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PETER BREEN is a musician and poet living in South Minneapolis.  He recently 
published a booklet of poetry “Everything is a Container” available at 
peterbreenwrites.com. His main musical project is Still Unstill, a genre-bending 
songwriting focused rock band.

PATRICK CABELLO HANSEL has published in over 60 journals.  His novella 
“Searching” was serialized in 34 issues of The Alley.  His poetry collection The 
Devouring Land is available through Main Street Rag Press.  He and his wife Luisa 
pastor St. Paul’s Lutheran Church.

DAVE MOORE moved to Phillips 35 years ago because of The Alley newspaper, 
where his monthly cartoons amuse and challenge.  One of his heroes is Wendell 
Phillips, the man the neighborhood is named for.

JOHN RICHARD lives in Midtown Phillips, and works at East Side Neighborhood 
Services as the Director of Employment Services. When not at work, he enjoys 
gardening, biking and, of course, reading and writing. John was elected to the 
Board of Directors of the Midtown Phillips Neighborhood Assn. and is excited for 
the opportunity to connect with neighbors through a new venue.

DAVID ROJAS MARTÍNEZ has lived in-out-and-in-between the U.S.A. and 
Mexico for the past twenty years and loves the power of storytelling. As a 
consecrated deacon of the Lutheran Diaconal Association, he is passionate 
about serving humanity from a faith perspective. 

PAT WILLIS VINCENT is one of Semilla Center’s mosaic artists and a prolific poet. 
Her chapbook will be out this spring.
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SAFE
(Two group poems by middle school youth, 
from Young Leader writing workshops  
at St. Paul’s Lutheran on 15th Avenue)

Feed my child
Give them a name
Running away
I would buy them food
A little girl
Mother is wearing a dress
Respect the poor

She is holding seeds
Her need is calm
I will give them shelter
I will take them free
Lily plants, mother and child
I will pay attention
I will protect

Save us from post-trauma
Save us from going to hunger
Save the people who think being different is wrong
There is still slavery in the air
Save us—no killing
Save us—no chemicals in the water
Save us—no drugs
Why do people, why do people?
Save the people who get blamed for things they didn’t do
Save the people who…

I want you to heal the lakes, the ocean, the water
I want you to heal my mom into no pain
I want you to keep us from hurting
I want you to begin

 

I AM
I am the light
I feel the cold
I make people see
I make people safe
I walk on sacred land
I eat ice cream under the sun.
It feels good,
Melting on my tongue

Yo camino en la tierra sagrada
Se siente fresca
Se ve de colores
Se siente libertadora

I am
Water to clinch your thirst
I am the world
You swim in
Lake water
Clean water
I wash your body
Your face, your hair.
I am the water inside you
I am the water
That pours down at night

Yo soy la luz
Y les tengo que decir
Que no todo lo que es mal
Será malo para siempre

Itzel, Esmeralda, Kimberly, Emiliano,  
Ashley, Paulina, Makyla

 

I AM
I am the first dragonfly you see in the spring.

The one that makes you smile,
 because of my bright blue body.
The one who reminds you that even
 insects can be beautiful.

I am the first dragonfly you see in the spring.

The one you run around to try and catch
The blue you see land in all your greens.
My eyes stare at the frogs coming out at night.

I am the first dragonfly you see in the spring.

The one that landed on your fishing pole
 for a place to rest.

I am the first dragonfly you see in the spring.

Terrance, 12

POETRY 
CONTEST 

FOR YOUTH!
Cash Prizes!  

Two levels: Ages 6-12 & 13-18
Send your poems on the 
theme of “Struggle” to 

semillacenter@gmail.com
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LT PSALM FOR AN  
OCTOBER MORNING
Creator of cleansing winds and restless imagination,
Painter of the bold blues and golds 
Of the dying year,
May the clear light of your beauty dancing 
On my sleep-seeded eyes
Rise like incense before you.
Accept the mute pleasure of the cup  
warming my hand
As a morning song worthy of the offering.

In your great wisdom,
In your great love. 

Great God of the moist greening of the spring
Call to us now in the time of drying.
May the reds and yellows that flash in the trees
Stir our thoughts with the still peace of endings,
And the hope of new beginnings.

And in the autumn of our days
May we fall with the grace of leaves,  
to bejewel the cold earth 
Like embers on the altar of sacrifice.

In your great wisdom
In your great love.

John Richard

 

LATE NIGHT AT TEN-BELOW
We were trying to save on the electric bill.
Still I would leave the bedroom lamp on 
When we’d stroll the few blocks 
To the corner bar
Those winter evenings at 10 below

No real reason.

I just liked seeing the yellow light in the window
When we came up the alley,

Knowing it was shining on the bed
Where we’d soon huddle together 
Against the cold. 

John Richard

HOPE IS AN ANCHOR
Because we never really know the sea 
and it is strong beyond our dreaming. 
 Sometimes you must hold steady 
 to watch and wait. 

And when you learn when to set anchor,
 When you learn when to haul it up,
 You dare to travel into unknown waters. 

Because when you work the windlass with your mates
 A good song keeps the rhythm
 And a certain joy glows in the sweat.

Because Faith and Love arc towards heaven
 Like two graceful arrows.
 A good strong center
 Grounds them here on earth. 

John Richard

 

CREATION
God fashioned the treetops
with tissue paper –
green and wispy thin,
like mosquito wings,
and sprinkled them with rainwater.
She made the trunks
out of brown corrugated cardboard.
(Her scissors, paste and snippets put away)
She took the sun and
lit the trees like birthday candles,
humming to herself.

Pat Willis Vincent
 

 

THE SEASON OF DARKNESS
I find a mailbox in the darkness-
last card, last package.
Wise men see the Star.
My soul knows
some place close
is lit with candles.
People gather,
surrounding a fire.

Pat Willis Vincent
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PRIMOGENITOR AGING POEM
I probe my mind to find
The word for
numbered flower petals.
Leonardo knew
natures order,
the way water flows with
gravity’s pull. 
I remember
his miniscule drawings.
The word is on the tip of my tongue,
a prime number-
Then I decide to listen to the ocean.

Pat Willis Vincent

 

CURTAIN CALL
A sheet of snow 
swaddles South Minneapolis,
a few more weeks
before the Spring season starts –
Still some preliminary
dusting can be done,
the playbills sent out.
A few choice words 
said to the right people
about the opening
can do wonders.
Just picture
lilacs sighing purple
with rounded fragrance.
Crocuses peek out from
clumps of forgotten snow,
very close to curtain call.

Pat Willis Vincent

 

EVERYTHING IS JUST  
A CONTAINER
this envelope for this paper
this paper for these sentences
these sentences for these words
and I can’t say what words contain
but I know how they expand  
and contract as we stare at them
how the meanings shift day to day
think of the world inside the word love

Peter Breen

ICE AGE MOMENT
Today the wind whistles
between high rise windows.
Snow falls at a near
horizontal slant.
Instead of seeing Joe’s
VW bus warming itself
in the corner parking lot,
I look down and see
a mastodon stopped
in its tracks – 
Brown fur and tusks,
Weighed down by snow
I could grab a spear and
eat good meat
until late spring.
It’s only April.

Pat Willis Vincent 

 

SIX A.M.
Stretching into my skin,
I reach for the lamp.
Fumbling through a rounded trunk,
I find a clown nose,
glowing test tubes
that never spill, 
a book, which when opened,
grows a tiny maple.
At the bottom,
There is the face of a flower,
vibrant red.
I slip it on, 
turn to the East,
absorb the morning mist.

Pat Willis Vincent
 

 

I TAKE A BREATH LASTING 
A WHOLE DAY
the inhale, the sun rises, birds
chatter at the dawn, everyone
runs their daily courses, the heat
builds and I hold
for a moment in the afternoon
the exhale, the sun sinks, growing
dark against the purpling horizon, birds
go quiet and lovers meet
in secluded places, I hold again
in the stillness of the night

Peter Breen 

The Phoenix 
of Phillips will publish 
its first chapbook of 
poems this spring!  

You’ve seen her work in every 
edition so far: Pat Willis Vincent.  

We are so excited about this new 
publishing venture.  

We hope to have it ready for our 
“Art for All” gala on May 16 

(see back cover).  
Check  www.semillacenter.org

 in May to find out how to 
order it!
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LT ONE MEXICAN’S PRAYER
Ojalá, God willing, my mother whispered
and I hated her for it. 
Because God has willed that my home vomit
me soaked in blood.

Ojalá the States will allow you to bloom
so I hid beneath my bed.
When it arrived, I remember falling asleep
to Mexican night songs. 

Ojalá, I wish that, I could remember that night
because I was a happy child.
Certain of my place in the world, dragged awake
as an unwanted foreigner.

Ojalá I could recall the ways that summer days
never ended poolside.
The feeling of the sun’s rays kissing my
brown skin I once loved.

Ojalá, if only, I had been born a full-grown tree
with roots too deep to tear. 
And then I would have watched the years pass
grounded in a loving soil. 

Ojalá I had not fallen in love with this new land
that now, too, wants to vomit.
And so I am left with nothing but prayers and tears
Ojalá. God willing. Dios quiera.

David Rojas Martínez

The modern Spanish/Castilian word comes from 
from the Old Spanish/Castilian word oxalá, which 
itself is a phrase that comes from a variant of 
Arabic هّٰللا َءاَشَو (wašāʾAllāh, meaning “and 
may God will it”). It is often used as and adverb 
or an interjection, with a variety of meanings 
depending on its use. It is comparable to Modern 
Arabic’s  ُهّٰللٱ َءاَش ْنِإ, (ʾIn shāʾ Allāh, meaning if 
God wills” and is interchangeable with the same 
Modern Spanish/Castilian’s “Si Dios quiere.”

 

UNDERSTANDING HOPE
Understanding hope –
here’s the thing –
you think it can’t get worse,
and it does, and it does,
 and you feel just like a dope,
but you’re only beginning
to know the depths of desolation,
hanging on to that fraying rope.
You’re just beginning to be
understanding hope.

Prayers are where it starts
and pleas are where it ends.
The colors you are seeing
can be no different.
You’re clawing at the cliff edge
as you go sliding down the slope.
Oh, you are just beginning to be
understanding hope.

Snatching numbers from the air,
rolling dice may live again.
Rolling eyes in twitching bodies,
tongue-kissing the ring of the Pope.
Abasement in the basement,
help is just around the corner.
While you’re waiting for backup,
you’re getting painfully closer to
understanding hope.

Just this side of ecstasy,
you feel another shade of fear.
You couldn’t help but wet yourself, 
you might still get out of here.
This goes primal beyond rut,
blue skies and happy endings,
the words for which you grope,
the sweaty panic rush of
understanding hope.

You find yourself still breathing.
Well, at least that’s something.
They’ll surely pin a medal
on the vision glowing from
the shrine of best intentions
that miraculously came true.
Every crisis will work out for you.
You were so worried, was it worth it.
Suddenly you so clearly know
God’s in his heaven wherever that is,
and you, you’re at the very edge of
getting your first glimmer of
understanding hope.

Dave Moore
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SPECIAL THANKS TO:
Rachel Powers, Jessica Krohn, Andersen 3rd Grade 
teachers, Teresa Ortiz, Marion Gómez, Luisa Cabello 
Hansel, Marty Viscosi, Jorge Amerigo, Bart Buch, Midtown 
Phillips Neighborhood Assn. Inc, and Sunshine Sevigny. 

Semilla Board:  
Angie Barrera, Becky Gazca,  Sandy Spieler, Mike Hansel, 
Belem Gomez, Tara Beard, Maggie Lindberg,  
Luisa Cabello Hansel, Jorge Amerigo, Silas Leasman,  
Lizete Vega, Alejandra Fernandes,
St. Paul’s Lutheran Church Council.

“The Phoenix of Phillips” is a publication of the Semilla 
Center for Healing and the Arts at St. Paul’s Lutheran 
Church.  For the past 14 years, Semilla has taught mosaics, 
mural arts, photography, puppetry and creative writing 
to over 3,000 people and installed 33 murals and over 50 
other artistic place holders in Phillips and beyond.  Semilla 
means “seed” in Spanish, and it is our passion to plant 
seeds of hope, justice and beauty in our community.  We 
do so, conscious of the challenges facing us, but more 
conscious of the great hope we have.

The Phillips area is comprised of four neighborhoods:  
Ventura Village, Phillips West, Midtown Phillips and East  
Phillips. The boundaries of the Phillips community are  
Interstate 94 to the north, Hiawatha Avenue to the east, 
Lake Street to the south, and Interstate 35W to the west.

This activity is made possible by 
the voters of Minnesota through a 
grant from the Metropolitan Regional 
Arts Council, thanks to a legislative 
appropriation from the arts and 
cultural heritage fund.

FOR MORE INFORMATION  
on the neighborhood art blocks, youth programs  
and workshops in photography, creative writing, 
mosaics and murals:

The Semilla Center for Healing and the Arts 
St. Paul’s Lutheran Church
Iglesia Luterana San Pablo 
2742 15th Ave S., Minneapolis, MN 55407 

612-724-3862 
semillacenter@gmail.com 
www.semillacenter.org

Face Book: Semilla Center
Twitter and Instagram: @semillacenter

ST. PAUL’S LUTHERAN CHURCH 
WELCOMES YOU!
¡La Iglesia Luterana San Pablo te invita!
• English worship 10am
• Misa en español, 12pm
•  Last Sunday of the month, 11 am bilingual, with pot luck
Activities for children, youth and adults.
Actividades para niños, jóvenes y adultos.

YOU CAN BE INVOLVED WITH SEMILLA!
•  Teach a class: puppetry, creative writing, movement, 

visual arts, or other!
• Attend a class
• Volunteer at one of our events
•  Host a visit from Young Leaders at your workplace
• Serve on our board
• Donate

THE PHOENIX OF PHILLIPS VOLUME VII 
The next issue of The Phoenix will be out in Fall 2020.  
Submit to semillacenter@gmail.com 
or by mail to: 2742 15th Ave S. Minneapolis, MN 55407 

Help make The Phoenix Of Phillips a fire of literary beauty 
by supporting the next issue financially.

Donations may be made out to:
Phoenix of Phillips, 2742 15th Ave. S., Minneapolis, MN 55407

Give online at:
https://givemn.org/project/semilla-center-for-healing-
and-the-arts5a00ba73eed45 

ADVERTISE IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF  
THE PHOENIX & REACH 6,000 PEOPLE! 
Our next issue will be MANY more pages!
• Half page:  $500
• Quarter page: $250
• Business card: $100

YOU CAN FIND THE PHOENIX 
AT THESE MINNEAPOLIS LOCATIONS:
• St. Paul’s Lutheran, 2742 15th Ave S.
• Heart of the Beast, 1500 East Lake
• Quatrefoil Library, 1220 East Lake
• The Loft, 1011 Washington Ave S.
• Midtown Global Market, Eliot and Lake
• Our Saviour’s Lutheran, 24th & Chicago
• Franklin Library, 1314 E. Franklin
• Pow Wow Grounds, 1414 E. Franklin
• Messiah Lutheran, 2400 Park Avenue S.
• Mpls. Area Synod, 122 W. Franklin, Suite 600



EDITOR’S NOTE:
As I write this, more cases of coronavirus are reported in our city, in 

our country, in our world.  Millions of people are at danger of starvation 
in Yemen’s civil war.  Hundreds of thousands of refugees are trying to 
flee the war in Syria.  Where is hope to be found?  It would be easy to 
despair of hope in these times.  But where would we be without hope?

Hope is a radical stance to take.  All the great reformers and 
revolutionaries were people of hope, who envisioned a different world 
in the midst of oppression and fear. The writers in this issue have that 
same vision.  They won’t give up on the world, because the world 
is too beautiful.  Their eyes, their words see something new bursting 
from the old.

This issue is smaller than previous ones.  Let’s not let that happen 
again, writers!  Exciting things are happening with your literary 
magazine, the only one by and for our neighborhood.   Our first 
chapbook and broadsides will be out this year.  Submit your work for 
the next issue on “Struggle”, and please choose to support our work 
financially.  Thank you!

NOTA DEL EDITOR:
Mientras escribo esto, se informan de más casos de coronavirus en 

nuestra ciudad, en nuestro país, en nuestro mundo. Millones de personas 
corren peligro de morir de hambre en la guerra civil de Yemen. Cientos 
de miles de refugiados tratan de huir de la guerra en Siria. ¿Dónde se 
encuentra la esperanza? Sería fácil desesperarse de la esperanza en estos 
tiempos. ¿Pero dónde estaríamos sin esperanza?

La esperanza es una postura radical. Todos los grandes reformadores 
y revolucionarios fueron personas de esperanza, que imaginaron un 
mundo nuevo en medio de la opresión y el miedo. Los escritores en esta 
edición tienen la misma visión. No pueden renunciar al mundo, porque 
el mundo es demasiado hermoso. Sus ojos, sus palabras ven algo nuevo 
que brota de lo viejo.

Esta edición de El Fénix de Phillips es más pequeña que los anteriores. 
¡No permitamos que eso vuelva a pasar, escritores! Están sucediendo 
cosas emocionantes con su revista literaria, la única de y para nuestro 
vecindario. Nuestro primer librito y pósteres de poesía llegarán este año. 
Envíen sus palabras para la próxima edición “Lucha” y apoyen nuestro 
trabajo financieramente. ¡Gracias!

“Phillips: God’s Backyard” — Our youth photography show travels! 

 If you want to host at your business, school or religious organization, 
contact semillacenter@gmail.com!

ART FOR ALL
A night of music, art, food and friendship

Help us continue to provide quality arts for all kinds of people!

Saturday, May 16, 5-9 pm
Center for Changing Lives

2400 Park Avenue South, Minneapolis, MN 55404

$20—discounts for families and volunteers! Live music, hands-on art, delicious food, silent auction, surprises!


