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Walking in cities is different now
In the country, too
The way is longer,
The road is rougher
The slope steeper.
So we take taxis,
Or buses or trains
Or decide not to see that place
Or put it off for another day
Or just go home
And rest.
It doesn’t seem as important
To reach the top,
Starting out early
Makes little sense
When sitting and listening
To the falls
Satisfies.
So hold my hand
And we can wander slowly
Or stop and have a glass of wine
Watch people as they pass
Smell the wild garlic
And listen to the wind
It’s all so fine, my love,
Seeing it together,
Talking softly, or not at all
As white whales of clouds
Float across
A cobolt sea of sky.
Susan Wexler

Seasoned minds, known as the Seniors of
Today–Welcome to your space of personal
enrichment and sharing your stories to enrich
others.
This number’s theme –
In Praise of Slowness.

Rome, Italy from Susan Wexler’s Sketchbook

Susan Wexler, a long time
Stanford resident and painter, travelled extensively in Europe and the
Middle East, recording her experiences
in her Sketch-book. The accompanying
poem marks a new stage on such a
journey–of enjoying the moment, the
present view rather than rushing to see
‘everything.’
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Greetings Friends,
Here we are, adding Seasonedmind.org voice, your voice, dear reader, to the cacophony
of media voices. But we don’t tell you “how to” anything. We’are offering you other life’s content of meaning and beauty–in word and art.
We gather voices from different life experiences, to enrich ours. In a well wrought work
of art–writing or visual, an author’s free spirit is freeing us, enlarging us into a span of all possibilities. There’s no AI agent, algorithms–in anything we offer, just good writing/good art, all
products of organic intelligence for Adults, “young or older,” by Seasoned minds.
We invite the readers of the Seasoned Mind to participate like owners. Let the readership expand from every contributor and reader of Seasonedmind.org like circles around the
cast pebbles in the water, welling up to the horizon.
Vlasta Diamant, artist, author, editor, publisher
Liberté–enchantée!
Please, keep contributing your pieces, we are open and listening!
Writing–stories, poems, vignettes, jokes, anecdotes
Art–paintings, prints, photographs, drawings, sketches
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Revisiting “The Bicycle Thief,” Vittorio De Sica’s 1949 classic movie
Personal review

To watch this post-war neo-

realistic classic, we have to
atune our 21. C. high-tech
speed and violence sensibility
for a low-tech unemploymentpoverty-ridden worker ambiance of an Italian city like
Rome. On the horizon beckon
big housing projects–boxes of
modern anonimity in a barren
landscape. At a close-up view,
everywhere crowds are pulsing,
pushing and elbowing, whether
for jobs or trams–to get there…
So when her man gets a
chance at a poster-hanging job,
his wife sells their bed-sheets
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to release his bicycle from a
pawnshop, since a bike is required for this job. With that
ray of hope at life improvement, the man and his sevenyear-old son (who holds a
minor job at a gas station),
dressed in identical coveralls,
set out for their worksites.
Thus a simple plot with
sparse dialogue starts rolling.
When at the end of the day
father and son meet to go
home, father–without the
bicycle, which was stolen at
work, he is so beaten downphysically and emotionally, he

Vlasta Diamant, “Synchronicity,” monoprint 2004

doesn’t even tell the boy what
had happened. The boy mutely shares his father’s distress.
From then on, their search for
the bicycle develops their relationship.
Trying first to identify their
bike in a flea-market bursting
with second-hand and stolen
goods prooves futile; stolen
bikes are immediately taken
apart and sold for parts, or if
left whole, the frames are
painted over.
Searching further along,
they come to a tall bridge.The
father leaves the son to wait
while he goes down the stairs
to the river. Passing under the
vaults, voices of men sound,
someone is drowning. Spectator instinct pulls the man towards the voices, when he
realizes it could be his son,
whom he left desolate at the
top of the bridge. Now he runs
toward the men as they’re
lifting a teenager alive onto the
barge. Relieved, but worried,
he hurries back to where he
left his boy. The importance of
the bike loss pales before the
dread of a real tragedy. Coming to the stairs, there at the
top, the boy is sitting, waiting.
A sigh of relief, but this
continued on p.5
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My Cyclist Experiences by Darko Fischer (translated from Croatian)

My first encounter with a

bicycle was around ten. That
was toward the end of 40s of
the past century. In the then
Yugoslavia, there were almost
no bicycles, but the existing
ones had to have registration
plates like cars, to prevent
thefts!
I was lucky that my friend
and neighbor, the son of
Osijek1 mayor, that is a person
of a privileged status and
wealth, had an old children’s
bike. The wheels had no tires,
nevertheless, we, kids learned
how to ride on it. That lasted
no longer than when somebody stole my friend’s bike.
Luckily, somebody found out
the thief and returned the bike,
so we continued perfecting our
cycling mastery.
My first bike I got from my
grandmother for my 13th
birthday. It was a Bar Mitzva
present, although I did not
know it then (my Jewish identity woke up late in me). On that
bike I performed all kinds of
tricks. I could ride “hands-free”
and so turn around several
streets. Once I rode on a somewhat ‘trafficky’ road, although
then there were almost no cars,
when I heard a voice from

heaven: “Is that how you ride
a bike?” I turned around and
saw a police-car with a loudspeaker on top, following me.
Policemen, then called “milicajci”–militia men, stopped
me and asked for my documents. I had none. They followed me up to my house to
severely punish me, but in the
end, relented.
As I mentioned, bicycles
until the beginning of the 50s
had to have registration
plates. Then that law was
repealed and in a humorist
paper appeared a joke: “Bicycle owners, watch again the
movie “The bicycle thieves.”
Among the devilries we
performed on the bike was my
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friend’s invention: riding a
bike holding with the left
hand the right side of the
handle. That was as uncomfortable as it was dangerous,
because in such a grip our instinctive reactions are contrary
to the necessary moves. I
talked a friend into doing it,
with her ending up in a ditch
with a broken leg!
Later as an adult, I inherited my son’s bike. But I had a
passion for taking care of deserted bikes. Often around our
house rascals would leave half
broken-down bikes. To keep
our yard junk-free, I would
take such a bike and fix it, ride
it or I gave it to someone else.
I still got one such bike.

continued on p.5

A “well seasoned bike”
by Britt Bassoni

Osijek is a town in Northern Croatia on the river Drava close to its confluence
with Danube on the border with Hungary. An agricultural center, the town sits in
the Panonian plains, the breadbasket of Croatia, but compared to Zagreb, the
capital, it was like New Jersey to New York.

1
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“Cyclist Experiences” – continued from p.4

I often forgot bikes. One
morning I found out my bike
wasn’t there. I remembered
having ridden it to the bank on
the main street. I ran there,
and low and behold, the bike
was still there. During the
night the street-cleaners did
not collect the garbage, so I
found my bike intact.
I went everywhere on my
bike and since it was old and
unattractive, I never locked it.
Then I bought a better bike.
On my first ride, I left it unlocked. Of course, it vanished.
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Much later, in Zagreb, I
acquired a foldable bike,
which I could take on a bus
uphill to my house. That bike
I was locking, of course. Once
downtown, the lock on the
chain got stuck. I could not
work it. I happened to be held
up longer on business in the
house, where I left the bike.
When I came out, the bike
was gone. I bought right away
another one of the same
model.
I often fell off the bike.
The last two falls within two

years were perilous. First time
I broke a knee, second time a
hip. Now I slither along like a
snail, which cannot ride a
bike. My bikes are waiting for
my grandsons.

In the street again searching for the thief, the man
spies the old man, he had
briefly seen talking to the
thief, after the theft. Hot on
his heels, the man finds out
the thief’s address–in poor
workers’ quarters like his own.
He tracks down and confronts
the thief who denies being the
thief in question. A policeman is on hand, whom the
boy cleverly fetched. Furthermore, the alleged thief fakes a
seizure, thus solidifying his
neighbors’ defense around

him. The father sizes up the
situation: all around him the
familiar poverty, the thief’s
denial and his menacing
neighbors, worst of all–without witnesses to the theft,
what are his chances? Overcome by a mixture of hopelessness, compassion and resignation the man doesn’t press
charges.
To do justice to realism, De
Sica tossed in some situational
humor, when the boy readies
to pee at the wall, he’s interrupted by the calling father, al-

Darko Fischer
Darko Fischer is a retired
engineer, University professor
and the editor of the Jewish
“B’nai B’rit” on-line magazine,
in Zagreb, Croatia,
bnaibrith@hrdul.hr – with spare
time and humor to write his
own stories.

“The Bicycle thief” – continued from p.3

episode puts his bicycle fiasco
in perspetive.
Continuing their search,
the boy is tired and hungry and
father treats them both to a
modest bite and drink in a
pub. He even offers the boy a
glass of wine, a grown-up privilege. The man himself wants to
get drunk to forget his worries
and an anxious wife at home.
Pondering his loss, he lets the
boy add up the earnings he’d
lose with that job. Sharing thus
with his son, they become
comrades.

continued on p.6
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Bicycle thief–continued from p.5

ready moving on. The stress of
their loss and a need to remedy
it persists on.
Wandering on they reach a
stadium. Inside, a game is in
full swing, shouts and cheering
of the crowd, while outside a
massive jumble of bikes spreads
scattered under the trees. In
the man’s eyes, every unlocked
bike is a temptation, when
around the corner he spots a
single bike carelessly leant
against a door of a modern
house. He paces on the street
corner like on a threshold,
keeping an eye on the door,
while grappling with his conscience before his son. The boy
is sitting on the curb unaware,
waiting for their next move.
The game in the stadium
over, people rush out to their
bikes, and the man decides. He
turns around the corner to the
bike at the house-door, mounts
it to get off. Shocked, the boy
realizes, his father is stealing a
bike, and he runs after him.
But so does the bike owner
who coming out the door
shouts: “Thief, thief.” His
shouting brings men joining
the chase, building up to a
crowd, which overtakes and
knocks the father off the bike.
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Policeman is again on the
scene to carve out justice. The
bike owner, sizing up the situation, seeing the boy’s misery,does not press charges. Nevertheless, humiliated in tears,
hand in hand, the father and
the son face the night.
Both actors give their best
in the scene of the decision
making and a revelation,
when the father struggles with
his conscience and the son
with his incredulity at his
father, his idol, becoming a
thief. The camera pauses on
their faces poignantly.
Following the narrow amplitude of the leading motives
of the theft and the search,

existential truth, what matters
in life, becomes clear: bonding
and kinship. Above the squalor and mishap arches the
father–son bond, fortified
through the trial of their
search.
I recall my feeling of disbelief in 1970, when in the racks
in front of the Palo Alto Library, where I parked my newly
acquired bike, I found only
the chain left behind. Even
though this wasn’t a tragedy of
“neo-realistic” brand, it was
my reality, and it left an inner
scar of being violated in my
recently adopted country.
I could only hope the thief
had an existential need of the
bike greater than mine.
V.D.

Robert Ellingsen, “A man comforting a woman”
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A Poem and Artworks
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She is going to make it
I phoned Aunt Nonie after Uncle Mavis's funeral.
Aunt Nonie said she cries sometimes.
She got the boys to get the guns out of the house.
They said they didn't want her to remarry.
It wouldn't be too hard, she says, to find someone
with more money than she has.
She could give Larry and David their part,
and that would be that.
She gave the model railroad set away
and is throwing things out.
She's going to do what she wants if it’s
only for two weeks.
She couldn't even dust if Uncle Mavis was in a room.
He smoked cigars and had to sit with a can of room spray,
spraying once each time he blew smoke.
"That's marriage," he said. And he didn’t take care of himself.
My aunt tells me she wants the song "Star Dust" played during
her funeral, when they aren't doing other things.
Jerry Sexton

R. Ellingsen, City in the rain
Robert Ellingsen is a dedicated
Bay Area painter: colors galore, in
seascapes, cityscapes, flowers on
girls’ bosoms or in vases. There is
love and art for all.

Jerry Sexton is 79 years old and
lives in San Jose, CA. He received
an MFA in creative writing at the
age of 67, after returning to school
as a senior citizen. He now has a
published book of his poems entitled Slow Dancing to Mood Indigo,
available on Amazon and Barnes &
Noble.

Sussan Wexler, “Garden in Point Reyes”
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Fragments in words and image
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A Joke on a Bike
Not long ago, I was biking
on my daily route on a narrow
two-way path along the nearby
schoolyard. It being the end
of a school day, kids were buzzing behind and in front of
me on their bikes toward the
street-light ahead. One, nine
year old kid overtook me,
then turning his head back,
he took a good look at me.

When I reached the light,
and a group of kids waiting
for it to change, the “starer”
kid saw me approaching and
stared again. I stared back:
“Are you surprised to see me
on a bike?” ”Kind’a,” piped
the boy shippishly and embarassed burrowd into the
crowd. The green light on,
smiling to myself, I biked
across the street.
V.D.
V.D.“Wholeness,” 2004

Time
Now vast expanse of time and solitude
beckon us to luxuriate . . .
A life of comings and goings
sidesteps to a present of action
gift-wrapped in Time –
Time to do and time to reflect upon
the good of it,
Time to savor the fullness of things, and
the void into which they vanish,
Time to be with oneself, so quiet, so still
not wanting anything,
just listening to one’s being,
being whole again.
V.D.
Robert Ellingsen, “Land’s End”
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Elizabeth Caplun, “Homewards”

9

I. The hourglass
Today I pack my dreams
the way one packs before a move
and drops life’s clutter at Goodwill.
They did not serve me well
my jaded dreams, my wasted dreams.
What’s left of them but images
not worth another look?
A gray sky resists shadows
time’s slipping, and so is daylight.
Thoughts drip from the hourglass
like droplets from leaden clouds
hit pavement and leave no trace.
Time to leave is now. Yes, and travel light.
II. Let go list
Narrow shoes, dark stockings and clingy friends
window shopping and gloomy skies
traffic jams and slick pavement
greys and blacks, proper dresses and
wine pairing, dinners in town and empty chairs

Elizabeth Caplun, “The Big Sky”

I’ll let go of rugs, ruts and rusty keys
close the door behind me
pick up a mutt at the pound
and go for long walks.
continued on p.10

crystal vases, dust-catchers and glass slippers
knickknacks and brittle egos,
white lies, regrets and old secrets
grandma’s china, but not her casseroles
reminiscent of cinnamon, clove and cardamom
Maybes: my mother’s scarves,
her clichés, her fears. Maybe I’ll forget
her tears, her solitude but not
her shapely hands, her favorite songs
and Chanel No.5
I’ll let go of ambitions, banish illusions
cheer for the local band
and hang on to imperfections.

Robert Ellingsen, ”Fragile flowers”
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E. Caplun, “Homewards”
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III. Transit
I am in transit between freeways and mountains, soon
heading east and up from the
Bay Area to the edge of California. I left Bishop 22 years ago.
I am still in love with the landscape of the Deepest Valley.
The high desert and the mountains are calling. I am going
back to Inyo.
What I’ve kept is packed
and stored. Home for now is a
room in the home of a friend;
my workspace is my laptop on a
dining room table on which I
had dined once. The objects
around me tell fragments of
unfamiliar stories. I startle
when the phone rings, when
the ice drops from the ice-maker. When I pick up the mail
in the mailbox, most of it is
not for me. The neighborhood
noises reach me through the
window, maybe a child I never
met is dragging a toy truck
around in the next door yard.
The books near me are
books I ordered recently. Don’t
get me wrong, none of this is
the result of hardship. I am in
the final stage of a dream that
became a plan that is now executed. I am very, very fortu-

Elizabeth Caplun “Homewards”

nate: my headaches are mostly
of my own choosing.
The experience of being a
guest for a few months is an
interesting one. I have to figure out how much space to
occupy, how much distance to
keep; what I can take for granted, what I should ask for;
when to offer an opinion,
when to refrain from meddling. When my friend and I
spent time together before I
moved in, we were sharing on
equal footing, as much or as
little as we wanted. Now, we
may be accidental witnesses of

each other’s foibles.
The room I can call my
own is the guest bedroom, a
square large enough for a bed,
a chest of drawers and not
much more. It opens to a large
closet and a bathroom. There’s
a small window above my bed,
and a sliding door to access a
patio. For privacy reasons, the
drapes remain drawn on both.
The room is a bit dark because
of that, and not particularly
warm. Maybe it is why I felt
the urge to crochet a scarf and
a hat. I haven’t crocheted anything since childhood. I chose
continued on p.11
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E. Caplun “Homewards”
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a forgiving yarn, charcoal with
flecks of light gray and white.
The scarf is crooked, the hat
still an intention. I am making
something with my hands,
stitch by stich, row by row as if
writing a poem, word by word,
line by line. My mind is slowing down. It’s all good.
IV. Coming home to Inyo
Silence envelopes the mountains
Who knew that Vega still mourns
a fallen eagle larger than the Sun?
Ah, to see the world through the
eyes of an eagle
taste the air above the trees
touch the clouds with the tip of my wings
hear the wind howl in the canyons
smell the rain reviving the land

Elizabeth Caplun “Revelation”

I reach a million-year old crest
and watch the last of the alpenglow
recede from the slopes.

The rain will bless the earth again
and the mariposa lily will bloom in the spring
(only foolish flowers bloom in the desert)
there was winter, and now it’s spring
its light so bright you can hear it sing
like the Alpha Lyre ringing
its chrysolite strings
I’ll whistle to the dog and head south
hitching a ride on a wild burro
I’ll come home to Inyo
the dwelling place of a great spirit
I’ll follow Na-gah’s footsteps up
and up, out of the dark hole
I’ll climb up memory stairs until

Then I will make the time
to be home again.
Elizabeth Caplun

Elizabeth Caplun immigrated to the USA in 1988. She
was born in Brazil, and grew up in France and Belgium. She had
learned, forgotten, or tried to learn, Portuguese, French, Hebrew,
English and Spanish. Everyone in her immediate family was born in
different parts of the world, and no one lived in the country where
they were born, or used its language in their daily interactions. She
holds a BA in Communication and an MS in Environmental
Sciences from Brussels Free University. In the US, her career in
research administration and compliance took her to the University
of California and Stanford. She has recently relocated in Bishop,
California, to spend more time writing poems, taking pictures and
taking the dog on long walks.
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Interview w. photographer Mark Tuschman on his “Immigrants” photo-essay
(immigrantsareus.org)
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Introduction

We, the general public, have been quietly witnessing the

plight of harassment that millions of fellowmen among us, the
immigrants, are undergoing since 2016. They are farm-workers,
manual laborers and asylum seekers fleeing from domestic or
social violence, who come to America to work and build a better
life; they are also engineers, nurses, entrepreneurs seeking higher education and an opportunity to participate in innovation.
The current administration harasses immigrants in ever-increasing degree of restrictions–from travel bans to detention centers
at the borders, and separation of children from their parents–
with the ultimate goal of erecting a physical and ideological wall
against those other than us. Mark Tuschman, a professional
photographer and humanist turned activist, has made it his
mission to give them a face and a voice. Through photos and
interviews posted on his website www.immigrantsareus.org,
soon to be exhibited across the country, Mark lets his portraits
and their human stories appeal to the compassion and democratic principles this country was founded on.

Efraim Morales, farm-worker from
Mexico…

M.T. NYT recently reported about a possible recession coming
that will affect many developing countries. With aging you have
a reduced labor force which affects productivity, a phenomenon
observed in Japan, Germany and even China. Immigrants can
vitalize economy. The work they do creates economic growth.
And they do not take away jobs from Americans. For example,
farmworkers have jobs that Americans do not want to do. A
society needs all levels of labor, from manual laborers to the
highly skilled and educated for a society to work. Many people,
like Trump’s supporters don’t recognize that we need all levels
of skill for a society to function properly.
S.M. Even on a basic level of AI technology, which is the latest cry,
human intelligence is needed for recognition.

continued on p.14

Chandra Ramamoorty, pediatric
cardiac anesthesiologist from India…
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M. Tuschman (immigrantsareus.org) interview continued
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c

a
a–Chandra Ramamoorty, pediatric cardiac anesthesio-

b

c

b

logist, India–after 30 years in US, working in a highly
specialiazed field, still or again judged by her features and
her skin color…

b–Teresa, a farmworker, Mexico–difficult past, fled home
for life from an abusive husband. Even in US, she’s fearful,
would like to be here legally…

c–Efraim Morales, farm-worker, Mexico, after 30 years
in US, owns his farm, raises his two daughters and a
son–all university undergraduates: son in engineering,
daughters in law and medicine. He is in US on amnesty.

b

dd

d–Zareen Khan, restaurateur, Pakistan, open heart and a
rich spoon for the well-fed and the hungry… In a “cramped
space,” over curry and rice, Pakistani, Indians & Americans enjoy Zareen’s spice…

“Society needs all levels of labor, from manual laborers cto
those d
highly skilled and educated ones for a society to work.”
Mark Tuschman in SM Interview on ImmigrantsareUs.org

Seasoned Mind, an on-line zine, September 2019

M. Tuschman (immigrantsareus.org) interview continued
14

M.T. Americans alone cannot replace all the highly skilled
immigrants. For example, here in Silicon Valley, I think about
70% of the high tech workers are immigrants. There are simply
not enough Americans to do the work and if we want to remain
competitive, we need to recruit the best people in the world.
Many immigrants now do not want to come to America with
the hostility towards immigrants fostered by the current administration. It is also much more difficult for immigrants educated
here to get their work visas which is completely foolish. We
spend great sums of money educating immigrants and then
send them back home so they will create their own high tech
economies. America will become less competitive.
S.M. How did you access your interviewees?

Ade Adesanya, entrepreneur from
Nigeria

M.T. It takes a lot of meetings and gaining a sense of trust from
the people I meet. For example, through the farmer’s markets I
shop at, I met farmers who allowed me to photograph their
farm workers. I still had to hide their identities in many cases.
S.M. What we talked about so far are all the known arguments why
immigrants are useful, even necessary part of US work force. But what
are your personal experiences, impressions from talking to those people?

Juan Gonzalez, a gardener from Mexico works two jobs supporting his parents & a niece; glad to have work. In
Mexico there’s death & desperation.

M.T. Without exception, each immigrant who participated in
this project expressed their desire to contribute to our society,
and came to the U.S. because they deeply admire our democratic values. I have also interviewed immigrants who are coming
here because they have no choice, they are fleeing for their lives.
When I see women with young children who got asylum here,
I’d like to show those pictures to the people who want to deny
them asylum and say: “Here, look at these faces, hear their
stories. Do you want these people to go back to be raped and
murdered – have you no compassion?
continued on p.16
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M. Tuschman (immigrantsareus.org) interview continued
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a,

b
a

b
d

a–Ade Adesanya, entrepreneur, Nigeria, after his postgrad studies,
his visa about to expire, his company “Moving Analytics” (digital
health diagnosis) raised $1.5 milion to operate… Read about his
suspense story in immigrantsareus.org
b–Nastaran Karimi, Phd. student, Iran, would like the hostile
realtions between the two countries to change–since she came on a
single entry visa, cannot go home to see the family, or go abroad for
a job interview…

c–Maria Maldonado, came seeking asylum from the violence and
gangs in Mexico. Searching for her brother, they threatened her and
her children’s life. She fears, her daughters would be raped, when
they get older. She just wants them to have a peaceful life…

c

“When I see women with young children who got asylum here, I’d like to show those pictures to the people who want to
c
c
deny them asylum and say: “Here, look at these faces, hear their stories. Do you want these people to go back to be raped.
and murdered,- have you no compassion? ” Mark Tuschman in the SM interview.

Seasoned Mind, an on-line zine September 2019

M. Tuschman (immigrantsareus.org) interview continued
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S.M. That’s like when somebody’s just jumped out of the fire and
you’re pushing him back into it. That’s what deporting does.
M.T. There has to be some hearing, you can’t just put people in
detention and separate children from parents. That’s inhuman
and unconscionable. People should have a hearing. There is so
much violence in El Salvador and Guatemala, so a good part of
population wants to come here. Unfortunately this country has
a history of xenophobia–it is not new.
S.M. That comes from not knowing people.
M.T. That’s universal. In any country you’ll find people that are
more conservative and tribal, which can easily turn into overt
racism. If you look at the natural world, the most successful
eco-systems have the most diversity. I think that a society that is
multicultural and diverse is a lot healthier than one that is not.
Mohamed Alhammada, software
engineer from Syria

S.M. What is the best outcome for your work now?

Sandeep Giri, AI program manager, from India,
now a citizen, went through stages legally, but aware
of the plight of others. Worried about racism, when he
& his kids won’t be accepted by other Americans

M.T. I plan to have 3 to 4 simultaneous traveling
exhibits, initially targeting college campuses, hoping
to encourage young people to vote. Other public
venues such as libraries and community centers are
potential spaces for these exhibits. The project
should attract a broader, more politically diverse
cross-section of people than it would have, if promoted only through social media.
My hope is that the exhibits will increase dialogue countering the damaging stereotypes of immigrants that have been propagated by certain political
leaders and the media, and ultimately increase voter
turnout in the 2020 Presidential election.
I’m trying to target a lot of college campuses, places where a large stream of people goes through, because a lot of young people don’t vote. I’m not telling people who to vote for, I just want them to
continued on p.18
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Narges Bani Asadii, entrepreneur, Iran, research
& phd. at Stanford, headed a startup company,
helps entrepreneurs with innovations. Hopes &
wishes for better relations btween Iran and US.

Fahria Khan, born in Bangladesh, but grew wp in US. After
biology degree at MIT, involved in education, promotes sciences,
art and math in the Fremont School Disctrict. Works for a nonprofit “Love Twice”, does charity work & is a mother of five.
Mohamed Alhammada, software engineer from Syria, but
his education is invalid in US. Next, he acquired many new
skills. His country destroyed, the family scattered all over the
world, he’s got a green card, but keen on working in his profession using all his skills.
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experience the photos and stories of the immigrants, see their
humanity and create a positive impression of immigrants.
We are at a critical juncture in our nations’s history; we will
either become a more compassionate, inclusive, thriving and
tolerant society, or we will deteriorate into a country where
authoritarian demagogues target minorities and immigrants,
breeding hatred and fear. Immigrants are US is one attempt to
bring out the best in Americans and help us heal and thrive as a
country.
Where are you from?
S.M. It used to be Yugoslavia, now it’s specifically Croatia, Zagreb.
Have you been there?
M.T. (With a smile of recognition) Yes.
S.M. Mark, thank you very much for participating in our nascent publication and letting us contribute to a current issue of
national importance, the people like us–the immigrants.
Mark has worked as an international freelance photographer for
over 40 years. Among his many accolades stands out his commitment to
women’s reproductive healthcare in the Far East, documented in his
photo-book The Faces of Courage, which won “The book of the Year”
award in 2015. His current activist involvement concerns people who
suffer among us–the Immigrants. The website immigrantsareus.org, its
moving portrait photos and the stories document another series of faces
of courage.
Some of M. Tuschman’s prior awards
2009-2010 “the photographer of the year” by the Global Health Council and
2014 Grand Prize (worldwide photo competition) by Social Documentary
Network and Management Sciences for Health
Among others, featured and exhibited in:
June 2010 at The Pacific Health Summit, London and
September 2011 (reproductive health care)/by Audacia Forum, New York
2012, his images in the Women Deliver Conference in Malaysia,
2013 in Copenhagen
2016–Copenhagen exhibiting photographer
2015, portraits from his Faces of Courage at The Carter Center Human Rights
Defenders Forum in Atlanta.

Saadia Hameed, psychologist in
Palo Alto, CA, works with war traumatized Syrian children in Jordan and
American children here in their environment. An amazing person.

