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SUMMER 2015 COVER ARTIST 

FRAnCES PElzMAn lISCIO has had her work showcased in countless group and solo shows. Her 
work has been published in fine art, design and lifestyle blogs and magazines including Design Sponge, 
Traditional Home, Martha Stewart Living, Real Simple, Lucky, Elle Décor, and more and is included 
in hundreds of private collections, corporate offices and medical facilities. Her work has also graced CD 
and record albums, bookcovers, magazine covers, notecards, tea towels and Yoga wear.  She lives and 
works in Montclair, New Jersey.
 Ms. Liscio holds a degree in printmaking, photography and illustration from Manhattanville 
College. She has studied printmaking with John Ross Sr., photography with Sean Kernan, Eva 
Rubenstein, Lisette Model, and John Loengard, digital darkroom and printing technologies with Jay 
Seldin, and botanical illustration with Deirdre Newman.

 I created my botanical alphabet on an old Epson Perfection 4490 Photographic scanner. I originally 
started xeroxing and scanning images many years ago simply because I could not afford a good 8x10 
view camera, and I wanted to get closer up to my images. I do very little to the work once it is created, 
aside from cleaning up the cat hairs (I have three cats) and the pollen from the finished images. Most of 
the work is done before the image is scanned, with tweezers and manicure scissors, and the baskets and 
trays full of botanica and natura and other fascinating objets d’arts which fill my studio. I grow many of 
the botanicals I use in my artwork. My garden is messy but full of great stuff.

About our cover artist
Frances Pelzman liscio



Walking on Water by Mark Jarman

Mark JarMan is 

 Matthew 14

 Always the same message out of Matthew.
The water Jesus walks on is life’s turbulence.
 He calms our trouble and lifts us up again.
 
To walk on water?  That’s what’s puzzling –
 that feat of anti-matter, defeat of physics,
those beautiful unshod feet of cosmic truth

 for whom the whole performance is child’s play.
And unless one becomes as a little child
 the kingdom’s inaccessible by any route.

That water, then, its broken surface tension,
 collision of fracturing waves, apparent chaos,
its fractals turning infinite and weaving

 the netted skin between worlds, that web
of light and gravity which underpins our faith –
 water, a substance, stormy or pacific,

we know a myriad ways to get across it.
 But simply walking on it?  Literally?
How far do you think you’d go before you fell

 through that convergence between time and space?
The water Jesus walked on wasn’t water
 only.  It was the storm that made it rock. 

Mark JarMan'S most recent collection of poetry is Bone Fires:  New and 

Selected Poems.  He is Centennial Professor of English at Vanderbilt University.  

He recently completed his term as elector for the american Poets’ Corner of  

St. John the Divine in new York City.
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i Heard notHing once by Gina Williams  

LIfE IS SIMPLER ouT HERE, but that doesn’t make it any less complicated. I haven’t seen another 

human being for several days. Not a car, a plane, or a machine of any kind, except for my own vehicle. It’s so 

quiet here in the middle of the Alvord Desert near the oregon-Nevada border that I can hear the soft thud 

of my own heart. There are no bird calls, no insect noises. Coyotes howl and warble at dawn and then go 

silent, leaving only paw prints in the wake of their chatter. This morning, there is no wind. Airplanes don’t 

even fly over this stretch of southeastern oregon desert unless they are landing here on the ancient lakebed 

where I have pitched a tent. The loudest noise right now is the sound of my bare feet on the cool, cracked 

earth. How many people are left on the planet who can say, “I heard nothing once?”

     I return from a sunrise walk deep into the rolling sagebrush knolls and eat a breakfast of wild rice and 

dried fruit. I toss a pinch of cooked rice onto an ant hill and sit on my haunches for a long time, watching 

the insects. one renegade ant from another mound moves in, steals a fat grain of rice. It’s nearly twice his 

size. He grips it with his strong jaws and pulls it around, fending off guards as he zigzags across the pebbled 

mound. So fascinating, their constant movement, their ever purposeful existence. In the late summer 

months, I like to watch them haul tiny needles from desert plants atop their mounds for winter insulation, 

their lives timed more perfectly than any human-made device.

      As the sun rises, I tidy up camp and prepare to head out, exploring on jeep roads. I’ve seen bobcats 

and wild horses in the hills, chased lizards scurrying along rock ledges with my camera. My husband has 

witnessed mountain lions stalking herds of bighorn sheep on the flanks of Steens Mountain to the west. But 

today, we load up the truck with extra water and snacks. Dust devils are spinning around in the distance. 

The desert playa is empty, otherwise. I’m looking forward to new discoveries and slide the key into the 

ignition. Now, the silence isn’t as welcome as it was just moments ago. The battery is dead.

     There is nothing to do but set out for help on foot across the playa. The road leading to the fields 

Station, the nearest town, population 15, is five miles away on the other side of the lakebed. Looking across 

the desert with binoculars, the blue-gray horizon undulating on the other side of heat waves, we can see 

what could be a car or two, the way the sun appears to be glinting off of metal.
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     I try to conserve water and energy as we hoof it steadily towards the shining specks. Distance out here is 

warped by terrain and light, by the flatness of the desert, the whiteness of the cracked playa, the enormity of 

Steens Mountain, jutting into the sky in the distance. objects seem to appear and disappear. Something that 

appears huge from afar can turn out to be a tiny shrub. Streaks of light and brilliant flashing in the distance 

could be nothing but a discarded beer can.  

    After what seems like hours of walking as the sun grows hotter by the minute, comes the first real noise 

I’ve heard all day. The sound of a machine. A fast machine. The cloud of dust and noise gets closer and closer 

until I can see a man on a dirt bike is roaring our way. “Hey, there!” he yells, pulling up next to me and 

idling. “We’re shooting a documentary and I need to keep you out of the shoot zone.” 

    “We have a dead battery about four miles away on the other side,” I say. “And we’re nearly out of water. 

Do you think we could get a jump?” 

    “If you’re willing to wait until we finish this section of the shoot, sure, no problem. We’re filming a guy 

named Ron Heagy. He’s about ready to try to make his goal of driving a hundred miles an hour. Ron is a 

paraplegic,” he continues. “He’s driving a computerized muscle car with his mouth. He hasn’t driven since 

his accident thirty years ago.”

     In the distance, I can just make out the car, silver and shimmering. I imagine Ron Heagy inside, 

sweating, strapped in, his mouth gripping the control mechanism. I try to picture his face, middle-aged 

like mine, hair thinning, youth lost too soon on a California beach in a surfing accident when he was 18. I 

imagine the stillness of his limbs, the excitement flashing in his eyes like a boy, the fluttering in his stomach 

as he prepares to hit the gas. A low rumble from the car ripples through the air, splitting the thick silence. 

The man escorts me to the film trucks where crew members give me water and offer granola bars. I sit in 

the shade of a vehicle and wait. In just a few minutes, Ron will or won’t reach his goal. A short distance 

from the film trucks, Ron’s wheelchair sits empty as the car revs in the distance. The souped-up hot rod is a 

1968 Pontiac firebird. The car looks like the best kind of wicked, polished and rumbling beneath the hot 

September sun. The camera crew is ready. Ron blows hard, and the car screams across the desert. The crew 

yells out speeds as he gets closer to his goal. Sixty. Seventy-eight. Eighty-five. Ninety-two. Ninety-nine. one 

hundred. one hundred and one. 

     Tears streak my dusty face as Ron slows and drives back across the desert, triumphant, a plume of dust 

rising behind the silver bullet.

    We don’t get a chance to meet Ron—he’s swiftly taken from the car back to his motorhome parked 
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Gina WilliaMS lives and creates in the Pacific 

northwest. Her work has been featured most 

recently by Carve, The Sun, Fugue, Whidbey Art 

Gallery &Whidbey Life Magazine, Palooka, Great 

Weather for Media, Black Box Gallery, &tNY Press, 

among others. 

learn more about her and her work at 

GinaMarieWilliams.com.

nearby. A crew member gives us a lift in the wheelchair van back to our car. 

He gives it a jump, says he’s from the Midwest and can’t wait to get out of this 

godforsaken place. The vast emptiness here makes him anxious, he says, like 

the ground could swallow him at any moment. We let the battery recharge, 

turn the engine off, settle back into the peace. I pull a beer from the cooler 

and go back to the ant hill, contemplating the day.

    The rice is gone from the mound. The ants are retreating underground.  

The sun begins to fade, turning the sky purple and indigo, flushing the 

fat clouds banked up against the mountains a streaky bright orange and  

blood red. 

     I close my eyes for a moment and see the empty wheelchair, so stark 

against the bone white earth and the big, empty sky, can see the silver car 

racing away from crushed dreams toward something I will never be able to 

understand or place. 

     The thing is, I heard nothing once. 

     I saw something once, too. 

Your Ad Here!
Advertise 

with

Please follow this link 
to our media kit to 

learn more.

 

http://www.GinaMarieWilliams.com
http://www.sarahsessence.com/
http://http://tiferetjournal.com/media-kit/
http://tiferetjournal.com/media-kit/
http://tiferetjournal.com/media-kit/


A Journal of Spiritual Literature

Personal accounting by Lea Page  

I’M BRuSHINg SNoW off of ouR TRuCK, letting the engine warm up and chewing the  
inside of my lip when I see the young man trudging along. It’s late afternoon, and my pick-up truck is 
parked in Elise’s short driveway, right off the highway, the only road that runs through the tiny town of 
Bearcreek, Montana.
     I have just had a birthday massage. My skin still feels oily around the top of my turtleneck sweater. 
My husband gave me a gift certificate, but the massage wasn’t relaxing. While she kneaded and probed 
my muscles, Elise pressed me for details about an argument I had had several months ago with two other 
women. I fended off Elise’s questions, but it was exhausting. I thought that by not feeding the flames of 
gossip, the whole thing would go away, but in a small town, it is a calculated risk to not spill the beans, to 
not add your side of the story to the public narrative.
     While I chew on the possibility that the falling out will haunt me forever, the young man, dressed in the 
standard—jeans, padded Carhartt jacket and cowboy hat—nods as he passes by.
      “Ma’am,” he says.
      “Hello,” I say, still brushing snow, still gnawing on the skin inside my cheek.
        He walks on a few feet, then stops and turns back.
      “Excuse me, ma’am,” he says, “but could you tell me how far it is to the next gas station?”
     “Well, the nearest gas station’s in Red Lodge, and that’s about ten miles away. over the pass,” I add, and 
I gesture with my chin up the road toward the hulk of Mt. Maurice.
     We both look up at the sky. He won’t make it before dark.
     In the literature of the ancient greeks, it would be called xenia: the extension of hospitality toward a 
stranger who shows up on your doorstep in need of shelter. This tradition calls for the host to attend to the 
stranger’s immediate needs for food and shelter before asking the stranger-turned-guest to introduce himself, 
the implication being that the identity of the guest would not in any way alter the care that he receives from 
his host. The greeks believed that the duties of guest and host to one another were sacred. They believed the 
gods were watching.
     In the Bible, it would be called being a good Samaritan: stopping on the road to help another who is 
suffering without regard to their social standing.
     In rural Montana, it would be called just plain-old common sense. If you don’t help, you can’t make a 
reasonable assumption that anyone else can or will. You might be the only one.
    “Are you out of gas?” I ask the young man.
    “No, Ma’am,” he says, flushing red. “I was checking on cows for my uncle—I came up from Lovell—and 
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I got my truck stuck in a ditch. Couldn’t see it in the snow. I’m going to need a tow.”
      The options: one, use Elise’s phone to call someone to come help, but god only knows how long that 
will take, and I don’t really feel like knocking on her door again; two, let him carry on on his own; or three, 
pull him out myself, which will mean driving him back to his truck, wherever it is.
      I’ve reached a milestone—the one where young men call me “ma’am” instead of “miss.” In the flash of a 
second, I mourn the passing of my youth and embrace the power—and the protection—of my maturity.
     “I’ve got tow straps in the truck,” I say, and his face lights up. “Why don’t we see if I can get you out?”
      The back of his truck is axle-deep in a field below the south edge of town, which isn’t far, since nothing is 
far in Bearcreek. Except the gas station.
      The young man tells me his name while we’re hooking the tow straps to his undercarriage, and he tells 
me again that this is the first time he’s been up this way. He’s still embarrassed about getting stuck.
      I put my pick-up truck into 4WD-low and pull and pull. The truck skitters to the side as its wheels spin 
on the slick snow. I back up a little, find some purchase and gun the engine hard, once, twice, and his truck 
finally pops out of the quicksand snow.
     I’m stowing the tow straps behind the seat back when I realize that he’s standing right behind me.  
Oh, man, I think. Here we go. I turn around slowly.
     The young man stands there, one hand out of his glove, holding two twenties.
    “You don’t know how much I appreciate this,” he says.
      I laugh out loud and shake my head.
     If you help a stranger, it’s unlikely that you’ll ever see him again, and even if he tells you his name and 
says that if you’re ever in Lovell, Wyoming and need a hand, you be sure to look him up, you’ll most likely 
forget his name by the time you climb back in your truck and shift out of 4WD-low.
     You don’t do it for the cash. You don’t do it because you expect to get stuck in a drift some day  
in Lovell, Wyoming.
     You do it because you can.
     And because you know that he would have done the same for you and will likely do so for someone 
else—a different you—some time later, down a different road. You do it not because you expect your 
generosity to come back to you but because you expect it to be carried, without your name on it, to the next 
person who needs it. 
     The accounting isn’t personal, even if the acts of kindness are.

lEa PaGE is the author of Parenting in the Here and now: realizing the 

Strengths You already Have (Floris Books, 2015). a knitter, gardener and dog-

spoiler, lea raised and home schooled her two children in rural Montana. She and 

her husband now live in new Hampshire. Visit her at www.LeaPageAuthor.com

http://www.LeaPageAuthor.com


“Complementarity” and “Wait”  
  by Cyril Wong
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C O M P l E M E n TA R I T Y 

A monk told me about how Niels Bohr

used Hokusai’s One Hundred Views 

of Mount Fuji to explain the notion

of complementarity. The different lights ... 

that only together did they give the full 

and impressive picture, the physicist

was reported as saying, all angles

adding to the fullness of perspective.

An electron not just a particle but also

a wave; the men we were not distinct

from the men we are – the reality

complex, the knowledge no less erotic,

the truth non-finite and momentous.

We are the same. We are different, 

with saggier middles and deeper lines.

We are the ever-changing. If repulsion

sets in, this becomes a symptom 

http://www.richardsrainbow.com 


of a limited imagination. Think about it:

the body not an accretion of atoms

but a long wave connecting with more

waves to form an ocean, a flickering 

orgy of unbounded energy. No longer I

but we are more than a sum of lives,

the banalities of dying. All light

to all dark. All breath and exhalation.

We are touching. We are moving apart.

We are a part of each other. or we die

and are reborn as one another: the truth

so unprofound we forget it wholeheartedly.

We fall and rise. In the bigger picture, 

the movement so unspectacular,

language becomes unnecessary

when love is no longer duality and time

disappears between a laugh and a final moan.
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WA I T

The wait does end. The wait for his pardon on the morning he wakes him with another man’s name.  
The wait for a fight to slow and brake at a red light. The wait for rain to finish combing the streets so they 
can cross over and go home. The wait for the couple in the next car to stop looking in to see if it is a man 
or woman whose head is on his shoulder. The wait for the wind of trauma to stop blowing, for their lives 
to be still again. The wait for the future to settle into the forms they do or do not intend. The wait for the 
boy to stop cruising the older man at the sink, so he could wash his hands and check his reflection in the 
glass. The wait for a moth—handsome and broad as an open hand—to fly out the window, even as a part 
of him wished that it would stay. The wait for each whistle of breath between the lover’s snores, sounding 
off like a firework in a distant corner of the neighbourhood. The wait for a prayer to come true. The wait 
for any dream of his death to end, for the credits to roll, for the following dream where he ran so fast 
across a field of time he forgot where, when, who or whether he was. The wait for any doubt about each 
other to darken and fall off a tree of their embrace like autumn leaves. The wait for any picture his mind 
has sewn together to split, for reality’s edges to spike right through. The wait for the face in the mirror to 
become not just a face but a doorway to truth. The wait for the dying to stop and for the living to start 
again. The wait for the effects of fever, numbness, fatigue—his lover’s head in his hands as joy drains away. 
The wait for surrender, revival, bonelessness, then for withdrawal again. The wait for music to knock 
on the mind, for the mind to let music in, peace to follow eventually. The wait for the wheels of an old 
emotion to turn again, until what he felt becomes what he felt or what he used to feel and would never feel 
again. The wait for that deejay to shut up, so a new song would play, a song he actually liked. The wait for 
peace to turn stale, when complacency is what it has become. The wait for the ending that hangs in the air 
without a parachute. The wait for that shattering upon impact, so they might move in to pick among the 
pieces, salvaging what is glittering and whole, standing paralysed around the things they cannot save.

CYril WonG has been called a confessional poet, according to The Oxford Companion 
to Modern Poetry, based on "the brutally candid sexuality in his poetry, along with a barely 
submerged anxiety over the fragility of human connection and a relentless self-querying". 
He is the Singapore literature Prize-winning author of poetry collections such as Unmarked 
Treasure, Tilting Our Plates to Catch the Light, The Dictator's Eyebrow and After You. 
He has also published Ten Things My Father Never Taught Me and Other Stories and a 
novel, The Last Lesson of Mrs de Souza. Cyril has served as a mentor under the Creative 
arts Programme and the Mentor access Project, as well as a judge for the Golden Point 
awards in Singapore. a past recipient of the national arts Council's Young artist award for 
literature, he completed his doctoral degree in English literature at the national University 
of Singapore in 2012. His poems have been anthologised in Language for a New Century: 
Contemporary Poetry from the Middle East, Asia and Beyond (W. W. norton 2008) and 
Chinese Erotic Poems (Everyman's library 2007).
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Radia’s CaRpet  by Leila Aboulela 

He Held His fatHer’s sword, tried to lift it up, but it was still Heavy.
Too heavy to swing freely or dig in an enemy’s chest. He held it with both hands and imagined that 
the sound of the wind blowing outside the tent was the heave and clash of a battle. one like the 
battle of damascus, which clinched the Great war and ended centuries of guns. His father had been 
martyred in damascus when dia’ was five years old. sometimes at night he heard his mother crying; 
sometimes he only  dreamed of the past.
     He could hear her now, coming towards the tent. He put the sword away so that she would not 
say with deliberate encouragement, “when you’re older, dia', you will be able to lift it.” at thirteen, 
he was already old enough, and they both knew it. teacher knew it too, but he would often quoted 
old lines in a comic voice that lifted  dia’s spirits. “The pen is mightier than the sword,” teacher 
would say. 
       His mother greeted him when she stepped into the tent, the brown wool of her cape filling the 
space with warmth. He knew by her face that something was wrong. “radia died”, she said. dia’ 
forgot the sword in his sudden sadness.  
      “when?”
      “during the night, in her sleep.”
      He started to cry.   He’d never again see radia on her carpet, flying, the night around her like 
static. He had seen her fly; he was fortunate. Not everyone was so lucky. “it’s because your father is a 
martyr,” said the other children, who only saw her as an elderly woman, too infirm to do much but 
sit on her prayer mat. The children believed that radia could fly, but they had never seen her do it. 
     “you know what this means, don’t you?” His mother took off her cape. she looked younger. Her 
black hair, wavy like his, lay flat over her ears. Her eyes shone with tears or something else.   
     “what?”
     she sighed. “The carpet.”
     “oh.”
     “radia’s carpet?”
     “yes.” He felt uneasy now. His mother was intruding too suddenly, too quickly.  He mumbled, 
“she hasn’t even been buried yet.”
     “teacher put your name forward.”  she could not hide the pride in her voice, the hope for her 
only son.

http://www.richardsrainbow.com 


     “Why did he do that?”
     “Why did he do that?”  His mother mimicked, coming close to kiss him.
     “There’ll be other competitors,” he said and walked out of the tent.
     “only one,” his mother shouted after him.

     Dia’ was weeping when he helped the men dig Radia’s grave. They dug till they reached soil that was 
moist and fragrant. Teacher lowered himself into the grave and smoothed with his hand the groove where 
Radia would lie. He was perspiring, his cloak streaked with dust and grass. When he finished, he wiped 
his hands on the cloak and held up his arms. Dia’ imagined that Teacher wanted him to jump into them.  
gently, slowly, the men gave him Radia instead. She was light and swathed in white cloth, and Teacher 
laid her down. He paused, then climbed out of the grave. The men scooped the soil back in to fill the 
hole, their spades scratching and ringing in the silence. Before they could finished Teacher said, “Look!”
     Dia’ stopped crying. flowers had started to grow around Radia, pink, white and orange,  and in a few 
seconds, she was lying in a garden, not a grave.
  
     “I found out who the other competitor is,” his mother said when he returned.
     “Who?”
     “Taghreed.”
     “oh.”
     “oh,” his mother mimicked.
      “Maybe Radia’s carpet should go to a girl. It would be fair—from one woman to another.”
       His mother stuck out her chin in disapproval. “That’s for the king to decide.”
       Dia’ turned to leave. He wanted the sky. His mother’s voice followed him. “She put her own name 
forward, Taghreed did. A tough girl…”

     Dia’ lay flat on the grass and stared up at the sky. “Take me, take me”, he whispered. The clouds 
laughed in reply, teasing him.
     Taghreed. Yes, he knew her well from school. She could not sit still. She worked, she cleaned, she 
spoke out, she was always moving. He had always felt uneasy in her presence, her sharp eyes, her 
quickness. But once, she’d told him,“You are mild, and this is a worthy quality.” She had looked at 
him strangely then, as if he had escaped from her intensity, stumbling from the schoolroom to the sky 
outside, and she liked him for it.
.
     So he and Taghreed were to stand before the king and compete for Radia’s flying carpet. Why were 
they eligible? Because they had both seen Radia fly—they were the only children who had. But why? ? 
Taghreed had had the audacity to walk up to Radia one day and demand to see her in flight. And Dia’? 



His father had been martyred in Damascus. Everyone agreed that this was why Radia had revealed 
herself to him—in honor of Dia’s father.
     In the days before Dia’s audience with the king, his mother cooked him his favourite food. He ate, 
dreading her imminent disappointment. The more he saw her sparkle with hope, the more his heart 
sank. He had told her again and again that  “a woman’s carpet should be passed on to a woman,” gently 
preparing her for his defeat. But she repeatedly brushed off his words, saying, “It’s for the king to 
decide.”  She looked very beautiful and confident these days; the bareness of the tent no longer suited 
her. But they could not afford a house of bricks, or even a straw hut like the one Taghreed lived in.    
       Dia’ had always wished that his mother would remarry so that he could have a stepfather, a brick 
house. He specifically wished that she would marry Teacher. He wanted to strengthen the bond between 
them, to become more than his teacher’s pupil. But Teacher already had four wives, all in the best of 
health. Dia’ had prayed for the death of one of them to make room for his mother. Not just any one of 
them—but the third wife. She was lean and agile, with boyish eyebrows and lips. She rarely spoke or 
smiled. She did not possess the beauty of the first wife, nor the motherliness of the second, nor the fun-
loving nature of the fourth. once, Dia' saw her compete in the Women’s Archery Championship, which 
she won. Her skill filled him with envy, the kind of envy that brought tears and bile and self-hatred. He 
fantasized in class one day about a poisonous arrow killing her.  This deep, dark wish for someone's death 
then took shape: a bat-like creature flew around the class, making the air stink and the girls (all except 
Taghreed) shriek. Teacher killed it with his dagger.It yelped as he pinned it to the blackboard. Its blood 
dripped over a drawing of the position of nearby stars. Taghreed washed the blackboard afterwards while 
Dia’ and Teacher went outside to bury the dead, heavy beast in the sunlit schoolyard.  Dia’ was relieved 
to put it under the ground. Teacher did not demand to know the truth. Instead, he talked about Dia’s 
name, which meant “glow.” Teacher spoke as if there was no hurry to return to class. He talked about 
radiance, about luminosity, the rays of the sun, the light of dying stars and how there were many, many 
many darknesses and only one Light. for a whole hour, Dia’ absorbed his words. This became one of the 
happiest hours of Dia’s life, the badness buried like a turd while Teacher told him about light.
       “Eat, eat,” his mother  said over and over again, the day before Dia’s audience with the king. She 
herself could eat nothing. She was too excited.

     Dia’ was full of his mother’s food when he stood before the king. The king had fought in Damascus. 
As he studied Dia’ and Taghreed, his eyes deepened from blue to purple to black. If Dia’s father had 
survived the war, he too would have been a hero, granted the ability to change the color of his eyes. 
       The court was as spacious as the sea, as powerful and serene. The king’s beard looked like Teacher’s, 
but his voice was more beautiful, his accent more refined. ”There are seven flying carpets in the world,” 
he said. “They remain with their owners ‘til death; then they are passed on. It is understandable that your 
village wants to continue to possess the blessing of the carpet. But if both of you fail today, I will have no 



choice but to give the children of another village a chance to compete for this carpet. Now, reflect 
before you speak.”
      He began the questioning. Thousands heard the questions, Dia’s replies, and Taghreed’s 
answers—there was no privacy that day. The first questions were easy. 
      Why was the great War fought? What did it end? 
    “Material power.” 
     What took its place?
    “Spiritual power.” 
How tall were the people of the past? What is the distance between uranus and Montar? 
This Taghreed knew, but Dia’ did not. 
How long did the father of humanity live? 
Dia' said, “one thousand years.” But Taghreed knew the exact answer: nine hundred and sixty. 
      Dia’ looked at Taghreed. She was scrubbed, alert, and on her guard. The king's eyes changed 
color but remained sad. I am sorry, Dia’ wanted to say. I am sorry my father was martyred and 
you were not. I am sorry. But the questions rolled one after another like waves, and the king’s eyes 
lightened from purple to azure.
     What is your ego?
     “My ego is as big as the moon and just as familiar,” Dia’ answered.
     “My ego is a statue, its curves moulded by my own hand,” Taghreed replied.
      What does the best teacher teach?
     “Reign in your ego. Ride it; don’t let it ride you.’
     “Reign in your ego. Ride it; don’t let it ride you.’
      How should the pupil reply?
     “I do my best. Work very hard,” Taghreed said.
     “I love you, Teacher,” said Dia’.
      Tell me something wrong you have done. None of us is blameless.
     Taghreed said, “I was so angry once I couldn’t see. I picked up a kitchen knife and dug it in a tree. 
When the tree winced from pain, I cried over it in regret. The background of sin is blindness that is 
red and hot.”
     “I stole a bottle of bubbles,” Dia’ said. “At first, my conscience pricked me; then I let the guilt 
subside. The background of sin is blur and smoke.”
       What does the devil say?
       “He says, ‘I am worthy of respect,’”Taghreed answered.
       “He says, ‘Eat from both the allowed and the forbidden. They are the same,’” Dia’ said.
      Why do you deserve Radia’s carpet? the king finally asked.
      “I am a woman like Radia. I want to fly.” 
      “It will make my mother happy. She is lonely and poor.”
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      When the decision was announced, Dia’ felt Taghreed 
wince and wrap her strength around herself to smooth over the 
disappointment. But the pain was in her eyes for all to see; she 
wore a broken look that did not suit her. She had wanted the 
carpet too much. Too much to be in awe of it. And the king only 
gave power to those who didn’t want it.
       “Do you still like me?” Dia' asked in a whisper, his tongue 
loose and reckless with victory. 
        She did not reply.
        He did not have time to question her uncharacteristic 
silence. His mother pounced on him and hugged him, weeping. 
Then she threw herself at the king's feet, hugging his calves and 
madly kissing his shoes. This outburst restored Taghreed and 
Dia’ to their normal selves. Taghreed firmly led Dia’s distraught 
mother away while Dia’ plunged back into silence and self-scorn.

         Dia’ and his mother’s homecoming was triumphant, 
but raw from parting with the king. His mother  clutched the 
precious carpet, showed it to everyone, laughing with the sheer 
delight of being envied rather than pitied for once. Teacher 
exaggerated by slaughtering a camel. He  fed it to hundreds of 
people, boasting of his pupil. Even his third wife sang a song 
about a new dress. The excitement lasted well into the night 
until exhaustion took over and everyone slept. Everyone except 
Dia’. The carpet was blue and smooth under his feet. When he 
knelt down, he inhaled a musk that made him dizzy. It took him 
by surprise how pliant the carpet was, how ready to give  itself 
up to him; an intimacy that made him smile.
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accePtance by Joyce Lott  

EvEN AS A CHILD, I wrinkled my nose, wrapped my hair around my thumb and forefinger, and took it 
as a compliment when someone said to me, “You don’t look Jewish.”
     for years, I haven’t acted Jewish either (if there is such a thing as a Jewish way to act). I don’t just mean I 
haven’t worn my Jewish star. I mean I’ve avoided the stereotypes: talking with my hands, bragging about my 
kids, showing off my money, playing mahjong.
     Last year, though, at the age of seventy-four, I chopped chicken livers in my grandmother’s wooden 
bowl, which I had had to search for in the recesses of my kitchen. I probably hadn’t used it in at least thirty 
years.
     During those years, I didn’t think about chopping chicken livers—or about brisket or kasha or the High 
Holidays. Instead, I decorated dozens of Christmas trees, attached feathery birds to their branches, and 
perched a large white dove on top. Cold winter nights, I roasted pork. When I told one of my friends, a 
poet I share work with, about this essay, she said, “I didn’t even know you were Jewish.”
     I’ve just finished teaching a course on Isaac Bashevis Singer’s short stories to retired men and women. 
That’s what started me on this quest. When I volunteered to teach the course, I knew next to nothing about 
Singer. I shared his sense of humor. I remembered laughing at some of his stories. That’s all.
     So, why did I, a woman who didn’t identify herself as a Jew, volunteer to teach the stories of a Yiddish 
writer—one whom I hadn’t even studied? Why did I even suggest Singer as a topic? It would have been 
simple to suggest the work of a feminist writer, for example, or a poet, someone I knew something about. 
Why did the name Isaac Bashevis Singer roll off my tongue?
     Was it ego? Did I figure lots of Jews would sign up for a course about a Yiddish Nobel-prizewinning 
writer? I liked being a popular teacher. But my life was already full and exciting without the course. 
     for years, I’ve told myself that I no longer believe in god; and, like many second generation Americans, 
I’ve rejected the immigrant experience. I never admired people who didn’t think for themselves, who blindly 
followed tradition and believed what they were told. I wanted to be an American, an independent woman 
who followed her own path without encumbrances from the past.
     until now, that is.
     Now, I find myself admiring gimpel, the foolish protagonist of one of Singer’s stories. I yearn for the 
childish simplicity of gimpel’s life in the shtetl where everyone knew him, where gimpel resolved that he 
would always believe what he was told. “What’s the good of not believing?”  gimpel thought. “Today it’s 
your wife you won’t believe; tomorrow it’s god Himself you won’t take stock in.”
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     I look for the beginning of my own story—my own shtetl—and come up with Atlantic City, New Jersey, 
during World War II. Here’s what I remember.
     Soldiers from the England general Hospital, which used to be a hotel on the Atlantic City boardwalk, 
come to my house for friday night dinner.
     one of the soldiers carries crutches. His pant leg is rolled up to his thigh. I keep touching my own leg 
under the table to make sure it’s still there. If the soldier eats his dinner fast, will all the vitamins go down to 
his feet—the way my mother says they will—if one of his legs is missing?
     The door to my bedroom opens into the living room. I can hear my mother and grandmother talking. 
“Hitler’s already there,” grandmom says. “I don’t know how Yitta will get out.”
     I lie in bed, watching shadows chase each other, and picture myself trapped in Poland like grandmom’s 
cousin Yitta. I try to imagine what I would do.
     I decide I would smile and toss my blonde curls. I would be as charming as Shirley Temple. I’ve already 
started taking tap dancing lessons. Hitler will love me. I will do anything to make him love me. I will put 
on the red velvet costume with flouncy white organdy sleeves, the one Mommy borrowed from her friend 
Hilda, whose daughter is already a Tony grant Star of Tomorrow.
     I know that being Jewish is dangerous. Jews lose their legs and their lives. Jews can’t get out.  
They’re trapped. 
     Still, I love Jewish rituals, like the gold tassels that hang alongside the ark in the front of the synagogue. 
A man in a suit pulls them. He opens the embroidered curtain to expose scrolls lined up like babies wrapped 
in silk, each touching another. I love silk and satin. I rub the silken edge of my blanket before I fall asleep. I 
can’t keep my thumb away from the satin lining of my winter coat.
     After the ark opens, the congregation rises. I rise, too. My patent leather shoes rub against the shine of 
my father’s oxfords. Rows of Jews rise from their benches in front of me. More Jews, shuffling and coughing 
and clearing their throats, rise in the back. The women’s dresses rustle.
     old men, wrapped in prayer shawls, sway back and forth, chanting to themselves as though there isn’t a 
rabbi standing in front of them, as though god lives inside their breath. Shema yisrael adonai elohanu,  
adonai echud:  Hear o Israel, the Lord our god, the Lord in one. 
     Sometimes my mother turns around during services to see what other women are wearing. I don’t 
approve of her doing this. When she touches my hair to see whether my part is straight, I pull away.
     My grandfather binds god’s sign upon his hand. My father put  His mezuzah on our doorpost. Surely 
goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life—even though I am judgmental. Even though I 
am a zealot and don’t yet know the word.
     I have no tolerance for hypocrisy—the way my mother keeps a kosher house and orders shrimp cocktail 
when we go out for dinner. Ritual keeps me safe. Nothing can happen to me unless I question it.
     I’m a goodie-goodie. I don’t hang out at the five and dime store across the street from my middle school 
where all my friends meet to hock lipstick. I even stop seeing my best friend, Betty Ann. She seems young to 
me and a little corrupt. I think a lot about god.
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     I walk the beach, where the shoreline meets the sea. I find shells of large clams, which I paint later and 
sell as ashtrays. I also find scallop and snail shells, and occasionally a perfect conch that I can hold to my ear 
and hear the ocean inside, even back home in my green gingham bedroom with its skirted vanity.
     I like to walk barefoot. I watch seagulls congregate together on chilly days and sandpipers march briskly 
on straight little legs. I imagine that seagulls congregate to pray and that sandpipers scurry to synagogue to 
join them.
     When I see god, clouds drift over the ocean. The beach is empty of any human beings except me. 
Something pierces the clouds, golden-red and magnificent. I might have mistaken it for sunlight, but I don’t. 
I know it is god. He has a face and large eyes, shining above a muscular chest. Mysterious and huge, He 
beckons me. Even though I hear no sound except the wind, I pretend that god speaks. “I am here,” He says.
     I am not surprised. I have always known that god is above me in the heavens, but I have never seen Him 
until this moment.
     I stand still, unable to move. I can’t turn around and walk home. I don’t want to. Not until the clouds 
blow toward the horizon and god hides from me again.
     I don’t tell anyone—not my parents or my rabbi or my Hebrew School teacher—that I have seen god.
     I keep the sight of god to myself, somewhere in my body, between my hips.
     After god leaves, I run back home, skipping over white foam, not stopping to pick up shells. 
This is also true: I have pimples all over my face and on my chest and back. When I squeeze them, which is 
every night, they splatter on the bathroom mirror. During the day, I don’t look at my reflection. Instead, I 
try to please my mother. But she is often angry and sometimes hysterical. So I take solace in nature—and 
commune with god.

     I stop communing with god the summer I meet Barry Lavine. Perhaps other women have traded 
religious ecstasy for sex. My excuse: my choice wasn’t a conscious one.
     Here’s what I remember. I’m wearing my lavender sundress, the one I didn’t need to wear a bra with, and 
sitting in the front seat of Barry Levine’s flamingo-pink convertible. We’re parked in Longport, at the end of 
Absecon Island, a few miles from Margate, away from any houses. I can hear the swoosh of the ocean. I can 
taste salt. It’s beginning to get dark.
     I’ve been waiting for this moment since I got home from my junior counseling job at The Jewish 
Community Center Day Camp, showered, and didn’t put on a bra. Barry and I have been parking most of 
the summer. In the beginning, Barry would take my bra off himself, but now I want to feel his hands on my 
breasts right away. I don’t want to wait. After he fondles my breasts, he starts to move his hands down my 
thighs. Soon he will feel the wet of my underpants.
     I don’t touch Barry because it’s important that I remain a virgin. No nice Jewish boy will ever marry me if 
I don’t stay a virgin, my mother says. Boys can’t control themselves, she says, “but girls can.”
     My parents only allow me to date Jewish boys. 
     My mother thinks that Barry comes from a good family, the family that bought him the flamingo-pink 
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convertible. But she doesn’t like the way I look when I get out of Barry’s car. She waits up for me in the 
living room, sitting in the yellow chenille chair that faces the front door.
     “What did you do?” she asks. “Where did you go?” She asks these questions religiously, again and again.
I don’t tell her that Barry and I park. I only tell her that Barry buys me a corned beef sandwich at Lou’s or a 
hamburger at Stewarts’ or a banana split at Edward’s. 
     I run upstairs to my bedroom as fast as I can after my mother begins to question me, but sometimes she 
follows me up the stairs. She chases me around my bed. She bites her hand and yells at me, “Tramp, tramp. 
You’re nothing but a tramp!”
     If I don’t want to be a tramp, if I want to be a nice Jewish girl, I know I need to get married ASAP.  
I’m pretty enough to do that. So, as shocking as it seems to me fifty-six years later, I become a wife at the  
age of eighteen.
     I don’t know then that one of the reasons I marry young is to get away from my mother.
     Here’s how I remember who I was less than a half dozen years after my wedding.
     I’m standing over the sink in the party room behind the synagogue, peeling hard-boiled eggs for a model 
Seder. Another sisterhood member stands beside me. I watch the fat on her upper arms jiggle as she removes 
the shells of hard-boiled eggs. When her arm bumps against mine, I can feel her sweat.
     I have lived in Wildwood Crest, a seashore community an hour south of Margate, and been a member of 
the Beth Judah Sisterhood for the past five years. Married after my freshman year at Wellesley College and a 
virgin until then, I am living my dream, the only life I have ever imagined. My husband, a graduate of Yale 
Law School, supports me while I take care of our split-level house and two kids.
     Looking down at the pile of skinned eggs, I feel as bored and blank as their smooth, bland surfaces.
I have no identity other than  “Mort’s wife.” He likes the white gloves I wear when he takes me out to dinner 
and the way I put my long blonde hair up in a beehive when he takes me to the Chanukah Ball.
     I don’t know what I like.
     Mort, the nice boy from a good Jewish family, the one I was supposed to marry, taught me how to fry 
bacon because he likes it for Sunday breakfast. He showed me how to open the oscar Mayer package and  
get the slices of bacon out, a few at a time, so I can turn them in the pan and crisp them on paper towels.  
No one else I knew had ever fried bacon.  
     Mort taught me about bourbon and soda, too, in tall glasses with ice. He likes to drink bourbon and 
soda—especially when he tells  stories about the law and his clients.
     I have trouble sleeping at night. Some nights, after I tuck my girls in, read to them, and give them kisses, 
I pour myself a bourbon and soda and sit in the dark. 
     By the time my first daughter finishes eighth grade, I sit at the desk in my tower room in our new house 
in Princeton. My textbooks are nearby. I look out the window and watch my six-year-old son play by the 
stream behind our house. I am working on a poem. It is full of yearning. It will be published, along with 
other poems, in small journals.
     Mort works at the State House in Trenton. He’s about to be appointed a judge. for the first time since I 
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married him, I live within driving distance of a college. When my children are in school, I attend Douglass 
College as an English major. Later, I will earn a Masters in Teaching English at Rutgers university and get a 
job teaching at a nearby public high school.
     I no longer consider myself a middle-class Jewish housewife. I begin to consider myself a teacher  
and a writer.
     By the time my older daughter graduates from high school and attends college on the West Coast, I will 
get up my nerve and ask Mort for a divorce.
     I have no plans to remarry, but I meet gary, a teacher and an artist, a man who has run seven marathons.  
We move in together.
     gary rebuilds our house with beams from a barn he tore down in upper New York State.  
He is a Protestant who once studied Catholicism and is now a non-believer. We live in a little town  
outside Princeton called Rocky Hill, which has three churches—one acts as a community center—and  
no synagogue. 
     Thirteen years after I marry gary, I am kneeling in a pew in a Dominican Church on East 69th Street. 
Women kneel all around me. Most of them look older than I, even though I will be 60 in a few years. 
Perhaps this is because I am the only woman whose head is not covered or who is not wearing black.
     I’ve been crying. My slacks are wrinkled and my hair is wind-blown. I’m praying to Saint Catherine.
I saw her icon for the first time when gary and I were walking down 69th Street in New York City to the 
Sloan Kettering Memorial Center. I didn’t know who she was. Without thinking, I prayed to her. 
     I am too in love with gary to even come to terms with his mortality.
     “Make gary well,” I pray. “Make gary well.”  I don’t say these words out loud. No one but St. Catherine 
hears me say them.
     gary’s operation lasts seven and a half hours. I wait in Sloan Kettering. 
     Now it is almost dark, but I decide to walk back up 69th Street anyway. I want to thank St. Catherine 
for my husband’s life. “Some of the cells might have gotten loose,” gary’s surgeon says. “We can’t guarantee 
anything, but I’ve removed the cancer. I think your husband will be all right.”
     Kneeling in St. Catherine’s Church, I know that god doesn’t need to be Jewish.  

    
     Six years later, I stand barefoot on my purple yoga mat under the skylight in gary’s studio. If gary’s 
cancer hadn’t metastasized to his bones, causing him excruciating pain, he might be standing there at his 
easel painting a watercolor of a flower with a half-broken stem bending towards the ground, its petals pink 
and reflected in a small pool of water.
     But gary’s not painting. He’s in the hospital attached to so many Ivs that he looks like he’s trying to 
dance around a twisted maypole. gary keeps telling his doctor he wants to live. “I have so much I still want 
to do,” he says.
      I know gary’s going to die. Sometimes I feel like a traitor because I know this. I wish he could let 
himself know.  
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     I do yoga every morning to music by Sophia, whose vocals and lush instrumentation appeal to me. Her 
chants invoke the goddess Shekhinah. The Hasidic Masters believe Shekhinah is the Divine Presence who 
shines on the face of righteous women and men, the Mother of the Soul’s breath. 
     I like this Jewish connection. It feels familiar. But that’s not why I do yoga. feeling the energy in my body 
keeps me breathing. otherwise, I’m not sure I will be able to live without gary. 
     When I hear Sophia sing, “Mother father god, let my will and thy will be one,” I stretch my arms 
towards the sky, take a deep breath, and let it go. I experience equilibrium, a faith in my own balance.
     If I do yoga, I can drive to the hospital. I can answer the interminable phone calls. I can figure out how to 
lessen gary’s pain, how to get him home and put a hospice bed in the living room.
     Namaste. The light in me sees the light extinguish in the husband I love and depend upon.
     I am a widow and widows must accept who they are alone. All of us must do that eventually. I teach the 
course on Isaac Bashevis Singer. After studying Singer’s stories, I feel more comfortable in my own Judaism. 
I talk about my Jewish identity more than I did in the past. 
     I read about Akhsa in the story, “A Crown of feathers.” Akhsa hears conflicting voices. one voice 
encourages her to leave traditional Jewish ways; the other tells her to stay and pursue them. I do not tell my 
students that I am Akhsa.
     We read about Lise, the daughter of Reb Bunin in “The Destruction of Kreshev.” Lise falls passionately in 
love with her new husband, Shlomele. She enjoys sex with Shlomele so much that she becomes obsessed with 
it. Happy to be Schlomele’s slave in bed, she willingly gives over her soul to him. I do not tell my students 
that I have been Lise. 
     I do tell them, though, that I love gimpel, the fool. All the seniors in my class feel the same way.  
How can we not love a man of perfect faith, a man who keeps that faith through being cuckolded once and 
then again, a man who is the butt of everybody’s jokes? The students in the class—and, especially,  
the teacher—know that, like gimpel, “you can’t pass through life unscathed, nor expect to.” 
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intervieW WitH dr.ian Prattis by Melissa Studdard

MS: Redemption, the manuscript, has been on quite a journey. It was written in 1975, lost for decades, 
rediscovered in 2011, and published in 2014. In what ways is this journey relevant or parallel to 
Redemption’s plot? What do you hope will be the next stage of this book’s journey?

IP: In 1975, I was writing way over my head and lacked the maturity to understand the deep nuances 
emerging from my pen. The book was writing me, and it is fitting that it was not published until 2014, as 
the time lapse allowed me to grow into the insights and revelations writ large. I was a total mess in 1975—
with a failing marriage in the Hebrides and trying to keep my career intact as a young professor at Carleton 
university in Canada. I was not doing a good job with either. The surprise for me in 2011 was, how could 
I have written such a powerful book while in a desperate state of mind. The themes of mental illness and 
alcoholism are writ large in this deep and turbulent hero’s journey toward emancipation. Redemption is an 
allegory for the depression and life difficulties I once experienced, though I did not realize that at the time.

MS: Speaking of the Hero’s Journey, can you say a bit about the connection between Redemption and 
Trailing Sky Six Feathers and why the Hero’s Journey works so well to convey your ideas?

IP: I consider Joseph Campbell’s Hero’s Journey an underlying template for all great books and weave its 
threads through my writing. Redemption is the first book in a trilogy that has Trailing Sky Six Feathers as 
the second book. They are companions—but the reader may not cotton on to that until they read the final 
chapter of Trailing Sky Six Feathers. Chapter Nine is titled “The Circle Closes,” a return to memories of the 
insane sea journeys I undertook in the Hebrides. That chapter is quite an “AHAH” moment. The final book 
in the trilogy (which is under construction) takes characters from both books, placing them in the future 
on a new planet. Rising Moon, the daughter of Trailing Sky, is hurled by shamanic means from the 18th 
century to a new planet. In the 21st century, Tom and Sian Hagen, and their daughter, Catriona, arrive on 
the same planet via a failing spaceship. Life on the new planet permits a new beginning for our species— 
a hero’s journey to reconstruct a society based on ecology, sharing and caring. 

But there are calamities to endure—a brutal abduction and rape, a militant group hijacking a spaceship in 
order to take over the new planet, the loss of pioneers in an exploding spaceship. I do not shy away from 
the reason for finding a new planet. I place it in the mouth of Dr. Tom Hagen in a speech to the uN that 
I would like to give from the future. The speech is about the willful ignorance displayed by corporate and 
government cabals invested in the carbon/oil complex, while eco militias murder in the streets and social 
disorder is the norm.

The first chapter of the final book is a lyrical and dangerous meeting on the new planet between Catriona 
and Rising Moon. Instead of killing one another, they become blood sisters. The second chapter is quite 
dark. It’s about the perilous destruction of the spaceship and safe departure of some of the travellers. Chapter 
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three is a love story. Chapter four and five are dark, yet permit the human spirit to prevail. The endgame is 
the philosophy that one should endure, not repeat the mistakes of the prior civilization on Planet Earth.

MS: Redemption is a wonderful and fitting title for the novel because of the many facets of redemption 
that occur. Will you discuss the ways in which this concept manifests in the book, both big and small? 

IP: This novel is set in The Hebrides, islands off the northwest coast of Scotland. It includes the main 
character, Callum Mor, his startling cycles of maturation and downfall. He’s a gifted child, master mariner, 
and derelict drunk who eventually gains wisdom from a hard life’s journey. He enters the dark zone of 
alcoholism and withdraws from society, with only his animals keeping him on this side of sanity. Laced with 
grim humor, the novel uses nature’s harsh rhapsody as the background for tragic human failings: violence, 
power, murder, rape and madness. Each phase is laden with an underlying opportunity for redemption.
The failings are ultimately topped by the triumph of the human spirit. Callum Mor’s bleak solitude is broken 
when a family with a small girl seeking refuge from a storm comes to his house. Slowly, he edges away from  
self-destruction. He saves the girl’s life in a blizzard. The glimmer of awakening dawns in him, and this sets 
the stage for the final drama that illuminates the resilience of the human spirit.

from the rhapsody of an idyllic childhood through traumatic tragedies, to the derelict zone of alcoholism, 
and then to a state of awakening—I depict the stations of a personal calvary that ultimately lead to 
redemption.

MS: Relationships with self, others, and environment are of extreme importance in Redemption.  
Can you tell our readers more about the relevance of relationships to Redemption? 

IP: The book is a lyrical and moving tale of struggle, love, loss, transformation and hope. It reads like an 
extended prose poem, reflecting the primal forces of both nature and human nature. Its starkly gorgeous, 
remote island setting creates and reinforces the central themes of struggle, family, community, and wonder 
at the beauty of the world; and its rich cast of characters offers numerous gripping interludes that brim with 
complex interpersonal drama. Relationships with people, land and sea skilfully bring this drama out. 

The story centers on and is always connected to Callum Mor—the epic main character—but he is 
surrounded and influenced by a fantastic cast of family and fellow islanders. They are a deep well of material: 
their conflicts and intrigues move the plot forward and offer a vast array of powerfully emotional moments. 
The story arcs of other characters in the novel offer particularly beautiful and interesting counterpoints 
to one another and Callum Mor. Their hopes, desires and difficulties intermingle in a realistic tapestry of 
human existence. 

The narrative’s tone is generally quiet and introspective, but it is frequently punctuated by storms, both 
literal and metaphorical. Callum Mor and his people face many conflicts throughout the story, from poverty, 
mental illness, unwanted pregnancy, and battles with nature itself, to sexual assault and violent physical 
confrontation. All of this provides the tapestry for the deeper, more subtle messages of compassion and faith 
to carefully unfold upon. 
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MS: Anita Rizvi calls Redemption “a riveting novel chronicling one man's journey through the stages 
of innocence, darkness, destruction and transformation.” She goes on to say, “What is so exquisite 
about this novel is the tenderness and honesty with which the author deals with the human condition... 
When Callum Mor's journey moves him even closer to the abyss, the author refuses to ‘sanitize’ his 
experiences.”  Why was it important to you to remain true in your telling of the grittier and more 
difficult aspects of the story?

IP: My preference is always to be authentic in my writing. I do not always achieve this, but in Redemption, 
I am happy to convey that the authenticity-switch is fully on. grit, hardship, and suffering are essential 
counterpoints to the manner in which Callum Mor steps out of his self-destruction into a glimmer of 
awakening. The severity of the darkness he allows to envelop him actually punctuates his steps out of it. 
There is a profound Buddhist one liner: “No mud, no lotus.” There was a lot of mud present in Callum 
Mor’s evolution toward awakening.

MS: You’ve had an absolutely fascinating life. In what ways has your life prepared you to become the 
writer you are today?

IP: My life as a global traveler certainly stretched my attention beyond any limits I could have placed on 
it. from being a teenager volunteering in Borneo with Britain’s Peace Corps, to  a yogi in India and a Zen 
teacher in Canada—the expansion of my mind was inescapable.

In my challenging journey, I navigated shamanic healing from childhood sexual abuse, guru training, and 
a near-death experience in an ashram in India. In this vast range of experience, I found an ability to sculpt 
narrative in a novel way. I certainly stumbled through the first part of my life, but I stood strong in my own 
sovereignty in the latter part. In India, Arizona, france and Canada’s wildernesses, I went to great lengths to 
transform my karma. over a period of thirty years, four extraordinary medicine people enhanced my process 
of remembering. I learned how to reconfigure my understanding of time, place, and consciousness, and 
rewrote some of Carl Jung’s psychology. I chose to listen to the feminine voice of the earth’s wisdom rather 
than the multitude of voices competing in my deep unconscious. 

In Trailing Sky Six Feathers, for instance, readers may be inspired as they watch my intention and strength 
of purpose transcend patterns I’ve carried since childhood. Memories of a past life collide head-on with 
the present, all thanks to the Muse who refused to give up. Karma is reversed; the internal battles are over 
as I begin to live life as a Meditation for gaia. The relentless shadowing by this engaging Muse brings 
understanding not only to me, but to anyone engaged in overcoming the darkness of their past. 

These books cap my long-term fascination with consciousness. As a Professor of Anthropology and Religion, 
I have taught courses on ecology, symbols, engaged Buddhism, and meditation systems. I am a healer, 
mentor and educator, able to encourage people by example to find their true nature so that humanity and 
the world may be renewed. 
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MS: One of the things we’re interested in at Tiferet is how spirituality and art can inform each other 
and serve similar roles for the individual and humanity as a whole. What would you consider to be the 
core tenets of your own spiritual practice, and how does your spiritual practice relate to your writing 
practice? Are there things you have learned from one practice that apply to the other?

IP: The previous Q & A touches on this question. Here is a further elaboration. 
I am a Zen teacher, as well as a recognized guru in India. My first task is to refine my own consciousness 
so that I can authentically chart a path for spiritual friends. I did this through the creation of a meditation 
center, Pine gate Mindfulness Community, and an activist spiritual organization, friends for Peace Canada. 
Both are based in ottawa. Slowly but inevitably, these vehicles are changing the nature of our northern 
city—thanks to the many other groups and organizations (over fifty) that are part of a loose coalition for 
change. If I did not do this, then I could not write the way I do.

My 2014 books are screenplay-worthy epics that weave together seamlessly to create inspiration for a wide 
range of fellow spiritual seekers, environmentalists, members of generation X, feminists, students and 
academics alike. global citizens are staring into the abyss—yet instead of being eaten up by that abyss, I say 
to them, “awaken spiritually,” for that transforms everything. We have made our world an unpredictable 
beast because we fail to work with it intelligently. Rumi’s wise words are cogent; he says, “Sit down and be 
quiet. You are drunk and this is the edge of the roof.”  We have to take back control of ourselves and this is a 
spiritual matter. Turning on the switch of awakening is a good idea. We just need to touch the sacred in our 
ordinary life experiences to find the courage and determination to transform.

MS: I think that writing changes us—it brings things out in a person that were either dormant or not 
there before. What would you say it brings out in you?

IP: In a word—authenticity. I am not good at sitting down and writing four pages a day. I wait until the 
spiritual energy is present within me, then I write. Sometimes this is frustrating, as I want to get on with it, 
but when I do not stay still and wait, I simply write garbage! So I use the in between times to do research, 
edit and look for spelling mistakes and typos. When the energy is sparkling, my writing flows effortlessly.  I 
do not consider this  a necessary template for others. It is just what works for me to connect to the Muse 
within. I trust that far more than any impatience.

MS: What gifts do you hope others will receive from your writing? 

IP: Courage to believe that they can take steps to transform internally, then make a difference externally. 
The stories I tell in my books are offered as a gift to our planet. My purpose in life is to share my wealth of 
experience on how to live in harmony, not just with ourselves but with the place we call home… Earth. 

I shed light on issues that will affect our world for generations to come. My own challenging journey and 
personal transformation illuminates a path for others to expand their consciousness and chart the course for 
a future beyond the abyss. The human race does not need to be stuck with maladaptive options and patterns. 
We can and must transform. The key to changing this deep-freeze is Awakening, a spiritual relationship 
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with self, and Mother Earth. My books deliver a vigorous message about personal transformation in order 
to become different stewards of the earth and society. I’d like to consider Trailing Sky Six Feathers the real-
life version of James Redfield’s best-selling fictional book, The Celestine Prophecy. I have nine chapters loaded 
with insights and adventure, plus shamanic training over a period of three decades. Trailing Sky Six Feathers 
and Redemption are super unique, as they are drawn from my actual lived experience. Information based on 
reality is in high demand in today’s society. This gives my project the potential to become a fresh, new icon 
for today’s hungry culture. Hungry, that is, for authentic transformation.
 
MS: Can you tell us about the beginning of your writing career? When did you start writing, and what 
drew you to it in the first place?

IP: In my teenage expedition to Sarawak, Borneo, I kept a journal of my vivid surroundings and how I was 
feeling. from that time on, I took journals wherever I went. I eventually had trunks full of journals that 
reminded me of my experiences, particularly those in India. My extensive shamanic training with incredible 
first Nations medicine people was carefully logged. The journals were a signpost to me to always be 
authentic, even when my writing was awful and hard to reread. I do my best to maintain that. As a professor, 
I wrote textbooks and scholarly papers, which had particular protocols that were somewhat stifling. I started 
writing late—I had to re-learn how to write without sounding pompous, to be mindful of what the reader 
could take in. I also gave up on footnotes! In my career as an anthropologist, I was fortunate to encounter 
many Native American storytellers across North America—Dene, Hopi, ojibwa, Algonquin, Inuit, to 
mention a few. Their recounting of myths and history had a deep impact upon me. I now discuss all of this 
on my blog, “Awakening: Spiritual Relationship with Self and Mother Earth,” on WordPress—a great place 
to tell stories in an authentic voice.

MS: Do you have any advice for beginning writers and/or spiritual practitioners; something you wish 
you had known earlier on?

IP: I come back to “authenticity” once more. That is something that took a while to register in my career 
as an academic. It is always essential to find your own authentic voice and be unafraid to express it. At the 
same time, find good mentors and guides to kindly assess what you create. Wise eyes on your manuscript, 
poem, or spiritual path can gently encourage you to be authentic—with that comes balance, mindfulness 
and clarity. Do the “thing” because it is in you, express your deepest self, and be less concerned about reviews 
and results. In a recent conversation about craft with my cousin, Lynn, who is a gifted photographer, she 
remarked that, “Writing is like other creative activities—we are driven internally to do it regardless of the 
outcome, like doodling on a notepad, singing in the shower, or dancing while doing housework…  but if 
one is lucky enough to have a talent and an audience that appreciates the art, the pleasure can be even greater 
in the sharing.” That says it all for me.

MS: Do you have any other publications or events coming up soon that you’d like to announce? What 
are you currently working on?

IP: Present work is on Book 3 of the trilogy—the journey to a new planet with characters from the two 
2014 books. I do not yet have a title and file the chapter drafts in the directory for “New Planet, New 
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World,” but I think a different title will appear in due course. This work requires a lot of research, as sci-fi is 
a new genre for me! Also a fascinating journey for new possibilities for humanity.

I have a number of book signings in ottawa over the next few months, but the big one is at the Prose in the 
Park Literary festival in Parkdale Park on June 6, 2015 in ottawa. 

available at:
www.amazon.com  
www.barnesandnoble.com   

Order your Autographed Book at www.ianprattis.com 

MEliSSa STUDDarD is an editor for American Microreviews and Interviews, 

hosts Tiferet Talk radio, and judges the monthly Goodreads ¡Poetry! Group 

contest. She is also the author of the novel, Six Weeks to Yehidah, and a 

collection of interviews, The Tiferet Talk Interviews. Her awards include the 

Forward national literature award and the international Book award. Her 

poetry, fiction, essays, reviews and articles have appeared in a wide range of 

publications, including Pleiades, Poets & Writers, Tupelo Quarterly, Psychology 

Today, and Connecticut Review.  

Learn more at www.melissastuddard.com

ian PraTTiS is an award winning author of fourteen books. a Poet, Global 

Traveler, Professor Emeritus, Founder of Friends for Peace, Guru in india, 

Spiritual Warrior for planetary care, peace and social justice.  Zen teacher since 

1997, he offers public talks and retreats all over the world. ian lives in ottawa, 

Canada and encourages people to find their true nature, so that humanity and 

the planet may be renewed. He mostly stays local to help turn the tide in his 

home city so that good things begin to happen spontaneously. 

Full Profile at http://www.ianprattis.com/Profile.html

http://www.amazon.com/Redemption-A-Novel-Ian-Prattis/dp/1499012349
http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/redemption-ian-prattis/1119604913?ean=9781499012323
http://www.ianprattis.com/Redemption.html  
http://www.melissastuddard.com
http://www.ianprattis.com/Profile.html
http://www.amazon.com/Redemption-A-Novel-Ian-Prattis/dp/1499012349


A Journal of Spiritual Literature

Poem-a-thon

2015

Ava Leavell Haymon

Philip Marley

Ambika Talwar

Bridget Nutting

Catriona  Knapman

Christine Donegan Segall

Hazel Saville

Jamie Hennick

Katherine Goodwin

Kimberly Burnham

Laura J Wolfe 

Louise Moriarty

Maureen Kwiat Meshenberg

Shannon S. Hyde

Tracy Brooks

Udo Hintze



tHe insurrection 
by Ava Leavell Haymon

I am better than Thee, said Body to Brain,
You will have to forego my contrition.
I’ve had more than enough
of your plans and your bluffs
and your scorn of the Human Condition.

I am gentler than Thee, said Body to Brain,
Thy Descartian urge to partition.
You isolate hunger, 
call gluttony sin
and damn me to plans of nutrition.

And I’m kinder than Thee, said Body to Brain,
though I know you will brand this sedition.
Pride, anger, and sloth
could belong to us both,
if you’d take back your threats of perdition.

aVa lEaVEll HaYMon is a poet, playwright, editor, and teacher. Her most recent poetry 
collection is Eldest Daughter, from lSU Press. She teaches poetry writing in louisiana and in new 
Mexico and edits the Barataria Poetry Series for lSU Press. She is poet laureate of the State of 
louisiana, 2013-2015.  
www.avahaymon.com
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by Philip Marley
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PHiliP MarlEY works as a writer and poet in Toronto, ontario. He has sat on the editorial board 
for the literary journal Descant, written book reviews for Canada’s national Post, the magazines Quill 
& Quire  and Canadian Notes & Queries, and he briefly wrote a books column for the film magazine, 
Montage. His poetry has been shortlisted for the arc Poetry Magazine’s “Poem of the Year;” 
Malahat’s “Far Horizon’s award for Poetry;” and Contemporary Verse 2’s “Two Day Poetry Contest.” 
More recently, Philip was the recipient of a fellowship for the SlS Writer’s Program in Vilnius, 
lithuania. two of his poems and a brief interview can be found here.

My dearest dead, how do you pray for me?

Why have you washed your delicious palms,

purged your tongues? I can see you licking

at God’s mantle when I sleep, you know,

ignoring your duty to me — slow-witted

non-dreamers, out-breath bombasts!

No more tricks with light. No more uncertain 

steps for your eternal amusement. I have 

absorbed your smell, that unearthly bloodstone,

turnsole bittered to skin. O Waste of Blood!

O Waste of Stone! And my knees hardened

weak in supplication. And my mad invocations,

the caught breath all-harrowed ground. No 

recondite treatise on worship here: My devoted

body just cleaves light for my dead; splits, claps

flat to destitute, while you, dearest dead, size up 

your haloes. Come to me! Come back to me and 

lie with me, awake! Unhidden, feckless. Let me

kiss your darkened brow, burn manna for your tired 

feet, take what you hold true, strip you of your

death and devour you. This will be your prayer.

my dearest dead,  
HoW do you Pray  for me?

http://tinyurl.com/ld5l89f


our burning Palms

by Ambika Talwar

If  love is exemplary, 
what is a cage…

that locks away birds,
bars lover from nest?

If power is compassion,
what is a prison…

where shackles sound
and freedom is not?

If joy is naked,
why these clothes

hiding skin, flesh, wound,
innocence’s way?

If god is All that is,
why these crosses

burning in the fields
where children play?

Pray! Before the drying sod
topples over. Pray…

Pray so our longing
be free of deception.

In purity let her sing,
so desire beyond itself

arrives into our arms, and
our hungry eyes remind

that love, fiercely tender,
burns through our palms.
 

aMBika TalWar has composed poems since her teen years. She has authored and published 
Creative resonance: Poetry—Elegant Play, Elegant Change; 4 Stars & 25 roses, and chapbooks.  
She is published in kyoto Journal; inkwater ink, vol. 3; Chopin with Cherries; on Divine names; 
Via-Vision in action, Poets on Site collections, Tower Journal, St. Julian’s Press, Pirene’s Fountain, 
Enchanting Verses, and others. She has published an article on creativity in radiance Magazine, on 
peace education in Journal of indian research and Catalyst, on creative wellness in naMaH Journal. 
She also has made an award- winning short film titled Androgyne. She resides in Los Angeles and 
teaches English at Cypress College.
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tHe voice

by Bridget Nutting
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I walk these hills

of red shale and limestone.

The scent of sagebrush – 

alive on your breath –

and,

I hear your voice calling.

I walk these gentle streams

and crystal clear rivers

filled with families of 

rainbows and browns.

The scent of succulent wild raspberries

permeates the air,

and, 

I hear your voice calling.

I walk these majestic, snow-capped mountains,

speckled with green, grassy meadows

freckled with a kaleidoscope of wildflowers.

I shiver in the cool, crisp air as

I gasp in wonder

At the immensity of 

your magnificent creation,

and,

I hear your voice calling.

I walk these sandy shores.

The cool ocean waves

Lap gently at my tired feet

Erasing the memory of 

all hard surfaces I have crossed.

I surrender to the rhythm of their

Advancing and retreating,

And,

I hear your voice calling.



aMBika TalWar has composed poems since her teen years. She has authored and published 
Creative resonance: Poetry—Elegant Play, Elegant Change; 4 Stars & 25 roses, and others. She is 
published in kyoto Journal; inkwater ink, vol. 3; Chopin with Cherries, on Divine names; Via, Poets 
on Site collections, Tower Journal, St. Julian’s Press ,Pirene’s Fountain, Enchanted Verse and others. 
She has published an article on creativity in radiance Magazine, on peace education in Journal of 
indian research and Catalyst, on creative wellness in naMaH Journal. She also made an award-
winning short film. She resides in Los Angeles and teaches English at Cypress College.

I reminisce about rocking my babies.

The softness of their skin…

The sweet smell of Nivea oil after their baths…

Their gentle cooing as they nursed.

It seems like only yesterday that

I sang them off to sleep.

I cherished each passing moment 

as I watched them grow.

I bandaged bloody knees,

kissed each boo-boo,

played in the mud,

built blanket forts,

and made snow ice cream.

I read stories and sang songs.

We mastered 

spur-of-the-moment adventures.

As I count each of my many blessings,

I hear your voice calling.

I hear your voice,

and it comforts me.

I hear your voice 

and I wonder -

what journey awaits me now.

I hear your voice

and I know -

whatever journey awaits,

in life or

in death,

you will be there.

I hear your voice -

I’m not alone for

you are with me.

I hear your voice.

BriDGET nUTTinG is a literary and visual artist who has been writing and creating since she 
was a child. She passionately explores innovative styles of expression through words, objects, and 
experiences, and continually encourages people of all ages to rediscover and honor their own 
creative spirits. Her poetry has been published in numerous journals, and her calligraphy and artwork 
graces walls in homes and offices throughout the world. She currently teaches High School English 
courses online to international students, in addition to her other creative endeavors. although she 
grew up in Montana, she calls the Pacific Northwest her home.



goddess

by Catriona  Knapman

She is all bird wings and thistles

all deer toes and sand banks.

She is all hanging lampshades and fairies.

She is the edge of a cliff.

Her visitors are all men, 

all myrrh and big books, 

all sore feet and candles.

She always thinks of their wives

who were not taught about grace.

Boys will be boys they say, 

that sort of excuse

fills up so many buckets

which women collect from wells

far from their homes.

Where her cliff meets the ocean, three

whales sing a song, for the

trapped parts of people who

sing but don’t sing.

The women empty their buckets

down into the river, 

which fills up the ocean

so the men cannot cross.

We are close, but not close enough. Wise

but not wise enough. Full, 

but not full enough. Lost, 

but not lost enough.

Don’t make me laugh, she says.

As distant buckets clatter, 

men pray to her toenails, 

while she lifts her veil from one eye. 

For no one to see.

CaTriona  knaPMan is a Scottish writer and development worker who has lived around 
the world. Her writing is inspired by the people she had met and the journeys she has taken in four 
continents. She has published writing in Guernica, kweli and Magma, among others. You can contact 
her at www.luckydiplife.com or at www.facebook.com/luckydiplife.
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not tHis Poet

by Christine Donegan Segall

CHriSTinE DonEGan SEGall is a new York native, now living in California.  
She has attended nYU, taken writing workshops at The new School, worked as a copy editor, 
and is a mother and grandmother, and guardian to a very active three-year-old. She is a 
writer, artist, student of spirit, and loves the musicality and imagery of words, the rhythms of emotion, 
and believes that the arts and spiritual life are wonderfully intertwined.
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What would I be

If my young trust had once been treasured,

And I could have slept as safely

As a child unborn, floating

On dreamless waves, protected

From the harsh hands of the world,

Protected from the protectors?

What would I be

If I had not let my no

Be so easily taken, not volunteered it,

Almost, as an offering of love

To a little girl’s dream,

To a grown woman’s unfounded faith

In the decency of men?

What would I be

If I hadn’t always been that moment

Just before the tsunami, with the pulling

In of myself, with the mysterious calm,

The receding of my powers

Without the climactic promise,

Without the compulsion of fury and will?

What would I be?

Perhaps I would have been freer,

Louder, less anxious, or more sure.

Perhaps I would have awakened

From different dreams or broken

In different places, or not crumbled

Quite so much at the flash

Of sadness in a face, not ached so much

At what is fragile or lost.

Perhaps this world would have been enough.

Perhaps I would have been enough.

Perhaps I would have still been a poet

Writing a poem.

But not this poet, not this poem. 



ruacH Ha-kodesH

by Hazel Saville

HaZEl SaVillE is from Carmarthen, Wales, in the Uk. She has been writing poetry since her 
early teens. She has worked as a social worker and since 2000 as a hypnotherapist/psychotherapist. 
amongst other things, she is a visual artist, a songwriter and plays the Celtic harp. Hazel likes 
exploring ideas in her work. She particularly enjoys the musicality of poetry. Her poems have been 
published in a number of Uk magazines and anthologies.
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Who then made strong the fountains and made fresh the springs

Made cool the dry rock and made firm the sand

In blue of larkspur, blue of Mary's colour…

 —T.S ELLIOT, ASH WEDNESDAY

Where the curlew calls on the long sands

I take my faltering steps

back into life…

my feet bare,

my heart heaving off

it’s layers of hard skin.
 

Mother of all

take me whole from your cauldron.

Let your breath make

of my fragmented parts

a new entirety.
 

Ruach Ha-Kodesh,

swift wind that shifts

the wide face of our world

and stirs the seas…

Your breath gives us form,

You nurture us in all our ways,

through the radiance of day,

in stillness of a quiet moon.
 

Oh many nam-ed one

who moves in miracle and power,

You fall with lightning speed …

You see the true desires of our hearts

and know our need.

You guide us on our way,

speak in a dream,

through pressure of events,

the push of circumstance,

your voice half heard,

a buzz we swat aside,

even when it speaks

our heart’s desire…
  

Your power calls all things to be--

now let Your whispers reach

through deeps to me…

where my heart is heaving off

its layers of hard skin…

Mother of all as I begin to see

I open wide my arms

to be a child at play,

a child who bears the scars

of being me

eternally.



4/1/15
by Jamie Hennick

JaMiE HEnniCk is an adventurous gal who loves to travel, write and meet new people. Currently 
she’s in a dual-degree program at The Heller School for Social Justice at Brandeis University. Jamie is 
studying to get her MBA in Nonprofit Management and MA in Coexistence and Conflict, looking for 
a career in peace-building education. Jamie is a teacher specializing in literacy and creative writing, 
working to build curricula that builds resiliency and empowerment for children in conflict-zones. She 
is currently based out of Boston but her heart belongs to the earth.
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It’s all magnetic…

my pens to paper,

pencils to post-its and fingers to keys-

            one second I’m sitting and the next-

I’m writing ferociously, hungrily, as if the world

will implode if and when I finish a line. 

Sacred scribbles fill the page,

arrows link thoughts and

asterisks start new ones- until before me is

a map

decipherable only to me.

The notebooks, always nestled in quiet places,

await this writing fury, always  

wait for my inner roar-

waiting…

waiting

 waiting for me to come alive.



WHere souls collide

by Katherine Goodwin

2015 POEM-A-ThOn 

Upon the spell
Of sleeps and dreams
We rest in silence
Lurking
Slumber to follow
Is much awaited
Let them come!
Allow the guides
To awaken
The locked doors

And enter the realms 
Of mystic sleep
Where souls collide
In vast ether worlds.
And when the mix
And mingling fades
We return again
Retracing trails of light
To our earthly cases
The sun wakes, 
Conscious breath
Once again
Flows through
This body
And we expand
Out into
A sublunary world.

kaTHErinE GooDWin is an Elementary School teacher and yoga instructor who enjoys writing 
poetry as her own expression of clarity and truth. She is fascinated by the philosophies of yoga and 
explores the devotion of “Self” to the divine. So much love and gratitude to Tiferet for publishing her 
first piece of poetry!  www.embodythesoul.weebly.com

http://www.embodythesoul.weebly.com


dear stranger

by Kimberly Burnham

2015 POEM-A-ThOn 

kiMBErlY BUrnHaM was a 28 year-old photojournalist, who appreciated beauty.  
Then an ophthalmologist diagnosed a genetic condition, “consider life if you become blind.” From 
devastating words, she forged a healing path and became a brain and visual health expert. Winner 
of SageUSa’s story contest with 2013 Cross-USa bicycle trip poetry, her publication credits include 
Healing Through Words; Music—Carrier of Intention in 49 Jewish Prayers; and Year of the Poet.

I bicycled past your Montana home today

I wondered about your life

what it is that brought you here

or whether you have always been here

where I have newly come

soon gone on to the next town

on this three thousand mile journey

A worn wood and barbed wire fence

dividing me from you

the grass between us

shades of green, blue and yellow

a long gravel driveway

winds from where I pause to wonder

Your ranch style one story home

so different

from my yellow three story home

a world away in Connecticut

though both have a similar

pitch to the roof

to let the snow slide off

dark slate contrasting

cream colored walls

I wonder in the heat of the summer

as I ride by what you thought

as you sat by the fire

with snow covering the clumps of grass

two chimneys peaking up

into the blue sky

filled today with puffy white clouds

thin like a gauze veil

If you and I went out

into the evergreen and blue

tinged forest to cut some wood

would we have anything in common

would we argue about politics

farming and life

Or for a moment in time

as I paused my peddling

occupying the same space,

breathing in the same Montana air

feeling the breeze

would we wonder at the beauty around us

and find the common ground

where we are both home



you and me

by Laura J Wolfe
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That day in the bushes,

camping--we put stakes in the ground

picked up branches, stumps, sticks—

dried leaves clumped on

decay from past seasons—

nature’s homage to the many deaths

we had lived in former

marriages. We spoke of love—

a present spark lighting

the future.

Amongst the White Pines, brush

crackling in the campfire, embers hot

like glass popping as a thousand stars

rising to the Heavens and falling

to the ground as ash—

covering the place where it was

birthed. The fallow ground of our lives

held a seed planted, watered,

nurtured in the light

taking root in a place, a space

deep inside each of us.

Your voice husky—as mens’ voices are

sometimes. You cleared your throat

saying, “I’ll be right back.” I watched you

walk away, as I had witnessed so many others

in my past. You promising to be different than those

who had come before. In the moon shadows--

I saw your face return—

light kissing your forehead,

strong shoulders holding hope

enough for us both. You knelt down,

my hand finding yours—my heart

beating again to the rhythms

of “Yes!”

laUra J. WolFE is an illinois Writer, artist and Counselor. Her poetry is often times birthed from 
daily and life changing experiences. Most recently, her writing has given voice to a place of physical 
pain and emotional angst as she journeyed through medical challenges. Her writing is a sacred and 
spiritual space where she encounters God, faith and courage to journey on and through.



concH’s calling

by Louise Moriarty
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As the crystals are bathed and the Goddess is sung 
We take this moment to honour each one 
The standing ones anchoring to the ground 
the mystery of the sky and all that is found 
The air that we breath flows through their leaves 
We rest and we eat from them, satisfy needs
The winged ones make nests on them and in mountains high
As they sweep overhead do we know they pass by 
Under the sea and the rivers we need 
the finned and aquatic ones clean as they feed
We are the furred ones like so many others 
All are our blessings our sisters and brothers
The reptiles and insects kin too 
the mountains and rocks all do what they do 
As we sing the songlines unsung
Let us not forgot even the smallest one
the oceans the tundra the forests and gems 
each does its job each is our friend
Celebrate life as we chorus together 
Give thanks for the cycles the seasons and weather
the planets the stars the ancestors too 
For all of them did the best they could do
As we do now as the mystery ripens 
Planting in our heart loves own garden
As we create our own version of heaven
We stranded together earth our siren

loUiSE MoriarTY…. Traveller, adventurer of the heart, Poet, Fool, storyteller of the new 
cosmology. An impossible dreamer! In her travels and experiences she has given herself the joyous 
job of writing a poem for every person in the world. She recognised that when your heart song is 
acknowledged, you feel seen for who you are, you have the courage to follow your truths and know 
you bring it just by being here. Master of Social Ecology, Social worker, Circus trainer and performer, 
community cultural development worker; louise delights in weaving pathways for the child within to 
have full expression. Giving us permission to play into what truly brings our senses alive. Using her 
bardic form of storytelling to sing the song lines of your soul, this modern day minstrel, makes poetry 
live through the everyday life of the hero and legend in all of us. 
www.everydaymiraclesandwonder.com

http://www.everydaymiraclesandwonder.com


Poem 25-you are   
by Maureen Kwiat Meshenberg
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MaUrEEn kWiaT MESHEnBErG is an author and a prolific poetess, guided by her inner 
soul’s journey and musings about life. She draws from her human experiences, bringing reflective 
soulful thoughts of the heart. Maureen’s most recent work includes a Facebook page called heart’s 
Calling where she currently reaches 3,000 regular readers. She also writes for Journey at the Heart 
Blog,Women’s spiritual poetry from which seven of her poems were selected to be published in 
an august 2014 anthology of poetesses called: Journey of the heart: an anthology of spiritual 
poetry by Women. Maureen’s Debut book seasons of the soul:transitions and shifts of life was 
released on november 7th 2014.

You are
a thousand suns that
rise upon my todays
You are
the stars that burst and
scattered upon my yesterdays
You are
the first life born
death passing into eternity.

You are
love unconditionally
You are
the garden that blooms
to earth
to sea
to the oldest rooted tree
to inside of me
in my soul I see You are.

You are
the names
that spark
our hope
passions our desire
for living
loving
belonging
being.

You are
the moon
the planets
the milky way sky
the earth we call our own
but is not really
ours to own
we are just
passing through.

You are
the bright in my darkness
the fire in my heart
I hold as light
lighting my way
that connects with
hundreds more
a galaxy of beings
ignited in believing You are.

You are
more than
one single name
created by
the ancient tongues
of many
spoken by
the breath within us
You are.

https://www.facebook.com/Heartcalling
https://www.facebook.com/Heartcalling
https://www.facebook.com/WomensSpiritualPoetry
http://womensspiritualpoetry.weebly.com/the-authors.html
http://womensspiritualpoetry.weebly.com/the-authors.html
http://www.amazon.com/Seasons-Soul-Transitions-Shifts-Calling/dp/0990989704/


tears un-cried
by Shannon S. Hyde

2015 POEM-A-ThOn 

SHannon S. HYDE has mountains of poems dating back to the ’80’s when she was a child, but 
they have never been published. in her early 40’s, Shannon quit a long and lucrative career selling 
drugs as a pharmaceutical representative to be mother of three terrific and crazy children and wife to 
a husband who really doesn’t get the “poetry thing”; however, she is ecstatic to be able to do her fair 
share of seemingly mundane “homemaker” things but best of all, she writes!

I’m still collecting tears un-cried.
The ones my daddy warned
to not let fall.

The ones that stay behind my eyes
when her smart mouth won’t stop.

The ones that sink low in my heart
when he yells about the left-on hose out back.

The ones that stick in my throat
when I realize what’s good about me
doesn’t make up for messy rooms or lack of funds.

The ones that sit on my stomach
when daughters and sons 
treat parents like not-much-more-than dirt;

When best friends tell stories and say words
that don’t mean to, but do, hurt.

I’m still collecting tears un-cried.
The ones I dare not drop 
because they would fill a sea,
and that sea 
would be as salty and sad
as any undiscovered sea could be.



as the universe smiles  for my beautiful Mama

by Tracy Brooks
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TraCY BrookS is a lifelong writer. after reaching success with her Facebook poetry page, www.
facebook.com/soulbeckons, she is now in the process of writing her first book. When not writing, she 
is busy homeschooling her children, receiving wisdom from her dog, teaching yoga to young people, 
and offering various spiritual practices to others. www.tracybrookswriter.com

I breathe more deeply since you walked on,
simply because you are the air.
I love larger now,
for you left me part of your heart.
I am surrounded in the shelterings of many lifetimes—
as letting you go,
meant ripening deeply
unto the sways,
of all you brought forth
I wonder out loud these days,
for you whisper of secrets
that I am finally able to decipher.
Who knew that the ending
was just the unfolding,
and in the release of your garments
we would be even closer?
Cradle me softly
as the sky paints with you,
sing me to sleep
in the ways of the wind.
Awaken me fully
as the dawn creeps back,
and in the laughter of the children
you are felt.
For you are the universe now
and your smile guides me
forever you whisper--
“Home is here,
home is here.”

http://www.tracybrookswriter.com


race tHe sun  

by Udo Hintze
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UDo HinTZE is a mudlogger and poet. He first began writing poetry his senior year of high 
school. He won the 1999 Words Alive! Contest for Houston International Festival. His poems have 
been published in The 21st Century, Bewildering Stories, The Criterion, and inkling. one of his plays 
has been performed at his college. When not working in the oilfield Udo likes to practice Tai Chi and 
read books. https://mudloggersdream.wordpress.com/

Life is meant to be lived.
You’ll have plenty of time to be alone
when you’re dead.

Don’t be afraid to get lost
or take new roads.
The world doesn’t end with maps.

There’s plenty to sights and attractions
to see outside of your comfort zone.

You can’t save your life by being idle –
you’re wasting fuel and daylight.
Explore while you have your wheels and freedom.

Go out and step on the gas,
go farther and farther. When life give you options,
say, Yes! Yes! Yes!

You’ll never shake the black car trailing you,
no plates, windows tinted opaque and a driver
without a face but recognize by reputation.

Your vehicle will breakdown one day
and die. You’ll be stranded on the road –
a hitchhiker without choices.

The black car will drive up,
open its doors and take you
on a long, quiet ride home.

https://mudloggersdream.wordpress.com/
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