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Autumn Blaze
Andrea Kraus-Lozano

Cover Page Art
All Is Grey

30" x 40", oil on canvas
by Samuel Velasquez
samuelvelasquezart.com
Samuel Velasquez was
born in 1985 and raised
on the south side of San
Antonio. After attending
Palo Alto College, where
he discovered his love
for painting, he transferred to the University
of Texas at San Antonio. There he refined his
painting skills, and his
growing interest in the paranormal, mythology, psychedelic imagery, and love of animals has
shaped his current work.
Since graduating from
UTSA with a BFA degree,
Velasquez has participated
in numerous gallery exhibitions, including several solo
shows. He teaches at the
Southwest School of Art.
Velasquez’s work is inspired by the folklore he
grew up with, listening to
relatives describe their enInner Gloom
counters with ghosts, la
chusta, and the mystic beliefs practiced by his family alongside
mainstream religion. He is also influenced by the world’s great
mythologies and by writers such as Joseph Campbell.

Community Outreach Efforts
In the past quarter, volunteers from Voices de la Luna have led
community outreach efforts at seven different locations, involving seven volunteers and 543 members of the community.
Visit Voices de la Luna online at www.voicesdelaluna.org for
additional content and past issues.

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 Mission Statement
Voices de la Luna inspires and promotes literature and the arts and serves
as a platform for all authors and artists to share their work with others.
It further uses literature and the arts for both educational and healing
purposes in the community.

At Voices de la Luna, we believe that poetry heals and arts
advance the quality of life.
Themes for future issues of Voices de la Luna:
February: Family Tapestries
May: San Antonio’s Tricentennial

Editor’s Note
James R. Adair

Spaceships that travel faster than
the speed of light, alien invaders from
other worlds, robots that look and behave just like people, federations of
planets engaged in intergalactic conflicts, advances in science that make
possible both utopian and dystopian
visions of the future—all these are elements of science fiction, the focus of
many of the poems and prose pieces
in the current issue of Voices de la
Luna. One hundred years after the
birth of sci-fi author extraordinaire
Arthur C. Clarke—author of 2001: A Space Odyssey and many
other novels and short stories—science fiction is alive and well.
The new series Star Trek: Discovery has launched, Blade Runner 2049 was released in October, and Star Wars: The Last Jedi
is due out in December, so November 2017 seems like the ideal
time to focus our readers’ attention on the genre.
Several poems in this issue, including those of our featured
poet, David Bowles, focus on the unknown and the bizarre, often
reaching back to the mythological roots that undergird generations of great stories and human thought. Others emphasize the
advances, challenges, and dangers of our advancing scientific
knowledge, which all too often outpaces our ethical deliberations. Still others explore, in different ways, the lives and experiences of the powerless and marginalized, evoking empathy and
offering encouragement.
Several of the prose pieces in this issue explore the realm of
sci-fi and its cousin, the fantastic. Read about the experiences of
a local writer and producer who has worked—and continues to
work—on various incarnations of the Star Trek franchise. Another contributor, a freelance journalist, shares his investigation
into the claims of a fellow writer whose encounter with a UFO
profoundly changed his life—and that of the investigative journalist. We continue to read the unreal (but totally real) and often
hilarious tale of Paul Juhasz’s sojourn in the bowels of an Amazon fulfillment center. Finally, “Retirement” follows the career
and musings of Death377 as she goes about her grim business
of reaping souls and helping them transition to the next phase of
their existence.
A new feature that begins in this issue is our recognition of local and regional visual artists. We have featured such artists in the
past, but going forward we plan to draw more attention to their
important work on our pages as we celebrate their unique, beautiful, inspiring, and occasionally disturbing view of the world we
inhabit. In particular, our cover artist, Samuel Velasquez, offers
a vision of the world that dovetails nicely with our sci-fi theme.
Book reviews (including an extended review of Far Out: Poems of the ’60s, edited by Wendy Barker and Dave Parsons), poetry and art therapy, dreams, and topical news and notes round
out the offerings in this issue. We also welcome Aztlan Libre
Press as our newest small press sponsor of Voices.
Blending knowledge and notion, fact and fiction, with a dollop
of the unknown and a large helping of speculation about the future, science fiction as a genre has never been more relevant. Join
us as we explore some of its contours in the pages that follow.
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Featured Poet:
David Bowles
Silentium Universi
Jo
Seven billion years ago
the Eldest vanished,
withdrawing from space and time.
Eons later, proud Keepers,
galaxy harnessed,
probed hyperspace, found others.

Kyū
Interdicted galaxy,
sentience sprawling
toward species-wide suicide.
Not a whisper to be heard,
humans stand alone,
at the mercy of the beast.

Ha
Struggles ensued till Eldest
shared tragic, lone survival.
Awestruck Keepers, reverent,
built vast passageways
to navigate hyperspace.
Contact with ancients constrained,
Keepers spread through the cosmos.
Steering sentience from death,
they elevated
species to optimal life.
Millions of galaxies saved,
the Keepers joined the Eldest.
Elevated races spread,
furthering their hallowed work.
Builders reached the Milky Way,
but their tunnels woke
some primordial, twisted thing.
Whether Eldest gone insane
or wicked Keeper, it raged,
shattering gateways and ships,
slaughtering trillions,
shrugging off every attack.
Stirred, powerful Keepers
sealed the mad fiend inside.
4
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the shiver of startling and dreadful things
broad the cosmos, and dark, with matter
and light flung about frenetic, tethered
to time and space, shimmering through
multiple dimensions, whirling and evolving
and coming undone to adhere once more.
yet nowhere are there monsters: evil and
anxiety and despair do not inhere in any
corner of all this vastness of universe:
until consciousness arises to reflect the world:
sentient minds that snarl into crazed mimics
of the natural: people that cobble together
wrathful gods and demons and eldritch hells
out of inexplicable nightmares: fiends that
claw their way out of our brains to populate
the virtual sphere in which we learn to live.
so madness is born and spreads its bleak
and gnarled fingers through the hollow
interstices of the real: who knows how
many millions of stars have been snuffed
by dungeoned consciousnesses that prise
at the lid of forever, driven to self-loathing
by the shiver of startling and dreadful things?

Bundle
We stood together,
looking down at the bundle of cloth
we had found in the strange chamber
at the heart of the hidden pyramid.
“No mummies here,” our professor joked,
prodding the artifact
with an arrogant finger.
“Aztec nobles burned their dead,
bundled up the ashes
and fragments of bones.”
There was nervous laughter—
graduate students quoted Hammer films
or mimed Karloff,
lunging and lumbering.
Tension dispelled, we moved
to begin our respective research tasks.

Trembling, I shook my head.
“No. You know what I want.”
The voice was weaker, fainter.
“Two spines, then. Three.”
“Give me what I want or be damned!”
The bundle went slack in my grip.
“Very well,” came the rough whisper.
“Your master’s knowledge,
his position,
his acclaim—
all yours.”
As I placed the bag
back on its pedestal of jade,
I grinned, already imagining myself
behind the podium
before the adoring, fearful mass
of students.

But then the bundle twitched,
ashes billowing in a nauseous cloud,
and slipping from its jade pedestal,
it began
to drag
itself
along.
“Oh, shit!” the professor screamed.
“From Book Five of the Florentine Codex!
The tlacanexquimilli, Bag of Burnt Bones—
Run for your goddamned lives!”
And we did. We ran.
But I remembered as our steps echoed—
flight brought bad luck,
illness, death.
Courage, though…
My heart fluttering
like some mythic hummingbird,
I returned to the chamber,
bent to seize the bag in my trembling hands,
pressing it to my chest
though it squirmed
and moaned.
“Who—who are you?”
I stuttered in broken Nahuatl.
“You must speak,
Or I shall not let you go!”
The voice creaked and groaned.
“Release me.
I shall give you your heart’s desire.
I shall give you the spine of a maguey.”

Quetzalcoatl Mural, Acapulco
Diego Rivera

A Mexican-American author from deep South Texas, David Bowles is
an assistant professor at the University of Texas Rio Grande Valley.
Recipient of awards from the American Library Association, Texas
Institute of Letters, and Texas Associated Press, he has written a
dozen or so books, including Flower, Song, Dance: Aztec and Mayan
Poetry (2014 Soeurette Diehl Fraser Award for Best Translation),
the Pura Belpré Honor Book
The Smoking Mirror, and
the forthcoming Feathered
Serpent, Dark Heart of Sky:
Mexican Myths. His work
has also appeared in multiple
anthologies and venues such
as Journal of Children’s Literature, Rattle, Strange Horizons, Apex Magazine, Nightmare, Asymptote, Translation
Review, Metamorphoses,
Huizache, BorderSenses, and
Concho River Review.
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Featured Interview:
Ramiro Salazar
Questions for Ramiro Salazar

Interviews and Photos by Jasmina Wellinghoff
Since he took the helm of the San
Antonio Public Library (SAPL)
system in 2005, Ramiro Salazar
has led efforts to increase the
number of neighborhood libraries in the city, as well as improve
services across the system which
serves a population of 1.9 million
people. As director, he oversees
the operations of the downtown
Central Library and 29 branch
facilities, collectively employing
more than 550 people.
SAPL has materials in both
English and Spanish, including
books, CDs, eBooks, and audio
books for check-out, as well as a
110,000-item digital collection. In addition, all branches offer access
to computers and Wi-Fi, as well as a variety of programs for all ages.
Salazar’s career experiences have certainly prepared him well for the
job. Before coming to San Antonio, he served as director of the Dallas Public Library from 1993-2004 and held the same position earlier
with the El Paso Public Library. After receiving a master’s degree in
library science from Texas Woman’s University, he started his career at
the Eagle Pass Library.
Under Salazar’s leadership, SAPL has earned national recognition,
including the prestigious Urban Libraries Council Innovation Award in
2012 and the 2006 national award for outstanding public service presented by the Institute of Museum and Library Services. In 2017, the new
Potranco Branch received the Library Project of the Year award from
the Texas Library Association, in addition to the Outstanding Achievement Award from the Alliance for Innovation.
We spoke with Mr. Salazar in a sunny conference room at the Central
Library on Columbus Day.

Jasmina Wellinghoff: What attracted you to a library science
career?
Ramiro Salazar: When I started college, I wanted to be a social worker because I wanted to help people. Since I came from
humble beginnings, I had to work while going to school, so I
signed up for the work-study program at Texas A&I University in
Kingsville, which assigned me to the college library. I was later
hired by the local public library while still in school, where I was
fortunate to have a supportive head librarian who gave me a lot
of opportunities to learn all aspects of library work. Through a set
of circumstances following graduation, I was offered a scholarship by the library science school at Texas Woman’s University.
Along the way I also learned how much public libraries impact
people’s lives and make a big difference in their communities
by promoting reading, information, and this whole notion of
“knowledge is power.” I believe in destiny. I think that was what
was meant for me. I have been in this profession now for many
years and it has been very rewarding.
6
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Were you always a big reader and book lover?
In my culture on the border, we didn’t see a library as a place for
us. For one thing, there was little outreach to the Latino community, but also it wasn’t part of our culture. In fact, in Mexico
the concept of a public library is relatively new. People bought
books or borrowed from each other. Libraries were there primarily to support my school work. But I loved reading the books that
were part of my assignments. I was a reader but not a book worm.
When you came here in 2005, how did you assess the situation
at SAPL, and what priorities did you set for yourself and the
system?
What initially brought me to San Antonio was an initiative by
the library board and the Library Foundation to create a library
taxing district, which is one way to provide revenue for libraries.
Part of the reason I was hired was to help with that. However,
it did not happen for various reasons (and the library remains a
department of the city). Once here, I saw many opportunities to
grow the system and raise the library’s profile in the community,
and that was a priority we needed to focus on. At the time, when
council members spoke about priorities, libraries were generally
not part of the equation. We needed to change that; we needed to
educate the decision makers about the value of public libraries.
I also felt that libraries should be open seven days a week, and
we were able to work with city management to accomplish that.
Beyond that, I developed a strategy with the board that would
help us become part of bond programs, which in turn would provide funds for new libraries for almost every neighborhood in
the city. Since I’ve been here, we have added ten new branches
and renovated many older ones. We were able to show to city officials how libraries support goals already set for the community,
such as higher graduation rates, literacy rates, reading readiness
of children starting school, and others.
Let’s talk about the collection. Could you describe how materials are selected and purchased?
We call that process collection development. There’s a whole
strategy for building collections that are relevant and responsive
to communities we serve. Each location is responsible for developing a profile of the neighborhood it serves, and that information is communicated to the central unit that makes the decisions
on purchasing. There are review tools that help them decide, such
as professional reviews, best-seller lists, and recommendations
by professional entities such as the Library Journal, Publisher’s
Weekly, or Booklist. So those are some of the tools we use to
identify what’s being published and to evaluate the quality of the
materials. We spend more than four million dollars a year on new
purchases.

Local writers and publishers sometimes complain that their
books are not available through SAPL. What is your reaction?
That surprises me. It has been my philosophy that, regardless of
the reviews, we should buy at least a few copies of books written
by local authors or issued by local publishers. We have a good
relationship with Wings Press, for example [“And we host a lot
of events with local authors,” adds a marketing rep present in the
conference room]. We do want to celebrate and promote our San
Antonio authors. Also, if we don’t have a particular title, you can
ask us to order it.

they not only stream it live but also save it and make it available to everyone. They are one of our partners because we, too,
believe that knowledge is power and that information helps the
public to make educated decisions.
What are you reading at the moment?
I am a big fan of audio books, so I almost always have a book in
the car to listen to. As to what I am reading right now, first I have
to explain that my wife and I have just added two puppies to our
household, and they are quite a challenge to handle. I checked
out two books, Puppies for Dummies, and The Art of Raising
a Puppy, a very useful book (chuckles). But I am also reading
serious material, and the book I am reading right now—actually,
listening to—is The Great War of Our Times by Michael Morell,
the former deputy director of the CIA. It deals with the author’s
work with several presidents and how the decisions were made to
get involved in various recent wars (to combat terrorism). I tend
to prefer nonfiction.

Alone

Edgar Allan Poe

San Antonio Public Library
What are some of SAPL’s special collections?
We have a Texana Collection on the 6th floor, which is actually two collections: one contains books, archives, and even 3-D
items that relate to Texas and the San Antonio region, and the
other is the genealogy collection, which is considered to be one
of the best in Texas. Another special collection is the Latino Collection, for which we created a new home recently (on the ground
floor) to make it more accessible. We also have a special collection of children’s materials, and in our Low Vision Room we
have a collection for blind and low-vision individuals.
The way we consume information has changed a lot in recent
times, and eBooks are part of life today. What can we expect
in the near future?
A couple of years ago, there was this huge jump in demand for
eBooks, but it has pretty much leveled off. People request print
books six times more often than eBooks. People tell me all the
time how and why they love print books. We are not going to
lose printed books, not in my lifetime, and I hope to live to the
age of 100.
What is NOWCastSA, which is housed in the Central Library?
Oh, I am a big fan of NOWCastSA! It’s a nonprofit service that
aims to inform the public by streaming and archiving reports
from various community events (like Public TV but on the Internet). For instance, if an important author or leader gives a speech,

From childhood’s hour I have not been
As others were—I have not seen
As others saw—I could not bring
My passions from a common spring—
From the same source I have not taken
My sorrow—I could not awaken
My heart to joy at the same tone—
And all I lov’d—I lov’d alone—
Then—in my childhood—in the dawn
Of a most stormy life—was drawn
From ev’ry depth of good and ill
The mystery which binds me still—
From the torrent, or the fountain—
From the red cliff of the mountain—
From the sun that ’round me roll’d
In its autumn tint of gold—
From the lightning in the sky
As it pass’d me flying by—
From the thunder, and the storm—
And the cloud that took the form
(When the rest of Heaven was blue)
Of a demon in my view—

Zahava (Zee) Fisher, 1951-2017
Zee Fisher, a former board member of Voices de la Luna, passed
away on Oct 12, 2017, after a brief illness. She taught at the Eleanor Kolitz Academy for over thirteen years and was passionate
about reading and educating children. A native of South Africa,
she was fluent in English, Afrikaans, and Yiddish. She tutored
young people through the Jewish Federation, and she ran the
Jewish Literature Book Club for Rodfei Sholom Synagogue. Her
favorite poem was “If—” by Rudyard Kipling. She is survived
by her husband of 43 years, Dave Fisher, two daughters, and
seven grandchildren. For a fuller obituary, go to legacy.com and
search for Zahava Fisher.
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Poetry
Grief

Guadalupe García McCall
The child, barefoot and bare chested, was dusted
in dirt and grime from days of play. He sat
on his haunches, leaned over and picked it up,
a bristly, black caterpillar, still and shiny as obsidian
rock. It rolled itself up into a semi-circle
in his hand. Each segment opened, separated
the bristles, exposing tender brown bands one
delicate layer after another, smooth and naked
as trembling belly flesh. In the morning light,
each bristle glinted, bounced back light
clear as teardrops quivering on freshly polished
patent leather shoes. I stared at it, wondering
if the boy had killed it. Sunlight,
bright and painful, filtered through the dead
leaves of the honeysuckle branch. A golden ray
pierced the brittle leaves and the child reached
up. He offered me the still live insect. I let him
place it in my cupped hand, fascinated by the bands
of soft, exposed flesh. When I looked up,
the boy was gone,
run off. He disappeared into a dark alley. The caterpillar
unrolled itself and raised its blunt black head. It lolled
side to side gleefully, sensing something earthy and warm
in the cool, winter breeze. I sat there so long,
the caterpillar knit itself a dark netted coat, a black
raindrop that glistened and trembled until it burst,
unfolding white wings that looked, for a moment,
bright and luminous—newborn incandescence
blooming quietly in the palm of my open hand.

8
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Challenger

Bonnie Kennedy

For Christa McAuliffe and Krista, my daughter, who was in fifth grade
and wanted to be an astronaut. She became a teacher.

Aboard the Challenger,
A challenger of children,
The only one of seven
Who was not a rocket scientist,
Or an astronaut,
Or a physicist,
But everyman.
She wore a suit
Composed of possibility,
A helmet full of wonder,
Strapped into a seat
Above a heavy payload
Chock-full of childhood dreams,
And one defective O ring.
And in that countdown
Of three…two…one,
A billion minds
Stood on tip-toe
Reaching for the stars,
A billion hearts believed
“That could be me.”
Until the seventy-fourth second
When fuel and fire united in
A Hiroshima-Nagasaki moment
That split the atom
Between hope and despair,
And shocked a billion minds
Stunned and speechless.
In one blink,
The fiery black cloud
Vaporized flesh and metal,
And sent the shattered
Expectations of the world
Charred and spewing
Back to earth.
And the billion hearts
That stopped,
Who had said to themselves
“That could be me”—
Knew with certainty
In that seventy-fourth second,
It was.
Voices de la Luna, 15 November 2017
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Big Beautiful Wall—So Complicated
Lois Heger

Who knew building a border wall would be so complicated!
It’s complicated.
“There are geographic and physical challenges.”
There’s the Rio Grande, endangered wildlife.
Ah, but a big and beautiful wall.
Without a border a nation cannot exist
a physical one, 30 feet tall. It’s like infrastructure
only on the outside, or the inside
wherever we decide to build it.
We really don’t know where to build it.
Don’t want to give the river to the Mexicans.
We could maybe build it down the middle of the river
floating on buoys so even if the river changes course
it’s still down the big middle of it.
Building that might be tricky but American ingenuity
and scientists could figure it out.
Oh yes, the scientists.
This might get complicated.

Southerleigh
Sun Hee

You were with me to taste the first summer strawberries.
We marveled at the bluebonnets in bloom.
I took you to gaze at the clear sky in fields
of tall grass, burnt by the heavy sun.
Once we shared laughter washed by sunlight on Highway 10.
Then we watched a star fall again and again.
Since then, I whisper your name into the wind.
Does it reach you?
I will always know you
in this silence and revelry,
anthem to all things possible.

10
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Under the Kudzu
Caryn Leigh Wideman

My grandfather, six years old, stands with his mother, aunts and sisters
In an old picture, the women in their long Victorian dresses.
Young Granddaddy wears a frilly shirt with jacket and short
Pants. But he is barefoot, as if someone forgot to put on his shoes.
One night Granddaddy killed a black man who was stealing his chickens.
No one noticed except Grandmother Vessie, who had a nervous breakdown.
Vessie’s father owned a big house and sawmill on a lake. If one of his Negroes
Gave him too much trouble, he rowed them to the middle of the lake
And drowned them, according to Mama.
Along hot Georgia roads dark green kudzu covers everything—
Trees, bushes, telephone lines and poles hidden by the dense vine.
Southern softness covering what is not seen, known only by some.
Gentle manners, learned politeness that glides like the slow speech.
Truth cloaked by gentility and the Christian way of life.
As a child I took it all in, thought the whole world was like Atlanta.
Bumper stickers: “The South shall rise again!” Posters where an old,
Beat-up Confederate soldier grips a tattered flag and says, “Forget, hell!”
How much violence, how much crime there must have been
In the black parts of town.
Our tall, quiet gardener, killed —an ice pick to his heart.
Maid Edna’s scars on her face and head from her husband’s machete.
“Did it hurt?” I asked in my little girl voice, staring at her patchwork face.
“No, chile,” she said. “The Lord took the pain away.”
In what white heart was the fear born? In what black heart did the violence begin?
In my twenties I moved overseas, left the customs and judgments
Of Atlanta far behind. Or so I thought.
I dated a high-ranking diplomat in Vienna. Twenty years older. Elegant,
Sorbonne-educated. We saw each other for two years.
But I knew I could never take him home because he was black.
“Reste avec moi.” Stay with me, he said. “Tu chasses les mauvais reves.”
You chase the bad dreams away. Faint scars on his face,
As though he’d slept on a chenille blanket, from Voodoo his father
Performed to ensure his son would one day lead his country.
He died four years ago in Paris.
I’m still chasing away bad dreams.
Voices de la Luna, 15 November 2017        11

Staying in the Flood
Emmy Pérez

Why the tom
Spraying the screen
Window, why
Floodwater
Leftover from
Hurricane Alex
A spring after last summer
Weed seeds sprouting
Downriver
Why the woodpecker’s
Off and on wing
Pause causing
Vertigo, why
Confuse herons with
Egrets. Aztlán:
Land of white herons.
Why the sap stains
Like accidents
Why the border patrol
Woman in a blue truck
With camper big
Enough to haul
Livestock. Why
The anacahuita
Flowers, why one
Giant swallowtail butterfly

Why the debris
Of retama flowers
Gathering on asphalt
Edges like
The path of hair
Under your belly button
Or a path of marigold
Petals welcoming
The dead home
And why the bustedUp nopal like a bullet
Target or a JustMarried sign
In April
Strung with
Tecate cans
Hitched to an
El Camino
Why is it still
Blooming
Yellow roses?
From With the River on Our Face by Emmy Pérez. © 2016 Emmy
Pérez. Reprinted by permission of the University of Arizona Press.
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Place I Understand
Sheika A.

Travelling this road, me envisioning bombdrilled holes by methodical searches—men
in Islamic hoods—the roads unfettered,
palm trees (in)fringing both sides, carefully
hiding slick manicured houses behind their
expansive fronds like a place never seen
the bullet…the hyper-informed dishevelment
rapidly recedes into intrigue.
Prose converts to poetry here. The loud bantering
aggressive hosting, armed uniforms do not subdue
the colour of the soil. The road finishes winding
out its guarded grandiose and ventures over
the barricades—to another city—where the soil is
a different colour: red. Badges have gathered
rust on dust-eaten uniforms; the ordinary
men stand side by side, assuming service
as translators/transferors, both armed,
both parties masked. The guns don’t illume
which is which: bandit or soldier.
A few check-posts ago, life meant something.
This new disowned city huddles
like captives held in tin containers; headless
trees, dismembered houses, deep-driven holes,
steep trusting eyes, gouging glares,
and children missing teeth:

Mis-bordered

on track to a place I recognise.

Sheika A.

I have crossed a few borders in my time—
though that would imply my hair has turned
grey and white, of hind- or foresight my tongue
has lost the true path of origin; my words tilt
the scales heavy towards East, the globe
on my thirty years reclines like an indolent
moon, its belly pointing upwards, like dreams
of a better tomorrow in a better place.
My nomadism’s spine boasts a curve
from being pushed down from climbing
the rungs of stature. I have watched seas
and oceans change temperaments to the tunes
of the land’s accents. So, then, where is home?
Right here. On these indoctrinated pages
of a square passport.
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Bitter Tears
James Piatt

Ghost Indian warriors ride their phantom
Mustangs into the hot winds as they ride
High in the clouds above rugged
Mountains and gritty fields of sand:
The hushed echoes of the spirit hoof
Beats pulsate deep in a box canyon.
The haunting chanting of long vanished
Voices, songs of cherished dreams, now
Only rusted Cryptograms of a lost
Ancient people etched into cave walls.

Pray for Me, Father
Carolyn Chatham

Pray for me, Father,
for I have sinned.
Even now I have taken the battle into the garden
and uprooted the narcissus bed.
Nothing grows now among the topsy-turvy mess
that was your garden.
Year after year the irises raised their heads
to break the earth’s crust,
inevitable, like Spring.
I have intercepted them with my weapons.
They had no chance against me,
no defense.
I do not know what I will put there in that spot
where they once thrived,
or if the earth will accept a new thing.
We argued, you and I, from the first.
The seed you planted
would never be the flower you wanted.
We fought in the parlor and at the dinner table.
In the hall and on the porch by the ancient swing.
No place was safe from our tongues, cutting.
We never agreed at all
and we were neither willing or able
to give ground or yield.
Forgive me, Father,
I have decimated your garden
and left the field to you.
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Drumbeats of weeping yesterdays echo
Inside pale orange ruins. The dismal
Tale of their hopes, which were
Shattered, exists only in the dark
Memories of a very few now. The
Remains of their lost dreams exist as
Scorched ashes.
An old venerable Chief sits with Legs
Crossed next to a Yucca plant in the
Sweltering desert; the shrub secretes
Musty aromas of unfulfilled dreams of a
Lost people, waiting for eternity to
Vanish. He looks up to the sun then to
Blue mountains, far in the distance, and
Weeps; his tears trickle down his lined
Cheeks onto the dry sand and
Disappear… just like his people.

Visionary
John Grey

Are those egrets at the far edge
of the waters—or a young woman
tiptoeing in the shallows?
The white down, the proud neck,
the slow deliberate pace…
remember Sandra?
Surely, more than you remember
shore-birds stalking slippery fish and frogs.
A long slow surface ripple
unthreads a being into its billion parts,
reassembles them at the will of the past.
Remember Sandra?
The lake surely does.

The Mind at Rest
John Grey

The water is deep and clear
like a mind without thought.
Mallards and swans
glide across the surface,
mirror the lake’s grace.
Only lily pads and pickerel weed tangle
intervene in the serenity,
but these are soon nudged aside
by beavers opening up their channels,
nudging birch logs toward
their distant dam.
No boats.
An occasional fish
in startled flight,
quickly splashing back to breathe.
I rest on the embankment
but then a mind discovers that,
despite the tranquility,
thought will out.
Thus the lily pads and the pickerel weed.
And thankfully the beavers
nudging them aside.

Caddo Lake
Texas/Louisiana Border
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The Last Firefly of Summer
Betsy Joseph

On this late October evening
I sit with my oldest brother on the long narrow porch
of a ranch in the Texas Hill Country.
No longer in the midst of our youth,
we are more settled in our reflections
and even the shared silence is companionable.

The Maldive Shark
Herman Melville

About the Shark, phlegmatical one,
Pale sot of the Maldive sea,
The sleek little pilot-fish, azure and slim,
How alert in attendance be.
From his saw-pit of mouth, from his charnel of maw
They have nothing of harm to dread,
But liquidly glide on his ghastly flank
Or before his Gorgonian head;
Or lurk in the port of serrated teeth
In white triple tiers of glittering gates,
And there find a haven when peril’s abroad,
An asylum in jaws of the Fates!
They are friends; and friendly they guide him to prey,
Yet never partake of the treat—
Eyes and brains to the dotard lethargic and dull,
Pale ravener of horrible meat.
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The sky now gone almost tar-pitch black—
no light pollution to speak of—
a sudden pinprick of bright
startles us from our reverie and reminiscing.
It is like a beacon pulling us back into childhood.
“The last firefly of summer,” one of us comments
as the firefly continues to blink on and off
for several minutes to the chorus of cicadas.
I rock and drift, wondering for a moment
if we would see any fireflies together again,
aware that time is not slowing his pace for us
and we are pitching forward into more fragile years.
Then I glance at my sibling in profile,
and in the soft golden glow of the porch light
he is once again the nonchalant adolescent brother
who sometimes let me perch, my seating a bit wobbly,
on the sturdy handlebars of his bike
while he pedaled madly down the sidewalk
and excited terror filled my young chest.

A Short History of the World
Joan Strauch Seifert

Fire came from a first lightning strike
From a first storm following first dawn.
Fire flared, then settled down,
Offered the world its glowing embers,
And it seemed that fire might renew itself
With the right conditions.
At first, those walking on two legs
Hadn’t wit enough to manage fire.
Then ages on, fostering became a charge,
Ancients learned the task and how to delegate.
Keeper of the flame – a high-sounding call.
Let me be that! So many shouted.
I’ll direct the radiance! Fire is powerful!
They whispered to themselves,
And the world bloomed with brilliance.
Then fire-god Vulcan realized
He’d ordained the reckless,
For man and fire turned wayward.
And theory feared that fire 		
Might possibly renew itself forever
With the right conditions.
There came a furious burst, then two,
Then many more, and Vulcan cringed
And gazed, amazed, at fiery blaze
Of fusion, fission, flare, and flash
And mushroom ash—
And so from final soot and slag
The world succumbed to mighty,
Mighty silence—
And theory-become-fact confirmed
That fire renewed itself forever
With the right conditions.
After this poem was accepted for publication, the Norwegian Nobel Committee awarded the 2017 Nobel Peace
Prize to the International Campaign to Abolish Nuclear
Weapons (ICAN). - ed.
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Snows of May
Fabrice Poussin

It snows sometimes in the heart of Georgia
they say
I did see snow once in the heart of Georgia
I know.
And it does snow in the hearts of Georgians
even in May.
It is as they say the bittersweet chunks of lives
they ache
I too feel the loss of those sweet pieces of days
I really do
and it is good to see those gentle souls depart
even in May.
It warms deep inside to see those lives begin
they soar
I sit back on the old swing and consider their future
I am in awe
and it does snow yet a little within my stomach
even in May.

Summer Laughter Rain
Ricky Saldaña

how we sneaked past the front door, into my room
stripped as fast as we could, silent and scared.
our hands and faces turned dark red, like
drinks; you stared into my golden eyes, sweetly and fixed
my father patrolled hallways outside. my fingers ran through
your hair like a wild fox, playful and softly. i laughed.
under covers we touched souls. steamy whispers twirled.
being in love with you, all summer; laughter, rain.
god watching us. alone, nude, and alive we fell asleep.
“no dreams, ok?” we thought to ourselves.
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The McDonald Observatory, Summer 1969
James R. Dennis

Doubt thou that the stars are fire
—Shakespeare
In the night sky
out in West Texas
there are billions of fires.
We arose from them,
they are our relatives.
And so we burn,
soaring, shimmering,
seen from a distance,
brilliant and dangerous.
Like them, we draw other bodies
to us as though by invisible cords.
Some of us are binary,
others travel alone.
The light we see today
arose long ago,
the light that spreads out
from deep within these ancient fires.

More Please

Ernest Hernandez
She gives me her love
In Chicken Delicateza, Celeste, Chicken Robusto
In her plenty
Extra helpings, hearty sides, dessert, and a drink
A dish bountiful
She gives me her love
In a few leaves of spinach, some nuts, balsamic vinegar drizzle
In the little she has
A drop of mustard, the last crumble of Feta cheese
A dish inherited
She gives me her love in so many ways
None more definitive in the little ways every day
The health in my bones
The strength in my back
The peace in my mind
The love of my life
I give her my hands
In blistered concrete, in rebar, in pipes
The most I have
Sweat to dollars, ache to protection, sacrifice to serve
A dish served daily
I give her my love too
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Le silence dans une église
Jules Verne

Silence in a Church

Jules Verne / translated by James R. Adair

Au levant de la nef, penchant son humide urne,
La nuit laisse tomber l’ombre triste du soir;
Chasse insensiblement l’humble clarté diurne;
Et la voûte s’endort sur le pilier tout noir;

East of the nave, darkness grows as night
Pours its dampness heavy, casts shadows dole,
Chasing day and dousing gentle light,
While sleeps the vault on pillar black as coal.

Le silence entre seul sous l’arceau taciturne,
L’ogive aux vitraux bruns ne se laisse plus voir;
L’autel froid se revêt de sa robe nocturne;
L’orgue s’éteint ; tout dort dans le sacré dortoir!

Silence enters sole ’neath taciturn arch
And ribs to stainèd glass in darkness deep,
While altar frigid dreams of coverlet stark,
Organ rests, and sanctuary sleeps.

Dans le silence, un pas résonne sur la dalle;
Tout s’éveille, et le son élargit sa spirale,
L’orgue gémit, l’autel tressaille de ce bruit;

Then bursts the silence—step upon the stone!
And all awakes: sound amplifies its tone,
The organ moans, quakes altar at this chord,

Le pilier le répète en sa cavité sombre;
La voûte le redit, et s’agite dans l’ombre…
Puis tout s’éteint, tout meurt, et retombe en la nuit!

The pillar speaks, ensconced in setting sure,
The vault repeats, and shakes in shade azure…
Then all is stopped, all dies, and dark’s restored.

Jules Verne is often considered the father of science fiction, but he wrote
in other genres as well, including poetry. - ed.

French Church of Saint Esprit, New York City
As it appeared in the 18th century
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Ecopoetry

for some help with this,
and to craggy Henry who never claimed
ownership, though he
nearly burned the whole woods down.
The trees belong to themselves—they’ve made this deal
to grace my vision, shade my eyes, help me see
the grasses and the dirt, the weeds—that we call weeds,
some wind-intentional plants, the ants
and all the other
glorious anarchy of my West.

Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río
Stone in the Stream/Roca en el Río is a gathering of writers and artists
committed to the environment through contemplative, artistic, and 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).

West News from the Little Bend of South View
Jim LaVilla-Havelin
for Mobi, Kamala, and Marisol

the urban left had it somewhat easier—
they didn’t have to make the choice
between being peasant or landowner
intelligentsia—worker
is not quite the same
and while we all still struggle with the
victim or executioner one,
owning land does present some ticklish questions—
I used to have Proudhon’s
“Property is Theft”
inscribed on the side of one of my bookshelves
but again, those were books
so, irony or not, having/hoarding
seemed almost acceptable,
less so in these days of the little free libraries.

Santa Ana National Wildlife Refuge
Threatened by Border Wall
One of the first segments of President Trump’s controversial
border wall planned for construction between the U.S. and Mexico may cross through the Santa Ana National Wildlife Refuge
in deep south Texas, known as the “crown jewel” of wildlife refuges. Soil tests and other preparations are currently underway at
the site ten miles southeast of McAllen in Hidalgo County. The
refuge was established in 1943 to protect the habitat of migratory
birds. Almost 400 different species of birds have been observed
there since its inception, making it a favored destination of birders. The refuge is also home to over 300 species of butterflies,
almost half of the species native to the U.S.
Although no money for the border wall exists in the current
budget, the administration has urged Congress to appropriate billions of dollars to fund the wall. If money is allocated, the Santa
Ana National Wildlife Refuge may become off-limits to human
visitors, and many of the faunal inhabitants, some of them endangered, may abandon the area as well. For more information,
see www.texastribune.org/2017/07/28/construction-first-borderwall-segment-begin-november-along-rio-grande/.
Some of the species found in the Santa Ana National Wildlife Refuge include (clockwise from top): Texas ocelot, tropical
parula, Gulf Coast jaguarundi, osprey, American white ibis, and
malachite butterfly (center).

Yes,
“we were the land’s before the land was ours,”
but mostly that meant a suburb backyard
with willow tree
or various patches of next to no grass
and much concrete in quite a few cities
now, it’s acres—enough land that half
we keep wild (if leaving it be can be considered keeping)
and the other half takes more than one day
of mowing on the riding mower
so I know as I know very little else
they are not “my trees”
and not just because
they will outlive me
back then to books, or the people inside them—
to Ed Abbey and to Aldo Leopold
Voices de la Luna, 15 November 2017
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Therapy
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.

I Am the Immigrant Child
Sasha Guzman

I am the immigrant
The small, dark child
On the dirt floor.
In my world the score
Is uneven.
The mild smell of tortillas cooking,
My family living in a
Small, one-room house
Generations of change
Not knowing where I came from.
Who am I?
Does it matter—
Will ethnic pride
Give me a better stride?
The roots of my soul
Dance like a steady
Drumbeat in my head
Maybe instead of
Living so fast
I’ll stop and connect
To that little immigrant girl and
Look at the sunset
And feel the red,
Oranges and yellows
Of the painting my
Ancestors have built for me.

Don’t Walk Away
Steven Hargis

A year and a half later
Here we are growing more astray
Our final ride on this elevator
The future turning a new shade of grey
Compassion, anger, happiness, and pain
All were present but certainly a strain
Communication wasn’t the best vocal
Words on paper didn’t help in total
Potential abound it was easy to see
But simply opening up you couldn’t agree
Words are like swords, for they can hurt
But we couldn’t wield that if I’m being curt
I would’ve preferred talking, couldn’t you see
Walking away hurt more, like you did to me.
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Germany

Roja Sahipour
My god or your god
My religion your religion
My color your color
Different thoughts
but we have the same blood
You have eyes
I can watch
You sing a song
I can write
We have the same way of life
Crying, tears, happiness
If I am in love,
I am in love with you
Do not forget
I am not god
I will not judge you
We can share our love for each other
We can make life better
Let’s make a peaceful world
Do not forget
We are human
and it is true.

The Beggar

Madelyn Martinez
Be grateful to be fed
because the beggar in me
is the beggar in you.
When there is no time to laugh,
no time for leisure
and I lash out
because I haven’t been fed.
No time for lunch,
no time to exit
no time to even make my bed.
There’s a person begging to be fed.
There’s a person inside
hoping to be noticed,
hoping to be saved,
hoping to never cross the street
in fear that you may find me dead.
Please don’t follow me down that path,
where I must share a quarter
cause he could only give me half.
Don’t follow me down the road
where he just fed me false gold
and a pocket full of fake flowers
cause he only wishes
for my garden to be dead.
The beggar in me
is the beggar in you
is something Billy Corgan said
as he struggled through the abyss and path
his hungry parents led.

Appreciation

Lynn Navarro
Dedicated to and inspired by James Brandenburg
Who painted the purple mountains
And the saffron, sunset sky?
Must’ve been quite the artist
Nothing I’d rather see
Than this artist’s work.
Nature—the artist—is that God?
Is nature God?
Is God nature?
Yes, they are surely
One and the same.
If I sit still long enough,
God is always there talking to me
Every morning, in the symphony of birds
And their visits to the balcony,
Of course, it’s you, God.
Thanks so much for that saffron, sunset sky
And the bird that comes
And has found his own garden in mine
Eating the cherry tomatoes every day,
Of course, I tell him there’s plenty.
Help yourself.
Thank you, God.

O Butterfly
Alexis Robles

O Butterfly!
Such a beauty you are!
To bare wings like glass,
so delicate and fragile,
yet strong enough
to hold your mass.
To fly around
in such a flurry.
Carefree and freely,
letting yourself dance
with no worry.
To carry such
vibrant colors,
soothing yet
mesmerizing.
Making yourself
different from
others.
O Butterfly!
What beauty you hold!

On Hearing

Sara McKethan
Listen.
Are you hearing me?

What Have I Done with My Garden?
Samantha Acosta

I have left it alone
I did not take care of it
the few times I took to water
weren’t enough to keep it alive.
The scent of herbs in the air
always took my attention.
How I loved my garden!
Planting beautiful seeds
only to watch them grow for
such a short time.
What have I done with my garden?
God is shining his light through the dark clouds
giving me hope that my
garden will bloom again
even better than before.
Only this time my garden
has all my attention
and no scent of herbs or
dark clouds will stop me from
taking care of my garden.

You are hearing me.
I am speaking
and you can hear me
so listen.
Your words are beyond you
just as mine are beyond me.
Once they leave my mouth
they no longer are mine,
but yours.
Yours to do with what you please.
This makes you a part of me.
I am yours now and you are mine
and for a moment,
we are bonded beyond us
and time and everything
because I hear you.
Learning to hear you, anyway.
My words and your words and our words are made to mend.
Made for each other with care
and sold fair trade to hospitals everywhere,
marketed with the ability to heal broken souls
and trust centers anywhere. If you would only listen...
If I would only listen.
Without my trust or yours
our intent would be lost in each other’s throats,
dedicating forever to the unwritten.
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Cries and Whispers
Jessica Kneese

I hear the cries but I refuse to listen.
Guilt, shame, worry haunt me
as I turn my back.
I have to stay safe,
I say to myself
“It is not myself I hear,
but only the screaming fear
inside of me.”
I hear a faint whisper of
love inside saying,
“Open your heart,
Open your mind.”
Now I fear not being able
to hear the soft voice again.
So I listen and trust the
words of the whisper.
I’m willing and able to
open up heart, mind, and soul.
My selfishness and fear are
becoming quiet.
I am free—free to live—free to love.
Protected and guided by
the soft yet powerful
presence of Love.

Who Am I?

Justin R. Harris
Who am I?
I am the ocean, still and just.
Approaching the shore to wash away your fears.
I am the storm, my lightning strikes with confirmation.
My waves of joy will sweep you to peace, that you may
not feel unstable in spirit.
I am the moon and the stars are my angels.
May they keep you and comfort you from the ways of the world.
You may feel the past is dark with limited routes.
Let my moonlight shine in your direction for safety.
Who am I?
I am life and life is given to you.
I am the voice of reason, comfort, and security.
I am love and peace with wisdom and power.
I am what’s coming from here to there.
I am God.
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Remember

Lauren Walthour
We all drink from dented cups,
are afraid of silence yet
more afraid to break a silence,
are shocked by poems from children.
Remember, all people are entangled by the past
until they prune themselves free,
not afraid to chop off an arm or
slice open a foot to escape.
We all whisper the same wishes:
food for our table,
health for our children,
love in our arms and
peace at the end of the day.

Institute for Poetic Medicine September Retreat
Held at Ecumenical Center
Lauren Walthour

Twenty-three poets from Austin, San Antonio, and surrounding communities gathered for a day-long poetic medicine retreat
focused on reading, listening to, and writing original poems on
September 16, 2017. It was a deeply moving and individually
personal experience held in the safe environment of the Ecumenical Center for Education, Counseling, and Health located in the
San Antonio Medical Center.
John Fox (pictured), Certified
Poetry Therapist and founder of
the Institute for Poetic Medicine
(IPM), facilitated the experience.
Cyra Dumitru, James Brandenburg, and Martha Ward served
as breakout group leaders. The
writing sessions were intense yet
low stress. Participants shared
original writings and responses
to original works shared by others in a circle setting.
IPM began in 1996 and has grown into a national community
of poets with retreats and workshops, a certified training program, and resources to diverse communities. The organization
works with people suffering from addictions, cancer and other
difficulties, refugees, children whose parents are in prison, and
more. IPM offers tools and support to help people heal in body,
mind, and spirit through the creative and therapeutic process of
hearing, speaking, and writing poetry. IPM is based in Palo Alto,
CA.
Fox presents retreats and workshops across the United States
and in many other countries. Since the age of twelve he has
shared with others his fascination and joy in the transformative
art of making things. He is the author of Poetic Medicine: The
Healing Art of Poem-Making and Finding What You Didn’t Lose:
Expressing Your Truth and Creativity through Poem-Making.
More information is available online at poeticmedicine.org.

The Beggar
Darlene Ortiz

There dwells a beggar in me as I ask for forgiveness
from everyone I made beg me for everything and anything.
Had I been more giving and open
there might have been a better outcome.
I now open my heart and am now very accepting.
I love to share what’s on my mind or in my heart.
Before I was very close minded and cold.
There is now a new me in me.

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.

Untitled
Vali McGrath-Strotman

Untitled
E. J. Jackson

Untitled
Shanea Marie Hickman

Quiet Noise

Vali McGrath-Strotman

Untitled
E. J. Jackson

I can hear the heart beat
The air flow
My blood flowing through my body—
Everything is gone.
Only you are here.
Can you hear me?
What do you see?
I feel you here with me.
I am free… .
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Poetry & Dreams

Poetry, Dreams, and Interpretation
Three Trump Dreams and Interpretation
James Branderburg

Trump Calls
San Antonio, Texas
Feb. 1, 2017
Dream: Trump appeared in my dream last night. He has orange
hair and has on an orange robe. He interrupts my sleep and wakes
me up. It seems he tells me to do something he wants me to do,
but I refuse to do it. I leave, and he keeps coming after me. He is
relentless. He will not leave me alone. I can’t sleep. His presence
is affecting my body. It seems my body is shutting down, to the
point that my heart hurts, and I am having shortness of breath.
I am coughing up phlegm. I cough all night long. Finally, I fall
asleep, and he is still there in my dreams. I can’t get rid of him.
End of dream.
Trapped with Trump
San Antonio, Texas
June 29, 2017
Dream: The dream takes place in a dark, sqaure area. I am in the
lower left corner, and Trump is in the upper right. He is sitting
there on the floor, looking a bit dejected, and he stares at me. His
orange hair has permeated the space, like an orange mist. I feel
as though I am suffocating in the mist. Trump remains silent, and
when I look at him, he seems old, really old. I look for a way out,
but there is no escape. I seem to be trapped here with him. I pace
back and forth, and he sits there staring at me. I stop pacing and
sit down. I wait. End of dream.
Excrement Blues
San Antonio, Texas
Oct. 1, 2017
Dream: The dream takes place in the basement of a business.
There is some research underway. It involves getting down in the
sewers and sorting through excrement and waste. It is difficult to
find people who will work in that setting. We find some criminals
who may be willing to trade part of their sentences to do the research. One young man in his 20s has been caught stealing, and
he might be a candidate. He is waiting in a room to see what his
sentence is, sitting in the semi-darkness. I tell the head researcher
that the young man might be willing to do the work, but we need
more people. I go home and find that there is excrement in my
underwear. It is a brown orange color like President Trump’s hair.
I take a roll of toilet paper and clean out the excrement. I get
some on my fingers and wash my hands with soap. They smell
like excrement. There is more excrement in my underwear to
clean. I also have to clean off my bottom. End of dream.
Interpretation: The three dreams about Trump occurred on Feb.
1, 2017; Jun. 29, 2017; and Oct. 1, 2017. The election of Trump
was a huge shock for my wife and me. Almost eleven months
after the election of Trump, we still have nightmares about him
as president. He dominates the news and is relentless in his attacks on innocent people. He is our worst nightmare, worse than
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we ever imagined. In the first dream, he will not leave me alone.
His presence affects my body. The dream is sending me a message that his presence is in my unconscious and that he is part of
my shadow. In the second dream, his orange hair has permeated
the space, like an orange mist. I feel as though I am suffocating
in the mist. I look for a way out, but there is no escape. I seem
to be trapped here with him. The answer is not escaping; what I
have to do is accept him as a part of me. He is my shadow. Trying to deal with Trump externally is useless, for he is in me; he
is part of my unconscious, part of my inner life. I have to take a
different approach. In the third dream, we are getting down into
sewers and are sorting through excrement and waste. The excrement is the same color as Trump’s hair. Excrement is about doing
shadow work. This is clearly an alchemical theme. We wish to
sort through excrement and convert it into gold. We are doing
this work below the earth. We look for criminals to do this work,
a shadow aspect of ourselves. When I arrive home, I find excrement in my own underwear. This implies that I have my own
shadow work to do. Dealing with Trump externally does not lead
to success. Countering Trump involves doing one’s own inner
work—one’s own shadow work. What part of me does Trump
represent? I must accept him as part of the opposites in me. I
must embrace him as one of the evil influences in me and bring
the opposites together. I must sort through my own excrement
and find the gold there—an alchemical process.

Mercurius

James Brandenburg
The world of Mercury
God of opposites
Pollution, excrement
Dissolving the solution
To black liquid
Rinsing
Until the albedo appears
Then finally a red glow
Converting that passion
To gold
The Philosopher’s Stone
In me.

First issue of Amazing Stories, one of the first American
science fiction magazines
(autographed by the publisher, Hugo Gernsback)

Creative Nonfiction
Boldly Going…
Where Few San Antonians Have Gone Before
Jack Treviño

“You’ll never sell anything to Hollywood, Jack. It’s just too
competitive.”
“Forget it, why would they buy stories from someone in San
Antonio, when there are tons of writers in LA banging on their
doors to get in?”
“Trust me, I know the business. You’re wasting your time and
you’ll only be disappointed when it’s all over.”
It’s safe to say a good number of us have heard similar things
in our lives. Maybe I was just too naïve or maybe too focused on
my goal to allow comments like these to stand in the way of my
path to Paramount Pictures, so I decided I was going to try to sell
stories to Star Trek. Granted, it was an almost impossible task.
My research indicated the odds were about one in ten thousand
(per season) that a freelance writer’s work would be considered
for the series. With thousands of speculative scripts being submitted, the wait list was considerable. The odds were definitely
not in my favor. Nevertheless, something inside me kept telling
me that I had to embark on a quest to become part of this worldwide phenomenon.
Before I go any further, let’s go back a few years, OK, OK…
let’s go back a lot of years for the explanation as to how I would
even want to try such a thing. As a kid, I had been a fan of two
genres: Westerns and science fiction. I felt right at home watching classics such as The Searchers and The Day the Earth Stood
Still. And although they were different as night and day, both
genres featured great story-telling. Little did I know that around
the same time a writer in Los Angeles was about to break onto
the Hollywood scene with an idea that would merge those two
distinct types of story telling into a new and exciting television
series—a series destined to change our culture for the next 50+
years. That writer was Gene Roddenberry, and his series was
called… Star Trek.
In the late 1950s and 60s, Westerns were king on television,
with shows such as Bonanza and Gunsmoke. During that time the
young Gene Roddenberry was churning out groundbreaking sophisticated stories for the Western series Have Gun—Will Travel.
He knew the American audiences were more intelligent than the
networks assumed, so he decided it was time to incorporate such
sophisticated stories into an adult-oriented science fiction series.
Taking note of the popularity of another Western, Wagon Train,
he pitched Star Trek to NBC as a “wagon train to the stars.” The
pitch convinced NBC and Lucille Ball (yes Lucille Ball of I Love
Lucy) to green-light his show. Ms. Ball had faith in Star Trek and
produced the series through her studio, Desilu.
Star Trek followed the missions of the U.S.S. Enterprise, which
patrolled the outer reaches of the galaxy. Captain Kirk, his Science Officer Spock, his Chief Medical Officer Leonard “Bones”
McCoy, and a diverse crew—one not seen before on television—
manned the starship. They were all heroes—and to some degree,
anti-heroes—as they pushed the limits of what their characters
were expected to do. Each week they encountered alien cultures
and situations that mirrored the turbulent times in America in the

1960s.Working together, they found the wisdom to overcome
their obstacles and gain strength from their knowledge. It was a
smart, new way for the audience to escape the problems of our
own troubled world. The stories resonated with the viewers for a
reason: they were analogies for moral and social issues that had,
unfortunately, become part of their lives.
Although the series was not an instant success, it redeemed
itself in syndication to become one of the most successful franchises in history, with millions of fans across the globe.
Then after a number of profitable Star Trek motion pictures, Roddenberry decided it
was time to bring an updated
Star Trek to television. This
new series would be called,
Star Trek: The Next Generation. Unfortunately, the show
suffered an identity crisis during its first three seasons. At Jack Treviño and Chase Masterson
Star Trek: Of Gods and Men
the time, I was working in a
scientific research facility where there was no shortage of sci-fi
“nerds.” We all agreed the episodes were lacking “something”
and that we could probably write better episodes ourselves. As
it turned out, newly hired producer Michael Piller felt the same
way. He proceeded to change the focus of the series from “situation of the week” to stories driven by strong characters. The fans
started to warm up and care about them.
One day in 1990, I read an article about an open-door policy for
outside writers that Paramount was implementing. It was Piller
who thought of it, figuring that Trek fans knew a great deal about
the types of stories they wanted to see. To him, it made sense to
tap into their ideas. All one had to do was contact Paramount, request the series’ writing guidelines, and follow them. Although a
number of us from my work group said we were going to attempt
it, I was the only one who followed through. Piller was correct.
Because he had humanized the characters, I had grown to accept them as living humanoids exploring space and wanted to see
them encounter strange new worlds, while learning something
new about themselves.
After submitting two spec scripts and receiving two rejection letters, I felt my chances of selling a story were diminishing. That is
until I teamed up with San Antonian writer Toni Marberry. Having
previously sold a concept to the series, Toni was granted access to
pitching sessions with the producers. We worked hard for several
months, preparing and rehearsing our pitches for days on end. Finally the time came for us to call the writing staff at Paramount.
The writers always took pitches on Thursdays at 7:00pm CST. We
had thirty minutes to make our case. On this particular day we
drew Producer René Echevarria. (Note: Echevarria has written
for Dark Angel, The 4400, Medium, Castle, and Terra Nova.) We
didn’t make a sale on our first pitch, but he did ask us to rework one
of our stories for Star Trek: Deep Space Nine, a series he was to
join the following season. We reworked the story and the following
season re-pitched it to him, along with additional stories.
The reworked story was called “Little Green Men.” It was a
light-hearted drama involving the 1947 crash landing of a UFO in
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Roswell, New Mexico. The idea originally came to me when I
was studying for a college class one night. The show Unsolved
Mysteries was on in my study. In this particular episode, detectives were investigating the Roswell incident. The widow of the
pilot who had allegedly flown the aliens to Area 51 was relaying her dying husband’s comments regarding the aliens. She
said he told her they were real and she proceeded to describe
what he saw. The description matched three alien characters on
Deep Space Nine, Ferengi known
as Quark, his brother Rom, and his
nephew, Nog. When I heard the descriptions, I jumped out of my chair
and exclaimed, “Quark is one of
the Roswell Aliens!” Our story involved Quark and Rom taking Nog
to Earth to enlist in Star Fleet Academy, but when an engine malfunction occurs, it creates a time warp
that sends them back in time to Roswell, NM, in the year 1947, where
they are mistaken for Martians. The
episode actually wound up as more
of a mini movie and fun-filled adventure for all involved. It must have been, as it was voted number 5 of the best DS9 episodes by its fans.
The idea for “Indiscretion” arose from my own search for my
two half-sisters (whom I had not seen in over thirty years). In the
story, Kira is pressed into assisting Gul Dukat, a hated adversary
from her past, with a search for his missing daughter. (It was the
unlikely pairing of characters that impressed the writers.) Kira is
a Bajoran resistance fighter who had fought against Cardassian
Gul Dukat for years after Cardassia invaded and occupied her
home world, Bajor. Pairing these two was akin to having a Nazi
and a Jew work together during WWII. The journey they undertake is an arduous one, and just when it seems they are finally
overcoming their differences, a surprise twist takes the story in a
different direction.
About six weeks later René called Toni and started off the conversation by asking her if she was sitting down. He went on to
say we had done what a very select number of outside writers had
done: sell two stories at the same time, “Indiscretion” and “Little
Green Men.” Years later, LGM was selected as Number 66 in The
Hollywood Reporter’s list of the 100 Best Star Trek episodes.
When our episodes aired on television, our families gathered at
watch parties. It’s extremely difficult to describe the experience
of seeing your name on the screen of a Star Trek episode, but I
would say “sheer exhilaration” best describes it.
The popularity of LGM led to an invitation to pitch in person at
Paramount. A few months later we found ourselves on the back
lot of their world-famous studio. While there, we toured the sets
of Deep Space Nine and their newest series, Voyager. We met
several actors who were on hand that day to film scenes. As luck
would have it, we met Levar Burton (Of STTNG and Roots), who
was directing that day. We told him how honored we were that
he had directed “Indiscretion,” our very first sale to Star Trek. In
true Hollywood style, he invited us to sit in and watch him direct, instructing several production associates to give us the royal
treatment. Before we left, he said, “Oh, and guys, I really liked
LGM.”
At last, the time came for our pitch session. We sat on a small
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couch that seemed to have cushions that dropped us lower and
lower to the floor, while the producer sat on a high bar stool,
making him look more like a judge presiding over a case than a
producer listening to a pitch. As grueling as it was, the session led
to the sale of a third story, “Quorum.” (Note: Although the story
was sold, it went un-produced. However, a number of story elements resurfaced in at least three additional episodes.) All in all,
Toni and I pitched over a hundred stories to Star Trek: The Next
Generation, Star Trek: Deep Space 9, and Star Trek: Voyager.
Earlier, I spoke of sheer exhilaration; I would say that’s about
how I felt about being invited to speak as part of a panel at the
famous San Diego Comic Con, not once, but two years in a row.
Meeting the fans of Trek and other science fiction shows was an
extremely humbling experience. I was overcome by yet another
surreal moment when I realized I had gone from one side of the
convention floor to the other. I was now the person the fans were
asking and directing their questions to and more importantly…
it was fun!
While at the SDCC, I met fellow freelance writer Steve Fratt.
We hit it off, and he invited me to pitch to Paramount’s new Star
Trek series, Enterprise. This was
definitely fortuitous for me, as the
open-door policy of allowing outside
writers to pitch had ended with the
conclusion of Star Trek: Voyager.
We set out to pitch, and during
our second session a producer said
he was very interested in one of our
stories. We felt as though a sale was
about to happen, but Paramount cut
the number of Enterprise episodes
from 26 to 22, and our story did not
survive the cut. Still, Steve and I Jack Treviño and Bruce A. Young
were destined to write more for
Star Trek: Renegades
Star Trek.
Although I longed to see my name on the screen again, it
wouldn’t happen until 2007 when a feature I had co-written and
produced premiered on the Internet. The 90-minute film was Star
Trek: Of Gods and Men, produced by Sky Conway. It showcased
the talents of a number of Star Trek actors, notably Walter Koenig and Nichelle Nichols from the original 1966 series. Walter
played Chekov, and Nichelle played Lt. Uhura. We even had Seth
Shostak, Senior Astronomer for the SETI Institute, sitting in as a
communications officer.
The project turned into an aggravating task that many times
appeared on the verge of collapsing because of such issues as
extreme heat, heavy rains followed by hungry mosquitoes, loud
trains, and of all things, large groups of motorcycle bikers. This
was due in part to the location of the film. We were graciously
given permission to film on exact replica sets of the original Enterprise. The property of James Cawley, the sets were located in
Upstate New York. Behind the building that housed the sets ran
the railroad trains that would, without fail, sound their horns during the most inopportune moments. If that wasn’t enough, large
groups of motorcycle bikers would drive by at various times
throughout the day—usually when key scenes were being filmed.
Heavy rains played havoc with the sound, and hungry mosquitoes followed.
In addition, there was no air conditioning, and it was hot.
Tempers flared and arguments ensued, creating the impression

things were not looking good for getting the film completed.
Yet there were unexpected moments of delight. One in particular occurred one afternoon when I was asked if I would mind
driving Nichelle back to her hotel. “Would I? Who in their right
mind would mind driving for such a legendary singer and actor?”
I answered. (Note: Among other things, Nichelle sang with Duke
Ellington and Lionel Hampton before acting on Star Trek as Lt.
Uhura. Hers was one of the first African-American female characters not portrayed as a servant. Nichelle broke ground with one
of the first interracial kisses on TV. She also worked with NASA
to recruit women and minorities in the space program. Sally
Ride, the first American female astronaut and Guion Bluford, the
first African-American astronaut, were among the first recruited
by her program. In late 2015, she flew an eight hour mission on
NASA’s Stratospheric Observatory aboard a Boeing 747SP.)
She asked if we could go to get some lunch somewhere. Without hesitation, I agreed to take her wherever she wanted to go. I
mean how often does one get the opportunity to have lunch with
Star Trek’s very own Lt. Uhura?
We drove for some distance, talking about the production and issues
that we were experiencing, when
suddenly we realized we were lost.
We soon found ourselves in Vermont. Fortunately, we were able to
locate a rather quaint cafe and ordered turkey sandwiches. I found
my time with Nichelle to be amazing. This wasn’t some group lunch.
It was just Nichelle and me.
As lunch progressed, she shared
Jack Treviño and Adrienne Wilkinson intriguing stories of her days
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on the original Star Trek, as
well as her early days in New York where she had been befriended by both legendary director Otto Preminger and notable actor
Burgess Meredith. Strangely enough, when finishing our meal,
we discovered we shared a common childhood memory. As kids,
we both had eaten mayonnaise sandwiches—no meat or veggies,
just mayonnaise. We laughed and joked about that and still bring
it up whenever we see each other.
Fortunately for everyone involved, STOGAM was completed,
and to date it has reached approximately 2.6 million views on
YouTube. When it was screened at a Hollywood theater with a
number of its stars in attendance, I experienced yet another surreal moment: I saw my name on the big screen!
This project led to additional Star Trek projects, including an
animated episode of Star Trek called “Starship Farragut: The
Animated Adventures.”
Several years passed before executive producer Sky Conway
asked if I could come up with a unique approach for a new Star
Trek series. I reminded him that during the last day of filming
STOGAM I had suggested one such possibility: a merging of two
concepts that could only be described as “Star Trek meets The
Dirty Dozen.” To appease the die-hard Trek fans, it was decided
to use as many of the established Trek characters as we could get
to help us create a pilot for the proposed series that we would call
Star Trek: Renegades.
Although the premise was not a new one, it had never been
incorporated into a Star Trek series. In this new show, Star Fleet
Command would make use of prisoners who were deemed ex-

pendable to carry out missions that could not be sanctioned or
carried out using normal channels. This meant new Star Trek
characters would have to be created (or revised) in order to conform to the established canon of previous series. These characters would do the dirty jobs that no one wanted, all while being
hunted by Star Fleet. Then we built a story around these ideas.
The entire process was a labor of love with many of the individuals involved taking little to no money to complete the project. Once again, the film included established actors reprising
their respective roles from the various Trek incarnations.
Once completed, I found myself in Hollywood for its premiere.
Once again, another surreal moment occurred as I walked the
Red Carpet posing for photographs with the beautiful Chasty
Ballesteros. With the paparazzi snapping picture after picture, I
realized it was something I never imagined I would experience in
my lifetime. To date, Star Trek: Renegades has reached close to
2.9 million views on the Internet.
About this same time, Vic Mignogna (who had appeared in
STR) asked if I would be willing to assist him with a new web
series called Star Trek Continues. His idea was to complete the
five-year mission started by Captain Kirk and the crew of the
Enterprise in the original series. It would follow Gene Roddenberry’s vision of a utopian universe. I agreed and brought in
Steve Fratt to help write the pilot script. The pilot episode, titled
“Pilgrim of Eternity,” was a sequel to the original series’ episode
“Who Mourns For Adonais,” with Michael Forest reprising his
role of the Greek God Apollo from the 1967 episode. POE has
now reached over 1.6 million views on the Internet.
Of course, there are many, many more stories I could tell you,
but I’ll leave those for another day. Suffice to say, Star Trek has
opened many doors for me, not only with numerous “chance of
a lifetime” writing opportunities, but also with establishing relationships with production personnel that one could only dream
about.
One thing’s for certain, I will endeavor to continue to write and
to go… where few San Antonians… have gone before.

The Story of Communion and Me
Ed Conroy

Thirty years ago, San Antonio native Whitley Strieber, then living with his family in New York’s Greenwich Village, created a
publishing sensation with the release by William Morrow and
Company of his non-fiction narrative Communion: A True Story.
Strieber recounted a series of extraordinary experiences that
appeared to be encounters with intelligent non-human beings
whom he associated with disc-shaped aerial vehicles.
He began Communion with an account of his apparent abduction from his cabin near New Paltz, New York, during the night
of December 26, 1985, by a group of human-like persons with
very unusual eyes, some of them tall, others quite short.
He said he found himself suddenly awake in his bed, paralyzed
from head to toe. Under the influence of those intruders, he said,
he floated down the stairs of his cabin and outside to a clearing
where he found himself moving upward into a disc-like vehicle.
Once inside the vehicle, he said, he endured a torturous experience that left him profoundly traumatized and caused him to lose
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consciousness. He remembered his “abduction” after suddenly
awakening the next morning, naked, at the bottom of the stairs to
his bedroom in the cabin, with a puncture wound at the back of
his neck. Those experiences elicited a crisis
in his life which led to a profound transformation of his identity and strengthened his
marriage with his late wife Anne, who was
also an author. Although she did not report
similar encounters, I know from conversations with her that she believed her husband
was telling the truth. She became Whitley’s
partner in understanding his experiences
and managing his voluminous correspondence with readers.
Strieber also wrote about his childhood and youth in Terrell
Hills, and in particular his nighttime experiences in the Olmos
Basin, which were full of anomalous events that he took decades
later to be related to his adult “abduction.” Those stories were of
great interest to local readers, of course.
Unlike previous authors on the subject of “flying saucers,”
Strieber refused to call the beings whom he said he encountered
“aliens,” on the grounds that he did not know who or what they
were, nor, at that time, did he know their intentions. He preferred
to call them simply “the visitors.”
He also took a new tack in the literature of first-person UFO
narratives by seeking to explain his experiences in the context
of Jungian psychology and the ethnography of reported humanfairy interactions from Celtic countries. He described himself entering into psychic communion with them and, in so doing, with
the deeper parts of his own mind.
As a compelling, eloquent, and highly successful writer of numerous works of fiction in the horror genre (most notably The
Hunger and The Wolfen, both made into feature films), and two
books of speculative futurist fiction (Nature’s End and Warday,
the latter of which he co-wrote with James Kunetka), Strieber
certainly knew how to engage a reader. In short order, the public
responded to Communion with such intensity that it rose to occupy the number one position at the top of the New York Times
Book Review’s nonfiction bestseller list. Strieber began appearing on all the major network television talk shows, as well as on
many local shows he visited on his media tour, causing a rather
intense buzz about what came to be called “alien abductions.”
And that is where I came into the story.
On May 17, 1987, at the same time as his book was becoming
a best-seller, the San Antonio Express-News published my profile
of Whitley Strieber, a native son making good with a “true story”
that was hard to believe.
For many San Antonians, particularly his friends from Central
High School who knew his love of practical jokes, there were
many questions to be both asked and answered about whether
Strieber was in fact telling the truth. I was certainly one of them.
I was very intrigued by the fact that this successful writer was
apparently attempting to write and talk in a rational way about
seemingly irrational experiences.
My article drew a very warm response, and I received encouragement from readers and friends to continue asking questions.
I was fortunate, as well, that Strieber and I hit it off on many
levels. He accepted my proposal that I undertake an in-depth investigation into his life and experiences, and he responded thoroughly to all my requests for documents, photos, contacts, and
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other information.
As a result, I came to devote over eighteen months of my life to
investigating Strieber’s claims in depth, which led me into direct
contact with the UFO phenomenon—in a manner which I will
describe at the conclusion of this essay.
I also came into contact with many very remarkable people in
the national and international UFO research communities through
traveling to UFO conferences and in other ways. Those people
included scientists, leading skeptics, US government officials (including a gentleman who served as a special counsel to the Senate
Appropriations Committee and his full-time professional psychic),
retired military officers, witnesses to UFO-related experiences,
plus amateur researchers and other independent journalists.
The result of that investigation was my Report on Communion,
published in hardcover by William Morrow & Co. in 1989 and
later in paperback by Avon in 1990.
At the time that I undertook my research, I was a full-time freelance writer, and a very regular contributor to the Express-News,
writing feature profiles of artists of many
backgrounds before their performances or
exhibitions, as well as reviews of performances. Because I am fluent in Spanish, I
specialized in covering the work of Latino
artists and arts organizations as well.
I would like to point out that my path
to deciding to undertake this project was
circuitous. Early in 1987, when my friend
Dennis Stacy gave me a manuscript copy of
Communion, I was also working for Inner
Traditions International of Rochester, Vermont, editing and rewriting a manuscript entitled Combatting
Cult Mind Control, by counseling psychologist Steven Hassan.
That book, which has long remained in print, is a guide to helping
people leave organizations that, at that time, were having a dramatic impact upon the lives of many misguided people. I therefore initially suspected that Strieber might be a potential new cult
leader, trying to create some new kind of UFO organization, and
did not wish to look further into the matter.
One day at a bookstore, however, I decided to buy paperback
copies of Nature’s End and Warday, both published in the early
1980s. Nature’s End dealt with a world ecological crisis brought
on by global warming. Warday was the story of a trek across
the United States made by the authors themselves, Kunetka and
Strieber, after a “limited” nuclear war. I was impressed with
those books, and I realized that Strieber had a sophisticated grasp
of world political dynamics and was very interested in exploring
human resilience in the face of disaster. It was after I read those
books that I decided to profile Strieber for the Express-News.
Not long after that, as I saw the impact Strieber was having on
public discourse about the once-taboo subject of UFOs, I also
saw he was in the process of creating a major shift in popular
culture. Strieber was making it possible to talk in public about
experiences and phenomena that, only a decade earlier, might
have gotten him classified as psychotic. Moreover, I saw that
other people were coming forward with stories of their own paranormal experiences in other public forums. Another researcher,
the late Budd Hopkins (noted also as a distinguished visual artist), was also writing on the phenomenon and was emerging as
a rival to Strieber. As a chronicler of popular culture, I saw my
opportunity, and I seized it.

At the outset, I decided my book had to be designed to withstand the fiercest criticism, and so I carefully taped, transcribed,
and cataloged every interview, studied the history and literature
of the UFO phenomenon in depth, compiled a comprehensive
bibliography, footnoted all of my references, and arranged with
the publisher to have a private contractor create an excellent index for my book.
I must say that I was not unfamiliar with the phenomenon, as
I had seen something very strange—a reddish, cigar-shaped vehicle—flying over downtown San Antonio in 1966 when I was
only 13. Later, when I was 17, I became a student of James J.
Hurtak at California Institute of the Arts, who taught a class on
the mysticism of the East. He later wrote a book entitled The
Keys of Enoch, which became a staple of UFO-related mysticism. While Hurtak may indeed have had valid mystical experiences, I did not like what I saw a few years later as he presided
over a group of followers at an estate in Los Gatos, California,
and distanced myself from him.
In my search for a rational, balanced approach to this subject
so full of potential pitfalls, I endeavored to interview all of the
major figures in the US UFO community who were in a position
to throw light on Strieber’s experiences, from his most severe
critics to people allied with his point of view. I traveled the country from coast to coast and made several trips to New York to see
Strieber, meet people in his circle, and spend time at the cabin
near New Paltz. In recently re-reading my book, I am amazed at
the amount of work I put into it!
What did I discover from studying the history of the UFO
phenomenon and investigating the life and literature of Whitley
Strieber? I learned three basic things:
1. that there is indeed a “UFO phenomenon” that appears in
many forms, is associated with anomalous beings who also
are perceived in many forms, and is extremely difficult for
people to confront and talk about in a meaningful way;
2. that Strieber has an authentic connection with the UFO phenomenon; and
3. that to the extent that I was able to ascertain through research, and from my own personal assessment of him, he was
telling the truth about his experiences as he knew them.
How do I know there is indeed a UFO phenomenon and that
Strieber has a genuine connection with it? To give a definitive
answer, I will tell a story of an extraordinary experience I shared
with Strieber, my late ex-wife Dora Ruffner, and two other people whom it is best not to name, as I am out of contact with them.
Late one evening in the late summer of 1991, almost two years
after the publication of my book in 1989, when Dora and I were
visiting Whitley, Anne, and their son Andrew at their country
home, Whitley said to us that he had been asking the “visitors”
to show themselves to us. He said he had an intuition that they
might respond and suggested we all go outside to a large, open
field behind his house. We readily agreed and walked into the
field.
It was a very dark night, and we marveled at the brilliant stars
above us in all their glory. As we were conversing, I happened to
look off to the north where I could see a line of trees at the edge
of a forest.
Suddenly, the entire field was illuminated by a flash of light so
intense that it turned all the features of the field into a moment of
bright, eerie daytime, and cast the shadows of our bodies in stark
contrast upon the ground below us. It so happened that I was

directly facing the source of the light, which came from a point
about 30 degrees above the horizon, just above the line of trees.
To me, the light appeared to emanate from a small, glowing, perfect circle of light that hovered above the line of trees. I saw the
light appear to be projected out of that circle, and then apparently
be drawn back into it, in just a matter of moments. The circle
of light then shrank into a small circle of very intense, ruby-red
light. It lingered there for a moment and then took off into the
heavens at a 45-degree angle to its original location. What was
most extraordinary about its motion was that it seemed to stop
and then start again in a kind of shuddering fashion, forming
what looked like a “ladder” of light, with many visible “rungs” at
each place where it stopped for a fraction of a second, as it made
its way off into the great blackness above us at great velocity and
disappeared.
Needless to say, we were all stunned at such an amazing display of light, all the more remarkable in the context of Strieber’s
earlier statement about having asked “the visitors” for a sign. I
am still totally floored by the memory of seeing the entire field
illuminated as through at the height of day. There was clearly no
way that the experience we shared could have been manufactured
as some kind of optical illusion by Strieber. It was, in a sense, the
icing on the cake of my research project.
When my research into Strieber came to an end in 1988, I concluded he was telling the truth as he knew it for many reasons.
The people whom I interviewed verified many of his remarkable stories, and the experts whom I consulted showed me that he
made a good-faith effort to test himself to see if he were suffering from temporal lobe epilepsy or psychosis. Dr. Donald Klein,
a prominent New York psychiatrist, verified to me that Strieber
was not psychotic. Nat Laurendi, an experienced polygraph operator who tested Strieber, also confirmed the truthfulness of his
answers to many questions about his experiences. And above all,
his wife Anne, who knew him better than anyone, believed him
and loved him. So, while Strieber was no doubt controversial in
the UFO field for many reasons, I found that there was a baseline
of veracity and facts that checked out, to which I could attest.
Since the publication of my book, the popular culture of the
United States, and of the world, has shifted enormously toward
the popular acceptance of the idea of alien visitation and the reality of the UFO phenomenon, but not without bringing on many
problems. From The X-Files to Roswell, New Mexico, and Saturday Night Live, stories of crashed flying saucers and spoofs
of alien abduction have been folded into the culture of earlier
twentieth-century science fiction, which of course gave us the
rather militaristic mythologies of Star Wars and Star Trek. How
should we regard this cultural change? Is there indeed a reality
to the UFO-phenomenon of which we need to make some social
and scientific sense? My answer is “yes.”
My research into the world of Strieber’s Communion verified
to me, through stories told to me of personal encounters with
UFOs (as well as the retrieval of crashed anomalous vehicles) by
retired US Air Force officers and enlisted men, as well as other
US government personnel, that there are people in the federal
government who professionally research and study the UFO phenomenon in a highly classified manner. I am not by any means
the only person to make this observation. On November 12,
2007, a panel of former Air Force pilots and other retired government personnel held a conference for the media at the National
Press Club in Washington, DC, to describe their experiences with
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UFOs, and they called on the US government to declassify its
information relating to the UFO phenomenon. Did they make
major news? They did not.
Despite huge popular interest, it cannot be said that career academics in US universities or senior journalists in major US media
outlets have given the UFO phenomenon serious study, for obvious professional reasons. Such pursuits do not lead to career advancement. Credit must be given, though, to the late ABC World
News Tonight anchor Peter Jennings, who before his death from
cancer narrated an excellent documentary on the subject entitled
UFOs: Seeing Is Believing, which aired once on ABC. I must also
praise the groundbreaking work of the late John E. Mack, M.D.,
a highly-respected professor at Harvard Medical School, whose
book Passport to the Cosmos: Human
Transformations and Alien Encounters
is in the must-read category. He won the
Pulitzer Prize in 1997 for his biography
of T. E. Lawrence, A Prince of Our Disorder. More recently, Strieber, in collaboration with Jeffrey J. Kripal, Ph.D., the J.
Newton Rayzor Professor of Religious
Studies at Rice University, attempted to
create a foundation for such study and
discourse in the academic realm through
their remarkable 2016 book The Super
Natural: A New Vision of the Unexplained, published by Jeremy
J. Tarcher/Penguin. I reviewed it for the San Antonio ExpressNews and highly recommend it.
As a result of the lack of well-informed research, reporting,
and commentary on the UFO phenomenon from leaders in the
US academic community and major media outlets, public discourse on this subject in our country has fallen into the hands
of the so-called alternative media, whose leaders are often apparently more interested in entertainment than public education.
From what I have seen of them at a recent UFO conference and
through online videos of other conferences, contemporary UFO
audiences appear to be quite uncritical in their approach to evaluating the new round of far-out UFO stories.
I hope that my work, and that of other writers who have attempted to report and comment responsibly on this mystery, will
inspire a new generation of investigators, not only in the US but
around the world.

Close Encounters of the Worst Kind
Samuel Velasquez
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Fulfillment: Diary of an Amazonian Picker
(continued)
Paul Juhasz

Day 82:
When I picked a copy of The Addams Family on DVD tonight,
it occurred to me that I had not seen Lurch for some time.
When I mentioned this to Riann at lunch, she told me Jakob
had been fired a few days ago. Two consecutive weeks of not
making rate (two weeks, incidentally, that he was studying for
the MCATs), and he was gone. He had been working here for
just over two years, and the 100-plus weeks of hitting rate did
not matter; the week he finished at 96% and the following week
when he came in at 97% did.
This news makes me sad.
Not just because I may have just lost out on a Nobel Prize, but
because it seems so unfair.
His parents continued a centuries-old tradition of leaving their
homeland to come to this Land of Opportunity, where you were
told that if you worked hard, you could achieve the American
Dream. They did work hard, and for it got disability checks that
barely put a roof over their heads and food on their table.
Jakob also believed in this myth. He worked 40-50 hours a
week on top of carrying a full load of the most unimaginably
difficult courses (biomolecular engineering!?!), and for being a
combined 7% under rate for 2 weeks, he was fired.
This is wrong. Just wrong.
Later tonight, as I was picking “scab colored” band-aids, I noticed in the bin next to mine several copies of Arthur Miller’s
Death of a Salesman. I thought about Willy Loman’s discovery,
with disastrous ramifications, of the sham that is the American
Dream. I then thought about Jakob grappling with the same discovery. I grabbed a copy and unilaterally added it to the order I
was assembling and sent the bin on the conveyor belt.
I knew some anonymous packer upstairs would remove it, so it
was a hollow gesture.
But, I thought, so was the promise of opportunity and reward
Jakob had believed in.
I hate this place.
Day 83:
Today I visited the Amazon Problem Solve Answer Desk.
I have heard they do great work. At the end of every start-up,
Mike always encourages us to bring any questions we have to
the Problem Solve Answer Desk and “they will set you straight.”
“Why do I keep showing up, every day, to a job that sucks this
bad?” I asked.
“Um, what?” the would-be guru asked.
I repeated my question and then explained that we were told
the Problem Solve Answer Desk could answer any questions we
had.
“I can’t answer that question. We only handle work-related
questions.”
“But this is a work-related question,” I insisted.
He met this with a blank stare, blinked a few times, and then
turned back to his computer, ignoring my repeated excuse me’s,
hello’s, and assorted throat clearings.
Answer Desk, my ass!

Day 84:
At stand-up, Mike shared a new corporate policy that mandates
all fingernails and toenails must not exceed 1/4" in length.
When he asked if anyone had any questions, I raised my hand,
and while I’m not positive, I think I heard him sigh before he
said, “Yes, Paul?”
“Will we be subject to random searches?”
This time I am quite certain he sighed before replying, “I don’t
know, Paul.”
I raised my hand a second time and pushed ahead with my
question before any more of that sighing business: “Can we look
forward to a policy on pubic hair next?”
He simply stared at me. Deciding to fill the silence with elaboration, I continued: “I’m just asking because I plan on showering
later today and want to plan the event accordingly.”
No reply. Just the stare.
I think he thinks I was kidding.
Day 85:
It is 3:36 a.m.
For the last two unrelenting hours, several questions have been
nagging me, the elusive answers to which threaten me with madness:
Have we figured out who put the “bop” in the “bopshebopshebop,” or do we still have people working on this?
Why doesn’t Blinds-To-Go have a drive-through?
Does a Muhammad Ali bobblehead doll just stay still?
I may not make it through the night.
Day 86:
And then there were three.
Riann had already been fired. Her daughter was sick one too
many times for Amazon’s taste.
At least she no longer has to worry about her child care issue.
And now Jason is gone.
I am saddened by this, for he was still a few thousand dollars
short of his down payment target.
But I am not surprised.
Jason does not have a car, and so he gets a ride into work with a
friend. When that friend got fired for not making rate, Jason only
had reliable access to transportation on Sundays and Wednesdays.
On Mondays and Tuesdays, he had to catch as catch can, and I
know of at least one time that Jason walked the 36 miles from
his home in Reading to the warehouse and then slept in a nearby
culvert until his weekly shift was over, when he walked home.
Unfortunately for Jason, Amazon has rigid block shifts; no individual can tailor a weekly schedule to accommodate minutiae
such as access to transportation. If you are hired into a SundayWednesday block, you work Sunday-Wednesday, no exceptions.
And so, because of this refusal to acknowledge workers as individuals with needs and dreams, a dedicated worker (36 miles!)
whose rate never dipped below 100% will be forced to discover
the answer to that famous question Langston Hughes asked all
those years ago:
What happens to a dream deferred?
This place sucks.
Day 87:
There is a moment late in One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest
where Chief notices for the first time how tired McMurphy is; the

price of taking on the burdens of his charges and trying to teach
his fellow patients on the ward how to live without fear, how to
survive in a world specifically designed to crush their spirit, is
wearing him down.
For the past few weeks, I’ve noticed the same look on Wendell’s face. Tonight I asked him about it.
“I’m almost at two years.”
When I did not immediately respond, he added,
“When my stock vests.”
One of the benefits of being converted is that Amazon celebrates your new status by awarding you 5 shares of Amazon
stock.
It’s a really nice perk.
The rub is that it does not vest until your two-year anniversary.
And the reason that Wendell is considered a veteran here despite
just now approaching two years of employment is that very odd
things seem to happen to many workers approaching their twoyear anniversary.
They seem to suddenly get decidedly unfriendly pick paths,
paths that repeatedly send them from one end of the Mod to the
other to make a single pick before sending them back to the other
end for the next one. Sometimes they are shifted from East Mod
to West Mod several times during a shift. Or they find themselves
in Palletland for extended stays. They get harassed about rate,
about TOT, and about other code violations turned up during
suddenly frequent P.A. scouting trips. And then they seem to get
fired. Just before that nice looking carrot is theirs.
For all its wonderful PR stunts, this place sucks.
Day 88:
Wanting to understand the scope of the Mods, my wife told me
she could see Bay 25 when she drove past the warehouse (there
is a hill that hides the warehouse east of this). Using the bay as
a landmark, I was able to convey to her some sense of the scale
of the place.
Now though, whenever my pick path takes me past Bay 25, I
always stop and look through its slats. I know it’s goofy of me,
but I’m always hoping I’ll see her and my two sons standing outside, waving encouragingly.
Of course, they’re never there (for it is in the dead of night),
just as I’m not there for them during the day (as my broken body
recovers, in a state that is more coma than sleep).
I hate this place.
And I want to go home.
Day 89:
Tonight I passed a bag of Chef Michael’s Gourmet Dog Food,
and it got me thinking:
Just how bad do you need to fuck up in culinary school before
they assign you to the dog food division?
Day 90:
During tonight’s post-lunch stand-up, Mike complained that
we needed to be sure to stop our carts at the end of the aisle and
look both ways before continuing.
In order to impress upon us the severity of this issue, he mentioned that yesterday he was run into by carts at least four times
and today his shins really hurt.
I observed that “maybe the problem is not systemic, but personal.”
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He gave me a blank stare for a few beats before replying, “Paul,
I have no idea what you mean by ‘systemic.’”
Pulling the hood of my sweatshirt over my head to enhance the
Jedi-like note I was going for, I offered in return: “That, my dear
Mike, is why it may be personal.”
Then I slowly backed into the Mod with a finger across my lips.
Day 91:
I passed that bag of Gourmet Dog Food again, and as this long
night progresses, I find myself thinking more about the tragedy
that is Chef Michael.
How fulfilling can it be for him, I think to myself, to express his
love of food preparation for a consumer that spends 4-6 hours on
average licking its own ass?
I cry for Chef Michael.
Day 92:
Manny is becoming increasingly frightened of being fired.
“I can’t lose this job,” he cried as we stopped for a quick chat in
the Mod. “No place around here pays as well. With one of those
jobs, it’ll take me a year to save enough to fly home.”
I never challenged Manny as to why it should take that long
to save for a $500 plane ticket; I noted that Manny ate a lunch
of white bread with margarine every night and assumed that his
paycheck must be consumed by rent and utilities, leaving virtually nothing left to save.
“How do you keep your rate so high?” he asked me.
“Well, for one thing, I don’t spend so much time looking at the
product.”
“What do you mean?”
“Manny, I’ve watched you pick a few times. You spend minutes looking at stuff, reading the labels. I’ve seen you read pages
of a book you were picking. You then look at the other stuff in the
bin. That’s probably why your rate is so low.”
“But it’s all so fascinating to me, the stuff for sale in America.”
I immediately thought of the yodeling pickle, and could not
disagree with him.
O, brave new world that has such things in it.
Manny, I fear, may be doomed.
Day 93:
I am beginning to feel sorry for the pariah status forced onto
The Masturbator based solely on his obsessive need for self-defilement.
Tonight, I decided I would no longer indulge in this particular
strain of GroupThink, and so when our pick paths intersected, I
said “hello” and we briefly chatted. He seemed like a perfectly
normal person and at no point during our discussion did I get
the sense he was mentally counting the minutes before he could
indulge in another bout of manual pleasure.
Ultimately, curiosity got the better of me: “I gotta ask, why do
you do it?”
His face sunk for a second, as he recognized there was no need
to ask what the “it” was. He took a moment to answer, as if evaluating whether I could possibly understand.
“Boredom,” he replied at last.
“Come again?”
“I just get so fucking bored here. Jerking off seems like as good
a way as any to kill some time.”
And so tonight I’ve discovered perhaps Jeff Bezos’s greatest
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crime: sucking the joy out of masturbation, rendering it merely
something one does “to pass the time.”
That man and this place are truly evil.
Day 94:
Mike has just announced that due to Next Day shipping backlogs, our lunch break has been pushed back to 1:30 instead of the
customary midnight.
It is now 1:08 in the morning.
Hunger ravages me.
The pick path I’m on has taken me past the bag of Chef Michael’s Gourmet Dog Food 9 times in the last 30 minutes.
I feel my resistance failing.
It is only a matter of time before I cave and sample Chef Michael’s offerings, and thus lose what little humanity I have left.
Day 95:
I try really hard not to make assumptions about the people who
place the orders I pick, but sometimes this proves quite difficult.
Today, I filled an order consisting of a 16-oz bag of coffee, CoEd Sluts 5 on DVD, and a 7.5-oz bottle of Jergens lotion, and I
could not help picturing a man planning a lengthy masturbation
session, but was clearly not too confident about the erotic quality of the porn, and so was taking steps to ensure he would stay
awake for its entirety.
Day 96:
Since I’ve been here, I’ve made some odd picks (see: Yodeling
Pickle).
But I must say the vegan jerky is an item of particular semantic
ridiculousness.
It’s fairly simple:
If you opt to go vegan, you have opted out of jerky.
If there’s no meat, it is not jerky.
It’s just a stick.
Day 97:
Thanksgiving is a holiday where families gather and share
what it is they are thankful for. I think this is a great tradition.
I’m working, so I’m not with my family tonight, but here goes:
I’m thankful that tonight marks the start of Peak Season, where
my hellish 10-hour shift walking 15-18 miles a night 4 consecutive nights comes to an end, replaced by hellish 11-12 hour shifts
walking 18-22 miles a night 5 consecutive nights.
I can hardly wait.
I am thankful that the management here is celebrating the holiday by serving us a Thanksgiving dinner with all the trimmings
(to be gobbled down in the 25-minute lunch break window), even
if Mike is not wearing the required (or at least courteous) plastic
gloves.
I didn’t really want those delicious-looking dinner rolls anyway.
I was thankful for holiday pay, until Mike informed us that those
of us who are typically scheduled to work Thursday nights won’t
be getting holiday pay, since this is a normal work day for us.
It’s only money, after all.
It suddenly occurs to me that if it wasn’t for Mabel celebrating
by handing out Blow-Pops instead of her normal Dum-Dums,
this holiday would be a complete failure.
I think I hate Thanksgiving.

Day 98:
Amazon unveiled a new motivational slogan for Peak Season.
Posted over the entryway to the factory floor (replacing the one
that read Lasciate ogne speranza, voi ch’intrate) is a sign extolling us to:
Work Hard. Have Fun. Make History.
I find the last part of the message to be quite silly.
There are many words I could use to describe a night picking
yodeling pickles and One Direction CDs, but “historic” is not
one of them.
“Hellish” perhaps.
Possibly “miserable.”
Certainly “dismal.”
But not “historic.”
Because this place sucks.
And so does that slogan.
Day 99:
A few days ago, Amazon’s CEO made headlines with his
promise that soon he would employ an army of drones to deliver
products to the customer’s door within an hour.
At first I, like many, noted the impossibility of this and chalked
the comment up to a clever publicity stunt.
But as I look about me tonight, and see the hundreds of workers wandering the Mod, mindlessly responding to the orders of
a computer program, I think to myself: the army of drones is
already here, and I am of it.
I hate this place.
Day 100:
There is comfort in routine.
A point brought home to me today when I approached my usual
table and found several new hires had claimed the chairs that had
so recently held the remains of my training group. Manny had
been the latest to go, finally fired for rate.
Kevin then started sitting with a new group of friends he had
made. I kept sitting at our table out of habit. Until tonight.
Rather than intruding on other people’s routines and comfort
zones, I took my lunch outside and sat on the entry steps and
thought about Manny.
I hope he finds his way home to his wife.
I really hate this place.
Day 101:
I live in a Bizarro world, devoid of logic. This is the only explanation possible for the following conversation with Mike:
Mike: “We’re gonna really beat up Walmart and Toys R Us this
Christmas season.”
Me: “Why’s that?”
Mike: “In our call with corporate, they told us we’re undercutting them on prices. We’re going to sell items at below cost to
ensure people buy those items from us.”
Me: “We’re going to sell stuff for less than we paid for it?”
Mike: “Exactly!”
Me: “I’m curious: how does one make money selling something for less than one paid for it?”
Mike (wagging his finger at me knowingly): “Volume!”
Somewhere in the Congo, Charlie Marlow waits for his rivets.
I know how he feels.

Day 102:
I’ve been giving this new motivational slogan a lot of thought.
And the VOA seemed like the place to offer a nuanced revision.
My idea: “I suggest we change the company slogan from ‘Work
Hard. Have Fun. Make History.’ to ‘I No Longer Fear Hell, Because I Worked At Amazon.’”
The response: “Ha!”
I think they think I’m kidding.
Day 103:
On Cyber Monday overnight, we shipped more than 500,000
units—a new record for the facility.
To celebrate, and to build on the goodwill they created with us
after their fingernail/toenail policy, management announced today that certain bathrooms (single stall, unisex ones with locking
doors) will be for urination only.
Mike said (with a completely straight face), “If you need to
take a B.M., use the multi-stall bathrooms located in the center
of the warehouse.”
He also suggested that we time our visits to coincide with our
breaks.
I intended to ask if corporate would soon be announcing a policy on how much toilet paper we should use per visit, but I guess
Mike forgot to put his contacts in tonight, since he did not see my
raised, then frantically-waving, hand.
The sound of the conveyor belt must have drowned out my
repeated excuse me’s as well.
Mostly, I’m just concerned about how this policy will impact
The Masturbator.
Day 104:
There are a few perks of working here.
For example, after 5 straight 11-hour shifts, I have an understanding of the word “comatose” unavailable to me before I took
this job.
Another advantage is that picking in the Mods affords me the
opportunity to stumble across Christmas gift ideas for my family.
Just the other night, I discovered a neat martini glass that I know
my wife would like. The only problem is that typically I am so
exhausted by the time I get home that I have long since forgotten
most of the finds I made that shift.
I mentioned to Mike tonight that I was a little surprised we did
not have the opportunity to simply purchase items here at the end
of our shift.
“We’d never be able to handle the logistics of something like
that,” Mike dismissively replied.
I looked down at my scanner, which can instantly compile a
pick path for me and time each pick to the second.
I then considered the thousands of bar code readers across the
factory, allowing any specific item’s location to be pin-pointed at
any given moment.
I then looked overhead at the miles of conveyor belts snaking
around the factory, transmitting a ceaseless flow of specific items
to a specific packer waiting to put them into a specific box, which
is then conveyed to a specific pallet to be loaded on a specific
truck to be transported to a specific post office to be hand-delivered to a specific address, all calibrated to Amazon’s standards of
48 hours from purchase to delivery.
I then looked back at Mike.
“Yeah, I know what you mean.”
to be continued…
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Short Fiction
Retirement

James R. Adair
Death quietly observed the scene for a moment with neither joy
nor regret, though perhaps with a bit of satisfaction in a job well
done. Her subject had retired from his job as a sheet metal worker
only six weeks earlier, and he had planned to use some of his savings to buy an RV and travel the forty-eight contiguous states for
the next several years, finally settling down to spend his waning
years putting together model cars—his hobby for almost sixty
years—and sitting on his porch swing in the evening breeze, sipping ice tea or maybe a beer, and playing with his grandchildren
when they came to visit. Death, of course, knew nothing of these
plans, and even if she had known, she wouldn’t have altered her
course of action. A touch of her invisible hand had left the man
sprawling on the floor of his workshop, a can of red paint turned
on its side, spilling its viscous, sticky contents onto the concrete
alongside the similarly sticky, viscous liquid that dripped slowly
from his forehead, which had grazed the corner of his workbench
on its way to the ground. Though she was neither omniscient nor
omnipresent, Death was prescient, and she knew that his wife
would find the body when she returned from the grocery store in
an hour or so.
There being no rest for the weary, and Death did sometimes
feel weary, she felt in the pocket of her robe for a small, crimson, velvet sack, and finding it, she pulled out what a casual observer would have assumed to be a rather large coin, about the
size of a U.S. dollar coin, not a Sacajawea or president’s dollar
coin, but an Eisenhower dollar, though with the heft of a 2-Euro
piece. On this coin was inscribed the name and address of her
next client, one Giacomo Corsini, a resident of Florence. Upon
reading the location, Death’s heart, had she had one, would have
begun to beat a little faster. She thought back with what can only
be described as a twinge of nostalgia—perhaps even wistfulness—about one of the earliest clients that she could remember
(was he in fact the first?—certainly the first of any importance,
it was hard to recall exactly), Giovanni de’ Medici, founder of
the Medici Bank and the richest Florentine of his day. Placing
the coin back in the sack, she reflected on the fact that her assignments had not brought her back to Florence for almost four
hundred years, at which time she had had a hand in the dispatch
of more than a quarter of a million people in the region over a
period of two years.
Of course, she had had help. Technically speaking, she wasn’t
really Death: she was Death377, and on the northern Italian case,
she had worked with seven colleagues, Death350, Death984,
Death202, Death777, Death519, Death966, and Death1141.
She remembered thinking that the assignment might have been
Death1141’s first gig, though she didn’t know why that was her
impression. She and her comrades always worked at a steady
pace: one client every half hour, twenty-four hours a day, every
day of every year, no vacations or holidays. No wonder she felt
drained at times! She rarely thought of such matters, but lately,
she had noticed in a moment of self-reflection, the magnitude of
her efforts over the centuries was more frequently on her mind.
She did a quick calculation (she, like all Deaths, was quanti36
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tatively proficient), and she estimated that she personally had
transitioned more than ten million people into the next plane of
existence.
She felt no remorse about this carnage, nor about her role in it;
it was simply a fact. Was she even capable of feeling? In earlier
times she hadn’t thought so, and for centuries she hadn’t had any
experiences that she would have identified as emotions, but she
had noticed that intermittently over the past two or three decades
she would occasionally have something that approached a feeling. The first time was twenty-eight years earlier, when her client
was a young boy in Zimbabwe who suffered from HIV-AIDS.
She didn’t feel anything for her client—she never did—but she
did feel something. Was it a mild annoyance? Melancholy?
Whatever it was, the feeling, tiny as it was, had startled her, yet
another feeling. After that, it was seven years before she had another similar experience, this time as she led an elderly rape victim into the great void. This circumstance had recurred maybe
half a dozen additional times since then. And now this feeling of
wistfulness, if that’s what it was.
She sat down on an empty bench at the end of the Piazza Santa
Croce, diagonally across the piazza from the statue of Dante, a
short distance north of the place where the Via dei Benci turns
into the Ponte alle Grazie and crosses the Arno. It was evening,
and many people were out for strolls in the cool breeze. Ten minutes until her appointment. As she gazed at Dante, she pondered
death, not herself or others like her, but the cessation of human
life. She had no idea whose client Dante had been, and in fact
his transition had occurred somewhat before her commission,
an incident which she remembered only very vaguely—strange,
because she could recall all of her subsequent assignments with
great clarity. Where did her clients go after their transformation
had been effected? It was not something she had considered before. Were they reborn as new individuals somewhere else in the
world? Did they move on to the next phase of life, whatever that
was? Perhaps they went to a parallel plane of being, to remain
there forever. Or maybe their existence as the person they had developed into over thirty, fifty, or eighty years just halted abruptly. It was an interesting thought, and death felt herself mildly
amused by her interest in the matter.
She further considered the fact that fewer of her recent clients
were children. They had made up the bulk of her clientele for the
first several centuries, in fact into the early twentieth century, but
something had changed, advances in medical practice or technology, she surmised, though she didn’t really know (or care). The
little boy in Zimbabwe had become the exception rather than the
rule, not in southern Africa necessarily, but averaged out among
all her clients. Maybe that was what had evoked her feelings on
that hot summer afternoon twenty-eight years earlier.
Next she mused over the phenomenon of human fame. Dante
had lived and died seven centuries earlier, yet he was still remembered, and even discussed, in the present day. One of her
recent clients had been a Dante scholar at an Australian university, a woman who had spent a large part of her life reading
and teaching the Commedia, the Vita Nuova, and the Convivio.
And she wasn’t the only person who remembered Dante. As she
had waited in the personal library of another fairly recent client,
Death had noted that his shelves contained no less than four copies of the Commedia, in both Italian and French. Yes, Dante had
achieved lasting fame, for some reason, but no one recalled the
little Zimbabwean boy, not a single person. Only a few family

members still evoked the name of the elderly rape victim from
twenty-one years ago, plus the few who walked past her headstone in the cemetery and glanced at the inscription. The fact that
some people were famous and others were not made no sense to
Death, so she simply let it drop. It was time.
As she looked up, she saw a man wearing a scarlet beret and
carrying a cane walking briskly in her direction. The cane was
apparently for show, thought Death, or was perhaps an affectation. He neared the bench where Death sat, paused, and seated
himself next to her.
“Buona sera,” he said to her.
This was an extremely unusual situation, Death thought to herself. In fact, it was unprecedented. No one had ever noticed her
before, and she had assumed that she was invisible to humans.
No matter, she would accomplish her task and move on to her
next client. “Buona sera,” she replied.
“My name is Giacomo Corsini,” the man said. “What is yours?”
Death knew it wouldn’t be prudent to give her real name, so
she quickly made one up. “Isabella della Scala.”
“It’s a pleasant evening, isn’t it? It’s nice to relax and watch the
people go by.”
“Yes it is,” Death answered, considering this strange turn of
events and wondering the appropriate etiquette for striking someone dead in the middle of a conversation. “I always enjoy spending time in Florence.”
“Oh, you’re not Florentine? I assumed from your accent that
you were.”
Again inventing rapidly, she lied, “No, I’m originally from Verona, but I’ve traveled quite a bit and haven’t been home in recent
years.” That much was certainly true.
“Oh, one of our traditional rivals,” Corsini said, smiling. “I
hope you don’t still hold a grudge for that little incident back in
the fourteenth century!”
“No, no,” Death replied, returning the smile. She had taken
advantage of the banal banter to formulate a plan for touching her
current client, then moving on to her next. She had never been
late on an assignment before, and she was not going to let this
anomalous situation deter her. “I’m afraid I must go now,” Death
said, rising to her feet. “I have an appointment.”
“It’s been a pleasure to meet you,” replied Corsini, now also
standing.
Death extended her hand to him and noted with satisfaction
that he was likewise extending his. She was already thinking
about moving on to her next assignment when their hands met
and Corsini gently raised her hand to his lips and kissed it. Their
eyes met, and Death experienced one final emotion, not mild or
subdued like her previous ones, but powerful and unmistakable:
surprise.
The man carefully lowered his client to the bench, allowing her
body to slump ever so slightly to one side. He removed her robe
and donned it himself. Reaching into the pocket, he removed the
velvet sack with his right hand. In his left hand he held a coin that
was inscribed, “Isabella della Scala, Firenze, Italia.” The new
Death377 dropped the coin in the sack, from which it promptly
disappeared and was replaced by a new one. He put his hand in
the bag, removed the coin and read its inscription, and prepared
for his appointment with a certain Jin Guangxu in Qufu, China.
Already the memory of this, his first assignment, was rapidly fading. He wondered fleetingly if it would always be like this.

Nobel Prize in Literature Awarded to
Kazuo Ishiguro
The 2017 Nobel Prize in Literature
has been awarded to Japanese-born
British author Kazuo Ishiguro. Born in
1954, Ishiguro moved with his family
to the United Kingdom when he was
five years old. He graduated with studies in English and philosophy from
the University of Kent then went on
to study creative writing at the University of East Anglia. His most famous novel is The Remains of the Day
(1989), which won the Man-Booker
Prize for Fiction and was made into a
film starring Anthony Hopkins and Emma Thompson. It relates
the first-person account of Stevens, a butler in the service of Lord
Darlington. As he reflects on his life, Stevens contemplates the
choices he has made and the relationships he has either maintained (with Darlington) or failed to pursue (with Miss Kenton).
Ishiguro’s first novel, A Pale View of the Hills (1982), set in
Nagasaki, Japan, a few years after the conclusion of World War
II, was both a critical and commercial success, and led to his
second novel, An Artist of the Floating World (1986), which was
also set in post-war Nagasaki. His 2005 novel Never Let Me Go
moves into the realm of science fiction as it describes a dystopian
world in which students at a British boarding school are raised
as cloned organ donors for the rich. This novel was made into a
film in 2010, although ironically, a film with a similar premise—
The Island—appeared in 2005, the same year in which Ishiguro’s
book was published. His latest novel, The Giant (2015), tells
the story of an elderly British couple who traverse the English
countryside on a journey in which they hope to reunite with their
estranged son. The Nobel Committee notes that “Ishiguro’s writings are marked by a carefully restrained mode of expression,
independent of whatever events are taking place.” They further
describe Ishiguro as an author, “who, in novels of great emotional force, has uncovered the abyss beneath our illusory sense
of connection with the world.”

H. G. Wells’s War of the Worlds
Reprinted in Famous Fantastic Mysteries (1951)
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These Villamain outdoor murals in San Antonio, part of the World
Heritage Trail Public Art Project, depict the four seasons: Summer
(Joe de la Cruz), Fall (Chris Montoya), Winter (Cristina Sosa Noriega), Spring (Albert Garza). For more information, see therivardreport.
com/newest-world-heritage-murals-depict-wildlife-four-seasons/.

Reviews
Far Out: Poems of the ’60s
by Wendy Barker and Dave Parsons, eds.
Reviewed by Carol Coffee Reposa

For those of us who came of age during this time, Far Out brings it all back
home. Those too young to have experienced these years firsthand probably
should fasten their cognitive seatbelts.
They are in for a trip, a big one, because
from miniskirts, communes, and the
counter-culture to Vietnam, Woodstock
and the Doors, the 145 poems in this
anthology revive the bygone decade in
all its kaleidoscopic dazzle.
To create this panorama, editors
Wendy Barker and Dave Parsons have
assembled a poetic dream team comprised of both rising and
established voices—Richard Wilbur, Natasha Trethewey, Ted
Kooser, Rita Dove, and Martín Espada among them—and they
are as diverse as they are powerful. The 80 poets whose words
fill these pages hail from both coasts and just about every state
between. They are young, not-so-young, African American, Latin@, Native American, urban, rural, and ex-pat. Although most
of the contributors earn their livings in academia, some work as
journalists, publishers, editors, lawyers, and freelancers. This
plurality extends to the styles and structures they choose as well;
readers will find sonnets, dramatic monologues, ballad stanzas,
and nonce sestets side by side with freewheeling prose poetry.
Topics in Far Out range widely too. The book is divided into
eight sections, each highlighting a different dimension of the decade, from the first faint rumblings of the coming cultural eruption to its open-ended aftermath. Given the thematic constraints,
readers would expect to find poems on sex, drugs, rock, and
women’s liberation, and they are here in force. Less expected are
the pieces on Glenn Gould, Pennsylvania Station, fraternity hazings, Aaron Copland, and female underwear—or its absence. An
entire section of the book references wars occurring at the time,
particularly Vietnam. These poems are harrowing, capturing in
riveting tropes the full horror of that doomed conflict. Kate Daniels’ “War Photograph,” for example, confronts the iconic image
of the child fleeing her burning village: “She is running from the
smoke/ and the soldiers, from the bodies/ of her mother and little
sister/ thrown down into a ditch, / from the blown-up bamboo
hut/ from the melted pots and pans./ And she is also running from
the gods/ who have changed the sky to fire/ and puddled the earth
with skin and blood./ She is running—my god—to us.” Other poems focus on events as wide-ranging as the Kennedy/King assassinations, nuclear brinksmanship, the UT Tower shootings, and
the civil rights movement, a particularly incendiary issue then
as now. In his haunting “Between Assassinations,” Alan Shapiro
identifies and dissects the interracial tensions underlying surface
civility during an impromptu basketball game: “Old court. Old
courtesy, handshake, exchange of names,/ In the early days of
bussing, between assassinations,/ Before our quaint welcoming

of them had come to seem,/ Even to ourselves, the haughty overflow of wealth/ So thoroughly our own we didn’t need to see it./
Old beautiful delusion in those courtly gestures/ That everything
now beyond our wanting just to play/ Was out of bounds, and we
were free between the white lines/ Of whatever we assumed we
each of us assumed.”
All is not Sturm und Drang in this collection, however. Bryce
Milligan’s euphoric “Four-Stroke” exalts the open road and his
motorcycle, which he describes as “a dream between my legs.”
In this Whitmanesque paean, Milligan rejoices in the “gift of
actual speed, as if you’d been gifted with the Wright Brothers’
wings, speed, solitary, wind-making, hair-whipping, jacketflapping speed, speed that would grow with one machine after
another… .” Similarly, Edward Hirsch recalls the often rapturous
fusion of music and drugs: “As a child, Jimi Hendrix watched
his soul floating/ away from his torso, looking down at himself//
from a different realm. He was awake but slipping/ mindlessly
through another dimension, the astral plane.// That’s how you
felt about LSD and STP,/ those ten-milligram doses of the sublime.” In a quieter mood, Richard Wilbur explores in elegant
(and ironic) rhymed quatrains the ripe fantasies of a young man
who spends his lunch break engrossed in a Playboy photograph:
“High on his stockroom ladder like a dunce/ The stockboy sits,
and studies like a sage/ The subject matter of one glossy page,/
As lost in curves as Archimedes once.”
Considered collectively, these poems span a broad but nuanced
emotional spectrum, revealing the complexities and contradictions
that marked the time, its follies as well as its breakthroughs. Idealism often coexists with bitter disillusionment. Janet McCann’s
“In Front of the Coke Machine” offers a nostalgic appraisal of
the decade, triggered by her memory of a silver quarter she once
received in change: “In sixty-four I ran free in sandals,/ smoked
grass in two-room apartments,… . did cartwheels/ on the Capitol lawn, occupied the/ locked faculty john, was arrested twice/
for trespassing, and everything was silver, silver/ and rang true.”
Alicia Ostriker, though, looks at the same time frame and sees
something quite different: “they were napalming kids in Asia/ we
didn’t know what for/ thought if we loved each other/ we’d put
an end to war//… . we thought minds could be altered/ we thought
the times were changed/ the man was skinning the drum/ the saxophone was deranged// yeah turn on the XM radio/ listen to sixties
rock/ no better way to be/ running out the clock.” Perspectives are
often surprising, as in Patricia Smith’s “Ain’t But One Way Heaven Makes Sense Or, Annie Pearl Smith Explains the U.S. Space
Program,” a dramatic monologue in which the speaker doubts the
truth of a reported lunar landing but deeply recognizes the need
for other kinds of ascent and uplift: “No man gon’ reach/ down,
just scoop up moon, even if Mr. Cronkite say he did./… . Chile, I
sho’ didn’t raise you to be this much fool this fast./ People got to
pray they way up. One small step ain’t enough.”
Above all, the contents of Far Out document change, some
of it lasting, notably environmental activism and the civil rights
and women’s movements. These poems resist easy categories
and oversimplifications, inviting readers instead to assess the
social upheavals and transformations for themselves and draw
their own conclusions. From searing depictions of Vietnam and
protest marches to varied appreciations of Janis Joplin and Ravi
Shankar, from inspired shorthand and tight-knit sonnets to reveries and lush prose poems, this collection justifies its title, and
then some. Right on!
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Words on the Move: Why English Won’t—and
Can’t—Sit Still (Like, Literally)
by John McWhorter
and

Word by Word: The Secret Life of Dictionaries
by Kory Stamper

they ever thought about them at all!).
McWhorter and Stamper agree that the fact that English is in a
constant state of flux is natural for languages and nothing to be
alarmed about. If you’re interested in the words that comprise
this wonderful language we call English, both books are highly
recommended.

Reviewed by James R. Adair

The English language is a moving
target. The definitions and grammatical
rules we learned as children might not
persist when we’re older. This state of
affairs is anathema to some practitioners of the Anglophilic arts. “Splitting
infinitives is just wrong!” “Irregardless
isn’t a word!” “‘Literally’ can’t be used
to mean ‘figuratively’!” “Since ‘decimate’ comes from a root that means
‘one-tenth,’ it can’t be used to mean
killing more than one-tenth!” And an
all-time favorite: “People today are destroying English through their use of text messages (LOL), redefining of words (when did ‘bad’ start meaning ‘good’?), and
general disregard for the rules of grammar (singular ‘they’?).”
John McWhorter is a linguist, faculty member at Columbia
University, and author of numerous books on language. Words on
the Move is a rollicking jaunt through aspects of English history,
both ancient and recent, that help explain why the language looks
the way it does today and why it is destined to keep changing.
He discusses the process of “backshift,” whereby an adjective
+ noun combination, pronounced with
a stress on the noun, is transformed
into a compound noun, with the stress
moving back to the (former) adjective:
super MARKET → SUPERmarket, or
crossword PUZZLE → CROSSWORD
puzzle. One of the most interesting sections of the book is his presentation
of modal pragmatic markers, words
whose meanings have morphed from
their original, straightforward definitions into words that modify the meaning of a word or sentence: that’s really
interesting; -ass as emphatic modifier in words like big-ass and
broke-ass; the use of yo in Black English as an acknowledgment
marker, as in Dat’s my jam, yo!
Similarly, Kory Stamper’s Word by Word offers an informative
and often humorous look at the making of dictionaries. Stamper,
a lexicographer and editor at Merriam-Webster, addresses such
questions as: How do dictionaries define profanity? Whose pronunciation is correct? What do the dates associated with dictionary entries mean? Do good manners, good morality, and good
grammar really go hand in hand? Stamper emphasizes that
modern dictionaries aim at definitions that are descriptive (how
people do use the language) rather than prescriptive (how people
should use the language). This distinction comes to the fore in
her tale about dealing with a write-in campaign addressing the
change in the definition of “marriage” that will make readers appreciate lexicographers like they never have before (assuming
40
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Latin@ Rising: An Anthology of Latin@
Science Fiction & Fantasy
Edited by Matthew David Goodwin
Reviewed by James R. Adair

Matthew David Goodwin’s Latin@
Rising is a fast-paced mix of traditional
science fiction, cyberpunk, fantasy,
stories drawing on various mythologies (including ancient Indo-Iranian),
old-fashioned ghost stories, poetry, and
even a photo(shopped) montage. All the
contributions are authored by Latino/a
writers and contain Latino themes and
cultural references, something sorely
missing in much mainstream sci-fi and
fantasy. Many of the pieces also contain
innovative plays on words (in Spanish
and English) and inventive neologisms.
“Room for Rent,” a story by Richie Narvaez that fits squarely
within the sci-fi tradition of such authors as Ray Bradbury and
Arthur C. Clarke, recounts a future Terran dystopia in which humans are pitted against two invasive alien species, with the twist
that the story is told from the perspective of an alien mother-to-be.
“Ooh aliens have landed! Aliens have landed! Hurray! Aliens!”
some humans had said. You can imagine how that worked out!
In “Burial of the Sardine,” Giannina Braschi imagines a fictional version of herself working with Zarathustra and Hamlet
in the aftermath of the 9/11 attack on New York City to free
Segismundo—a character from the 17th-century play La vida es
sueño—from the fortress beneath the Statue of Liberty. “Pity the
country that is ruled by the worst”: also sprach Zarathustra in this
story, which is an excerpt from Braschi’s novel United States of
Banana. “And I don’t pity anyone—not even the country ruled
by the worst.” Prophetic words!
Humor permeates many of the works in this collection. In “Flying under the Texas Radar with Paco and Los Freetails” by Ernest
Hogan, lead singer Paco, a self-described Jewish Tejano, tells
how he ran afoul of the nuclear-armed billionaire Texas dictator
Billy-Bob Paolozzi, who didn’t appreciate his band’s hit song
“Texanization without Representation,” forcing Paco to emigrate
to Mars. After telling his story, Paco says, “Of course, with the
fallout and all, Texas, and all of Greater Norteamerica, got weirder than ever. New improved Texas! Wild, weird, and radioactive!
Yee-haw, pendejos!”
The variety of genres, topics, and styles present in this collection
reminds the reader that Latino literature is anything but monolithic. As one of Marcos S. Gonsalez’s characters says in “Traditions,” “Being Mexican [or Latino/a of any stripe] means many
things. Many of which we can’t see.” If you think that Latino
imaginative literature ends with magical realism, read this book!

New Fossil Discoveries Revise Understanding
of Early (Proto-)Human Activity
Paleoanthropologists studying human ancestors have generally
believed that modern humans—Homo sapiens—evolved about
200,000 years ago in the Rift Valley in east Africa. Until now.
A recent report in Nature describes newly discovered hominin
fossils and a new date for a fossil skull discovered in Morocco
in 1961. Previously dated to about 160,000 BP, new measurements confirm a date of 300,000 BP or perhaps a few thousand
years earlier for the skull, a date consonant with other fossil remains from the site, both human and animal. Scientists say that
the skull, which has a slightly elongated cranium but a modern
face, is the earliest Homo sapiens fossil ever found, pushing the
date of our species’ origin back 100,000 years and transporting it
from east to north Africa. This date further supports the idea that
Homo sapiens lived concurrently not only with Neanderthals but
also probably with other species, including the recently discovered Homo naledi, a resident of southern Africa.
While one group of scientists was redating the origins of the
species, another group was proposing a radically earlier date for
the presence of the first humans, or more accurately hominins,
in North America. At a highway construction site near San Diego, workers uncovered mastodon bones that were dated to about
130,000 BP. That mastodons roamed North America at that time
is not news. What is news is that some scientists who have examined the bones claim that they show marks consistent with
butchery, which could have been done only by humans or their
ancestors. Since the earliest commonly accepted date for human
occupation of North American is about 15,000 BP, the date of
130,000 BP, if confirmed, would call for a radical new understanding of the peopling of the Americas. In particular, it would
suggest that the first humans to cross the Bering land bridge were
not modern humans but our relatives, perhaps Neanderthals.
Other scientists dispute the interpretation of the bone markings,
and even if they do turn out to have been the result of stone tools
wielded by human ancestors, that population seems to have left
no other marks on the landscape and to have died out prior to the
arrival of Homo sapiens millennia later. But stay tuned: future
discoveries may further rewrite the book of accepted wisdom!

UTSA Creative Writing Reading Series
All events are in the Business Building University Room, BB 2.06.04,
on UTSA’s Main Campus.

Friday, February 9, 2018, 7 p.m.
Chigozie Obioma
The Fishermen, Chigozie Obioma’s first novel, was a finalist
for the Man Booker Prize. The powerful story of a family and
a nation torn apart by violence, it received the NAACP Image
Award for Outstanding Literary Work by a Debut Author. It was
also listed as one of the best books of 2015 by the Economist,
Library Journal, The New York Times, NPR, and Wall Street Journal, among others. It has been translated into 26 languages and
adapted for the stage. Named by Foreign Policy to its list of “100
Global Thinkers” and by The New York Times Book Review as “the
heir to Chinua Achebe,” Obioma grew up speaking Yoruba, Igbo,
and English in Akure, in southwestern Nigeria. He received his

B.A. from Cyprus International University and his M.F.A. from
the University of Michigan. Chigozie currently teaches creative
writing at the University of Nebraska-Lincoln. His second novel,
An Orchestra of Minorities, is scheduled for publication in 2018.
Friday, February 23, 2018, 7 p.m.
Karen Tei Yamashita
Karen Tei Yamashita is the author of several novels, including
Through the Arc of the Rain Forest (1990), Brazil-Maru (1992),
Tropic of Orange (1997), and I Hotel (2010). I Hotel was a finalist for the National Book Award and received the American Book
Award, the California Book Award, and other honors. She has
also published oddly wonderful hybrid books such as a mixedgenre graphic “short story collection, memoir and scrapbook”
called Circle K Cycles (2001) and a collection of performances
entitled Anime Wong: Fictions of Performance (2014). MLA will
soon publish a pedagogy collection on teaching her work. She is
an associate professor at the University of California Santa Cruz.
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San Antonio Small Presses
Wings Press

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.

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.”

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

After 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.
42
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Aztlan Libre Press is dedicated to the promotion, publication,
and free expression of Chicana/o literature and art. The independent press, based in San Antonio, Texas, was started in 2009 by
Juan Tejeda and Anisa Onofre.

Las Nalgas de JLo/JLo’s Booty: The Best & Most
Notorious Calumnas & Other Writings by the First
Chicana Columnist in Texas 1995-2005 (2017)
Bárbara Renaud González

Blurring the borders between literature, journalism, essay, history, memoir, and short story, Las Nalgas de JLo is a non-fiction collection of columns, articles, reviews, and poems,
most written by Renaud González between
1995 and 2005, when she was an independent columnist for the San Antonio ExpressNews. Divided into eight chapters with such
provocative headings as “They Say I’m No
Lady,” “No Te Dejes/My Line in the Sand,”
“Pray For Us Women,” “Forget the War, So
We Can Remember It,” and “Las Nalgas de
JLo/JLo’s Booty,” each chapter begins with a
previously unpublished poem. While most of the 61 columns and
articles included in this book were published in the San Antonio
Express-News, many were published in other national newspapers and magazines, and some were unpublished because of their
content. A “Disclaimer” as an introduction, an “A-diosa-tion,”
and an Afterword as a Despedida are also included in this collection.

A Crown for Gumecindo (2015)
Laurie Ann Guerrero

Dedicated and addressed to the poet’s
grandfather, A Crown for Gumecindo
is a heroic sonnet cycle that chronicles Guerrero’s first year of grieving
after the loss of the family patriarch.
Through fifteen linked sonnets, journal entries, and meditations, she examines the lessons she has inherited,
both intentionally and unintentionally, through a careful dissection of this
multigenerational, multilingual, and
multifaceted relationship. Also exploring the role of the writer,
Guerrero draws upon various histories—personal, social, literary—in order to expose the uncertainties encountered in a time
of mourning. Artist and poet Maceo Montoya also considers history, contributing fifteen paintings inspired by Guerrero’s sonnets, visuals that offer readers a layered experience of the tender
and often shocking revelations of bereavement.

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

www.southtexaspressinc.com

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

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

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

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

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

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 de la Luna, 15 November 2017

43

Voices de la Luna:
A Quarterly Literature & Arts Magazine
5150 Broadway #149
San Antonio, Texas 78209

The Back Page
Brief Bios of Selected Contributors
Guadalupe García McCall
Guadalupe García McCall’s poems for adults have appeared in over
twenty literary magazines across the country and abroad, including
Orbis International Literary Magazine, Essence, Falling Star, Cause
and Effect, Borderland, The Dirty Goat, The Bilingual Review, and The
Prague Literary Revue. Her book publications include the young adult
novels Shame the Stars (Tu Books, 2016), Summer of the Mariposas
(Tu Books, 2012),Under the Mesquite (Lee & Low Books, 2011), and
the sequel to Shame the Stars, tentatively titled Long Journey Home,
forthcoming in 2018.

Sun Hee
Sun Hee is from the Pacific Northwest and loves the outdoors. She is
enthusiastic for life and hopes to keep writing. She resides in San Antonio, TX.

Caryn Leigh Wideman
Caryn Leigh Wideman is pursuing a master’s degree in literature, creative writing, and social justice at our Lady of the Lake University. She
is a longtime volunteer at Haven for Hope, working with people experiencing homelessness, and is also on the Core Team of the San Antonio
peaceCENTER.

The Three Wise Kings
From the Catalan Atlas (1375)
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Idioma

Size Does Matter
James R. Adair

As an amateur wine connoisseur and fairly frequent traveler
to the Texas wine country around Fredericksburg, I am familiar
with the standard 750-ml bottles of wine that are ubiquitous in
the wineries. I have also had occasion to purchase the larger, 1.5L bottles, known in the trade as magnums, but I have yet to indulge in any of the many larger-sized bottles like those I’ve seen
in restaurants and the occasional Trader Joe’s. I ran across an article recently that discusses the unusual, biblically-based names
assigned to many of these larger sizes (jeroboam, rehoboam,
melchizedek, etc.), and as a biblical scholar myself, I found the
author’s discussion fascinating.
The author, who goes by the online name Philologos, believes
that the name of the 3-L jeroboam comes not from the biblical
Jeroboam, “a mighty man of valor who caused Israel to sin,” but
rather from a mistaken association between jorum, a drinking
bowl, and Jeroboam. Other biblical characters were then chosen
for larger-sized bottles, in humorous imitation of the jeroboam.
This is a good hypothesis, with some supporting evidence, but it
fails to account adequately for the specific biblical names chosen
to represent the other bottle sizes. In other words, the hypothesis
lacks a unifying underlying principle. After extensive research (and
more than one bottle of wine), I believe I’ve arrived at an alternative explanation for the bottle sizes named for biblical characters
(not all kings) that explains why these, and not others, were chosen. First, all the bottles named after biblical characters were the
first or greatest at something. Second, they all come in pairs. Here
is my proposed explanation for the naming of large wine bottles.
The jereboam (3-L) and rehoboam (4.5-L) were named for the
first kings of the separate kingdoms of Israel and Judah.
The salmanazar (9-L) and nebuchadnezzar (15-L) were named
for the first kings of Assyria and Babylonia, respectively, who
ruled over Israel and Judah in exile.
The balthazar (12-L) and melchior (18-L), named for two of
the three magi, were the first African and European, respectively,
to pay homage to the baby Jesus, according to Spanish tradition.
(The third wise man, Caspar, was Asian, so the Jewish shepherds
beat him to the punch).
The methuselah (6-L) and goliath (27-L) were named for the
oldest and the tallest individuals in the Bible.
Finally, the solomon (18-L) and melchizedek (30-L) stand for
the richest king of Israel and the first king to whom an Israelite
ancestor (Abraham) paid homage.
Having convincingly demonstrated, I hope, the origin of the
names of these large wine bottles, I propose that the next two sizes, perhaps 45-L and 60-L, be named the athaliah and the joash,
after the first ruling queen and the youngest king of Israel.
In my next column, I’ll elaborate on my theory that the 1.5-L
magnum is named after Tom Sellick’s Magnum, P.I.

