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

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

Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every Third Tuesday

Poetry Workshop at 6:00
Featured Poet at 7:00

Poetry, Music, & Open Mic at 7:30
The Tobin Library at Oakwell

4134 Harry Wurzbach 
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.

Voices de la Luna: A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine
and 

Are Pleased to Announce

The HEB/Voices de la Luna Annual Youth Poetry Contest
for high school students

Deadline to Submit: December 5, 2016
Awards Presentation: January 2017

For Submission Guidelines Please Visit
www.voicesdelaluna.com/submissions/

Themes for future issues of Voices de la Luna:
February: African Independence and Postcolonial Literature
May: Healing and the Humanities

Editor’s Note
James R. Adair

In the summer of 1816—the “year 
without a summer”—Lord Byron, Mary 
Wollstonecraft Godwin, her lover Percy 
Byssche Shelley, her step-sister Claire 
Clairmont (who was also Byron’s lover), 
and Byron’s personal physician John 
Polidori gathered at the Villa Diodati by 
Lake Geneva and begain regaling one 
another with stories. After reading selec-
tions from the recently published Fan-
tasmagoriana, a French collection of 
German ghost stories, Byron proposed 
that they each try their hand at writing their own gothic tales. 
Shelley eventually wrote some posthumously published ghost 
stories, Byron started and abandoned a novel, and Polidori wrote 
the first vampire story ever published, appropriately named “The 
Vampyre,” but it was Mary Godwin, who later married Shelley, 
who wrote the Gothic tale that has endured the test of time: Fran-
kenstein: Or the Modern Prometheus. 

This issue of Voices de la Luna celebrates her accomplishment 
and offers other poems and tales of a fantastic nature, as well 
as a review of Sarah Stegall’s novel Outcasts: A Novel of Mary 
Shelley, based on that famous meeting along the shores of Lake 
Geneva. We include contributions from two of Mary Shelley’s 
companions on that fateful evening, Percy Bysshe Shelley and 
Lord Byron, and we nod as well to two other masters of the fan-
tastic and bizarre, Edgar Allan Poe and Franz Kafka.

Our featured poet is Rod Carlos Rodriguez, who formerly 
published poems as Rod Stryker. He shares four of his poems, 
including a paean to what is arguably the pinnacle of creation, 
“Homo Poeticus.” Thanks to a chance encounter and a shared 
birthday dessert, Voices board member Lauren Walthour was able 
to land an interview with former U.S. Poet Laureate Ted Kooser, 
and we also publish a new poem by him. Chip Dameron offers 
an ekphrastic poem about a statue outside the Kafka Museum 
in Prague that is … well, it gives new meaning to the phrase 
“stream of consciousness.” We have three poems—two new, one 
classic—about twilight in this issue, as well as a whimsical poem 
by local poet Tom Keene about “The Angel at El Milagrito.”

This issue features some realistic, even gritty pieces as well. 
Vickie Vértiz takes us for a stroll along “Eastern Avenue.” Diana 
Wilson surveys the carnage left by civil war in “No es Syria, es 
Oaxaca.” In “Blind Faith,” Alan Berecka wonders how much of 
a difference poetry makes in the wake of disasters like the bomb-
ing in Brussels. Other pieces, however, remind us of the good 
and amusing that also surround us. Taylor Collier, in “December 
2014,” describes an interaction between police and a group of 
teens that did not turn violent. Norma Liliana Valdez muses about 
the “Woman in Black” painted on a stucco wall in downtown 
San Antonio. Despite the whims of her GPS device, K.B. Eck-
hardt seeks, and finds, enjoyment in a museum and in a Turkish 
café in “Rekindling Spirit.” On a much lighter note, Paul Juhasz 
recounts his experiences working in an Amazon warehouse in 
“Fulfillment: Diary of an Amazonian Picker,” which we will be 
serializing over the next few issues. Finally, the cover art and 
other selected artwork in this issue were designed by the late, 
lamented Jim Harter, whose humor and sense of the collective 
unconscious permeate his work. For your consideration: Volume 
9, Issue 1 of Voices de la Luna.
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Cover Page Art

Day of the Dead
Poster

by Jim Harter

Originally a self-taught artist, 
Jim Harter played a small part in 
creating concert posters for Aus-
tin’s Vulcan Gas Company and 
Armadillo World Headquarters. 
Influenced by San Francisco artist 
Wilfried Satty, he became skilled 
as a collage artist, becoming a 
magazine illustrator and pub-
lishing two books of surrealistic 
works. He sometimes described 
himself as an image archivist, and 
he was particularly interested in 
19th-century wood engravings. 
Over the years, according to his own estimate, he collected about 
200,000 of these images. His knowledge of Victorian imagery 
led him to edit many clip-art books. Harter later published two 
railroad history books illustrated entirely with Victorian engrav-
ings, followed by histories of early tractors and early automo-
biles, these illustrated with advertising drawings. He was also 
an accomplished painter, using an old-master technique. His 
paintings were influenced by his earlier collage work and also 
owe something to symbolism, surrealism, fantastic realism, and 
an exposure to Eastern philosophy. One of the seminal events of 
Harter’s life was seeing a flying saucer as a young man. Jim Har-
ter passed away after a brief illness on October 7, 2015.

The Theatre of Void
Jim Harter

Community Outreach Efforts
Voices de la Luna is a literary magazine, but Voices de la Luna is 
a nonprofit organization that does more than just publish. The ed-
itors, contributors, and volunteers who represent the organization 
work to make a positive difference in the San Antonio commu-
nity through poetry and art therapy sessions, writing workshops, 
youth poetry contests, and more. Between July 12 and October 
11, 2016, 33 Voices volunteers interacted with 261 participants at 
Haven for Hope, the Bexar County Detention Center, and at our 
monthly literary events. These numbers are incomplete, but they 
provide an idea of the level of commitment to the community 
that Voices de la Luna, the organization, has. This commitment is 
reflected in our motto: poetry heals and arts advance the quality 
of life. 
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additional content and past issues.

At Voices de la Luna, we believe that poetry heals and arts 
advance the quality of life.
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Featured Poet
Rod Carlos Rodriguez

Madre de Dios

One more poet
points the finger
at blooming flowers
that jiggle and shake
inside green boxes
resting on window sills.

They outrank
the birds who caw
at continuum’s
injustice,
shaped in Plexiglas.
Continuum fights
off the holy, clinched fingers
attached to hands,

attached to arms
of Madre de Dios
who cries and begs
humanity with such questions as:
“What do you want today?”
“The world,” we say.
“We’re just civilians
who pour syrup in the Cheetos.
A weakness we find
very comfortable.”

Madre cries,
sobs,
implores
Her children
for help,
for release
of our toxic fumes,
poisonous hate
we clothe Her in,
force Her
to wear,
ill-fitting as these
vestments are.

Soon,
She’ll grow tired
of the rags,
that poison.
She’ll shake it off,
the infection,
humans.

River Road

A river gurgles and sputters
on the way to event horizons
lousy with dawn and dusk,
the pale brook paints
itself amid deserts and scrub brush

fighting fishermen
thirsty for flounder, petrified,
oriented towards twilight’s
deep reds and faint yellows.

November coddles the stream,
bursts through country dams,
groans over urban rapids
clouded with flowers drowned
by last night’s downpour
of favors and drought.

The trickle remains
friends with angry clouds and
crazy fog, dribbles
lazy in its walk past
city parks to parched,

summer pools.

Going the Distance
for Sabina

Then those thoughts
connect from her lips
to mine, transport
through a fine mix of morning
oxygen, nitrogen and more,

faster than light
synapses create new links
no one can see
in the blue haze of sunset,
fasten tendrils in both lobes, 

an artist’s relief,
chiseled, sculpted
with care and precision
indelible, permanent
in evening’s whisper

Rod Carlos Rodriguez (who formerly used the pen name Rod Stryker) 
began his writing career at 15. For his first book, Exploits of a Sun Poet 
(Pecan Grove Press, 2003), he was named the San Antonio Barnes & 
Noble/Bookstop Author of the Month in February 2003, and his book 
was also named the San Antonio Current Best Book of 2005. Rodri-
guez began the Sun Poetic Times literary-visual arts magazine in 1994, 
founded the Sun Poet’s Society in 1995, and co-founded the Sun Arts 
Foundation in 2004. The Sun Poet’s Society is world-renowned and cel-
ebrated its 20th Anniversary in March 2015. 
His second collection of poetry and art pho-
tography, Lucid Affairs, was published by Sun 
Arts Press. More recently, his third collection 
of poetry, Native Instincts, was published in 
January 2016 by Human Error Publishing. 
Rodriguez started photography as illustrations 
for his poetry in both Exploits of a Sun Poet 
and Lucid Affairs. Soon his photographs be-
gan to take on a life of their own, and he has 
exhibited his work in such galleries as Blue 
Star Arts Complex, Casa Chiapas, and Ruta 
Maya on the Riverwalk. Another poem by Ro-
driguez may be found on p. 23.
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Questions for Ted Kooser
Interviewed by Lauren Walthour

Born in Ames, Iowa, 
in 1939, Ted Kooser 
earned a BS at Iowa 
State University in 
1962 and an MA at 
the University of Ne-
braska in 1968. He is a 
former vice-president 
of Lincoln Benefit 
Life Company, where 
he worked for many 
years. He lives near 
the town of Garland, 
Nebraska, with his 
wife, Kathleen Rut-
ledge. A Presidential Professor of English at the University of Nebraska-
Lincoln, he is the author of many collections of poetry, the most recent 
of which is Splitting an Order (Copper Canyon Press, 2014), as well as 
nonfiction and children’s books. In 2005, he won the Pulitzer Prize for 
his book of poems Delights & Shadows (Copper Canyon Press, 2004). 
He has also won the Pushcart Prize, two NEA Literary Fellowships, and 
was the U.S. Poet Laureate from 2004 to 2006.

Lauren Walthour: By this printing of Voices de la Luna, your 
autumn semester for master level poetry students is one-half 
complete. What are the main points that you wish emerging 
or experienced poets to gain from your University of Nebras-
ka classes or mentorship?
Ted Kooser: I put a good deal of stress on my belief that writing 
and publishing are social acts, and the work of the poet is only 
half of an interaction with another person or persons. Poets need 
to keep in mind that there is a reader at the other end of the poem, 
and that reader has his or her own limitations and expectations. 

Following up on your belief that writing poetry is a social act, 
can you provide one or two examples of a poet whose pub-
lished poem was misunderstood or interpreted from a very 
different perspective than that of the writer? Secondly, what 
skills can a student poet strengthen in order to better write 
for an audience?
I don’t have either one or two good examples for you, Lauren, 
because I can’t think of a poem about which another writer said 
he had a certain perspective that didn’t match his audience’s per-
ception. I have had poems misinterpreted, badly, but I think that’s 
to be expected. For example, my poem “The Blind Always Come 
as Such a Surprise” was misinterpreted by the director of the lo-
cal agency that helps sight-impaired people as being critical of 
the blind, when the poem is actually about people’s ignorance 
about and fear of blindness.

As to the second part of your question, all I ask of students is 
that they take the time to think about somebody being at the other 
end of their communication. That doesn’t mean that they have to 
write for that person, but that they should remember that there’s 
somebody at the other end.

Whose young poetic voice(s) impress you? Which modern po-
etic voices would you recommend for readers below the age 
of 16? Also, which modern voices do you recommend to your 
college students? Please explain why in each case.
I’ve lately been impressed by the very strong poems of Faith 

Shearin, who comes to mind, but there are hundreds of young 
poets writing good work. By that I mean that they have written 
at least one poem that has reached through to me. Robert Hayden 
wrote one great poem for which he will be remembered for an-
other hundred years, just one poem, “Those Winter Sundays,” 
and that was enough for one life. 

I let my college students browse the literary quarterlies and the 
many books coming out. Whatever they read will help them be 
better writers.

One anthology that I’d recommend to poetry readers of any age 
is The Rattle Bag by Ted Hughes and Seamus Heaney. I’m not 
sure it’s still in print, but it should be. (It is still in print. - Editor)

In your poetry, you observe and describe the world around 
you without interjecting your personality or ego. Do you see 
your reflection in the external world, is the external world a 
poetic reflection of your inner world, or do you have a differ-
ent perspective on your poetic relationship with the world?
That’s an interesting question. I see myself in service to my read-
er, and my objective, at least in most of my poems, is to show that 
reader something fresh and engaging. I am myself not especially 
fresh and engaging, nor am I very interesting, so I leave myself 
out of the poems, though something of myself is impossible to 
suppress completely. What’s there in every poem is my personal 
style, or manner of using language, and also what’s there is what 
I find interesting to write about. 

If you were to divide your life, to date, into poetic chapters, 
how would these unfold? What chapter titles would you use? 
What themes would appear? What overall message would tie 
these chapters together?
Those periods would correspond to the stages of life: childhood, 
adolescence, adulthood, and old age. As I’ve passed through each 
of them, the poems I’ve written have reflected what was happen-
ing in my life. It’s no more complicated than that. We all move 
from innocence into experience, and when we get to be as old as 
I am it’s very hard to resurrect innocence. I wish it were possible. 
Henry Miller said something like the challenge for an artist was 
to do things as an old person in the way that children did when 
they knew nothing.
 
Earlier this year, Candlewick Press accepted your fourth 
children’s book, Mr. Posey’s New Glasses, for publication. 
How did you meet Mr. Posey and will he have additional ad-
ventures? What is on the horizon for your children’s books?
The real Mr. Posey was a neighbor of ours in my home town, and 
it was he who walked the night streets during World War II to 
check to see if we’d properly blacked out our houses. He wore a 
white pith helmet on his rounds, and if the Germans had come to 
bomb us in Iowa his hat would have been the only visible target. 
How could you forget a man like Mr. Posey? The book uses his 
name, but the story has nothing to do with all that. 

I greatly enjoy writing these books for young people, and I 
hope to keep doing it. It’s a delight to be in one’s late seventies, 
having found a completely new genre to try on.

Thank you, Ted, for sharing a birthday dessert with me last 
April and for this follow-up interview. I hope our paths will 
cross again. Until then, thank you for sharing your love, 
truth, and beauty with the world.
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Bobber
Ted Kooser

This one is red and white, just the weight
of a ping pong ball, and it’s out there floating
up to its waist among the dragonflies
and clouds, the picture of leisure, the sun 
beating down on its naked shoulders. 
If that little brass hook that snaps on the line
was an eye, it would be half-open, sleepy,
unaware of what’s ever so slowly and slyly
rising beneath it, the way a snapping turtle 
rises to yank a duckling under. The water 
appears to be smooth and undisturbed 
and altogether casual, but anyone can feel 
the apprehension spreading bank to bank, 
especially those of us, like me, who are 
by constitution fearful. And here I am,
a man in pretty good health for his age,
ten feet back from the edge of the water
in a sturdy, plastic-webbed lawn chair, 
suddenly panicky, as if in a vivid dream, 
as my good imagination, the faithful servant 
of my poetry, takes over again, and my fear,
which I thought for a while was far away,
rises up from the darkness beneath me,
takes hold of my ankles and pulls me under.

Those Winter Sundays
Robert Hayden

Sundays too my father got up early 
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold, 
then with cracked hands that ached 
from labor in the weekday weather made 
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him. 

I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking. 
When the rooms were warm, he’d call, 
and slowly I would rise and dress, 
fearing the chronic angers of that house, 

Speaking indifferently to him, 
who had driven out the cold 
and polished my good shoes as well. 
What did I know, what did I know 
of love’s austere and lonely offices?

Reprinted from Collected Poems by Robert Hayden. Copyright © 1985 by 
Erma Hayden. With permission of the publisher, Liveright Publishing Cor-
poration, a division of W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. All rights reserved. 
This selection may not be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or trans-
mitted in any form by any means without the prior written permission of 
the publisher. http://books.wwnorton.com/books/index.aspx. To purchase, 
go to www.amazon.com.

La Llorona
Marlene Galvan

“Mama, tell me about Grandma Chonita.”
OK, you walk like her
wear your hair like her, pulled back tight, in a bun
You slam a door like her and have her
Fair skin and soft smile.

But, I remember a fragile lady
A frail silhouette on that hospital bed
A woman screaming for her savior
Asking to be carried home
In the window, the river appeared under the moon
As the priest prayed over her body.

Mama cried for years after she died
A wail reserved for a mother
I can hear her holler, her throat straining in the darkness of the 

night
Crying out
“Mi maaaaaadre!”

My mother’s father wandered in and out of her and her brother’s 
lives

He wandered in and out of other women’s lives, in and out of the 
lives of other children

Grandma Chonita watched, her heart breaking silently
She never said a word.

More howling in the middle of the night
Primordial
She’s hungry again, calling out
“Mi maaaaaaaaadre!”

I am exhausted, two milk stains on my shirt
Every cell is sore, aching, yearning
Met with the soft, soothing coo of a child who after yelling into 

the void has found her mother
In the stillness of the night, I remember

“Mama, I am pregnant again.”
And again, that wailing as if both her mother and daughter had 

been lost inextricably
Or worse, her mother reincarnated
As the lonely, reticent woman who had two kids with a man who 

didn’t love her.

I get home and close the door, slowly as not to make a noise
I look in the mirror, pale-faced, holding back the tears 
I let my hair loose.

The suckling has stopped
Startled, I am back in the nursery, I look down
My daughter content in my arms.

Charles Stanton Ogle as the Monster in Frankenstein (1910)
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Collaboration in Literature & the Arts
The UTSA English Department

colfa.utsa.edu/English/

Creative Writing Reading Series

The UTSA Creative Writing Reading Series hosts outstanding 
writers from around the country and beyond. All Creative Writ-
ing Reading Series events will be held in the Business Building 
University Room, BB 2.06.04. Hourly parking is available in the 
Bauerle Parking Garage, which is a short walk to the Business 
Building. 

Antonio Ruiz-Camacho
Friday, February 3, 2016
7 p.m.

Antonio Ruiz-Camacho was born and raised in 
Toluca, Mexico. A former Knight Journalism 
fellow at Stanford University, a Dobie Paisano 
fellow in fiction at the University of Texas at 
Austin, and a Walter E. Dakin fellow in fiction 
at Sewanee Writers’ Conference, he earned his 
M.F.A. from The New Writers Project at UT 
Austin. His work has appeared in The New York 
Times, Salon, Texas Monthly, The Millions, and 

elsewhere. His debut story collection, Barefoot Dogs, won the 
Jesse H. Jones Award for Best Book of Fiction and was named a 
Best Book of 2015 by Kirkus Reviews, San Francisco Chronicle, 
The Texas Observer, and PRI’s The World. It was translated into 
Spanish as Los perros descalzos by the author and is forthcoming 
in Dutch. Antonio Ruiz-Camacho lives in Austin, Texas, with his 
family, where he’s currently at work on a novel.

Mary Shelley
Miniature by Reginald Easton, allegedly drawn 

from her death mask (c. 1857)

  

Star Trek Turns 50
On September 8, 1966, Captain James T. Kirk and the crew of 

the Starship Enterprise embarked on their maiden television voy-
age on NBC. Though their original five-year mission only lasted 
three years, the concept of the series caught the public’s imagina-
tion. Today, after five live action series, one animated series, and 
thirteen movies, the Star Trek franchise is still taking viewers 
where no one has gone before. The sixth live action series, Star 
Trek: Discovery, launches in May 2017.

Bridal Ballad
Edgar Allan Poe

The ring is on my hand,
And the wreath is on my brow;

Satin and jewels grand
Are all at my command,

And I am happy now.

And my lord he loves me well;
But, when first he breathed his vow,

I felt my bosom swell—
For the words rang as a knell,
And the voice seemed his who fell
In the battle down the dell,

And who is happy now.

But he spoke to re-assure me,
And he kissed my pallid brow,

While a reverie came o’er me,
And to the church-yard bore me,
And I sighed to him before me,
(Thinking him dead D’Elormie),

“Oh, I am happy now!”

And thus the words were spoken,
And this the plighted vow,

And, though my faith be broken,
And, though my heart be broken,
Here is a ring, as token

That I am happy now!

Would God I could awaken!
For I dream I know not how!

And my soul is sorely shaken
Lest an evil step be taken,—
Lest the dead who is forsaken

May not be happy now.
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Driving through the fog at 6AM down CR 453
two-lanes, no shoulder, mesquite, oak, and glowing 
nocturnal eyes behind barbed wire fence on both sides
clandestine passage for truckers and other small town 
commuters wanting to get from point A to point C 

The alternate route slices through weekend ranches 
once pioneer colonialists indigenous dinosaur primordial 
country wastelands homelands hunting grounds
now divided, unkempt real estate cut by a cement vein 
covering leviathan footprints and arrowheads 

Headlights reflect off the opaque cloud
I levitate inside a Chinese lantern
Is this what the sun feels like 
on the other side of a storm? 
Am I consumed or transcendent? Am I 
moving at all? What if Hell is merely
a succession of endless yellow stripes?
Oncoming traffic passes like fellow ghosts 

A jackrabbit the size of a kangaroo leaps out 
in a full grand jeté, a thump and a familiar spasm 
of thermal guilt glides down the base of my spine, 
curling and settling in the pit of my stomach
bedded with coffee acid and contrition 

Up a hill, the vapors dissolve, all is brought into sharp focus
a giant cross at the hill’s crest hovers, a moment 
of resurrection, a deep breath before the plunge 
back to earth, into the murky air
throwing a wet blanket onto dawn’s fire
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UTSA Featured Poet: Stephanie Schoellman 
 

Commuting

Stephanie Schoellman is an English doctoral student at UTSA. Her passions include gothic literature, creative writing, 
theater arts, dachshunds, and coffee.



Under a Lone Star  
by Ann Howells

 Reviewed by Jeff Santosuosso
 

The state of Texas: shall we put this suc-
cinctly? Impossible as it seems, Ann How-
ells succeeds with pithy, far-ranging short 
poems in her first full-length book of poetry, 
Under a Lone Star: Texas Poems. This se-
ries of 55-word studies combines both spirit 
and place in a swift read that’s deceptive in 
its breadth and depth. Howells shows how 
to use a small, formal form to reveal the 
real underlying wonder of the raucous, far-
reaching idea that is Texas.

Illustrated with care and affection, each poem takes the reader 
on both a physical and metaphysical tour of the Republic and its 
sense of place. Howells’s speaker is consistently forthright and 
awed, in wonder and good humor, astonished and honest. There’s 
plenty here for true Texans and visitors, geographers and poets. 
It’s no mean trick to bust and enlarge myths simultaneously.

By locale, she hits all the enormity of the place, its landmarks 
and trademarks from El Paso east to Canton, south to Hill Coun-
try and Austin, Galveston, North Padre Island, the Rio Grande 
Valley, and more. All along, she reveals the familiar without pre-
dictability. The well-known comes alive with deft observation 
and condensed language. In “Midland-Odessa” she offers that 
“everything here was/once/something else.” Yes, with great re-
spect for the power of nature and time, Howells senses what is 
and what was. Subject and object synthesize the grandeur of the 
place.

Like many places, Texas can get overly mythologized. Some-
times mythology elevates, sometimes it degrades. Howells verges 
on myth, but avoids the pitfalls with tonal innocence and simplic-
ity. “Texas State Railroad” closes with two trains passing “one 
bound for 1800/one returning.” The imagery evokes the myth 
but rides genuine tracks. In “Palo Duro Canyon” she muses about 
“serving up history/with barbeque.” On the other hand, rever-
ence has its place, beautifully evident when Howells introduces 
the “fragile creatures/gestating millennia/calcite butterflies” she 
discovers in “Sonora Caverns.”

Diction and music, humor and reverence set common ground 
among the broad landscapes. “Galveston Wedding” brings 
us “salt water and salt tears.” “Tex-Mex Out of State” sticks a 
spiced tongue into an inflamed cheek, a parody of the stereo-
types assigned by and to visitors against the passion of the locals 
(all in 55 words). “Rio Grande Valley” similarly pokes a little 
Lone Star humor at snowbirds. “Canyon Lake” presents sails that 
become “immaculate wide-winged/butterflies.” “Aransas Pass” 
offers “swirling clouds/of squally gulls,” assonance on display. 
Contrast these gentle images with the force of “Hill Country 
Rainstorm,” where “rain beats liquid fists” and the dissonance 
of “Lancaster Tornado’s” “clunkers/claxons clamor.” The range 
is wide, genuine.

Because of their brevity, these can be recitation poems. Be-
cause of their form, subject, and voice, they are cohesive. Be-
cause of their grace, they are illuminating and revealing. 

Outcasts: A Novel of Mary Shelley
by Sarah Stegall

Reviewed by James R. Adair

Although we know some of the circum-
stances that led to Mary Shelley’s compo-
sition of the book Frankenstein, until now 
we have had no detailed look into Shelley’s 
inner thoughts on those summer afternoons 
beside Lake Geneva. How was she adapting 
to her role as a new mother and as Percy 
Bysshe Shelley’s lover? What did she think 
about the famous and infamous Lord Byron, 
who was bedding her step-sister Claire? 
And what about the only other member of 
the group to produce the agreed-upon gothic novel (or in his case, 
a novella), John Polidori, a physician and servant to Byron?

Sarah Stegall fills in the gaps in our knowledge with an imagi-
native and entertaining novel whose events take place over the 
course of three days in June 1816. Eighteen-year-old Mary Woll-
stonecraft Godwin—she had not yet married Shelley, whose first 
wife Harriet was back in England—is living in quasi-voluntary 
exile in a rented house in Switzerland, along with Claire and 
Shelley. Staying in a nearby house were Byron and Polidori. The 
group spends the days together sailing, shooting, or shopping in 
nearby Geneva. The nights are spent dining, drinking, and on 
one occasion catching lightning in a Leyden jar. This adventure, 
modeled on the experiments of Benjamin Franklin and others, 
leads to an interesting scene in which Shelley, the jar’s owner, 
prods a headless, plucked chicken with the electrodes, causing 
its muscles to twitch and to continue to do so even after contact 
with the Leyden jar’s charge is severed. Is reanimation possible?

Most of the book is given over to dialog, sometimes civil and 
sometimes anything but. Debates over human nature, civiliza-
tion, and science accompany outbursts by the mercurial Byron, 
who lashes out at Claire and Polidori; by the sullen Polidori, who 
seethes over his state as a servant to Byron; and by the deluded 
(and possibly hormone-addled) Claire, who lives in a fragile 
dream world. The well-meaning poet-philosopher Shelley pro-
vides a calming influence, especially to his friend Byron, but 
it is Mary alone, the youngest of the group, who successfully 
combines a theoretical belief in complete human freedom with a 
pragmatic understanding of the world, holding the group together 
for the three days covered by the novel.

The reader is aware of the dinner party that led to Mary Shel-
ley’s decision to write Frankenstein (if not, Stegall tells the story 
briefly in the Preface), but despite the foregone conclusion, it 
is entertaining to read Byron’s musings about writing about “a 
character who has no name at all,” or Shelley’s statement that 
a man raised in nature, outside of civilization, would be “Pro-
metheus… . He would bring true civilization to Man.” Mary is 
the one, however, who collects all the comments, distills the 
events and conversations down, and ultimately produces the 
gothic tale that to this day continues to define the genre. Stegall 
imagines Frankenstein not simply as a “ghost story,” on the or-
der of those found in Fantasmagoriana, the collection of stories 
read that fateful night by the lake, but as a veiled autobiography 
of Mary: rejected by her beloved father and shunned by society 
because of her relationship with Shelley, an outcast just as truly 
as the monster she created.
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Centenary of Kafka’s “The Metamorphosis”

This year marks the one hundredth 
anniversary of the publication in book 
form of Franz Kafka’s most famous 
short story, “Die Verwandlung,” usu-
ally rendered in English as “The Meta-
morphosis.” The story concerns the 
strange experience of Gregor Samsa, 
who awakens one morning to find that 
he has been transformed in his sleep 
into some sort of monstrous, insect-
like creature. His family is terrified 
of him, though his sister Grete leaves 
food for him in his room. Unable to 
work, Gregor adapts to his changed 
situation as well as he can manage, 
even enjoying certain aspects of his new body, such as his ability 
to climb walls. His family suffers, however, because of his inabil-
ity to provide for them financially, and after his father injures him 
by throwing an apple at him (reminiscent of lost innocence?), 
Gregor returns to his room. Realizing that his family would be 
better off without him—a fact made clear by their frank and open 
conversations about him—he wills himself to die. His body is 
thrown out with the trash, his family moves into a smaller and 
more affordable apartment, and life goes on for them.

“Metamorphosis” picks up the theme of powerlessness that 
characterizes so much of Kafka’s work. Written after the outbreak 
of the Great War, Kafka expresses feelings of hopelessness and 
existential angst experienced by so many in Europe who either 
lived under bureaucratic, authoritarian regimes or were threat-
ened by the ever-growing conflict that would soon engulf much 
of the world. The boundless optimism of the late nineteenth and 
early twentieth centuries, La Belle Époque, was over, and Kafka 
was the prophet of metamorphosis into a new era.

Here are the first few paragraphs of an English translation of 
“The Metamorphosis,” courtesy of Project Gutenberg. For the full 
story, go to www.gutenberg.org/files/5200/5200-h/5200-h.htm.

The Metamorphosis (excerpt)
Franz Kafka / translated by David Wyllie

One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, 
he found himself transformed in his bed into a horrible vermin. 
He lay on his armour-like back, and if he lifted his head a little he 
could see his brown belly, slightly domed and divided by arches 
into stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it and 
seemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully 
thin compared with the size of the rest of him, waved about help-
lessly as he looked.

“What’s happened to me?” he thought. It wasn’t a dream. 
His room, a proper human room although a little too small, lay 
peacefully between its four familiar walls. A collection of tex-
tile samples lay spread out on the table—Samsa was a travelling 
salesman—and above it there hung a picture that he had recently 
cut out of an illustrated magazine and housed in a nice, gilded 
frame. It showed a lady fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who 
sat upright, raising a heavy fur muff that covered the whole of her 
lower arm towards the viewer.

Gregor then turned to look out the window at the dull weather. 
Drops of rain could be heard hitting the pane, which made him feel 

 

quite sad. “How about if I sleep a little bit longer and forget all this 
nonsense,” he thought, but that was something he was unable to 
do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present 
state couldn’t get into that position. However hard he threw him-
self onto his right, he always rolled back to where he was. He must 
have tried it a hundred times, shut his eyes so that he wouldn’t have 
to look at the floundering legs, and only stopped when he began to 
feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt before.

“Oh, God,” he thought, “what a strenuous career it is that I’ve 
chosen! Travelling day in and day out. Doing business like this 
takes much more effort than doing your own business at home, and 
on top of that there’s the curse of travelling, worries about making 
train connections, bad and irregular food, contact with different 
people all the time so that you can never get to know anyone or 
become friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!” He felt a slight 
itch up on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his back towards 
the headboard so that he could lift his head better; found where the 
itch was, and saw that it was covered with lots of little white spots 
which he didn’t know what to make of; and when he tried to feel 
the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back because as 
soon as he touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder.

He slid back into his former position. “Getting up early all the 
time,” he thought, “it makes you stupid. You’ve got to get enough 
sleep. Other travelling salesmen live a life of luxury. For instance, 
whenever I go back to the guest house during the morning to copy 
out the contract, these gentlemen are always still sitting there eat-
ing their breakfasts. I ought to just try that with my boss; I’d get 
kicked out on the spot. But who knows, maybe that would be the 
best thing for me. If I didn’t have my parents to think about I’d 
have given in my notice a long time ago, I’d have gone up to the 
boss and told him just what I think, tell him everything I would, 
let him know just what I feel. He’d fall right off his desk! And it’s 
a funny sort of business to be sitting up there at your desk, talk-
ing down at your subordinates from up there, especially when you 
have to go right up close because the boss is hard of hearing. Well, 
there’s still some hope; once I’ve got the money together to pay off 
my parents’ debt to him - another five or six years I suppose - that’s 
definitely what I’ll do. That’s when I’ll make the big change. First 
of all though, I’ve got to get up, my train leaves at five.”

And he looked over at the alarm clock, ticking on the chest of 
drawers. “God in Heaven!” he thought. It was half past six and the 
hands were quietly moving forwards, it was even later than half 
past, more like quarter to seven. Had the alarm clock not rung? 
He could see from the bed that it had been set for four o’clock 
as it should have been; it certainly must have rung. Yes, but was 
it possible to quietly sleep through that furniture-rattling noise? 
True, he had not slept peacefully, but probably all the more deeply 
because of that. What should he do now? The next train went at 
seven; if he were to catch that he would have to rush like mad and 
the collection of samples was still not packed, and he did not at 
all feel particularly fresh and lively. And even if he did catch the 
train he would not avoid his boss’s anger as the office assistant 
would have been there to see the five o’clock train go. He would 
have put in his report about Gregor’s not being there a long time 
ago. The office assistant was the boss’s man, spineless, and with 
no understanding. What about if he reported sick? But that would 
be extremely strained and suspicious as in fifteen years of ser-
vice Gregor had never once yet been ill. His boss would certainly 
come round with the doctor from the medical insurance company, 
accuse his parents of having a lazy son, and accept the doctor’s 
recommendation not to make any claim as the doctor believed 
that no one was ever ill but that many were workshy. And what’s 
more, would he have been entirely wrong in this case? Gregor did 
in fact, apart from excessive sleepiness after sleeping for so long, 
feel completely well and even felt much hungrier than usual… .
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Brandenburg Certified as Jungian Analyst

This past September, the Research 
and Training Centre in Depth Psy-
chology in Switzerland awarded 
Voices de la Luna co-founder James 
Brandenburg a diploma in analytical 
psychology, certifying him to practice 
as an independent Jungian analyst. 
His thesis is titled “The New Jerusa-
lem and Individuation: The Symbolic 
versus the Literal in Search of a God 
Image.”

Founded with the goal of creating a 
place where the autonomous psyche 
could be considered with total commitment, the Centre bases 
both research and training on the psychological findings of C.G. 
Jung and Marie-Louise von Franz. The institution strives to fos-
ter exchange of ideas, promote discussion of findings, increase 
collaboration of among researchers in both the arts and natural 
sciences, and support cooperation with other facilities.

On the one hand, the Centre seeks to further research on the 
psyche and on the relationship of psyche and matter; on the other, 
it aims to provide a training program for qualified analysts. This 
program is designed for those wishing to combine research into 
the unconscious psyche with their present professions and is di-
rected specifically toward prospective candidates interested in 
the field but unable to spend prolonged periods of time in Swit-
zerland, as well as toward those with pre-existing professional 
and family commitments.

Courses in the program are conducted over a period of days 
several times a year. The course of study includes lectures, train-
ing sessions, practical work, colloquiums, and seminars. The 
Centre expects active participation from all students, who are 
asked to read the required texts and to write creative works.

Brandenburg is one of only a handful of certified poetry thera-
pists in Texas, and he plans to use the knowledge gained from his 
studies at the Centre to enhance his work in that field.

Nobel Prize for Literature Awarded to Bob Dylan

On October 13, in a surprise announcement, the Swedish Acad-
emy declared American songwriter Bob Dylan the winner of the 
2016 Nobel Prize for Literature. Acknowledging that the choice 
of a songwriter was unusual, Academy spokesperson Sara Da-
nius said Dylan “is a great poet in the English-speaking tradi-
tion.” The Academy credited Dylan with “having created new 
poetic expressions within the great American song tradition.” 
Dylan, born Robert Allen Zimmerman in 1941, is a native of 
Minnesota. He began using the last name “Dylan” sometime in 
the late 1950s or early 1960s. Although he later acknowledged 
the influence of Welsh poet Dylan Thomas on his own work, his 
biographer Robert Shelton believes that he was originally more 
influenced by Marshal Matt Dillon on the TV show Gunsmoke 
(he originally spelled his new last name “Dillon”). Dylan is the 
first American to win the award since Toni Morrison in 1993.

 

Óyeme
Eduardo del Rio
For Pedro Pietri

Óyeme, I am here.

I’m not in the bohío
Listening to the Cacique.
I’m not in the coffee mill
Carrying loads for the master.
I’m not on the front line
Taking bullets for the comandante.
I’m not in the caserío
Running from la policía.
I’m not in the barrio
Sweeping the stoop for the landlord.
I’m not in the welfare line
Accepting condescención from the caseworker.

Óyeme, I am here.

I’m not in the Olmec hut
Grinding maize for the high priest.
I’m not in the mine
Digging gold for the soldado.
I’m not on the front line
Taking bullets for the comandante.
I’m not in the colonia
Running from la migra.
I’m not in the projects
Hiding from la chota.
I’m not in the free clinic
Accepting condescención from the caseworker.

I am here…

I am in the classroom delivering a lecture.
I am in the boardroom conducting a meeting.
I am at the podium giving a speech. 
I am at the hospital delivering a baby.
I am in the office drafting a law.
I am at home teaching my children.

Óyenos.        We are here.
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Art and Culture in the City

spcproject.org

On Sept. 8, 2016, the San Pedro Creek Improvements Project, 
a $175 million venture to “transform the creek to reflect its place 
in our cultural history, improve its function in flood control, re-
vitalize natural habitat and water quality, and catalyze economic 
development” kicked off its efforts with an event at Fox Tech 
High School in downtown San Antonio. Mayor Ivy Taylor, Bexar 
County Judge Nelson Wolff, and other lumi-
naries spoke at the event, but the centerpiece 
of the evening was the debut performance of 
an opera by San Antonio native John Phil-
lip Santos (pictured to the right) entitled Las 
Fundaciones de Béjar, a work that portrays 
the history and legacy of San Pedro Creek. 
The storyline starts with the creation of the 
world but focuses on the past several centu-
ries, starting with the settlement of Native 
American populations alongside the creek. “The main character 
is the San Pedro Creek herself, imagined here as an earth spirit 
who sees past, present, and future,” Santos said. The planned 
project includes four miles of trails and eleven acres of land-
scaped area. For more information, see the San Pedro Creek Im-
provements Project website (spcproject.org) and a story in The 
Rivard Report (therivardreport.com/san-pedro-creek-to-break-
ground-with-opera-and-history/).

McNay Art Museum
www.mcnayart.org

Telling Tales: Contemporary Narrative Photography
September 28, 2016 – January 15, 2017

Telling Tales: 
Contemporary Nar-
rative Photography 
is a survey of work 
by artists who re-
cord stories through 
pictures, whether 
real or imagined. 
Organized by the 
McNay’s Chief Curator and Curator of Contemporary Art, René 
Paul Barilleaux, the exhibition includes approximately fifty 
photographs from the late 1970s to the present by seventeen 

ground-breaking photographers. Telling Tales is the McNay Art 
Museum’s first large-scale exhibition of photography and is ac-
companied by an 88-page illustrated book.

The exhibition presents work such as Nan Goldin’s landmark 
The Ballad of Sexual Dependency, demonstrating some artists’ 
explorations of the politics of the day—in this case, the onset of 
the AIDS crisis—while other examples, including photographs 
by Tina Barney, Justine Kurland, and Paul Graham investigate 
class differences, marginalized communities, and social justice.

www.samuseum.org

Carlos Mérida: Selections from the Permanent Collection
July 8, 2016 – January 29, 2017

Carlos Mérida was an important twentieth-century artist who 
left a rich legacy of pioneering art. Born in Guatemala City in 
1891, Mérida lived and worked for most of his life in Mexico 
City. One of his earliest projects in Mexico, in 1922, was work-
ing on the great mural at the National Preparatory School as an 
assistant to Diego Rivera, who introduced him to the politically 
driven Mexican Social Realism movement. Mérida’s early work 
dealt with folkloric themes of Mexico and Guatemala, but expo-
sure to avant-garde artists such as Modigliani and Picasso and to 
Surrealism, Constructivism, and Geometric Abstraction on trav-
els to Europe greatly influenced the artist. He began merging as-
pects of what he had seen with themes of his Mayan heritage. By 
the 1940s, Mérida had distanced himself from Mexican Social 
Realism and was focused instead on this new work, exploring 
various forms of abstraction. The artist died in Mexico in 1984.

SAMA has acquired excellent examples of Mérida’s works, and 
its collection illustrates the artist’s broad diversity of themes and 
media—from his Images of Guatemala (1925-27) to his Birds 
of Paradise (1936) and his The Three Kings (1965). In 2014 the 
Museum acquired an important set of Mérida’s original gouaches, 
which were used to create the artist’s popular portfolio Mexican 
Costume (1941) of 25 serigraphs. Finally, the large and impressive 
glass mosaic mural that Mérida made for Hemisfair ’68 has been 
reinstalled in the newly refurbished Convention Center.

Untitled Lithograph
Carlos Mérida
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Youth Poetry

The Tide
Dylan 

North East School of the Arts

Your hair, fallen over your face, 
has never looked so solid, 
the drums beating against your eyes
and head, 
never so loud. 

A prickle over your fingertips, 
the tide is coming in.
A sinking feeling at the pads of your toes 
the wet sand is pulling you down—
down to the core of the Earth,
where the pounding goes silent, 
the salty air no longer traces over your tongue. 

Heat hits the back of your legs, 
your toes, once wet, dig into
the center of the universe, 
and it’s plush,
and envelops your feet
and embraces your ankles. 

And it’s safe, 
you know it is
as you dig into the crimson abyss, 
this rouge mattress.
And it is still safe, 
even as the drums return
and lull you to sleep
on the shore with the rising tide, 
in the center of the universe.

The Ghosts
Kiersten

North East School of the Arts

The ghosts in the graveyard were
hair-raising, nerve-wracking, and sinister toward you.
The ghosts in the graveyard were
downcast, mournful, and always seeming blue.

The ghosts in the graveyard were 
frightening, terrifying, and everything of the sort.
The ghosts in the graveyard were
spooky, creepy, and loved to cavort.

The ghosts in the graveyard were 
lonesome, abandoned, and friendless to an extent.
Except for the girl who loved to visit them,
the one who’d never be subjected to torment. 

The ghosts in the graveyard were
happy, excited, and pleased to see her come.
The ghosts in the graveyard are
warm, friendly, and no longer numb.

Calm after the Storm
Noel

North East School of the Arts

Silken strands glisten in the night,
Shimmering against the pale moonlight;
An echo long past, across a void vast,
To see the sounds so bright.

By day the spider waits
Patiently with grace.
Dancing webs coax, smothering, like smoke,
Prey who’ve met their fate.

At night the spider feasts,
Blood and bones it eats.
Mandibles wide, fangs shine with pride
Then suddenly are sheathed.

Barrio Writers is a free community workshop focused on empower-
ing teens to aspire to higher education and find their individual voices 
through creative writing. This particular group of young writers was led 
by poet and Voices associate editor Gerard Robledo at The Guadalupe 
Cultural Arts Center during a one-week intensive program.

Classic American Crop
Olivia Valenzuela

Strangefruit comes pre-packaged,
the price tag is a slap on the wrist.
It is strange when:

Ellen wore a huge prosthetic ass and brownface 
on national television.

you say to your friend, “She doesn’t speak English … it’s okay”
even though I only speak English.

the cashier watched a brown boy accusingly as he chose his chips 
before paying.

you asked if the kids were mine
even though you just heard them call our mother Mom. 

Trainee Timothy Loehmann put 2 bullets in Tamir Rice 
because a 12-year-old boy with a toy gun makes cops 
so uncomfortable he felt the need to 
murder him. 

you told me to smile more because 
“brown girls just look so pretty when they smile”
Excuse me? Was I making you uncomfortable?

Strangefruit always comes pre-packaged
it’s time we raise the price.
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Red, White, Blue
Zion Talavera

I am Chicano, Mexican American 
far from white. 
I am a person with a voice. 
Somebody that is misunderstood
talked down to because of the color of my 
skin.
Someone you hate, someone you love. 
So intelligent if you know me, if not
then maybe it won’t be obvious
I am a human being. 
Clothes you wear, place you live
others will judge what they see with
their eyes.
People say I’m a hard worker, 
all I eat is tacos, and that I am the problem 
to bringing drugs into the country. As long as I know 
who I am, not ashamed, straight to the point,
100% Chicano, Mexican American from San Antonio, Texas, 
United States of America. 

Walking Shadow
Jennifer Delacruz

Floral shirt, jean skirt, huge pink bow, immense smile.
I come across golden bells that I heard a block away.
“¿Cual sabor quedrás, niña pequeña?”
“Limón por favor.”
I give the man a dollar, receiving my popsicle with joy
a perfect snack for the summer heat.
There were days I didn’t have money
but he said to pay him some other time.
11 years have passed … reaching out for the popsicle, I stare at 

him.
Acabado.
His skin like an avocado, dark from walking underneath the 

flames 
that he repeats along until dusk, running tears across his cheeks.
Dragging his left arm over his face, wiping the illusion from his 

eyes,
gasping for a gulp of air
while resting a few seconds in the cover of shade
continuing his routine with fragile bones 
limping forward as if about to cross the finish line of a marathon 
not forgetting the words
“¡Venimos a triunfar!”

Brown Boys
Matthew Lopez

There we stood, a litter of brown baby boys. Wobbling around, 
jumping on grandma’s plastic-covered couch. Mystified by the 
small black box that keeps ringing.

There we stood, a cluster of little brown baby boys. Running 
around playing Pokémon, dodging Tia’s wooden spoon and 
laughing at those who got caught by it, getting a big purple bump 
of pure pain on their bony backs.

There we stood, a group of young brown baby boys. Throwing 
a football in the middle of the street. The sun turning us ever 
darker. Talking so much mess with our squeaky voices. 

There we stood, a pack of brown baby boys. Blasting rap music 
to drown out our ancestors who screamed “VOLVER!” in the 
background. Getting into shove fights in the street, then cooling 
off as the cop cars circled around the block like hungry sharks.

There we stood, a gang of brown baby boys, chilling on the cor-
ner by Family Dollar, with Big Red and Takis in hand. Giving 
us red lips and fingertips to match. Then there you are sitting 
in your sky blue Kia, sweating bullets, with your already pale 
face turning even paler, then whispering to your husband, “Drive 
faster Carl, I think they see us!” all because you got caught in my 
peripheral.

To Call Myself a Mother
Samantha Garza 

I promised I would see them again 
I would bring them with me once I had gathered enough 
He said he missed me, my son 
Asked if we’d see each other again 
Two years pass and once again, he’s not home 
He’s out with needles and desperation 
My daughter calls, 15 and pregnant 
My son’s in the hospital
Greying face, red painful holes scattered across his arm like bul-

let wounds 
Do I still have the right to call myself a mother?

It’s my son’s birthday, I get a call 
“Mami ¡no esta! ¡Traté de hablar pero nadie escuchaba!”
The only thing missing besides him was an aging rope 
She calls again after what seems like a lifetime 
All I can hear are small fragments:
Dead body, suicide, hanging from that rope

It’s been a year 
I’m in the bathtub 
A cheap bottle of whatever in one hand 
And four dozen little pills in the other 
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Select Poems

The Angel at El Milagrito
Tom Keene

 
Weekdays the angel sleeps under the old winding goat path
now paved over and named after the Virgin
who charmed divinity into flesh.
 
But on Sunday mornings between masses at Our Lady of Sorrows
she skates down the sidewalk to El Milagrito Cafe
where, for tips, the mariachis play
under the searching gaze of St. Emiliano Zapata,
the dead certainty of Blessed Pancho Villa. 
 
She hangs her skates on a fire plug,
and barefoot, slips in the door.
Amid the cafe’s coffee aromas and steam from bowls of menudo,
she takes to dancing across shoulders of customers,
pausing to whisper in ears her messages of caution
and sudden consolation. 
 
The man in the black hat engrossed in earphones,
newspaper, and food does not hear her.
But others, whose eyes sometimes lose their focus, might.
Maybe the bus boy with a ring in his ear,
the child peering through the hole he bit in his tortilla.
One hears. From the poster on the wall,
the accordion-squeezing coyote
plays contrapuntal conjunto to the mariachis’ ballads,
evoking from the angel’s feet a polka beat.
 
When the mariachis rest, the angel dances out the door,
retrieves her skates and scoots back to church,
where, like the parabolic sower,
she will broadcast her seeds
before she goes back to sleep
under the tar of St. Mary’s Street.

Rows
Rita L. Ortiz

Rows of cornfields made of hands unknown.
Hands I’ve known?
A question, always, before my first step.
I look down, I follow.
The earth smells new, a kind wind smiles at my form.

Through the rows, I’ll lose my way.
An urgent growl opens a path.
A fence—

My life’s nightmare, you question my despair.
Black stripes and white stealth, I follow your form.
The fence now behind me, a deafening roar.

What is your name?

 

A Broken Chancel with a Broken Cross 
David Bowles

Nothing but sky and sea and this barren
strip of sand athwart Laguna Madre

and silty delta and vast Gulf. We each
fling our pasts, glittering and deadly,

into the waves. Or pretend to. The gesture
is what matters, the intent. No priest

attends these oaths as our fingers interlace,
no families or friends beaming or weeping.

The functionary is silent, gestures for 
signatures. A woman, his secretary or clerk,

serves as witness, along with a solitary
gull and crabs trapped on the leeward

side of the dunes. We need no affirmation.
Ours is yon fabled, lonely isle, bare 

of even god. Just a fruit-laden tree with 
enough shade for once and now and future.

Woman in Black
Norma Liliana Valdez

Between Navarro and Richmond Avenues
there is a woman on stucco,
made flat and hot plastered.
If I were to touch her, she’d burn.
She is stamen and pistil 

rising
among black rose pet-

als—
1940s Hollywood glam-

or,
hoop earrings chola.
She holds one hand over 

the black,
under her left breast.
Her gaze, seductive and 

illusive,
must have been painted 

by a man.
I’m not convinced it’s 

real.
A woman’s desire is not 

so stylized.
I don’t burn like her.
I am not those eyes,
those bare shoulders.
I am embers at the ready.
Too much already burned down in me.
Only the right wood at my feet will fire.
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Rekindling Spirit
K.B. Eckhardt

The voice connected to seven satellites
tells me to enter the toll road
following directions I pay for that quick way  
seek sanctuary in the museum 
want to sit        contemplate        rekindle
spirit on this gray January day
to escape the sound of saws

in my neighborhood
where new dwellers remove 
existing walls  
construct new walls

At the museum wet wall 
paint stings eyes  
shrill laboring saws  
makeshift partitions house 
once thought exotic animals 
captured with oil and canvas
animals still alive

Yellow buses relinquish yelping children
into the primary building 
I retreat to the concrete parking garage  
missing voices of art and artists

My mapping device is dead
the temporary charge cannot master 
a flicker of the route or revive voice

I breathe in positive green light
exhale negative blue smoke 

Free of the fast road 
I see the city’s live trees        people        pets
cross the bayou 
view exotic animals at the zoo
stop at the pie shop specializing in 
layers of chocolate, pecans, sweet cream cheese
spot a Turkish café serving strong hot tea 
in tiny belly glasses painted with gold

Twilight by the Millrace
John Grey

I stroll to where the mill race flatters
its abandoned wooden wheel
with nudges, lapping, hints of past glories.
The path is mostly muddy puddles from a midday rain
that see no sense in joining up with other waters.
merely fill the holes they’re given,
await the inevitable burn-off as song sparrows
drink this bounty while they can.
The mill’s facade changes with the moment
like time-lapse photography
from a documentary on the dying of an industry. 

But it’s a peaceful place for all that.
Its wooden frame is a haven for swallows.
Its machinery transforms gray into brown.
I love to sit on a plank and sense,
for once, nature as usurper, as pioneer,
as everything selfish that man is.
And it’s reclaiming as gently as the deer
that nibbles on a tuft of grass close by me.
Her head is bowed but one ear’s always cocked,
Scanning the surrounds for alien sound.
Please, wild creature,
accept my breath as an apology.

Twilight Over the Hills
James Piatt

Diaphanous cumulus clouds, tinted from
The last flames of summer’s twilight
Sun, colors of crimson, pink, and
Orange with narrow remnants of blue
Sky left over, stretch lazily across the
Horizon like colored oils dripping on an
Artist’s canvas, like an amorphous
Inferno of paint splashed upon hill and
Meadow, culminating in a cacophony of
Glowing shades of vivid hues bounding
Over one another then fading into a pale
Pomegranate hue. The outline of trees,
Slowly emerging in the dark gray
Perspective and then abandoned by the
Sun, disappears from sight as darkness
Penetrates the atmosphere. In the day’s
Last breath before nightfall, I stand
Motionless in the silence of an old dirt
Road watching the end of another
Beautiful summer day, knowing that
Another exactly like it will never come
This way again.

The Twilight Turns
James Joyce

The twilight turns from amethyst 
To deep and deeper blue, 
The lamp fills with a pale green glow 
The trees of the avenue. 

The old piano plays an air, 
Sedate and slow and gay; 
She bends upon the yellow keys, 
Her head inclines this way. 

Shy thought and grave wide eyes and hands 
That wander as they list— 
The twilight turns to darker blue 
With lights of amethyst.
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Epiphany at the Majestic
Chris Ellery

At the Majestic Theatre to see Les Misérables,
my daughter chats with a couple in the queue.
The man, loquacious with Sir Toby Belch’s abs,
reveals that he rode down from Birmingham to view   
the London premiere when 2-4-6-0-1
from France first broke parole in English song,
reflecting how it surely is remarkable
that for so long Monsieur Le Maire has dodged
Inspector Javert, his old antagonist and judge.
 
After the songs of destiny and redemption, after 
the finale with ghosts and angels, tears and laughter,
along the new year’s River Walk the trees still glisten
with Christmas lights beneath the Twelfth Night sky,
starry sky, that old symbol of eternity.
The river is black, and I think I finally comprehend
why Javert jumped. A leap terminates every obsession,
though day to day, good or bad, you cannot know the end.
Something the jolly man from England said: A passion
 
of mine, dear girl, when I was a lad, was your story of the Alamo.
I itched to see where heroes died so made
my journey to this town and, what do you know,
met this sweet lady, and I stayed.

Černý’s Peeing Men
Chip Dameron

Sculpture in front of Kafka Museum, Prague

Two mechanically hipped men hold
their movable penises and pee

into a shallow Czech-shaped pool,
Hitler from the west, Stalin 

from the east, their feet
soaked in eventual failure.

 
Eastern Avenue

Vickie Vértiz

What were you before?
Dusty TV repair shops and chipped nail polish
Un cielo gris de humo
De mi? 

White biker bars
Neighbors lured by beer, and dipping
In and out of pitch

During the summer, Loveland Avenue lined 
With jacaranda, we carry a black umbrella
And our legs and arms tan to cajeta, burns like it, too
Swimming in a plastic pool only me and my brother fit 
I like it, my color, a caramel in the mouth

Someone built a white-walled mini-mall
And the white folks moved out and took their ATVs
My best friend goes off with her blond mom
Takes her Mickey doll, forgets to say good-bye 

And left behind their board games: MAD, LIFE
We take them home and play like we can win
So many parts are missing

When they tear down the blue apartments
I am twelve
Maybe we’ll move in if it’s town homes, live in a place 
like E.T.’s family—cul-de-sacs and dead ends

Pero no
A dollar doughnut place in its stead. That? I got lots of
The golden arches and soft serve
A shoe store for paying less money, but too much dignity
And the biggest thing:

I will have my first period 
In the toy store bathroom
But I will know
I can still 
buy 
dolls

Nana on a Camel
Elizabeth Lovett Colledge

Just as centuries of shifting sand
covered the Sphinx, so time has covered
memories of my grandmother,
immortalized in a sixty-year-old
sepia-tinted photograph, inscribed,
“Nana on a Camel.” Her shoulders
thrown back, her chest thrust forward 
Like the prow of a battleship
in the vast, dry ocean of desert.
I wipe the dust from the frame,
stare as if I could uncover some 
shard, loose stone, or splintered bone
of memory.
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Blind Faith
Alan Berecka

Brussels got blown up today, so the world-
over we poets felt compelled to sharpen 
our pencils or crack our knuckles as we sat
in thousands of coffee shops and began 
to write or to type angrily, or mournfully
or both into our college ruled journals
or MacBook Pros believing that this newest poem—
that might only be heard at next month’s 
poorly attended open mic or perhaps 
will be ignored forever somewhere 
on the World Wide Web by the world at large—
can stop all the madness and carnage
by forcing true believers of every ilk 
and flavor to join all the true non-believers 
and the rest of us who wrestle with our doubts 
to see one another in the mirror of each other’s eyes.

But as I take my last sip of coffee and begin 
to bus my small black table, I am nagged
by the sense that this desired poem has never 
and probably will never be written, and I wonder 
if poets, in times like these, aren’t like the infinite 
amount of monkeys of the myth who are given 
an infinite amount of time to sit behind an infinite 
amount of typewriters until the day they randomly 
bang out all the works of William Shakespeare—
the favorite bard of most immortal monkeys—
who, even with all of his craft and wisdom,
could not keep Brussels from blowing up today.

Wilderness
Harold Rodinsky

a long slog above tree-line
scrambling up the talus slope
to the craggy broken summit,

as a line of thunderstorms
crossed the ridge bringing
flashing lightning, drenching rain

dark, rain-soaked, clouds
let loose small rivulets
racing down the slope

lightning crashed
snapping trees, breaking rock
too close for comfort

we slipped and slid 
back down the slope until we reached 
the deserted miners’ cabin 

in the meadow, where we camped 
last night, with a black-tailed deer 
standing guard

  

Raw Flesh and Bare Bones
Julie Gates

I miss the vein-bulging, teeth-gritting, red-faced look of you 
like you’re going to tear some small live animal like me limb 

from limb,
and the growling, breathy, hoarse, and high-pitched squealing of 

your attack and conquer,
the stealth silence, in dead black air, 
stormed by a crash that slams into me and flips me three times 

over,
and when I land with a thud, breath knocked clear out of me, 
all feet solid down on ground, a wildcat fury-possessed, fangs 

bared, poised, 
for more—and soft foot by padded foot, I stalk,
gasping for air, bloodied, battled, oozing, still prowling,
because the smell of you is the earth’s original patchouli intoxicant, 
complete with green, slimy, serpent with fire eyes, 
and I want to slice it up like an apple, eat every morsel in tiny 

nibbling bites,
with the scent slithering off my fingers, lips, and mind, because, 

while I feast on you, 
it slides lithely and smoothly inside my body and blood for eternity, 
damned or not—(what the hell do I care?)
and I make you grow, like the tree, 
with veins, reds, thickness, wildly gigantic, hanging with ripe, 

engorged fruit.

So what if you’re my soul mate and I love you madly as just 
that—a creature who appeared one day out of God’s great 
blue?

Maybe I stole more than your rib. 
And am not of you. 
If not, I could worship you from afar as an Adonis, David, or 

Atlas,
(bearing oh so nakedly the weight of the world) 
and fired and cured by my mythological maelstrom, 
thrust out my Aphrodite-Valkyrie-Medusa claw 
and throatily rasping, whisper like a vaporous wind …
“talk to this and nothing more.”

Ozymandias
Percy Bysshe Shelley

I met a traveller from an antique land, 
Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert… . Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedestal, these words appear: 
My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings; 
Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.”
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Das Motiv
Hejo Müller

Der
im Stall geboren wurde,
endete am Galgen.

Dies ist mein Mann.

Tag für Tag
denke ich 
an einen Gehenkten,
der lebt.

Sonetto CCXVIII
Francesco Petrarca

Tra quantunque leggiadre donne et belle
giunga costei ch’al mondo non à pare,
col suo bel viso suol dell’altre fare
quel che fa ‘l dí de le minori stelle.

Amor par ch’a l’orecchie mi favelle,
dicendo: Quanto questa in terra appare,
fia ‘l viver bello; et poi ‘l vedrem turbare,
perir vertuti, e ‘l mio regno con elle.

Come Natura al ciel la luna e ‘l sole,
a l’aere i vènti, a la terra herbe et fronde,
a l’uomo et l’intellecto et le parole,

et al mar ritollesse i pesci et l’onde:
tanto et piú fien le cose oscure et sole,
se Morte li occhi suoi chiude et asconde.

Frankenstein Castle
Darmstadt, Germany

 
The Motif

Hejo Müller / translated by James Brandenburg

Born in a stall
He 
ended  
on the gallows.

He is my victory.

Every day
I think about 
Him
hanging there 

He
who lives.

Sonnet CCXVIII
Francesco Petrarca (Petrarch) / translated by James R. Adair

Many lovely ladies, splendid, bright
Are found on earth, but truly none compare
To my love’s visage, stunning, pure, and fair,
O’erwhelming them as day transcends the night.

Eros clasps my ear, imparts this truth:
“So long her presence fills the world with grace,
So long will life hold joy in its embrace,
But after that, my kingdom’s lost, forsooth.

Imagine heav’n without the moon or sun,
Or air bereft of wind, or land of grass,
Or man adrift from speech, his thoughts undone,

Or sea sans waves, nor marlins, sharks, or bass;
In that same way will things grow void and dun
If Death should close and hide her eyes, alas!”
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Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río

Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río is a gathering of writers and artists 
committed to the environment through contemplative, artistic, and activ-
ist 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. To contact the group, send an email to Jim LaVilla-Havelin 
(lavhav@gmail.com) or Mobi Warren (mobiwarren@gmail.com).

A Come-Along & Dave’s Crane
Rebecca Burroughs

We could use both to lift the weight
of those fallen towers, ethnic wars
that compress our collective souls
into all-devouring black holes.

So, I try to grasp
the fundamental question:
Can a Christian, Hindu, Buddhist, Jewish, Islamic,
or personal God
chain us around, instead of nail us to,
the family-of-man tree
ratchet         that gear with teeth
that locks each forward move of the lever
and doesn’t let us slip back
into the primordial muck,
our reptile skins?

Imagine swinging
high through the air ape             an angel drunk on faith
that like those girders
for weight-bearing new constructions
we can in-deed live together
move lightly,
carefully as

Dave
in his cab

a confined God pulling levers
pointing the way     with steely fingers.

If only we would
strong-arm ourselves to the task,
as if it were possible
to look up
past desecrations, destructions, de-constructions
to come along
hand over hand
in a tug-of-war
against our own evil forces
bite down

not on a bullet

  

but the truth
of our species bond

strong as the gravity
that holds us to earth by the ankles
like the midwife at birth

where whether we like it or not
only astronauts and cosmonauts
courageous enough to ride fire     escape

and like these blackened skeletons
return to show pictures of our       uni-verse
dreams of weightlessness
if we     you would only lift a finger
as a lever, a cable, a tether
or simply to beckon.

Yellow Garden Spider, Argiope aurantia
Janice Rebecca Campbell

You stand on a promontory
and from the essence of your being

you cast a thread
and then with consideration

you cast another

weaving your home
in the world.

You fear not rain nor wind
for they shall come

and you will cast 
from inexhaustible supply

the thread of your being
the staff of your song.
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Spira Mirabilis  (r = aeθb)
Mobi Warren

A white snail, globular drop,
crawls up the smooth trunk
of a persimmon tree.
She tucks her gel body,
mucosal, wet, 
into her spiral chamber 
and closes a lid
against summer heat.

An equation maps her shell:
logarithmic spiral, polar curve,
the curl of ice on Mars
or spin of water
to halt a forest fire.

Our eyes, too,
tucked in their orbital cribs,
trace the galaxy’s ribs of fire
where the cornea’s cells
slide the wondrous spiral.

Small pearl 
of snail at rest,
milky arms of our Mother
tracing heaven’s curve,
hidden cells in our vision—
Guide us now through drought 
and flame and flood,
turn our course towards 
Beauty, Wisdom, Love.

we are FEARLESS seeing in the dark
Paloma De Los Nohpalli, acrylic on canvas, 2014

 

Editors’ Poems

Camaraderie
Octavio Quintanilla

The ambulances are at it again.
Someone chokes on a heart attack, 
a child on a bike gets run over, 

a woman walks in on her man 
fucking a stranger. 

It’s cold outside, and from your second-floor window,
you can see white breath, 
youngsters leaning against iron gates. 

They, too, awakened by screams. 
Now you understand each other:

While you sleep, someone gets hurt. 
Someone steps back from a window’s ledge. 

Previously published in Arcadia

The House on Prude Street
Joan Strauch Seifert

That night the north wall stalked furiously away, 
Left the house, and us, quite unaware—were we at blame?
Was it offended at our heady goings-on;
Did we seem brazen, Gregorio and I?                       

Then shingles hurled themselves onto the lawn.
Window shutters, shocked at our cadence,
Slapped angrily against the panes, 
And flooring almost split in righteous indignation
To sweep us to the ground below.
Vowing to tattle-tale on us, the house rebelled in ire.
 
But Gregorio and I, we promised and we swore 
That our pastime was tango, only tango, nothing more
Than exhilarating music and soft rhythms.       

It was near dawn; the roof and eaves, then floor  
Met to confer just what our whirl was all about.
And the decision was just tango.

So doorjambs began to hug the doors again.
The attic settled softly down against its dusty edges.   
And the Victorian north wall returned,
Peered warily from under pallid paint.  

But then the south wall stroked its door jamb, dubious:
What if those soft rhythms lead to more and more soft rhythms?
And the house on Prude Street was on guard again.

So as the music dimmed in pure morn light. 
Gregorio and I, prospect denied, 
We tangoed one last tango
As Gregorio winked to the French doors and me, 

Perhaps mañana?       

22 Voices de la Luna, 15 November 2016



Stranded in a Baltimore Airport
Carol Coffee Reposa

 
It’s midnight, and I’ve missed my flight.
Another Gulliver, I wander
Through this city of the sleeping,
Would-be passengers slumped over barstools
Or sprawling on benches,
Stretching out on the concourse
While a janitor
Vacuums furiously around them.

I stumble to the children’s play space,
Find a downsized train, commandeer
The red caboose.
Inside I curl up, think
Of railroad’s glory days:
Iron horses clattering over prairies
Unsettling shaggy herds of buffalo,
Engineers alert for bandits and Apaches.

Then I watch Hollywood’s celluloid trains
Come into view, board the Orient Express
To wait for the next strange murder.
Next I catch the Silver Streak, grab
A harpoon and try to stay on. Now
I’m the blonde in North by Northwest,
All silk and mystery,
Busy saving and seducing Cary Grant.

Hollywood fades to Tokyo
And I ride the bullet train,
Flashing by Mount Fuji
Cherry blossoms a blur
Before I zoom across the Pacific,
Soar over the Golden Gate to land
In Frisco where a clanging cable car
Takes me up the foggy hills.

When I wake,
Coated with dust and dreams
I have morphed into a sudden cosmopolite,
A luscious blonde fluent in Japanese,
A harpoon in one hand
And a Winchester in the other.
No one will know me
When I finally get home.

The Mole
James R. Adair

(with apologies to Alfred, Lord Tennyson)

He digs through dirt with star-shaped nose,
Tunneling tubes in earthen rows,
Hid from light his kingdom grows.

He spies an earthworm that he likes,
Maneuvers close ‘midst stones and spikes,
And like a slow-mo reel he strikes!

 
Select Poems

Homo Poeticus
Rod Carlos Rodriguez

a sliver, a whisper
slides under my notice,
digs deep in dark soil

fresh, moist from
last night’s quieting
rain, until the first

seed cracks through
grains, flashes lightning
and peels thunderclaps,

drives other seeds to
crack and explode
over mountains,

heralds forests to blaze
over cities and deserts,
sparks a wave of

birds that crash and flood
battle fields
and war machines,

the earth is
drowned in Mother’s arms
singing a lullaby for

a singular species,

homo poeticus

A Prayer In Thessaly
John Hay

A lover prayed to Eros in this wise:—

Since my love loves not me, Eros! I pray 
That thou wilt take this torturing love away. 
But since she is so fair, still let mine eyes 
Unloving, joy in her, her beauty prize; 
Still let her clear voice ring as pure and gay 
To my calm heart as mating birds in May. 
The words went up the blue Thessalian skies. 

But ere they reached the high god’s golden seat, 
The lover to retract his prayer was fain: 

Nay, let me keep the bitter with the sweet, 
Better than placid bliss is love’s dear pain. 
My love I’ll hold and cherish though it prove 
More blighting than the frowning brows of Jove. 
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No es Syria, es Oaxaca
Diana Wilson

Esa no es Syria, es Oaxaca
that’s what the description of the photo album you just found on 

Facebook says
and on the first picture
the lined trucks are burning
and you can almost
smell burning flesh too
That is not Syria, that is Oaxaca
esa no es Syria, es mi pueblo
muchos dicen
and with every photo
taken in Noxchitlán that night
you can almost hear the bullets
and the yelling and the suffering
that come after
That is not Syria, esa no es Syria
and when looking at the helicopter picture
you can almost feel 
the pepper gas rain coming from it
eat you alive
starting from your eyes
Esa no es Syria, es Oaxaca
and the photo album is just starting
That is not Syria, that is Oaxaca
and I say it in English
so you understand when I say
it is not repression 
it is civil war
Esa no es Syria
that is not outsiders from another country
that is people who grew up together
killing each other
because they have nothing else to lose
and everything to gain

Yes, that is not Syria, es Oaxaca
and, yes
those you see there
are dead human bodies
Esa no es Syria, that is Oaxaca
and if you look closer at your screen
you will see the agent pointing his gun
at the civilian’s head
Esa no es Syria, es Oaxaca
y esa no es una pelea justa
that is guns against rocks
and rockets against sticks
That is not Syria, that is Oaxaca
and if you were able to see behind the fire
and the smoke curtain
you would find the little images
of Jesus Christ
that protect the entrance
of all the houses
Esa no es Syria, es Oaxaca
and that is the woman
who cries solo quiero justicia

 

and begs por favor
after they took her family away
Esa no es Syria
that is not Syria
Esa es Oaxaca
that is Oaxaca
so, yes
that’s why you probably 
shouldn’t care.

By the Time a Writer Turns 50
Lisa Adela Garcia

the play is on a silver stage.
The burden basket strung tight
with deer hide to hold youth,
children’s stories and ancestor laments
has emptied.

Life is no longer an immediate blade 
nicking the throat,
an erratic juggling of time tables 
and pleasing. 
It is a white apron of under-songs
that surrounds every breath,
every step, every word.

Pelvic ferns once blazing
with seeds and eggs
now radiate thunder’s after-light.
Word-icicles once so quick on the tongue
now melt before they can pierce the page.

Fabric remnants of many years in plaid
and blue are comfortable.
The palo verde branches sweep
large and green with shadows that caress us
on the path where no effort is wasted,
no gain reversed.*

The second half awaits the story
of selenium crone wisps
that frame a lined face. 
You are as the Jew who fled the Toledo
inquisition carrying the key 
of the house left behind 
into a new land.

The Mayan now bless your journey
prayer confirmation in your sky on the same day;
a yellow monarch butterfly
a ruby hummingbird
and a cardinal’s song.

*Bhagavad Gita
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December 2014
Taylor Collier

Driving home yesterday
I saw a cop blue uniform stripes
and boots  gun holstered  talking
to a group of teenagers in a parking lot

At the time I couldn’t quit thinking
Mike Brown  Eric Garner
and the grand juries that refused
to indict
the cops that killed them

but this white cop’s all Charlie Chaplin
bouncing around and waving his arms
laughing

and though I’m too far away to hear anything
too far away to even snap a picture
these kids are laughing with the guy

they’re all grins and seem to be asking questions

nobody acts afraid

for a moment it feels like I’m watching a movie
some after-school feel-good propaganda
because it feels like this kind of thing can’t happen

and though almost every interaction I’ve had
with a cop has been unpleasant

the time a cop asked if I had bodies in my trunk
that was the worst
but that’s just it  that was the worst of it

but these kids are smiling throwing their heads back
with laughter this cop’s still playing charades

in a parking lot
when the light goes green and I drive away

Remember Thee! Remember Thee!
Lord Byron

Remember thee! remember thee!
Till Lethe quench life’s burning stream

Remorse and shame shall cling to thee,
And haunt thee like a feverish dream!

Remember thee! Aye, doubt it not.
Thy husband too shall think of thee:

By neither shalt thou be forgot,
Thou false to him, thou fiend to me!

 
Time Weaver
Gretchen Rose

Father Time, the eternal weaver,
sits at his loom day and night
stitching minutes into hours,
weeks into centuries,
creating tapestries of lives.

Each one begins the same,
a loosely woven fabric,
ephemeral like gauze.

But as the years are added
the threads become weightier,
the fabric more substantial.

Every cloth is splendid,
embroidered with golden filament,
embellished with precious jewels,
all unique in their own way,
each one priceless.

Father Time, the eternal weaver
lends his piece goods to the world,
brocades, damasks,
crepe de chine,
shantung, linen,
felts and flax.

Material painstakingly woven,
some more durable than others.
Yet each one unravels
over time, 
becomes more threadbare
until there is but the merest 
of

loosely woven fabric,
ephemeral like gauze.

Queen of Hearts
Ideen Kiafar

I remember when I was just one of two
Before another came in-between and made it three
We started arguing back and fourth
So I went back to my nine to five
Six months later you dialed my seven digits
After eight minutes we had made plans 
For a late dinner and drink at nine
Our ten fingers crossed paths
But overcome I became with greed 
You called me a jack
By then it was too late,
I had lost my queen
Not once but twice,
So no longer am I king
Simply because
You are no longer my ace.
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Poetry Therapy
Some authors use poetry to deal with such issues as heroin/alcohol ad-
diction, death, abandonment, and sexual and emotional abuse. The fol-
lowing poems illustrate the use of writing to deal with these issues.

Lost
J.C. Williamson

Undulating; enveloping
The caress of flesh to flesh
Many ways in
No way out
Trapped, imprisoned
Screams silenced
Witness turn shy
As a shadow does in light
Heads become tails 
Craving for the end
Not knowing where to go
Tears build deep inside
And fill the abyss of what has become my shell
Not one shed-out of fear
Longing to be lost in myself
Seeking escape.

Cry Sick Child Cry
Javier Alonzo

Since a child I was told never to cry
I accepted it as truth 
Crying I have learned is a gift 
Kick out old traditions and freely cry and cry

Crying releases pain or joy in our hearts and souls
Heaven help us to become strong and bold
If we have faith and hope
Love will flourish and thrive
Delivering tears and sadness and joy

Muddy Waters
Rose Wood M.

Traveling through muddy waters
with nothing more to worry about
except washing clean 
the mud from my shoes.

Would anyone help if I 
should step in too deep
and be swallowed whole 
by the muddy waters I tread?

 

We  Are
Janiece Lively

We are not invisible
We are ignored

Shunted aside
Cursed, Avoided

We are the Homeless
The Desperate

The Addict
The Hopeless.

Hope is there
But it is hidden from
  
The Homeless

The Helpless
The Addict
The Embarrassment.

Hold out your hand
Hold up your banner
Shine a light into darkness.

Enter the gate
Find the way out
Less becomes Full
Embarrassed, Proud
Addicts, Whole

We are Here
We are Visible

 See Us
Hear Us
Become.

Untitled
Heidi Heinz

As I sit in rehab I think to myself 
Do I belong here?
My heart tells me I do
But I feel out of place

I feel like I’m flying an airplane of faith
looking for a safe landing 

The place I hope to reach is beautiful
But it has been so long since I’ve been there
I am afraid I might not land right.
The landing strip has changed
Weeds and rocks cover it.
The landing gear is not working.

But I love this place so much.
I can’t wait to land 
In this beautiful place.
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Customize 
Sasha Guzman

Custom clay or paint or stone 
Mold it 
always by what you know 
Keep it flowing and make it 
Divine 
With your hands and brush and chisel 
Just a gentle stroke with delicate bristles
Or bulk to crack away
the mass 
All the hard work you 
do,
Constantly using 
the algorithm of you
As the artist
do not look away
Molding, painting, sculpting, blindly
Take a look at your 
Masterpiece 
and follow yourself through

A Cowboy’s Home
Josh Divin

TVs, cars, apps
fast food, fast life!
C’mon, you’re falling behind
in that assembly line
What’s happening?
Since when did life become a sprint?
Lights flashin’ and constant chatter I hear
Sensory overload in the brain and its synapses
Let me take a walk for a second …
I think it’s time
Yeah
I think it’s time
Start to step out of the hustle and bustle of metropolis
I got a job out there 
with Jesse James and his fellow outlaws
roping up some cattle 
no phones, no social media updates, 
no keeping up with the Joneses
Complete silence
I made it
Now I can say 
The only thing attached to me 
are the tight Wrangler work jeans,
along with this flannel shirt I got from the thrift store
Phew!
I bend down and take a step
through that barbed wired fence 
and walk through that illuminated field 
into a new home.

 
Peace Come to Me

Lynn Navarro

I will cross
the river
on a leaf
floating on the 
crystal liquid dream 

my peace comes through practice
but
only if I practice 

watch the rocks
hold on tight
come to peace
it is my right

Grade School
Milo Kearney

God’s nature beckoned from the school window,
more alluring than the teacher’s drone.

And recess opened up the prospect
of slipping off into the woods alone.

God’s trees and bushes welcomed me,
with wild flowers bright and frail.

If only that blue racer snake
hadn’t chased me back along the trail.

Known Routes
Vivian Kearney

I know this route
The car does also

Its atoms mixing
With the familiar air
Above the pavements

My molecules reside
With its trees, bushes, and buildings,
And they hold me, surround me
Safely

Unlike the unknown ways
Where directions are muddled,
Traffic threatens and

Doesn’t let me stop
Or slow down
To reorient

And all visible and invisible says
We’re not acquainted
And you’re getting
Lost
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Art Therapy
The life-affirming pleasure of art-making is inherently therapeutic. Of-
ten both the art process and product created help us to understand our 
current environments, reduce stress, enhance cognitive ability, and in-
crease 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.

God’s Beautiful Angel
Amanda Collins

God’s beautiful angel,
wings as bright as snow,
a crown upon your head,
lovelier than a bow. 
You’ve brought us happiness.
We’re sad to see you go.

God’s beautiful angel,
you’ve made the world a better place
each time our eyes looked upon your face,
but now we’re left with an empty space.

God’s beautiful angel
with your eyes that shine.
You’ve held our world together
holding out a line.

God’s beautiful angel
nothing’s brighter than the sun
except your heart and the things you’ve done.

Soft hands, tender touch,
we love you so much. 

Lovely Place
Frances Rosales Ford

to escape reality
to not have to face brutality 
to live beyond the dream
to live way beyond your means 

to have no consequences 
no need for defenses 
to make choices at will 
getting by just on our skills 

freedom to do what we want 
not giving our decisions a second thought 
no boundaries, everything for free 
where would this world of ours be? 
no prison, no institutions, 
no psychiatric hospitals, 
just men, women, and children 
living in harmony 
looking out for one another 
like it should have always been 

imagine that 
the whole world in complete peace 
as it was destined to be 
what a lovely place we’d live in.

Rosa Ramirez

Cheryl Reed

28 Voices de la Luna, 15 November 2016



Poetry & Dreams
Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation

Firing Squad
Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg

Zürich Airport, September 19, 2016

Dream: The dream takes place in a mountainous area. It has the 
feel of the mountains in Switzerland, but I know it is in America. 
I go into the mountains, because there is a group of people who 
want me to come in front of them, and they want to question me 
about my relationship to the unconscious. There are some people 
there who have studied Jungian psychology. They begin to ques-
tion me, but it is more like an inquisition. It is not friendly. They 
don’t like my answers; I can just feel it. I feel nervous, intimi-
dated, and doubt myself. Whatever I say is not going to please 
them. That is the feeling I have, the sense of a collective group. I 
shut down and do not answer any more. People in this group get 
up and leave me there alone. This is my first meeting with the col-
lective after leaving Switzerland. Suddenly Dr. Jung appears from 
my left. He is in his eighties. He shakes my hand and says, “It is 
a lonely journey. Draw on your inner resources and keep learn-
ing. You will see that there is a continuation after you die. Do not 
despair. Keep on with the work. The work is important, and many 
depend on you for your help.” I thank him, and he disappears to 
the left. I stand here in the mountains alone. End of dream.

Interpretation: I had this dream the night before I flew from 
Switzerland to the States. The unconscious was preparing me for 
my transition to life in the States after having passed the exams 
in Switzerland and after having received my diploma as a Jung-
ian analyst. Most people in the States do not know what the un-
conscious is, nor do they have a relationship to the unconscious. 
Since I have developed a relationship with the unconscious, es-
pecially through my dreams, I have a fear that I will be ridiculed 
for this relationship. The scientific approach is one-sided and 
dominates the collective consciousness in the States. Dr. Jung 
appears in the dream and consoles me. What Dr. Jung says to me 
speaks for itself.

The Archive of Dreams
Jim Harter

Philosopher’s Stone
James Brandenburg

Sophia
in the earth
Soul
in matter
Stone essence of
Self

Stone
redness
that final stage
I chisel away
mud
dirt

Self underneath
aspects crumble 
Psyche takes on

Shape of eternity
Earth and spirit
come together.

A for Air
Mo H Saidi

He raises his hand—she fathoms 
His despair, understands 
What he is trying to say.

For fifty years she has witnessed 
His peculiar signals, shared his thoughts
His jolts of happiness, his anguish.

Respirator’s pump runs in high gear 
—the tube is connected, yet monitors 
Are in frenzy. The man pleads voicelessly.

He’s gasping for air—like a newborn 
a pupil learning the alphabet—he draws 
An A in the air, pulls off the tube. 

His face turns blue, pearls of sweat
On his cheeks. She screams for help.
A doctor comes in, reconnects the tube.

But the man is mute, eyes blank,
The bed covered with a silent blanket. 
Alas, tears roll down her cheeks.
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Essays
A native of San Antonio, Jacqui Méndez blends full-time professional re-
sponsibilities with part-time graduate studies in the Department of Eng-
lish & Communication Studies at St. Mary’s University. She developed 
this essay in conjunction with a Spring 2016 course that highlighted 
writing as therapeutic process, led by Certified Poetry Therapist Cyra S. 
Dumitru. Méndez continues to bring a disciplined, creative approach to 
managing her mental health challenges.

Living with OCD 
Jacqui Méndez

“Don’t worry; there’s method to my madness,” I say, with self-
conscious laughter. And I’ve grown accustomed to the look I 
receive in response: puzzled/questioning eyes, furrowed brows, 
and, finally, a humoring nod with a trace of a well-mannered 
smile; it’s always the same. I never explain, because I don’t know 
how. I recognize illogic when I see it—even when I’m the il-
logical one. Regardless, like a doomed, spellbound moth lured by 
flames, I’m compelled to placate illogical compulsions and ob-
sessions—however they’ve manifested that day. Ignoring them 
saddles me with hours upon hours of ruminations and anxieties, 
but tending to them encourages and amplifies the culprit: obses-
sive-compulsive disorder, or OCD. 

I’m a 29-year-old Latina woman with OCD (as well as gener-
alized anxiety disorder (GAD) and depression—fun!). I suspect 
I’ve been wrangling with OCD since childhood (with the tally of 
victories in OCD’s favor), but I wasn’t professionally diagnosed 
with OCD until the summer of 2015. That’s the year I became 
brave, I (like to) think. At my wit’s end, I, then a catastrophe 
of 28, believed I was alone and unsalvageable. Still, I splashed 
and kicked and, somehow, endured icy waters. Miraculously, I 
scrounged vestiges of waning strength and dialed the St. Mary’s 
University Student Psychological and Testing Services’ num-
ber. Looking back, I can scarcely believe that one telephone call 
saved me. But it did. 

I’m here—here to impart information about OCD and recount 
my OCD-related experiences and healing via poetry and journal-
ing. I stress: my work isn’t an OCD compendium; consider it, in-
stead, a portraiture—painted with keyboard strokes by a woman 
seeking to discover and to heal.

OCD: A Primer

According to the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental 
Disorders, 5th Edition (DSM-5), an individual with OCD suffers 
from obsessions and/or compulsions. The DSM-5 defines obses-
sions as: 

1. Recurrent and persistent thoughts, urges, or impulses that 
are experienced, at some time during the disturbance, as intru-
sive and unwanted, and that in most individuals cause marked 
anxiety or distress. 
2. The individual attempts to ignore or suppress such thoughts, 
urges, or images, or to neutralize them with some other thought 
or action (i.e., by performing a compulsion) (“Clinical”).

The DSM-5 defines compulsions as:
1. Repetitive behaviors (e.g., hand washing, ordering, check-
ing) or mental acts (e.g., praying, counting, repeating words 
silently) that the individual feels driven to perform in response 
to an obsession or according to rules that must be applied rig-
idly. 
2. The behaviors or mental acts are aimed at preventing or re-

ducing anxiety or distress, or preventing some dreaded event 
or situation; however, these behaviors or mental acts are not 
connected in a realistic way with what they are designed to 
neutralize or prevent, or are clearly excessive (“Clinical”).

Additionally, the DSM-5 includes a note concerning children 
with OCD: “Young children may not be able to articulate the 
aims of these behaviors or mental acts” (“Clinical”). 

Additional criteria for OCD were proposed by Salkovskis: 
“ (1) Having a thought about an action is like performing the ac-
tion; (2) failing to prevent (or failing to try to prevent) harm to 
self or others is the same as having caused the harm in the first 
place; (3) responsibility is not attenuated by other factors (e.g., 
low probability of occurrence); (4) not neutralizing when an in-
trusion has occurred is similar or equivalent to seeking or want-
ing the harm involved in that intrusion to actually happen; [and] 
(5) one should (and can) exercise control over one’s thoughts” 
(Martin and Foa 169).

Until the 1980s, professionals deemed OCD a rarity and be-
lieved OCD treatments were unviable; now, however, profes-
sionals acknowledge OCD’s prevalence and class OCD as the 
fourth most widespread mental disorder (Okasha 1). Addition-
ally, the World Health Organization (WHO) lists OCD among the 
20 topmost causes of illness-linked disability. In the U.S. alone, 
1 in 100 children and 1 in 40 adults are estimated to have OCD 
(“OCD Facts”). As Beyond OCD’s website asserts, “Everybody 
knows somebody with OCD” (“Relief”). Furthermore, OCD has 
proven receptive to treatment (Okasha 1).

Neuroimaging technologies have revealed that individuals 
with OCD exhibit dissimilarities in brain functions in compari-
son with individuals without OCD. Unfortunately, the cause of 
OCD remains unknown (“What Causes OCD?”). OCD manifests 
in men and women equally, and OCD sufferers are likelier to re-
main un-partnered. Generally, OCD develops within individuals 
between 21 and 36 years of age; men, however, tend to develop 
OCD at younger ages (Okasha 1). Tragically, OCD is underdiag-
nosed because of its sufferers’ secrecy and/or lack of awareness 
(Okasha 4).

OCD: What It Isn’t 

To understand further what OCD is, one has to recognize what 
OCD isn’t. The U.S.’s notorious “pop culture,” in which falsifica-
tions and misrepresentations run amok, often renders OCD un-
recognizable. Although the chronic hand-washer is a legitimate 
representation of OCD, it’s often simplistic and disrespectful in 
execution—and far, far from being the solitary valid representa-
tion. 

Generally, OCD has a high chance of occurring with other 
disorders or illnesses; it rarely surfaces alone (Franklin and Foa 
166). From personal experience as one with two other illnesses 
in addition to OCD, I believe this propensity can muddle which 
symptoms are OCD-driven and which aren’t. In recognition of 
this, the DSM-5 includes the following caveat in OCD’s clinical 
definition:

The disturbance is not better explained by the symptoms of 
another mental disorder (e.g., excessive worries, as in gen-
eralized anxiety disorder; preoccupation with appearance, as 
in body dysmorphic disorder; difficulty discarding or parting 
with possessions, as in hoarding disorder; hair pulling, as in 
trichotillomania [hair-pulling disorder]; skin picking, as in ex-
coriation [skin picking] disorder; stereotypes, as in stereotypic 
movement disorder; ritualized eating behavior, as in eating
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disorders; preoccupation with substances or gambling, as in 
substance-related and addictive disorders; preoccupation with 
having an illness, as in illness anxiety disorder; sexual urges 
or fantasies, as in paraphilic disorders; impulses, as in disrup-
tive, impulse-control, and conduct disorders; guilty rumina-
tions, as in major depressive disorder; thought insertion or 
delusional preoccupations, as in schizophrenia spectrum and 
other psychotic disorders; or repetitive patterns of behavior, as 
in autism spectrum disorder) (“Clinical”).

Behavioral identities which may be misunderstood as indica-
tive of OCD but aren’t (in and of themselves, at least) include: 
collectors; hobbyists; individuals with poor impulses such as 
gambling, lying, and shopping; and “obsessed” fans/stalkers 
(“What OCD Isn’t”). This isn’t to say that individuals belong-
ing to any of these categories will never have OCD; rather, this 
simply dispels the myth that these behaviors in and of themselves 
are indicative of OCD.

 
OCD Obsessions and Compulsions: A Closer Look

Approximately 60 million adults in the U.S. have experienced 
compulsions and/or obsessions (“Relief”). For someone with 
OCD, however, these compulsions and/or obsessions devour a 
substantial portion of time. According to the DSM-5, “the obses-
sions or compulsions are time-consuming (e.g., take more than 
1 hour per day) or cause clinically significant distress or impair-
ment in social, occupational, or other important areas of func-
tioning” (“Clinical”). Furthermore, “the obsessive-compulsive 
symptoms are not attributable to the physiological effects of a 
substance (e.g., a drug of abuse, a medication) or another medical 
condition” (“Clinical”). 

People with OCD scarcely experience peace of mind; I’m 
blessed with ephemeral peace in the mornings, which I’ve con-
veyed in a haiku: 

Shimmering sunbeams
touch my lids; I awaken—
obliviousness. 

Short-lived bliss, thy name is Obliviousness. Once I’m fully 
awake, however, my OCD flares and overwhelms.

Obsessions and compulsions often exude self-blame and im-
possibly high standards and/or levels of responsibility (Martin 
and Foa 169). They frequently fixate on various anxieties: the 
chronic hand-washer is the quintessential OCD stereotype. Ob-
sessions and compulsions may center on contamination, harm, 
perfection, symmetry, violating one’s religion, etc. (“Relief”). 
Multiple OCD classifications exist, such as adolescent/child 
OCD, gay/homosexual OCD, harm OCD, perinatal/postpartum 
OCD, pure obsessional OCD (or “pure O”), relationship OCD, 
and scrupulosity OCD, among others (“OCD Center of Los An-
geles”). Those with OCD tend to exaggerate the negatives and 
consequences; when taken to the extreme, this is called “cata-
strophizing.” While such commonalities exist, the OCD-driven 
behaviors of people with OCD vary, too. 

To illustrate further, Beyond OCD’s website tells individuals’ 
stories of OCD. Hannah, an exceptional university student, fell 
behind due to OCD; her obsessions and compulsions focused on 
arranging, rearranging, and re-rearranging her belongings in pur-
suit of symmetry—a pursuit which even extended to her closet, 
where she spaced her hangers two inches apart from one another. 
Michael, hailed as a prodigy within the workplace, began miss-

ing deadlines due to OCD; his fear of imperfection was so severe 
he’d dedicate hours to checking, rechecking, and re-rechecking his 
work (“Relief”). Kyle struggled with horrendous thoughts. Lauren 
failed to complete her exams because she felt compelled to fill in 
every circle perfectly (“Lighten”). Such stories nick the surface of 
OCD and its ability to infiltrate and impact one’s life—even in the 
seemingly smallest of ways. Again: while common links, such as 
perfectionism, exist, OCD’s manifestations can and do vary widely. 

I have a combination of OCD classifications: harm OCD, “pure 
O,” relationship OCD, and scrupulosity OCD. Without rhyme or 
reason, their severities wax and wane. They’ve dictated my be-
haviors throughout my life.

OCD: Through My Eyes 

“Everyone’s unique!” we say. But my uniqueness seemed, in 
my eyes, an oddity, too. Even as a youngster, I knew, knew, it 
wasn’t “normal” (I loathe the word) to agonize over my hand-
writing, to write and rewrite and re-rewrite my name, to scowl 
childishly at the lined pages and crumple them. Because there 
was something … “off.” There always was. So I’d start over and 
over and over. An aggressive discontent would slither within 
me—a treacherous snake, cold and heavy within my stomach; it 
remained, coiled tightly, flicking its tongue in ice-cold displea-
sure while I toiled to calm it: This is how I should sweep my 
hand to craft the “J” in my first name, I’d think, and this is how I 
should finish the “z” in Méndez with a perfect flourish. 

Seconds, minutes—even an hour or two—would pass be-
fore, exhausted, I would relinquish my pen, finally deeming my 
name passable. The next day’s homework proudly displayed my 
name—and little else. The date, the title, and, most important, 
the content was still missing. Unsurprisingly, I dreaded continu-
ing. The snake within me would stir tirelessly, constricting its 
coils. Back then, I couldn’t name the knotted snake in my belly, 
couldn’t rationalize the wastebasket filled to the brim with crum-
pled balls to my irate grandmother. 

As time passed, I worsened. To illustrate: my backpack and 
school supplies had to remain organized in accordance with 
my arbitrary and ever-fluctuating standards. If I fell behind or 
changed the rules, I shelled out my allowance; replaced (nearly 
new!) binders, highlighters, notebooks, etc.; and began anew. 
Then I copied weeks—sometimes months—of notes and old as-
signments to apply my revised standards. 

This semester, I journaled extensively about OCD. After re-
searching it and learning the myriad ways OCD manifests, I grew 
curious about the particular “brand” of OCD I possess. So I en-
deavored to sculpt a definition with my own words:
Journal, undated— 

In a word, OCD is strangulation; it’s encased me within a box, 
and there I live—gasping while OCD asphyxiates me, smothers 
breaths of sovereignty and creativity, and leaves me crawling, 
breaking nails as I scrape raw and bleeding knees and fingers 
across the ground. All that’s housed within my box is hard and 
sharp. Perfect angles, perfect lines. Even numbers only. I was 
never fond of mathematics; however, there’s math—a delicate 
balancing of variables—in OCD. I wonder, will I ever master 
the equation?

My box is glass; I peer outside, recognize the ludicrousness of 
the OCD-fueled conventions inside. Still, I won’t—cannot—stray 
from the boundaries of the glass box. So I watch, watch as others
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live unrestricted—no care for perfectionism, no counting their 
steps. I’m unable to solve for equations; could one live without? 

Outside my box, it’s beautiful and wild. I press against the 
glass, but I’m afraid—afraid to bloody my knuckles by smash-
ing free. I know my box. Still, I scratch, I knock. But eventually, 
breath fogs up the glass, and I retreat. 

When I received my OCD diagnosis, Dr. Hartman asked me 
how I felt. “I’m not surprised,” I remember saying. “It’s not trag-
ic, though—not like Alzheimer’s disease or cancer. I’ll deal.” 

Now, I think, it’s tragic.
If I were to detail all obsessions and compulsions I’ve ex-

perienced and am still wrangling, I’d likely end up with a list 
spanning dozens of pages! Some are easier to acknowledge than 
others (especially in general terms), and each varies in intensity. 
My insistence on even numbers and symmetry, my meticulous 
neatness and organization, and my perfectionism are easy to ac-
knowledge (again, in general terms; acknowledging the extent 
to which they dictate my behaviors is hard, because I’m also 
forced to acknowledge how nonsensical and illogical they can 
be). This doesn’t mean they’re easy to live with, however. Here’s 
one manifestation of these “easier” obsessions and compulsions: 
whenever I highlight passages, I must use a ruler to achieve a 
perfectly straight line with the highlighter; as a result, highlight-
ing/note-taking consumes a ludicrous amount of time, and I pay 
more attention to aesthetics than content, rendering the whole 
process ineffective for study—the very reason I highlight at all! 
Frustratingly, I recognize this; I always have, but regardless, I’m 
compelled to keep the ruler and, in addition, the perfectly straight 
lines. 

Although maddening, the above-mentioned obsessions and 
compulsions are still much, much easier to acknowledge pub-
licly than OCD’s uglier obsessions and compulsions, which I’ve 
also had the displeasure of encountering. These have included 
vile thoughts/ruminations which last for hours (thank you, “pure 
O”); fears that I’m unable to love (thank you, relationship OCD); 
when I still identified as Catholic, fears of hell and a belief that 
God had taken my father’s life because I’d told a lie (thank you, 
scrupulosity OCD); and carrying a chef’s knife around the house 
nightly, “proving”—somehow—that I’d never lose control and 
commit atrocities (thank you, harm OCD). These, especially my 
harm OCD-driven behavior with the chef’s knife, are frightening 
and anxiety-inducing to acknowledge. 

Finally, my voice has been impacted. As a writer, I’ve found 
this blow particularly devastating.

OCD and Voice

My grandmother, a former English teacher, dedicated innumer-
able hours to teaching me how to read and write. She always 
stressed the importance and comfort of both. As a result, I grew 
up believing that my “true” voice emerges via my writing; I still 
believe this. So when OCD’s destructive touch extended to my 
writing, I faced—and still battle with—the greatest challenge 
OCD has given me: “voicelessness.” 

What I previously thought a strict editing practice, I now real-
ize is OCD at work. I won’t lie: I have a poor writing process, 
which, unsurprisingly, originates from OCD. OCD has made it 
almost impossible to write one sentence without agonizing over 
its imperfections—even though it may be perfectly grammati-
cally correct! For example, my OCD often manifests as a dislike 

 

for pairing two (or more) words which I’ve arbitrarily decided 
aren’t fitting together; this becomes quite the headache when the 
words comprise a term, such as “creative nonfiction,” that I need 
to reference. Sometimes, my OCD may prevent me from editing 
a sentence in a certain way because the improvements throw off 
a numerical pattern to which I’ve been adhering.

I also regularly partake in one of the cardinal sins of writing: 
editing extensively as I write. (In fact, I rarely have a traditional 
first draft. Once I hit the “Save” button, I’m immediately ready 
to follow up with the “Print” button and turn the assignment in.) 
Not surprisingly, my insistence on editing while prewriting has 
slowed my progress and hurt the quality of my pieces consider-
ably. There are times when I’ll be hit with moments of inspiration 
and new ideas, only to forget them as I edit and re-edit whatever 
point(s) I’m currently making. Throughout the years, I’ve built 
and set constraints on my writing, and I don’t allow myself to be 
flexible and skip around to accommodate my muse. I’ll write ev-
erything in order, from beginning to end, and won’t budge from 
one paragraph to the next until I feel sufficiently satisfied with it. 

In the following journal entry, I express feelings of helpless-
ness and frustration due to OCD. What sparked this particular 
entry was my failure to win a battle against perfectionism, to 
break—or even splinter—OCD’s clamp over my writing. The re-
sult was yet another late assignment I found unsatisfactory. Both 
my fall from perfectionism (OCD) and my inability to escape 
perfectionism (healing from OCD) struck me—hard:
Journal, undated— 

Yesterday, I handed in class assignments (late, of course) in 
which I’ve no pride. After, I drove home in darkness and paused 
at Jack in the Box for a large Coke; sat in a crowded drive-thru 
lane for 20 minutes with Jason Mraz turned up loudly enough to 
drown out my thoughts, shatter my eardrums; collapsed into bed 
when I got home feeling unaccomplished and heavy with failure, 
drifted off to self-doubt; and, finally, woke to redundancy. 

It feels like I’m barely scraping by, like I’m merely surviving. 
Passively watching my life play out before my eyes with each 
sunrise and sunset. I’m not who I want to be; I’m not where I 
want to be. And I don’t know how to get there—or if I even can. 

I can’t place it when I retrace my half-hearted steps, but some-
where down the road, my passion cooled. I lost faith in myself, I 
think. What I once loved, what I once believed to be as essential 
to my life and livelihood as every breath I drew, suddenly became 
chores, so I neglected them, neglected me. Neglected family, 
friends, and sisters. Neglected my initiative, my drive to create, to 
pour my whole heart and soul into everything for which I strove. 
To produce art as only I can. To truly live. These are breaths I’ve 
been holding far too long. 

I can’t really wipe the slate clean and start anew, but I’ve no 
intention to. The past happened, and it remains intrinsic to who 
I am. I’m flawed; I’ll always be flawed. I have a lot to apologize 
for; I’ll have more to apologize for. And I have to learn that that’s 
okay, that that’s me. That with every new breath I draw, I can take 
everything I am, everything I’ve been, and turn it around. Not 
forget it, not deny it. Turn it around. For better, for worse. 

I’ve something to offer this world, and I’ll be damned if I will 
stand in my own way.

Shortly after this entry, I remember being inspired by a read-
ing assignment and attempting haiku. Throughout the semester, 
I diligently worked to make writing one haiku a daily habit—to 
gradually reclaim my voice. Doing so required me to actively
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quiet my mind and simply exist in the present. This wasn’t and 
still isn’t easy; as I’ve stated, I rarely experience peace due to 
OCD. However, just trying—and occasionally succeeding—
is progress! Additionally, the practice encourages me to work 
through perfectionism by completing the haiku within a time-
frame of 15–30 minutes. Now, I’ve a permanent space in my 
journal for haiku, as I’ve continued to write them. 

In the following piece, “9 Muses,” I wove several haiku togeth-
er into a multipart poem. Inspired by my love of Greek mythol-
ogy, “9 Muses” utilizes the daughters of Zeus and Mnemosyne to 
share my overarching OCD narrative:

9 Muses 
OCD whispers /  lies, savage lies—smothering / my beloved 
Muses.     

i. Calliope 
Rewrite and rephrase  / and redo. You’ll get it right / someday. 
Well—maybe? 
Had I the Tablet /  of Calliope, would I / recover my voice? 
Dear Prose, dear Verses,  / dear Rhymes, please return to me; 
/ I fear my Silence. 

ii. Clio 
Lost—I’ve lost myself, / entombed myself while chasing / the 
impossible. 

iii. Euterpe 
The Silence still reigns.  / With clenched fists, I fracture it, / 
set free crescendos. 

iv. Erato 
I’m learning to love.  / “I’m worthy of gentleness,” / I repeat 
each day. 
Soon, I’ll believe it  / whilst I navigate the thorns / of Erato’s 
Rose. 

v. Melpomene 
Upheavals shifting /  spark within me infernos / ever-smol-
dering. 

vi. Polyhymnia 
Shrouded eyes, hushed lips. / Trembling hands lift the Veil— / 
now vulnerable. 

vii. Terpsichore 
Clumsy feet stumble,  / dancing baby steps, blooming / into 
pirouettes. 

viii. Thalia 
A quirk of the lips.  / Then dulcet chimes—laughter! Mirth’s 
/ flickering tempo. 

ix. Urania 
Urania’s stars  / glimmer in chaos. Draw air, / hitches in my 
throat. 
Would her stars thieve breath / if they aligned perfectly— / 
like marching soldiers? 

In the following two pieces, I broke from the traditional haiku. 
For me, accomplishing two poems with no formal structure also 
equates to hard-won progress. Little by little, I think I’m reclaim-
ing my voice, which I explore in “Vox.” Before that, however, I 
wrote “Echo and Narcissa,” a twist on the Echo and Narcissus 
myth. (Truthfully, I’m unsure why I instinctively turned to Greek 
mythology, but I’m relearning how to listen to and trust myself.) 
In “Echo and Narcissa,” a narrative poem, I cast myself as three 
characters—Echo, Narcissus reimagined as Narcissa, and Nar-
cissa’s reflection—who are all representative of various facets 
of my OCD. 

Echo and Narcissa 

We know the tragedy of Echo and Narcissus—but what of 
Echo and Narcissa? 

Let’s say, one fateful day when sunbeams ignited the heavens, 
Echo was bewitched by a dancing maiden with kindness in her 
brown eyes and a flawless grace in her step. Wherever the danc-
ing maiden went, Echo longingly trailed close behind. 

Echo imitates her. When Narcissa speaks, she speaks tunefully 
in ballads and bells; but when Echo mimics, she rasps sour melo-
dies. Seasons change; love darkens to bitterness, swathes Echo’s 
blackening heart with poison ivy-green envy. Still, Echo follows. 

Chasing, ever-chasing Narcissa. 
And Narcissa dances on, sings on. Oblivious, content. Until 

one day, in morning’s softly gilded light, she pirouettes by a 
pond, glimpses her reflection painted in its water. 

Like Narcissus, she collapses. 
Unlike Narcissus, Narcissa falls not in love. 
Echo looks upon Narcissa and sees a blossoming flower; Nar-

cissa looks upon her likeness and sees a graying, withered bloom. 
And now, the twist: Echo and Narcissa are one and the same.
 

Vox

My voice simmers  like gently bubbling water on the stovetop, 
tempered by force-fed lessons— 

“Be a lady.”  “Be polite.” 
“Softly now; a lady never raises her voice.” “Learn to smile 

and nod.” 
“Hold your controversies!” 
So I make myself smaller,  keep my voice safe and simmer-

ing like I’ve been taught.  But when I write, the dial turns;  the 
gentle bubbles reach a rolling boil, and I cast aside indoctrina-
tion.  Aloud, I simmer still,  but I’ve not cooled,  and every day 
that passes,  I turn the dial—just a little bit more.

Forward and Backward: A Word On Healing 

In “The Crocodile in the Bedroom,” a fable about a crocodile 
who adored the tidy flowers illustrated on the wallpaper and 
hated his wife’s not-so-tidy garden, author Arnold Lobel asserts, 
“Without a doubt, there is such a thing as too much order” (Lobel 
2). I’ve kept that quote at the forefront of my mind while writ-
ing for this class. While not a perfect solution, remembering that 
narratives—and by extension, my writing—aren’t supposed to fit 
in neat boxes has helped me win more battles against my OCD. 

Working through my OCD is an ongoing process with steps 
forward and backward. As I’ve stated, the symptoms wax and 
wane. Some days, I may be experiencing harm OCD- and/or pure 
O-related ruminations; other days, I may be obsessed with perfec-
tionism and symmetry while I clean and organize. While familiar 
now, my OCD’s manifestations are still unpredictable. After my 
fleeting peace in the morning vanishes, I can actually feel, as I’ve 
described to my psychiatrist and therapist, my brain searching 
for/deciding what to focus on. I honestly haven’t the words to 
describe it precisely. In that moment, I’m both an outsider and in-
sider to my own brain, and I know the illogic and ridiculousness 
of whatever my OCD chooses; unfortunately, this doesn’t ease 
the resulting obsessions and compulsions. If anything, it causes 
more distress because I perform my behaviors while recognizing
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their damaging origin. I then become frustrated with myself for 
my inability to best OCD with that knowledge. 

I’m only about a year into my healing process. From first tele-
phoning St. Mary’s and reaching out to receiving my diagnoses 
to beginning my treatments, I’ve made undeniable progress. Yet, 
I often feel like I’ve barely made a dent. This class, however, 
has facilitated my healing in innumerable ways. While I still en-
counter difficulties writing, I look at the pieces I’ve presented 
here and see myself growing. Though I still experience bad and 
miserable days thanks to OCD, I know I’m now more honest 
with myself and more open, thanks to journaling. Despite the 
rigorous editing I still practice (some change takes time!), I’m 
reclaiming and regaining trust in my voice; learning to write, find 
comfort in, and draw strength from poetry once more—after so 
many years—is a joy I emphatically refuse to ever lose again. 

I expect battling OCD will be a lifelong war—or, at least, one 
lasting many years. Last summer, I faced it without truly know-
ing what it was. I stood as a one-woman army, weaponless, and 
nearly lost. Now I’m facing it with my mentors, friends, fiancé, 
and doctors by my side. Now I’m facing it with the weapon I’m 
sharpening—my voice. And this time, I know my opponent’s 
face and name. 

The trials have begun, and I won’t always be ready; I won’t 
always succeed in besting them. I’m imperfect, but that’s okay, 
because I can be imperfect and still win. As I attempted to convey 
in the “Urania” chapter of “9 Muses,” there’s beauty in chaos, 
there’s beauty in imperfection; there’s always, always room to 
grow, for the universe of imperfection is infinite. This universe 
exists outside my glass box, which doesn’t offer the convenience 
of a door. But I can—and will—make one. 
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Creative Nonfiction

Memory
Dorothy Long Parma

Memory is powerful; I invoke its power in setting these words 
down, for my generation and my son’s, and for his children. 

Several members of my mother’s family were eyewitnesses to, 
and participants in, World War II as it was waged between the 
United States and Japan for control of the Philippine Islands, a 
strategic way-station in the Pacific Theater.

Ten-year-old Florita heard the bombs whistling overhead, the 
crashing sound of splintering wood and shattered glass. She was 
hiding under the house with the family pig; they cowered togeth-
er for comfort. Then there was deafening noise, followed by a 
silence even more deafening, and a splash of warmth on the girl’s 
back. The pig lay dead, pierced by shrapnel. 

How long did my mother carry that awful memory with her? 
I do not know. She still carries the physical scar, a metal shard 
embedded in her back. It appears on routine x-rays and has to be 
explained away:

“No, I don’t have tuberculosis. That spot on the film has always 
been there. See, I received the BCG vaccine.” She points to a scar 
on her arm.

Writing this now, I feel for a similar raised area on the edge of 
my left shoulder. Growing up, I received the vaccine too. 

Great-uncles roamed the mountains with the guerrillas and de-
fended the island of Corregidor alongside American troops until 
it was overwhelmed. My great-grandfather walked the Bataan 
Death March, and survived.

My grandmother (Lola) spoke little about what happened, but 
she carried a bitter enmity toward the Japanese people for the next 
50 years. This puzzled me greatly. By the time of my last visit, I 
had spent several of those years living in the United States, my 
father’s homeland. On university campuses and at national re-
search institutions, I had met and worked alongside people from 
many different countries. Someone of Japanese (or Spanish or 
Chinese or Arab or Indian) descent seemed the same to me as any 
other person; I could no more hold them accountable for the acts 
of their ancestors than I could fault a falling laboratory flask for 
being subject to gravity. 

Lola fell into eternal sleep seven years ago, in her rocking chair 
at age 97. I was no stranger to long-distance mourning by then; 
still I keenly felt the loss. And wondered: in her last lucid mo-
ments, had she finally forgiven and forgotten? 

Most public records were destroyed in the Battle of Manila, 
including my mother’s birth certificate. And many of that genera-
tion have passed on since. Just last year, my church held a me-
morial service for one of its long-time parishioners. He was the 
youngest POW in the Pacific War and was at Corregidor when it 
fell. When the Japanese government invited surviving American 
POWs to their country to issue them a formal apology for all they 
had suffered, he was one of the six men on the plane to Tokyo. 
I thanked his widow, whom I had never met before, for his ser-
vice on behalf of the Filipino people. She smiled and said he had 
loved the Philippines.

Some memories beget bitterness neverending, like my grand-
mother’s. So why have I chosen to commit to print these stories, 
these fragments of recollection passed to me long ago from those 
who have gone before? 

The reason is simple. Bitterness and hatred can remain, long 
after their root causes have faded from the collective conscious-
ness. Without memory, there can be no true forgiveness.

And a life without forgiveness is only partially lived.
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Short Fiction

The Moons of Our Dreams
Jonathan Gonzalez

My father was born on June 4, 1966, in the small town of Pa-
bellón de Arteaga in the state of Aguascalientes, Mexico. He 
was only three years old when Apollo 11 landed on the moon for 
the red, white, and blue. And like many boys around the world, 
the news of the first man to go to the moon filled his head with 
dreams. He wanted to be the first Mexican boy in history to go 
into space and walk the moon. Rodolfo Vela had been the first in 
space. But did he go to the moon?

Dad said that more than anything he wanted to see what it was 
like to walk on the moon. He wanted to feel the weightlessness 
of his entire body. He didn’t mind having a virtual bounce-house 
all to himself either. Every step he took would be a first in the 
history of his family. 

At night, he’d go up to the roof of his house, lie back, and 
look at the moon. Some nights, he swore that could reach out and 
touch it. “One day,” he’d tell himself. “One day.” 

His interest grew, and he grew older. He kept watching the 
news and hearing about the various Apollo missions, tentatively 
awaiting his place in history. He paid extra attention during sci-
ence in school. He learned about gravity and the atmosphere. Did 
you know that a spacecraft has to accelerate to over 17,000 miles 
per hour to break out of the Earth’s orbit? He didn’t have a space-
ship, so how was he supposed to manage to escape the five layers 
of a planet when he could hardly manage escaping the city limits 
of Pabellón?

At the age of twelve, he decided to start training his body. 
Astronauts need to have strong hearts to withstand the stress 
their bodies go through in space, he told me. He ran laps around 
the entire town to build up his stamina. He ran the stairs of the 
bleachers at the high school for high intensity. He swam laps in-
side the community pool during the early morning, so he could 
avoid all the other kids.

Everyone would laugh when they’d see him coming through. 
“What are you doing out here, Antonio?”
“I’m getting ready to go to the moon.”
They’d laugh. “You’re too little to be an astronaut.”
“On television, they said that anyone over 4'10" can be an as-

tronaut.” 
So it was sad when I’d see dad coming home with his shoulders 

slumped to his side as if he’d been marching on the frontline for 
weeks on end. I’d look at the dry white paint dotted across his 
face, and showing in his hair. He reminded me of what a clown 
must look like after work when he’s all alone. 

He’d sit in his chair inside our little three-bedroom house that 
did not belong to us, and he’d close his eyes. Most days, he’d 
work anywhere from ten to twelve hours; eight hours at the first 
job, and another two to four at the side jobs. He wouldn’t say 
a word when he got home. He’d simply kick back in the black 
leather recliner and enjoy his rest more than any man that’s ever 
walked the face of the Earth.

Momma would bring him a plate of food to the living room 
and set it down on the small coffee table. She’d scoot the table 
forward, so that the food was within arm’s reach of my father. 
Then, she’d motion for me to get my father his sandals. I’d run 

over to the bedroom and look underneath the bed where I’d pull 
out his same worn black Nike sandals that he’d had for the last 
three years. I’d go back into the living room, walk over to my 
father, whose eyes were still closed, and pull the thick, white cot-
ton socks off his feet. 

As I peeled them off, I could feel how they were stuck to his 
skin with the dry sweat of his body. After I pulled them off, my 
dad inhaled deeply and wiggled his toes as a way of saying hello 
to me. I’d slip the sandals onto his feet, and he’d finally open his 
eyes. 

“Thank you, mijo,” he’d say to me. 
And I’d say, “You’re welcome, daddy. How was work today?”
“Cansado,” he’d reply, and slowly lean forward in his chair. 

He’d eat his food, chewing over each bite and appreciating it like 
a man who has known real hunger. 

Momma would rub his shoulders once he finished eating, then 
his feet. They hardly said a word to one another, but an entire 
conversation passed in the smiles shared with one another. He’d 
lean in, and give her a kiss. I’d sit across the room on the couch.

Dad turned to me and said, “Come here.” I walked over, and 
he’d put a hand, still covered with dry paint, on my head and rub 
my hair all over the place. He did this every night. Just like he 
always got up around six in the morning to get ready for work—
another ten to twelve hours. Between those times, I wondered 
about his dreams. 

Dad had designed his own spaceship. He told me so. He col-
lected scraps of metal, wood, and bricks from housing develop-
ments a few blocks from his house. He’d sneak in late in the 
afternoons once all the workers had left. 

“It wasn’t bad for a piece of junk,” he joked. 
But when my abuelito found out, he knocked Dad around real 

good for stealing. 
“Why would he do that?” I asked.
“Abuelito wasn’t bad. He was weird like that sometimes,” he 

said.
Dad said that he couldn’t go run for a few days after that. It was 

a good thing he was dark skinned, so the bruises wouldn’t show. 
He’d use that time to study extra hard because he had to get good 
grades to get grants for the nice school in the next town over. 
He’d get up early in the mornings, before the sun was even out, 
to catch the bus for school. And he’d ride all by himself. 

Abuelito started making him work in the afternoons. He had 
to help the family out now that he was getting older. He needed 
to learn how to “do something other than waste his time with his 
head in the clouds.” Dad said there was no use in trying to correct 
him by saying his head was on the moon, not in the clouds.      

Under the heat of the sun, dad says that you feel every ounce 
of your body weighing down on you, but doubled. He felt a part 
of the landscape. He helped build it, change it. It didn’t want him 
to escape. He needed more velocity. The distance he wanted to 
travel divided by the time he had in a day. But there never seemed 
to be enough time to do everything. The only good thing that 
came from his labor was the little bit of money he tucked away.

“My legs couldn’t take me everywhere,” he told me. “So I 
bought my first car.”

Then, when he turned seventeen, Dad started working as a 
helper for a man who owned a construction company across 
town. Better wages, plus the boss man didn’t yell, or hit him. He 
left home and started living on his own. He kept going to school. 
He kept studying the universe. He knew there was more out there
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than what he’d been handed.
The physics teacher at his high school said that he could apply 

to be a tutor for kids in town for extra money. Someone needed to 
spread the word that Pabellón was not the center of the universe. 

“Of course, this was only theory without proof to me at the 
time,” he said.

Dad liked to tell me many things. “An object in motion will 
stay in motion unless acted upon by an unbalanced force. So then, 
that means that there has to be something pushing against us as 
we move, or else we’d keep drifting uncontrollably without end.”

This was my father’s favorite lesson. This explained so many 
of the principles of science, which he described as a great balanc-
ing act. Forces out of balance created reactions that explained the 
phenomenon of the world. 

“Take alcohol. The human body doesn’t produce ethanol on 
its own, but drink a few beers and it gets into your bloodstream. 
Keep drinking, and you keep getting dizzier. Drink too much and 
your body has a reaction to stop you.”

  “But you don’t drink, daddy. How do you know?” I asked. 
“I’ve seen your abuelito enough times to know that a man 

shouldn’t drink.” 
Dad was never much of a drinker. It never agreed with him, he 

said. His friends and family drank all the time. There was no real 
drinking age in Mexico. It happened the first time your dad or 
uncle or grandma put a beer in your hand. You drank from it like 
a bottle. Abuelita never let him be raised that way. She said that 
he had big things to do, and he couldn’t do those things drunk.

“All those idiots out there look like they’re in space when they 
come wobbling home at night todos tomados. Don’t be like them, 
Antonio,” she told him.

One night, I dreamed that I was with my father in space. Just 
the two of us. We were inside a spaceship like the one that he told 
me he had built when he was little. Inside, there were all kinds of 
switches and buttons like the ships on television. 

I looked outside the windows of the ship. There was nothing 
around us, literally nothing, but emptiness like some sort of black 
hole. I couldn’t tell where we were. I started to panic. I told my 
dad, “Daddy, we’re nowhere. We’re nothing. What are we going 
to do?” 

He smiled and laughed at my worry. He was confident and at 
ease about where we were. His hands gripped the controls of the 
ship tightly as he slightly turned them to the left. He’d been pre-
paring for this moment his entire life.

“No te preocupes. Look right over there,” he told me.
He pointed outside the ship to the left. There was a tiny beam of 

light in the distance that started to expand. It grew and grew into 
a great ball of fire. It was the sun. Then, Dad pointed off towards 
some other space. “We’re here,” he said.

I looked to where he was pointing, and there was another glow-
ing mass. This one was a bluish white. The landscape was filled 
with craters, big and small. 

“It’s the moon!” I yelled out. 
Dad didn’t say a word. He looked to me, and patted me on my 

head once more. 
“I want you to steer us in.” And he motioned for me to come 

sit on his lap. 
Nervously, I placed my hands on the controls. Dad placed his 

hands over mine and gently helped me guide the ship into the 
Moon’s orbit. It’s hard to describe, but it almost felt like being on 
a roller-coaster. I felt my gut go up into my chest, and I clenched 

my teeth as I tried to keep my cool. Dad placed his hand on my 
head as always, and it soothed my worries. We made our landing, 
and got into our spacesuits. Mine fit perfectly, and so did Dad’s. I 
could see his face clearly through his helmet. He was smiling, his 
hair shiny, jet-black, and there wasn’t paint anywhere on his face.  

We set out onto the moon, and I instantly felt lighter. I bounced 
in the air with my first step and looked to my father excitedly. 
“Look at me, Dad!”

“Go, mijo, go!” he yelled out, and leaped over me. We ran 
along the surface of the moon and played hide-and-go-seek, us-
ing the craters. We looked down to the Earth. It was bigger and 
bluer than anything I’d ever seen in my life. We waved down to 
my mother who was waiting for us to return home. But I wasn’t 
sure if I wanted to go back. Dad was happy there on the moon, 
and he wasn’t tired anymore. 

After he finished high school, Dad started looking into uni-
versities to continue his astronaut studies. All of them were too 
expensive for him to attend. He decided to save up money for a 
year. He left to work in the capital of Aguascalientes where the 
school he wanted to attend was located. 

He worked two jobs, one as a security guard at the entrance 
of an office building, and another shining shoes in the plaza. He 
didn’t know how to do either job well, but he didn’t let that stop 
him. Eventually, he said that no one cleaned shoes better than he 
did. 

“Quedaban, pero limpiecitos,” he said, clicked his tongue, and 
gave me a little wink.

Once he raised enough money to fund a whole year of school, 
he enrolled in the state university located downtown. He contin-
ued to work but studied vigorously on top of that. The people 
who employed him were kind enough to work with his schedule. 
I wondered how he managed to live and go to school. He said 
living dirt cheap in the United States was middle-class compared 
to his life there.

He slept on the floor of an apartment with four other men he 
didn’t know. He ate in between class and work and studied late at 
night and during breaks at work. Poor Dad had to sell his car to 
get extra money, but he said that he didn’t mind.

“I like to walk,” he said. “That way I get to see everything 
around me.”

That’s when he met my mother. He’d been busy securing the 
office building, which really meant sitting at a desk watching 
people come and go. One day, he happened to see her walk by. 
She worked in the office building next door. 

“That was the Big Bang for me. It’s where my life came to be,” 
he liked to say.

The way he tells the story, he stopped her one day and asked:
“Excuse me, ma’am, I have to stop you really quick.”
“What do you mean?” she asked, startled.
“I’ve watched you walk by here for the past year now, and I’m 

starting to think you’re doing it on purpose to get my attention.”
Dad says that she stared at him for a moment. She arched an 

eyebrow, and started to walk away. You’d think that a guy who 
wanted to travel through space would have a better pickup line 
than that. He went after her, and finally got her to stop again.

“I’m sorry. I was only joking. I just see you walk by every day, 
and I think you’re very beautiful,” he told her.

He looked down at the ground, and turned to head back to his 
abandoned post when she called after him. My parents had their
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first date that same day. He took her stargazing at a park near the 
city limits. He started seeing my mother on top of everything else 
he had going in his life, but he managed. The feeling of being 
with my mother was as close to a moonwalk that a man could 
get here on Earth. When he told me that, I didn’t understand it 
compared to most things that he’d tell me, to which he replied, 
“There are some things that can’t be explained, son.” 

Following the completion of his first year in school, my father 
knew that enrolling for classes the next year would be difficult. 
Money was the only inhibitor that prevented him from break-
ing past that final layer of space. Again, he needed to save up in 
order to go to school. Sometimes, you’re only as successful as 
the place in the world you’re born into. If he’d been born a few 
hundred miles north, into a different family, perhaps he could’ve 
had better opportunities. That’s relativity.

At first, the plan was to come to the United States to save up 
some money. He had an uncle who worked in cotton fields some-
where in Texas. It was hard work, but he’d be able to make good 
money. During this time, my mother waited for him in Mexico. 
He crossed over with a coyote, walked through the desert for part 
of the journey, and somehow found his way to his destination. 

My aunts all say that I’m my dad’s twin. They say that there’s 
no way I could be his son, but that I’m some sort of clone that he 
managed to create. Like maybe he’d been clipping his toenails 
one night, and from the nail came the person I am. So no, I’m not 
my father’s double. That would make us equal. I’m the product 
of some starfish-like fission process that regenerated a lesser ver-
sion of the original. 

Times that he’s taken me to work with him, I’ve struggled to 
keep up with his brisk pace. See, Dad’s instincts would take over 
on the job, and he’d develop tunnel vision. He didn’t like to stop 
to eat when he didn’t have to. Most of the time, I’d sit back and 
watch him paint walls, fix plumbing, or cut tile for floors wishing 
that I could be of some use. He’d tell me to pay attention, so I 
could learn something. 

When I did try to help, it never ended up very well for either 
of us. My hands weren’t steady like his, so I’d accidentally mark 
the beige walls of a living room white with paint along the trim. 
Once, I didn’t know that a bedroom wall was still wet with paint, 
and I leaned against it while he was in another room. He came 
out, and yelled for me to get off it. My exposed back was printed 
with the paint that was supposed to go on the wall, and he’d had 
to go back over it.

“I’m sorry, Dad,” I said that time.
But he didn’t say a word. He fixed my mistakes, and continued 

to work until he finished the job. It was one of the only times that 
his silence ever frightened me. For the rest of that afternoon, I 
watched him roll paint on the living room walls from inside his 
work van. I’d helped him more than enough that day. 

As I waited, I cried foolishly, not because he had yelled, but 
because I felt so bad that I couldn’t do the job as good as my dad. 
He’d always been so good at doing everything. All I wanted was 
to be like my father. With the few chances that he provided me to 
impress him, I had failed miserably. So I’d given up.

He came outside, and I expected that he’d finished the job. I 
waited for the long ride back home where he’d probably tell my 
mother what I’d done. But when he came to the van, Dad went 
around the side to my passenger door and opened it up. I turned 
to look at him, and he took me into his arms. He held me tightly, 

 

and told me that it was okay. 
“Are you hungry?” he asked me.
I sniffled and wiped my snot-covered face. “Yes.”
“Let’s go get some greasy hamburgers.” 
“Did you already finish here?” 
“That can wait for another day.”
And that afternoon, he took me to the Whataburger in town. 

He ordered me a grown-up meal, and we enjoyed those burgers. 
While I chewed my food, I looked over to him. He smiled the 
same sort of smile that he had worn in my dream. It wasn’t the 
same as walking on the moon, but it felt the same in a way.

For about half a year, Dad worked those fields with the goal 
of saving money for school. He wrote letters to my mom all the 
time. He said the sky was much clearer in the country than it 
was in the city. He could see thousands of stars in the sky. When 
the moon was full, it reminded him of those first days on his 
rooftop. The distance seemed so much greater than it used to in 
those days. I know that the law of conservation states that energy 
doesn’t go away, but it can change forms. I think that’s what hap-
pened to my father. The older he got, the more suddenly things 
changed. 

Out of nowhere, he stopped saving money and bought us a lit-
tle trailer house in a lot that became our first home. He convinced 
my mother to come up to Texas. She got a tourist visa, but the 
move would be permanent. 

Still, it was strange to me that he decided to settle down to start 
his small family in a small home in a small town. Pretty much 
the same as where he’d started. But my dad never seemed disap-
pointed when he told me these stories about how he got here; 
these stories about his many choices. He started off wanting to go 
to the moon. And he ended up living with us in Texas. 

I asked him once. “Dad, why’d you stop studying?”
“You really want to know?” he said.
“Yes, I do.”
“When I was away, I got to see your mother once during that 

time. I saved up money for a ticket. I got on the airplane, and I 
realized at that moment that I’m afraid of heights,” he said and 
started to laugh. So did I. 

It was too ridiculous to be true, but I was young and he knew 
that he needed to tell me that sort of thing. I needed to believe 
that the explanation was that simple, even as I got older. It’s how 
we all get by in this world that too often decides to shortchange 
us. We take on the world with brave hearts, and sturdy funny 
bones.

“Besides,” he continued, “in another universe, I’m an astronaut 
already, so that counts. And if I left to do that there, I wouldn’t 
get to be with you.” 

I was the one who remained quiet that time. Then, I reached up 
and patted my dad on the head, and rubbed his hair everywhere. 

No, my father did not get his chance to walk on the moon, 
but he’s done his fair share of spectacular things. He’s taught me 
about science. He’s never hit me. He’s told me to run fast and 
never look back. In many ways, he’s traversed more frontiers 
than most men ever will in their lifetimes. To me, every step he’s 
taken outside of his pueblito has been as momentous as the steps 
Neil Armstrong took on the moon. 

Maybe one day I’ll have a son of my own. I’ll tell him my fa-
ther’s story. I’ll teach him that gravity doesn’t exist and that we 
can all walk on the moons of our dreams. 
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Select Poems

My Husband, A Distant Relation
Lynn Hoggard

1. My husband’s ancestry:

Henry would have been on horseback 
by the Bearnais vineyards in southwestern France 
about the year 1570—before he became Henry IV 
and earned the sobriquet le Vert galant—
the old charmer—for his love of women, 
having by then fertilized the land 
with little Henrys and Henriettes.

2. My ancestry:

She would have been working the vineyard,
sweaty, ripe-smelling, and ill-tempered
from fatigue and her bleeding fingers,
when she saw him, grape leaves slapping his face
as he strode the furrow in her direction,  
loosening his codpiece. By the time
he clutched her trailing skirt and threw
her on the ground, the issue was decided.

Her family and the other peasants
knew to ignore
the yells and grunts coming
through the clustered grapes
and to pretend not to see
the girl’s bare feet waving through the air
like hands in the sea after the ship goes down.

Surface Areas
M-A Auclair 

I - Scar
With a scalpel they score
a pale Mona Lisa smile 
that wells bright. 
The scar recedes behind 
the infant’s clamors.

II - Sphere
My index finger at the end 
of my outstretched arm
draws an equator
my mind’s eye pulls longitudes
both circumscribe me
in a soap bubble thin skin. 

III - Property
I ride on horseback
a day-long circular course
to claim country, 
a path of hoof-prints
surrounding what I call mine. 

 
IV - Concession
Augers drill fence posts 
of likes and dislikes
that barbed wires link 
in a porous perimeter
to keep tame in, wild out,
what belongs, impermanent. 

Daddy’s Slippers
Sophia DiGonis

I put your slippers on today 
so I can feel your feet 
It was something that I did not expect 
as a blessing and a treat.
I walked in your slippers today 
To get a feel of how you think 
It was more than what I expected 
to feel it in your feet—
The more I walked in your slippers today 
the more I understood your thoughts 
the way you walked around the house 
and the way with the things you sought— 
The more I sunk into your slippers today, 
The softer they felt inside— 
You were comfortable in who you are 
and had nothing ever to hide— 
The more I walked around in your slippers today 
The more I thought of you—
The way you found solutions to things 
that no one ever knew— 
Each time I took a step in your slippers, 
I reflected so much of you 
I also now get an understanding as to why 
I am so much like you, too. 
I’m amazed each time I put on your slippers 
Because of how they fit— 
I realize we are not that different 
because we’re from the same bit— 
After wearing for a while, your slippers today 
I came to understand 
That there will never be another you in this world 
to again hold my hand— 
Wearing your slippers today opened my eyes to see 
That I’m so much like you in so many ways 
as you remind me I carry your legacy.

The Shadow of Count Orlock
From Nosferatu, the First Vampire Movie (1922)
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Creative Nonfiction
In this issue of Voices de la Luna we begin publishing “Fulfillment: Di-
ary of an Amazonian Picker” by Paul Juhasz. This work of creative non-
fiction describes the author’s stint as a “picker” for Amazon. It is both 
hilarious and eye-opening: think Catch-22 meets The Jungle. We hope 
you enjoy it!

Looking for the next installment of Mo H Saidi’s The Marchers? The 
whole novel is available online at www.voicesdelaluna.org/marchers/.

Fulfillment: Diary of an Amazonian Picker
Paul Juhasz

“Look here, Al, I’ll tell ya one thing—the jail house is jus’ a kind a way 
a drivin’ a guy slowly nuts. See? An’ they go nuts, an’ you see ‘em an’ 

hear ‘em, an’ pretty soon you don’ know if you’re nuts or not. When 
they get to screamin’ in the night sometimes you think it’s you doin’ the 

screamin’—an’ sometimes it is.”
—John Steinbeck, The Grapes of Wrath

Introduction:
In George Lucas’s seminal sci-fi epic Star Wars, Obi-Wan 

Kenobi stands on a rugged cliff on the desert planet Tatoonie. 
Beside him is his soon-to-be Jedi apprentice, Luke Skywalker. 
Below them lies the port city of Mos Eisley. Kenobi turns to Sky-
walker, gestures toward the city below, and declares, “You will 
never find a more wretched hive of scum and villainy.”

Obi-Wan has clearly never worked at an Amazon fulfillment 
center.

I, unfortunately, have.

In May 2013 the community college at which I was teaching 
accepted a grant from Wal-mart, the terms of which mandated 
how I was to conduct my freshman composition class. Assign-
ments, course content, and lesson plans were now determined 
by the terms of the grant, not by me. Unwilling to accept these 
conditions, I quit. After a fruitless three-month job search, I de-
cided that some income was better than no income and began a 
seven-month stint as a night-shift picker at an Amazon Fulfill-
ment Center in Breinigsville, PA. 

The Fulfillment Center is a massive building, stretching well 
over a standard city block. At either end are the Mods—each 
several football fields in area—consisting of three floors of rows 
of bins in which most of the products Amazon sells are stored. 
Throughout this expanse, pickers scurry about, 10–12 hours per 
shift, incessantly searching for purchased items. Constant motion 
is a requirement. Shift expectations are 1200+ picks, or a pick ev-
ery 30 seconds. Each picker has a hand-held scanner that assigns a 
computer-generated pick path and counts down the time that same 
computer program has calculated is necessary to travel to and lo-
cate that pick. If you fail to hit this mark, the countdown on the 
scanner flashes red, the Process Assistant (P.A.) Managers are no-
tified, and you are frequently called to account for your slow pace. 

The standard minutiae of most Americans’ work days are ab-
sent here. Reflexive acts, like going to the bathroom when you 
wish, talking to co-workers, or tying one’s shoes, are risky. From 
management’s perspective, these deviations from one’s pick path 
are termed Time Off Task (TOT), and will eventually lead to a 
“Come to Jesus” summons from whichever P.A. is on duty. Be-
cause the computer program that calculates rate cannot predict 
how items will pack in a tote or when carts need to be offloaded 
onto the conveyors, pickers frequently get TOT for simply do- 

ing their jobs. Pickers who do not “make rate”—that is, achieve 
100% efficiency—are soon fired.

The products not stored in a Mod are kept in a netherworld 
known by pickers as Palletland. Here one typically finds new 
release books and DVDs, bulk items, and products—like food 
processors or gallon jugs of peanut oil—too large for Mod bins. 
Generally, pickers struggle in Palletland; fewer items fit into 
totes and there are no conveyor belts to rush product up to the 
Pack department. When totes are full, pickers must push the 
oversized, harder-to-maneuver, carts into the nearest section of 
the West Mod and offload there.  Because of the nature of Pal-
letland and its negative impact on rate, no picker is supposed to 
be assigned to Palletland for more than one quarter shift. This 
policy is rarely honored.

At the end of a normal shift, pickers have walked, non-stop, 
at least 15-18 miles each night. Physically exhausted, they must 
then go through metal detectors and security pat-downs before 
they are excused to go home. Most block schedules are for 4-5 
consecutive days, so one’s body rarely has time to heal from 
one shift before the next one begins. As the physical toll on the 
body escalates, rate suffers, and unemployment usually follows. 
One P.A. brazenly characterized the situation thus: “There are so 
many people waiting to work here (for Amazon typically pays 
slightly more than surrounding industries), we’ll just use you 
guys up and when you’re spent, we’ll replace you.”

The working conditions, as one would expect with manage-
rial views such as this, have become somewhat notorious. In the 
summer of 2011, the local newspaper in the Lehigh Valley broke 
the story of a wave of heat stroke among the employees. With 
temperatures frequently topping 110 degrees in the warehouse, 
management refused to open loading bay doors to allow air to 
circulate. Instead, they contracted with a local ambulance com-
pany to have a line of vehicles parked outside, waiting to haul 
overcome workers to local hospitals. It was only after OSHA en-
forcement that air conditioners were installed.

And this was the world I had just decided to enter. When I 
made this decision, I had unknowingly entered a tightly secured 
world that was part Blade Runner, part Lord of the Flies, and part 
Monty Python; a world of systemic exploitation, depersonalized 
cruelty, unimaginable bizarreness, and impossible people. While 
there, I keep a journal, either furtively scribbled in whenever I 
was far enough ahead of rate to be able to spare the time, or at 
home at the end of the shift. This journal is a testimony to the 
inconceivable weirdness that became my daily medium, to the 
casual exploitation of thousands of people, to the hidden costs 
of the instant gratification of free second-day shipping and the 
immediacy of consumer wish-fulfillment offered by a limitless 
virtual warehouse. 

But mostly, since I quit a job where I was an overworked, fully 
exploited, dehumanized worker smothered by the incompre-
hensible dictates of an overreaching corporation, only to take a 
job where I was an overworked, fully exploited, dehumanized 
worker smothered by the incomprehensible dictates of an over-
reaching corporation, this journal is proof that I am not a very 
bright person.

Day 1: 

I have, I fear, entered an odd, incongruous world.
This fact became apparent a few hours into the new employee
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orientation, when I (along with four dozen or so other new hires) 
was turned over to HR’s head trainer, self-identified only as “The 
Sarge.” A squat, grizzled, mid-60ish barrel with an iron gray flat 
top, wearing a faded green T-shirt emblazoned with the order to 
“Kiss Me, I’m Irish,” The Sarge reminded me of a Ralph Stead-
man sketch made flesh.

He began his presentation with a discussion of Amazon’s zero-
tolerance policy toward workplace violence. Any verified case of 
an associate threatening another associate, we were told, would 
result in immediate termination. 

But as he informed us of Amazon’s commitment to a violence-
free workplace, he interrupted himself to tell two of our group 
chatting in the back that if they did not stop talking while he was 
talking, he would “smash your skulls together and have mainte-
nance dump your lifeless bodies in the dumpster out back.”

The Sarge is, I thought to myself, a funny man.

2nd entry: 

The Sarge, as it turns out, is not a funny man. He is merely 
unintentionally ironic. 

The second portion of his presentation featured a video meant 
to highlight the damaging impact of sexual harassment and racial 
discrimination in the workplace. When the video was over, The 
Sarge reinforced its message, emphatically asserting that Ama-
zon had a zero-tolerance sexual harassment and racial discrimi-
nation policy. 

The Sarge then called roll, assigning each of us to smaller train-
ing groups. But he did more than this; he offered commentary 
after each name that was, in light of the video he just showed us, 
somewhat perplexing.

A few examples:
For a Kevin Koswalski, he directed: “Kevin Kos-work-ski-in 

group-ski three-ski.”
For Manuel, a middle-aged Hispanic man, The Sarge added: 

“Good, we now literally have some Manuel labor.”
After assigning a young 20-something woman named Riann 

to group 5, he unabashedly leered at her ass as she passed, and 
while the cacophony of conveyor belts, forklifts, and other as-
sorted automated rumblings make it difficult to say with any cer-
tainty, I am pretty sure I heard him make a yummy sound.

After he worked through about two dozen names, he announced, 
“And yet another Hispanic. Did you all ride in together?”

To my surprise, he then called my name, and the following 
conversation ensued:

Me: “Um, I’m not Hispanic.”
The Sarge: “Last name’s Juhasz, right?”
Me: “Yes, but it’s not Hispanic.”
The Sarge: “Well, Ju-haz, Ju-Has a funny last name. Sounds 

Hispanic.”
Me: “It’s Hungarian.”
The Sarge (perplexed): “Where’s Hungaria?”
Stunned silence, then,
Me: “Canada.”
The Sarge: “Oh, a Limey, huh? Group 3.”
I think I may have made a mistake coming here. I think if I 

was a smart man, I would run away from here as fast as I can and 
never come back.

  
Day 2:

I am not a smart man.
Turns out I don’t actually work for Amazon; I work for ISS, a 

temp agency whose only client is Amazon. 
The majority of the employees here in fact are ISS workers. 

This allows Amazon to avoid paying benefits to a large portion 
of its workforce and insulates them from unemployment and 
workman’s comp claims. It’s a fairly ingenious arrangement that 
certainly would win the approval of 19th-century robber barons.

Of course, this is not how the Amazon/ISS partnership was 
presented to us. During orientation, our ISS manager explained 
it thus:

“Amazon is like a big shark, and all of us at ISS are remoras.”
I think she was trying to be helpful.
I also fear I may have made a mistake coming here.

2nd entry:

I just met my training supervisor, Samantha.
Normally, I find purple eye-shadow, firm B-cup sized breasts, 

and a short skirt appealing.
In Samantha’s case, though, the overall effect was somewhat 

diminished by her five-o’clock shadow, gravelly voice, and Pop-
eye-like forearms. 

I’m not sure if she’s supposed to train me in Amazonian poli-
cies and practices or teach me to dance the Time Warp (again).

I think I may have made a mistake coming here.

3rd entry: 

There is a noticeable undercurrent of rage among these people.
In the cafeteria during lunch break, I witnessed a disturbing 

exchange between an older African-American male and a half 
dozen 20-somethings.

As they sat under a television broadcasting the Home Run Der-
by, the older man was loudly mocking the Mets’ third baseman, 
David Wright. With every out, the man would gleefully shout, 
“David Wright’s an All-Star, huh?” and immediately glance over 
at the young men, two of whom were wearing Mets caps.

One of the Mets fans made the mistake of muttering a response, 
and the older man pounced.

Grabbing him by the shirt collar, he screamed, “Open your 
mouth again and I will take a blow torch to your face!”

While I was certainly impressed with the specificity and the 
creativity of the threat, The Sarge, who placidly sat at a nearby 
table, apparently did not consider this a violation of the zero-
tolerance workplace violence policy.

It’s almost certain I made a mistake coming here.

Day 3:

Tonight was my first foray into the Mods. My first pick as an 
Amazonian was, I shit you not, a yodeling pickle.

A yodeling pickle!?! 
Seriously?? 
WTF!?!

Day 4: 

I find myself in a strange land. 
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For 10 hours, I walk a grid of interminable aisles, looking for bras 
with wine pouch inserts and yodeling pickles, all the while holding 
back tears because I live in a world where bras with wine pouch 
inserts and yodeling pickles exist and where people buy them.

It occurs to me that as a species, we may be doomed.

Day 5:

My co-workers are a decidedly odd, almost cartoonish, bunch. 
For example, there is a 6’6” Jamaican who every shift wears a 
faded and dirty tuxedo jacket with tails and a stovepipe hat and 
mumbles to himself continuously.

There is also an old lady who carries around a bag of Dum-
Dum lollipops and hands you one whenever you pass her. But 
the thing is, she has a very poor memory and gives you one every 
time she sees you. Depending on your pick path, you can end the 
shift with 2 dozen of these things.

There’s also someone labeled “The Masturbator.” He’s earned 
this name because each night precisely at 11:40, 2:30, and again 
at 4:15, he locks himself in the single-stall bathroom at the back 
of the West Mod and jerks off.

But perhaps the oddest of the bunch is Matt. There are about 
700-800 employees here each shift. Matt is so exhaustingly an-
noying that he is on speaking terms with only about 13 of them. 

I, apparently, and through no volition of my own, am one of 
the 13. 

I think 13 is a very unlucky number.
This is what a sample conversation with Matt is like:
Matt: “Do you like the G.I. Joe movies?”
Me: “Haven’t seen them.”
Matt: “Which one is your favorite?”
Me: “Um, I haven’t seen any of them.”
Matt: “Did you see the latest one?”
Me: “Is this thing on? No. I haven’t.”
Matt: “I can not believe they killed off Duke! Why would they 

do that?”
(I pondered politely reminding him that I just said I didn’t see 

the movie. Instead, because I’m a dumbass, I respond.)
“I don’t know. Maybe the writers thought they had exhausted 

the depth of the character and there was really nowhere else to 
go with him.”

(awkward silence)
Matt: “Huh?”
I sigh, then give Matt the reply I know he wants: “Man, CO-

BRA is just fucking evil!”
Matt shakes his head knowingly. “I know man. I know”
(fist bump)

Day 6:

I’m not too sure about my manager, Mike. A lanky, weasel-
faced man in his mid-40s sporting a ghost-white flattop and a 
perpetual three-day stubble shading his cheeks, Mike’s hobby 
seems to be breaking our balls.

Yesterday, when our lunch was pushed back an hour and a half, 
I heard him say to the lollipop lady, for whom this delay seemed 
to represent a hardship, “If I had my way, none of you would eat 
until all the orders were out the door.”

Tonight, he announced we would be working 6 days this week 
due to a volume backload.

“Only,” he added, “because it’s against the law to work you 7, 
which is what I’d like to do.” 

It occurs to me that Mike may be a dick.

Day 7: 

Exhausted and sore, I wasn’t really paying attention when I 
sat down at the cafeteria table during break, so it wasn’t until he 
asked the question that I realized I was sitting next to the Angry 
Man from last week’s Home Run Derby disagreement.

Angry Man: “Do you know what that motherfucker just said 
to me!?!”

I didn’t even know who the motherfucker in question was, so I 
had very little chance of getting this question right.

Me: “Um, that you’re wearing his jacket?”
Angry Man: “Get the fuck out of here!”
I furtively scanned his hands and then his pockets, looking for 

any signs of a blowtorch.
“I have no idea,” I tried again.
Angry Man: “He said Terrell Owens is not a Hall of Fame re-

ceiver. Terrell Fucking Owens! Can you believe that shit?”
Me: “Um, no way man.”
Angry Man’s silence seem to indicate more was expected from 

me, so I added: “That motherfucker’s crazy.”
Angry Man: “Damn straight!”
He then got up and left.
As I sat at the table in silence, it occurred to me that this was 

my first close interaction with a psychopath.
I didn’t really like it.

Day 8:

Tonight’s shift raised two very important questions:
“What kind of party is the soon-to-be-new owner of a 64 oz 

bottle of Passion Lube planning?”
And:
“Can I come?”

Day 9:

America is now a place where we sell pre-sharpened pencils.
I respectfully suggest that we may be coddling our children 

too much.

Day 10:

This is a bizarre, illogical place. 
For example, in section D on the third floor of the east Mod, 

there is a locked cage, extending 2 dozen rows or so, where high-
end items such as iPods and iPhones are stored. 

This makes sense.
Only employees who have worked here for a lengthy period 

of time and have a spotless discipline record are given access to 
this cage. 

This also makes sense.
But the cage is not situated at the back of the section (which 

would make sense), or even at the front (which would also make 
sense), but is placed dead-smack in the middle of the section. 
This means all pickers working in this section, when their pick 
path moves them from rows before the cage to rows behind the 
cage must divert into Section C—a detour that our scanners do 
not account for, resulting in lost time and, ultimately, poor rate 
numbers, and TOT talks.

This, obviously, makes no sense.
I may have made a mistake coming here.

to be continued…
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San Antonio Small Presses

Wings Press

www.wingspress.com
Wings Press was founded in 1975. Its 
publisher, editor, and designer since 
1995, Bryce Milligan, strives to pro-
duce multicultural books, ebooks, fine 
chapbooks and broadsides that en-
lighten 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, in-
sightful, broadminded, and interesting. But most of all it is hon-
est. 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

Far Out: Poems of the ’60s (2016)
Wendy Barker and Dave Parsons

Edited by Wendy Barker and Dave Parsons, 
Far Out: Poems of the ’60s includes poems by 
over 80 poets who remember that tumultuous 
decade from a wide range of vantage points. 
This collection brings to life the experiences of 
people who vividly remember the effects of the 
assassinations of Medgar Evars, JFK, Malcolm 
X, and Martin Luther King, who lived through 
the period of the Vietnam War and the protests 
against it, and who experienced the rise of Sec-
ond-Wave Feminism, the Civil Rights Act, and 
the emergence of the Black Power and Chicano 
movements, as well as the Apollo 11 moon landing. For anyone 
who thinks the 1960s were only about sex, drugs, and rock ‘n’ 
roll, this book will be revealing—although those subjects are also 
amply covered within these pages! Far Out examines the link 
between generational revolt and poetic expression, and the vi-
sionary tradition of nonconformist literature.

The Magic of Mariachi / La Magia del Mariachi 
(2016)

Steven and Reefka Schneider

This work offers the reader a 
cross-cultural treasure of fas-
cinating ekphrastic poetry and 
strikingly beautiful paintings by 
Steven and Reefka Schneider. 
Schneider’s paintings and draw-
ings, done in pastel, watercolor, 
and charcoal, were inspired over 
the course of several years by her 
close association with both stu-
dent and professional mariachi musicians.

Outcasts: A Novel of Mary Shelley (2016)
Sarah Stegall

On a dark and stormy night in 1816, an 
18-year-old unwed mother sat down and in-
vented science fiction. To be precise, on June 
16, 1816, Mary Shelley began to write Fran-
kenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus. From 
the moment of its publication only two years 
later, in 1818, readers have been wondering, 
as Mary put it, “How I, then a young girl, 
came to think of, and to dilate upon, so very 
hideous an idea?” Mary Wollstonecraft Shel-
ley was the daughter of two of the most radi-
cal philosophers in England—and the lover of 
radical poet Percy Shelley. She was no stranger to controversy.

Outcasts takes readers behind the scenes, to reveal the surpris-
ingly contemporary thoughts and feelings of Mary and Percy, 
their friend Lord Byron, and the other guests at the “most famous 
literary party in history.”

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 pub-
lished product. Editor Valerie Martin Bailey 
has been in the writing, editing, and publish-
ing 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 Nov-
el 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 de-
gree in English and American litera-
ture and language from Harvard Uni-
versity. He has published three books 
of poetry and a collection of short sto-
ries, The Garden of Milk and Wine. 
His novel The Marchers: A Novel has 
been serialized in Voices de la Luna: 
A Quarterly Poetry & Arts Magazine and is now available in 
print and digital versions in the market and on the Internet.
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City of San Antonio Department 
for Culture and Creative Development

www.getcreativesanantonio.com

Frost Bank - For 145 years
a partner in helping fellow Texans 

with their financial needs and a proud 
supporter of the arts in Texas

Bruce D. Akright, MD, FACOG
Gynecology and Gynecologic Surgery
North East OB/GYN Associates, PLLC

5000 Schertz Parkway, Suite 100, Schertz, Tx 78154
and 502 Madison Oak, Suite 240, SA, TX 78258

210-653-5501 — www.NE-OBGYN.com

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

   

www.southtexaspressinc.com

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

important part of the way we do business.

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

table Fund of the San Antonio Area Foundation.

 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
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Brief Bios of Selected Contributors

Vickie Vértiz

Vickie Vértiz’s writing has been featured in Huizache, Bozalta, and The 
Coiled Serpent anthology from Tia Chucha Press. Her poetry collection 
was a 2016 Andrés Montoya Book Prize finalist. A new Macondo Fellow, 
Vickie’s poems were chosen by Natalie Diaz for the 2016 University of 
Arizona Poetry Center Summer Residency.

Taylor Collier

Taylor Collier is currently finishing a PhD at Florida State University. 
He holds graduate degrees from Syracuse University and the University 
of North Texas. Poems have appeared or are forthcoming in publications 
such as Barrow Street, The Laurel Review, Rattle, Smartish Pace, Zone 
3, and others. More poems and poetry are at taylorcollier.com.

Paul Juhasz

Born and raised in New Haven, Connecticut, Paul Juhasz has presented 
dozens of academic papers at a wide range of national and regional confer-
ences and has had two academic papers published. After a fifteen-year ca-
reer teaching composition and literature at institutions in Texas and Penn-
sylvania, he decided to try to turn a hobby into something more. Leaving 
academia, Paul worked at an Amazon fulfillment center with the intention 
of turning his experiences there into a nonfiction exposé. His works of 
creative nonfiction and humor have been presented at the College English 
Association, Southwest Pop Culture Association, and at The Langdon Re-
view of the Arts in Texas. He is currently riding a truck for 1-800-GOT-
JUNK, gathering material for his next project.

K.B. Eckhardt

K.B. Eckhardt authored the chapbook We Were Here, and her poems 
have appeared in MARGIE/The American Journal of Poetry and The 
Weight of Addition, an anthology of Texas poetry (Mutabilis Press). Eck-
hardt, formerly of Houston, now resides in San Antonio. She has taught 
at Sam Houston and Angelo State universities and has recorded novels 
for Turning Sight Into Sound Radio. Eckhardt’s Chinese ink paintings 
have been exhibited at the MD Anderson Cancer Center and The Jung 
Center.

Frontispiece to the 1831 Edition of Frankenstein

Idioma
Sometimes Words Have No Meaning

James R. Adair

I’ve always had a hard time understanding music lyrics. When 
I was growing up, one of my favorite songs was Led Zeppelin’s 
“Stairway to Heaven.” About halfway through the song are these 
words:

There’s a sign on the wall
But she wants to be sure
‘Cause you know sometimes words have two meanings.

I know that now, because I heard a live version of the song that 
was more understandable (to me), and of course I also looked 
up the lyrics on the web. Growing up, I thought the words were:

There’s a sign on the wall
But she wants to be sure
‘Cause you know sometimes words have no meaning.

While it’s true that words are often ambiguous (the Greek pre-
fix ambi means both), it’s also true that they sometimes have no 
semantic content at all: no meaning. Such words are sometimes 
called “filler words” or “filled pauses.” They are things people 
may say when they have nothing to say at the moment but don’t 
want to project “dead air” or relinquish their currently active role 
as speaker to another, or they may just use these words and phras-
es as expressed verbal commas. Examples are words like uh, like, 
you know, and well. We all say them from time to time. President 
Reagan’s favorite way to start an answer to a question was, “Well 
… .” A word more common with the younger set, though hardly 
missing from the usage of older people, is like. “Like, I really re-
ally like John, you know, like for real.” This sentence uses eleven 
words when three will do: “I like John.”

I don’t think it’s my imagination, but one particular filler word 
seems to be on the rise, especially among educated people. I 
was listening to—nerd alert!—“Science Friday” on NPR a few 
weeks ago. This program features Ira Flatow interviewing vari-
ous scientists who are guests on his show. While listening to the 
show, I was struck by how often the scientists—almost always 
PhDs in their fields of study, and Flatow regularly refers to them 
as Dr. So-and-so—began their responses to Flatow’s questions 
with the word so. Flatow: “How does your discovery impact our 
understanding of the gut genome?” Really smart guest scientist: 
“So, … .” And it’s not just scientists who say it. CNN anchor: 
“So, what do you have to report from Afghanistan?” CNN cor-
respondent in the field: “So, this morning … .”

Even though I’m now aware of it and try to avoid saying it, 
the ubiquity of contentless so can so overwhelm a person that it 
invades his vocabulary without his permission, so that he finds 
himself using so not as a coordinating conjunction, nor as a sub-
ordinating conjunction, nor as an adverbial intensifier, but as a 
simple, insipid filler word, so he says it without really thinking 
about it. So, I guess, well, you know, it’s true that, like, some-
times words have no meaning.
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