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——————————————————————
Letter to the Editor:

Dear Editor: I was reading the latest Voices de la Luna (15 February
2017) and was surprised that on page 13, in the piece on the Scramble
for Africa, no mention was made of J.M. Coetzee as one of the more
accomplished African writers. After all, he won the Man Booker Prize
twice—1983 and 1999 (Disgrace, 1999; and Life & Times of Michael K,
1983), as well as the Nobel Prize in Literature in 2003. Only two other
writers have won the Booker twice: Peter Carey and Hilary Mantel.
Sheila Swartzman, San Antonio, Texas

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

——————————————————————
Voices de la Luna Monthly Literary Evening
Poetry and Arts Presentation
Every 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

——————————————————————

Elsewhere #2
Lyn Belisle
Themes for future issues of Voices de la Luna:
August: Native Americans
November: Science Fiction

Poetry Editor’s Note
Carol Coffee Reposa

Writing this column, I look up from
time to time to check out the redbud
in my front yard. Just a few weeks
back, the tree was a study in brown, its
branches scarcely distinguishable from
the dun grass below and the gray sky
above. Today, though, lavish purple
blooms cover its surface in a profusion of color as seemingly improbable
as someone singing Verdi in a parking
lot. And that of course is the essence
of spring: positive transformation. In
this season what once looked dead explodes into life. Malaise morphs into joy. It thus seems appropriate that the theme of our May issue is healing and the humanities.
Within these pages readers will find poems, essays, and short stories that explore this mysterious relationship.
The adventure of Norman Cousins, editor of the legendary
Saturday Review, comes to mind. In 1964, he was admitted to a
New York hospital and diagnosed with ankylosing spondylitis,
an incurable and fatal spinal column illness. Resigned to his fate
but determined to enjoy his last days anyway, Cousins left the
hospital, bought a few comic books, rented some funny movies,
and spent the next month viewing them and howling with laughter day and night. When he returned to the hospital for a second
round of tests, his doctors were astounded to discover that his
malady had vanished. Inexplicable as it appeared, Cousins had
recovered completely—with a little help from the comedic arts.
I suspect that what was true for Cousins may apply to the rest of
us as well. We turn to the humanities to replenish and enrich our
souls, and here in San Antonio we can see this force at work everywhere we turn: in the dozens of readings, slams, performances, and exhibits that marked our observance of National Poetry
Month in April; in the Fifth Annual San Antonio Book Festival
on April 8, an event which featured over 100 local, regional, and
national writers; in the robust outpourings of Fiesta Week.
In keeping with this spirit of renewal, we at Voices de la Luna
are delighted to announce the appointment of Octavio Quintanilla
as poetry editor. A member of the English faculty at Our Lady of
the Lake University and a Canto Mundo Fellow, Professor Quintanilla holds a doctorate in English from the University of North
Texas and serves as South Texas regional editor for Texas Books
in Review. His work has appeared in journals nationwide. Of his
debut poetry collection, If I Go Missing, 2012 Texas Poet Laureate Jan Seale writes, “his words are exact, telling, touching.” Octavio is certain to bring fresh vision and boundless energy to our
ranks, and I step down confident that the poetry section in Voices
will flourish in his capable hands.
So now, while Mother Earth pulls off her annual miracle one
more time and everything becomes what e.e.cummings calls
“mud-luscious” and “puddle-wonderful,” we hope you will dive
into this issue and emerge recharged and restored, as befits the
merry month of May. Happy reading!
It is with more than a bit of melancholy that I bid farewell to my colleague Carol Coffee Reposa, who has served tirelessly as poetry editor
of Voices for the past five years. She has always brought a bright and
irrepressible spirit to a job that often entails more than a few elements
of drudgery. Fortunately, Carol will continue to lend us her sharp-eyed
editorial skills as copyeditor. Farewell, Carol, and welcome, Octavio! –
James R. Adair, editor.
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Cover Page Art
Shard Seeker #1

Framed assemblage of fired earthenware clay, found objects,
and metallic wax sewn onto stretched canvas
72" × 14"
by Lyn Belisle
Lyn Belisle is an awardwinning teacher, artist, designer, and writer who has
taught fine arts, humanities,
English, and graphic design
throughout her career. As
an undergraduate, Belisle
studied art with Phillip
John Evett and Bill Bristow
at Trinity University in San
Antonio, Texas. She taught
art in public schools after
graduation and was a finalist for Texas Teacher of the Year for her work with at-risk students.
Today Belisle teaches mixed-media workshops at her San Antonio studio, which she founded in January 2013, and in Santa
Fe and Washington State. Her favorite media are earthenware,
paper, and fiber, and she has recently begun a new series of photo
encaustic collages, two of which won consecutive Best in Show
awards at the 2015–2016 Artists Who Teach exhibits. She has authored two articles for Cloth Paper Scissors, as well as a coloring
book on the folk art of Mexico.
She continues her painting studies with Gwen Fox in Taos and
Ellen Rolli in Boston. Boston is dear to her heart because her
son, novelist Rick Riordan, lives there, and she participates in the
Beacon Hill Art Walk every summer.
Belisle has had six one-person gallery exhibits since 2011, and
she recently retired from the faculty in the Computer Science Department at Trinity University to work full-time at her studio. She
has work at The Museum of Encaustic Art in Santa Fe, La Vida
Gallery in San Antonio, Studio C Gallery in Corpus Christi, and
Dan Pfeiffer Gallery in Fredericksburg, Texas. Please visit her
website, www.lynbelisle.com to learn more about her art and workshops.

Artist Statement
When people ask me what I do, I say that I practice art.
Doctors practice medicine, attorneys practice law, and I practice
art. Sometimes, calling oneself an “artist” is difficult because the
term means so many things.
The practice of art means looking at the world through thoughtful, curious eyes—finding joy in colors and patterns, musing on
the textures of a dried leaf on the surface of a stream. Practicing
artists pull together ideas from these visual messages, creating
things that never existed before, even if they remain just ideas.
My own art practice is based on the idea of “shards,” or
flashes of recognition that I pull from experience and observation. Whether in clay, collage, fiber, or wax, I fashion new messages from old clues, combining these archetypal shards into a
new whole, mending them with gold like a kintsugi vessel, or
veiling them with layers of beeswax to unite them.
It’s a privilege to have practiced art in one form or other
throughout my entire life, and I’m most grateful.
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Featured Poet

Rosemary Catacalos
Perfect Attendance: Short Subjects Made from
the Staring Photos of Strangers
for Kiff Slemmons

The hand has its dreams, too, and its own hypotheses. It helps us
to come to know matter in its secret inward parts.
—Gaston Bachelard

Suppose, in the old sense, they are waiting, expecting these loose
silver frames
to dissolve in a million scenes, different every time and yet familiar, sponges
brought up from the dream floor, cuttings spliced into the blueing
grain of close up,
and careful backward steps toward the big picture, bringing what
we can into view.
As when someone’s Uncle Theo, his name the old Greek joke of
“Uncle Uncle,”
misjudges his scythe-like sponge knife beneath the reef at Tarpon
Springs
and bright red ribbons stream into this foreign sea from his bleeding hand,
the one that puts food on the table, and down in that pain he
thinks of spring
and how his island blooms shore to shore, red poppies his grandfather told him
are every drop of blood ever shed in a war. If I’ve said this last
before, forgive
what can’t be said too many times. And, then, the hand that wears
a crocheted glove
sometimes removes the glove and smokes, sometimes smokes
with the glove
on, both years later and in another life, for the crocheted glove is
first supremely
drawn to wild violets in a Texas pecan bottom on mornings still
cool at seven,
violets set in a small pink glass at the bedside of the old woman
who coughs
and will not come back, even a lifetime later when the crocheted
gloves are bought
in a thrift shop and taken out dancing where women smoke. Such
as an older
schoolmate named Olga whose right hand blurs at the register,
this is the fifties
when the keys are round and rimmed with silver: dry beans, milk,
thin tortillas,
she rings me up so fast, chimes the sum, left hand flashing a tiny
diamond and
her long reach down the counter for a bag stop-framed over and
over in the air,
a many-armed goddess who one day is not in school because her
father has died

under a train in the roundhouse a few blocks away, his greasestreaked right
hand still clutching a wrench. What if finally neither art nor life
is imitation,
and each waits everywhere, full-blown, but needing the gift of
perfect attendance:
a twirling red skirt, work boots coated with clay mud, a weathered ladder left askew
near a pear tree in afternoon sun, basket nearby, whatever we
cherish, we save.
Muybridge’s incessant horses, the clock covering its mysterious
face with its hands.
Note: Eadweard Muybridge was a late nineteenth-century British artist,
photographer, and inventor whose elaborate photographic motion studies, many of horses, are widely acknowledged as having pioneered the
motion picture industry.
First published in The Progressive (Madison, WI: Dec. 2002, Vol. 66,
No. 12) and later in The Best American Poetry 2003 (Scribner, New
York: Ed. Yusef Komunyakaa)

A Brief History of I
I begin at river’s bank in Palestine,
a calloused hand tanning oxhide for sandals.
Nearby, my baby daughter laughs out loud,
bold pomegranate staining the circle of her mouth.
Later, in Greece, I pleat stone tunics,
gazing neither backward nor future
bound, so radiant is that air, skin
drums quivering the giant olives’ thinnest
leaves, second child cradled in my body.
In Tuscany, proud shows of horses, the din
they make stands in for civil language, the odd
graceful word still a mystery when
we reach Rome… . And still today, though now
itself remains a wildly deepening cloud.
First published in ¡tex! a magazine of Texas fiction, poetry, and art (Dallas: Fall/Winter 2000, Vol. 3, No.1)
Rosemary Catacalos, the first Latina/o Texas Poet Laureate (2013), often blends the mythologies, histories, and symbols of her Mexican and
Greek heritage in her work. Her poems have appeared widely in textbooks and journals and have twice been collected in the annual Best
American Poetry (New York: Scribner, 1996, 2003). She has held fellowships from the National Endowment for the Arts, the Stegner Program at
Stanford University, and the Texas Institute of Letters (TIL)/University
of Texas at Austin Paisano residency.
Her first full-length collection, Again
for the First Time, received the 1985 TIL
poetry prize and was reissued by Wings
Press in 2013. Begin Here, a chapbook
of newer poems, also appeared from
Wings in 2013. Catacalos was a Visiting Scholar at Stanford’s Institute for
Research on Women and Gender from
1996-2003 and is a former executive director of San Francisco’s Poetry Center
and American Poetry Archives and of
San Antonio’s Gemini Ink literary center. Another poem by Rosemary Catacalos may be found on p. 8.

Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2017

5

Questions for Louise Aronson
Interviewed by James R. Adair

Dr. Louise Aronson is a
doctor and a writer, or
maybe a writer and a doctor. She is Professor of
Medicine at the University
of California San Francisco
(UCSF), where she cares
for frail older adults in the
Care at Home Program and
directs the Northern California Geriatrics Education
Center and UCSF Medical
Humanities. A geriatrician,
Aronson received her medical degree from Harvard Medical School and
completed an internal medicine residency and geriatrics fellowship at
UCSF. She has served as editor of the JGIM Healing Arts section, associate editor for the JAMA Care of the Aging Patient series, director of
the UCSF Pathways to Discovery Program, and director of Public Medical Communication for the Program for the Aging Century. Aronson’s
research and scholarship focus on geriatrics education, reflective learning, and Public Medical Communication. She is particularly interested in
training current and future health professionals to provide optimal care
to older adults; creating compassionate, inquisitive physicians committed to lifelong learning and improving health and medicine; and the use
of writing to harness the expertise and unique experiences of clinicians
and medical scientists in service of health and healthcare. Aronson holds
an M.F.A. from the Warren Wilson Program for Writers. She has won
the Sonora Review Prize, the New Millennium Short Fiction Award,
three Pushcart nominations, and has been awarded UCross, Ragdale,
and Hedgebrook Foundation residencies. Her writing has appeared in
the New York Times, Narrative Magazine, the Bellevue Literary Review,
the Lancet, the New England Journal of Medicine, and the San Francisco Chronicle, among other publications. Her first book, A History of
the Present Illness, was a finalist for the Chautauqua Prize and the PEN
American Bingham award for best debut fiction.

President Clinton, and even going back to President Johnson.
What role do you think the government should play in the
healthcare of its citizens?
It’s very clear the countries and populations with universal healthcare have a healthier populace, particularly if the emphasis of the
healthcare system is primary care. In the US, we tend to offer the
opposite: a fragmented system focused on tertiary care. People
complain about how much healthcare costs without considering
that the problem may have far more to do with what is and is not
covered and prioritized, rather than who. It has always struck me
as inconsistent that we have universal education, policing, firefighting, and infrastructure support but nothing comparable for
healthcare—unless you are a Congressperson, service-connected
veteran, or over 65. Which, of course, raises a second inconsistency: “universal” coverage of some but not others.
Do you see healthcare as a fundamental human right?
I am not an expert in human rights, and thinking about this question raises philosophical questions I feel ill-equipped to address
without doing some serious reading. I do think a society that
treats all its people fairly and respectfully, keeps them safe, and
provides everyone with the same opportunities to succeed, from
food and shelter through education and healthcare, is fundamentally more humane and successful.

What drew you to the medical profession?
I chose my undergraduate college because it had no math or science requirements, so medicine was not necessarily an obvious
choice for me. By my junior year, I knew I wanted to do something socially useful and to work with people and across cultures. I began working with Southeast Asian refugees in college
and realized that people often went to doctors when they needed
help of many types and also that doctors had a degree of authority in the world that made doing all kinds of things easier. It’s
also relevant that my father was a doctor, and the language and
values of medicine were background refrains of my childhood.
My senior year, I signed up for remedial algebra so I could take
pre-calculus and get into a post-baccalaureate pre-med program.
Getting through medical training is hard, but in some ways it’s
easier than many other careers. You make the decision and your
next decade or more will be fairly determined and you have a
socially sanctioned, even celebrated, answer to questions about
what you plan to do with your life. That helps in the short run. In
the long run, having skills and knowledge to help others and opportunities to have meaningful relationships with people from all
different backgrounds make medicine a truly wonderful career.
And for a person who likes people and stories, two of my great
passions, it’s a great way to hear people’s stories while offering
something of value in return.

In your book A History of the Present Illness (reviewed on
p. 10), you share stories about doctors, patients, and family
members as they deal with a variety of medical issues. How
does writing stories like these affect how you think about
healthcare?
Before I began writing, I imagined I was the sort of doctor who
really paid attention to the patient’s point of view. I am interested
in it, and I value it. But the structure of medicine is such that
much of the time the view a doctor gets into a patient’s life is
shaped by the health issues she must address in a limited time
frame. Writing fiction forced me to truly inhabit the realities of
people very different from myself. At first—some might say in
typical doctor fashion—I had notions of where the stories should
go. They were terrible. When I instead created a full person on
the page, put him or her in a situation, and let it play out—let that
character do whatever he or she would do, which wasn’t necessarily what I would do—the stories improved immeasurably. As
a doctor, I try to be quiet more often, to leave space for patients
to tell me, directly or indirectly, who they are and what matters
to them, before I dive in with my advice, however medically correct and well-meaning that advice might be. This is hard. The
clock is ticking and the medical record now takes at least as much
time as is allotted for the patient visit. But it pays off in a better
understanding of what patients need and value, what will and
won’t work for them. The best treatment is useless if a patient
can’t or won’t use it. Our healthcare system is based on volume
and standardization. I wonder whether some of the people who
interact most often with the healthcare system might need fewer
visits and have better outcomes if we actually had the time to
determine and deliver what would help them. In two different
individuals, a disease may be the same but the illness and illness
experience are usually different.

The debate over the federal government’s role in healthcare has been front and center in the U.S. since the days of

What do you hope readers of your book will take away from
these stories?
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I hope they will see people unlike them by virtue of background,
age, and even profession (i.e. doctors) as human beings rather
than categories, and also that multiple truths often coexist in situations involving multiple people.
The theme of this issue of Voices de la Luna is “Healing and
the Humanities.” What are some of the lessons you have
learned about how art, literature, and music can affect patients and their families?
The humanities are one of the most effective ways that human
beings express their realities, interpret the world, and offer beauty, surprise, and truth to others. They have instrumental benefits,
such as providing comfort, respite, insight, and relieving the isolation of serious illness and loss, and other equally important but
harder to quantify benefits in the ways they are uniquely human.
A few years ago, a member of our Voices board of advisors,
local publisher and poet Palmer Hall, dealt with his terminal
cancer diagnosis by writing a series of moving elegies (published as And So Now We Come to It …, Pecan Grove Press,
2013). Have any of your patients used poetry or the arts to
deal with their own impending death?
I have had patients write about their experiences, though more
often they read, and most often of all, they sing or play music
with friends and family. This trend may have more to do with
the sorts of patients I care for than any trend among patients generally. There are two things worth mentioning about this topic.
First, doctors are rarely told about this kind of self-healing unless
they ask. And second, sometimes patients think they shouldn’t
or can’t make poems, art, or music because they never have before, or because they are “too old” or “too sick.” While most
won’t publish books or have their work hung in galleries, almost
all can meaningfully express themselves through art, either for
themselves or for or with friends and family.
What is the most surprising thing you’ve learned in your
years as a practicing gerontologist?
Just how widespread and accepted the discrimination against
older people is based on negative and inaccurate stereotypes.
People say things about older people they rarely say about other
groups and hold onto misperceptions in the face of abundant
evidence. Two quick examples: we all know older bodies differ
from younger ones, and yet healthcare often treats old people the
same way they treat middle-aged or young adults, then blame
age, rather than their inappropriate treatment, when the older
person gets sick, has complications, or dies. Healthcare professionals also assume all older people are sad and old age is to be
dreaded, when abundant data from all countries, rich and poor,
urban and agrarian, shows that seniors are happier than middleaged people by a long shot. The name for these systematic biases
and their many structural supports in both medicine and society
is ageism. It’s a word we hear far less than racism or sexism, but
start paying attention and you will see it everywhere.
In a recent New York Times article, you spoke about a genetic
condition that affects you and other members of your family.
What thoughts do you have about the efficacy and ethics of
gene therapy, both as a treatment technique and as a possible
means of eliminating certain deadly genetic diseases (e.g.,
Tay-Sachs, Huntington’s)?

This is another huge question. I’ll just say that if you or a loved
one has a genetic condition, particularly ones like Tay-Sachs or
Huntington’s, when illness is inevitable and devastating, any
treatment that helps is welcome. The issues for society are more
complex and range from the transmission of altered genes and
what malicious people might do with the ability to make genetic
changes to what happens to people and our planet if we live even
longer than we do now.
What advice would you give to prospective medical students
regarding the value of writing (fiction, journaling, etc.) as
they practice medicine?
It’s well-established that writing engages different parts of the
brain from speaking and can promote insight and learning that
people might not otherwise achieve—and that sort of reflective
learning has been shown to make better doctors. Not just nicer
ones but more competent ones and ones who do better on board
exams (somewhat counterintuitively!). My advice would be that
they don’t need to see themselves as writers or want to get published to benefit. Indeed, for ambitious people like doctors, the
most useful writing might be the sort that is fully divorced from
those pressures. On the other hand, medicine offers expertise, experience, and authority, and writing offers a vehicle with which
to use those benefits to inform, inspire, and motivate patients,
colleagues, and communities.
One of the Voices co-founders, Dr. Mo Saidi, has devoted his
life to poetry and writing in the years since his retirement.
Can you see yourself pursuing such a path in the future, or is
retirement something you’re even thinking about yet?
I see myself as having two careers, medicine and writing. For
now, medicine remains the primary (both are meaningful, but
medical jobs offer better pay and offer health insurance…), and
I can imagine a day when that flips. They are in many ways a
great match, sort of like peanut butter and chocolate, different,
great on their own, and wonderful together: one more social, the
other more solitary; one more scientific, the other more artistic;
one more analytical, the other more interpretive. (As an aside,
retirement has been a rarity throughout most of human history
until the 20th century; as we live longer and pensions are more
scarce, I expect most of us will work late into life, and also that,
as was true in previous centuries, that work will differ from our
midlife work, sometimes of necessity and sometimes by choice.
It sounds to me like Dr. Saidi is still working and is fortunate
enough to pursue work he loves despite its low remuneration.)

Apothecary Jars
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Final Blog Posts

Picture Postcard from a Painter

My latest scan results show some improvement
in the brain and lungs, not in the liver
http://jillscancerjourney.blogspot.com/search?updated-max=
2016-08-29T15:09:00-07:00&max-results=10

Slick tourist photo, umbrellas and sling chairs in dazed royal blue.
Everyone faces the sea but one lone man, unsheltered, thrown down
between water’s edge and flowers rioting foreground.

So I think it’s finally time to say I’m dying, really
I’m so sad it’s happening so soon
I would like to post more. I will try for more. I love you all.
http://cancerisnotfunny.blogspot.com

One lone man daring the blaze to burn more than it already has,
looking it
in the eye. Lost in masses of flowers, echoes of umbrellas blown
inside out by coastal wind. Thin-skinned, hot pink with screaming

I am does not abruptly become she was when we die
I am is chipped away by the disease and the drugs
I was in so much pain that it was clear that my mane had drooped
If I had known how much worse things would get
This crushing fatigue really wears a person down
http://livinglifefuriously.blogspot.co.il

red throats. Morning-glory shaped, but it’s high noon. Can you
see it?
Vines, all right, but hugging the ground, no place to climb, spilling
across dunes, froth on a dry ocean. He can deal with contradictions.

Compiled by Eve Browning

The whole brain radiation was easy
I was engulfed in a domino of side effects
I can’t focus on anything but the number four
Random words spill out of my mouth
Fear engulfed me as I started to become aware of myself
Will it always be like this? Is this living?
https://annacraigblog.com/2016/02/23/four/
He hesitated and said worse case scenario 3–4 …weeks
The wheel chair means I can still get out and about on fine days
The hardest thing is to let go of my independence from now on
There will be some follow-up posts to this one
https://getoutgertrude.wordpress.com/2012/07/
Tuesday, May 3rd. Sarah died. All worries were gone
No more cancer. No more surgery. No more port. No more drugs.
No more chemo. No more side effects. No more scans.
https://carcinista.com/2011/06/
How did we get here? I asked my love, across the bed
strewn with children’s toys, books, and an oxygen tank.
I am not blogging goodbyes. I am not saying goodbye to you yet.
I won’t.
https://toddlerplanet.wordpress.com
Here it is. I’m dead, and this is my last post to my blog
I didn’t think our time together would be so short
And many things will now happen without me
I loved you, I loved you, I loved you.
http://www.penmachine.com/2011/05/the-last-post/

Rosemary Catacalos
en memoria René Anguiano

Up close, the leaves are fat and succulent, seem gentle.
The man’s story. Moiré air outside Cotulla that day, full of heat
waves, air that made you see things, promised water, love, safety,
when there was nothing but brush country. I didn’t know to say
“moiré” then,
didn’t think it was fancy air, just hell. Americanos said
“hotter’n spit on a griddle.” We said, “más calor qu’el quinto
infierno,”
Dante’s fifth circle. Didn’t know Dante either, that’s just
what we always called it. Cotulla is an hour from the sea.
The rare curve in the flat-out road took him by surprise. He wasn’t
from around there. My mother made a red star in the windshield.
He died too. I’ve tried to paint a big ‘57 Olds gone soft as a
seaside
flower, fat, lushly turned and seeming gentle. Can you see it?
He’d touched me in the wrong places, alcohol, his own childhood,
my real father long gone. I never told because she would sing
when this one came around, sing and paint her face. I remember.
Closest I’ve come to her is a painting I did from a snapshot
my grandfather took, cheap rayon dress, flower in her hair. An
old tire
slanting in the background. The runt dog must have barked.
I glued blue and green sequins around her, floated it all
in dark tropical leaves, nothing like Cotulla. Can you see it?
Then that day at San Fernando, Día de los muertos,
everybody with marigolds and kids, oval portraits of the dead
set in headstones, I thought we’d never find her,
all those years without seeing the grave. Since I was four.
The blue umbrellas side by side, the people looking away.
Dotted line of horizon, separating heaven from what he keeps
trying to make out. I’ve done everything without her.
Can you see it? Are you there? Let me know if you come to Texas.

Great Pyramid of Giza
8
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First published in the fine press chapbook Begin Here (San Antonio:
Wings Press, 2013)

UTSA Featured Poet: Zach Linge
Maynard Considers Kenny and Solastalgia
My friend’s got diabetes, but I don’t mean that’s a bad thing.
He can work a meager two hours a day if he wants,
seeing as he lives alone and can’t imagine

I tell him my old girl’s pa gave me a chalky fossil,
shaped like a heart, he claimed was sixty-five million
years old, so I had to look it up online to make certain.

that’s fixing to change. He tells me
outside Denny’s, his cool mug of Valero decaf
set between us, he just figures that at age thirty-eight,

Sure enough, a six-mile-wide asteroid
came crashing down from outer space
and killed about three fourths of everything.

he must not be the marrying kind.
Not with that attitude, I say, and learn four names
for each of the kids he wants to have. Beautiful names,

Maybe more. Internet says that’s how horses came along,
and primates, even all the birds and fish we’ve got today—
a big ol’ rock making winter out of fire, and each one of us

cherry picked from eighties flicks
and video games, which means I don’t know a one,
so I nod my head and let him yak. He lights another cigarette.

a long while after. Me, I’ve gotta make my own bed,
or face the whooping I’d be in for if I don’t, but I—
I’d be fine with wrinkled sheets and fried chicken

He’s got a knack for games;
says that’s why he don’t want to work
more than two hours; says he’s lazy, wants to play.

if I were alone. I even tell my girl, sometimes,
you go on ahead now with your cheesy grits and omelets,
I’ll be down in a minute; and I leave the sheets how they lay.

But he figures something’s gotta give
if he ever wants to be the marrying kind—
something like a forty-hour work week, he suspects,

Don’t make no difference. So you go on now, too, I tell him,
with your lazy behind, and you find someone
to wrap your arms around. Or don’t.

and he talks about waking up in the bed of his pickup truck
last week, says he saw stars through the fog of the car lot
spotlights, how the paramedics’ rippling paper masks
hovered inches above his nose. Turns out
he was sitting in the drive-thru outside that fried chicken place,
after piddling around too long on an empty stomach, when he went out cold.
He woke up in his tighty whities,
second time last week.
I get it, though—
most days are a battle of foot against the floor,
but that damn couch of mine, somehow,
always comes out victorious.

Zach Linge is a poet-scholar whose critical work appears in [Inter]sections Journal, and whose poetry is featured in
Nimrod International Journal, among others. An alumnus of The University of Texas at Austin (B.A. English), Linge
graduates in May from The University of Texas at San Antonio (M.A. English) to pursue a Ph.D. in English & Creative
Writing at Florida State University.
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Book Reviews
Citizen: An American Lyric
by Claudia Rankine
Reviewed by Amalya Hyman

Race is a subject often approached with
caution, if at all. In postcolonial America,
the topic has become a reminder of our
infamous history, but in her most recent
collection of poetry, Citizen: An American Lyric, Claudia Rankine refutes the
idea that racial disparity is a thing of the
past. Her collection of prose poems portrays the subtle and not-so-subtle ways in
which our country has been shaped by,
and often still operates under, the influence of systemic racism and erasure. The
book first was published in 2014, but its topics of discussion remain relevant today and will continue to be so tomorrow. These
poems are untitled, and at times one work can be difficult to distinguish from the next. This stylistic choice seems intentional, as
it creates a sense of each new instance of injustice repeating itself
through history. To the reader it may appear that Rankine has lived
through all these events, but like an archivist, she has collected
disparate occurrences and eyewitness accounts from others, inserting herself only as a voice relaying a collective experience.
The text is punctuated by intertexts, photographs, and pieces of
art that contribute to motifs in the work, and the addition of this
visual material has quite an impact. A striking example of such
reinforcement is a well-known photo of a lynch mob with images of the hanged men removed from the photograph (91). This
visual speaks to the theme of erasure that saturates her poetry
and serves as a comment on our society’s desire to forget and
unmake the past. Rankine’s work calls for a repudiation of this
impulse. One poem calls out for people of color never to forget
that “You can’t put the past behind you. It’s buried in you; it’s
turned your flesh into its own cupboard” (63). This is not the exclusive perspective, though most of the poems center on historical and contemporary tensions that lie between Caucasian and
African American communities. If you happen to be from one of
these groups, Citizen is particularly resonant. Rankine reminds
the reader that “sometimes your historical selves, her white self
and your black self, or your white self and her black self, arrive
with the full force of your American positioning” (14). Lines like
these push readers into reflection, obliging them to engage with
the unique place in the American experience that they have inherited or embraced. This approach creates a broad contemplative
space that many may occupy, although some might look at the
cover and haphazardly assume that the audience is limited.
This conversation is made comfortable because one doesn’t
have to interact with the pages as one would with a human being. These poems shine a spotlight on the micro-aggressions that
people of color face, from street signs named after Jim Crow
(6) to episodes that include a “woman with multiple degrees
[who] says, ‘I didn’t know black women could get cancer’”
(45). Alongside visual imagery, intertexts further dramatize these
events, adding another layer to the reality that Rankine projects.
In a poem prefaced by “October 10, 2006 / World Cup,” she uses
quotes and lip-reading transcripts to frame the entire work, which
tells the story of Zinedine Zidane’s reaction to racist aggression
10
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on the soccer field; interspersed throughout the poem are still
frames from the actual match, the words of Zidane himself, the
words of his aggressor, and comments by a wide range of historical figures (120-129).
In her untitled poem addressing the cases of young black men
who have died as a result of police brutality, Rankine provides a
list of names: “In Memory of Jordan Russell Davis / In Memory
of Eric Garner / In Memory of John Crawford…” (134). In this
catalogue of casualties (the number listed varies in different copies of the book), the lines fade from black, to gray, to nothing,
symbolizing the probability that the list will continue to grow
and that erasure will continue to strip America’s memory of these
lost lives. Again she implores us to remember and acknowledge
the existence of erasure as a necessary step in combatting the
concept itself.
Though the subject matter in this collection is heavy, real,
and often uncomfortable, reading Citizen could benefit every
American. Rankine’s poems recognize and exemplify persistent
injustices in our society while lauding the perseverance of the
individuals who have endured them. These are poems with eyes.
In recognition of what they have seen, they resist the “furious
erasure” (142) that always has followed one step behind the actual affronts. Those who take up this book will find it easy to
read but hard to put down, and readers almost certainly will walk
away from this work having learned something about others and
about themselves.

A History of the Present Illness
by Louise Aronson
Reviewed by Eve Browning

“In medicine, the ‘history of the present
illness,’ or HPI, is the critical first portion
of the medical note that describes the onset, duration, character, context, and severity of the illness. Basically, it’s the story, and without it, you can’t understand
what’s going on with your patient” (257).
This collection of medical accounts,
written by a physician specializing in
geriatric care, presents a wide range of
doctor-patient narratives: from medical school through residency to career
change, burnout, and post-retirement house calls. Present illnesses include stroke, heart attack, diabetes and attendant neuropathy (requiring the amputation of a foot), psychosis, addiction,
dementia, traumatic injury (a boy falls from a cliff and is lightly
attended to by a physician-turned-dog-walker).
In “Giving Good Death,” a doctor who has been jailed
on suspicion of conducting an assisted suicide uses his
jail time to read the classics he’d not had time for outside: Middlemarch, Magic Mountain, the medical stories of William Carlos Williams and Anton Chekhov.
There are formal variations. In “Blurred Boundary Disorder,”
what presents itself as an academic-sounding letter to two editors
of the latest DSM is outshone by its hilarious and sad footnotes
which tell a story: in the process of describing her work, a psychiatrist who no longer practices seems to manifest this disorder
and delivers a scathing indictment of mental healthcare in our
time.

“Becoming a Doctor” consists of short anecdote-style sections,
each given the title of a classic feminist work, and gently points
up gender differences in medical school and residency experiences. Four friends, two male and two female, attend the same
lecture by a Great Luminary. They struggle to understand it. The
two women, walking home together, doubt their own intellectual
talent and ability. The two men dismiss the lecture as an “incomprehensible piece of shit” (73).
Each story is atmospheric, arresting in an individual way, and
unforgettable. Each character reveals and keeps back some secrets. Taken together, the stories shed warm light on “the faltering social experiment we call life” (148).
See our interview with the author of this book on p. 6. - ed.

The Door
by Magda Szabó, translated by Len Rix
Reviewed by Mo H Saidi

In her masterfully written novel The
Door, Magda Szabó introduces the main
character, Emerence, who embodies the
glum history of Hungary from the Aster
Revolution of 1918 to the post-WWII
Soviet Union takeover to the failed
1956 anti-Russian uprising. Szabó, an
award-winning author, describes an
unsettling bond between the two main
characters, one an ageless and illiterate
snow sweeper by the name of Emerence and the other a writer and lecturer
married to a physician: “A busy young
writer struggling to cope with domestic chores, hires Emerence
who is recommended by a friend. The housekeeper’s reputation
is one built on dependable efficiency, though she is something of
an oddity. Stubborn, foul-mouthed and with a flagrant disregard
for her employer’s opinions.” The author produces a gripping
scenario. The mythical depiction of Emerence becomes a main
focus of the novel, a means to draw the reader’s attention to the
brutality of life in Hungary and the effects of international crises
and repeated wars on the lives of its citizens. The depiction of
the communists, anarchists, liberals, and aristocrats in Eastern
European countries is illuminating.

Iron, Ardent
by Sheila Black

and frozen yards is weightless. / So is the breath of the three men
waiting / for the morning bus, their cupped hands, wet wool jackets.” While her poems frequently address the burdens of physical
disability and limitation, they are also messengers of hope and
optimism: “Above the breath of sky, / a light which descends
like cold coins on / eyes. I think of Babel writing that ‘no / iron
touches the heart like a period in exactly the right place.’” In
another poem, “Confessional Ballad,” she speaks of love that
never dies, stored in the vaults of memory. And as if the essence
of love is the longing, she writes: “The apples in / my bottom
drawer wrinkle, // give off a memory smell. I write you / postcards because they cause less pain, // produce no obligation to
reply.” Sheila Black’s Iron, Ardent is a courageous examination
of the human form and often its disfiguration, conveying both the
sorrow and glory that emerge when an individual consciousness
confronts physical, personal and emotional setbacks.

Exodus

Mo H Saidi
for Habib & Tibor
I am an alien: an Iranian-American fellow
Reading the list of Nobel laureates
In medicine and all, listening to Porgy and Bess
Billie Holiday and Sinatra in Tehran
Reading Hemingway’s The Old Man and the Sea
Walt Whitman and Frost
Inspired by the tales of explorers who paddled
The rough high seas, tall ships that survived
The storms, I, too, immigrated to America.
There, the world has changed
The winner of the Nobel Peace Prize
Is now confined in the tight veil
The people’s president is in a locked stall
Women are blinded in the daylight.
Here, I found the voice of Rumi on the Boulevard
The Persian Salesman captures an Oscar
As in Ancient Persia, I am free
To worship God, nature, or none
Visit Harvard, climb the mountain
At an old age—I am an Iranian-American
Fellow who was born in Persia
For better or worse, I am here to stay.

Reviewed by Mo H Saidi
In Iron, Ardent, Sheila Black speaks of
an individual confined in an iron brace
who breaks free from her cage and in the
freedom of her imagination climbs a tree
and sings: “The birds kept chattering and
I, confined, split off from myself and rose
up / to join them in the trees while / below the iron man rocked himself to sleep.”
In another poem, “We’re All Optimists
Here,” she speaks of the lightness of life,
of men waiting for the morning bus: “The
light that shines over the damp / rooftops

Dancing around the Maypole
2004 New York Renaissance Faire
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New Tapestry Adorns Bexar County
Detention Center
Lou Taylor

On December 14, 2016, an unlikely group gathered at the Chapel in the Annex of the Bexar County Detention Center to bless
a tapestry that is the result of collaboration and years of loving
work. Groups involved are Chrysalis Ministries—a ministry of
the Roman Catholic Archdiocese of San Antonio, Voices de la
Luna, Threads of Blessing—a ministry of the Episcopal Diocese
of West Texas, the Bexar County Sheriff’s Office, and special
guests—39 women who are incarcerated at Bexar County Detention Center.
The story of how the tapestry came to be is an account of good
people working together to bring beauty and hope to a dark place.
The idea was the brainchild of Sister Ellen Redman, DC, who has
since retired as Roman Catholic chaplain of the annex at Bexar
County Detention Center. She had long had a vision of bringing
something of beauty to the room’s gray walls and grim atmosphere. The women who attend classes and worship services in
the chapel are incarcerated for various reasons and terms. The
chapel has always served as a place of hope, but it lacked anything that would identify it as a place of beauty and transformation.
Dreaming out loud one day, Sister Ellen asked a group of volunteers if they knew of anyone who would be willing to make a
beautiful wall hanging to adorn a wall of the chapel. This volunteer group, led by former Voices de la Luna board member Maripat Munley, has conducted an art and prayer workshop in the
chapel for over ten years. I became involved with this project as
a result of my work with Voices de la Luna, but in a former life I
worked for the Episcopal Diocese of West Texas, where I became
familiar with the work of Threads of Blessing.
Threads of Blessing consists of a group of women who have
turned their love of art and sewing into a worldwide ministry
that trains women in Uganda, Mexico, Honduras, Kurdistan,
and Haiti to design and create hand-sewn tapestries and other
decorative items which they sell to support their families. Artist
Brenda Kingery designs tapestries that are completed by Threads
of Blessing and sold to support this worldwide ministry.
There was no money for this project, so Helen Schnelzer, a
long-time member of Threads of Blessing, found a donor to underwrite the endeavor. The design was soon in place, and the
members of Threads of Blessing went to work. It was a slow
process because every inch is hand-sewn appliqué. The design
depicts the beauty of creation, with colorful birds, butterflies, and
plants attesting the Creator’s love.
When the tapestry was finished, a date was set for the blessing,
and everyone involved in the project was invited to a ceremony
at the Bexar County Detention Center Chapel. It was a great joy
to see Sister Ellen’s dream come true. Sister Teresa Carter, CSV,
the present Roman Catholic chaplain; Bishop Gary Lillibridge
of the Episcopal Diocese of West Texas; Louis Quinones, Jr.,
Deputy Chief of Bexar County Sheriff’s Office; and Aida Negron, Assistant Jail Administrator, participated in the short prayer
service, along with those members of Threads of Blessing who
had created the tapestry. The proceedings ended with the singing
of “Oh Come, Oh Come Emmanuel.”
The incarcerated women attending were told that each stitch
represented love for them, and they were reminded that the tap12
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estry would serve as a sign that they are loved and valued by God
and by their communities. One of the women commented that the
tapestry seemed to come alive with the vibrant colors and layers
of intricate needlework.
This undertaking is an example of Voices de la Luna’s service
to the community through poetry, the arts, and collaboration as it
lives up to its mission of using poetry and the arts for both educational and healing purposes.

Community Outreach Efforts
Voices de la Luna is committed to making a positive difference
in the San Antonio community through poetry and art therapy
sessions, writing workshops, youth poetry contests, poetry readings, and more. The Bexar County Detention Center tapestry
pictured above is just one of several outreach efforts in which
Voices editors, board members, and volunteers have worked in
the community over the past quarter. During that time, we had
at least 15 volunteers who worked with at least 169 participants
at various events. For examples of this outreach, see pp. 14–15,
26–29, and 30.

Art and Culture in the City

www.samuseum.org

McNay Art Museum
www.mcnayart.org

Monet to Matisse: A Century of French Moderns
March 1 – June 4, 2017
Monet to Matisse showcases sixty-five works of art from the
Brooklyn Museum’s renowned European collection. This selection privileges France as the artistic center of international
Modernism from the mid-nineteenth to mid-twentieth centuries.
Ranging widely in scale, subject matter, and style, these paintings, drawings, and sculptures were intended for public display
and for private collections and were produced by the era’s leading artists, those born in France as well as those who studied and
showed there. They include Pierre Bonnard, Gustave Caillebotte,
Paul Cézanne, Marc Chagall, Camille Corot, Gustave Courbet,
Edgar Degas, Jean-Léon Gérôme, Fernand Léger, Édouard Manet, Henri Matisse, Jean-François Millet, Claude Monet, Berthe
Morisot, Gabriele Münter, Odilon Redon, Pierre-Auguste Renoir,
Auguste Rodin, Yves Tanguy, and Édouard Vuillard.
The works in the exhibition exemplify the avant-garde movements that defined modern art in the nineteenth and twentieth
centuries, tracing a shift from capturing the visual to evoking the
idea, from an emphasis on naturalism to the rise of abstraction.
The exhibition explores the themes of portraiture, landscape,
and still life, providing an opportunity for a multi-dimensional
and flexible installation. Monet to Matisse: A Century of French
Moderns is accompanied by an illustrated catalogue, co-authored
by Rich Aste and Lisa Small, the exhibition’s organizers from the
Brooklyn Museum. The catalogue includes an introductory essay
(with a general overview of the exhibition and relevant social and
artistic histories), brief thematic essays, and short interpretive entries on individual works of art.

Rising Tide
Claude Monet

Heaven and Hell: Salvation and Retribution
in Pure Land Buddhism
June 16 – September 10, 2017
Heaven and Hell: Salvation and Retribution in Pure Land
Buddhism will bring together approximately 75 paintings, sculptures, and works of decorative art to survey the artistic expressions of the Pure Land faith. Pure Land Buddhism is based on
belief in Amitabha, the Buddha of the Western Paradise (pictured
to the left), who promises
salvation in his heavenly
paradise after death to all
those who will simply call
upon his name. The appeal of easy salvation made
faith in Amitabhha one of
the most popular forms
of Buddhism throughout
Asia, where it inspired the
development of beautiful
and diverse works of art.
To introduce the subject,
the exhibition will include
a selection of works from
the continent of Asia—
such as the Gandhara region of India, Southeast Asia, China, Tibet, and Korea—which show the endurance of Pure Land motifs
across continents for a thousand years. The majority of the show
will be focused on Japanese works of art that illustrate Amitabha’s descent to earth from his heaven to greet a dying soul, scenes
of hell, and the numerous divine beings that are put on earth to
guide the faithful and assist those who have fallen into hell escape that terrible fate.

The Torch of Friendship in Downtown San Antonio
Corey Leopold - http://www.flickr.com/photos/cleopold73/3108947437/org/w/index.php?curid=8330954
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Youth Poetry
Fear Femininity
Sarah Tijerina

There were two things my mother never let me leave the house
without doing:
—fixing my eyebrows
—and pulling down my skirt.
To this day, I don’t know what stung more:
The friction of her salivating finger, continuing to chafe my
brows,
or the pounding guilt in my heart,
for worrying my mother once again.
And quickly I began to realize I was not the only one flinching.
Growing up, I always thought being a girl meant looking at myself as possessing value.
The human body was currency,
but this was no market anyone wanted to participate in,
and it’s a woman’s responsibility to
hold her purse close,
lock the doors before putting your seatbelt on,
stop looking around so much, you’re drawing attention to yourself,
why are you walking on the outside of the sidewalk? Come here.
Let me convert this to American currency—
Don’t get raped.
The scary thing about rape culture in developed countries
is the synonymity we give it with common conversation.
I call it “rape talk,”
and it’s just like “YOLO” or “HYFR,”
but far more overused and outdated,
and of course, cringy when adults use it.
When does the trend end, though?
And how far have we let it go on when our own
presidential candidates promote “grabbing her by the pussy”?
How long until this ridiculous slang becomes legislated?
A boy once told me that rape culture doesn’t exist
because EVERYONE knows rape is wrong.
I look back and wonder why I ever let a boy make me think rape
was up for debate?
I have a habit of doing that,
looking back and wishing I were more prepared for these battles,
wish my tongue were more sharp,
my glare more threatening,
my head not pounding as hard with painful narrative.
I only knew how to hide my hips,
shut my lips,
but say thank you,
don’t antagonize,
better to be kind and alive than rude and in the back of a car.
And I don’t blame our mothers for suiting us up for this war
against femininity,
I just question why, all the while,
they were loading our brothers up with weaponry.
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This fight is inevitable.
My father once said that hesitation on the battleground is the biggest mistake you can make,
so go ahead and charge.
This pussy grabs back.

Yellow

Lilith Tijerina
The color didn’t favor
My muddy skin.
Didn’t hug it,
Or caress it,
Love it,
Like it loved
My best friends’ sleeves.
But the sun loved me.
He did.
He followed me everywhere
Even with my rejections and denials—
Blanketing my skin with SPF,
He still loved me.
And I embraced it.
He never showed my friends that love.
Summer
Was black.
Black sweaters black jeans
Was my way of avoiding him
But swim days were his favorite
And he engulfed me with his rays
Enough for my friends to say
“There’s NO way you could get darker.”
The sun could not love me anymore
When I made myself black and invisible
So he left me with sweat and regret
But I allowed him.
No one should see
This muddy skin.
I don’t blame only him.
This skin of dirt
Was the result of
A beautiful dark man
And a beautiful woman
With once skin of ebony.
Now yellow.
I could never fit into
The word
Beautiful.
Like how
I could never fit into
Blue contacts
Or a yellow wig
Or the color yellow.

But being 13 years old
Meant yellow.
Lemons were my favorite fruit.
Not for tea,
Or lemonade,
Or tacos.
But for soaking cotton balls with their sour juice,
And rubbing hard on my skin.
Because I heard the acid
Could make
Mexican disappear.
I wanted to wear
Yellow,
Without my leather skin in contrast.
I wanted to think
Yellow,
Without worrying if people thought I was my mother’s daughter.
I wanted to be
Yellow,
No questions, the benefit of the doubt.
The next step,
The next level,
The next
Class.

The blurred urgency
Of a pale verse rises slowly at first
Then persists as a lingering melody
Fine reveries, fleeting seasons
Bear fruitful portraits as inconstant as the shade
As inconstant as the light it quells
My intentions are wrought
Misshapen yet vivid

Confessions of a Mender of Broken Snails (Or,
On Lies I Told My Children Hoping to Teach Life
Lessons)
Dexter E. Gilford

I have wanted so much to tell you that the
snails you crushed beneath your feet were
not mine.
I have wanted so much to confess to you
that I didn’t gather the shattered pieces of their
backs and set them free while you
Slept. I also did not give back to the wasp that
stung you the stinger I removed from your arm;
you insisted I do so, when I told you that it must
Soon die now without it.
But that you asked me to give the wasp back its
stinger, the snail its back intact, has given to my
duplicity some safety—purpose that lets live together
Lies with hope. Now for the rest:
Over the years, my tales have grown more elaborate
and impossible, so much so that there are few now
who will listen long.

Still Life with Lemons on a Plate
Vincent Van Gogh

Select Poems
Prelude

Rita L. Ortiz
Ink blot by ink blot
My intentions are wrought
Formed by a growl, a sigh
I am a child again
Stirred and quelled
By the lyric and horn
Playing the song of memory, a heart split in two
A bard’s spirit, now three decades true
My fist now clenched
Leading a blind pursuit
Dragging my shadow towards conviction
Ink blot by ink blot
My intentions are wrought
What am I but made of dreams

Sometimes, I watch them swirl about me, like a
leaf storm forming on my porch. Over the years
I’ve confused the reasons I gave you with the
Reasons I gave myself because they were so often
not the same. And what I’m left with are
Intact fictions, linear and untrue, while things like
context and “reasons” lay scattered around me,
covering the ground so that I can’t see my feet.

Party

Laurence Musgrove
Today is the birthday of Spring
Though I wonder if she celebrates
It how she used to when she was
A little girl and all the other seasons
Would come over and her parents
Would put all that effort into presents
And her grandmother made a cake,
But now she can hardly remember
How old she is when asked by the Sun
And Moon and Earth and Sky when
They stop by and bring her flowers.
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Good Fortune

soba, the maasai say

Gretchen Rose

Raina J. León

stick corral sees six hands shaking

The wind quickens,
and we awake with a start
to a barrage of projectiles
exploding
overhead.

circles of knowing
the path this way was red dust cut
less grass cover by truck

Rudely snatched from
dreams,
minds scramble
to make sense of
this phenomenon.

herd trample and silence cut by neck bells
slosh of water in carried pails
we enter the banda
packed light tight by dried cow dung
Jason compliments the making
how strong sturdy and the cancer carved woman nods

INCOMING!

spark and blow tinder
eyes flame

“Friendly fire,”
you murmur,
still lost,
between two worlds.

we sit and her sister warms chai
Jason whispers don’t worry it’s been boiled many times
i am reminded that i should have worried at warmth in my hands
tin cups rinsed in silt water
i lap up the nurturing fullness signs
know this milk brew fresh 		
dry glade gift		

the cows we passed

in leaving i learn ashe aleng
and other words i’ve forgotten

Warmer Days

Ernest Hernandez
I see the boy with a tattered jacket
Worn a year and three years before
That didn’t come from his father’s sweat
Or his mother’s love
But a stranger’s outdated leftovers
A stranger father that he will never know
Worn just right so the wind
Slips over the tear
And the inches too short don’t reveal much
But the fact that poverty is more chronic
Than his sniffles and his scratchy throat
He wears this jacket even in spring
It never leaves him
Neither does the cold memory of doing without
It doesn’t keep him any warmer
Than the days that bring sunshine but still no opportunity
Still no full belly
No morsels of hope
No bites of enough
No delicacies of destiny.
16
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Languorously,
you wrap an arm
around me,
and sigh,
eager to return
to that other place.
And, as you leave me,
I think how fortunate
we are…
to inhabit a land
where the worst we fear
falling from the sky
are pecan missiles
raining from trees…
No unfriendly fire.
Only pecans.

Echo

Sanjeev Sethi
My windowpane was smudged in pluralistic strokes.
In its arc I saw errors making it awkward to take
it in toto. But my lips wore no gloss. I never
flaunted a mohawk. There weren’t any straplines
announcing an inner trial. There was no fanfare
following my entourage. In reality there was only
me skidding on the aisle of urgencies. Silently
I hid, sometimes even from myself—still in my
circadian assessments I never spotted any cracks.
Enough of abying. The onfall of ingathering has
intenerated my will, it needs to be revitalized.

Chaunchie

Carolyn T. Johnson
my sentimental word for Tex-Mex,
spicy, salty, savory
all wrapped in a homemade
brown-spotted corn tortilla
that melts in your mouth
leaves you craving more
makes you marry a Texas boy
because he puts picante sauce
on his eggs

Jesus Nails

Patricia Keoughan
Shine me on to glory
Flame me up to god knows where
Float me off on cotton clouds
Take me neither here nor there
Bind me up in sterile gauze
Bundle me in grandma’s quilt
Flash me on a lightning bolt
Lead me forth in still revolt
Ship me down the river
Stow me in the hold
Bind me in the shackles
Take me to be sold
Bow me down with curses
Fold me up with blows
Bang me through the fields
Where white money grows
Dress me up in cotton skirts
Stand me over lady’s poo
Bend me down to floors of tile
Where black skin bleeds for you
Scream me deaf with natal screams
Run me, fetch me all you need
Nurse your baby at my breast
The one you could not feed
Pin me down with Jesus nails
Facedown below your cross
Load me up with proxy guilt
Fling me forth as dross
Blaze me up before you now
Flaunt my body bold and black
Parade my pride and honor
That train has brought me back
Shine me on to glory
Shout me up to light
Sing me on to justice
Dance me through this fight

Flood me up with mercy
Drift me out to peace
Drown all in human kindness
Release, release, release

To Anne (Sexton)
Jules Gates

I remember those wide open clam shell aqua eyes
Those bulging oyster lips
With a cig always dangling
That long eel frame standing incredibly upright
Angled brutally by the brittle bones of
A form imposed on you by God or evolution
And how you used your Medusa trance to transfix, transmute,
and transcend
What you were and didn’t want to be
And us.
You started out real, but got star-struck, and lost your luster.
I have a score to settle with you, young lady artist.
I’ll match my 3 off-it attempts to yours—and have outlived you
by a year.
In the smog haze of your garage, you gassed away
The blood, the motherhood, the menopause, the rip of a mother
lost,
The fight for your voice, independence, the orgasm, the honest
depth of
Darkness, retreat, rebellion, and rebound.
You became a beautiful corpse, blue, brittle, opaque, stenched
and stagnant,
Beyond control of your own legacy
And then just a thing
Even smaller than the nothing you already thought you were.
You were reduced to dust—“a tragic beauty,” not so much.
You’ve become a cliché, a meme, a joking thesis for kamikaze
women.
You forfeited your words and dumped all the rest
Of the pretty ones you had in your head
When you drifted off into selfish black.
Meaningless words.
Meaningless life.
You allowed death to seduce you, bed you, possess you, and take
you.
Really? Were you that naïve?
What happened to your sophistication? Your rage? Your drive?
You were too easy a lay.
Sylvia was not a permission slip.
She was someone you tried to save.
She was not an excuse. She was not you.
You couldn’t reach her—
Or you
And you ceased and desisted, before your time
—and you know that damn well, you vixen… .
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The Honey Lady

Elizabeth Lovett Colledge
For forty years the honey lady sold
pure, unfiltered wildflower honey
at her roadside stand. When the sun
dropped low in the afternoon, the jars
glowed with a golden brown light.
Her skin was tanned as worn leather,
her face pocked like the honey combs
in each jar. Her laugh was smooth and
silky as the honey itself, her smile
like the sun reflecting through the jars.
Some Sundays we made the long drive
to the honey stand, past satsuma groves,
horse farms, and fields of wild clover.
The summer air seemed to vibrate
with the hum of bees and the heat.
One day she simply wasn’t there.
The old glass mason jars disappeared.
The stand remained a few more years,
boards gradually decaying and then
collapsing. People took off pieces
of wood from time to time. Before
long, no one would have guessed
there had once been such a
resplendent hoard of gold
on the curve of an old dirt road.

Scented Roses
James Piatt

I became fearful as I watched the
hours slip away inside shattered
clocks. The enigmatic shadows of
the vanishing past intruded into my
memories, as the countless hours
hidden inside obscurity ticked away
so quickly:

In a Tangier Marketplace
John Grey

Dust and people crushed
so close,
I wear their smells,
and cry the tears
of their bawling children—
crated chickens
squabble and peck,
ducks hang by the neck,
and trinkets
are thrust under my nose
accompanied by the hands
of beggars—
I dodge a taxi,
the smell of day-old fish,
and a stray three-legged dog.
while admiring the wares
of the rug dealers
and hardwood chests
shimmering in the
afternoon sun—
eels and dolls,
Berbers and tourists,
sweat and leather,
djellaba and fez,
mizwid and nafir.
the bustle is incessant,
each noise picks up
before the last one ends—
I could get lost in something
I’ve never been lost in
before—
foreign words and phrases

The unconscious journey of life ends
in the scarlet seconds of wordless
flight, but time continues forever.
When the ocean’s waves of
ephemeral moments pass over my
grave of earth and wood, and my
lifeless flesh remembers not, time
still exists for those with future
dreams and golden possibilities.
As countless seasons come and go,
and the green grass turns brown, and
green again, and precious hours have
long departed this life of mine, as
luminescent clouds wander freely
over my cement tombstone, I will be
visited by someone I loved and still
loves me, and scented roses will be
placed on my grave.
18
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The Souk
José Navarro Llorens

Humanities
Lyman Grant

For some time I assumed I was changing
the world, a young man in his own classroom
planting seeds of wonder in neglected
gardens of middle-class kids. Now we are
told forty-two percent of college
graduates never read another book.
Teaching literature is a little
like training dogs. You point toward the truth;
they stare at your extended hand, panting,
expecting treats, believing that wisdom
is something they have the nose to sniff for.
With patience, you can teach some to perform
the tricks you were taught. Soon enough we have
circus acts we call universities.
I don’t mean to be so nasty, but I
could have done something better with my life.
In traffic today I watched a couple
not talk. Her finger flipped the screen of her
cell, quickly and repeatedly, the way
someone long ago perused beloved books,
scratching for the half-buried memory.
He stared at brake lights and obeyed the law.

The Way That Lovers Use
Rupert Brooke

The way that lovers use is this;
They bow, catch hands, with never a word,
And their lips meet, and they do kiss,
—So I have heard.
They queerly find some healing so,
And strange attainment in the touch;
There is a secret lovers know,
—I have read as much.
And theirs no longer joy nor smart,
Changing or ending, night or day;
But mouth to mouth, and heart on heart,
—So lovers say.

Landscaping My Literary Lawn
Bonnie Kennedy

I will plant sonnet bushes
Both English and Italian
Along the front of the house,
All manicured and evenly spaced,
On both sides of the door,
And on either side of the walk
Will be alternating purple haikus
And yellow cinquains, for they
Are short, neat, and pretty
And won’t grow out of their borders.
And I think I should like
A song tree or two for shade,
Where birds can gather
To nourish themselves on lyrics,
And practice their craft.
The whole backyard will be a garden
With six rows of sestina
And three of terza rima,
And on the patio, all around
Repeating pots of villanelle.
I’ll have a bed of nursery rhymes
Circling the swing set,
And limerick vines and riddling ivy,
Their puns in bloom,
Can climb the fence.
A blanket of green pastorals and blue idylls
Will make it feel like a country picnic,
And in one corner, I will let
Blank and free verse
Just grow wild!
At the back, I’ll plant a stand of odes,
Some epic, some Pindaric,
And underneath, a ground cover
Of elegy and epitaph,
In memory of the poets gone before.

Waking

Carole Mertz
There is a stretched space
between the thinking pillow
and tiny tufts of pure thought. Though
not knowing, it shrinks from itself, and lies
awhile inert. It turns in its bed of thought
and, touching first light, throws itself
toward a peeping sunrise, vowing: I will
yield. Shrunken now the space
between there and here, between
yesterday and today.
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Poemas Internacionales
Auf unserer letzten Reise

Hejo Müller
Für eine Kleiderverkäuferin in Kaiserslautern

International Poems
On Our Last Journey

Hejo Müller / translated by James Brandenburg
For a clothing saleslady in Kaiserslautern

Jeder von uns
weiß es sehr wohl:

Each one of us
knows very well:

Wir werden nichts
ABER AUCH GAR NICHTS
mitnehmen können
auf diese letze Reise

On this last journey
we can take
nothing with us
nothing whatsoever

Es bleibt alles zurück.

Everything remains behind.

Wir werden nur
bekleidet sein
mit unseren Zärtlichkeiten.

We are solely
wrapped
in our tenderness.

Es gibt keine
schöneren Kleider.

There is no clothing
more beautiful.

Rimas del Libro de los Gorriones XXIV
Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer

Rhymes from the Book of Sparrows XXIV

Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer / translated by James R. Adair

Dos rojas lenguas de fuego
que a un mismo tronco enlazadas,
se aproximan, y al besarse
forman una sola llama;

Two crimson tongues of fire
lapping around the same trunk,
approach each other, and as they kiss
form a single flame;

dos notas que del laúd
a un tiempo la mano arranca,
y en el espacio se encuentran
y armoniosas se abrazan;

two notes on strings
plucked together by a lutenist’s hand,
meet in the air,
and embrace in harmony;

dos olas que vienen juntas
a morir sobre una playa,
y que al romper se coronan
con un penacho de plata;

two waves that come together
to crash upon a beach,
upon breaking crown themselves
with a silver wreath;

dos jirones de vapor
que del lago se levantan,
y al juntarse allí en el cielo
forman una nube blanca;

two plumes of mist
rising from a lake,
merging in the sky
form a white cloud;

dos ideas que al par brotan,
dos besos que a un tiempo estallan,
dos ecos que se confunden…,
eso son nuestras dos almas.

two ideas that spring forth simultaneously,
two kisses that explode at the same time,
two echoes that mingle together…,
those are our two souls.

Detail from Presentation of Jesus in the Temple
Vittore Carpaccio
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Editors’ Poems
Letters

Octavio Quintanilla
It’s okay to dip your bread in milk,
make it soft for your toothless gums
as you listen for the mailman’s footsteps
to bring a handful
of news from the son
you haven’t seen in more than a year.
See how the afternoon sits on a bench
and looks at your sleepless house.
Hundreds of miles away, the Rio Grande overflows
and doesn’t care if you live or die.
So make tortillas, or give yourself to decay,
throw yourself into the knife, a longing
that cuts the minutes
into tiny eternities.
The next time you thirst,
drink his whispers.
Previously published in Arcadia

How to Stop War
Carol Coffee Reposa

Put Yo Yo Ma in every doorway,
Pavarotti at each checkpoint
Perlman on the road to Kosovo
Or in Rwanda’s thick green hills.
Let the hands of Artur Rubinstein
Float slowly over Belfast
Have Marsalis
Shoot cadenzas into Gaza.
When they fill the bores
Of AK 47s
With scores of Brandenburg concertos,
When we arm the Stealths with Mozart
No one will hear the voices
Calling them to blood. Remastered,
They will find their families
Building ballads in the streets,
See them tuning old guitars
Inside their tents,
Chords shimmering
In Kabul’s radiant dust

Permission to Cry
Gerard S. Robledo

My partner asked me, “What age
do you think your daughter will be
when she won’t cry anymore?”
When her emotional reaction won’t be so intense?
Probably when someone tells her it’s wrong
to be seven years old and still cry; that she can’t
be strong and emotional because the flood released
from behind her eyelids can’t carry away the silt of life.
Maybe she’ll learn that it’s okay to cry, but just alone,
and use it as a brace to prop her teeth up against her lips
to let the pain stand on emotions throughout life.
Or maybe I’ll just keep reminding her it’s okay
to cry when she stubs her toe against the cinder blocks
keeping her bed level; when the grandfather she sees once
every six months dies and she’s told in passing;
when her mother fails to call her again
that one night a week; when she is seven, thirteen, or twenty-six
and something breaks her heart: the candy dropped in dirt,
the unrequited love who leaves with her friend
from the dance, the inconsistency between her accent
and the lighter shade of her skin confusing ignorant people.
I’ll keep placing her cheeks against the wide warm flesh
covering my sternum, salty streams will continue
to mat my hair that pillows her chin. I’ll keep the words,
Do you need to cry? and Let it all out, on the coffee table—accessible
in the moments when she is so close to the ground. I’ll continue
to pull the painful whispers of wood from her hands, replacing
them with besitos,
the warmth of my breath, and the incantation my grandmother
gifted me:
sana sana colita de rana… Hopefully she’ll always cry
when she needs to, and I’ll be happy to watch her release
anything she’s holding behind her heart.

Rising
Past
The minefields
Into melodies.
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Renaissance Man
Joan Strauch Seifert

Does a dalliance ever come to good?
A moment’s bliss a trade for years of disregard?
Never, logic claims. But what of logic?
How could they know the favor to their globe?
A wandering boy was called da Vinci
after his small village, because he needed naming
and none named him.
Inspired dreams demanded time to plan.
Later, where dreams came from, no one asked;
they were content to let blood be blood—
mixed, uncertain, into a brilliance.
Native sons plowed fields, mended harness leather,
harvested squash and turnips,
drove silent cattle home to quiet stalls.
And Leonardo pondered—ingenious, alone.
Machines that fly, bold lofty lifting cranes,
gears, engines, catapults, pendulums.
And paintings—and such paintings, soul of art!
The cryptic lady, and the Holy Supper, everlasting.
He was an extraordinary mishap,
as out-of-season flowers grow unbidden,
as angel-songs, unwelcome at first singing.
As will of God, not understood, then spoken.

Select Poems
Spring Song

Lucy Maud Montgomery
Hark, I hear a robin calling!
List, the wind is from the south!
And the orchard-bloom is falling
Sweet as kisses on the mouth.
In the dreamy vale of beeches
Fair and faint is woven mist,
And the river’s orient reaches
Are the palest amethyst.
Every limpid brook is singing
Of the lure of April days;
Every piney glen is ringing
With the maddest roundelays.
Come and let us seek together
Springtime lore of daffodils,
Giving to the golden weather
Greeting on the sun-warm hills.
Ours shall be the moonrise stealing
Through the birches ivory-white;
Ours shall be the mystic healing
Of the velvet-footed night.
Ours shall be the gypsy winding
Of the path with violets blue,
Ours at last the wizard finding
Of the land where dreams come true.

December

Andrea Kraus-Lozano
You always tell me
my coffee is too sweet
You say
I use too much sugar
and too much cream
But today
I wake up to the smell of coffee
in a little white cup
You hand it to me and whisper
“good morning”
You ask me if I like it
and smile when I say yes
You say
“I love making you coffee.
I’m happy I got it right.”
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Ode to Coconut
Courtney Craig

As a young lad your rock-hard husk is
filled with water so sweet and inside
meat still a soft white premature mush but
in due time you’ll abandon that immature
green hue, turning tree-trunk brown and
tumbling to the ground. Divine tropical
fruit! You need not fear this inevitable
fall-your shell will protect those
precious insides. Reaching full maturity,
you’ll become so much wiser than
the other fruits, carrying ounces of
life-sustaining milk. The apple, banana,
and grape are forced to bow in
recognition, for you are not just
a simple dry nut by definition.

How We Move
Lupe Méndez

pins piercing sewing cushions,
seeds that perch
fruit that picks itself
sweat beads in puddles
applause
eyes on a page in early morn,
clovers thrust in concrete,
a pulse of lightning in sand,
glass stained by the sun,
iron filings following magnetic fields,
a cajón,
a grito,
a bolero a la media noche,
shoes determined, uphill,
a door held open,
monarcas fluttering in summer
night slinking across fachadas,
pencils on paper,
embers catching forests on
fire in fields dancing orange
winter on a malecón
chilled prayers in
whispers in an apology
echoes
the quiet of a thousand vigils
tunnels to the other side
lookouts across border walls
whiskey down a throat—heart
burn after breaking bread together
in a glow of candles warm
all over the body, fevers chill,
a whirlwind in the eye sockets,
the DJ in the middle of a crossfade
pores in the strongest bones
a vision,
a dream we keep forgetting
hail catching leaves,
a wish for you to not catch these hands
a Friday night after weeks of work,
wire transfers that provide food
a check in the bank (about to) rupt
youth in April
old in September
a million interconnected howls,
the air out of one last good tire,
a scream,
a shout of you in my ear,
fingers slowly combing hair,
white canas speckled in black competes,
unbound books breathing when once banned
hustled poem books sold in parking lots,
letters sought after—gold
elders telling gargled stories
flood lights on miles of road
meteors skipping atmosphere
sparks from jumper cables,
all four chambers when they skip a beat

all the tribes on a Standing Rock,
all the houses burning at nightfall
old brown and black planets, finally seen
a repeated line
a repeated line
a repeated line
a single no
breathing in unison
together, mis compañeros, together,
fists in a march towards a light.

Apocalypse

Rodney Gomez
for Francesca
What happened to all the pachucos?
In a photo of my father at twenty-two
he sits in a jail cell, one hand
a mace, the other around the neck
of Oso Negro. His knuckle tattoos blaring:
A-M-O-R & L-O-V-E.
In this backwoods excuse for a pueblo
chola pinups scrape virgins
from their arms, fold their bandanas
into limp bougainvilleas.
Miles of sidewalk bogged down
by trampled petals & mascara.
When mass lets out people rush
the hurricane evacuation route
because they’ve heard how the pretense of faith
has tossed away its guns.
The loser of the Frida Kahlo
lookalike contest has her heart replaced
by an open spondylus, staggers home
to peel labels from tequila. One by one,
she burns rinds in a clamshell.
Tonight, we will drive the demons out
of Flower Mound & Harlingen. Everyone
will speak sausage Spanish if they speak
Spanish at all. The pachucas will return,
my father will unfurl his wrinkled hands,
show us photos from Hollister
when he used to be white,
before the fields turned him brown,
before the supposed apocalypse.
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Stage Fright among Bunkmates
Paula Starche

Six weeks before my reading
awareness shifts
to a light sprinkling of dread,
a few grains of sand on a hot dog at the beach.
Two weeks later, I sit myself down
and print copies of a couple
I have read in public,
to avert the sinking surety

Or the quieter stories about cancer
caught in time, tales of rescue
or even joy—
or the survival of stage fright?
A week passes and
the reading creeps closer.
I choose a black and teal dress
and promise to practice

that I will bomb. I fill a binder
with their brothers and sisters—though

every day, but timer by my side,
the story sounds boring and pointless.
I berate myself for having the
blasted human psyche to fret

siblings are not my definition of accord
after the severing for
no reasonable reason of two relationships
this year, it seems that we

over a twenty-minute reading
of two pieces I have read before. Only
a weak-fragile-needy ego would
care about the outcome.

have a special power to excoriate each
other I thought reserved for divorcing
couples or parents and children—it’s
the pointlessness

And I’m not, really, it’s just in the background
like the feud among my brothers, so
many untold stories—
anticipation high in my chest.

that makes it all the more poignant.
As if we war buddies needed
any more wounds.

In my car en route to the conference
I wonder what about driving to San Angelo
and spending two days in a conference
to read for twenty minutes

It’s as if you attacked your
bunkmate or the boy who carried
you out of the jungle.
I use a chair back as a podium
and make myself
read and reread these two pieces,
checking prior enunciation
marks and where I put an S
for reading slowly or did it mean
softly? For where my son tumbles off
the boat or Roy from the horse,
into the floodwaters,
not yet recognizing that near-death
by drowning is a common theme,
based on actual events,
and I’m afraid of
using up the stories in my life
before I’m through being a writer,
since a recent workshop instructor
said everyone has three good stories.
Would those be my abduction,
Mother’s slicing suicide attempt (her throat)?
My gut tells me I have wandered into a different
poem and to reverse rapidly.
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makes any sense, when
I don’t have any books to sell
and probably won’t ever have
any books to sell?
No more divergence, I really will get back to the topic
of stage fright, because I am walking up
on the stage, as I realized would eventually
happen, and I meet
the trembling fellow writer who will
follow me—and she is clammy
with the terror of reading, while I’m
in the calm of the storm
thanks to a frantic morning text
to my voice teacher who suggested
a TED talk by Elizabeth Gilbert,
who says we should never have let go
of the notion that creative expression
uses us as conduits,
making both success and failure
of limited culpability for the
individual—

and to a lion I colored with its teeth
bloody from devouring my fear and
feelings of inadequacy. And I see
from her vulnerability
that we are all in this together,
so I say do you want to go first?
She is grateful and our fingers touch
in a small quiet prayer
to the muse—and then she went over a minute
on her reading time,
but so did I, and we were great!
We were bunkmates,

Of the train,
Trite though it is.
That tinkling of the chimes,
Tuneless in the wind.
That scratching on the window
To. Get. Out.
Or all of these.
We stand on holy ground
Wherever we place our feet.
I wrote this poem for you
Whoever you are becoming.

the world supplying us,
as it does,
with new brothers and sisters all the time.

I Wrote This Poem for You
Carolyn Chatham

I wrote this poem for you
Who search your pockets for relics
But find lint and thread.
Who scan the sky for signs.
What is this life about for you,
For me,
Who stand on holy ground
But do not know it?
What is this life about
But dread of losing or missing
What’s important?
White fingers gripping…
The best wines always lay
By crumbling walls.
The branch on the pane is always
Frozen.
I could have been bones,
Strange wind chimes rattling,
Or that branch, scratching.
I was looking for T.S. at the venues
And coffee shops.
My first love looked like Allen Ginsberg,
Black frame glasses
Bony face.
He wrote like Ferlinghetti, poems
Howling to be let out.
But I’d been looking for T.S.
Long time looking.
Lots of rolled up trousers and
Teaspoons, predictably.
One, two, three
Milestones, lessons?
How did I tell my daughter
Why I left her father?
Because he was the one he was
And I was the one becoming.
It could have been the whistle

Dissolution of Memory
Lyn Belisle

At the PTA Carnival
Tom Keene

She dances
near the deejay’s amplifiers,
on elementary school blacktop.
Eyes closed,
her hands
slide in sync
with legs and torso;
lips make silent words;
hair does counter point with hips.
All partners in a poem.
She draws a circle of eyes.
We know we watch a private thing.
Like a prayer, a kiss.
The music ends,
she stops.
We applaud. She opens her eyes.
Surprised.
But the music begins again.
She is gone into sacred space.
Body/music/self are one.
What demons wait to corrupt this innocence?
What angels plot celebration?
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Poetry Therapy
Some authors use poetry to deal with heroin/alcohol addiction, death,
abandonment, and sexual and emotional abuse. The following poems
illustrate the use of writing to deal with these issues.

What Happened to Thee?
Alexis Robles

Goodness! What happened to thee?
Look at yourself!
Like Grimm’s Cinderella
you chose to do
what you thought was best?
To cut off your heel and toes
to fit in the slipper
that is stained with the blood
of oh so many?
Marry a sweet prince?
More like an abusive beater!
Saddening, what I or you could say
that others alike sense.
Come! We’ll sew your toes and heel.
Wrap casts upon your twisted limbs.
Dear, you must not allow this.
You tell us you belong, do you?
Do you feel better?
Trust in us, not now,
but later on.
Understand Dear,
there is no such thing as perfection,
with your imperfections
you are beautiful as you are!

Hands

Lynn Navarro
Hands that reach out
Hands to hold
Hands to comfort
To pat on the back
Hands that carry
Hands that write
Hands to play music
Hands that repair
Hands that paint
Hands that cook
Hands that heal
Hands that welcome
May my hands do all.

You Don’t Know Me
Maria Korkames

You say you love me but you leave me every time.
You give me gifts and toys I will never play with.
You brought me shoes that are three sizes too small.
I wonder where you have been, you who always have to go
When we laugh, you are the only one laughing
When you cry, I feel nothing
You try so hard to make me smile, but you only bring me pain,
When you come to see me you never enter the room.
You cannot see me and I am right in front of you, but you still
pretend.

Black Pegasus
Sasha Guzman

Pale with fear
Why am I afraid?
Is there anything to fear?
Well, half the fear is
The unknown
Brave doesn’t live in the
Absence of fear
My eyes don’t long for
Better without a tremble behind them
My fate is guided
By more than girth
And physical might.
Also by the Black Pegasus, the image of
My strength of Self, and
Ego and Mind

Love is Blind

Stephanie Galleger
My heart was pounding as I thought of her touch,
I felt excited and nervous as I saw her in front of the same path
that we both traveled.
I felt the need to reach out my hand and
touch her hips.
I felt her lips for a sweet loving kiss
as she pulled me closer, I felt her amazing energy draw me in.
She kissed my lips and asked if I received her letter.
I told her I felt so much better.
She told me she loved me.
I told her to just let me be.
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You Don’t Know Me

Soul Sunrise

Angela Macintosh

You don’t know me, not
in the way you think you do.
You want me to be who you
want me to be,
but I can’t be that for you.
I can try to see you,
let you see me too.
If you’ll only look inside,
you’ll see me as I see you.
I try so hard to let down
my guard
So you can see the real me.
Most of the time, you only
see what I want you to see.
Sometimes I’m scared, if
you knew the real me
you’d leave.
I can’t be what you want
me to be.

Sharon Young

Very slowly dreams are
coming true,
seeds are being planted
and there is light
on the horizon.
Music is beginning to play a bittersweet symphony of life.
My face can feel the sunlight
and it warms me to my soul.
There is hope,
freedom and beauty
in the wind and
there’s a smile
on my lips
and
in my heart.
Let the love
in my heart
unfold
—like a banner
for all the world to see
—blowing in a sweet,
lighthearted breeze
—full of courage and grace.
Allow me this moment
of loveliness and peace
and let me
hold this picture
in my heart.

I just hope someday
you’ll not only see me,
you’ll accept me for me.

Whisper

Dawn Malloy
Words seem twisted,
transparent
Promises soon fade away…
I watch friends and enemies
all the same… Coming and
going…
The joy and the inevitable pain
and here I sit …
Days—months
Who’s counting?
I pray for …
forgiveness and mercy—
I pray for freedom—
peace at last…
I hear my name in a whisper
I feel you touch my soul.
Am I forgiven???
This is what I’ d like to know.

… for soon enough
my head will turn
and this bliss will
slip through my fingers
as the busyness of life,
once again,
captures my imagination.
… but the love
I will take with me
and share
—in words
and smiles,
and laughter,
a hug or two,
a gentle touch
and a heart
and mind
that’s open
and ready
to listen.
Take time
to see the light
on the horizon
and in the eyes
of the people
all around us.
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Art Therapy
The life-affirming pleasure of art-making is inherently therapeutic. Often both the art process and product help us to understand our current
environments, reduce stress, enhance cognitive ability, and increase
awareness of self and others. They may also be used as a form of prayer
or journaling. It is common for artists to spontaneously respond to their
own art or that of others with both art and poetry. The art and poetry
below have been submitted through a variety of non-clinical, though
often life-giving, art-based classes in venues around Texas.

How I Feel

Amanda Collins
My heart is like a vase,
misused and misplaced.
Battered, broken and bruised
cut off everything it had to lose.
One thing, two things, three things, four.
With each item lost, soon it will be no more.
People say I’m stronger than I look,
but they don’t know all that pain took.

Untitled
Tren Ballard

Sooner or later I’ll be alone,
nothing less, nothing more,
Just a sheet to be torn,
sometimes I think it best I was never born.
No one to love me, no one to care,
I’m just something ugly and it isn’t fair.
Tucked underneath like a loose tooth,
hated because I told the truth.
Maybe it’s better to lie,
than to be honest and slowly die.
You got it all wrong, I’m not strong.
Just an unwanted heart, only good for one thing,
to be torn apart.
I tried to tell you but you wouldn’t hear.
Now the unknown future is what I fear.

Untitled
Anna Gonzalez

If you’d just listen, I know you’d see
the truth I tried to tell thee.
I wouldn’t lie to you, it’s not what I do.
I care enough to respect you.
The truth I wouldn’t hide
but your anger makes me die inside.
All I need is your love and understanding.
How hard is that for you to see?
Please set my heart free.

Congratulations to Tara Layer
Voices de La Luna wishes to congratulate Tara Layer, whose art
has often been published in the Art Therapy section of the magazine. Recently, Abrons Art Center, the performing and visual arts
center of New York City’s Henry Street Settlement, founded in
1893, purchased two of Tara’s works of art. Although her art is
not for sale at this time, it may be exhibited in future shows at
the gallery. One of the pieces Tara submitted to the Abrons Art
Center is the drawing to the right. Well done, Tara!
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Untitled
Tara Layer

Symbolic versus the Literal/In Search of a God Image.” The above
images came out of my research and were put into a certain order in the above dream. My wife symbolizes the anima, my connection to the unconscious. As is typical in reality, I sit quietly in
the background, and my wife does most of the talking. She talks
comfortably and confidently about Jungian concepts and at times
becomes my voice, as she has accompanied me for years on my
journey through Jungian psychology. In the dream she speaks with
my voice, and as my anima connects me to the unconscious. The
unconscious speaks through my anima. Probably all that was going
on before the inauguration of Donald Trump triggered this dream.

Moonlight Kissed
James Brandenburg

I am moonlight kissed.
In the moonlight
there’s magic everywhere
flames extinguish
the din of the day
burn out the stains.
Untitled
Eva Garza

Poetry & Dreams

Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation
Council of Nicaea

Transcribed and Interpreted by James Brandenburg
San Antonio, Texas, Jan. 8, 2017
Dream: We are in the house of friends after dinner, and I am sitting
in the kitchen by myself. We have had a discussion about the divinity of Jesus. God is Jesus, Jesus is God, or something to that effect.
My wife Maria is in the other room, and I overhear the conversation. Maria speaks about the Gnostics and their perspective that
Jesus was a man. There is quiet as she speaks. She speaks about Jim
and Jungian psychology and Jim’s take on Jesus. She says that the
Council of Nicaea in 325 voted to deify Christ. Before that, Christ
was considered to be a man. She also describes Constantine’s vision
of the cross. Constantine says that when the day was already beginning to decline about noon, he saw the sign of a cross of light in the
heavens, above the sun. It bore the inscription, “You will conquer
by this symbol.” Constantine is amazed by the sight. It seems his
whole army witnessed the miracle. In his sleep, Christ appears to
him and commands him to make a likeness of that sign which he
had seen in the heavens and to use it as a safeguard in all engagements with his enemies. Constantine calls together those who work
with gold and precious stones. He sits in their midst, describes to
them what he has seen, and tells them to represent it in gold and
precious stones. This banner is square. It bears a golden portrait of
the emperor and his children beneath the cross. The emperor uses
this sign of salvation to guard against adverse and hostile powers.
He makes the priests of God his advisors. End of dream.
Interpretation: The above dream has specific details about the
Council of Nicaea and Constantine’s vision of the cross. The details are fairly accurate historically, and the audience may wonder
how so many details came out of the unconscious in a dream. I
researched the Council of Nicaea for my thesis at the Centrum—
a thesis with the title “The New Jerusalem and Individuation/The

There’s witchcraft in moonlight
whispers of pain
aches in my limbs
fate on its course
just a little too late.
Is it a life misplaced?
No, always searching
for some new truth
in the distance of stars
There’s magic everywhere
I am moonlight kissed
it’s the witchcraft of the night.

Kintsugi (mended with gold)
Lyn Belisle
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Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río

Outside Minot, North Dakota
Janice Rebecca Campbell

… 99 percent of the population of the United States and Europe
live under skies so blotted with man-made light that the Milky
Way has become virtually invisible.
—National Geographic, June 10, 2016

Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río is a gathering of writers and artists
committed to the environment through contemplative, artistic, and activist response. They meet quarterly to share individual work grounded in
an eco-poetics and to develop collective projects. This page reflects some
of their work. To contact the group, send an email to Jim LaVilla-Havelin
(lavhav@gmail.com) or Mobi Warren (mobiwarren@gmail.com).

catchment system
d. ellis phelps

thoughts dangle

off the eaves

hang

water

from the eaves

we could have

need

saved

untangling

but didn’t

these:
stacked in corners
in cabinets
on pages
on shelves
—a life
in leaflets

have place
~
that transistor radio
we keep in the drawer
in case of nuclear war
—all those batteries
a glossy ad
for gutters
we’ve never had
~
thirty years
—the gush

~

Blue Jays

we needed:
designer lincoln
sprinkler system
st. augustine
granite countertops
slate floors
swimming pool
a catchment system
that never happened
or did it
~
when batteries die
transistors desist
perhaps:
merciful sky
we’ll shower
under the gush
mouths

wide open

ducked under

drinking

gallons

while we can

pouring

But this night is different. No solar flare excites the atmosphere
at this hour and latitude. Left with only a night sky unobscured
by mists or lights, we drink in the Milky Way in its resplendent
glory. This galactic edge-on view that has nurtured our kind since
its beginnings takes breaths away. And I wonder: What happens
to a people who no longer look up, who no longer reach for the
stars because they can no longer see them or even know they are
there?
I had forgotten the glory. I had forgotten aspiration. Tonight I
remember how small I am, and how big I can dream.

green

what to do
with what doesn’t

1:30 am. The night sky is clear, light airs keep mosquitoes at bay.
KP Index is favorable. We settle into an Aurora Borealis stakeout, scan the horizon for glow, watch the higher sky for washes
of green. We’ve been rewarded five times previously, training
our eyes north between constellations of the Big Dipper and Cassiopeia, some of the few stars visible in night skies. Ribbons and
curtains of green materialized, wavered and shimmered, danced
and disappeared.

Toni Heringer Falls
Collision rattles the pane.
We look at each other knowing—
wordlessly rise, look out on the deck.
Nothing.

Thank goodness.

Next day I happen to see
the bird under a table
invisible except at a certain angle.
Majestic, even in death. Feathers
a regal robe of royal
blue black white
perfect symmetry of pattern.
Each spring a pair come, raise a family
bold raucous crown jewels
in setting of live oak gold dust.
I hold the stiff body in hand
give thanks for this wondrous creature
whisper a simple ceremony.
Later, the mate perches on deck rail
calling calling calling in to
the last space she saw him fly
calling out to
the soft edges of the universe.
First published in Texas Poetry Calendar 2017
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Essays
An Encounter with Eleanor Roosevelt
Carol Coffee Reposa

We had been looking forward to this field trip for a whole
month, and our big day had come at last: December 17, 1954.
For a few unforgettable hours, we would leave behind our shabby
homes on the Baja border, our struggling ranches with their peeling paint and rusty cattle-guards, our dot-on-the-map hamlet with
its population of 100, its diamondbacks and forest fires, and visit
the Balboa Park Zoo in San Diego. Everyone in our school, all 23
of us, would take part.
Not that I hadn’t seen San Diego before. I had been born there
during the war, and we had made our home on one of its palmlined streets before Mom decided to move us south. Even after
our relocation, we were not strangers to the city. Once a month,
Mom would load my sister and me into our battered Willys
and drive into town to stock up on provisions for the isolated
ranch house we rented from an absentee landlord. Mom always
bragged about our giveaway rent of $60.00 a month, a discount
we received because the owner wanted all of his properties occupied, no matter his whereabouts. All we had to do was come up
with the rent every four weeks, stay on the premises, and put up
with its tumbleweeds and frequent power outages, a contingency
that led us to keep kerosene lamps in every room.
Although these excursions were adventures of the highest order, getting there was an event in itself, as the road to San Diego
seemed to lead straight down, a sheer 35-mile drop on a two-lane
blacktop twisting its way through the Sierra foothills, a maze of
sharp angles and unbanked curves, Mom blithely taking them at
50 mph. Oblivious to the constant swaying, I sometimes would
look up from my Nancy Drew mystery to see a mountain lion
lounging in an oak, one large paw drooping languorously from
a branch, or maybe a bald eagle perched high on a boulder. Finally, after seemingly innumerable turns, I would catch my first
glimpse of the glittering blue Pacific, wedged like an unlikely
sapphire between two sharp outcrops. No matter how often we
made this drive, that first sight always stunned me. As we descended further, our view of the ocean would expand magically
until I could make out whitecaps, and beyond them ships heading
west.
That of course was only the beginning. Before us lay hour upon
hour of wonder: buying groceries at a store that to my elevenyear-old sensibilities seemed as large as my hometown; ambling
down busy streets crowded with muscular Marines, shoppers,
tourists, and Navy men in their fancy blues; maybe having a
Roy Rogers and a slice of chocolate cake at the Hotel Roosevelt,
surrounded always by the fragrance of eucalyptus and orange
groves, the deep scent of the sea. Sometimes we would stroll
along the harbor, watching freighters and cruisers, the endless
pageant of docking and departing, cargoes loaded and unloaded,
seagulls circling and squawking above us. On occasion we would
visit Mom’s favorite Chinese shop where she would buy her tea,
nothing like the insipid Lipton brew other folks drank, and I
would get slightly dizzy as I took in the pungent aromas of ginger and hot mustard, along with other smells I couldn’t identify.
I would peer at tall glass jars containing odd-looking plants and
even insects, bolts of lustrous red silk stacked in a corner, shelves

covered with intricately carved teak boxes and figurines.
Time spent in San Diego was thus time to treasure, but today
would exceed our grandest expectations. Few of us even had
seen a zoo before, much less one on this scale, and we were to
spend the entire afternoon gazing wide-eyed at Siberian tigers
and white rhinos, giraffes and chimpanzees. Our expedition began without incident. At the appointed hour, we gathered in the
school parking lot, formed a convoy, and began the drive. After
the usual cliff-hanger descent, we reached our destination, where
our parents and sponsors parked their pickups and station wagons, helped us out, and shepherded us dutifully to the front gate.
After some delay and confusion, we were admitted, passing one
by one through the heavy iron turnstile into a courtyard flanked
by concession stands and white stucco buildings with red tile
roofs. We immediately began to squabble over what to see first.
The snake farm? The big cats? Exotic birds? Eddie Hall wanted
to start with the monkeys, but Norma insisted that we begin with

rhinos. I held out for the elephants. Suddenly, in the midst of our
debate, an official-looking lady came up to us and asked who
was in charge. We all pointed to Mom, who ran our one-room
school. The official approached her, and the two began a whispered conversation. Whatever the topic, it clearly was something
serious. Had we done anything wrong? Would we be thrown out
for talking so loudly? The official returned to her building. Next
thing we knew, Mom and the other parents were lining us up like
soldiers preparing for inspection. “Speak only when you’re spoken to,” they warned us. I didn’t want to imagine what torments
awaited anyone who disobeyed that order.
A few moments later, the official lady returned. At her side
walked another woman. She was tall, elderly, slightly stooped.
She wore a long black dress with a matching hat set firmly on
her grizzled gray curls. At her neck was pinned a bunch of large
white flowers. (I later would learn that this was a corsage.) A
piece of fur hung around her shoulders. I never before had seen
anyone so dressed up. Even her shiny black shoes had gold buckles. I didn’t think she was very pretty, but when she smiled, I felt
warm all over.
“Children, this is First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt,” the official
announced. “She would like to meet you.”
What was a first lady, I wondered. Was she first because she
was so old? So tall? So big? We remained at attention while this
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first lady, whoever she was, moved slowly along our makeshift
receiving line. I watched her shake hands with each of my classmates, talk to them, and smile that big smile. Then she got to me.
I gazed at her, paralyzed. She took my hand in her warm grip and
said, “What is your name, dear?”
Silence. She repeated her question, smiling.
More silence.
“Do you have a favorite subject in school?” she asked.
I took a deep breath. “Reading,” I whispered.
“I like reading too. What do you like to read?”
“Nancy Drew.”
“Oh, yes,” she replied. “I once had a collection of Nancy Drew
mysteries. And what is your name?”
“Carol,” I gulped.
“I hope you continue to enjoy reading, Carol. It’s helped me
all my life.”
With that she flashed her smile again, released my hand, and
continued her leisurely progress down the line. Reaching its end,
she turned back toward the big white building, but at its entrance
she looked back at us once more and said, “It was very nice meeting all of you, children. I hope you enjoy your time at the zoo.
Goodbye.” With that she enfolded us in one last smile, walked
through the doorway, and disappeared.
The rest of the day went as scheduled, but somehow seeing all
those caged animals didn’t seem as momentous an experience as
I had imagined. Decades would pass before I learned how the rest
of the world saw Eleanor Roosevelt: wife and later widow of the
nation’s Thirty-Second President, delegate to the United Nations,
celebrated journalist, tireless advocate for women, champion of
minorities and other marginalized groups, steadfast supporter of
the arts. One thing, though, I knew with absolute certainty as
Mom gunned it back into the foothills: on this day I had met a
person almost as important, almost as big, as that first glimpse of
the glittering blue Pacific.

Runnin’

skin with pride.
I got the highest flat-top I could get.
I traded mis Cortez gangsta Nikes for jungle boots that I spit
shined until the heel and toe looked like mirrors
And that same mean crease in my khakis found its way to my
BDUs.
I traded warm tamales for shitty MREs con shitty pound cake
And I traded loyal vatos locos for unfaithful buddy fuckers …
Then one day … we got a call pulling us off a training exercise
and I saw it …
I’d wished they were birds flying into clean glass windows …
but they weren’t.
And it still stabs my soul when that event, as tragic as it was, is
still called the largest loss of “American life”
ignoring the “acts of terrorism” committed against my indigenous ancestors.
Patriotism turned me into a monster.
Buying into their vision for me severed my already loose connection con mi cultura …
Soon I found myself patrolling barrio streets in another country.
Loaded to the teeth with all the ammo and grenades I could carry,
my eyes close to the hairline.
These people … these people who hadn’t done shit to me were
now … my enemy?
Pues que chingaos … How did that happen?!
Chingos de missed birthdays and first days of school later spent
rotting away in someone else’s sand box …
I figured it out after they put me on trial for my life for … doing
exactly what they trained me to do???
My children’s names dragged through the mud in those filthy
headlines.
I wasn’t a murderer … a killer yes … BUT NOT A MURDERER!

Leo Treviño

This was NOT how I imagined myself becoming Google famous.

I used to run every morning and call cadence to a finely-tuned
fighting machine,
sliding across the West Fort Hood asphalt the way an ice skater
floats across the ice
… it was a beautiful thing.
Fighting back the fatigue as we synchronized our breath … our
lives … absent our pasts.

My illusion of invincibility was shattered. No era some bulletproof vato w/ a cape. Ni era Captain America.
As a soldier I defended a “way of life”
then … as a country we alienate people who don’t fit into that
“way of life(?).”

It’d been hella hot when I walked into that recruiter’s office.
“Step on this scale,” he said,
… y me dijo el pinche scale, “one at a time please.”
A couple of measurements later, and “I think we can fix you right
up.”

When I’m stuck in traffic and the sunrise is shining through the
windshield of the vehicle to my 12 o’clock, I can’t help but wonder which one of the cars around me is gonna explode … while
I’m on 35 south driving through downtown San Anto.

… I’m a stranger in my own life.

Fix me right up? Like there’s something wrong with me?
How’d dis vato know I couldn’t keep a job?
How’d he know my oldest son was dying to meet the world?

… and I still change lanes under bridges for fear of getting a grenade dropped on top of me when I come out the other side by that
crying 8-year-old kid who just wants to see his father released
because he really didn’t wanna hurt anyone … as I drive under
the railroad tracks on Nogalitos.

I’d been fighting my whole life so this new covering seemed to
fit me well.
Like an alligator can’t help being an alligator, I wore this tough

And my eye acuity will never be good enough to scan everyone’s
hands for trigger devices or torsos for bulky protrusions …
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And my kids … paid the biggest price. Their father was as absent
as when he was half a world away, and as spontaneously shortfused as the roadside bombs that became his arch nemesis.
So I was home but I wasn’t …
The only familiarities found were the same mechanisms of oppression that were there when I was a little chavalón. I recognized those shifty faces and realized that “the way of life” I’d
been “fighting for” was the same one that conditioned mi gente to
believe we were right where we were “supposed to be.”
It wasn’t until I began to educate my thinking and learn beyond
stereotypes like barbacoa and Big Red … right here in Live Oak
Hall… the real meaning of Raza. Mis Profes Corina, June y Anival showed me a new life filled with love por mi vida. They don’t
know it, and I’ve never told them “y’all badasses saved my life.”
I had a new mission… a new war to fight.
Once again I reprogrammed the hard drive of my mind and became a warrior por mi gente … they matter to me.
Soy un Xicano con un “X”!
Mi lucha es suya ...
I see my victories in the people I interact with every day … not
in some far-off desert I was never invited to. The people I fight
for aren’t filled with agendas or greed … they’re filled with work
ethic and perseverance in the face of adversity. Their struggle, a
norm for far too long.
Deconstructing myself and how I leave this world has been the
most difficult thing I’ve EVER had to do.
I moved into a house of mirrors where I couldn’t escape looking
at myself on the regs.
The bubble of aggression led to the loneliness I’d created.
I’d found warmth and comfort in reliving the trauma
because after all “no one understands what I’ve been through!
They just don’t get it!”
Catch phrases became my validation to treat everyone like shit.
I couldn’t even look myself in the eye anymore and then…
I forced myself to be honest about the person looking back at me.
The myth of manhood I embodied had created so much distance
between me and … EVERYTHING.
Now I get called a traitor because I call out military recruiting
tactics.
I call out the way they prey on ghettos and barrios to fill their
labor force.
Anything else wouldn’t be honoring the names on my arm.
Now I stand toe-to-toe with those same forces … ready to throw
some chingaos … because today’s political climate is STILL
trying to tell me I don’t belong here.
I’ve learned to operate against the social grain …
I don’t exist because society expects me to … I exist because it
doesn’t.

I used to run every morning and sing cadences to my soldiers.
I used to run because I didn’t like the life that was chasing me
when I’d look over my shoulder
But I’ve learned to stop running and Stand, still
Stand proud, because I love where I’m headed.
¡Pa’lante’!

Short Fiction
Sand

Dani Adair-Stirling
Zoe sat at her campsite studying the map. She had ventured to
a national or state park every summer since she was twenty to enjoy the serenity of being alone. Sometimes she brought her Labrador for the company, but Champion was getting too old for the
hikes. A geek to the core, Zoe spent this precious time reading,
writing, and reflecting. The rest of the year was for teaching children, visiting family, and hanging out with friends, but these trips
were just for her. As she observed the map, looking for her next
big hike, she twiddled a small hour glass between her fingers.
Zoe used an hour glass in her classroom and found many uses for
it from playing games to calming excited children. She loved it
so much she got one for herself. Spending just ten focused, uninterrupted minutes on one task at a time, even reading, helped the
young woman to be productive and appreciate where she was in
those few minutes when guilt or multitasking had no place.
Zoe had only two days left before it was time to pack up her
Tracker and head home. She would do her long hike tomorrow. After the dinner dishes were cleared and rinsed, Zoe rested
against a boulder with her notebook. Flipping the timer over, she
set about jotting down new ideas for the upcoming semester. Her
hand darted around the page writing notes and tying together
ideas in a flow chart to the song of the cicadas. By the time the
sand had all run down, the dried ground and trees were bathed
in the bright orange tint of the setting sun. Zoe leaned back and
enjoyed the warmth on her face. In the distance she watched the
jackrabbits emerge to dance across the earth.
As it finally grew dark, Zoe retired to her tent. She fell asleep
gazing at the stars through the netting.
She rose with the sun. It was still odd not checking her phone
first thing in the morning even after a week, but there was no
signal with which to access social networking or even texts this
far out. After securing the car and tent, Zoe grabbed her bag and
headed out. The desert was full of life. Condors soared above her
and buzzards circled for food. Cottontails hopped about in the
cool morning air.
Sometime around noon Zoe rested to have her lunch. A squirrel came begging for her cashews. Zoe smiled and tossed a nut
close by. She held the second one out in her hand for the rodent
to come closer. A shout made both Zoe and the squirrel jump. The
squirrel scurried off and Zoe ran to find the source of the noise.
It sounded like a man. Screams unceasingly pierced the air. Zoe
ran around the bend to where the trees cleared and saw a panther. She stopped short and jumped behind the tree. Through the
branches she watched the cat continue its attack on a man who
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was thrashing and screaming.
Zoe dropped her bag and scrambled to pull out a flare and her
cap gun. All she had was the noise, but she didn’t hesitate. Pop!
The cougar stopped and looked up. Zoe stepped out pointing the
toy gun at the cat. Pop! The panther lowered its head and stared
at Zoe as she walked closer. She opened the flare. It hissed to life.
The cat watched unblinkingly as Zoe edged closer, holding the
flare in front of her. The man stilled and lowered his moans, dimly aware that he might not be eaten alive. When she was about
ten feet away, Zoe lunged forward waving the flare to and fro.
Pop! At the next shot the cougar voiced a low, disgruntled growl
and loped its way up the small cliff from which the man seemed
to have just fallen. It turned to glance back with threatening eyes
before trotting into the trees.
Zoe waited a couple of seconds, looking around, but all was
still except for the man who moaned on the ground. She hurried
over and knelt by the bloodied man. A quick survey showed a
few gashes to his neck, but his torn T-shirt revealed that his belly
was ripped open, exposing his intestines.
“Is anyone else here?” she asked, looking around.
“No,” gasped the man.
“I’ll run back and see if I can get help or phone signal.”
The man struggled to take a breath, “Please! Stay.”
Zoe’s eyes filled with tears, “If I stay you won’t have a chance
of surviving. You need professional help. I’ll leave flares near
you.”
He didn’t reply, but his face screwed up in pain. Zoe took another flare from her bag. She placed the flares near the head and
feet of the man. As she stood over him tears flowed down her
dirtied face.
“My wallet,” the man wheezed.
“In your pocket?”
He gave the tiniest of nods. Zoe shuffled through his cargos
until she found his billfold. He acquiesced as much as he could
to turn his leg and give her access. Inside his drivers license read
“Nicholas Schafer.”
“I’ll give this to the ranger or ambulance when I find them,
Nick.” Zoe struggled to keep her voice even and calm.
Still kneeling, she added the wallet to her bag and extracted an
item to place in the man’s palm. Nick closed his fingers around
it and raised it curiously to eye level. The corners of his mouth
turned up slightly in amusement through his continuous wincing.
“I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
Nick nodded and turned the timer over. Zoe turned and, imagining the minute noise of the sand trickling down to the lower
bulb, broke into a run.

You Can’t

Dennis Gittinger
In 1968, I was sitting behind a 50-caliber machine gun, staring
into the rice paddy before me. It was so dark that we could not
see a centimeter outside our wall of sandbags, but I nevertheless
strained to detect movement of any sort. I even saw things that
weren’t there, like terrifying schizophrenic visions manufactured
by an unfortunate brain. Since the soldier at my side had more
experience at this sort of thing, I asked him what the view was
like when there were no Viet Cong in the area. He said it looked
exactly like what we saw before us. Somewhat relieved, I asked
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him what it looked like when there WERE Viet Cong in the area.
He said...it looked exactly like what we saw before us. So I asked
how we could possibly tell whether there were hundreds of V.C.
about to overrun us. The chilling reply was, “We can’t.”
Forty-eight years later, I found out the same thing is true when
you’re looking for cancer in a CT scan.
Much of the joy in life is made possible because you never
know if you are about to die. So you plan your vacation, but you
live in the moment. In one heartbeat, someone could slip out of
the shadows and make it your last. Even when diagnosed with a
fatal disease, you never know whether the cure will be found in
time. It’s like having a murderer hold a gun to your head, with
no clue if or when he will pull the trigger. So, as you wage hope,
you plan your dinner, and you still live in the moment. But it’s a
lot harder.

Fundamentals of the Faith
James R. Adair

“Daddy, where do babies come from?” my eight-year-old
daughter asked after church one Sunday.
I’d been dreading this question for years. It wasn’t that I was
embarrassed to talk about the “facts of life” with my daughter,
it’s just that I wish my wife had been here to explain things from
a woman’s perspective. Sarah had died when Angela was only
two years old, and I’d raised her alone since then. Well, it was
a reasonable question, and it deserved a reasonable answer, so I
gave it a shot.
“Well, sweetie, when a man and a woman love each other very
much, they get married. Once they’re married, they sleep together—that is, they have sex—and the woman gets pregnant and has
a baby. Do you know what sex is?”
Angela rolled her eyes at me like I was from another planet.
“Of course I know what sex is, Daddy,” she said. “I am in third
grade, you know.”
“Yeah, I know that, but you asked where babies came from, so
I thought maybe… .”
“It’s just that my Sunday School teacher said that Jesus had
a mother but no father, other than God, and I told her that was
impossible. Everyone knows that parents have sex, and then they
have a baby.” Her eyes narrowed and her voice lowered: “Sometimes teenagers who aren’t married have babies, too. My friend
Gloria’s sister is pregnant right now!”
“Generally speaking that’s true,” I said, “but your Sunday
School teacher was talking about something called the virgin
birth. Mary was a virgin—that means she had never had sex before.” Another roll of the eyes. “Anyway, even though everyone
else who’s ever lived has had both a mother and a father, Jesus
only had a mother. His birth was a miracle.”
“Everyone else?” Angela said, her eyes sparkling mischievously. “Are you sure?”
“Sure I’m sure,” I said, wondering what she was getting at.
“What about Adam and Eve?” she asked triumphantly.
“OK, you’re right, Adam and Eve are exceptions, too. But still,
the main point is that Jesus was born of the Virgin Mary, and God
was his only father.”
She wrinkled her forehead and considered what I’d said as we
drove home from church. Or maybe she was thinking about something else. She’d always been a deep thinker, and I’d learned not to

interrupt her when she was pondering.
As we walked inside and began to get ready to cook Sunday
dinner, she came over to me and took my hand. “I don’t know,”
she said, “I just don’t believe it. I think Jesus had a mom and a
dad just like everybody else. I think Joseph was his dad.”
I wasn’t quite sure what to say. I’d been raised in a very conservative Christian church, and though I didn’t always agree with
everything the pastor or my Bible study teachers said, there were
certain bedrock principles that for me were unquestionable. They
were the fundamentals of the faith, and I’d known them since I
was a kid: the infallibility of Scripture, the virgin birth, the substitutionary atonement, the bodily resurrection of Jesus, and the
second coming. I prided myself on being one of the freethinkers in my church, but to challenge one of the fundamentals was
something I’d never consider. Doing so would have put me at
risk of losing my salvation—or rather, it would mean I had never
been saved to begin with. No, I wouldn’t challenge what I’d been
taught, and there was no need to anyway, because I believed it.
With all my heart I believed in the doctrines that lay at the base
of Christianity as I understood it.
So what should I do about Angela? I could try to reason with
her, to explain the theological necessity for Jesus to be born of
a virgin. I could point her to Isaiah 7:14, which foretold Jesus’
virgin birth. However, I’d noticed in the past that arguing with
her was usually a waste of time, and it just hardened her in her
own opinion.
I remember the time I tried to convince her that she ought to
sign up for soccer. “Soccer is a great team sport,” I said. “You get
good exercise, you develop some skills, and anyone can do it.”
This was in response to her desire to play baseball on a team that
was predominantly boys. I didn’t really have anything against
her playing baseball—after all, I’d loved the game as a kid. It’s
just that there were so few girls in our area who played, and besides, I’d read somewhere that baseball, with the complicated
skill set that it required, could cause the less-talented players to
develop inferiority complexes. Soccer, according to the article,
was a much better sport for young children, because everyone
could run and kick a ball. Thus, in the interest of Angela’s selfesteem, I tried my best to get her to sign up for soccer. She played
baseball for five years.
“It’s probably just a phase,” I thought. “She’ll forget all about
the idea of Jesus having an earthly father soon enough, and as
she gets older, she’ll understand the beauty of the doctrine of the
virgin birth and how it fits into the bigger picture of our understanding of God.” So I changed the subject.
“Well, that’s something we’ll have to talk about later. Right
now it’s time to cook Sunday dinner. Today we’re having chicken-fried steak and mashed potatoes.” “Yay!” Angela squealed.
“That’s my favorite!” I let the other matter drop. I thought Angela
had as well.
About four years later Angela had the chance to go on her first
youth retreat, exclusively for middle schoolers. It was a chance to
hang out with her friends, talk about—and to—boys, and experience a little bit of independence. At least that’s what she thought.
She was right about the first two things: her friends were there,
and there were plenty of boys. But she was wrong about the third,
at least as far as a certain camp counselor was concerned.
Angela loved to read, and she enjoyed analyzing stories. She
imagined what the characters in the stories might be doing between scenes, and she wondered what motivated them to say and

do the things they did. This made her a star pupil in her English
classes. It didn’t endear her to the counselor who was leading the
Bible study on the first night of camp, however. The camp took
place over three days and nights during Spring Break, a couple of
weeks before Easter. The youth pastor and youth council decided to focus that year’s Bible studies on the subject of the Seven
Words of Jesus from the cross. The counselor began the Bible
study by describing in graphic detail the excruciating pain associated with crucifixion. He commented on the fact that Jesus’
background as a carpenter gave him the strong physique necessary to endure the lashing and abuse that many men died from
prior to the actual crucifixion. Finally, when all of the students’
hearts were in their throats, any many had tears in their eyes, he
pulled out a hammer and a two-by-four, and he struck it several
times in imitation of the nails going into Jesus’ hands. It was a
masterful performance. Most of the girls were sobbing, and even
some of the boys had to wipe away a tear. The scene had been set
for an overview of the Seven Words of Jesus.
He began with Jesus’ cry of anguish, described in Matthew
and Mark, “My God! My God! Why have you forsaken me?”
He moved on to describe Jesus’ words from the cross as reported
in Luke. Then he did the same for John. He ended triumphantly
with Jesus’ cry of victory, “It is finished!” Or at least, that’s where
he should have ended. But he made a mistake. As he looked over
the group of somber boys and girls, he said, “This week we’ll
be talking in more detail about the Seven Words of Jesus from
the cross. Does anyone have a question?” One girl shot her hand
up; it was Angela. “Mike,” she said, “which one of the gospels
tells the real story?” Mike was shocked. “What do you mean,
Angela?” “Well, it seems to me that there are three completely
different descriptions of what Jesus said on the cross. Matthew
and Mark are the same, but Luke and John are each completely
different. So only one of them can be true, right?”
Unwittingly, Angela had gone straight for the jugular. She
was questioning the doctrine of the infallibility of Scripture. Of
course, that wasn’t her intention. She just had an honest question,
and she wanted an honest answer. “That’s a good question, Angela. Let’s talk about that.” That’s what Mike should have said.
Or, “Hmm, very interesting. Does anyone have an idea how to
answer Angela’s question?” That would have been a good response, too. Instead, Mike said, “Angela! Don’t you know that
the Bible is inspired by God and cannot contain any errors? The
gospels all agree with each other about Jesus’ words from the
cross. They just tell the story from different perspectives!” Mike
was clearly agitated, but he kept his cool. A solemn atmosphere
still pervaded the room, just as he had planned.
But Angela had another question. “I know that different people
describing the same event will tell things differently, but these
stories are so completely different, I don’t see how they could
all be right.” Maybe it was the word “stories” that set him off, or
maybe he sensed that he was losing control of the group, which
had perked up its ears at this last question and appeared to be
paying attention to this troublemaker. “I can’t believe you’d say
something like that!” he said. “Are you questioning God’s Holy
Word?” Grasping for a theological coup de grâce, all he could
come up with was a saying he’d seen on a bumper sticker in
the church parking lot: “The Bible says it, I believe it, and that
settles it.” I know he restrained himself, because I’m sure he really wanted to add a comment about Satan using her to upset the
minds of the faithful.
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Angela reeled from the unexpected assault. Her eyes watered,
too, though not for the same reason as the other kids. She hung
her head and shut her mouth. She didn’t utter another word in
any of the remaining Bible studies, even when Mike asked her
directly for feedback. The most she would give was a shrug.
“So how was camp, sweetie?” I asked as she climbed into my
Jeep in the church parking lot. “It was OK,” she said. Sensing
that something wasn’t quite right, I persisted. “Did you have fun
with your friends?” “Yes.” “Did you like the food?” “It was OK.”
I thought for a minute. “How were the Bible studies?” Her face
darkened. “You mean the Bible lectures? They were OK, if you
don’t like to think for yourself.” She told me the story on the way
home. I’ll have to admit that I’d never thought about the differences in the gospel accounts of Jesus’ Last Words. Even if I had,
I thought Mike’s answer was reasonable enough; they were just
different perspectives. Angela wasn’t buying it, though. “They’re
different, Dad! The stories just aren’t the same. It’s simple logic.
Two contradictory accounts can’t both be right!” Angela was on
dangerous territory now, and I didn’t know how to answer her.
I agreed with her that two contradictory accounts of the same
event can’t both be right, but I didn’t see any contradictions, only
variations on a theme.
“It’s just like the story of the virgin birth. It goes against all
science and logic!” That comment shook me from my musings.
I had forgotten all about our conversation four years earlier, but
obviously Angela hadn’t. I attempted to reason with her. “Look,
the counselor shouldn’t have lost his temper with you. He was
wrong to do it. But the Bible is the authority that we get our
beliefs from and that we live our lives by. If we don’t accept the
Bible, we can’t call ourselves Christians.”
She obviously wasn’t satisfied with my answer, but she didn’t
want to talk about it any more, so the subject turned to our plans
to see her grandparents on Easter Sunday and the shenanigans
that her cat Whiskers had pulled while she was away.
Easter came, and Angela and I went to church as usual. If she
seemed a little less enthusiastic about going, I told myself it
wasn’t surprising. It might take awhile before she enjoyed church
again like she used to, but eventually she would. And, in fact,
before too long, she was back to her old self in church, singing
the hymns, sitting with her friends, and even attending the Bible
studies. I wondered whether she was still voicing her opinions in
her classes, but since I didn’t hear any negative reports, from Angela or from anyone else, I figured everything was fine. Maybe
she had come to realize the problems with her reasoning. Maybe
the Holy Spirit had gotten hold of her and changed her attitude.
In retrospect, I know now that I was just projecting my own
hopes and fears onto her in my mind. I hoped she would toe the
company line, because I was afraid of the spiritual consequences.
I was afraid for her, and I was afraid for myself as well.
Right around Christmas during Angela’s junior year in high
school, the two of us were sitting at home one Saturday evening
in front of the fireplace. The night was unusual in that neither of
us had anybody over, nor were we out with our friends. It seemed
like forever since we had had the chance to sit quietly and watch
the oak logs turn into embers before our eyes. It reminded me of
camping trips we’d taken years before. “Dad,” Angela said, “I
want to tell you something, but I don’t want you to get upset.”
That sentence had an ominous ring to it. Was she pregnant? On
drugs? In trouble at school? It was none of those things; it was
something that, at the time, seemed an even bigger bombshell.
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“OK, sweetie, I won’t get upset. What do you want to tell me?”
“Well, I’ve been thinking about this for a long time, and I’ve
decided that I don’t believe in God.” “Wh-what?” I stammered.
“What do you mean? Why do you say that?” “I just think that
humans made God up. It seems like everyone has a different idea
about God, and they all seem to match that person’s culture or
personal beliefs.” “Maybe so, but that doesn’t mean that God
isn’t real. It just means that we all have slightly different understandings of him, because we all come at life from a little bit different perspective.” “Still, I just can’t accept a God who tells one
nation to wipe out another one, like God said to Joshua. I can’t
see a God who makes people worship him because he’s a jealous
God. I don’t think a real God would create heaven for his followers and hell for everyone else. On top of all that, I don’t think
there’s any way to make the idea of God fit in with what scientists
know about human evolution. I just don’t think there’s a God.”
I was stunned, but I fought to retain my composure. Evolution?
No heaven or hell? God doesn’t exist? Where had she gotten all
these ideas from? Certainly not from me. I had encouraged her to
think for herself, but how had she arrived at such far-out conclusions? I didn’t accept things that other people said at face value. I
weighed the evidence and came to my own conclusions. But even
if my ideas were a little removed from those of the average member of my church, they were still pretty close. My mind flashed
back over previous conversations that we’d had over the years
about God, the Bible, church, and religion. Had I led her astray?
Had I missed signals? Obviously I had missed something, but exactly where and when? We stayed up late talking about her ideas,
and I was surprised to realize that Angela was no longer my little
girl. She had become a mature (for sixteen), confident, thinking
young woman. She had clearly given her ideas a lot of thought. I
wasn’t going to be able to change her mind that night. It seemed
likely that I wouldn’t be able to bring her back to the theological
fold at all by myself. I would need the advice of an expert.
The next morning, after church, while Angela was visiting with
her friends, I asked the pastor if I could make an appointment to
talk with him. He was an educated man, and he’d probably dealt
with issues like this many times. Maybe he could give me some
counsel about how to deal with my daughter’s disturbing ideas.
“Thanks for seeing me, Pastor,” I said when I stepped into his
office the following Tuesday afternoon. “It’s good to see you,
Josh. How can I help you?” I began at the beginning, with Angela’s youthful comments about Jesus’ father. I mentioned the
incident at camp. Finally, I described in some detail our conversation of the previous Saturday night. “I’m not quite sure what
to do, Pastor. Angela’s a wonderful girl, and she’s always been
a serious thinker. She definitely has her own ideas!” I smiled a
little at that; the pastor didn’t. “But obviously she’s come up with
some ideas that aren’t quite right.”
“Aren’t quite right? Josh, from what you tell me, Angela is toying with ideas that are not anywhere close to orthodox. They’re
downright apostasy! But maybe she’s just pulling your leg, or
going through a phase.” “No, I don’t think that’s it. She might
be persuaded to change her mind, but for right now, she seems
pretty serious about her beliefs.” The pastor looked grim. “Josh,
you know as well as I do that the foundation of Christianity is the
five fundamentals of the faith: infallibility, the virgin birth, substitutionary atonement, bodily resurrection, and the second coming of Christ. If someone doesn’t believe those things, he’s not a
Christian. Tell me about her conversion experience.” I went into

an explanation of the time when Angela was seven years old
and invited Jesus into her heart. She was baptized not long afterwards, after attending a four-week class for new Christians.
“But you said that she was questioning the virgin birth as early
as a year after her baptism. I have to wonder if she was really
saved,” he said.
I wasn’t prepared for that. I remembered talking to Angela
off and on for weeks prior to her public profession of faith. In
her seven-year-old heart, she was just as convinced of her relationship with God as she was now that God didn’t exist. “But I
remember when she made the decision to become a Christian.
I talked with her extensively about it, and so did our former
pastor. We were both sure that she meant what she said.” The
pastor smiled sorrowfully. “She might well have meant it, but
sometimes Satan tricks us into thinking things about ourselves
that aren’t true. Angela may have said the right words, but it’s
possible that Satan convinced her that that was enough, that she
didn’t need to commit herself to Jesus in her heart. I think that’s
probably what happened, as evidenced by her comments about
Mary not being a virgin just a year later.”
I felt my temperature rise. “Are you saying that just because
a little girl questions official church dogma, she’s not really a
Christian?” “I wouldn’t call it dogma—that’s a Catholic term—
and I don’t think that honest questions indicate a lack of commitment. But I do think that the Holy Spirit will keep the true Christian from straying from the fundamentals. Questioning them is
one thing. Refusing to believe them is another.”
I was getting a bit steamed now. “So you’re saying that if I
didn’t believe in the substitutionary atonement, for example, I
wouldn’t be a true Christian?” “Yes, I believe that’s right.” “Well
then, I must not be a true Christian, because I don’t think I really
know what the substitutionary atonement is, and I know that no
seven-year old does!” The pastor smiled again, this time condescendingly, I thought. “You’re right, no seven-year-old understands a difficult doctrine like the substitutionary atonement.
Many adults don’t fully understand it, either. But if they have the
Holy Spirit dwelling inside them, they’ll recognize the truths of
Scripture when they hear them. A Christian child might not even
know the word atonement, but when he hears that Jesus became
sin for us on the cross, so that God had to turn his face away from
his own Son, because he can’t look upon sin, that child knows it’s
the truth, because the Holy Spirit inside him testifies to his spirit
that it’s true.”
“So it’s your opinion that Angela’s commitment to Christ when
she was seven years old wasn’t real, because she doubted certain
church doctrines?” “Fundamental church doctrines,” the pastor
interjected. “And you think that Satan manipulated my sevenyear-old daughter’s mind in order to trick her—and me—into
thinking she was a Christian, when she really wasn’t?” “It looks
that way,” he replied. “And all this could have been avoided if I
had been more vigilant, if I had realized early on that doubting an
important church doctrine was a sign of a sinful heart?” “I’d say
an unregenerate heart, since we’re all sinners,” he corrected me,
“but yes, I think that’s true. But listen, no one’s trying to blame
you. It’s difficult to raise a child, particularly when you’re a single parent. In many ways you’ve done a good job. From what I
can see, Angela is a fine young woman. But she’s not a Christian.
Let’s get down on our knees and pray right now for her soul.”
“No, Pastor,” I said. “I know my daughter better than anyone
else. I’m sure she was serious about her conversion experience

when she was seven, just as I’m sure she’s serious now when
she says she’s come to the conclusion that God doesn’t exist. I’ll
admit that I don’t understand it, but somehow both experiences
have been real to her. I don’t believe God would let Satan trick
a seven-year-old. What kind of God would allow that?” “I really
think it’s the only explanation,” the pastor countered. “How else
can you account for her rejection of a basic tenet of the Christian
faith?” “I have to admit I don’t know the answer to that,” I said.
“Maybe there’s something wrong with our idea that believing a
certain set of doctrines makes you a Christian.” “That’s certainly
not all there is to being a Christian,” the pastor said, “but it is essential. These doctrines are absolutely fundamental. Anyone who
doesn’t believe them will suffer eternal separation from God.”
I told him I’d think about what he’d said, and I thanked him for
his time. Not long afterwards we left our church and began looking for another one. We found one that was a little more openminded, and a little bit more concerned about people than about
fine doctrinal points.
I still believe in God, and even though Angela doesn’t, I still
believe in her. She’s off at college now, and she’s grown into a
beautiful young woman, full of fire and compassion and life. I
love her with all my heart. I used to think that the five fundamentals of the faith were the bedrock principles of life. I was wrong.
When you tear away doctrinal tenets erected by theologians, you
get down to what’s really fundamental in life. The love of a father
for a daughter. The commitment of a daughter to her principles.
And the conviction that God loves both of us equally.

Neutral Tones
Thomas Hardy

We stood by a pond that winter day,
And the sun was white, as though chidden of God,
And a few leaves lay on the starving sod;
—They had fallen from an ash, and were gray.
Your eyes on me were as eyes that rove
Over tedious riddles of years ago;
And some words played between us to and fro
On which lost the more by our love.
The smile on your mouth was the deadest thing
Alive enough to have strength to die;
And a grin of bitterness swept thereby
Like an ominous bird a-wing… .
Since then, keen lessons that love deceives,
And wrings with wrong, have shaped to me
Your face, and the God curst sun, and a tree,
And a pond edged with grayish leaves.
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Medicine & Poetry:
A National Poetry Month Encore
Mo H Saidi

Samuel Taylor Coleridge once wrote, “Great poets are also
great philosophers, not because they say more in fewer words
than prose writers, but because good poetry comes from the
deepest and purest instincts of mankind; not because poetry is
the product of premeditated literary collusion, but because it is
free of greed and vice, it’s the honest reflection of human mind.”
Although poetry will not make you wealthy or famous, it may
enable you to express yourself in beautiful ways.
Poetry can be enormously therapeutic in the aftermath of personal and collective tragedies. After devastating events, poetry
can save lives when it enables individuals to face the loss of dear
ones, or when it helps a whole nation to survive during calamitous times. It is helpful to write poems about tragedies because
by writing about them people purge themselves of some of their
pain and suffering and transport painful events from the present
into memories of the past. To write an elegy about the loss of a
loved one, the poet immortalizes that person, and the memory of
that person acquires beauty and love.
As Beethoven wrote, poetry is music. To compose his masterpieces, he would recite poems of Schiller, Goethe, or his own
verses. William Stafford observes, “If you want to see something
beautiful, look quickly and from the corner of your eyes and then
sit and jot it down.”
Wallace Stevens states, “I am what is around me.” Because
of poetry, we know about antiquity, the Trojan War, the Inquisition, the suffering of the World Wars, Ferdowsi’s epic poem
Shahnameh, and the tales of Gilgamesh. It is not surprising that
students name “Shakespeare” if asked what comes to their mind
when you say “England,” or if they mention Hamlet or sonnets or
the smell of roses when someone mentions Shakespeare.
Medicine and poetry are twins. Listen to Dylan Thomas pleading for his father to resist death from a severe illness: “Do not go
gentle into that good night. / Rage, rage against the dying of the
light.”
Depression, Suicide, and Poetry
I found 56 notable poets who struggled with major depression
and eventually committed suicide. Here are five:
1. John Berryman, considered one of the founders of the Confessional school of poetry, committed suicide in 1972.
2. Adam Lindsay Gordon, an Australian poet and politician,
shot himself in 1870.
3. Yukio Mishima, a Japanese author, poet and playwright,
committed ritual suicide by seppuku in 1970.
4. Sylvia Plath, an American poet, novelist, children’s author,
and short story author, is credited with advancing the genre
of confessional poetry initiated by Robert Lowell and W. D.
Snodgrass. She committed suicide in 1963, after years of suffering from depression.
5. Anne Sexton won the Pulitzer Prize for poetry in 1967.
Themes of her poetry include her long battle with depression.
After repeated attempts, she took her own life in 1974.
In the following poem I describe claustrophobia, the abnormal
fear of being in enclosed or narrow places:
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Claustrophobia
Thirty more minutes to go
captive in the bright tube
click, click, click
IV fluid runs into my vein
drop, drop, drop
knock, knock, knock.
My head bound in a soft block
I’m pulled farther
into the hole: tuck, tuck, tuck
kick, kick, kick
boom, boom, boom
a pause, then click, click, click.
Slim flow of air
enters the tube
cools my face, hands
dong, dong, dong
bang, bang, bang
rectangular frame above my head glows
with fluorescent light
ding, ding, ding
knock, knock, knock
I wiggle my toes, unable to see the sun
above the roof, birds, branches
and the scattered clouds.
I think of the green leaves
carried by ants in the Amazon:
one, ten, two hundred and fifty-nine
of Doc Paterson’s plums
four, seven, so sweet and so cold.
Beeeeep, beeeeep, beeeep.
I’m pulled out. The ceiling fan
dries my sweaty face. I’m dizzy
when I rise. I tread to the car.
The birds circle above, disappear
in the whitened skies.
Lightheaded, I hold the edge of the door
for a while.

Wild Dog, Feared Extinct, Spotted in New Guinea
Unseen by scientists
for over fifty years, several New Guinea highland wild dogs were
discovered recently on a
remote mountain in the
interior of New Guinea.
Arriving on the island
with their human companions more than 8,000
years ago, they are closely related to Australian New Guinea Highland Wild Dog
dingoes. Domesticated Photo Credit New Guinea Highland
Wild Dog Foundation
variants are called New
Guinea singing dogs because of their striking vocalization. For
more information, see www.sciencealert.com/the-world-s-rarestand-most-ancient-dog-has-just-been-re-discovered-in-the-wild.

Creative Nonfiction
Fulfillment: Diary of an Amazonian Picker
(continued)
Paul Juhasz

Day 37:
For the second time in as many days, I nearly collided with
Lurch’s cart as I turned out of an aisle.
For the second time in as many days, I offered up a “My bad”
(It really wasn’t. But I was taught to be polite).
For the second time in as many days, there was zero recognition from Lurch that I had spoken or that I even existed.
I think perhaps he may be deaf.
Day 38:
I’ve been aware of (and more than a bit perplexed by) the monstrously-tall Jamaican picker dressed each shift in a dirty tuxedo
jacket and stovepipe hat who spends the entirety of each shift
muttering to himself. But it was not until tonight that my pick
path brought me close enough to make out what this hulking
six and half foot tall—seven when you consider the hat—man
spends ten hours a day, four or five days a week, repeating, in his
thickly-accented English:
“Four score and seven years ago.”
My life, it is now clear, has become a David Lynch movie.
That, or I got a hold of some bad acid and Woodstock Farley is
not here to talk me through this trip.
Day 39:
Why does the DVD, The Never-Ending Story, have a running
time of 102 minutes?
Day 40:
It occurs to me that I not only see the janitor solely in sections
E and F, but that when I do, he is always pushing his custodial
cart up the main corridor; never anywhere else.
It’s like he’s a figure from Greek myth, banished to Tartarus
and condemned to forever walk this corridor, perpetually emptying ceaselessly filling trash cans.
This is the most compelling evidence I’ve found that I am in
hell.
Day 41:
What bothers me about most of the people I work with is that
they actually exist, even when that existence is by any standard
preposterous.
For example: Brad.
Brad is a walking caricature. I struggle daily to believe he’s real
and not some atavistic cliché my mind, in an attempt to process
the general absurdity of this place, has projected outward. He is
literally the stereotypical dirty old man. Mid-60s, pear-shaped
body, a pock-marked face topped by a dirty gray crew cut. When
he smiles, he reveals he has at least six or seven teeth (so he’s
got that going for him, which is nice). If he’s not a registered sex
offender, he ought to be.
And he behaves in a way that is simply impossible. “Perverted”
doesn’t even begin to cover it. He’s a libido gone mad.
At times, I suspect he is not human, is in fact a satyr.

He’ll complain during a break, to no one in particular, that the
selection of pocket pussies sold here is disappointing, explaining
he “likes ’em to have big bushes.”
Who the fuck does this?
One of the other things he likes to do is assail any female coworker unfortunate enough to be near him with a constant barrage of dirty jokes, each one more offensively inappropriate than
the last.
The other night he “treated” Mable (the lollipop lady) to a routine of such staggering crudity that it left everyone in the break
area speechless.
I sometimes wonder how HR hasn’t canned this guy yet, then
I walk by HR and see The Sarge.
And then I say to myself: “Oh yeah; that’s why.”
This place sucks.
Day 42:
As the weeks go by, and my feet get heavier, my thoughts duller, and my faith in the inherent dignity of each human life fades,
Wendell has been there, offering sage advice at each turn.
He has taught me to grab the last item I wish to pick before a
break, and carry it with me to the head of the belt and scan it then.
“That way, Mike won’t get on your ass for making a pick two
of three minutes before break and then stopping.”
He has taught me to use three totes when picking in the E and
F sections (where a single pick frequently takes up an entire bin,
killing your rate), even though this is a direct violation of “safety
standards.”
“Not even Mike scouts those sections. They’re too far away
from the P.A. desk.”
And he has taught me to arbitrarily scan any bin every two
minutes or so when I’m off task.
“Computers at the P.A. desk register the scan, but not where
it is or if it’s the right bin. It just records you as working, which
resets the TOT clock.”
But he has not yet taught me how to avoid Matt, or a way to kill
Mike and hide the body.
I find his teachings of limited value.
Day 43:
“Crunch Lovers.”
I discovered this most odd pairing of words tonight on a box
of crackers.
I have heard of “chocolate lovers,” “spicy lovers,” and “cheese
lovers.”
Thanks to Pizza Hut (and that is about the only time in my life
I will utter that phrase), I have been introduced to the concept of
“Meat Lovers” and “Veggie Lovers.”
But this was “Crunch Lovers.”
As in: Lovers of Crunch.
This means there is a significant enough snack-eating demographic who base their enjoyment of food on it being dry enough,
bite-resistant enough, and loud enough to be disruptive to other
nearby eaters.
First, I reacted to this information with wonder: “Who are these
people for whom normal crackers are insufficient to satisfy their
need for crunch?”
Then, I was concerned: “I sure hope there are none of these
people in the theater next time I go see a movie.”
Next, indignation: “Great, a more militant group of needy,
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self-righteous eaters than vegans!”
But finally, blissful acceptance of the diversity of the world: “A
group of people designed by nature to enjoy my mother’s cookies—dry, hard, pseudo-edible disks that they are.”
So tonight, I celebrate you, “Crunch Lovers.”
Louie Armstrong was right.
It is a wonderful world. A wonderful world indeed.
Day 44:
Today Mike informed me I was selected to be converted.
I replied, “Hey! Slow down, Torquemada! I am quite content
with my faith.”
He indicated that he meant I was to be converted from an ISS
employee to a permanent Amazon employee.
“Is there a ceremony?” I asked.
“No,” he tersely replied.
Trying my very best to hide my disappointment, I asked Mike
if he would be willing to wear a big, funny hat and chant in a dead
language anyway.
He just turned and walked away.
I don’t think he likes me very much.
Day 45:
I passed Lurch again this evening. Determined to be acknowledged, I asked if he planned to sign up for voluntary OT.
No reaction of any kind.
I think he may be a ghost.
Day 46:
I just read on the label of a MEN’S multi-vitamin bottle that
I should consult with a doctor before taking if I am pregnant or
nursing a baby.
Tears of frustration blinded me the rest of the shift.
Day 47:
So I’m now an official “Amazonian,” but I was disappointed
to learn that the change in status does not come with an invisible
jet or a golden lariat.
And btw: if you don’t think you’re a geek but you get that joke,
you need to start accepting some harsh realities.
Day 48:
Since the conversion, I have noticed a change in the way I am
treated by my fellow Amazonians.
There is a distinct caste system in this place. Full-time Amazonians are a lot like the Star-Bellied Sneetches; the zeitgeist
holds that the official Amazon blue ID badge instills status and
prestige, allowing Amazonians to look down on the ISS workers
(who have no such badge upon thars).
While I am grateful and touched that they have now accepted
me into their tribe and treat me like one of their own, I am determined to maintain a relationship similar to the ones cultivated by
Jane Goodall and Dian Fossey before me.
I shall be among them, but not of them.
Day 49:
My fellow Star-Bellied Sneetches are an easily-confused lot,
if one can draw any conclusions from the employee handbook.
Do I really need color-coded water bottles, one for each work
day?
40

Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2017

Our employee handbook insists this helps you stay organized,
which I guess may be true.
But so does paying attention.
Day 50:
I just passed Brad.
He was holding a DVD of a film creatively titled Big Titty
MILFs #22. As I was walking by, he pointed at the accomplished
actress on the cover, sighed longingly, and said “Reminds me of
mother.”
I have no words.
Truly none.
Except that this place sucks.
Day 51:
I was already thoroughly depressed even before I entered aisle
A19, for I knew once I did, I would be picking a Fun Fin—a
shark fin hat, “suitable for daily dry land use.”
Which of course meant I shared the world with at least one
person who woke up today and felt the one thing lacking in his or
her life was the ability to wear a shark fin on their fucking head.
But shortly after I entered the aisle, Lurch entered from the
other side.
I tried to engage him with some traditional intra-picker banality: “We just might make it to lunch break.”
No response from Lurch.
He just made his pick, pushed his cart past me, his eyes never
veering from their locked, straight-ahead stare, turned the corner
and was gone.
Me? I stood, reeling, in the aisle, suddenly questioning a previously-unassailable belief in my own existence.
Until Matt turned the corner and explained to me in interminable detail why he likes kangaroos.
Then I knew I did indeed exist.
And that that existence was hellish.
I hate this place.
Day 52:
Today, I was in line at Human Resources to complete some
conversion paperwork when the girl in front of me turns, apparently notices that I have a tattoo on my arm, puts that together
with the haircut, and, inexplicably, my Old Navy t-shirt and says
“Thank you for your service.”
I didn’t have the heart to tell her that I never worked there.
2nd entry:
Behind the HR counter was The Sarge. When I explained what
I needed, he grabbed a roster of the new conversions and asked
“Name?”
“The Colonel,” I replied. (“Burgermeister” had a shelf-life of
about a week; everyone here assumed I had a second job in the
fast food industry.)
“Huh?”
Recognizing my error (for there must, I thought, be several
Colonels on the roster), I offered up my full title: “The Colonel
of Doom.”
“Stop shitting me! What’s your real name?”
Disappointed (for I was of the mind that if anyone could appreciate the arbitrary assumption of a non-existent rank, it would
be The Sarge), I gave my actual name.
“What is that, Mexican?” he asked.

“No, it’s still not Hispanic.”
“Hm, Juhasz? Sounds Mexican to me.”
“Well, it’s not.”
He fixed me with a probing glare for a beat or two. “You sure?”
(sigh) “Reasonably.”
“Sure sounds Mexican to me.”
I hate this place.
Day 53:
I generally adopt a policy of avoiding dialog with crazy people whenever possible. It is a sound rule, and, except for one
late-night drunken call to Charlie Sheen to demand he return the
Molly Hatchet cassette he borrowed from me after we met at a
sweat lodge ceremony in New Mexico, it’s one I have not deviated from.
Until tonight.
I once again ran into the hat-and-tails-wearing Jamaican, whom
I’ve named Stovepipe Lincoln. After a few rotations of “Four
score and seven years ago,” curiosity trumped common sense,
and before I could remind myself of that solid and well-grounded
rule, I asked him, “Why do you keep saying that?”
Stovepipe turned to me and flashed a big, comforting grin, as
if he had been eagerly waiting for someone to ask him this, and
replied:
“I love your Mr. Lincoln.”
His grin then flattened into a tight-lipped glare.
“He keeps me free from de white people,” he added.
He then turned and resumed both his pick path and his chant.
It is time I face a very unpleasant truth:
This place scares the hell out of me.
Day 54:
Since I’m a good father, I am trying to provide my sons with
an expansive collection of action figures from the comic book
worlds (both DC and Marvel) I loved as a kid.
So you can imagine my excitement when I saw in a bin adjacent to my pick an Invisible Woman (of the Fantastic Four)
action figure.
And you can imagine my disappointment when I turned the
packaging over to discover the box was empty.
Day 55:
I decided tonight to wear the new t-shirt that my mother got for
me in Morocco. It’s from Rick’s Café, of Casablanca fame, and
on the back it reads “The Legend Continues.”
On the way to the lunchroom during break, a co-worker reads
the back out loud, slaps me on the shoulder and says, “I love that
movie.”
I replied, “Yeah, it is a great one. My mother just went to Morocco on vacation and when she asked what she could get me, I
said ‘go to Rick’s and get me a t-shirt....’”
He looked quite puzzled, and despite sensing the depression
that would follow, I offered the observation that “I think we may
be talking about different movies.”
He replies “I was talking about Kung Fu: The Legend Continues.” He then strikes what I assume was intended as an authentic
kung-fu pose.
This place sucks!
Day 56:
Apparently, consistently hitting rate is not good enough here.
Mike informed me that he would “prefer” I push past 100% and

strive for a higher rate number.
After confirming that he did in fact understand the meaning of
“percent,” I clarified that he was asking me to do more than what
was required.
“Yes. That’s the synergy we like to see out of our pickers.”
“And I assume my paycheck would then also be more than is
required?”
“Um, no. No, your paycheck would be the same.”
“So, you want me to do more work for the same pay?”
“That’s what we’d like to see.”
“Yes, Massa, I’ll get right on that.”
I then returned to the Mod to resume my carefully calibrated
100% rate pace.
2nd entry:
Knowing Mike hates shipping damaged product, I brought him
a bag of assorted Hershey’s Candy.
“Something’s wrong with this,” I told him.
“I see that. The bag is opened. Nice catch, Paul.”
“No, I opened the bag. That’s not the problem.”
“What is, then?”
“Well, there’s only 100 pieces in there.”
“That’s because there’s supposed to be 100 pieces,” he explained, pointing to the label on the bag that read “100 Pieces.”
“And why did you open the bag to count?” he added.
“Well, I thought the customer would prefer it had 106 pieces.
I’m betting that’s the synergy they’d like to see out of their bags
of candy.”
Mike stared silently at me for a minute, then told me to get
back to work.
I don’t think he appreciates my commitment to customer satisfaction.
I also think he doesn’t like me very much.
Day 57:
Tonight, my pick path intersected Lurch’s again.
Desperate for some type of recognition, I asked “Hey, do you
know what time it is?”
Nothing.
I tried again.
“Hey, man. Your shoes are untied.”
Still nothing.
Overcome with frustration, I tried one more time.
“Hey, later on, I’m going to shit in your hair!”
Nothing.
I am forced to admit that Lurch may be the creation of a mind
whose sanity is crumbling.
Day 58:
This place is not only ridiculous; it is also dangerous and potentially lethal.
And tonight, my time was almost up.
As I grabbed an item from a top bin, one, then two pairs of
women’s pajamas fell on my head. My reflexes momentarily
dulled by the successive blows, I was unable to avoid the avalanche of dozens more pajamas. Soon, I was prone on the floor,
buried in an ever-growing pile of satin.
My final thoughts before the darkness took me were “No, Dear
Lord! Not like this. It can’t end like this. Not like Grandpa.”
to be continued…

Voices de la Luna, 15 May 2017       41

San Antonio Small Presses
Wings Press

The Heart’s Many Doors: American Poets Respond
to Metka Krašovec’s Images Responding to Emily
Dickinson (2017)
Richard Jackson and Metka Krašovec

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

New and Forthcoming Titles from Wings Press
Holy Literary License: The Almighty Chooses Fallible Mortals to Write, Edit, and Translate GodStory
(2016)
Robert Flynn

Robert Flynn, an award-winning novelist
(North to Yesterday, Wanderer Springs) with
decidedly liberal political leanings writes a
spiritual autobiography unlike any other. The
author grew up in a small west Texas town, attended seminary, joined the Marines, became
a war correspondent in Vietnam, and taught
creative writing and literature for 40 years
at Trinity University in San Antonio. With a
deep sense of the irony of his project, he sets
out to explain how the Bible came to be, delving into historical misconceptions, errors in
translation, political and cultural biases, as well as the editorial
failings of the Bible’s many authors—and yet, he arrives at a
place of ultimate faith. Along the way, Flynn takes on capitalism,
the military-industrial complex, American consumerism, and a
host of other American values and ideals that prove America to
be anything but “holy.”

Latin@ Rising: An Anthology of Latin@ Science
Fiction and Fantasy (2017)
Matthew David Goodwin

Fifty years ago the Latin American “Boom”
introduced magical realism to the world; Latin@Rising is the literature that has risen from
the explosion that gave us García Márquez,
Jorge Amado, Carlos Fuentes, and others. The
21st century writers and artists of Latin@Rising help us to imagine a Latino/a past, present,
and future which have not been whitewashed
by mainstream perspectives.
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Slovenian artist Metka Krašovec created a
suite of drawings inspired by the poems of
Emily Dickinson. Editor Richard Jackson
began gathering poems created in response
to the drawings— fascinating and insightful
examples of double ekphrasis. The Heart’s
Many Doors is a rich cross-genre combination
of writing and art that functions as a multifaceted commentary on Dickinson, art and the
creative process.

Word Design Press

www.WordDesignStudio.com
Word Design Press, founded in 1998, is committed to publishing
selected high-quality poetry collections, anthologies, and other
paperback books, fiction and non-fiction. Word Design Studio is
author-friendly and strives for author satisfaction through every
step of the process toward the final published product. Editor Valerie Martin Bailey
has been in the writing, editing, and publishing field since 1970. An accomplished writer
and award-winning poet, she dedicates much
of her time to promoting poetry at the local,
state, and national levels. The latest books
from Word Design Studio are Shelia Darst’s
A Poet’s Palette and The Marchers: A Novel by Mo H Saidi, which can be purchased
from book stores, amazon.com, or by direct
request from Word Design Press by contacting Olivia Hernandez
at hernandezoly@gmail.com.

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

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

www.southtexaspressinc.com

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

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

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 Charitable Fund of the San Antonio Area Foundation.
Shivers & Shivers Law Practice

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

http://shiverslaw.com
Shivers & Shivers is a full-service immigration
and nationality law firm in operation since 1981.
frontdesk@shiverslaw.com
3.5” x 2”

Emory Jones, CFP®
Financial Advisor
.

1020 N E Loop 410 Suite 807
San Antonio, TX 78209
210-828-2899

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.
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The Back Page
Brief Bios of Selected Contributors
Lupe Méndez
Lupe Méndez is a poet/educator/activist, CantoMundo Fellow, a Macondo Fellow,
and co-founder of the Librotraficante Movement. He works with Nuestra Palabra:
Latino Writers Having Their Say to promote poetry events, advocate for literacy/
literature, and organize creative writing workshops that are open to the public. He
is the founder of Tintero Projects and works with emerging Latinx writers within
the Texas Gulf Coast Region, with Houston as its hub. His publishing credits include prose work in Houston Free Press, the Kenyon Review, and Norton’s Sudden
Fiction Latino: Short Short Stories from the United States and Latin America, and
poetry that appears in Huizache, Luna Luna, Ostrich, Revista Síncope, Pilgrimage,
Border Senses, Voluble, and Gulf Coast Literary Journal.

Lyman Grant
Lyman Grant currently serves as Dean of the Communications Division at Austin
Community College. He has published in several literary journals, particularly in
Texas. His most recent volume of poems is Last Work: A Meditation on the Final
Poems by Neal Adams.

Laurence Musgrove
Author of the poetry collection Local Bird, Laurence Musgrove is professor of English at Angelo State University, where he teaches creative writing, literature, drawing to learn, comics, and mindfulness. He is also co-editor with Terry Dalrymple of
the anthology Texas Weather, a collection of poetry, fiction, and nonfiction on the
power and beauty of weather in the Lone Star State.

Rodney Gomez
Rodney Gomez was born and raised in Brownsville, Texas. He is the proud son of
migrant farmworkers and the first in his family to go to college. He has a BA and
MA in philosophy and an MFA in creative writing from the University of Texas Pan
American. He works at the University of Texas Rio Grande Valley.

Bonnie Kennedy
Bonnie Kennedy is a third-year student at Angelo State University, majoring in
English with a concentration in creative writing. She is a non-traditional student—a
grandmother--who started this degree over thirty-five years ago. Since coming back
to school in 2014, she has been published in The Oasis Student Literary Magazine
and was selected to read her poetry at the release ceremonies each of those years.
She won the Texas Association of Creative Writing Teachers Undergraduate Poetry
award in 2016, and traveled to San Antonio to read her poem at their annual conference that September. For the 2017 spring semester, she applied for and won an
ASU Independent Mentoring Grant to study the works of confessional poets Sylvia
Plath and Anne Sexton.

Paula Starche
Paula Starche’s poetry and prose have appeared in Concho River Review, Louisiana
Literature Journal, the Avocet, and the 2016 Di-vêrsé-city, the Austin International
Poetry Festival anthology. She has poetry and short fiction in the recently released
Texas Weather Anthology. Her lyrical essay, “Texas Water,” won the 2014 nonfiction award of the Texas Association of Creative Writing Teachers. Her work reflects
her background in West Texas, as well as her years of medical practice in Austin.

Patricia Keoughan
Patricia Keoughan is a licensed marriage and family therapist with a Ph.D. from
Iowa State University in human development and family studies, with a specialization in marriage and family therapy. She has engaged in clinical practice for
thirty years and taught at Iowa State University, Nova Southeastern, and University
of South Alabama. She has a personal history with San Antonio since 1968 and
recently returned as a permanent resident. Having recently relinquished most of
her academic and clinical obligations, she now writes short stories, memoirs, and
poetry. “Jesus Nails” is her poetry publication debut.
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Idioma

Words That Are Dirty AF
James R. Adair

I was recently visiting my local watering hole (OK, it was the
Flying Saucer. Do I get a free beer for mentioning it?), and I
noticed on the menu a certain brew listed as “Saint Arnold Raspberry Af.” As a student of language, I wracked my brain to come
up with the meaning of af. My first thought was that it was an
abbreviation for Air Force, but whoever heard of a raspberry air
force? That’s silly as can be! Could it be the top-level Internet domain abbreviation for Afghanistan? Probably not, though Houston, where Saint Arnold Brewing Company resides, can certainly
get hot as Afghanistan. Or maybe it’s the ISO 639-1 code for the
Afrikaans language? Ag, nie man! Ek dink nie so nie. So I asked
my table-mates about it. They looked at each other and immediately started laughing. “I’m pretty sure it means as f---,” one of
them said. “Of course!” I thought to myself. While I was searching for possibly obscure or esoteric meanings, the real meaning
was staring right at me, clear as the nose on my face.
Fast forward a couple of weeks, and I was driving in the car
listening to—what else?—NPR. One of Terry Gross’s guests was
Kory Stamper, an associate editor at Merriam-Webster. Among
other topics, she talked about adding new words and phrases to
the dictionary. One relatively new entry is f-bomb, which is defined as “the word f--- —used metaphorically as a euphemism.”
(Being a responsible editor, I’m editing out the dirty word. Pay
attention, Joe Biden!)
I began reflecting on American society’s love-hate relationship
with so-called foul language. They start with the “seven dirty
words” that can’t be said on television, made famous by George
Carlin, but there are others, too, that are considered inappropriate
as all get-out. A friend of mine from seminary, who has probably
never consciously uttered an inappropriate word in his life, told
me once that when he was growing up on the farm, one of the
jobs his dad gave him was to spread shit on the field to fertilize
it. It wasn’t until years later that he learned the word manure, and
he still had a hard time thinking that shit was a dirty word (except in a literal sense, of course). It has been commonly observed
that most of the words considered offensive in English have Old
English roots, whereas their acceptable substitutes come from
French or Latin—manure or excrement for shit, urinate for piss
(although piss, and the verbal form pisseth, can be found eight
times in the King James Version of the Bible), etc.—so there is a
definite classist bias in our definition of naughty words.
Nowadays, words once considered scandalous, never to be
used in polite society, are used with a frequency approaching that
of the mild euphemisms of earlier ages such as gosh, heck, and
zounds. No longer shocking, they permeate the vocabulary of
millennials and are often used by older adults as well. One might
almost say that they’re as common as fuck!
(For an enhanced reading experience, read through the column again and substitute AF wherever it fits. It’s fun AF!)

