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FOREWORD

Paradigm, Poetry, and Multiculturalism
By David Swanger

One way of describing political correctness: A new paradigm has emerged that, 
newness notwithstanding, resembles the old insofar as it constricts behavior and 
thought. 

What has all this to do with poetry? Poetry, and all art, as we have learned about 
art in Western culture since Plato, has the potential to subvert dominant para-
digms. Indeed, in addition to linguistic delight, the beauty and satisfaction of 
form, the revelatory import of symbol, and the emotional gratification of access 
to interior life and the world of feelings, one of poetry’s powers has been subver-
sion--subversion, if you will, of dominant paradigms. Plato himself, was furious 
with Homer and says so in Book V of The Republic because Homer’s portrayal 
of Odysseus as a warrior who wept and showed self-doubt subverts the ancient 
Greek (if not also the modern American) paradigm of masculinity, generally, and 
the dauntless soldier in particular. In more contemporary and perhaps familiar 
terms, we have American poetry like

Walt Whitman’s “The Leaves of Grass” and Alan Ginsburg’s “Howl” as signal, 
celebrated national literary acts of paradigmatic subversion. After each of these 
poems, not only was poetry never the same but our national consciousness and 
culture were irrevocably altered: Mannered, formal verse fell before Whitman’s 
symphonic sprawl; the idea of the poet as patriotic, heterosexual, discrete, and 
mannerly was forever banished by Ginsburg’s explosive, profane, and ultimately 
loving protestations. Although these are hugely ambitious, notorious examples, 
every good poem, large or small, every reinvention of reality through language, 
by virtue of reinvention, subverts one paradigm or another. 

All of which seems at odds with W. H. Auden’s pronouncement, offered in his 
elegy of William Butler Yeats, that, “poetry makes nothing happen, it survives 



My boy is dead.

Once more

We are roped

and battered.

(“Attack at Dawn,” Adisa)

For those quiet and obedient saints

who died before me

I earn the dreams

their tradition denied.

(“Gifts for the Dead,” Lagier)

I have been expatriate, stranger and orphan.

What I’d like to be next is someone at home.

(“Leaving California for Ireland,” Flynn)

perhaps the next generation will discover

that stores, filled with the gasoline

chemistry of overseas labels

and the sprawl of suburbia

cannot save anyone

from the mouth of the world

that also eats affluent children.

(“From City to Suburb America,” Bogomolny)

I may not have had words, then

but there is an echo to the past,

hear it and listen to the words of my echo, the words of

their stories

in the valley of its saying ... a way of happening, a mouth”. This is itself at odds 
with Shelley’s description of poets as “the unacknowledged legislators of the 
world”. Well, how do we reconcile these views? Should we fall back on Whit-
man himself, who says, “Do I contradict myself? Well then, I contradict myself. 
There is so much of me, and all so luscious”. I think not. I’d rather we conceived 
of Auden and Shelley as both being correct. Poetry, and other literature, do not 
make things happen: Uncle Tom’s Cabin did not cause the Civil War, just as “The 
Leaves of Grass” (Whitman) or The Red Badge of Courage have not prevented 
subsequent wars, and “Howl” has not diminished homophobia and intolerance 
in America. But, if we think in terms of consciousness, poets, and all artists, are 
Shelley’s “unacknowledged legislators of the world” because they are uniquely 
able to change the way we perceive and know it. In point of fact, these legislators 
are not all that unacknowledged, if we consider the thriving practice of censor-
ship. Guardians of national paradigms recognize and beware the power of litera-
ture to subvert: hence, Plato’s attempts to censor Homer and varieties of modern 
censorship in the cases of Oscar Wilde, D. H. Lawrence, Walt Whitman, James 
Joyce, William Burroughs, Henry Miller, Alan Ginsberg--even Judy Blume! 
Homer excepted, the examples cited occur in democracies. In despotic states, the 
guardians of dominant paradigms so fear the poet and writer that they may issue 
assassination decrees, as has Iran against Salman Rushdie.

 If poetry, then, concerns subverting paradigms, and multiculturalism does as 
well, we would appear to have a felicitous marriage of purpose between them. I 
am sad to report such is not often the case. Too much “multicultural poetry,” far 
from subverting any paradigms, aesthetically reinforces them. By which I mean, 
instead of reinventing the world through language, much multicultural poetry 
duplicates givens--ideas, attitudes, and emotions preapproved by the audience for 
whom such poetry is written. 

I have before me a book just published, New to North America: Writing by U.S. 
Immigrants, Their Children and Grandchildren. The volume is described by Glo-
ria Anzaldua as a “text of diverse voices” and “a must for courses in literature, 
International Studies and Multicultural and Ethnic Studies”. I’ve read all the po-
ems in the collection, and they are certainly by poets of various national origins, 
races, and ethnicities. I also observe that the poems commonly offer a “summing 
up” in the final lines or stanza. A problem with summations in poems is that they 
close down rather than open up evocation and imaginative possibilities. Summa-
tions are a bit like saying “this is the way the world is” rather than allowing the 
reader to ponder a variety of ways several worlds could be. Also, summations 
are at their worst when “this is the way the world is” becomes nothing more than 
a world view already known and accepted. Here is a fair sample of the poetic 
summations in this book:



Try to imagine the body of the poem that precedes those four lines--imagine 
writing a poem as a retirement “award” to the FBI agent who tailed you a quarter 
of a century, then admitting your greatest crime during all that time was taking 
your daughter to an “illegal” rest room. Key expectations are reversed here--the 
relation of suspect to cop, crime to justice, forgiveness to forgiven--and there is a 
world reinvented, a paradigm subverted. 

The point, if not yet clear, is emerging: Poems can be truly multicultural in terms 
of authorship and ostensible subject or theme and yet counter one of the main 
objectives of multiculturalism, to subvert a dominant paradigm. Not being part 
of “the canon” by no means assures that a poem is part of any counterculture 
whatsoever. The politically correct poem subverts nothing. Or worse, it subverts 
poetry itself by failing to reinvent and surprise, even modestly, the world of our 
expectations, assumptions, prejudices, attitudes, and perceptions. In another 
context, I am fond of deflating the current vogue for “cowboy poetry” because 
such poetry usually capitalizes on easy, commonplace, and false but comfortable 
mythic conceptions of the American West. In a domain in which the stakes are 
arguably much higher, multicultural poetry must be assiduous not to take the 
easy way out by chastising the usual villains, celebrating expected heroes and 
heroines, and affording its audience merely feelings of their own virtue. 

The problem and its perils may be clearly deliniated by examining in their en-
tirety two poems by Rita Dove. One of these poems fails to fulfill its subversive 
role; the other succeeds.

The House Slave
The first horn lifts its arm over the dew-lit grass

and in the slave quarters there is a rustling--

children are bundled into aprons, combread

and water gourds are grabbed, a salt pork breakfast taken.

I watch them driven in the vague before-dawn

while their mistress sleeps like an ivory toothpick

and Massa dreams of asses, rum and slave-funk.

I cannot fall asleep again. At the second horn

the whip curls across the backs of the laggards--

so that another generation of children will never

have to tell stories filled with suffering,

losses, murders, and starvation again.

(“No Memories At All,” Brown)

The dream lives

in sisters

their heads held sure

in brothers

their confident bop

We all have the dream

Martin Luther King, Jr.

gave it voice.

(“We Have It,” Adisa)

Yes, I am quoting only the endings of the poems. Yet the endings are so transpar-
ently declamatory, so safe and conventional, I dare say it’s not hard to construct 
with an appalling degree of accuracy the body of the poem that precedes each 
ending. In the order I’ve presented them--which follows the order of the poems 
in the collection--we have the assertion that it’s bad to be dead or to be alive 
when roped and battered; that the succeeding generation benefits from the sacri-
fices of its elders; that it is better to have a home than be an expatriate or exile; 
that consumerism is to be deplored; that we should learn from the past; and that 
we all have a dream, thanks to Martin Luther King, Jr. Did we learn anything we 
didn’t already know? Were our imaginations unfettered, our curiosity piqued, our 
sense of ourselves in the world altered? Compare those endings with this one:

I admit I took a Negro child
to a white rest room in Texas,

but she was my daughter, only three,

who had to pee.

(“Award: A Gold Watch to the FBI Man who has followed me for 25 years,” 
Durham.)



their fans in a sleeve

and walk in the gardens for air. Swaying

among the lilies, lifting shy layers of silk,

they dropped excrement as daintily

as handkerchieves. Against all rules

she saved the lining from a botched coat

to face last year’s gray skirt. She knows

whenever she lifts a knee

she flashes crimson. That seems legitimate;

but in the book she had read

how the cavaliere amused themselves

wearing white powder and perfume and spraying

yellow borders knee-high on the stucco

of the Orangerie.

A hanger clatters

in the front of the shoppe.

Beulah remembers how

even Autumn could lean into a settee

with her ankles crossed, sighing

I need a man who’ll protect me

while smoking her cigarette down to the very end.

I think the first poem, “The House Slave” devolves to evil master, virtuous and 
prayerful slaves, acts of cruelty so common as to be unthinking, and the poem’s 
persona, the ‘T’ crossing time to identify with the situation of her forbearers 
in their suffering. Although this may seem like a lot going on, it’s not really so 
much: villains and saints and sorrow for the latter.

 

sometimes my sister’s voice, unmistaken, among them.

“Oh! pray,” she cries. “Oh! Pray !” Those days

I lie on my cot, shivering in the early heat,

as the fields unfold to whiteness,

and they spill like bees among the fat flowers,

I weep. It is not yet daylight.

The Great Palace at Versailles

Nothing nastier than a white person!

She mutters as she irons alterations

in the backroom of Charlotte’s Dress Shoppe.

The steam rising from a cranberry wool

comes alive with perspiratation

and stale Evening of Paris.

Swamp she born from, swamp

she swallow, swamp she got to sink again.

The iron shoves gently

into a gusset, wait until

the puckers bloom away. Beyond

the curtain, the white girls are all

wearing shoulder pads to make their faces

delicate. That laugh would be Autumn,

tossing her hair in an imitation of Bacall.

Beulah had read in the library

how French ladies at court would tuck



“The Great Palace at Versailles” places the poet’s grandmother, Beulah, rather 
than the poet herself, as the one whose imagination crosses the time zones of 
history, here between her present in a southern dress “shoppe” and the world 
of Louis XIV, at the end of the 17th and beginning of the 18th century. The 
persona is a hard worker, not literally a slave but a kind of sweat shop worker 
sewing high fashion for southern White society women. And while doing so, the 
persona, Beulah, thinks of the high fashion of Versailles, a fashion scatalogically 
laced by how the lords and ladies of Versailles managed to relieve themselves by 
pushing aside their fine garments, the women dropping “excrement as daintily 
as handkerchiefs,” the men pissing against the lower walls of the exotic, vast, 
elaborate, and expensive botanical structure, the Orangerie. High (and White) 
society is reduced to elemental acts of evacuation, whereas Black, well-read, and 
irrepressibly ironic Beulah contemplates her life as a seamstress to White society 
in the “modern” South, where a helpless “belle” reminiscent of Tennessee Wil-
liams’s “Blanche” wishes for a man who’ll protect her. 

The poem can be reduced to nothing--that is, it alludes to many things, evokes a 
multitude of attitudes. It is genuinely subversive and defies summation. It is an 
example to which multicultural poetry might well aspire. No easy answers or ac-
ceptable wisdom, instead, a broadening of vision, a reinvention of the world, an 
invitation to the imagination. The term politically correct is as alien to this poem 
as it is unavoidable in describing those from which I quoted earlier in this article. 

What are we to make of the fact that both “The House Slave” and “The Great 
Palaces of Versailles” are by the same poet? Only that any given poet writes 
lesser and greater works. It is up to us to learn how to discern among them and 
among poets who actually subvert dominant paradigms and those who don’t. In 
terms of multicultural education and literature and providing our students with 
the best within them, these judgments are our job.

(Request granted for republication by David Swanger, April 2014. “Pardigm, Poetry, and 
Multiculturalism”. Multicultural Perspectives, 15210960, 1999, Vol. 1, Issue 2. excerpt)
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EDITOR’S NOTE

The first point of business for ViVACE 4’s introduction is the recognition of 
my beloved friend, mentor and fellow writer Cal Poly Professor Emeritus 
Jim Hayes, 88, who at the time of this publication is in Hospice Care dying 
of cancer.

My heart is filled with admiration for Jim. He has been a beacon of light in 
my life for over two decades. But, as you’ll read in the collection of acco-
lades in the following Tribute, I am joined by a community of Jim Hayes 
admirers from all walks of life and all corners of this planet.

Everyone needs someone in your corner when you are stretching your 
intellectual limits and Jim was my “spotter”. He served as Co-Chair of my 
Master’s Degree Committee from 1997-2000. In 2000, he focused his critical 
eye on the content of a community newspaper where I served as the man-
aging editor.  And, not to be forgotten, I was honored to be his lunch date 
on occasional afternoon outings where we’d dine at the Garden Café in Los 
Osos followed by a cruise down to Morro Bay’s “rock” to watch the surfers. 

In 2008, during the inception of ViVACE Literary Magazine, he offered 
support by generously submitting his nonfiction short stories for publication. 
Later, in 2010, he agreed to write the Foreword for ViVACE 2: A Tribute to 
George Hitchcock, Professor Emeritus UC-Santa Cruz a poet, artist, actor 
and founder of Kayak Literary Magazine.

In Jim’s opening to the Foreword, he pulls no punches:

“First a disclaimer: I am not a regular writer of Forewords. Truth be told, 
this is my very first, I was flattered and proud when ViVACE’s founder and 
managing editor, Christine Neilson, asked me to write this one for the literary 
journal’s second issue. I was humbled, too, when she gently chided me in an 
email for misspelling my assignment as a “forward”. That sent me, straight-
way, to Google and thence to the Online Free Dictionary. There I learned that 

(photos by Stacy Kroot)



the noun “foreword” is a literal translation of the German Vorwort ‘preface 
or an introductory note, as for a book, especially by a person other than the 
author’.”

Paragraphs later, he concludes:

“But enough about me; you’re here to read ViVACE.

If you’re like me, you’ll begin at the first page and read and relish every 
word, linger over the photographs and illustrations, and be refreshed by the 
insights and imagination of the fascinating friends that have gathered in 
Christine Neilson’s salon.

Take my word for it: You’re always welcome at ViVACE.”

After publication, ViVACE 2 was delivered to Jim’s home. Upon opening the 
issue to read his Foreword and short story “My Grandfather, the Jewfisher-
man”, his editorial eye landed on a grammatical error. He sent me an email 
immediately. Embarrassed, I quickly responded with an apologetic note. 

The next day, in true Hayes’ gentlemanly style, he wrote me:

 “... dear Christine. I was distressed to find a typo in the top of my story fragment 
and reacted impolitely. Forgive me and let me buy you breakfast as atonement 
for ill manners. 
 
I should have said the ViVACE looks and reads great. It’s a tribute to your inspi-
ration, imagination and determination. You are amazing! 
 
Love, Jim”

I welcome the opportunity to publish Jim’s final ViVACE submission, Los 
Cuervos de Maria, along with a compilation of his work from previous is-
sues: Kooks and Grannies (2009), My Grandfather, the Jewfisherman (2010) 
and Saved by Sabu (2012).

Speaking of being saved, in my extensive search for an engaging image to 
grace this issue’s cover, I called upon another former colleague Karyn R. 
Millet. Since our meeting in the 1990s, Millet has reached the pinnacle of 
recognition as a professional photographer.

In her brief biography for the Contributors’ page, she offers the following:

 “After a fulfilling career in PR and publishing, Millet picked up a camera in 
2002 and never looked back. Her work has appeared in House Beautiful, Tra-
ditional Home, Interiors, California Home + Design and Conde Nast Traveller 
to name a few.  Photographic campaigns also include locations such as The 

Beverly Hills Hotel, Montage Resorts, The Grand Del Mar, Sea Island Spa and 
The Beverly Hilton. She has had four solo shows for her photographic artwork 
which generated press coverage in The Los Angeles Times, Los Angeles Confi-
dential and Angeleno. A winner of the acclaimed “Stars of Design” Award for 
Photography, Millet photographed The Well-Dressed Home (Clarkson Potter) 
and introduced her fouth title, The Accidental Photographer: Dare to Do Some-
thing Different (amazon.com) in January 2013. Artist Francis Davis Millet who 
perished on The Titantic, was her great great uncle”. 

When I reached out to Karyn to inquire if she’d be interested in submitting 
photography for ViVACE 4’s cover, she didn’t hesitate. I was quickly a recip-
ient of three diverse images of Paris. The one I selected possesses a unique 
perspective of Versailles. Upon receipt I quickly inquired if there was a title 
for the piece, she replied: 

“The image doesn’t have a name but it does have a ‘story’. I took myself to Paris 
a few summers ago and hadn’t been to Versailles in 20 years. The day I went it 
was a mad house, everyone shoulder to shoulder shuffling through the rooms. 
Somehow I got caught in the middle of a German school group and I couldn’t see 
anything, let alone find anything at all to take a picture of. I slowly made my way 
out of the pack of students and got some air near a window. ‘Voila’ my shot came 
to me!”

Now, ViVACE 4 is coming to you. Perhaps, you will experience an epiphany 
while pondering this diversified aesthetic literary journey that is rich in imag-
ery and human experiences.

Enjoy!

-Christine Neilson



TRIBUTE to JIM HAYES



Jim Hayes
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“Always look forward to seeing you all, God willing
and the Greeks don’t default. - Peace, Jim”



Kind Recognitions

Jay Alling  
 
To a very special friend & mentor: 
 
You once wrote me that if you throw a pebble into a pond you never know what 
shores the ripples will touch. Your guidance has been a continual blessing in the 
waters of my life. It has influenced every aspect of my career, touched hundreds 
of associates and countless readers who never had the gift of knowing you per-
sonally. You also said, “The 10 greatest words ever written were ‘In the begin-
ning God created the heaven and the Earth.’ ” Thank the Lord for Mr. James H. 
Hayes.

Tom Bolton 

I was never one of Jim Hayes journalism students, and we never really worked 
together, and yet I consider him a friend and a mentor. 

I’m grateful our paths crossed professionally through his writing-coaching efforts 
and his undying support of quality journalism. 

I certainly have benefitted over the years from the guidance he provided to 
many of my colleagues, which is evidenced by the countless testimonials he has 
received here of late. 

I’ve particularly appreciated Jim’s quiet support for my latest foray into the 
realm of online news. It meant a lot when you would “like” our posts on Face-
book -- knowing he was doing it mainly to help Noozhawk.com get more traffic 
and succeed in this challenging new endeavor. 
 
Just wanted to say thank you -- for myself and for journalists everywhere.



Deborah Cash ■

Hi Mr. Hayes, it’s Deborah. I know you said to call you Jim but I always felt 
more comfortable with Mr. Hayes, so sorry. When I saw your photo on the front 
page of this morning’s Tribune, I thought, “Well, I’ve had that photo in my office 
(until I retired at the end of last year) and now in my home office [it was from the 
party held for you at Embassy Suites back in the last century!] On the flip side, 
is you with the quarters in your eyes “demonstrating what you should really do 
with “25 cent words!” Over the years, I’m sure my staff and others were tired 
of me explaining why punctuation (it’s v its) is important along with all the 
other rules of grammar; the story in today’s paper upholds what I’ve continued 
to preach, always wondering if anyone ever “got it” as much as I did when you 
taught us. You also taught me about “thick skin” when I was so upset that some-
one criticized an article I wrote in the Mustang Daily. I was shocked, shocked! 
that such a thing would happen and you basically shared that such is life when 
you put your views, opinions and yourself ‘out there.’ While I never really liked 
the shots some people took, I always remembered that you said as long as I did 
what I felt was right, that was what mattered. I’m sorry we didn’t make our lunch 
last year when you got caught in the rain but you are in my heart and in my work 
and your photo will remain on my desk as long as I’m a journalist, which of 
course will be forever. Thanks too for the extra point that time...I love you! 
God, I hope I didn’t make any mistakes here like the time I wrote about 10 - 12 
foot swells in Pismo and you wrote, in red, “Really?”

Steve Chum ■

There isn’t a newsroom from Redding to San Diego and dozens of points in 
between that doesn’t have a Jim Hayes disciple knee deep in the craft of report-
ing, writing and editing. And, it’s not just newspapers. Jim’s lessons about the 
business of news gathering and compelling story telling extends to scores who 
are also plying the trade in television and radio and even the digital space. I’d 
wager an Irish whiskey that few individuals, if anyone, have had the impact on 
so many California journalists as Jim. The breadth and depth of his influence is 
profound and, perhaps, unprecedented. The Hayes family tree of journalists, pho-
tographers, communicators and educators towers over our industry like no other. 
Even now, his greatest gift, connecting his followers through a shared passion 
for prose, is at work as many of us seek comfort communicating with each other 
about a man whose life has been a compass for us all. He taught me to tee the 
ball high, take a big swing and don’t look back. I’m grateful for his wisdom and 
his friendship. I will always cherish the red ink and the words on my copy, “see 
me.” Thank you  Jim.

Michael Harris ■

I never had the pleasure of being one of Jim Hayes’ journalism students. I just 
worked with him at the Telegram-Tribune, kept in touch for 30 more years, 
played golf with him, talked about literature, love and other Big Questions, and 
enjoyed his company in all seasons. But maybe I didn’t miss much. What we 
remember about extraordinary teachers isn’t what they taught us but who they 
were. And who was Jim Hayes? He was one of the Wise People whom, if we’re 
lucky, we run across three or four times in our lives. Jim wasn’t always wise, 
I imagine. He had his early hard-drinking, nomadic years, made mistakes and 
could have lost his way. But he was always fundamentally sane and good-heart-
ed, and these attributes, along with intelligence and talent, carried him through. 
As all too few of us do, he learned. He became wise -- without ever losing his 
Irish wit or his gift for fun. And I’ll always be grateful.

Glenna Luschei ■

Could it be true?  Did we really raise our wine glasses to “senoritas en bicicletas” 
that afternoon visiting Jim Hayes?.  Probably, because every visit with Jim was a 
fiesta, plus an adventure.  The time before that, after we ate shrimp in Morro Bay, 
our car broke down in a driving rain storm and Mrs. Hayes had to taxi us to San 
Luis Obispo.  Fortunately, we weren’t on bicicletas.

Unlike many contributors to Jim’s memories, I was not one of his students so 
I never got an F from him or even a word of criticism. He was my protector.  
Oh well, yes, my hero. During the Bicentennial celebrations in San Luis Obis-
po, Solo Press projects began pulling in grants from the National Endowment of 
the Arts: grants for mural paintings, for poetry and jazz festivals, for Solo Press 
books and magazines. I thought San Luis Obispo would be pleased but many 
viewed us with suspicion or even outrage.   What!  The National Endowment of 
the Arts supporting the Arts! We were not the Mozart Festival or the Arts Mu-
seum though but a rag-tag group of poets, painters, and actors calling ourselves 
Solo Flight who met upstairs in the Tower Building in full view of the communi-
ty.

Whenever our funding was attacked by our critics, Jim and Michael Harris, my 
companion in the Hayes visits, stood up for us in the press.  That was a long time 
ago.  Our camaraderie has persisted through the years , the need for funding long 
since met.  Still, I will always cherish the example of Jim and Michael standing 
up for that wild and fledgling enterprise, adventure through and through.



Robert Reynolds ■

Jim, the vote is in: you are the most beloved man in California! I have been 
reading all the comments mostly from your former students. Remember when 
we were all fired up to write a book about California? The book never got off 
the ground, but we sure had a great time driving all over California looking for 
research. Actually, we finally got a book sponsored by Cal Poly. I did the art and 
you created the words. Can’t be any better than that! During the early days at 
Cal Poly, I remember you driving to the Telegram-Tribune early in the morning 
before classes started, to edit the newspaper before it was sent out. You are the 
greatest and I remember how excited we both were when we both won the Dis-
tinguish Teaching Award. Those were great days. You have so many past students 
that went on to great success and it has been joyful to read their comments to 
you.

Susane Rotalo ■

As a mentor, friend, and obvious exemplary writer, Jim Hayes cannot be com-
pared to anyone else.  Breaking bread and drinking wine with Jim and Ellen 
never failed to be exuberating, enlightening, and almost spiritual; it left me 
wanting to be a better writer as well as human being.  I loved having him critique 
my writing, photography, and my life because I never doubted he would be 
honest and fair in his judgment.  None of us is enthusiastic about exposing our 
shortcomings, facing our flaws, or accepting our favorite piece of writing as not-
so-hot. Yet, if any critique was from Jim’s mouth or pen, no matter how brutal, it 
was welcomed as sincere truth, and re-writes soon followed.  
I am not only a better writer because of Jim Hayes, I am a better, more honest, 
loving person because of his example.  His kindness, patience, and pure joy in 
his art will carry with me for the rest of my life.  What a legacy to know you 
are loved and appreciated and so many others have gained and flourished from 
your existence.  I don’t think there are any words in any language that would do 
justice to thank you, Jim, but, my heart knows.

A.j. Schuermann ■

More than anyone else, Jim Hayes inspired me to work in the field of education, 
to be a mentor to young people, and to tell a good story. My only regret was not 
ever taking a class from him, but I learned more than he may have known during 
my time at the Mustang Daily. And I was at the Mustang Daily in some capac-
ity from 1985-2002. I’m an Academic Dean now, and I teach math, but all my 
students have learned more from me because of Jim.

Articles

By Maria L. La Ganga
Los Angeles Times

PERSPECTIVE

For a dying wordsmith, some lovingly crafted lines
Jim Hayes, 88, has been an editor, professor and writing coach who instilled in 
his students an insistence on accuracy and an appreciation for storytelling.
Now they are using their skills to write about him.

LOS OSOS, Calif. — He led an active electronic life, so the cyber silence was 
ominous. No emails. No posts to any of the thousand-plus friends on Facebook. 
When word finally surfaced, it wasn’t from him.

“If you have noticed Jim’s absence from Facebook, there is a reason. He has 
been doing poorly for a week or so ... and yesterday they detected a mass in his 
brain. Having elected to have no extraordinary medical measures, he is at home 
in Los Osos and we are waiting for hospice to come.”

The Jan. 12 posting by Dayle Hayes about her 88-year-old father, Jim, shows 
once more how the Internet has changed the American way of death. Last sum-
mer, NPR journalist Scott Simon live-tweeted his mother’s decline and eventual 
demise, captivating his million-plus followers. Online death announcements and 
memorial sites have become routine.

The announcement about Hayes spurred what amounts to an ongoing, real-time, 
interactive wake for a gregarious man in his final months. It has music, videos 
and testimonials that are remarkable, not just for what they say, but for how they 
say it.



Social media is best known for unfiltered communication, liberally sprinkled 
with LOLs, IMHOs and hackneyed emoticons. But Hayes’ electronic tribute is 
as grammatical as it is heartfelt. Words are spelled correctly. Facts are checked. 
Sentences and thoughts are cogent and complete.

In life, Hayes was an editor, a professor and a coach who nurtured generations of 
writers. Through the years, these men and women have worked for media outlets 
as varied as the New York Times, National Public Radio, the Billings (Mont.) 
Gazette and the Los Angeles Times.

In death, which creeps nearer every day, Hayes is bringing hundreds of people 
together online to do what mourners everywhere do — though generally in 
person and after the fact: Comfort one another in the face of loss. Celebrate a life 
well lived. Reconnect.

But Hayes was a teacher first and foremost, so the conversation unfolding on his 
two Facebook pages is also about the lessons that changed his grateful students’ 
lives: How to write. How to think. How to tell a good story. And how to be a 
human being, even while writing about horrific events under the pressure of 
deadline.

As one former student at Cal Poly San Luis Obispo put it: “During one of your 
classes … while we were reviewing coverage of some current disaster, you 
had us pass around a list of the victims and read off the names of the dead. The 
lesson — to think and feel beyond the body count — stuck with me from there 
forward.”

Each day, new posts come in. Each day, if Hayes is up for it, family members 
read them aloud.

The Jan. 19 note from former student Liz Currie is one of Ellen Hayes’ favor-
ites, she said not long after her husband of nearly 50 years entered hospice care, 
probably because it is one of the few she has been able to read aloud without 
dissolving into tears.

The entry is equal parts rueful and funny and underscores one of Hayes’ cardinal 
rules: A misspelled word or a butchered name earned a story an automatic “F,” 
scrawled in red across the top of the page.

“I don’t think I had ever received an ‘F’ before enrolling in my first class with 
Jim Hayes,” Currie wrote. “After receiving a series of  F’s on assignments due 
to carelessness, I was determined to prove to Mr. Hayes that I could meet his 
standards.”

Before handing in her next assignment, Currie double- and triple-checked each 
word. But when the story came back, it was marked with what she described as 
“the dreaded ‘See me.’ “

“I marched into his office, where he burst out laughing and handed me a bag of 
potato chips,” she wrote. “In my effort to be clever in the piece, I had worked 
in a Mother Goose reference but instead of typing ‘Mother Goose,’ I had typed 
‘Granny Goose.’ Perhaps I had been hungry at the time.”

Although the crimson marks have become a badge of honor, Hayes’ students 
learned about much more than just spelling, as Susan Oto wrote last month.

“Mr. Hayes told me to check your facts,” Oto wrote. “Always. Because some 
people really do spell their name ‘Joens.’ If you can’t get that right, why should 
anybody trust you to get the school board budget right or what the police say the 
guy did or what the farmer really did say about his crops?”

Just over a year ago, Hayes came down with norovirus, a gastrointestinal ail-
ment. When his temperature rose sharply, son Jason, who lives with his parents, 
raced him to the emergency room. Unrelated but even more serious problems 
were detected.

“CT scan found nodules on my lungs, but I rebelled at a biopsy,” Hayes ex-
plained in a Facebook exchange three months later. “Too risky for a weak 
87-year-old, and besides, if they found malignancy, I would have rejected sur-
gery, chemo and radiation.

“Aggressive treatment is for the young,” Hayes continued. “I’ve had a long, 
joyful ride and hope to exit smiling. Don’t expect to read my obit any time soon; 
I have much to do.”

But early this year, Hayes fell down — more than once. On Jan. 11, he awoke 
disoriented. Middle son Josh, a hospice nurse who lives in Oakland, counseled 
a return to the emergency room. The nodules had grown and spread to Hayes’ 
frontal lobe.

And now the family waits, making him comfortable, sharing the latest thank-
yous that pour in.

Bodhi, one of Hayes’ cats, stalked invisible prey on the balcony outside his 
bedroom window. The Santa Lucia Mountains were obscured by haze. The room 
was quiet, except for Hayes’ raspy, difficult breathing.



He talked about the best writers he has known, colleagues, friends, the men and 
women he mentored. About the mark of a good story.

“If it makes you cry once,” he said, “it’s good. If it makes you cry twice, it’s 
great.”

(Permission granted by LA Times editorial to republish March 19, 2014 article)

By Katharine Gore

“Admiration fills veteran storyteller’s final chapter”

Joanne Sbranti-Estrada remembers the first time she met Jim Hayes. It was 1976 
and she had just transferred to the Cal Poly (San Luis Obispo)  journalism pro-
gram from another college. She’d been an editor and worked at three newspapers 
prior to Cal Poly, and she was confident in her writing skills.

Hayes, who was teaching an upper-division reporting class, told her if she did 
well in the class’s first assignment, she only had to attend for the first week and 
would get an “A” for the quarter. Sbranti-Estrada worked hard on the assignment 
and was feeling like “hot stuff” when she handed it over to Hayes.

“He ripped me up one side and down the other,” Sbranti-Estrada said. “But it 
was in a way that was really showing me how I could have written and made it 
better.”

Estrada said the experience made her realize how much she had to learn.

Within two weeks of graduation, Sbranti-Estrada landed her first full-time re-
porting job and has worked for newspapers since, spending the past 25 years as a 
reporter for The Modesto Bee.

Sbranti-Estrada, like many others, is spending time remembering Hayes, who 
taught journalism at Cal Poly for 24 years, from 1969 to 1992, and worked as 
the journalism department chair for two years beginning in 1986. Now in his 
late 80s, the former professor and writing coach for newspapers such as The Los 
Angeles Times has been diagnosed with terminal cancer. He has decided against 
treatment and is on home hospice care in Los Osos, CA.

When word spread of his declining health, stories and kind words poured into his 
home, as well as a “We Love Jim Hayes” Facebook group.

“No matter where Mr. Hayes was on campus, people gathered around him,” 
Sbranti-Estrada said. “He told great stories about his days as a reporter, and most 
of those tales had some kind of poignant point.”

The red pen

If Hayes’ students misspelled a word or made a typo, they got an automatic “F” 
on the assignment and a note that said “See me!” to explain why they failed the 
assignment.

Mark Looker, the former student of Hayes who created the “We Love Jim 
Hayes” Facebook group, said the “See me!” notes are among the many things the 
group’s more than 360 followers remember about Hayes.

“What Jim Hayes taught me was the importance of accuracy, and I think that’s 
what stuck with a lot of us all of these years,” Looker said.

Looker graduated from Cal Poly with a journalism degree in 1976. Hayes helped 
him get his second job in journalism at a small weekly newspaper, and they kept 
in touch over time. Hayes, the first director for the Brock Center of Agricultural 
Communication at Cal Poly, got Looker involved on the industry advisory coun-
cil at the Brock Center.

“The thing about Jim is he always kept up on everything, and so once Facebook 
came about, he got on it,” Looker said.

After Hayes’ diagnosis, people started to exchange stories about him on Face-
book. Looker set up the group to share stories.

Hayes’ daughter Dayle Hayes said her father never sought the spotlight and was 
often embarrassed by the attention he received. The Facebook group was no 
different.

“I’ll tell you … he wasn’t exactly thrilled about the idea, and when I told him 
about it, he kind of gave me a look,” Looker said. “And I said, ‘Well, I’m going 
to do it anyway, because it’s a great way to share stories.’”

Jeanette Trompeter, now the evening news anchor and a reporter at KSBY-TV in 
San Luis Obispo, is another one of Hayes’ former students. She said there isn’t 
anyone she went to school with and took a class with Jim Hayes who didn’t get 
an “F” and “See me!” note at one point.

“He figured if you can’t get someone’s name right, how can anyone trust you to 
get the details of the story right?” Trompeter said.



But the students always got a lesson out of their “See me!” notes, Trompeter 
said.

Dayle said her father values accuracy in all aspects of his life.

“He is, although some of these things are starting to slip now, fastidious, in terms 
of how he dressed, remembered people’s birthday’s … all those kinds of things,” 
Dayle said.

Now, Dayle said, Hayes has five grandchildren, and he’s interested in their sto-
ries and experiences.

“It’s all about the story,” Dayle said.

Meeting his expectations

Sbranti-Estrada said Hayes always made her feel as if she was his favorite stu-
dent. She didn’t realize until many years later that he made many of his students 
feel that way.

“He was more than an adviser,” Sbranti-Estrada said. “He was an inspiration, a 
mentor and a friend.”

Trompeter said Hayes had a unique skill of instilling fear in his students, while 
simultaneously causing them to want to please him.

“There was a definite intimidation factor with him,” Trompeter said. “I don’t 
know that I — or most colleagues that I’ve talked to over the last few months — 
ever felt like we were worthy or like we could meet his expectations. However, 
he had a way of correcting you and giving you the confidence when you walked 
out the door that if you gave it your best, you could be good.”

Trompeter said he didn’t have much patience for idiocy in any way.

“If you weren’t going to try and you really didn’t care, he didn’t have much use 
for you,” Trompeter said. “You either had the hunger to be a writer or a journalist 
or you didn’t, and if you had the hunger, he’d work on the skills with you.”

Trompeter said writing didn’t come naturally to her, but Hayes influenced her 
more than any person in her life when it came to writing.

Hayes also taught his students how to ask the right questions. He would pretend 
to be a source and have the students act as reporters and ask him questions — 
then point out the important questions that they missed.

Looker said Hayes’ legacy is his approach to journalism ethics.

“He taught people about how important it is to be accurate, to be fair, to work 
hard and get your story done,” Looker said. “And I think that’s just as relevant 
today as it was back when he was teaching.”

Sbranti-Estrada, Looker, Trompeter and Dayle said Hayes kept in contact with 
his students and had a broad network of people that he mentored, talked to and 
spent time with for decades.

Family and fans

Since he elected to not get treatment, Hayes has been receiving hospice care at 
home for almost three months. He has a caretaker who comes in at night, but his 
five children care for him in rotating shifts every day.

“The two youngest siblings who live here have mainly done the heavy lifting,” 
Dayle said of Jason and Kelly Hayes. Dayle lives in Montana and travels to Los 
Osos regularly to care for her father. Hayes’ other sons, Joshua and Patrick, also 
come when they can.

“We are all tremendously dedicated to him, just like the fans,” Dayle said.

Dayle said the outpouring of support, affection and gratitude has been wonder-
ful and heartwarming for the family. She reads her father the stories his former 
students post on Facebook.

“He, at this point, is no longer able to read, which is very sad for someone whose 
life depended on words and reading,” Dayle said.

If every college had a Jim Hayes…

Trompeter said Cal Poly needs to value professors like Hayes, who can teach as 
well as give students insight into the world outside college.

“It’s a Learn By Doing school, and I was better equipped to get into journalism 
because I had a professor like Jim Hayes who taught me real-world skills and 
expectations,” Trompeter said.

Hayes worked at the San Francisco Chronicle, The Fresno Bee and the Evening 
Star in Washington, D.C. before he taught at Cal Poly, so he came with authority 
and knowledge.

“I just think if every college had a Jim Hayes, the world would be full of a lot of 
higher-quality journalists than it is today,” Trompeter said.



Looker said Hayes embodies all the good things about journalism.

“He helped create the great journalism program, and it is just as strong now as it 
has ever been,” Looker said.

Sbranti-Estrada said Cal Poly faculty need to commit to students and put them 
first, like Hayes did. Teachers, she said, should make it their life’s work to inspire 
their students to achieve.

“When I think ‘Cal Poly,’” Sbranti-Estrada said, “I think of Jim Hayes.”

(Republished with permission of Cal Poly Mustang News editorial staff. Writer Katharine 
Gore is a journalism student and a Mustang News contributor. This article was published 
on May 7, 2014)

By Jeanette Trompeter
KSBY-TV

Professor Hayes: The Final Assignment

Oh, the pressure of high expectations. I’ve been feeling it for a few weeks now 
after getting assigned to do a story on my former Cal Poly professor, Jim Hayes. 
It’s not easy doing any kind of project on the person whose opinion matters most 
to you on the given subject. And for me when it comes to the subjects of writ-
ing or journalism, that man is Jim Hayes. It’s like commissioning an apprentice 
artist to paint a masterpiece that encompasses the life, talents, and influences of 
Michelangelo on the world of art. Good luck with that.

But 88-year-old Jim Hayes has a story worth telling. And so I will try, because 
I want people who weren’t lucky enough to know this man to get a sense of the 
impacts a life well-lived can have.

Jim is dying from what doctors believe is brain cancer. Yet even as he drifts in 
and out at home in Hospice care, lessons from him keep coming.

Jim taught me and journalists of multiple generations to find, research and craft a 
story. His tough standards, and high-expectations of anyone aiming to call them-
selves a journalist have given his alumni the abilities to succeed in a business 
that is tough to break into, and even harder in which to make a mark.

At least part of his legacy will be the tough love he doled out and the difference 
it made. “Students seemed to really want to perform for him.” said Dr. Randall 

Murray, former department head of the Journalism Department at Cal Poly. “You 
know he had something that drew students out, that they wanted to do well for 
him.”

Tales and testimony about his role as professor and coach are being well doc-
umented these days: An article in the Los Angeles Times, stories by former 
students like me, and a Facebook page created in his honor. A book is even in the 
works. Ever hear that saying “If you’re going to be a bear, you might as well be a 
Grizzly?” Jim was a Grizzly.

“The L.A. Times would bring him in to coach their own editorial staff,” said 
former Telegram-Tribune reporter and Jim Hayes alum Tom Fulks.

Former student and Sacramento political reporter Kevin Riggs pointed out Jim’s 
enormous impact on the shaping of news coverage in this country. “Because his 
students populate news rooms now from coast to coast,” he said.

One of the first problems I had in doing this story is how personally connected 
I am to it, and feeling the need to be up front about that. I adore this man. He is 
largely why pursued a career in Journalism. He has shaped who I am today in 
more ways than how I am as a reporter. But right off the bat, I faced the reality of 
Jim’s high expectations.

“Well putting (or) inserting yourself into a story is probably one of the most 
egregious offenses that he ever took issue with,” said Fulks. “He was a tough son 
of a gun” affirmed Dr. Murray.

Even Jim acknowledged the challenge of the task my boss had given me. FIRST 
he rolled his eyes, calling all the attention of late “embarrassing.”

Then, he upped the ante, instructing me to do more than find people to sing his 
praises, but find an enemy or two. “The people who love you have their reasons,” 
he explained. “So do your enemies, and both are valid.” Even on his deathbed, 
profound words of wisdom were just rolling off his tongue.

As I left him I realized I had received something else that made my heart smile: 
a final assignment from my mentor ... one he thought might be kind of “fun” for 
both of us. “Find the dark side of Jim Hayes,” he challenged with a twinkle in his 
eye as he struggled to lean forward and meet me eye-to-eye. Of course he would 
hand out a nearly impossible one.
What has unfolded since news of his decline spread is an outpouring of apprecia-
tion for the man. “If every American journalist practicing today had been through 
the ‘Jim Hayes School of Journalism’ at Cal Poly, American journalism wouldn’t 
have the (poor) reputation it has today,” said Fulks when asked about the impacts 
of Jim’s teachings.



Even one of Jim’s former supervisors said he has been blown away by the posts 
on the “We Love Jim Hayes” Facebook page. “It’s unbelievable. Never seen 
anything like this in my life.” said Dr. Nishan Havandjian, former Department 
Head of the Journalism Department at Cal Poly, and one of the people Jim could 
butt heads with.

But Havandjian said even in arguments, Jim was dignified. “Extremely digni-
fied,” he added. “He didn’t like people who just didn’t try to do their best who 
just settled for the lowest common denominator.”

Those high expectations led Jim’s alumni to some of the best newsrooms in 
the country. “I give Jim Hayes such credit for giving me the foundation to do a 
broadcast journalism career for so many years that I loved.” said Riggs.

Almost all of the statements of appreciation for the “Hayes Influence” come with 
painful tales of lessons learned.

“I have been under the impression that I was the only one who got an ‘F’ on a 
major paper. He gave me an ‘F’ on my Reporting 2 final!” said Tom Fulks with 
a sense of pride decades later. “I misspelled Nikita Khrushchev, the spelling 
of which I got from the department head of the Cal Poly history program. It 
knocked me down from an ‘A’ to a ‘B’ in the most important class for my pro-
gram. It was a lesson I will never forget.” he said.

Fulks is hardly alone in wearing such failing marks from Jim as a badge of honor 
in hindsight. “I got the red F for mis-spelling a name,” recalled Dave Wilcox, 
another alum and former Telegram-Tribune reporter.

Riggs even kept the paper that earned him an F. “Back then Cal Poly was apart of 
what they called the C-S-U-C system. Now it’s just C-S-U, but back then it was 
California State University and Colleges System. I pluralized university.” Riggs 
chuckled as he remembered. “I got that ‘F’ and a ‘see me’ across the top and I 
was petrified.” But like the others, Riggs says the tough standards worked. “Al-
though he was tough, he also was constructive and productive because he wanted 
you to remember the lesson and to do well.”

Jim Hayes has always felt the title of journalist came with huge responsibility. 
“Well he would give you an ‘F’ if you misspelled a proper pronoun. Period!” said 
Fulks. “He always said ‘If you can’t get the name right, why are readers going to 
think you can get the more difficult details right?’” Wilcox explained.

Jim’s expectations also came with a profound gift: His confidence you could do 
better. “So you walk in there totally intimidated, and then you walk out realizing, 
‘Hey, I can do this.’” said Wilcox.

The lessons didn’t all focus about writing. There were pop current events quizzes 
at least once a week, and mock interviews aimed at teaching us to ask the right 
questions, the ones that were usually the least obvious. There simply wasn’t any 
phoning it in with Jim Hayes as teacher.

Jim’s toughness and drive likely evolved at an early age. Born in 1925 in South 
Pasadena, he contacted Polio as a child. His mother, a nurse recognized it early 
and got him vaccinated. He got through it without too many long-term physical 
ailments. “Except I could never run,” said Jim when asked about it.

He entered the military before he graduated high school. “I went to the Ju-
nior-Senior Prom and took a gallon of Port and mixed it with soda and sold it for 
25-cents a shot,” he explained. “The school administrators didn’t appreciate it 
too much when they found me passed out in front of the school and they kicked 
me out.”

He managed to get enlisted in the Navy underage. He says he was 16 when he 
went to boot camp in San Diego. He spent all his time in the South Pacific in 
World War II, and was what was then referred to as a “Frog Man” or combat 
diver.

He received a Purple Heart after getting caught in the water in the middle of a 
battle between ships, and almost dying. While his kids say he never talked much 
about it, they do remember how he could hold his breath for 3-minutes under-
water when he took them swimming at Cuesta College pool. “He would chal-
lenge us to swim two laps with only two or three breaths, and then he’d sit at the 
bottom of the pool and wait, and the lifeguards would often get a little worried.” 
said Dayle Hayes, Jim’s daughter.

After the war he was stationed in Tokyo and did a lot of writing for an admiral. 
He also did some writing for the Stars and Stripes newspaper. Jim eventually got 
his high-school degree, and undergraduate degrees from both Fresno State and 
San Jose State before a masters in journalism from the University of Florida.

He taught at universities from Minnesota to Cairo, before taking the job at Cal 
Poly in 1969. When he did so, he brought years of experience as a journalist.

“He’s a master teacher and when you are an administrator and have a resource 
like that you just ... you just let that run you know and you bask in that glory,” 
said Dr. Murray.

As for Jim’s instructions to find his dark side? “Oh, I don’t think there is one. If 
there is one I haven’t seen it. He’s hid it well,” said Dr. Havandjian.



Jim did struggle with alcohol early in his career and talked openly with it about 
students, again using his life stories to teach rather than impress anyone.

He had two previous marriages before marrying his current wife Ellen in 1964. 
One of his previous marriages ended with the death of his wife, another with a 
divorce. Jim and Ellen will be married 50 years this summer.

I wasn’t able to find a real dark side of any sort. The closest I could come was his 
passionate defense of principles in which he believed. “Well I’m sure I have not 
only one, but many,” he said to me when I reported I failed my final assignment.

But he didn’t offer up any, either. Not because he was hiding anything, I believe, 
but simply because he was too tired to talk anymore. That, and it really was MY 
job to find it as the reporter. “You really shouldn’t even need to be talking to me 
if you do your job right,” he pointed out.

He was right. I could get all the information about him I needed if I had talked to 
the right people, asked the right questions, checked the right sources. But I’d take 
one more failing grade from Jim Hayes if it meant a few more minutes with him, 
and the kind of wisdom you don’t find elsewhere.

I can’t do the story of Jim Hayes justice ... in a few minutes on T.V. or now as I 
bang out this web version 30-minutes before air-time. But it being told through 
the lives he changed.

“I think you just sometimes you get really lucky in life and you don’t know it at 
the time, but that was certainly the case when I walked into Jim Hayes classroom 
at Cal Poly all those years ago,” said Riggs.

“There are so many protégés of Jim Hayes that we will continue to teach young 
people what the principles of good solid journalism: Again, it’s honesty, honor, 
professionalism, dignity.” said Fulks.

Leave it to Jim Hayes to construct a beautiful ending without ever writing a 
word.

(Permission granted to publish transcript of KSBY TV, May 5, 2014 7:48 p.m. broadcast)

***A multitude of continued praises may be viewed at “We Love Jim Hayes” on
Facebook.com

SNIPPETS



EDITOR’S NOTE 

	  

The first point of business for ViVACE 4’s introduction is the recognition 
of my beloved friend, mentor and fellow writer Cal Poly Professor Emeritus 
Jim Hayes, 88, who at the time of this publication is in Hospice Care 
dying of cancer. 

My heart is filled with admiration for Jim Hayes. He has been a beacon of 
light in my life for over two decades. But, as you’ll read in the 
collection of accolades in the following Tribute, I am joined by a 
community of Hayes admirers from all walks of life and all corners of this 
planet. 

Everyone needs someone in your corner when you are stretching your 
intellectual limits and Jim was my “spotter”. He served as Co-Chair of my 
Master’s Degree Committee from 1997-2000. In 2000, he focused his critical 
eye on the content of a community newspaper where I served as the managing 
editor.  And, not to be forgotten, I was honored to be his lunch date on 
occasional afternoon outings where we’d dine at the Garden Café in Los 
Osos followed by a cruise down to Morro Bay’s “rock” to watch the surfers.  

In 2008, during the inception of ViVACE Literary Magazine, he offered 
support by generously submitting his nonfiction short stories for 
publication. Later, in 2010, he agreed to write the Foreword for ViVACE 2: 
A Tribute to George Hitchcock. 

In Jim’s opening to the Foreword, he pulls no punches: 

“First a disclaimer: I am not a regular writer of Forewords. Truth be 
told, this is my very first, I was flattered and proud when ViVACE’s 
founder and managing editor, Christine Neilson, asked to write this one 
for the literary journal’s second issue. I was humbled, too, when she 
gently chided me in an email for misspelling my assignment as a “forward”. 
That sent me, straightway, to Google and thence to the Online Free 
Dictionary. There I learned that the noun “foreword” is a literal 
translation of the German Vorwort ‘preface or an introductory note, as for 
a book, especially by a person other than the author’.” 

Paragraphs later, he concludes: 

“But enough about me; you’re here to read ViVACE. 

If you’re like me, you’ll begin at the first page and read and relish 
every word, linger over the photographs and illustrations, and be 
refreshed by the insights and imagination of the fascinating friends that 
have gathered in Christine Neilson’s salon. 



Take my word for it: You’re always welcome at ViVACE.” 

After publication, ViVACE 2 was delivered to Jim’s home. Upon opening the 
issue to read his Foreword and short story “My Grandfather, the 
Jewfisherman”, his editorial eye landed on a grammatical error. He sent me 
an email immediately. Embarrassed, I quickly responded with an apologetic 
note.  

The next day, in true Hayes’ gentlemanly style, he wrote me: 

 “... dear Christine. I was distressed to find a typo in the top of my story fragment and reacted impolitely. 
Forgive me and let me buy you breakfast as atonement for ill manners. 
 
I should have said the ViVACE looks and reads great. It's a tribute to your inspiration, imagination and 
determination. You are amazing! 
 
Love, Jim” 
I welcome the opportunity to publish Jim’s final ViVACE submission, Los 
Cuervos de Maria, along with a compilation of his work from previous 
issues: Kooks and Grannies (2009), My Grandfather, the Jewfisherman (2010) 
and Saved by Sabu (2012). 

Speaking of being saved, in my extensive search for an engaging image 
to grace this issue’s cover, I called upon another former colleague 
Karyn R. Millet. Since our meeting in the early 1990s, Millet has 
reached the pinnacle of recognition as a professional photographer.	  

In her brief biography for the Contributors’ page, she offers “After a 
fulfilling career in PR and publishing, Millet picked up a camera in 2002 and 
never looked back. Her work has appeared in House Beautiful, Traditional 
Home, Interiors, California Home + Design and Conde Nast Traveller to name a 
few.  Photographic campaigns also include locations such as The Beverly Hills 
Hotel, Montage Resorts, The Grand Del Mar, Sea Island Spa and The Beverly 
Hilton. She has had four solo shows for her photographic artwork which 
generated press coverage in The Los Angeles Times, Los Angeles Confidential 
and Angeleno. A winner of the acclaimed “Stars of Design” Award for 
Photography, Millet photographed The Well-Dressed Home (Clarkson Potter) and 
introduced her fouth title, The Accidental Photographer: Dare to Do Something 
Different (amazon.com) in January 2013. Artist Francis Davis Millet who 
perished on The Titantic, was her great great uncle”.  

When I reached out to Karyn to inquire if she’d be interested in submitting 
photography for ViVACE 4’s cover, she didn’t hesitate. I was quickly a 
recipient of three diverse images of Paris. The one I selected possesses a 
unique perspective of Versailles. Upon receipt I quickly inquired if there 
was a title for the piece, she replied: 	  

“The image doesn't have a name but it does have a ‘story’. I took 
myself to Paris a few summers ago and hadn't been to Versailles in 20 



years. The day I went it was a mad house, everyone shoulder to 
shoulder shuffling through the rooms. Somehow I got caught in the 
middle of a German school group and I couldn't see anything, let alone 
find anything at all to take a picture of. I slowly made my way out of 
the pack of students and got some air near a window. ‘Voila' my shot 
came to me!”	  

Now, ViVACE 4 is coming to you. Perhaps, you will experience an 
epiphany while pondering this diversified aesthetic literary journey 
that is rich in imagery and human experiences.	  

Enjoy!	  

-Christine Neilson	  
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