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Feedback on Cenacle 119 | April 2022

From Louis Staeble:

What I like best about this issue is that I can-
not put it down. Rigorous in its harvesting crops
from the seeds of creativity. Makes me want to
walk around in a most wakeful state, snapping
the shutter with any camera I get my hands on.
I see the peripatetic urge that pulls my brain into
nooks and crannies that offer new problems and
possessions to overcome, examine, and quantify.

So it is in this dreamer’s journal. I became im-
mediately impressed with the writers and poets,
picture-takers and painters and art-makers in gen-
eral. I will leaf through the pages again and again.
I know I will pick up on something later on a year
from now.

The pages of the issue hold together like a close
community. It’s a diverse group of folks making
good trouble. I expect things to happen in this
haven for creators. There is music here. Free form
like jazz.

* ok ok ok ok ok

From Colin James:

After reading his short fiction, “The God-Maker,”
I've decided that Ace Boggess should get some
business cards made up like this: “Ace Boggess—
Provocateur!” He could carry this little stash with
him at all times. When at a cyber café, or a read-
ing, he would need a small basketful set near the
front of his table. Someone is bound to walk by
and ask, “What is this?” “Please take one,” says
our hero. He or she or they reads it aloud: “Ace
Boggess, Provocateur” Hmmmmmm?”

* ok ok ok ok ok

From Sam Knot:

Loved Ace Boggesss “The God-Maker.” Packed
with wonderful ideas. Profoundly amusing, per-
fectly wrought.

ScriptorPress.com

And stunned by Nathan D. Horowitzs “Back in
San Pablo,” with its tales of shamanic hammock
burials, and World Trees filled with fish. As he
writes: “It5 hard to believe and hard not to believe.”

And left speechless by Judih Haggai’s poem “Path-
less,” and its closing line: “In free to slip away.”

* ok ok ok kX

From Nathan D. Horowitz:

Martina Newberry’s poem “Sadie Climbing
the Stairs” drove me to the online dictionary in
search of the word “ambages.” “7 was made of am-
bages,” the narrator of the poem says. “Circumlo-
cutions,” the word means. The word’s Latin ety-
mology whispers of ceaseless movements around.
A linguistic circulatory system; the body a maze of
flowing language.

The word is key to the poem. Only language cir-
culating in one place can draw such a detailed
portrait of an old love affair whose freshness re-
tains the power to shock. Only love circulating in
one place can let the author still feel “zhe all-night
warmth / that clung to your arms’ and “hear your
erotic gasp— / breath raking over your teeth.”

Martina’s second poem, “April Now (Skirling and
its Consequences)” also sent me to the online dic-
tionary; I wanted to make sure I understood what
Martina meant by “skirling.” It means making a
shrill wailing sound, as imagination and memory
do. In the poem, its a thing the animate, search-
ing Southern California wind does, up out of
canyons and down palm trees like a snake, cel-
ebrating, mourning, and mournfully celebrating
the dead and the living, shrilly wailing over bot-
tles and cans and jasmine vines, war and climate
change, gangs, homelessness, heroin, and the pos-

sibility of the possibility of hope.

* ok ok ok kK
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From Martina Newberry:

Ace Boggess's “The God Maker” pulled me in and
had me entranced up to the ending, which was
dynamite.

Jimmy Heffernans “Dialogue on the Eternal
Now,” with Sam Knot and Raymond Soulard, Jr.,
was fascinating. I returned to it several times, in
love with the concepts and ideas discussed.

Judih Haggai’s poems are absolute diamonds.
Accessible, tangible, delirious.

* ok Kk ok X

From Jimmy Heffernan:

I was blown away by the photographs of Michael
Couvaras. The beached boat punches me in the
solar plexus, in that it comprises a resonance with
multiple aspects of concern I have for the world.

Firstly, it is an artful metaphor for our whole
“high and dry” civilization. We are rapidly near-
ing the point at which we will have no ability to
navigate, and even wiggle room is drying up fast.

Secondly, and a bit closer to home, as I live in
Utah, is my concern for Lake Powell, in Utah and
Arizona, and Lake Mead, in Nevada. Both are
drying up. They provide power and water for tens
of millions of people.

I have seen scenes almost identical to Mr. Cou-
varass in desultory pictures taken by people on
vacation in Southern Utah. This is very, very
frightening. Lake Mead is at 27% of its capacity,
and Lake Powell is at 25%. Mr. Couvaras's photo
hit me with all these thoughts and concomitant
emotions as I looked upon it for the first time. Se-
rious kudos, Michael, your work knocked me out.

* ok Kk K X
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From Charlie Beyer:

Brilliant photographs in this issue by Epi Rogan.
Masterful in both form and content.

“The God-Maker”: excellent story by Ace Bog-
gess. True and wonderful description of the AA
world. An engaging tale that drags you down the
road like you were tied to a car. We need more
stories like this in our lives, to balance our com-
placency.

* ok K ok ok X

From Kenzie Oliver:

I got a bit of a chill reading in Nathan D. Horow-
itzs “Back in San Pablo” of Rolando Lucitande’s
account of Fernando Payaguaje’s grave. It was a
nice choice to intersect it with excerpts from 7he
Yagé Drinker, along with the author’s notes to ex-
plain the mythology. It grounds the story for that
stunning last line: “‘az the moment of Fernando’s
death, a giant jaguar, three meters long, ran through
the center of the village.”

* ok ok ok ok ok

From Ace Boggess:

Having just read Martina Newberry’s newest
book, Glyphs [Deerbrook Editions, 2022], I'm
drawn immediately to her poems in this issue.
“Sadie Recalls Climbing the Stairs” picked me up
and knocked me down. A beautiful poem, intense
with passion and nostalgia, it also fills the mind
with doubts, uncertainties, things about which
one must not only envision, but experience.

* ok ok k ok %
From Jo Monea:

In Martina Newberry’s poem “Sadie Recalls
Climbing the Stairs,” she writes:



Do you know: I never saw my body

in the same way after I submitted it ro you?
Scars became stars.

Bruises became Fauvist paintings.

Oh, how someone else’s eyes can transform our
own way of seeing, particularly when it comes to
seeing our-selves.

* ok Kk ok X

From Timothy Vilgiate:

I have been watching a lot of TV shows centered
around potential science fiction futures—the cur-
rent political mood seems to be drawing me to a
lot of dystopian shows like Altered Carbon. 1 love
how the world that Sam Knot is building in Ma-
bon Calling imagines a different, not necessarily
utopian, but not necessarily grim, future in a way
where technological advancement and the flight
of people from earth doesn’t necessarily do away
with the belief in magic and the sublime, but un-
locks new registers of it. Details like the altar built
in the forest, and the idea that the ocean could
hold a superconsciousness that will outlive our
planet.

Additionally, the photos in this issue are stellar.
Great galleries by Louis Staeble, Epi Rogan, and
AbandonView, that feel poetic and grounding.
Rogan in particular does a great job in capturing
what seem to be ephemeral situations and inci-
dental forms with eye-catching contrast.

* ok kK K ok
From Epi Rogan:

After reading “Back in San Pablo” by Nathan D.

Horowitz, all I can say is: don’t nail me in.

Strangely moved by Louis Staeble’s photo of the
daffodil bisected by two blades of grass.

* Ok Kk Ok X
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From Judih Haggai:

Before I begin to address the content of this issue,
I need to mention that I was recently on a month-
long trip to Toronto, Canada, and to Woodstock,
New York. I was lucky enough to experience a
beautiful Tibetan Buddhist monastery, fine mu-
sic, and encounters with lush green woods, fami-
lies of foxes, raccoons, squirrels, chipmunks in
shapes and colors unknown to me during my
everyday life on Kibbutz Nir Oz, in the western
Negev of Israel.

Back home, I returned to the super-heat of our
dry desert, together with severe jet lag. Then,
four days after landing, on Friday, August 5th, we
were suddenly surrounded by road-blocks, with
soldiers forbidding entrance to our western fields
bordering the Gaza Strip. Clearly, something was
up, but no one was talking. Friday afternoon, we
were ordered to remain within running distance
of our safe-rooms, with the official beginning
of “Operation: Breaking Dawn.” The army had
entered the Gaza Strip, less than two kilometers
from my home.

So, here we were, once again, faced with a con-
stant state of tension involving audible and visual
Red Alerts, which warn us of incoming rocket at-
tacks. We are alerted by our phone apps and, as we
do during wartime, we turned on the TV to catch
the pop-up rocket alerts for around the country,
including where our kids live. The country was
inundated. We had to run to the safe-room far
more than during previous “operations,” trying to
maintain a calm mind while knowing the warning
gave us a maximum of ten seconds, including slam-
ming shut the iron door. After hearing the rockets
explode, we left the safe-room, and I observed how
long it took for my racing heart to calm down.

When walking outside, we scanned each section
of our route to check for potential safe spots, in
case we had to run for cover. It happened a few
times, and once we were lucky enough to reach
a neighborhood shelter just as we heard the alert.
This situation lasted till Sunday at midnight when
ceasefire was official. Monday was a “wait and see”

day, hoping the ceasefire would hold. Tuesday, we
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were back to our normal routine. Life continued. However, jet lag plus post-war tension has made my
reading of this issue of 7he Cenacle something of a different experience.

I know that those of you not living here (or other war-threatened parts of the world, like Ukraine) can-
not possibly imagine what it’s like to have ten seconds to run to save your life. I hope you never have
to know. And I find that we who live here seem to get used to the onslaught of these intense periods
of “fight or flight” and, with each one, our resilience gets a little more efficient in bringing us back to
zero line.

But it takes its toll and infiltrates one’s thinking. First, it takes courage to realize that, even with medita-
tion and qigong, my body and mind have indeed been under stress, and I need to take action to undo
the knots.

But there’s also another side effect: relishing others™ experiences. Everything takes on more vibrancy,
more life. There’s new power in living each moment rather than imagining the worst. Military opera-
tions re-awaken that understanding. There’s no space for complacency.

Sam Knot’s charming way with words enters each phrase in his Mabon Calling, and I'm taken away by
that relaxing timbre of his. His words about the old tree: “She wears her different ages like rings around
her, a parboiled white onion of revelation.” Such an invitation to stop all other thinking, and simply
meditate upon the image. And he goes on, in each paragraph, in delightful nuances. His artwork adds
to the experience. I truly appreciate this piece.

As I read this piece, and many others in this issue, I find myself in rehabilitation, as perhaps we all are.
Again, my world begins to open up and soften.

k) >k ok ok ok ok

The Cenacle | 120 | Summer 2022



;':"jnelry .'??eac/fny"
'Sug'ene Platt

will read his Poems

aggai

Tamara Miles

AbandonView

Sam Knot



From the ElectroLounge Forums

Remembering Your

Early Artwork Challenge!

Published on electrolounge. boards.net
Post by Raymond on Aug 7, 2022 at 6:39pm
Hi everyone,

So this is a group project I have been mulling on for awhile. I've been looking at the writing I was doing
when I first started. This was when I was 10, 11, 12 years old. I had several projects going, just trying
things out. In a separate post, I'll go into details.

But in terms of the general idea here:

1. Id invite you to think back to Artwork you created when you were significantly younger,
whatever that might mean for you in terms of age. Could be writing, could be visual artwork,
photography, or anything of a creative nature.

2. From this work, is there a piece that you can share here, & as part of the upcoming Cenacle
1202

3. And here is the challenge: What does this piece make you think about, in terms of who you were,
who you are, & what has changed? Could be you as a person, your own biographical journey; or
it could be you as an Artist, how you've grown & changed over time. Or both of course.

4. If this challenge interests you, please post your piece(s) of Artwork here, with your explanations
of what it is, & comments on it, by Friday, August 19th.

I think we can have a lot of fun with this, sharing these aspects of ourselves, & seeing what others share
too. Next post will be me jumping into the deep end on this idea! :-)

X X ok >k ok ok
Post by Raymond on Aug 7, 2022 at 7:25pm
As promised, here I go . . .
So I date my writing back to when I was about 10. I remember in school our class watching some kind
of production of Sergei Prokofiev’s Peter and the Wolf (1936), & then being assigned to write up a de-
scription of it. I seem to recall that my teacher was so impressed with what I wrote that she / he (do not
remember which) showed my piece to the school principal. That’s just a nice memory to think on once

in awhile, as meager of details as it is.

In terms of my creative projects, I think I can name three that would be of note for earliest endeavors:
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1 - My journal - 1 started this in May 1974, inspired by a book called Henry Reed, Inc. (1958) by Keith
Robertson. This novel is the story of a boy who keeps records of his adventures in a journal. Noz a diary,
mind you, those being for girls, haha! Funny thing: years later, I kept a diary for a year.

I still keep my journal to this day. Now 30
notebook volumes of it! Helps me to fin-
ish off a day, review its challenges & pleasures,
think about its continuity in my life’s path.

2 - My 1975 novel John & Phillip - My grandmother
worked part-time at a thrift store when I was a boy, &
would often bring me books when she came to visit.
Most cherished among these were the Hardy Boys
novels, by Franklin W. Dixon, mostly written in the
early 1900s. They were about two brothers, teenaged
sleuths who, with their chums, would solve mysteries.
I had so many of these!

So I tried my hand at such a book, & called it John & Phillip. Also about two brothers, & their chums,
who solve mysteries. I suppose the value in this very amateurish book was that I finished it, 32 hand-
written pages in all. Tried other ideas for books back then, even a John & Phillip sequel, but never
finished them. Funny, because since 2006 I have been writing Labyrinthine with no planned intention
to conclude it!

One more funny thing is the Dedication: “This
book is dedicated to all famous authors who I
may someday be among.” Maybe I was con-
vinced of this by that Peter and the Wolf praise?

3 - My newspaper Sporzs Page - In August of
1975, inspired by Jack Klugman’s sportswrit-
er character on the TV show 7he Odd Couple
(1970-1975), & already in love with all sports
anyway, [ decided I wanted to be a sports writer.
In fact, as I sat at a little desk in the basement of
my family’s house in Connecticut, I decided I
would start my own imaginary football league,
in order to create a newspaper about it. Thus,
Sports Page came to be.

It involved rolling a pair of dice, to figure out
wins & losses. The league was called the Con-
necticut Football League, & the players in it
were kids, 12-18. And I was a star quarterback
in the league, for many seasons, for one team,
the Bloomfield Sharks, the town I lived in; then
later the Newington Flames, which was the

next town I moved to when 13. Won many championships.
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The CFL had four seasons a year, essentially running all year round. There were 40 games a season, later
on 50. Playoffs, a championship, all of it. And it all took place, mostly, in my head, & in my notebooks.
I did sometimes play out games in my family’s basement too, with an orange Nerf football, & some
well-placed chairs.

Eventually, Sporzs Page led to me doing a daily radio show, 7he Sports Page Show, also in my head, when
I got a paper route. It was a talk show, about the CFL, & its ever-evolving doings. This project was
probably why I did not finish many novels back then. It was completely consuming. I was rolling dice
& doing new issues every single week. Went on steadily for about six years, till I was 17. At that point,
I had some friends, & was chasing girls (actually just one girl, & fruitlessly). I just lost the obsessive
mojo I had, & the project petered out.

Yet doing publications very much stayed with me, as in 1985 I started Bags End News, originally just for
my sister & me, in the form of letters, but which now shows up in 7he Cenacle too, & on my Withins
Within radio show.

And 7he Cenacle itself is really a publication that sourced in those early years. Back then, from 1982 for
a couple of years, it was called Scriptor Magazine, & contained fiction, poetry, prose, illustrations, all
done by me, in pencil, in my notebooks. Maybe more on that another time.

I did Sports Page because it was fun, it was mine, & the endless details of it fascinated me. The Great
Grand Braided Narrative I am in the middle of now is simply further along the path for me, similar
in this way.

I also did it because my home life became harder & harder, & my high school years were even worse. In
my writing, I had purpose, control, clarity. 1 created worlds in which a version of me was well-regarded
within them. Kind of escapism, yes, but I think really more. I wanted a place, even just one in my head
& notebooks, where I could work out my ideas of self, society, the world. And play with these ideas
as far as I could take them. Not be so poor,

“‘; W“:’W lonely, mocked.

I suppose how I made Art back then formed
how I still see it now. As a kind of play, creat-
ing worlds, trying things out. Never became
a “famous author,” but I think I actually did
better than that. Especially, likely, as I would
have failed at that.

I found that looking at these old notebooks
as | have this summer, & seeing who I was
before my harder adolescent years, has
helped to connect me better with some-
thing good in myself. I started writing be-
fore those rough years, was already doing it
when they came. And am still on my writing
path, these many, & better, years later.

Looking forward to what others will offer here :-)

* ok Kk K X
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Post by Nathan on Aug 9, 2022 at 8:32am

How to write in bed
(Paris, 1989)

1. All these ideas swimming, floating, buzzing around your brain like bugs around a candle flame.

2. Arrange all necessary accoutrements and condiments. How wonderful it is when everything you need
is within arm’s reach. Books, picture books, postcards, pens, notebooks, lip balm, a glass of water, clock,
Walkman, tapes.

3. Climb in bed and get to it. Arrange the pillows behind your back. Pull the blanket up: A woolen,
mustard-colored tide has rolled in over your legs and laps against your belly, and your notebook is a
soft stone tablet that the sea has cast up for you to write on under the sun, which until recently was
your lamp, and the page is a bed for the lovemaking of the two great spirits, and the words appear like
newborn angelic animals netted by the shadow underneath your hand and stunned out of the air by
the hazy white reflection!

* kK ok ok X

Post by Judih on Aug 9, 2022 at 9:17am

When I read this challenge, I thought of my first book project. I was in high school (1970) and,
through brainstorming with myself and a whacky friend, I concocted the idea of a world built of two
parallel forces. The higher ruled everything, effortlessly, while the lower, known as the Blobs, drifted
through their life’s duties, seeing nothing in their future but more drudgery.

The book was called Fungus. Part of the concept was that it was hand-written. For the higher-ups, I used
a calligraphy pen, black ink, a fine quality paper; and, for the Blobs, used pale green stock, I wrote with
a regular black pen. The finished book was circular, the end leading to the beginning and it was housed
in a flat box, wrapped in green floral tape for a sticky feel when you picked it up.It took me a year to
complete, and then I began re-working it.

There’s a Part 2 to the evolution of this book. When I was in second year, University of Toronto, my
mentor for my Independent Studies was Margaret Atwood. When she saw my boxed, hand-written
work, she was horrified. No publisher would give such a thing a second look. I had to type it all, and

fast, and then we could start to get serious.

Seriously, I listened to her, typed it, diluting its soul along with my teenaged intention. At a certain
point, I withdrew it from her guidance and began bringing out my short stories. Happily, they were
typewritten and she was more willing to mentor me.

What happened to the book? It was abandoned, placed in a box of my other work (including a big
hand-bound poetry book) and, as fate might have it, all was caught in a flood down in a basement stor-
age room. So, nothing to show here, other than my recollection of how writing that book helped me
survive the torture of high school. (A valuable hint of how writing can act as therapy throughout times
of war, poverty, heartache, loneliness).

* ok Kk ok X
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Post by Raymond on Aug 11, 2022 at 8:45am

“How to write in bed” is lovely, Nate! How did you end up in Paris? What was your life like then? How
long did you stay?

And, oh my gosh, what a story, Jude! Do you remember any of the details of the story? Have you ever
thought of re-creating it somehow, with what you remember, & ideas that have traveled with you since?

Amazing!

* ok Kk ok X

Posted by Judih Aug 11, 2022 at 2:05pm

They were thoughts of a Canadian-grown teenager, Raymond, too young to be at Woodstock, too
old-soul to take anything seriously. There’s no way I could or would want to recreate that extinguished
creation.

But thanks for the encouragement, Ray!

* ok K ok ok X

Post by Charlie on Aug 11, 2022 at 9:13pm

I met her at a Joan Baez peace conference on the Olympic Peninsula. We were 13-year-old flower chil-
dren, she dragged there by a step-parent, and I a free rider with an 18-year-old hippy who my exhausted
parents had dumped me on . . . to get me out of my gang ways in the city.

We fell madly in love, Tamar and I, with the intensity of Romeo and Juliet. We could give a crap about
Peace, an obvious red herring even then as the Vietnam War ramped up. We wandered on the beaches
all night . . . holding hands . . . engulfed in each other’s aurora. We kissed a bit . . . but nothing more
.. . as our hormones of attraction and the wonder of passion gripped us like a straitjacket.

In a few days the conference was over, but Tamar was delayed by her step-something getting thrown
in the drunk tank in the nearest village. My “guardian” was hot to leave and start some peace initiative
crap back in Seattle. I was insane to not leave her side, to let go of her hand.

In the dark, I lifted the hood of the hippy truck and removed the rotor inside the distributor (as engines
were then). This got me another day before the problem was diagnosed and cured.

Then we parted ways, never to see each other again. For you see, she lived in Arizona and was up north
on a similar loan as was I . . . “Get the maniac teenager out of the house before I sell them to Saudi
Arabia!” was the general thought pattern of our haggard parents.

I went back to my confused life in the city, her to dysfunctional family in hot Tucson. We wrote . . .
silly babble with hair cuttings and bottle caps . . . paper wristbands and peace button paraphernalia.

Then we discovered the phone.

The phone was a big black block of the hardest plastic known to humans: Bakelite. It weighed close
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to ten pounds, and could kill a man with one blow, except that the cord was only three feet long. The
latest innovation that was the marvel of the day. At that time, long distance from Seattle to Tucson was
about a dollar a minute. We would sneak into the “phone room” in the dead of night at our respective
positions on the globe . . . and yak meaningless words, into the night, on the sly.

The day of reckoning was the end of the month when the bill came in. In my house, it was $220,
equivalent to over a thousand bucks today. That brought the wrath of God. We were chained and fil-
leted. Officially grounded for the rest of our lives. All we could do was pine, contemplate suicide, and
make plans to run away and get married in Nevada. But we were kids and did not know what a hundred
bucks looked like, much less how to come up with it. My divorce from another . . . thirty years later
... was not close to being so painful.

Then my artist father, an overeducated bum actually, came up with a plan. He would excuse my debt
by me writing full stories, paid at five dollars a story. These had to be true stories . . . with a protagonist
who is changed . . . and, as he stipulated, “something happens.”

At first I balked in a stubborn teenage way, then endured a few days of hard labor, being rented out for
free to the neighbors against my will. The definition of slavery. So I began to write . . . stupid complaints
and blather. These were burned in my face, along with my comic book collection. Having gained no
traction on the debt, I was forced to apply myself. The next two were accepted, then one off, and a few
more accepted. I started to get into it, dreaming up weird tales. My mind began to churn with simple
stories. I began to take pride in the stories, and would be excited to present the next and the next. Only
now do I realize that all this was a story in of itself.

In a year or so, the debt was paid off, and I was released from obligation. By then, I had started to read,
having ignored books up to that time. This gave me new ideas and exposed me to many styles. Never
since have I stopped reading and writing. Although my art was not fit to wrap fish, it began a career of
creativity in all things.

Of course, all around me were creative people, and I came to think the whole world was like this. I
better hurry up and step up. I did not realize the world is actually populated with mindless drones until
my 30s, when I entered the corporate world.

My true love . . . my puppy love . . . my Juliet . . . vanished into static roar of the world, and we never
spoke again. I did hear from her cousin she had been conscripted into a religious cult in Virginia.

* ok Kk ok X

Posted by Judih Aug 11, 2022 at 11:42pm

Charlie, what a fascinating entrance into creating daily to pay off debt! A good lesson—like being
dumped in the heart of downtown Tel Aviv, including buses, cars, donkeys, and wagons—for a first
driving lesson (speaking for a friend). Learning to just get on with it. Wonderful. Too bad about your
beloved—hope she found her way in or out of that cult.

* ok Kk K X
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Posted by Raymond Aug 12, 2022 at 1:19pm

What a brilliant story, in and of itself, as you say, Charlie. I have known you, what, 15 years maybe?
And this is the first “back-when” piece you have let loose to share. Like Jude said, you showed your
gumption, even as a bare spit of a boy. No wonder these years later you mine for gold in the wilds. Ain’t
no thang with your history :-)

* ok K ok ok X

Post by Charlie on Aug 12, 2022 at 6:18pm

Yeah. Ain’t much for slobbering over the past. Do enough of that slobbering over the future to come.
As I've said before: “Nostalgia is the death of Hope.” Generally not worth spit except as story material.
Names and places altered due to liability.

* kK ok ok X

Post by Nathan on Aug 12, 2022 at 7:49pm

Raymond, I was in Paris for a semester-long study abroad program. Why did I go to Paris? Because I fell
in with a girl in Yosemite