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Poetry 

Melted Candles I - Amelia Taylor Wolfe
oil on canvas-paper 9”x12” 
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Growing Pains
Alexander Simmons

Eli, Eli, lama sabachtani? – Matthew 27:46

Spring is a Passion:
flowers fracture frost and new life breaks the black earth.

Frantic, frenetic, a flinging-forth—
boiling clouds out of a clear blue sky,

winter’s tabernacle rent by the pouring-out of summer.

Stones rolled aside teem with life.
Seeds spring forth in their tender glory,

shoots set upon gnarled churning roots below
craving, searching, desperate for

one lone sunbeam.

But perhaps the Passion is only a mirage;
a shimmering haze above a white-hot desert.

A promised renewal
scorched in the harsh bright of summer’s sun.

And yet, for now,
in the tenuous wavering of wild mustard in the breeze

and the trickling stream of rainwater
rolling down my scalp

Hope abides.
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Game Theory
Aaron Knight

Even a minotaur couldn’t make heads or tails of this,
Although making sense wouldn’t be too much fuss—
It’s what you do with the sense you’ve made:
Where it goes, who gets paid.
This is the future after all,
No one wants mazes—too foreign, too old—
Icy alabaster or lacerating stone.
The way out’s always through fear,
Over cowardice and shame.
I know at least that much for sure
So why bother with the game?
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The Fern
László Boesze

Springtime. Barren ground.
Tiny fern pokes through the soil.

Unfurls. Meets the world.

 - Aaron Knight
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My Muse
László Boesze

I know she exists.
When periodically she visits

I feel her presence:
The air is cleaner,
The sky is bluer,

The sunshine is more pleasant,
The flowers are more fragrant,
And I become more sensitive

To nature’s many 
Sounds, 

Fragrances,
The slightest puff of air.

I revel in that!
I become a different self!

If only I could tell
Which fragrance and movement of air

Is hers…
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I thought I had, in thought, 
imagined love

Paul Harland-White 

I thought I had, in thought, imagined love;
There, born of booming thinking - a new couple.

I had, hadn’t I? They were made, loving,             
Lovers summoned, cast in a reader’s whim.

I read, guiding a heart’s tale through the dark;
I set them t’ward their fated nuptials.

I substantiated their dream, part by part;
I had loved then, hadn’t I? In thought, they swim.

Imprints, static, merely mirrors of mine.
Gone in fogy thought, if past tense arrives

If love it’s to be, it must survive time.
Not loose, losing memory of gesture. Slept,

held soft, crumpled in Love and borne in text.
Pool-less reflections remembered as rhymes.
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The Owl
George Kalandadze 

The hooting owl ne’er scared me,
midst the blackness of sylvan night.
But so more she had prepared me,

veiled lore in sands of time foreseen.
-- Eyes of amber immured in light.

Wind -- her confidant, in hushed tone,
my notice happened to ensnare.
She resembled all, yet no one,

branches bending, beneath her lun.
Yet, misplaced, I wandered still, there.

Her head, a cosmic carousel,
an omnipotent balance wheel. 

Each hoot, an echoed hoary bell.
Mistral’s replies through bluebells swell,
Night hummed, a beehive, -- surreal. 

That instant, yonder on the limb,
sat other owl, ready to speak.

The wind, now sacred seraphim,
my equal in ancestral dream.

In silence, we beheld mystique.
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My War
Aaron Knight

I manage the peace for the Council of War.
No, nothing shocks my conscience anymore:
A million moldy stacks of hundred-dollar bills,
High-minded standards tortured and killed,
Daily injections with extracts of pain—
I’ve seen it all but I’m not ashamed.
All the explosions were just a puppet with a hat
Learning to tap dance in the upstairs flat.
Medics delivered a magic elixir
(Everyone was dying at the time),
Still peeking under the covers of fiction,
They kept insisting everything was fine.
(Neighbors asking questions
About trash that festers
While just down the road
They’re burning the gold.)
Maybe now I’m too weak to fight the system.
So they’ll come to me; I won’t go to them.
My counsel is always to bide your sweet time,
Let God the be the one to hear all the crying.
Our values are peaceful, our missions are just,
We’re a people of love who enforce total trust.  
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Theater - Aaron Knight
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What to Do if You Mixed Up the Clefs
George Kalandadze 

I cried. My mother forced me to go. Music school final exam. I sat on the 
stairs, face wet, stomachache. The bus driver smoked cigarettes the whole 

way to the school. I was thinking about the blank canvas in my room, what 
will it come to be when the time comes? I pictured birds, and cattle, and a 
blue pond in the middle of a mountainous valley – What will it come to be 

when the time comes? I was performing three pieces: Chopin’s Mazurka in A 
minor, Op. 68 No. 2; Mendelssohn’s Song without Words, Op. 19 No. 1; 
Haydn’s Allegro moderato: 1st movement from Sonata in B minor, Hob. 
XVI:32. Everybody was there, I didn’t notice any grown-ups only that 

blonde girl two grades above me, who I never had enough courage to talk to 
– She was there, everybody was there. I sat down; my book turned to page 

37, Mazurka. I begin. Apart from size, the tusks are the parts that give an ele-
phant the look of prehistoric might and power. Yet when my fingers fell on 
them with a barrage of staccatos, I did not feel any power. I could only wish 

for an elephant to stampede into the room and take back what was taken 
from him. From me. Eyes wet. Again. As I was crawling through the final 

bars of Mazurka somebody in the audience coughed. I coughed up the final 
half rest. Page 12. Mendelssohn. I knew I had mixed up the clefs. Treble in 
my left, Bass in my right. I knew it halfway through Mazurka. Music made 
no sense. I kept going. Scratching my fingernails through the window of 
music. Hardly music. Noise. Mendelssohn sounded like an elephant when 
poachers cut its tusks. I did not stop. When I wrapped up, nobody clapped. 
What do you do if you mix up the clefs? I just kept going – My father died.
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The Constant State of Becoming

László Boesze

I am the result of two becoming one, 
Yet go back to the beginning of time
When from nothing a universe sprang
In which I have been at various stages

Of “being” and of “becoming”.

All that time I have faced the mystery
 Of life and death and being and becoming.

I have been a part of this universe,
Whose parts are constantly in motion

And at various stages of becoming.

Galaxies rotate toward their center
Where their black-hole-maw sucks them to their death. 

They ingest themselves until their meal ---
They themselves chewed up, tightly compressed ---  

Explodes
And particles, dust and gases 

Fill the space of their former selves 
To then slowly form stars and solar systems anew

 That arrange themselves into new galaxies.
Constant change, constant becoming, constant motion….

There is no graveyard of the stars,
But there is “Birth”, “Life”, “Death”, and “Rebirth”.
In this eternal cycle all parts are reassembled anew 

For nothing gets lost in the universe
And nothing exists suspended idly in some corner.

This “process of becoming” the ancient Greeks
Summed up as --- the “Phoenix”.
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Being part of “ALL”,
I fall under its law.

 Being a composite of body and soul, 
I accept the temporality of my physical self

But agonize over the future of my incorporeal soul
During my constant state of becoming.

NOTE: The celebration of the Spring Equinox --- Easter --- is an excellent 
example of “becoming” and the concept of “rebirth”. Christianity 

superimposed its values on the earlier pagan, nature-based celebration of 
“rebirth”.

Bogota Jardin - Aaron Knight
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How to Be a Dog
George Kalandadze 

Wag your tail, so hard your body shakes.
Chase the ball around until you ache.

Let your tongue, flop, in the air.
Don’t forget to drool, all over the armchair.

Try to break a record, shedding fur.
Roll in mud or puddles, whichever you prefer.

Chase all the squirrels, until you are lost.
Avoid the bathtub, at all costs.

Bark loud, don’t hide your voice,
at dusk or dawn, the choice is yours.

Go through the laundry, make sure it’s clean,
and steal a sock or two, unseen.

Do tricks for treats and tasty eats.
Mark all the tires in the streets.

Jump into lakes and dive for rocks,
from beaches, bridges, and old docks.

But most importantly, be loyal,
and treat your owner as the royal.
And if you follow this “how to”,

you might get lucky, on a barbecue.
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Dialogue
& Translation

Rotting Apples with Bottle and Candles - Amelia Taylor Wolfe
oil on canvas-paper 12”x16”
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A Dialogue Concerning the Sun’s Nature
Stephen Borsum
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De Rerum Natura
Lucretius 

Artwork and Passage Selections by Sylvie Bernhardt
translations by Anita Kent

1. Harmony - Venus’ Becoming

Book 1, lines 21-23

Quae quoniam rerum naturam sola gubernas
nec sine te quicquam dias in luminis oras
exoritur neque fit laetum neque amabile quicquam…

Since then you alone steer the nature of things, and since without you, 
nothing arises into the bright boundaries of light, nothing is made glad 
nor lovely…

2. Perspective

Book 2, lines 331-332

et tamen est quidam locus altis montibus unde
stare videntur et in campis consistere fulgor.

And yet, there is a certain place in the high mountains from which they 
seem to stand still, and in the plains a brightness is at rest.

3. Strife - Plague of Athens

Book 6, lines 1250-1251

nec poterat quisquam reperiri, quem neque morbus
nec mors nec luctus temptaret tempore tali.

Nor is anyone able to be found, whom neither disease nor death nor 
mourning has tested at such a time. 
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Since then you alone steer the nature of things, and since without you, 
nothing arises into the bright boundaries of light, nothing is made glad 
nor lovely…

Harmony - Venus’ Becoming
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Perspective

And yet, there is a certain place in the high mountains from which 
they seem to stand still, and in the plains a brightness is at rest.
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Essays & Interviews

Melted Candles II - Amelia Taylor Wolfe
oil on canvas-paper 9”x12” 
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Right in the Heart 
The Dialectic Motion of Mencius and Kao Tzu

Charles Edward Chapin
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- Paul Harland-White
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The Story and the Slow Swoon of the Soul
Genevieve Fowler
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Rain in Washington D.C. - David Cherian
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The Dimensions of Knowing
Why we act against our best interests

Lola Bondar
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Rotting Apples I - Amelia Taylor Wolfe
oil on canvas-paper 9”x12” 

Rotting Apples II - Amelia Taylor Wolfe
oil on canvas-paper 9”x12” 
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Fear and Coercion in Leviathan 
Strangely enduring, strikingly true

Lola Bondar
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Twist and Flame - Kees Bucca
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A Theological Reflection on Becoming
Stephen Cunha
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McDowell Hall - David Cherian
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Meet the Student: Mr Hassan Boulares 
Shirley Quo
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Turtles - Kees Bucca
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Nec poterat quisquam reperiri, quem neque morbus
     nec mors nec luctus temptaret tempore tali.
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