrought iron fences
Intercoms and cell phones,
Guards who think they do not hear.
First published in The Texas Observer (2004)

Anodyne

Mo H Saidi
It took the night for you to pass
the velvet road, to ride on the wings
of a force that drives life, challenges death
overcomes uncertainty.
At the threshold of birth, life
struggles to stay the course,
a dark shadow dangles on ready
to defeat joy, silence hope.
Time’s slow crawl in a chaotic moment
is an infinitesimal pause before
the first breath, a colossal gap
like the moment of creation.
Will nature remain on course,
overcome the clouds of unbearable fear?
Will there be clear air to enter
the pristine body, sustain life?
The sac bursts, warms the field
like a hospitable river that soaks
a meadow, drowns the shadows of death.
The instant’s an hour, feels like a decade.
Will nature overcome
the adversities, man’s foolish mishaps?
Will the forests of life
survive the onslaught?
The child’s cry is mother’s anodyne.
Her sublime imagination boasts hope,
portends nature’s victory in a battle
of the looming war; alas, life against death.

Fluted colonnades
And Doric capitals,
Shutters closing off
Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2016
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Poemas Internacionales
Mi Hombre Mexicano
Angelica Guillen

International Poems
My Mexican Man

Angelica Guillen / translated by Gerard Robledo

mi hombre mexicano

my mexican man

quítate tus botas
ponte huaraches

take off your boots
put on your sandals

sonríe con ese sol
que vive en tus ojos
alineame hacia la luna de tu voz

Smile with that sun
that lives in your eyes
point me toward the moon of your voice

dormimos juntos
en una estera de hierba seca
nos cubrimos con mi rebozo
y yo duermo en la cuna de tus brazos

we sleep together
on a mattress of dry grass
we cover ourselves with my shawl
and I sleep in the cradle of your arms

mientras tanto la tierra
espera
tus manos
sembrando
maíz
nuestro y anciano

meanwhile the earth
awaits
your hands
to sow
our ancient
corn

Echoes From an Invisible World
James Brandenburg

You are in my life
like roots feeding its branches
from the depth of spring water
I draw nourishment from you daily,
my branches extending upward
a coniferous being.
And if you listen carefully
in my breathing
you hear the breathing of the earth.
If you feel my pulse
you feel earth’s rhythm dancing.
If you see my colors
you see me painting a rainbow
across the canvas at night.
If you hear my sounds
you see my words printed on the page
and you hear my voiced
unrhymed iambic romances
singing unabatedly in your ear
the wind’s caresses.
I have only to fear
if my breathing abruptly raspy
my pulse quietly irregular
my colors too tempestuous
my words walking in goosestep
across the page
then I will know my time is near.
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Signale aus einer unsichtbaren Welt

James Brandenburg / translated by Hejo Müller
Du bist in mein Leben eingewachsen—mit Wurzeln.
wie mit Wurzeln,
die Stamm, Äste, Blätter des Baumes ernähren
mit dem Wasser aus Wurzelgrundtiefen
Tag für Tag hole ich mir Nahrung von dir
Meine Arme strecken sich an Ewigkeiten
Und wenn du genau hinhörst, horst du
den Atem der Erde—in meinem Atem!
Wenn du meinen Puls fühlst, spürst du
den tanzenden Rhythmus der Erde!
Sieh dir meine Farben an! Ich male
Regenbogen-Farben auf die Leinwand der Nacht!
Hör meine Stimme,—es sind
die ungereimten Jamben meiner Romanzen!
Sie singen dir unablässig die Liebkosungen
des Windes ins Ohr!
Nur davor hab ich Angst:
Daß eines Tages mein Atem plötzlich röchelt,
daß der Puls unregelmäßig wird;
(betrachte die stürmischen Farben,
die alzu stürmischen Farben in meinen Bildern)
Plötzlich kommen meine Worte
im Paradeschritt daher: Dann ist es so weit!
Meine Stunde ist gekommen.
Und ich muß gehen.

Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río

cactus holds the water
camels too
to make mud
buy potting soil
bring it into the kitchen
in a bowl
just add water

Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río is a gathering of writers and artists
committed to the environment through contemplative, artistic, and activist response. They meet quarterly to share individual work grounded
in an eco-poetics and to develop collective projects. This page reflects
some of their work.

Against

Jim Lavilla-Havelin
I saw five
lilies—graceful,
startlingly white
against oncoming August
against one another, unfolding in
fingers, thin petals,—
delicate as a whisper
sharp as a moment
in the slow fire
of Texas summer
against that languor
open
open
and
again

Epistle del Amor: Love Letter to My City
How can one marry… but to some portion of the earth?

San António, Mi Corazón,
Your Blue Hole is centering the universe even as the planet wobbles in feverish winds and quakes in trembling firmament. Yet in
San Anto, we go about our complacent, sometimes happy lives.
Is it because we have survived so much from the devastating formation of our city?
San Anto del Sol, del Solar… I love how the sun transforms the
color of you, multiplying greens in spring, drying earth crisp
browns in summer, floods sweeping off impervious cover in October, where your caverns that once held excess, have been cemented in, and water table has dropped, irreparably. Yanaguana,
ancient place of waters that refresh us, San Pedro Park, compatriot of Boston Commons,… Springs now dried like old age dries
our bodies in preparation for our return to dust.

White-Faced Ibis
Lucia Lavilla-Havelin

Mud

Jim LaVilla-Havelin
our clay and hard pan don’t become it
in this sere landscape, drought-land
cactus patch

San Quilmas, I love that we hold together, never letting loose
our heartstrings in jail or out. Mi Esperanza, I love that La Lucha continua, that even when parched by hot sun on dry earth
or frigid winter winds that chill our air and then our bones, we
keep a constant beat… La Fuerza Unida, en las calles y en los
corazones.
San Antonio, I love you for holding onto earth’s sacraments even
as land herself is torn asunder by economy-boosting escapades…
Hold me, Yanaguana, until you return,
Kamala Platt

I can pour water on a patch of earth
and watch it sizzle and boil away
or slip into scraggly weeds
here the ground
soaks very little in
so what we have is mostly
flood, not mud
too dry for mud some river beds
crack and tile—they look like broken plates
the last of a Greek dinner
a taverna’s explosion of dishes
and opas

Female Anhinga
Lucia Lavilla-Havelin

Black-Necked Stilt
Lucia Lavilla-Havelin
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Select Poems
Visiting a Graveyard
John Grey

I found only heavy gray stones
immersed in early evening fog.
My damp shirt chilled my flesh.
Ghosts would have been redundant.
But, tucked away in their coffins.
I’m sure haunting was the last thing
on my family’s minds.
A few scattered visitors
placed flowers beside graves.
My blooms preferred the comfort
of a vase.
No, not the comfort…
the company.

The Forest of Beech Trees
Yuxi Lin-Yuxi

Ach, ich bin des Treibens müde!
Was soll all der Schmerz und Lust?
—Goethe, on the slopes of Ettersberg

Goethe-Eiche auf dem Ettersberg,
The oak trunk with a concrete stump.
It burned all night
And fell with a thump.
But there was nature yet. Herr Himmler deemed it so.
Two bears wrestled in the Zoologischer Garten of the KZ.
The Kommandant clapped at the decisive swish of claws,
Smiled fatherly at his pets tearing slabs of meat.
But there was industry yet. Herr Himmler deemed it so.
Prisoners festooned V-2 Rockets that devoured life for life.
Emaciated hands dressed explosives in muscles and sinews,
Adorned them with unflinching eyes.
But there was comfort yet. Herr Himmler deemed it so.
A Sonderbau, he petitioned, to boost prison morale.
Production quantity of eight per night per female.
In, out, rein, raus, rinse, ready, repeat.
Goethe, where is sweet peace? In the sifted light?
The ghostly sighs? The ash-grey years?
Your heaven razed to a slaughter ground.
Tode Eichen. Tausende Leichen.

Nudging And Nagging
Ndaba Sibanda

She felt
a gentle, slight push
in her mind, in her heart,
in her everything. It was always there
when he was lurking menacingly like a snake.
It kept on
pushing and penetrating
in a gentle fashion beyond
description and understanding.
That thought, that emotion was a real spear.
She was always conjuring
up something she wanted to eschew.
There was a lost battle against the emotion.
There was a futile attempt to defy and deny.
But that emotion, that thought always seized her.
Her mind
did not want to
be prodded into action.
It knew better than to listen.
All she wished for was to walk away.

Song of a Man Who Has Come Through
D. H. Lawrence

Not I, not I, but the wind that blows through me!
A fine wind is blowing the new direction of Time.
If only I let it bear me, carry me, if only it carry me!
If only I am sensitive, subtle, oh, delicate, a winged gift!
If only, most lovely of all, I yield myself and am borrowed
By the fine, fine wind that takes its course through the chaos of
the world
Like a fine, an exquisite chisel, a wedge-blade inserted;
If only I am keen and hard like the sheer tip of a wedge
Driven by invisible blows,
The rock will split, we shall come at the wonder, we shall find
the Hesperides.
Oh, for the wonder that bubbles into my soul,
I would be a good fountain, a good well-head,
Would blur no whisper, spoil no expression.

But there was beauty yet. This was where
You and your German darling rendezvoused.
So better call it KZ-Somethingelse, something
Pretty like trunks felled and corpses mauled, something

What is the knocking?
What is the knocking at the door in the night?
It is somebody wants to do us harm.

Like Buchenwald.

No, no, it is the three strange angels.
Admit them, admit them.

The beech forest surrounding Goethe’s oak was cleared so that the Buchenwald KZ (concentration camp) could be built. Buchenwald is German for beech forest. - ed.
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Child

Abigail Rhodes

The Daughter Who Left
Holly Day

I’m a child.
I have the right to good health and nutrition, to have an education, to have a family, to be protected,
to live safely, to play, and to grow.
And to laugh and smile.

Reconstruct that last day: her,
standing in the doorway, straining to leave
as though strapped to us, always tearful
in her memories
reluctant gratitude behind closed eyes,

I’m a child. When did you forget that?
Someone must have forgotten that, because now these things that
children want and need,
Just because we’re children,
Have to be turned into rights.
To put into a law, like a government license.
Because someone forgot, that children aren’t a commodity, or a
resource.
Expendable, to be used and counted.

but so anxious to get out.

I’m a child.
I wake up before the sun. I wash the pans. I cook the breakfast.
I put out the laundry, feed the animals, and eat what’s left of the
breakfast.
Wash the pans again. Watch other children go to school. Boys
mostly.
I go tend the animals, I know I can do more than clean their filth,
fill their troughs.
I also know the animals are thankful for my care, more than the
people that tell me to do the task.
I dig hard dirt, plant seeds. Wonder what makes them grow.
Know the sun burns my back.
I want someday to learn, learn what is outside the farmyard.
I’m a child.
I go inside, sweep sand away from some other family’s footprints.
I can’t remember how big my mother’s footprints are, and the
shape of my father’s boots.
I scrub the filth from the floor, fold the quilts exactly square.
I try to be invisible, to not get in the way, to not show my tears.
It could be worse, that’s what the other girls at the market say.
Work hard, keep quiet, be strong.
And someday.
Maybe
Someday.
I will be a child.
And someday,
Maybe,
Smile, and laugh, and learn.
And play,
And be loved again.

Her voice is a constant in this house, frozen
behind picture frames, trapped in the smile
that changes every time the smudged glass is dusted.
Sometimes, she is happy.
Mostly, she is barely tolerant.
There are conversations half-remembered
that take on new meaning each time
they’re replayed, new depth: wisdom
beyond the years of an unhappy five-year-old,
harbinger to the years of dead silence
far ahead.

Necessary Work
Bryce Milligan

From the making of harps
to the making of houses
he turned his hands to what
needed doing, to what
needed time and attention:
building a house to live in
building a house to die in
Each smashed finger
each bit of flesh taken
by saw or blade or chemical
took a bit of the music
out of his hands,
crippling what was there
for the making.

Agave

Robert Ross
The agave grows fatter and meaner year by year,
pushing spines like poisoned fingers toward the eyes of its friends.
At the end its groin spills with nectar,
and it ups a green pole like the Jolly Green Giant’s shaft.
As the first dog that peed on it lies starved on his bed of ants,
it floats its triumphant grito of bats and flowers.
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Invictus

William Ernest Henley
Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.
In the fell clutch of circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud.
Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.
Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years
Finds and shall find me unafraid.
It matters not how strait the gate,
How charged with punishments the scroll,
I am the master of my fate,
I am the captain of my soul.

A Turkish Ode

Mesihi, translated by Sir William Jones
Hear how the nightingales on ev’ry spray,
Hail in wild notes the sweet return of May!
The gale, that o’er yon waving almond blows,
The verdant bank with silver blossoms strows:
The smiling season decks each flow’ry glade.
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
What gales of fragrance scent the vernal air!
Hills, dales, and woods their loveliest mantles wear.
Who knows what cares await that fatal day,
When ruder gusts shall banish gentle May?
Ev’n death, perhaps, our valleys will invade.
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
The tulip now its varied hue displays,
And sheds, like Ahmed’s eye, celestial rays.
Ah, nation ever faithful, ever true,
The joys of youth, while May invites, pursue!
Will not these notes your tim’rous minds persuade?
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.

See yon anemonies their leaves unfold
With rubies flaming, and with living gold!
While crystal show’rs from weeping clouds descend,
Enjoy the presence of thy tuneful friend.
Now, while the wines are brought, the sofa’s lay’d,
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
The plants no more are dried, the meadows dead,
No more the rose-bud hangs her pensive head.
The shrubs revive in valleys, meads, and bow’rs,
And ev’ry stalk is diadem’d with flow’rs:
In silken robes each hillock stands array’d.
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
Clear drops each morn impearl the rose’s bloom,
And from its leaf the Zephyr drinks perfume.
The dewy buds expand their lucid store,
Be this our wealth: ye damsels, ask no more.
Though wise men envy, and though fools upbraid,
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
The dewdrops, sprinkled by the musky gale,
Are chang’d to essence ere they reach the dale.
The mild blue sky a rich pavilion spreads,
Without our labour, o’er our favour’d heads.
Let others toil in war, in arts, or trade.
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
Late gloomy winter chill’d the sullen air,
Till Soliman arose, and all was fair.
Soft in his reign the notes of love resound,
And pleasure’s rosy cup goes freely round.
Here on the bank, which mantling vines o’ershade,
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
May this rude lay from age to age remain,
A true memorial of this lovely train.
Come, charming maid, and hear thy poet sing,
Thyself the rose, and He the bird of spring:
Love bids him sing, and Love will be obey’d.
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.

The sparkling dewdrops o’er the lilies play
Like orient pearls, or like the beams of day.
If love and mirth your wanton thoughts engage,
Attend, ye nymphs! (A poet’s words are sage.)
While thus you sit beneath the trembling shade,
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
The fresh-blown rose like Zeineb’s cheek appears,
When pearls, like dewdrops, glitter in her ears.
The charms of youth at once are seen and past,
And nature says, “They are too sweet to last.”
So blooms the rose, and so the blushing maid!
Be gay: too soon the flow’rs of Spring will fade.
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Reddish Egret
Lucia LaVilla-Havelin

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

What Is It That I Fear Most?
Alan Beatty

When asked this question,
I gave the same answer
I’ve been giving for years.
I talked about my fear
of losing control of my body,
of being a prisoner in my own mind.
But, as the session went on,
and we discussed more and more,
I realized there’s another fear,
just as real, and likely as awful,
the fear that I won’t be the person
the people I care for need me to be.
I couldn’t bear the weight I needed
to carry in a past relationship,
causing it to end,
and me to hurt her.
I’m scared of something
like that happening again,
especially with an old friend
who doesn’t ever seem
to have someone else
to be who he needs.

The Time before Death

Kabir, translated by Robert Bly
Friend, hope for the Guest while you are alive.
Jump into experience while you are alive!
Think… and think… while you are alive.
What you call “salvation” belongs to the time
before death.  
If you don’t break your ropes while you’re alive,
do you think
ghosts will do it after?
The idea that the soul will rejoin with the ecstatic
just because the body is rotten—
that is all fantasy.
What is found now is found then.
If you find nothing now,
you will simply end up with an apartment in the
City of Death.  
If you make love with the divine now, in the next
life you will have the face of satisfied desire.
So plunge into the truth, find out who the Teacher is,
Believe in the Great Sound!  
Kabir says this: When the Guest is being searched for,
it is the intensity of the longing for the Guest that
does all the work.
Look at me, and you will see a slave of that intensity.

What Can You
Vivian Kearney

What can you, what should you fight
at the dying of the light
that fed you, led you so brightly
in your meaning-seeking life
Can you, should you rage
cursing all still standing around
Rather bless the witnesses, wave gently
as on the last trip you’re bound

Untitled

Laura Padilla
Faith gives me strength
strength in mind and body
strength in stepping forward
on a path unknown
Strength to fill my mind with knowledge
to soak my worries in hope
to hope for dreams achieved

Beyond
Judith Christy Williamson
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Iridescent…

Tatjana Debeljacki
for János Mészáros
For the sake of harmony of generosity
You need to step forward.
Black riders with what they know
And less frequently when they mourn,
Drive a habit—at your fingertips.
With difficulty,
They remove the decay of a sick mind.
Stakes are high
In the game of desire.
Needs in our mind are swarming,
But, as it seems,
The expression, the way are changing…
There is no way out
When money is the spice.
Smile, offer comfort
Swayed by the wind!
In the shadow nights are breathing,
Swooping together without a solid argument
The black rider and the rainy princess!
Humanities—Prophecies
From the player’s memories—run!
Bring blessings, happiness that is snowing.
Cover the breast with flowers,
Use your skills to dream…
Paint the waist of a Madonna…
Beware of the desires of a Salome.
Neatly and in style, ease the pain
Make miracles which, as a joke,
Are coming from the heavens!
The names of many will live till the end of time.
At dawn, the day breaks in the burden’s shine.
While dancing, the riders are bent
And proudly, with their forelegs,
Their anger and stress they vent.
Frayed joy of cracked sorrow,
Of one’s youth,
Where there are no other silk mane or pearl eyes…
Gives rise to a cloudy dawning
In which we bury today
For a better tomorrow morning.

Untitled

Chad Whitehead
Skate and destroy graffiti toys
Stupid Northeast side girls and boys.
Texas is full of nothing but hicks.
Why can’t they see
we just want our kicks?
Five years later looking for a fix.
A fix?
My head needs to get fixed
I don’t know what to do.
Even when the sun’s out, I feel blue.
26
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Untitled

joshayala91
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.

The Chakra

Anthony Castro
The land before time was such a crime
Tears in my eyes were baffled and confused
Yet I continue to use. Haven for Hope: Hope and never lose
IHRP is where I stand
Two feet tall and yet I’m still a beast.
But here’s the ringer and it’s not the phone:
Should I pick up or continue to use?
Man coughs in the background
Should I be silent?
Silent and steady she goes around and around
The truth be told
Behold I am the truth to be or not to be?

Back on Track
Z. Darrow

How many ears have heard the train rumble by?
Lonely nights spent by sinners who cry.
Sleeping outside, they wish they could die—
but none of them asked for help
How many souls have come back to life?
To a husband to answer the prayers of a wife?
To end all the honor of suffering and strife?
The horn blows on the ears of the redeemed.
How many ministers of love and faith?
Prayers of hundreds that come through the gate?
Never to judge and never to take
into a haven where hope ushers change.
If you’ve stood on the tracks
or stared in the eyes of troubled souls like my brother and me
you’re probably a gift from heaven disguised.
I love you and thanks for your time.

Art Therapy
The life-affirming pleasure of art-making is inherently therapeutic. Often both the art process and product created help us to understand our
current environments, reduce stress, enhance cognitive ability, and increase awareness of self and others. They may also be used as a form of
prayer or journaling. It is common for artists to spontaneously respond
to their own art or that of others with both art and poetry. The art and
poetry below have been submitted through a variety of non-clinical,
though often life-giving, art-based classes in venues around Texas.

Freedom

Richelle Vasquez
I feel as if I’m living a lie, drowning
With all the secrets that you keep deep inside.
You always seem to be hiding something
Behind those lying and deceiving eyes.
With every word that you say,
Can you not see that you betray me?
With every breath that you take,
I watch as you slip further away.
You say that you would be lost
Without me, but
You are trying to define me
Into someone I don’t want to be.

Try

Frances Rosales Ford
Memories start to fade
Feeling like a charade
Things from the past
Seem like circumstance
Time makes my reality a haze
Things I know happened appear as a daze
I close my eyes and my mind wanders
My heart aches and the pain thunders
I’m suffocating, weak with aches
How do I share these things that
Leave me so sensitive?
Who can I befriend and share
This moment with?
Will they listen?
Will they understand?
Will they care?
Will they share a helping hand?
I won’t know till I try.

The time has come,
My vision is no longer blurred.
If I want my freedom,
I must cut this cord.

Lost Friendship
Amanda Collins

What was and will never be
Something inside, something unseen
Something broken, a lifeline lost
Friendship is an expensive cost
Alone with nowhere to turn
An idiot with something to learn
A friend you truly love
Has flown away like a wild dove
Never to return, what a waste
Never to trust, no matter the case
Tricks are a book unspoken
To a heart that always gets broken
All I want is my friend back
The one that I used to know, the one that I lack
One who helps me through all my fears
One who will stay through all the tears
All I want is my friend back, the one I can trust
But she’s fading away, blown to dust.

Alice Wondering
Tara Layer
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My War

Miranda Herrera
As I sit between the four walls
Of shame and defeat
My soul weeps for love.
Can’t you hear the hurtfulness in my voice?
How cruel and evil the world is?
One mistake costs a life.
Everyone laughs when they see
A helpless soul cry for help.
You claim to be loving
But why smile at someone who’s hurt?
Do you have any shame of what you’re doing?
When you speak, it’s your heart that cries.
People say words don’t hurt
But why am I in tears then?
How my soul aches when I weep.
Is my life over while I’m still young?
I’ll do my best to keep fighting.
You made me a warrior by the suffering
you put me through.
This war is mine.
Don’t believe me just watch.
You’re only making me stronger by your hateful words.
The devil can attack me but he cannot hurt me
For I have God on my side
Whose heart is as pure as gold.
A heart of gold is what I wish to have
Like when I was a child.
Yes, I fall, I cry, I scream, I get angry
I’m human just like you.
So go ahead and mock me and judge me.
Just remember God does not like ugly
And he will judge you like you’re judging me.
You might like the shadows of death
But I like the bright sun that shines on life
Like the moon that shines on the stars
That reflects on the water.
The voices of the angels is what pleases my weeping soul.
I thank you for making me stronger than I was in my past life.
You might hate me but
I love you more than you will ever know.

Poetry & Dreams

Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation
In the Country

Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg
San Antonio, Texas
May 2, 2010
Dream: The dream takes place in the country—a place that feels
like the old homestead near London, Kentucky. I have a tray in
my hand. It is a screening device to sort out gold from streams and
rivers. There are two compartments. There is gold in one of the
compartments, and I have to find out which compartment holds
the gold. The gold has been panned. It is spring, and the flowers
and the trees are in full bloom; I am soaking it all in. After walking
in the valley, I head up the side of a hill. There are farm animals
all around—chickens, cows, pigs, mules, and birds. I feel really
at home here in nature. The early morning sun is coming up over
the hill. I look for a place in the forest where I can sit down and
look at the gold. I find a grassy place and sit down. End of dream.
Interpretation: Why is it that I return in my dreams to the place
of my childhood in Kentucky and pan for gold? The ancients used
gold to symbolize balance in all things, as in the “golden mean.”
Gold is associated with divine principles, and phi is sometimes
called “the golden ratio.” Gold is further associated with the wisdom of aging. Gold is the symbol of solar light and hence of the
divine intelligence. If the heart is the image of the sun in man, in
the earth it is gold. There is something in my youth that is missing in my life today. Nature surrounded us at that time; there was
an abundance of water, vegetation, and wildlife. We caught fish
out of local rivers and streams and killed our own game. There is
an obvious link here between nature and gold.

Accustomed to Dark
James Brandenburg

Dusk creeps in.
A tuft of wind
carries a flashing light
from the distance.
Blinking in the apple
blossoms to my left
then to my right
in the mulberry tree
now another light
over the steamy creek
three lights
four lights
like creatures under gas lamps
snuffed out for the evening.
Flames engulf the darkness.
Flaming fireflies
carry me
in their airy motion
I close my eyes in darkness
I open my eyes in darkness,
fireflies have tricked me
into eternity.
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Essay
Why Write?

Carol Coffee Reposa

Speech Given on the Occasion of Receiving the 2015 Arts & Letters
Award by the Friends of the San Antonio Public Library

Good afternoon, everyone! I am thrilled to be here with you
today and hope you know that I will cherish this award for the
rest of my days. I would like to begin with a seeming digression.
Documentary film maker Ken Burns tells us that our national
parks are “America’s best idea.” Much as I respect Mr. Burns, on
this point I respectfully differ. Great as this idea was and is, I think
there’s one still better, and it comes from founding father Benjamin Franklin: our national system of libraries. Wherever they
exist, libraries advance learning, promote civil discourse, pull
communities together, and bring light of every kind into the lives
of those who visit them. And no library anywhere achieves these
goals more fully than our own San Antonio Public Library, whose
many outreach projects extend even into the sphere of providing
help for the homeless. All writers—with the possible exceptions
of Henry David Thoreau and David Foster Wallace—love the ego
massage that comes with public recognition, but this award is different because it comes from an agency entirely dedicated to the
public good. And that’s why I said a moment ago that I would
cherish this honor for the rest of my life. In receiving this award,
I get to bask for a few hours in the reflected glory of luminous altruism. So thank you, Friends of the San Antonio Public Library!
When I started to prepare this speech, I thought it would be appropriate to speak briefly on what it means to be a creative writer
in America today, but before we look at what writing can do for
us, I think we should examine first what it won’t. For starters, unless you are Stephen King, Harper Lee, or John Grisham, writing
probably won’t make you rich. Chances are it won’t make you
famous either. Emily Dickinson, today recognized as one of the
titans of American poetry, published only twelve poems during
her lifetime. Indeed, the first complete edition of her works did
not appear until almost a century after her death, and Dickinson’s
case is not unusual. If it’s wealth and fame you seek, you’d do
better to become a sports hero, IT mogul, or rock star. Further,
ours is not the most hospitable culture for creative writers, especially poets. This nation initially was colonized by miscellaneous
day laborers, political exiles, indentured servants, and religious
dissenters, most of whom distrusted creative writing for two reasons: 1) they associated it with a pampered European aristocracy
having the time to dabble in such useless projects; and 2) they
generally viewed all art as decadent, even dangerous, in its capacity to divert attention from the study of God, the only true
purpose of human existence. Our nation’s first published poet,
Anne Bradstreet, was criticized roundly for scribbling verse
when she should have been tending the garden or darning socks,
a point she makes forcefully in her poem “The Prologue”: “I am
obnoxious to each carping tongue,” she fumes, “Who says my
hand a needle better fits.” In the same vein, Bradstreet’s contemporary, the Puritan preacher Edward Taylor, wrote his knock-out
metaphysical poetry secretly and kept it hidden because he may
have feared being cast out of Massachusetts Bay Colony if his
private passion became public. Nor has this suspicion entirely
disappeared from American culture even 350 years later. Not so
long ago, Joyce Kilmer concluded his famous—or should I say

infamous?—poem “Trees” with this discouraging couplet:
Poems are made by fools like me
But only God can make a tree.
So there’s the bad news: creative writing in this country carries
risks and liabilities. Now for the good news: it also confers many
benefits, some of them profound.
First, if you were born with the art-making bug in your system,
I think there’s little you can do about it. Fish gotta swim, birds
gotta fly, writers gotta write. It’s an itch we have to scratch, the
verbal lemming in us that drives over the cliff. On a less flippant
note, I believe that people with the creative writing gene spinning
through their DNA have not just the right but the duty to nurture
their gift. The Parable of the Talents from The Gospel According
to St. Matthew comes to mind here. I’m sure you know the story:
a master about to embark on a long journey summons his three
servants. To the first he gives five talents, a very considerable sum
of money in that day. To the second he gives two talents; to the
third servant, one. The first two servants invest their money and
reap rich rewards, but the third buries his one talent, for which
the master upon his return strongly rebukes the man. The meaning here is hard to miss. As Leo Buscaglia puts it, “Your talent is
God’s gift to you. What you do with it is your gift back to God.”
A sense of doing the right thing is certainly not the only benefit of creative writing, though. The arts in general and creative
writing in particular allow us to bear witness as nothing else can.
Pablo Picasso painted his harrowing but magnificent Guernica
after he read a newspaper account of this vicious Spanish Civil
War bombing, an attack on a defenseless city. Similarly, when the
Twin Towers fell on 9/11, The San Antonio Express-News was
deluged not with letters but with poems, thousands upon thousands of them. They filled an entire section of the paper. Some of
this work was very strong; some, not so much, but that of course
is not the point. What this barrage of creative writing demonstrates is that people all over the city, citizens from every walk
of life, understood the enormity of this event and recognized the
power of poetry to memorialize it in a uniquely personal way, to
say, “I was here, and this mattered.”
And here’s a third strength: unlike the fleeting messages we
send and receive on Facebook, Twitter and Instagram, great writing lasts. We’re still quoting Shakespeare, although he died in
1616. Will anyone be quoting our emails and text messages 400
years from now? I doubt it. In contrast with our ephemeral cyber
comments, classic literature contains a mysterious energy that
draws us back again and again. One of my professors once remarked that a great text never can be fully possessed nor understood. I see two reasons for this phenomenon. First, the text is
static, while we are not. The words on the page remain the words
on the page, but by contrast we change as we move through life,
and these changes deepen both our reading and our writing, allowing us to find new meanings in our own work and that of
others with each subsequent reading. A second reason for the
elusive, protean quality that informs great writing is its use of
supercharged language, what Samuel Taylor Coleridge called
“the best words in their best order.” In masterpieces like War
and Peace, Don Quixote, Hamlet, and The Iliad, such language
interacts with the reader’s knowledge, emotions and experience
to generate an ongoing creative dialogue. This interior conversation spirals endlessly through time, space and culture, remaining
eternally fresh. I think Ezra Pound got it right when he defined
such writing as “news that stays news.”
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A fourth advantage of creative writing—whether we’re reading it, writing it, or both—is its power to take us to the deepest
parts of ourselves, beyond the reach of any MRI or EEG. Literature opens windows to who we really are at what Hamlet calls our
“heart’s core,” our “heart of hearts.” It is on the pages of poems,
plays, novels and short stories—an American invention, by the
way—that we document our loves, losses, hopes, fears. “A poem
begins as a lump in the throat,” Robert Frost observes, “a sense
of wrong, a homesickness, a lovesickness… . It finds the thought
and the thought finds the words.” A writer’s private struggles and
triumphs often take on a life of their own after they find their way
into print, becoming the cherished property of not just their creator
but of the world at large. When Abraham Lincoln was assassinated,
his Secretary of War, Edwin Stanton, famously lamented, “Now he
belongs to the ages.” Stanton’s words were more prophetic than he
could have guessed, because one New York poet, heartbroken by
the death of his beloved President, went on to delineate that deeply
personal grief in one of the greatest elegies in the English language,
one read and lauded everywhere. The poem is When Lilacs Last in
the Dooryard Bloom’d, and the poet is of course Walt Whitman.
A fifth point in favor of creative writing is its capacity to draw
attention to public ills and sometimes change society for the better.
Maybe that’s why the British Romantic poet Shelley called poets “the unacknowledged legislators of the world.” Many of you
know the following historical event already, but I think it’s worth
repeating. In 1904, a young writer decided to work undercover in
one of Chicago’s notorious slaughterhouses to gather material for a
future novel. The book that came from this experience, a blistering
exposé of dirt, danger, and exploitation in America’s meat-packing
industry, stirred up a firestorm that resulted in passage of the Pure
Food and Drug Act and creation of the FDA. Today, anywhere in
this country, we can buy brisket for our weekend cook-out without
wondering whether eating it will kill us, and for this reassurance
we may thank a single novel, The Jungle, and its author, Upton
Sinclair. Not all writers are this intentional, of course. I doubt that
Charles Dickens wrote David Copperfield and Oliver Twist for
the sole purpose of correcting the ghastly conditions in Victorian
poor-houses and debtor’s prisons, or that William Blake described
five-year-old chimney sweeps only to end child labor. Even so, I
suspect that a buried idealism, a deep-rooted desire to make the
world a better place, drove at least a part of their creativity. They
understood that literature had the power to force positive change,
as did Russian short story master Isaac Babel, who memorably
asserted, “There is no sword can pierce the human heart with such
stupefying effect, as a period placed at just the right moment.”
Finally, I believe that art not only improves the world; it also improves those who produce it, if only while they are in the act of its
creation. In her spellbinding novel Serenissima, Erica Jong ponders
this unintended consequence. Speaking through her protagonist, she
muses, “Life revolves around procuring food, cooking it, eating it,
disposing of waste. Nourishment, garbage, excrement—the eternal
circle… . Human beings are tubes. Food goes in one end. [Waste]
comes out the other. Without love, without poetry, without the yearning for the divine, we are no more than that” (103). It is creativity
that lifts us out of our biological lockstep, that allows us, if only for
a moment, to realize Shakespeare’s vision and “give to airy nothing/
A local habitation and a name.” For these reasons, for every year that
passes I believe more deeply in not just the value but the necessity of
artistic energy in our lives if we wish to inhabit a meaningful world.
Work Cited: Jong, Erica. Serenissima (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1987).
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Short Fiction
Dog On Car
Thomas Porter

The summer we said bye-bye to the ’51 Chevy, the jalopy was
replaced by an embarrassment of another kind.
A ’63 sky-blue Ford with fins.
The fins weren’t so bad, except they allowed our mixed breed
beagle, Sam, to walk out the back window and down the fin and
on top of the trunk and onto the top of the car. Mom came from
Arkansas and knew what feeling low was like. So if a dog wanted
to ride on top of the car to feel superior, more power to him. Of
course, at first, Sam gave Mom a hard time, especially when she
tried to go to the store, or to get her hair-n-nails done. Say she
was springing salmon croquettes on us for supper. And say maybe she already had salmon and bread crumbs and eggs and corn
meal. Say, for instance, all she needed was onions. Or Crisco.
No problem. Just pop in the car and drive down the street. Only,
when she got in the driver’s seat ready to go, guess who’d jump
in the back seat? Sam our mixed-breed beagle. When she started
the car, he’d climb back out the window and down the fin, onto
the trunk, and up on the roof of the car.
Mom would have a conniption. She’d turn the engine off, put
the car back in PARK, get out, coax Sam off the car, roll up the
windows so he couldn’t jump in, and get back in the car herself.
Thing is, after coming back from the store, she’d roll the windows down because with the windows up the car was too hot.
Each time Mom wanted to take the car somewhere, Sam would
repeat the offense. He’d walk out the window, down the fin, and
get on top of the car.
“Fine,” Mom finally said. “You want up there so bad, HANG
ON!” Boy was she pissed. And that’s what started her driving
around town, for the next five or so years, with our dog Sam
on top of the car. Anywhere she went—Woolworths, Monkey
Wards, Kelly’s Beauty Salon, the Alamo—Sam went too.
Of course, it was quite a spectacle.
Then came the day of the baseball game at the Joe Ward
YMCA.
I didn’t mind being stuck way out in center field, even though it
was hot as dog turds. Because center field afforded anyone playing to contemplate cloud formations, watch birds, or observe, as
I did at the time of this particular ballgame, cut ants. Cut ants,
as you know, like to cut tree leaves to the size of corn flakes and
haul them in a line back to their ant bed. Inside the bed, ants poop
on the leaf so the poop chemical reacts to the leaf chemical, causing a spore to grow. To the queen ant who eats it, the spore is like
a toasted-dinner-roll-with-grape-jelly. I heard that somewhere.
Most likely from a kid at school named Frank who knew which
end of the bee honey comes from.
Anyway, what caught my eye and caused me to lose sight that
the game was tied, and that our enemies were about to win because their winning run was on third, was that one particular ant
in the line stood out because of the enormity of his load. His
leaf-cargo wasn’t cut into the cornflake-size like the others. No.
Instead, his load was whole. In fact, it was a gigantic leaf of a
sycamore tree, a leaf that looked like the tall green sail of a seagoing ship. What I hadn’t noticed as I followed the ant’s progress
was that up ahead somewhere between center and left field—
where left-fielder Walter Guerra was positioned—was a long

stem blocking the ant’s path. Other ants going and coming found
it easy to pass under the stick’s one-inch opening. Ants going to
the bed were met by ants returning from the bed. And like I said
none went around the stick, but under it. What I wondered was
what was this ant, carrying the tall leaf, going to do? So I got leftfielder Walter Guerra involved.
“Hey,” I yelled to Walter Guerra in left field. “Come here a
minute.”
“What’re you doing,” Walter complained. “Their game winner’s on third base!”
“Forget that,” I said.
“Why? What you looking at?” Walter asked.
“Ants.”
“Ants? For what?” Walter asked: “There’s a GAME going on.”
“I know. But you got to see this ant. It’s about to DO something.”
“Do what?”
“Watch,” I said.
Walter came closer.
“Now do you see?”
Walter stood on the opposite side of the ant line. He looked at
the ant with the gigantic leaf, compared it to the others.
“Wow,” Walter said. “How do you think something that small
can carry something so big?” He picked up a rock and started to
smash it.
“Stop! What’re you doing?” I said.
“I just want to teach it a lesson.”
“No. Wait. Observe.”
Walter put the rock down. We both heard the crack of the bat.
“Get the BALL,” someone shouted. “What in DAMNATION
are you two doing out there!” The ball rolled up to Walter. He
hurled it (with all his might) to home plate, but it only reached
the pitcher’s mound where it stuck in the sand.
“Lotta good that did,” I said as the runner on third stepped on
home plate and scored the game winner to the cheers of our heckling opponents (mostly parents).
“It didn’t even roll,” Walter said, deflated. He crouched back
down. “Now, what were you saying?”
“Watch,” I said. “All the other ants can go under this stick because their leaves are small. But what will the one with the tall
leaf do, Walter?”
“How the heck do I know,” Walter said. “He’ll go around it, I
guess. Because he’s sure not going to turn around and go back.
Look how far he came!”
As the tall-leaf ant approached the stick, we heard a loud
screaming, which we took to be our coach having a heart attack.
The ant reached the bridge-stick, and did a most amazing thing.
Without missing a beat, the ant lowered the tall leaf sail behind
him, took it by its stem, and, without it even touching the bridge
or the ground, pulled it under the bridge! Then, once it cleared
the bridge, it raised its tall sail leaf again and went on its way.
“Wow,” I said. “Impressive.”
“MIGHTY Impressive,” Walter said. “Never seen nothing like
it. NOW can I smash it?”
“Course not. Let’s see where it goes.” Walter looked up to see
who was yelling. Coach’s brains were about to pop out of his
head. Coach was a chronic smoker and nearly swallowed an unfiltered Raleigh.
“Coach wants you,” Walter said. “And he don’t look too happy.
Here comes my mom, too. I gotta go.”

As we went in, Walter’s mom met us at the pitcher’s mound,
saw the stuck ball Walter had thrown and consoled him for not
saving the winning run:
“You could’ve done better,” she said, “without Nature Boy
here distracting you.”
Oh well.
The grandstands were empty. I was the only one left.
Coach and me.
“Well if you can’t pay attention to the game,” Coach said,
“maybe you can help me pick up the equipment. And by the way,
where’s your mom?”
Before I could answer, he complained, “Guess I’ll have to run
you home.”
“What if she comes to get me,” I asked.
“Tough titty ain’t it?” he said, re-torching his cigarette.
In Coach’s car driving down Babcock Road, it occurred to me
why Mom was late. It was Friday, and Friday was her hair-n-nail
appointment. I was about to tell Coach this, when he let out:
“Good God Almighty! Look at that lunatic with the dog on
top of her car!” His jugular was about to pop. Sure enough, up
ahead, coming in the opposite direction, was the shocking sight.
There was Mom with her newly coiffed hairdo, crouched over
her steering wheel, blowing her wet nail polish with Sam our
mixed-breed beagle on top of Mom’s car, ears flapping, mouth
open, tongue hanging out, the pride of our family. Before she
passed and caught a glimpse of me, I compressed my entire body
into the space below the dash board.
“Never seen a sight like that,” Coach said. “What kind of lunatic drives with a dog on top of her car?”
“Maybe it’s a trend,” I said looking up at coach from the floorboard.
Coach slapped the steering wheel of his 3-speed ’61 Ford Falcon and laughed and coughed so hard, I thought he’d croak right
there. Instead of dying, he adjusted the rearview mirror to watch
Mom and Sam the brown mongrel beagle disappear around the
bend on their way to not find me at the ballfield.
And that was enough baseball humiliation for a lifetime. I quit
and never went back.

Millie

Dave Northrup
Millie Lipari woke to shadows. Slowly the grey rectangle of
a curtained window appeared and when she turned her head she
discerned the larger area of a door. Did it open on to the hotel corridor? Quickly she thrust an arm out from her side, and met cold,
empty sheets. Then Millie remembered. It was Sunday morning.
Mia and Mama Gia would be in their rooms down the hall until
well after eight o’clock.
Millie drew a deep breath and placed her bare arms atop the
bedspread. The rows of tufted material felt cool against her skin.
Chenille, she remembered the name, and wondered what language it came from. It did not sound Italian. Anyway, Carlotta
never would have permitted anything that even hinted of the old
country in the bedroom shared with Barto. As the sunlight grew,
the curtain glowed brightly, and the small round mirror atop her
bureau became a gleaming silver disk. Fragments of a game whe
and her mother had played in this very room crept into Millie’s
memory. When she was little, before Mia had arrived, Millie
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would steal into her pregnant mother’s bed shortly after Bartolomeo had risen, and revel in the warmth her father had left. She
would lie near but always avoid touching Carlotta who loomed
next to her, at that time an alien presence big with possibilities
that had frightened Millie.
They would play I See Something, each in turn calling out a
shape or color in the room, the other having to name the object
referred to. Millie could never see her mother’s eyes to get clues
to the right answer. If she didn’t guess correctly on the first try,
she would call out again in English, and sometimes in Italian.
“Specchio, specchio,” the child’s voice of memory sounded in
Millie’s ears.
She felt her mother’s weight shift and stiffened to hold herself
still lest she slide down against Carlotta. Her mother spoke in the
voice that would brook no objection.
“It’s mirror, mirror. To me you will speak only English. We
are not in Italy any longer … no matter what your father thinks.”
Even in those days her mother was always angry over the
“wedding gift” Barto had given her: the wife of a poor florist in
the mill town that was Amsterdam, New York.
Millie sat up, and drawing her legs under, pulled the hem of her
nightgown tightly down over her knees. Sunlight cutting through
the window curtain struck her full in the face, but it was too early
in the morning and too late in the year for the brightness to be
uncomfortable. Millie gazed wide-eyed at the curtain, her eyes
tracing the muslin’s intricately embroidered arabesques. That
curtain and the bedspread were the only remnants of her mother’s
presence. In the circuitous, undulating lines of the curtain’s embroidery seemed writ the tortuous history of the last six years.
Nineteen thirty-five. The year Carlotta left for Bridgeport Connecticut to visit the Micciche’s, her distant cousins who’d sponsored them in America. Millie remembered that Sunday morning
on the station platform. She’d held Mia’s hand while her father
hefted Carlotta’s trunk onto the baggage cart. Bartolomeo had
bent down to kiss Carlotta, but at the last moment her mother
turned a cheek to her father’s caress, at the same time thrusting a
slip of paper into Millie’s hand.
“That’s the address where I’ll be. Only for two weeks. Then
I’ll be back.” Carlotta’s voice had rung high in the cool morning
air. Her mother had not turned to look at them as she ascended
the steps and disappeared into the car. On the walk back to Lipari’s Garden on Guy Park, Millie had looked at the slip of paper
and thought it strange that there was no house number. Carlotta
had written only Louis Micciche, Barnum and Noble Avenue,
Bridgeport in her large elegant hand. When two Sundays later the
three of them stood on the platform and no one got off the train,
Millie understood instantly what her father refused to believe.
They went to Al Micciche, Mama Gia’s son.
“I got to call your cousin,” her father said.
When they got hold of Louis, Bartolomeo, unable to speak,
handed the phone to Millie.
“Listen,” an old man’s voice squeaked tiredly on the other end,
“we ain’t seen Carlotta here. Don’t know nuthin’ about this. First
we hear that she was gonna pay us a visit. Don’t know where she
is. Wish we could help ya.”
There was a pause. Then the voice added, “Sorry,” and the line
went dead.
“Girls your daughters’ age need a woman. There’s things you
can’t do for them,” Millie had overheard heard Miriam, Al Mic32
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ciche’s wife, tell her father. A hot feeling of resentment had risen
in her breast. What could an old woman do for her father and little sister that she could not do herself? She could be in charge in
a way her mother never could. But Bartolomeo had let Giovanna
in. She became Mama Gia, and they had struggled on for three
years until Millie had graduated high school. Nineteen thirtyeight. A long three years ago, now.
The brightness grew, and Millie looked down at the white bedspread stained by the shadow of the curtain. She closed her eyes
and shook her head, trying to stop the memory of that warm Sunday morning in July. She’d gone over to the greenhouse soon
after waking, expecting to see her father in his usual place peering out the windows of the florist’s shop at the emptiness of Guy
Park Avenue. He did that most mornings, and Millie had come
to believe that he was looking to see if Carlotta might be coming
back. Millie remembered quietly moving past the benches that
morning to steal a glance at Barto. But there was something in
his posture that made her cry out “Papa!” when she caught sight
of him. His head was bent sharply forward on his chest, and he
appeared to be kneeling as though in prayer. When only silence
met her cry, she moved closer and saw the length of rope attached
to the pot hook in the ceiling.
Millie pulled the bedspread over her head and began to rock
back and forth. Her throat tightened and her eyes grew moist.
Then she heard old Father George announcing matter-of-factly,
“Under the circumstances I think it best to conduct the service at
Perillo’s instead of St. Michael’s.” Sobs came, and unable to resist, Mille gave full voice to them. The sounds of her cries and the
creaking of the bedsprings surrounded her. Slowly the spasm of
grief ran its course, and she sat becalmed under the shelter of the
blanket. Every week the ritual in which she bore witness to the
terrible mysteries of the past played itself out. Millie had come
to accept it as her Sunday morning worship held in the church of
her own making since she would never enter St. Michael’s again.
She became aware of movement in the hallway outside her
door. No doubt Mama Gia and her sister had heard her and scurried off to the kitchen. Millie drew a labored breath, put aside the
bedspread and stood, conscious only of the faint ticking of the
small clock on the dresser keeping time with the whisper of her
heartbeat. The silence weighed upon her as she imagined the soil
of the grave bore down upon her father. The sale of Lipari’s Garden to the Hotalings, the necessity of finding work at the button
shop, even the turmoil of her passionate womanhood—she had
endured all under that silence.
The bedroom glowed in the soft light of the risen December
sun. Millie gazed into the small mirror. Her tousled hair shone
blue-black and accentuated the pallor of her tear-stained face.
She saw her dark eyes large beneath the dusky brows; her full
lips looked the color of bruises against the whiteness of the skin.
Millie gazed and wondered why the two men in her life had
seemed so taken with such a shadowed beauty. She remembered
the question that had been on her lips when so long ago her mother had told her to beware the boys who would look at her and
not turn away. What should she do with such boys? Carlotta’s
reply had never come, and Millie had discovered the answer for
herself. She turned away from the mirror, wrapping herself in
the dark robe, and pushed her feet into the old pair of leather
slippers, a long-ago Christmas gift from her mother to her father
that Bartolomeo had neither the desire, nor, finally, the time to
use. Attired in the robe and slippers, she felt sheltered from the

memory of another Sunday morning when she’d been dressed
for display. She raised her head, straightened her shoulders, and
moved out into the hallway.
In the kitchen Mama Gia stood at her accustomed place before
the stove, her back to the doorway. Mia sat erect at the table, the
prominence of her chin and narrow nose highlighted by the slanting rays of the morning sun. The small dark eyes met Millie’s
for an instant, then dropped to the Sunday Recorder spread out
on the table next to the empty cereal bowl. Millie stared at the
flawless finger curls of her sister’s short black hair and surmised
that Mia had risen early to repair whatever damages sleep might
have done to her coiffure. Mia’s whining voice spoke in Millie’s
memory.
“Oh, please, Mil. Come on! All the girls I know are getting cuts
like this! It’s not like I’m gonna get a bob or anything! Just short
enough so’s I can do wave curls like everybody else. Please?”
Millie gave her the money to go to Marel’s Hair Fashion, the
fanciest place on East Main, making her promise to give back
whatever change was left. Mia had come home not only with the
hairdo, but also with a set of expensive brass wave clips and an
empty pocket book. When Millie had objected and threatened
to withhold Mia’s spending money, the girl simpered and rolled
her eyes.
“Oh? So, you’re making good money at the button shop,
ain’tcha? Anyway, we gotta help one another. We’re the only
one’s we got left, ain’t we? Besides, you can use ‘em too, if you
want.” Standing beside Millie, Mia’d tossed the clamps onto
the bureau. Then her tall, slender figure moved quickly, backing
through the bedroom doorway. Out in the hall she paused, looked
down her nose at Millie and said laughingly,
“You know, it’d make you look even prettier for someone
who’s older and might even appreciate you in the future more
than he already does.”
Staring at Mia’s small black eyes glittering like Carlotta’s, Millie had felt a sudden angry flush of shame rise along her throat.
The girl was like her mother, angular and spare in body with a
spirit to match: sharp and cutting and loyal to no one but herself.
The words had left Millie numbed, unable to move. In contrast to
Mia’s lissomeness, she had felt her own body thick and ponderous, too abundant in the attributes of womanhood to permit her
to use it without suffering the consequences.
Mama Gia turned from the stove, looking directly at Millie and
smiling. She spoke quietly in a mixture of Italian and English she
used with the girls.
“Come, mia bella uno. Sit. Time to eat. Mangia.
She patted the back of the chair opposite Mia. In the mornings,
Mama Gia was always talkative. She rambled gently on about the
prospects for the day.
“Itsa very beautiful … not like winter at all. You see your Bernie today … yes? Nicea day for boy and girl to be together.”
Mia looked up from the newspaper and rolled her eyes at the
old lady’s words. Millie watched and saw her own face of not
so long ago. The smug indifference of the untested. Yet maybe
Mia’s desire for self-preservation was strong enough to avoid
disaster.
Millie sat silent, gauging her reply. For a year and a half she
and the old woman had been close, for Mama Gia had been the
one who had stayed with her in her time of trouble. She had spo-

ken no words of condemnation, instead taking Millie’s face in her
hands, wiping away the tears of shame and fear. From that instant
Millie understood that Mama Gia would be her strength in the
trouble that threatened to overwhelm her.
That period seemed to be passing and Millie had begun to
spend time with Bernie Andulis, a boy she had known from
school days. Now she felt her life changing and wanted to share
herself with another her own age. Millie looked off toward the
bright windows, saying in an offhand way,
“Yeah. I guess. Bernie said something about a ride on the trolley this afternoon.”
She rose and, avoiding the eyes of the other women, fled back
to her bedroom.
Millie pushed the curtains aside and gazed out at the vacant
yard separating the flat from the greenhouse that had been her
father’s. Again her thoughts drifted back to the past. She’d used
some of the money Hotaling had paid for the florist’s shop to pay
for the funeral; the rest had gone to tide the family over until she
could find a job. Hotaling had closed the shop but sunk a lot of
money into the greenhouse behind it. All the cracked and broken
panes had been replaced. This Sunday morning the metal struts
between the panes glinted sharply in the light, bringing memories
of the chandelier in the dining room of the Barnes Hotel. The
clink of cut glass crystal sounded in Millie’s ears.
She had chosen a Saturday night, early, when she thought the
dining room wouldn’t be too busy, yet still she worried about the
few other diners present at the first sitting. The image of Lynch,
bugged eyed and shiny-faced, rose before her eyes. She heard his
high voice from across the table respond to her worry about the
glances of the other patrons.
“So what,” laughed Lynch, “we’re both fancy free, ain’t we?
Besides, if any of them bluenoses ask, I’ll just tell ‘em that I’m
with you ‘cause of your money, an’ that you’re runnin’ around
with me because of my looks.”
His response was sudden and assured. At once she had an inkling that she had misjudged her ability to give him only what
she would decide he deserved.
When Millie first began as a button cutter at Chalmers she’d
been warned. Lynch was tall, older, bug-eyed, and a little bit
stoop-shouldered. But the way he swaggered around the girls on
the shop floor somehow attracted her. Millie hated the drudgery
of grinding shells the whole day...and...she needed the money.
Besides, in those days she thought Mia was a kid, and Mama Gia
really just a relic foolish in the ways of the old country. Millie
had felt herself in charge of the family in a way she believed her
father never had been.
Until that dinner at the Barnes. Later they had taken the trolley
to the show at the Regent over in Gloversville. When they came
back she knew that gifts had to be paid for. Lynch went into the
lobby of the Barnes and ducked into the crowded bar. She used
the Ladies Entrance. They took separate elevators.
Early next morning he wanted her to don the nightgown again,
telling her its white lace had looked so beautiful against her olive skin and black hair the night before. She stood as still as she
could, like a display mannequin in a store window. He lay on the
bed. In the shadowed light of dawn she watched his blue eyes
and let the gown fall from her shoulders. Then he rose and knelt
before her. When Millie pulled his head back, expecting to see
a promise in those eyes, she saw only the unfocused stare of a
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blind man. She understood at once that it was just a woman
Lynch wanted, and not Millie Lipari. And for a while she thought
that she could be content only with the male in him as he was
satisfied solely by the female in her.
But then she found that she was pregnant.
Millie relived Lynch’s reaction. He was quiet a long while.
Then, looking down at her with those bug eyes, he shrugged his
shoulders, saying,
“Hunh. Well, if you’re sure, I’ll help you take care of it.”
Anger flashed through her.
“You got to marry me,” the words escaped her unawares.
“Uh hunh. Like hell. Anyway, it’s early yet, ain’t it? I got somebody here in town that’s a doctor and does it all the time, quick
an’ easy. Surprised a girl like you don’t know that. Anyway, I
ain’t th’ bastard you might think I am. After it’s all over, you’ll
still be at the shop, but you’ll be doin’ a lot better than grinding
shells. I promise.”
That promise he’d kept. She became a clerk. Off of piecework,
making twelve dollars a week sure. Lynch and the money bought
her freedom. A purchase made late one winter afternoon way out
on West Main Street, when all the world seemed crushed under
the weight of a leaden sky.
The morning after it was over, Lynch dropped her off in front
of the boarded-up flower shop. She’d walked slowly down the
alley to the flat, her belly feeling a hundred times heavier than
when she’d left the day before. In the kitchen there were the
wide, questioning eyes of Mama Gia and Mia’s frightened stare.
Later the old woman found her in the bathtub, the water pink
around her, her face wet and cold with tears she thought would
never stop. Mama Gia had said nothing, simply taking Millie’s
face in her warm, gentle hands.
The soft ticking of the clock broke Millie’s reverie. Almost tenthirty, but she had enough time yet to get herself ready. Bernie
said he’d be by at half past twelve, and he was always right on
time. In the bathroom there were red flecks in the bowl and Millie, looking at them, couldn’t decide whether that was good or
bad. On the one hand she thought it was the color of her freedom.
Yet in her heart Millie feared the thought of being free forever.
Every month that passed was a month lost if she couldn’t find
somebody to count on. Images of the button shop and the Barnes
Hotel swam before her eyes. She’d made a mistake once, more
with herself than with Lynch. Was she good enough now? Good
enough for what? An apparition of red hair and sweeping gestures arrested her vision. Millie thought of Bernie Andrulis.
She couldn’t remember exactly when she’d first become aware
of him years ago. Maybe it was in those early days just after Carlotta had left and she’d begun to help her father around the greenhouse. Millie recalled a spring afternoon when Bernie showed
up at the shop to help take a load of flats, twelve dozen annuals,
up to the Shuttleworth mansion on Brookside Avenue where his
father Vitty had built wooden flower boxes for the wraparound
porches. Bernie, tall and skinny with a shock of red curly hair
and eyes that swept about as though trying to fix everything they
lighted on in his memory. He’d looked at her for a long moment,
then those eyes moved on without returning to her face. Bernie
had seemed a bundle of energy that she’d wanted to surround,
contain, and she’d felt resentment that she could not get him to
look at her again.
Much later when she went with her father down to Andrulis’s house, she’d seen Bernie outside, drawing on the sidewalk.
34
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When her father went in to talk with Vitty, she’d gone over and
knelt next to Bernie. She didn’t look at him, but sensed his eyes
on her, so she knelt forward and waited, wanting him to say or do
something. But nothing happened. After awhile she got up and
went over and sat on the porch step. Bernie continued drawing,
and Millie remembered starting to cry. He came over and sat next
to her.
“We’re here to see if your father wants more flowers,” she’d
said, embarrassed by the tears. “My mother ran away, and I can’t
forget about it,” she blurted out.
“I’m sorry,” Bernie said. After a bit he put his arm about her
shoulders. “My ma’s dead, died when I was born. I never even
knew her.” He shrugged his shoulders, looked directly into her
eyes and pursed his lips tightly in a frown.
“Nothin’ to remember.”
Bernie’s face was pale in contrast to the red curly hair, uncombed like a kid’s. His voice still had the high, thin tenor of a
boy, but she noticed how his chin and jaw had begun to thicken,
the unmistakable signs of manhood. They sat silently together
until they heard Bartolomeo on the porch behind them, and Bernie slowly withdrew his arm from her shoulders. She remembered not seeing him for a while after that, and then one afternoon when she was alone in the shop he came in, walked right up
to her and held out a folded piece of paper.
“You don’t have to look at it now, do it later,” Bernie announced, his face as red as the hair. He turned away quickly, saying over his shoulder, “I gotta go. I’ll see you later, maybe.”
Millie unfolded the paper and looked at the pencil drawing.
The long black hair and heavy eye brows. The nose which looked
thinner and more delicate than she thought it really was. He’d
drawn her lips full with a slight curve at the corners of the mouth.
She didn’t have the words to describe how the drawing made her
feel, but her heart faltered, as though it had missed a beat. Underneath the drawing Bernie had lettered in neat script, “This is for
you. I think you are beautiful.”
She’d hidden the drawing underneath the shelf paper that lined
the top drawer of her bureau. It was there yet.
In high school she and Bernie had begun keeping company.
He’d come to her flat, or the shop, telling her that Vitty wouldn’t
take kindly to her visiting his house. They would sit and talk, or
he’d draw her in various poses. Millie grew confident in Bernie’s presence. When she was sure they’d be alone for a while,
she even stripped to the waist. Finally when she sensed that they
could hold themselves apart no longer, she broke her pose and
straddled him, pressing his face between her breasts. He pushed
her head back, kissing her hard on the mouth, but then drew back.
“What’s the matter?” she’d asked him.
Bernie glanced away.
“I don’t think we should do it right now. I don’t want to hurt
you.”
“I’m not afraid you’ll hurt me,” she’d said.
But he’d just looked at her with those restless eyes and made a
movement to free himself.
Then her father had done the unthinkable and she’d felt the
burden of fending not only for herself but also for Mia and Mama
Gia. Chalmers and Lynch had followed.
Now here she was on a Sunday morning in December, 1941,
and Bernie was around her again. He’d shown up suddenly, just
like he had years before with that drawing. A Friday afternoon
this past October. She’d finished closing the accounts and had

just come out of Chalmers’ pay office and there stood Bernie
Andrulis on the sidewalk in front of her, the warm late afternoon
breeze tousling his red curls. They’d walked up Bridge Street
together.
“I didn’t know if you were still living over on Guy Park, but
I remembered you were still at Chalmers, so I took a chance an’
came over here,” he announced breathlessly.
“Oh, I’m still over on Guy Park. Same place in back of the
greenhouse. Still just me and Mia and Giovanna, “ she replied
slowly, keeping her eyes on the sidewalk ahead of her.
Bernie was quiet for a bit, and she thought he might ask questions about what she’d been doing over the two years or so since
they’d last seen each other. Instead, he started talking about himself. How he’d gotten a job with the New York Central railroad
and was making good money now with the war on over in Europe. He was planning on becoming a pupil of Sam Guiffre’s,
an art teacher at the high school who gave private lessons on the
side. Just over the bridge he stopped suddenly in the middle of
the walk and looked at her.
“Millie, I’m serious about being an artist. I don’t wanta spend
all my life being a railroad worker. I gotta have a model. Would
you do it?”
He stood still, staring down at her.
“You know you kin trust me,” he said.
“You want an artist’s model?” she asked, meeting his eyes.
Then she’d looked away, and they started walking again, side
by side, and she’d heard herself say, “Not sure that’s all you want,
but why not? I’ve been other things. I’m no wallflower, that’s fer
sure.”
He drew closer and put his arm about her shoulders as they
walked in step, keeping silent.
They’d gone out a few times since then. He always came to
her place. They went to the Cinderella Ballroom in Pattersonville
once. To the movies a couple of times. He was always the gentleman, and only went so far as to hold her hand. Millie had waited
for him to announce when he wanted her to start modeling, but
he hadn’t yet brought it up. That had left her confused and she
looked over at the curtains glowing with the morning light in a
conscious effort to stop herself from thinking any more about
their dates.
She didn’t know for sure if Bernie knew about Lynch, but how
could he not? She took up her brush and began slowly combing
through the luxuriant black hair. All the time she’d carried on
with Lynch, Bernie Andrulis had been a presence at the edge of
her consciousness. She had known from the first what Lynch had
wanted. She remembered the time he’d stood behind her on the
shop floor, his hand moving down from her shoulder to her side,
and then below her waist. She’d turned, and looking full into his
bug eyes had said, “If you want that, it can’t happen here.” The
smile that crossed his lips was no surprise to her. The mistake
she’d made back then was thinking she could control him.
But Bernie was an unknown that both challenged and frightened her. He was always up to something, especially in his drawings, making appear on a blank space--the sidewalk that first
time--what had not been there before. He seemed all about the
unknowable future, what was yet to be, rather than the mysteries
of the past that haunted her, especially on Sunday mornings. And
there was an energy about him, a kind of fierceness that smoldered just below the surface. An image of Bernie’s forearms, the
veins bulging beneath his pale skin even when he was at rest

flashed in Millie’s memory. She set the brush down and glanced
at the clock. Quarter after eleven. In the mirror Millie watched
her lips break into a smile.

The Law of Life
Jack London

Old Koskoosh listened greedily. Though his sight had long
since faded, his hearing was still acute, and the slightest sound
penetrated to the glimmering intelligence which yet abode behind the withered forehead, but which no longer gazed forth
upon the things of the world. Ah! that was Sit-cum-to-ha, shrilly
anathematizing the dogs as she cuffed and beat them into the harnesses. Sit-cum-to-ha was his daughter’s daughter, but she was
too busy to waste a thought upon her broken grandfather, sitting
alone there in the snow, forlorn and helpless. Camp must be broken. The long trail waited while the short day refused to linger.
Life called her, and the duties of life, not death. And he was very
close to death now.
The thought made the old man panicky for the moment, and he
stretched forth a palsied hand which wandered tremblingly over
the small heap of dry wood beside him. Reassured that it was
indeed there, his hand returned to the shelter of his mangy furs,
and he again fell to listening. The sulky crackling of half-frozen
hides told him that the chief’s moose-skin lodge had been struck,
and even then was being rammed and jammed into portable compass. The chief was his son, stalwart and strong, head man of the
tribesmen, and a mighty hunter. As the women toiled with the
camp luggage, his voice rose, chiding them for their slowness.
Old Koskoosh strained his ears. It was the last time he would
hear that voice. There went Geehow’s lodge! And Tusken’s!
Seven, eight, nine; only the shaman’s could be still standing.
There! They were at work upon it now. He could hear the shaman grunt as he piled it on the sled. A child whimpered, and a
woman soothed it with soft, crooning gutturals. Little Koo-tee,
the old man thought, a fretful child, and not overstrong. It would
die soon, perhaps, and they would burn a hole through the frozen
tundra and pile rocks above to keep the wolverines away. Well,
what did it matter? A few years at best, and as many an empty
belly as a full one. And in the end, Death waited, ever-hungry and
hungriest of them all.
What was that? Oh, the men lashing the sleds and drawing tight
the thongs. He listened, who would listen no more. The whiplashes snarled and bit among the dogs. Hear them whine! How
they hated the work and the trail! They were off! Sled after sled
churned slowly away into the silence. They were gone. They had
passed out of his life, and he faced the last bitter hour alone. No.
The snow crunched beneath a moccasin; a man stood beside him;
upon his head a hand rested gently. His son was good to do this
thing. He remembered other old men whose sons had not waited
after the tribe. But his son had. He wandered away into the past,
till the young man’s voice brought him back.
“Is it well with you?” he asked.
And the old man answered, “It is well.”
“There be wood beside you,” the younger man continued, “and
the fire burns bright. The morning is gray, and the cold has broken. It will snow presently. Even now is it snowing.”
“Ay, even now is it snowing.”
“The tribesmen hurry. Their bales are heavy, and their bellies
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flat with lack of feasting. The trail is long and they travel fast. I
go now. It is well?”
“It is well. I am as a last year’s leaf, clinging lightly to the stem.
The first breath that blows, and I fall. My voice is become like an
old woman’s. My eyes no longer show me the way of my feet,
and my feet are heavy, and I am tired. It is well.”
He bowed his head in content till the last noise of the complaining snow had died away, and he knew his son was beyond
recall. Then his hand crept out in haste to the wood. It alone stood
between him and the eternity that yawned in upon him. At last
the measure of his life was a handful of fagots. One by one they
would go to feed the fire, and just so, step by step, death would
creep upon him. When the last stick had surrendered up its heat,
the frost would begin to gather strength. First his feet would
yield, then his hands; and the numbness would travel, slowly,
from the extremities to the body. His head would fall forward
upon his knees, and he would rest. It was easy. All men must die.
He did not complain. It was the way of life, and it was just.
He had been born close to the earth, close to the earth had he
lived, and the law thereof was not new to him. It was the law of
all flesh. Nature was not kindly to the flesh. She had no concern
for that concrete thing called the individual. Her interest lay in
the species, the race. This was the deepest abstraction old Koskoosh’s barbaric mind was capable of, but he grasped it firmly.
He saw it exemplified in all life. The rise of the sap, the bursting
greenness of the willow bud, the fall of the yellow leaf—in this
alone was told the whole history. But one task did Nature set
the individual. Did he not perform it, he died. Did he perform
it, it was all the same, he died. Nature did not care; there were
plenty who were obedient, and it was only the obedience in this
matter, not the obedient, which lived and lived always. The tribe
of Koskoosh was very old. The old men he had known when a
boy, had known old men before them. Therefore it was true that
the tribe lived, that it stood for the obedience of all its members, way down into the forgotten past, whose very resting-places
were unremembered. They did not count; they were episodes.
They had passed away like clouds from a summer sky. He also
was an episode, and would pass away. Nature did not care. To
life she set one task, gave one law. To perpetuate was the task
of life, its law was death. A maiden was a good creature to look
upon, full-breasted and strong, with spring to her step and light
in her eyes. But her task was yet before her. The light in her eyes
brightened, her step quickened, she was now bold with the young
men, now timid, and she gave them of her own unrest. And ever
she grew fairer and yet fairer to look upon, till some hunter, able
no longer to withhold himself, took her to his lodge to cook and
toil for him and to become the mother of his children. And with
the coming of her offspring her looks left her. Her limbs dragged
and shuffled, her eyes dimmed and bleared, and only the little
children found joy against the withered cheek of the old squaw
by the fire. Her task was done. But a little while, on the first pinch
of famine or the first long trail, and she would be left, even as he
had been left, in the snow, with a little pile of wood. Such was
the law. He placed a stick carefully upon the fire and resumed
his meditations. It was the same everywhere, with all things. The
mosquitoes vanished with the first frost. The little tree-squirrel
crawled away to die. When age settled upon the rabbit it became
slow and heavy, and could no longer outfoot its enemies. Even
the big bald-face grew clumsy and blind and quarrelsome, in the
end to be dragged down by a handful of yelping huskies. He re36
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membered how he had abandoned his own father on an upper
reach of the Klondike one winter, the winter before the missionary came with his talk-books and his box of medicines. Many a
time had Koskoosh smacked his lips over the recollection of that
box, though now his mouth refused to moisten. The “painkiller”
had been especially good. But the missionary was a bother after
all, for he brought no meat into the camp, and he ate heartily, and
the hunters grumbled. But he chilled his lungs on the divide by
the Mayo, and the dogs afterwards nosed the stones away and
fought over his bones.
Koskoosh placed another stick on the fire and harked back
deeper into the past. There was the time of the Great Famine,
when the old men crouched empty-bellied to the fire, and let fall
from their lips dim traditions of the ancient day when the Yukon
ran wide open for three winters, and then lay frozen for three
summers. He had lost his mother in that famine. In the summer
the salmon run had failed, and the tribe looked forward to the
winter and the coming of the caribou. Then the winter came, but
with it there were no caribou. Never had the like been known, not
even in the lives of the old men. But the caribou did not come,
and it was the seventh year, and the rabbits had not replenished,
and the dogs were naught but bundles of bones. And through the
long darkness the children wailed and died, and the women, and
the old men; and not one in ten of the tribe lived to meet the sun
when it came back in the spring. That was a famine!
But he had seen times of plenty, too, when the meat spoiled on
their hands, and the dogs were fat and worthless with overeating—times when they let the game go unkilled, and the women
were fertile, and the lodges were cluttered with sprawling menchildren and women-children. Then it was the men became highstomached, and revived ancient quarrels, and crossed the divides
to the south to kill the Pellys, and to the west that they might sit
by the dead fires of the Tananas. He remembered, when a boy,
during a time of plenty, when he saw a moose pulled down by the
wolves. Zing-ha lay with him in the snow and watched—Zingha, who later became the craftiest of hunters, and who, in the end,
fell through an air-hole on the Yukon. They found him, a month
afterward, just as he had crawled halfway out and frozen stiff to
the ice.
But the moose. Zing-ha and he had gone out that day to play at
hunting after the manner of their fathers. On the bed of the creek
they struck the fresh track of a moose, and with it the tracks of
many wolves. “An old one,” Zing-ha, who was quicker at reading
the sign, said—“an old one who cannot keep up with the herd.
The wolves have cut him out from his brothers, and they will
never leave him.” And it was so. It was their way. By day and by
night, never resting, snarling on his heels, snapping at his nose,
they would stay by him to the end. How Zing-ha and he felt the
blood-lust quicken! The finish would be a sight to see!
Eager-footed, they took the trail, and even he, Koskoosh, slow
of sight and an unversed tracker, could have followed it blind,
it was so wide. Hot were they on the heels of the chase, reading
the grim tragedy, fresh-written, at every step. Now they came to
where the moose had made a stand. Thrice the length of a grown
man’s body, in every direction, had the snow been stamped about
and uptossed. In the midst were the deep impressions of the
splay-hoofed game, and all about, everywhere, were the lighter
footmarks of the wolves. Some, while their brothers harried the
kill, had lain to one side and rested. The full-stretched impress
of their bodies in the snow was as perfect as though made the

moment before. One wolf had been caught in a wild lunge of
the maddened victim and trampled to death. A few bones, well
picked, bore witness.
Again, they ceased the uplift of their snowshoes at a second
stand. Here the great animal had fought desperately. Twice had
he been dragged down, as the snow attested, and twice had he
shaken his assailants clear and gained footing once more. He
had done his task long since, but none the less was life dear to
him. Zing-ha said it was a strange thing, a moose once down to
get free again; but this one certainly had. The shaman would see
signs and wonders in this when they told him.
And yet again, they come to where the moose had made to
mount the bank and gain the timber. But his foes had laid on
from behind, till he reared and fell back upon them, crushing two
deep into the snow. It was plain the kill was at hand, for their
brothers had left them untouched. Two more stands were hurried
past, brief in time-length and very close together. The trail was
red now, and the clean stride of the great beast had grown short
and slovenly. Then they heard the first sounds of the battle—not
the full-throated chorus of the chase, but the short, snappy bark
which spoke of close quarters and teeth to flesh. Crawling up the
wind, Zing-ha bellied it through the snow, and with him crept he,
Koskoosh, who was to be chief of the tribesmen in the years to
come. Together they shoved aside the under branches of a young
spruce and peered forth. It was the end they saw.
The picture, like all of youth’s impressions, was still strong
with him, and his dim eyes watched the end played out as vividly as in that far-off time. Koskoosh marvelled at this, for in the
days which followed, when he was a leader of men and a head of
councillors, he had done great deeds and made his name a curse
in the mouths of the Pellys, to say naught of the strange white
man he had killed, knife to knife, in open fight.
For long he pondered on the days of his youth, till the fire died
down and the frost bit deeper. He replenished it with two sticks
this time, and gauged his grip on life by what remained. If Sitcum-to-ha had only remembered her grandfather, and gathered a
larger armful, his hours would have been longer. It would have
been easy. But she was ever a careless child, and honored not her
ancestors from the time the Beaver, son of the son of Zing-ha,
first cast eyes upon her. Well, what mattered it? Had he not done
likewise in his own quick youth? For a while he listened to the
silence. Perhaps the heart of his son might soften, and he would
come back with the dogs to take his old father on with the tribe
to where the caribou ran thick and the fat hung heavy upon them.
He strained his ears, his restless brain for the moment stilled.
Not a stir, nothing. He alone took breath in the midst of the great
silence. It was very lonely. Hark! What was that? A chill passed
over his body. The familiar, long-drawn howl broke the void, and
it was close at hand. Then on his darkened eyes was projected
the vision of the moose—the old bull moose—the torn flanks and
bloody sides, the riddled mane, and the great branching horns,
down low and tossing to the last. He saw the flashing forms of
gray, the gleaming eyes, the lolling tongues, the slavered fangs.
And he saw the inexorable circle close in till it became a dark
point in the midst of the stamped snow.
A cold muzzle thrust against his cheek, and at its touch his
soul leaped back to the present. His hand shot into the fire and
dragged out a burning fagot. Overcome for the nonce by his
hereditary fear of man, the brute retreated, raising a prolonged
call to his brothers; and greedily they answered, till a ring of

crouching, jaw-slobbered gray was stretched round about. The
old man listened to the drawing in of this circle. He waved his
brand wildly, and sniffs turned to snarls; but the panting brutes
refused to scatter. Now one wormed his chest forward, dragging
his haunches after, now a second, now a third; but never a one
drew back. Why should he cling to life? he asked, and dropped
the blazing stick into the snow. It sizzled and went out. The circle
grunted uneasily, but held its own. Again he saw the last stand of
the old bull moose, and Koskoosh dropped his head wearily upon
his knees. What did it matter after all? Was it not the law of life?
2016 marks the 140th anniversary of the birth and 100th anniversary of
the death of Jack London, novelist and short story writer best known for
his adventure tales set in the North American arctic.

Pack of Gray Wolves
Photo Courtesy of National Wildlife Federation

World Wide Web Turns 25
Although the Internet (originally
called ARPANET) was created in
1969, it remained the domain of universities, scientists, and governmentsponsored research for many years.
Information moved on the Internet in
the form of email, FTP (File Transfer
Protocol), and TCP/IP packets. Tim
Berners-Lee was a British computer
scientist working at CERN, the European Organization for Nuclear Research, one of the many nodes on the Internet. Berners-Lee saw
the benefit of hypertexts, texts that point to other texts (with “text”
defined broadly to include images, sounds clips, videos, and other
types of data collections), and he proposed grafting the ability to
transmit hypertexts onto the Internet. He accomplished this feat in
1991, after creating the Hypertext Transmission Protocol (HTTP),
figuring out how to transmit HTTP data as part of TCP/IP packets,
and building the first web server to process the information.
Soon after Berners-Lee created the first web server, he and
others developed web browsers. The earliest web browsers were
text-based (e.g., Lynx), but soon the graphical web browser
called Mosaic took the world by storm. Modern web browsers
such as Firefox, Chrome, Internet Explorer, and Safari are all
descendants of Mosaic. Once graphical web browsers were available, the Web was no longer the exclusive domain of scientists.
Both Pizza Hut and the White House launched their first websites
in 1994, and before long, the democratization of information that
began with the invention of the printing press more than 500
years earlier moved a step closer to reality.
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The Marchers: A Novel
Mo H Saidi

BOOK TWO: The Flood

continued from previous issue

Red in the face, Mirza Hassan shouted at
him, “You’d better give me the names of your
collaborators. Otherwise I will roast you right
here. I will create hell for you here, the same
hell your buddy has already tumbled into.”
Bahram understood what Mirza Hassan
meant. He responded simply, “Shirin should
have returned home that night.”
Mirza Hassan jumped from his chair and
slapped his prisoner in the face, hard, back and forth, cursing
angrily with each smack. A quiet answer from Bahram would
infuriate him further and deepen his anger. When Bahram finally
did not respond to more questions, Mirza Hassan rose up, raised
his fist, and rained blows on Bahram’s head and chest. Under
the flurry of punches, Bahram stumbled backward and fell to the
ground, his lips cut and bleeding profusely.
Mirza Hassan stood above him, noticed the bleeding, and observed cruelly, “That is not enough, tie his hands in back and take
him to the bench. He deserves hell.”
They blindfolded him tightly. Bahram was terrified but there
was nothingvhe could say to stop them. He heard the scraping of
chairs, the pulling of straps, the bongs of metal pieces, and the
sizzling noise of heating wires. Then there was the stomping of
boots and punches on his face, his shoulders, his back and chest.
He was the helpless recipient of beatings from all sides. His body
shuddered with agonizing pain, but he couldn’t curl up to protect
his face with his arms and hands. Finally, they untied him from
the bench and dragged him across the room to the metal cot. The
guards turned him on his stomach and strapped him down tightly,
with barbed wire. Bahram was dizzy.
Mirza Hassan walked to the cot and asked again, “Tell me
about your contact. What’s his name?”
Bahram turned his head slightly, but the sharp, stabbing pain in
his neck stopped him. The slightest move brought stabs of pain.
He moaned but didn’t say anything.
“Tell me quickly, where was your last meeting with him?”
This time Bahram forced a few audible words. “Brother, look!
I am not a member of any organization. I am an intern, and all I
do is practice medicine.”
“Tell me, who is your contact in the Fadayan group?”
Bahram felt a sharp rupture in his back and he moaned.
Mirza Hassan repeated, “Tell me, with whom do you communicate? I want the full name, address, and occupation. Tell me
now, or we will move onto the next procedure. Have you heard
of Chinese fireworks? We have a few of them for you here. They
will explode in your ass.”
Bahram sensed his swollen back, searing pain running like a fiery lava stream over the flesh above his spine. He felt the streaks
of blood rolling over his sides and chest.
“You either give us what we want or you will be dumped in a
hole,” Mirza Hassan warned him.
Although Bahram had expected harsh torture, the pains they
were creating in his body became unbearable. In the heat of the
interrogation, he was becoming incoherent. Bleeding from cuts
and bruises, and trembling with the lightning pain of electric
38
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burns and the bites of sharp-teethed wires, his judgment became
fogged, his acumen disappeared. He had experienced torture
under the Shah when Savak agents had tried to get information
from him in this same basement, but within a very short time
he experienced more tortures here than he had received by the
Shah’s agents in all of his long captivity.
“Look. I am an intern. I’m only interested in treating patients
and not in politics,” Bahram moaned. “You are making a serious
mistake. You have arrested the wrong man.”
In reply, Bahram heard a swooshing sound and felt a rough
metal ball with sharp spikes hit his chest, back, and hips time and
again. First he bit his lips to stop himself from crying out, but
then he let it out and bawled. Finally he became so weak and dizzy that he could not even breathe regularly. His wounds, the hot
stream of lava on his back, now a giant ball of fire, a hellish river
streaking in every direction over his body, shook his very being.
Mirza Hassan asked Bahram about the Fadayan members who
were his contacts, but when he received no reply, he ordered
the guards to pull up the electric jaw and attack Bahram’s legs.
By now Mirza Hassan was more annoyed by the smoke of the
cooked flesh than by the screams of Bahram.
“Damn you, tell me your wife’s hideout so I can stop this mess
and your misery.”
Arrows of piercing pain penetrated Bahram’s core and caused
him to shiver like leaves in a storm. He could not hear his torturer’s voice anymore. He forced out a few more moans before
losing consciousness.
“What did he say?” Mirza Hassan shouted in the smoked-filled
room. “He said his wife was home when he was arrested,” one of
the guards said. Mirza Hassan turned away and sat on his chair.
“He must be telling us the truth. Stop the procedure. Let him
rest. Give him some water and juice. That’s enough for today.”
When Bahram eventually regained consciousness, he found
himself back in his cell. His cellmates told him two guards had
dragged him in and dropped him on the floor, the bloody linen
of his prison clothes stuck to his wounds. His body smelled of
rotten flesh. Kambiz poured sips of water into his mouth and gently cleansed his face and neck with a moistened piece of cloth.
Another prisoner took off his shirt and helped Bahram into it.
One prisoner, who had a few aspirins for an old knee injury, gave
Bahram two tablets.
Bahram acknowledged his cellmates’ assistance with a painful,
slow nod and mumbled, “They were going to kill me there.”
Soon the aspirin and water took effect, and he fell into a soporific lethargy, and then a deep languor.
One of the prisoners looked at Bahram and observed, “I hope
they do not go too far with this guy. His small body can’t take
much more injury.”
The other prisoners seemed quite accustomed to the sight and
continued with their blank and thoughtless existence. The guards
left Bahram alone for several days. His bruises and burns were
starting to heal. A week later, the guards came after him again.
“Put the scarf over your eyes. You have another appointment
with Big Brother in the basement.”
Everybody in the cell knew the guards meant Bahram was going to have another bloody interrogation, a torture session, only
harsher this time. As if they were feeling the pain, their faces
tightened, their bodies shuddered. They were sorry for Bahram.
In the basement the guards pushed him into the same chamber.
Mirza Hassan ordered his minions to take off Bahram’s blindfold. This time Bahram faced a team of three interrogators. Mirza

Hassan sitting in the middle, next to him a large man with a white
turban who was asking questions in a booming voice. The third
man remained quiet throughout the session. Bahram later learned
the big man was Azrael, Mirza Hassan’s boss and chief of the
government’s interrogation department. He had amassed great
expertise about the science of torture on long trips to North Korea, China, Syria, and East Germany, and had imported many
new tools of torture from there. He was the clergy’s most experienced torturer, a man famous for his ability to extract information
from political prisoners by torturing them close to death but not
killing them.
The chief interrogator announced in a determined voice,
“You’d better tell me everything about the night we arrested you.
Everything you can remember. Everything! And you had better
talk. Otherwise, you will be tortured harshly today, much worse
than last week.”
Mirza Hassan added, “We don’t want to get rid of you here.”
Bahram thought this might be the last day of his life. He opened
up and told them about that last supper with his wife, the dinner,
the wine, the music, and even about their discussion of the brutality of the mullahs in dealing with liberals and proponents of
democracy. Bahram talked like a waterfall. He quoted Ayatollah
Khomeini’s statements before and during the Revolution that all
Iranians would have the opportunity to live in peace and liberty
no matter what their belief.
“Don’t you lecture me,” Mirza Hassan said. “Tell me about
Shirin.” Bahram surprised them by telling them Shirin was somewhere in the house when the Revolutionary Guards broke in.
“Yes, we believe everything you say, but where was she when
you were arrested?”
“She had climbed into the attic and hid there.”
Mirza Hassan nodded and said, “Yes, we found her hideout
later, but we want to know where she is now.”
Bahram insisted that he did not know where she could be. He
repeated the same story after another round of bloody torture
that left him barely conscious. Mirza Hassan looked at a list of
names, a group of Fadayan students who were captured lately,
tortured, and executed in the prison. He read a few names in a
calm and businesslike manner. Bahram said he did not know any
of them. “How about these people: Hamid Saremi, Taghi Ballochi, Faramarz Zanganeh, Maryam Zamani, Mitra Nader, or Nahid Ballochi?”
Bahram waited for a while as if he searching his memory, and
then replied with a clear conscience, “I don’t know any of these
people.”
Mirza Hassan paused and then came up with a new question,
“Do you know Reza Mansour?”
Bahram remembered Reza from their days in high school when
Shirin, Reza, and he would meet in the street and walk and talk
for hours about their classes, their project assignments, but eventually they would always end up arguing about politics. They
would talk about the marches in the streets of Tehran. Then he
remembered the day he was freed from this prison to join their
march to capture the National Television and Radio Station, and
he remembered the rough ride to Reza’s grave. And he felt deeply
sad. A few teardrops rolled down his cheeks. He thought Reza
had probably been questioned and tortured in one of these same
chambers, by the same team, probably also by Mirza Hassan.
“Yes. I did know Reza. Actually, very well. We led the columns
of people that captured the TV and radio station.”

Bahram’s response embarrassed Mirza Hassan. The chief interrogator noticed Mirza Hassan’s gaffe.
“Did you work with Reza’s friends after the revolution?”
“No, I was too involved with my medical education,” Bahram
said. “But Reza was the one who entered the command room of
the station and uttered the very first word, the very first statement,
declaring the Shah’s downfall and the victory of the revolution.”
“Have you met Mirza Hassan before?” the chief asked Bahram.
Bahram looked Mirza Hassan in the face and responded, “You
took me to Reza’s grave. It was about two years ago. Don’t you
remember?”
The chief suddenly stood up and called on Mirza Hassan to
follow him. He wanted to know the whole story but not from
Bahram. The name of Ayatollah Shooshtari was uttered as the
two mullahs were leaving the chamber. Mirza Hassan told the
chief, “Reza was a spy. He worked with Bani-Sadre and became
an enemy of Islam. He died here in this chamber because of his
wounds and went to hell.”
“Did Ayatollah Shooshtari approve his arrest and torture?” the
chief asked. “We got a hand written order from him to get rid of
these kafars. It came a few days after Ayatollah Khomeini’s fatwa
about the Mojaheddins, Fadayans, Communists, and Baha’is.”
It took a while till the chief was fully briefed about Ayatollah
Shooshtari’s instructions to eliminate Bani-Sadre’s supporters
and why they thought that included Reza.
“Were you sure Reza was working for Bani-Sadre?” the chief
asked.
“He was his top agent at the Station.”
The chief and Mirza Hassan returned to the chamber.
“Where is Sima Sabett? You must know her. She was a student
of yours,” Mirza Hassan asked Bahram.
“I read somewhere that she was executed in jail.”
“Did you join her organization?”
“I did not meet her outside the university.”
“You are a liar!” Mirza Hassan was furious. “She was your
student.”
“I seldom remember the names of my students. I see so many
of them as they rotate through my department. They come and go
every few weeks. No, I don’t remember the name.”
The chief interrogator hissed furiously, “Look, I am going to
give you one more chance. Give me the name of your Fadayan
contact before I torture you to death.”
“I am an intern and I do not know any Fadayan. I am not politically active now and only want to practice medicine.”
Mirza Hassan yelled at him ferociously, “You’ll die! You’ll go
to hell! Save your soul and tell us everything you know. If you
do, you will be freed and return to your family, to your medical
practice.”
Bahram remained silent.
Mirza Hassan ordered the two guards to grab Bahram by his
arms and drag him to the cot. They strapped him down tightly,
beat him with fists, kicked him with their boots, and then flogged
him with barbed wire. They paused only to turn on the electric
machine with four electrodes. Then they began to work on Bahram’s naked back, his thighs, and his feet. Bahram was screaming
with pain and cursing Mirza Hassan.
Mirza Hassan asked once more, “Where is Sima Sabett?”
Bahram didn’t even hear the question. He was screaming.
They continued to apply a series of electric shocks and stopped
only when the chamber was thick with smoke and Mirza Hassan
Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2016

39

was coughing incessantly. He left the room in a hurry to get some
fresh air.
Mirza Hassan was back in his seat and muttering curses. However, Bahram couldn’t think straight or hear anymore. Bahram’s
entire body was aflame with excruciating pains; every spot
burned. He grew dizzy and fell into an abyss of unconsciousness.
The chief murmured in Mirza Hassan’s ear, “You need to get
his wife. This guy doesn’t have much information. He could be
good bait, however, to get the wife and her collaborators.”
Mirza Hassan nodded.
“Keep him in the hospital for a few weeks to recover, and then
send him back to his cell.” The chief had become worried. “Will
he survive the latest round of treatments?”
************
Two months later, after Bahram’s wounds had almost healed,
he was interrogated for the last time. Mirza Hassan directed the
session alone. He still believed Bahram was hiding important
information about the Fadayans and their bomb factories. Even
though Bahram was now frail and jittery, no further threat of torture could elicit any new information. After the initial beating
and a series of shocks, Bahram became incoherent. Mirza Hassan, considered Bahram’s pallid face, scarred neck, and drawn
eyes, and decided not to proceed further and shortened the session. He was now convinced Bahram would not be able to tolerate more tortures and might die in the chamber.
“This is enough for this guy,” he thought. “The chief was right.
We should not waste him here.”
He ordered the guards to take Bahram back to the prison hospital.
“We need to give this guy some breathing room to recover.
Take his name off the list for a while. We need this guy later as
bait on the street.”
************
Two large rooms in Building Two served as the prison hospital. In the first room there were six beds and a small station for
casting, suturing, and injections. The beds were in rows of three
along opposing walls. In the second room there were eight more
beds and a small desk used as a nurse’s station. All the beds were
occupied when the Revolutionary Guards brought Bahram.
The young doctor in charge of the hospital told the guards, “I
am sorry for this guy, but I don’t have an empty bed.”
One of the guards handed him the order from Mirza Hassan to
hospitalize Bahram.
“Keep this guy alive. We need him.”
The physician read the information about the wounded prisoner
and recognized the signature. He had once been treated in similar
fashion by Mirza Hassan, before he joined the prison health team
after an arduous rehabilitation.
“I understand. Let’s move one of the less serious cases into the
corridor and make room for your man.”
Quickly and efficiently, the aides pulled a patient with a plaster
cast on his leg from the bed and placed him on a blanket in the
corridor. They returned to fix the bed with a gray looking but
freshly washed sheet. The doctor examined Bahram’s wounds,
took vital signs, and recorded his findings in a small notebook.
He gave Bahram intravenous fluids and antibiotics, injected a
dose of painkillers, and watched him until he fell asleep.
Bahram awoke in the evening. For the first time since the first
torture session he could move his feet with some ease. He gradually regained consciousness and became aware of his surround40
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ings. He moved his limbs slowly and saw a bottle of normal saline above his bed and the clear tube that ran down toward his
right elbow, the drips in the tube and the cold feeling in his arm. It
took a week before Bahram was able to leave his bed and shuffle
to the corridor. All the beds were occupied with patients, most of
them lying flat on their backs, some moaning, and a few in deep
sleep. Bahram was gradually recovering, and soon he was able to
walk along the corridor unencumbered by support. His wounds
healed, his scarred back became less tender and painful with every day. Two months later Bahram had his last examination.
The physician pressed on his flanks and said, “Your kidneys are
recovering well from the injuries. Your urine has not shown any
blood for a week now. Your blood pressure and temperature are
normal. Your blood count has improved, too.”
He inspected Bahram’s abdomen and detected a significant tenderness on his left side.
“The only serious problem you have is that your left kidney
needs more time to heal completely. We have four prisoners in
the corridor who are badly wounded and in need of care. I am
going to discharge you from the hospital and send you back to
your cell.”
“Thanks for the care.”
“Come back next week for a follow-up visit. I’ll give you
enough medicine to last you till then.”
“You have been a great fellow, Doc. I am very thankful,” Bahram said. “I hope one day I can repay your good medical care!”
The prison doctor was grateful for Bahram’s words. “As a doctor, I have a duty to treat everyone to the best of my ability. I do
the same for every prisoner, and I don’t care if they are Communist, Fadayan, or Baha’i.”
“I do the same in my practice.”
“I hope you stay away from this place. Your kidney is seriously
injured and probably will not tolerate another blow.”
Bahram was aware of the severity of his injuries and replied
with a quiet shrug of his shoulders, “I have no control over what
goes on in this place. Thanks anyhow for your advice.”
“I am discharging you today with a warning that further beatings may be fatal to you.”
A guard directed him out of the hospital room and led him to
the next building. As he walked, Bahram felt a stabbing pain
in his knee and back. He was shifting his weight and moving
slowly, limping in order to minimize his aches. Every now and
then Bahram stumbled over and the guard had to assist him to
continue. When they reached his cell, the guard pushed him in
and slammed the metal door shut.
“Welcome back to hell!” one of the cellmates said.
He recognized only four of the prisoners. Kambiz was gone,
too.
“What happened to the rest of our previous cellmates?” he
asked.
“Two of them are dead,” was the response. “Kambiz and another one were freed.” He looked at the pale face of Bahram. “I
thought you had died too, probably under torture.”
The other prisoners became quiet and withdrew back into their
own thoughts.
Later a man who had been in the cell before Bahram left said,
“A prisoner who does not come back after a week is usually dead,
either from torture or from being executed.”
In the corner of the cell was one prisoner who kept staring at
the old bruises on Bahram’s face and neck. “I think there must

be a better way to get out of this misery! I can’t face that butcher
anymore.”
He was fingering a strip of linen and kept rolling it tightly and
uncurling it.
Bahram sat down next to him and stretched his legs out into
the middle of the room. A tightly wound rope ran from the man’s
hand to his collar. The prisoner noticed Bahram’s curious look
and pushed the rope back inside his prison garb.
Then he brought his face close to Bahram’s and murmured,
“It took me seven weeks to weave this rope. I shredded the food
wrappers from our daily rations.”
“When are you going to use it?”
The prisoner took a long time and finally whispered back, “I
don’t know yet.”
Bahram was relieved. He stretched out like the others and shut
his eyes. The rotten stink of sweat and mildew filled the cell.
When he opened his eyes, he saw a bright beam of sunshine that
stretched from the small window like a dazzling column of glass.
He could see glittering particles of dust floating in the slant of
light. Energized by the sunlight, he vowed to stay alive. He was
determined to go on and survive this ordeal, somehow.
Later that night, when it was Bahram’s turn to follow a guard
to the restroom for the ritual wash and prayer, he realized that the
prisoner next to him had not yet returned from the restroom. The
man had been gloomy and quiet all day. Usually the guard would
take one prisoner at a time and after five minutes would exchange
him for the next prisoner. The guard reminded him that he had
five minutes to go to the toilet, wash his face, hands, and feet and
offer up his prayers.
The restroom was barely illuminated by the single light bulb
in the ceiling above the lavatories. There were no windows, and
the walls were rough concrete. The eight foot wide and twelve
foot long room contained two lavatories on the right side and one
small wooden cubicle with a floor toilet. On the left there were
two open shower stalls. The small space between the toilets and
the showers was reserved for prayers.
Bahram went to the toilet, washed his face and hands, and as
usual skipped the prayer. While he waited for the guard to unlock
the door, he looked around.
His eyes stopped at the shadowy corner in one of the shower
stalls, where they espied a dark mass squatting in the corner. He
walked over to investigate and was shocked to see the collapsed
body of a man with a noose tightly roped around his neck. He
immediately recognized the tortured face of his cellmate. The
man was dead, and his neck showed a dark bruise under the tight
noose. The other end of the rope dangled from the pipe near the
ceiling. It had torn off under the weight of the dead body that had
tumbled into the dark corner of the shower stall.
A moment later, the Revolutionary Guard entered the restroom.
He shouted angrily at Bahram. “You lazy brute, you stupid donkey! It has been more than five minutes since I left you here. Your
time is up. Let’s go.”
Before Bahram could explain, the guard had come close and
noticed the dead prisoner. Suddenly taken aback, he approached
the body and touched the rope and the bruised neck. He became
angry again, and kicked the dead body. “You bastard, you finally
did it. What a stupid way to go to hell.”
Bahram could not understand the rest of the muttered curses.
He was filled with disgust at the guard’s rude dismissal of his
cellmate’s horrible end. The dead prisoner had been an educated

individual, once full of hopes and dreams, a dedicated teacher in
a small college, but the guard paid no respect to his dead body.
He merely shoved Bahram towards the door.
“Get going. Back to your cell.”
to be continued…

Texas Youth Artist: Kyle Ma
Lauren Walthour

In August 2015, after touring Yellowstone National Park, my
husband Steve and I traveled south to Jackson, Wyoming. Its
residents were suffering from the smoke of western fires that had
settled in the valley known as Jackson Hole, but we were not
affected as we were only passing through town en route to Park
City, Utah. We briefly visited several shops and some excellent
art galleries before ducking into the Wilcox Gallery to browse.
While there, we met Eric, gallery manager and son of the artist
Jim Wilcox, and praised his selection of exhibitors. Steve then
asked me, “Did you see the chickens?” to which I replied, “No! I
didn’t. I would have remembered chickens.”
Eric accompanied us back upstairs, where several small oil
paintings hung on a wall. I immediately was charmed by Chickens, which Eric described as the work of the most exciting young
artist in his collection. We purchased the piece on the spot. For
the record, Chickens was a finalist in the Broadbrush Art Competition in July 2015.
Kyle Ma, its creator, is a fifteen-year-old who currently lives
with his parents in Austin, Texas. His website states, “Painting to
me now is an extremely passionate experience. I paint as much
as I can and hope that I can communicate with the viewer what I
saw and how I feel each time that I pick up a brush.”
Whenever I look at this painting, which now hangs in my
kitchen, I remember feeding our Oklahoma ranch chickens as a
child. I always have loved these creatures and hope someday to
create a predator-free environment on our South Texas property
in which we can raise chickens and enjoy their fresh eggs.

Chickens
Kyle Ma, 9x12 inches, Oil on Canvas
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San Antonio Small Presses
Wings Press

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

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 Texas, 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.” Randall’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.
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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 wellknown among Texas readers. Dameron explores 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 environmentally 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 Valerie Martin Bailey has been in the writing, editing, and publishing field since 1970. An accomplished writer and award-winning poet, she dedicates
much of her time to promoting poetry at the
local, state, and national levels. The latest
books from Word Design Studio are Shelia
Darst’s A Poet’s Palette and The Marchers:
A Novel by Mo H Saidi, which can be purchased from book stores, amazon.com, or
by direct request from Word Design Press
by contacting Olivia Hernandez at hernandezoly@gmail.com.

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

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

www.southtexaspressinc.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

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

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

The poetry and community services of Voices are
funded in part by a grant from the Ruth Lang Charitable Fund of the San Antonio Area Foundation.

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

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
3.5” x 2”

Emory Jones, CFP®
Financial Advisor
.

1020 N E Loop 410 Suite 807
San Antonio, TX 78209
210-828-2899
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The Back Page
Brief Bios of Selected Contributors
Ken Hada

James R. Adair

Ken Hada is a professor in the department of English & Languages at
East Central University in Ada, Oklahoma. He received his PhD from the
University of Texas at Arlington in 2000. His scholarship interests include
American regionalism and ethnic literatures. In addition to his scholarly
work, Ken has five collections of poetry in print, including his two latest:
Persimmon Sunday (VAC 2015), and Margaritas and Redfish (Lamar UP,
2013). His book Spare Parts was awarded the “Wrangler Award” from the
National Western Heritage Museum and Cowboy Hall of Fame. His poem
“Homecoming” was a finalist for the 2015 “Spur” Award. Reviews of his
work and other information may be found at www.kenhada.org.

Bryce Milligan
Bryce Milligan is an award-winning author in numerous genres, ranging
from children’s books to novels for young adults, to adult poetry and
criticism. He is a recipient of the Texas Library Association’s Lone Star
Book Award; “Best of the Year” picks by both Bank Street College and
Publisher’s Weekly, the Gemini Ink “Award for Literary Excellence”
(2011), and the St. Mary’s University President’s Peace Commission’s
“Art of Peace Award” (2012) for “creating work that enhances human
understanding through the arts.” Bloomsbury Review has called him
a “literary wizard.” Milligan has been the publisher, editor, and book
designer of Wings Press since 1995. His most recent books of poetry
include Lost and Certain of It (London: Aark Arts, 2006) and Take to
the Highway: Arabesques for Travelers (Albuquerque: West End Press,
2016), which Jane Hirshfield calls a work of “distinction and evocative
power.”

Katherine Hoerth
Katherine Hoerth is the author of four poetry books. Her most recent,
Goddess Wears Cowboy Boots (Lamar University Press, 2014) received
the Helen C. Smith prize for the best book of poetry from the Texas
Institute of Letters. Her work has been included in journals such as the
Texas Poetry Calendar, Concho River Review, and THINK. She teaches
creative writing and literature at the University of Texas Rio Grande
Valley and serves as poetry editor of Amarillo Bay and Devilfish Review.

Khayelitsha, South Africa
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Shakespearean Firsts
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2016 is the 400th anniversary of the death of William Shakespeare, the man whose words have shaped the English language
more than the works of any other single individual. But if not
for the posthumous publication of his First Folio in 1623, seven
years after his death, the world—and the English language—
might have been bereft of as many as eighteen of Shakespeare’s
plays, including several of his most popular: The Comedy of Errors, The Taming of the Shrew, Twelfth Night, King John, and
Antony and Cleopatra, among others.
The plays themselves have contributed plot-lines that have
been frequently imitated—how many different versions of Romeo and Juliet have appeared over the intervening centuries?—
but Shakespeare was a wordsmith without compare, contriving
phrases that, as far as modern scholars can tell, were original
creations, or at least had never appeared in print previously. Here
are just a few of many such phrases.
•  Break the ice—The Taming of the Shrew
•  Cold comfort—The Taming of the Shrew / King John
•  Cry havoc and let slip the dogs of war—Julius Caesar
•  Dead as a doornail—Henry VI Part II
•  Devil incarnate—Titus Andronicus / Henry V
•  Forever and a day—As You Like It
•  For goodness’ sake—Henry VIII
•  Foregone conclusion—Othello
•  Full circle—King Lear
•  Give the devil his due—Henry IV Part I
•  Good riddance—Troilus and Cressida
•  Jealousy is the green-eyed monster—Othello
•  Heart of gold—Henry V
•  In my heart of hearts—Hamlet
•  Laughing stock—The Merry Wives of Windsor
•  Love is blind—The Merchant of Venice
•  One fell swoop—Macbeth
•  Play fast and loose—King John
•  Refuse to budge an inch—Measure for Measure / The
Taming of the Shrew
•  Wear my heart upon my sleeve—Othello
•  Wild-goose chase—Romeo and Juliet
The next time you find yourself in a situation wanting to break
the ice, remember that though you may have a heart of gold, it’s a
foregone conclusion that your rival, the devil incarnate, is willing
to play fast and loose with the truth in order to make you a laughing stock in one fell swoop. When that happens, refuse to budge
an inch, for you know in your heart of hearts that jealousy is a
green-eyed monster, and evil deeds have a tendency to come full
circle, so make your move, and don’t be afraid to wear your heart
on your sleeve. If you do so, not only will you triumph, you’ll be
Shakespearean!

