La Vaina August 2001 – Part 2

FAST TIMES IN PANAMA CITY

“Two Tales of One City” by Will Woodfield

Tale 1:  “The Soda Man”
The man in the street/Dragging his feet/Don’t want to hear the bad news/Imagine your face/There in his place/Standing inside his brown shoes/You do his 9 to 5/Drag yourself home half-alive/And there on the screen/The man with the dream…—Steely Dan 


At a certain intersection on the Transístmica, on the stretch of road between the Universidad Nacional and the Alhambra + movie theatre, where the barriada of Los Angeles meets the barriada of El Cangrejo in a converging nexus: there the Soda Man plies his trade. 


It is quite a forgettable intersection: 4-way, the stoplight working most of the time, traffic piling up and stretching out in all directions, Diablo Rojos belching smoke impatiently.  The attractions of the immediate area are the (e)Star Mart (with newly installed Jerry’s Subs mini franchise within!), the gaudy, sprawling palace of the Lung Fung Chinese restaurant, and the recently-defunct Gran Morrison, since moved on to greener pastures.


And the Soda Man is quite a forgettable individual, at least to most people.  Oh, his appearance is arresting enough: a black man, burnt ebony from his daily stints under the sun, with huge, fantastic mutton-chop sideburns, set off by a thick walrus mustache.  In his mirrored sunglasses, yellow straight-brimmed brandless meshback baseball cap, gray T shirt, camoflauge army pants, combat boots, with the facial hair of a 19th century european nobleman, the Soda Man is a stylin’ dude, even foppish.  

But, to the weary eyes of commuters waiting for the green light, he is just another street vendor, one of the myriad that vie for attention at every stoplight, every day, selling every kind of product imaginable, from individual cigarettes to Guatemalan hammocks to glow-in-the-dark posters of Jesus.  The Soda Man, tramping his way along the same 20 meter stretch of concrete and yellow grass separating the two sides of the highway, with his trusty cooler slung over one, disproportionately large shoulder (“Pepsi: B/.0.60” scrawled in purple marker on its side) and sample six pack in other hand, hawking his wares in a hoarse baritone: (“So’a! So’a!”  Pause.  “So’a!  So’a!”) seems no different.  When the light turns green, he is out of sight, out of mind.

But is there more to Soda Man than meets the eye?  Unlike his gregarious fellow street vendors, who appear most comfortable roaming in packs, Soda is a loner.  That 20 meter margin of interhighway zone is his aloneHe is a burly man, and something in his manner, like the rattle of a rattlesnake, suggests: Don’t Come Too Close (or, if you prefer: Don’t Tread on Me).  His home base is one shady tree along that stretch of the Transístmica, also used by the other venders one light over to reload their gear. But Soda Man keeps aloof, as he silently packs the soda into the cooler and replaces the ice.

What compels the Soda Man to spend 10 hours a day, 6 days a week, pouring rain or blazing shine, with the sweat running down his back and the cooler strap digging into that shoulder, wading into ungrateful and oblivious honking horns and clouds of exhaust?  What’s the money like?  His cooler advertises Pepsi for 60 cents.  (Soda Man has made the Choice of a New Generation, ranking right up there with Ricky Martin).  If Soda is a maverick, a true entrepreneur, whose capital is the cooler, hat and sunglasses, that 10-cent premium over the standard 50-cent price is his share.  10 cents margin for a 50-cent soda, 17%, that’s better than most retailers, from the Rey to Walmart, can claim.  But what about volume?   If he can sell a soda every 10 minutes for the 10 hours daily he puts in, (a pretty ambitious target) that’s $6 a day, what a campesino in Los Santos earns.  Enough for the campesino.  But for the big city?  Of course, if Soda Man is canny enough to buy in bulk, or have a special arrangement with Pepsi to sell that soda, well, he might get a slightly higher margin, with earnings perhaps even getting up into the Peace Corps leagues of 300 big ones a month. But are there no alternatives?

Of course, no man is an island, even Soda Man, occupying his spit of land between the highway lanes.  Does he have a family?  Is he a proud papá?  Does he have a warm, supportive wife who has dinner ready when he trudges in after a long day?  Kids who run up to hug him?  Does he live with his aging mother?  Does he live alone?  Does he live in San Miguelito? Tocumen?  Veranillo?  Does he have a long bus ride to and from work?  Does he have flowers planted outside his house?  Does he have a house?  Does he have shelter from the rain? 

What about hobbies?  Does he enjoy opera on NPR?  A good game of dominoes?  Watching boxing?  Baseball?  Soccer?  Some cold ones with the guys? Are there any guys, people whom he calls friends? Jigsaw puzzles on the kitchen table with the kids?  What does someone who sells soda on the streets all day long do in his spare time?  Does he have any long-term ambitions, or is he content to just sell soda, from one day to the next?

Every day that I see him, as I cross the street for my noonday restaurant lunch, I want to ask him all these. questions, and more.  But I don’t dare.  His distance from his erstwhile companions is one factor of unapproachability.  Also, he carries a certain mantle of dignity, almost a halo over his yellow hat, born of poverty and honest hard work.  I would be ashamed of how he would look at me, judge me.  A white boy, gringo, who’s never had to work an honest day in his life.  As he doggedly makes his way from car to unreceptive car, hour after hour, as I sit in my air-conditioned office, I sometimes feel the same way myself.  Even when you’re sweating in the jungles of Bocas, the Peace Corps experience is a rich American’s luxury.  

But is his job really that bad?  At least he’s out in the open air, getting some exercise.  There’s not too much stress—he probably doesn’t have a bleeding ulcer.  He doesn’t have to clean bathrooms with vomit in the urinals, or even really hustle, like a bartender during Open Bar night on the quincena.  There’s relatively little immediate danger —he doesn’t have any missing fingers, like the furniture makers of Agua Buena—just any long-term effects from the exhaust fumes.  (Still better than if he were in Mexico City, or Houston, Texas).  He doesn’t work in a diamond mine in Africa, or an emerald mine in Brazil.  He’s not selling his body to strangers and risking an STD.  He’s his own boss.  And unlike the furiously typing drones of FUNDES where I work, all the accountants and scribes and bureaucrats, in FUNDES and the Peace Corps Office and virtually all white-collar jobs, all over the world—unlike them, he at least has direct contact with his clients.  When he’s palming off a Pepsi to a lawyer in a Ford Explorer, perhaps their hands will make contact—the human touch.  Beats a vending machine anytime.  Instantaneous, tangible consumer satisfaction—here’s your soda, wham, bam, thank you ma’am.

Still, I can’t imagine he jumps out of bed every morning: “oh boy, time to sell soda AGAIN!”  Every day is something to be endured, an empty ritual, the motions gone through.  Perhaps, as he walks up and down the street, hauling his cooler (his personal dead albatross), sounding his barbaric yawp (“So’a!  So’a!”), his mind is far away.  Still, all days must blend together indistinguishably into a single gray tapestry, with isolated incidents—an especially rude customer, a squashed cat, a rear -end collision—adding a colored thread here and there.  Maybe one day he’ll jump out of bed, to a single depressing epiphany: “I’ve spent the best years of my life selling Pepsi on the Transístmica!”

And when Soda Man finally passes out of this life, will he be remembered?  Largely, no.  To his family, if any: for a generation or two.  To the rest of the world: as a subconscious flicker of an image, another face in the crowd, another body in the street, a brief glimpse of muttonchop sideburns, a brief slurred soundbite (“So’a!”) —before lying down with the rest of the great mass of forgotten humanity.  He has not attained the fame of Elvis, or George Washington, or Julius Caesar.  Still, in thousands of years, when even these greats will have been swallowed by time and dust, perhaps archaeologists will dig up this article.  And Soda Man’s legacy will live on…  

Tale 2:  “Making the Rounds”
Up on the Hill / They think I’m O.K. / Or so they say.





-Steely Dan

Gossip is what passes for culture in Panama.


-John Le Carré, The Tailor of Panama

When John Le Carré penned the above words in his cynical and disappointing book, The Tailor of Panama, it is obvious that he had never been to San Blas, or a Congo, or a Balsería, or the Festival de la Mejorana, or any of a thousand other culturally-vibrant places or events packed into this small country.  Nevertheless, within the confines of Panama City, the relative lack of museums, theatre, concerts and other cultural events is somewhat striking, considering the sizable wealth that a small but powerful stratus of society possesses.  But this paucity of culture has been compensated for by a virtual deluge of cocktail parties.


I have been lucky enough to attend two such soirées, enjoying the novelty of a young Peace Corps volunteer with 2 years in the campo under his belt rubbing shoulders with the brightest stars of Panama’s glitterati.  Both events were on the Japanese Embassy (the embassy with the deepest pockets in Panama— Japan is Panama’s biggest foreign aid donor and investor.  Japan is also depends more on the Canal for its trade than any other nation. ), the first at the Ambassador’s posh digs in Paitilla, the second in none-to-shabby Caesar Park Hotel.  (My co-worker Judy and I got on the guest list for having attended a seminar given by the Embassy, and apparently they have never taken us off).


The second fête was in honor of the Emperor Akihito’s birthday.  A helpful leaflet distributed at the door informed me that the Emperor counted among his favorite pastimes studying the classification of peces góbidos, (whatever they are). with over 200 published papers to his credit.  Inside, the hall was crammed with people decked out to the nines.  A huge buffet awaited, still untouched.  A chef was preparing tempura over a flaming burner.  A Japanese man was speaking in excellent, if accented, Spanish, elaborating the Emperor’s various accomplishments and the importance of this day to Japan.  

Then Vice President Dominador Kaiser Bazámsaid some words.  (In my mind, he has one of the best names ever, period.  With a name like that, you don’t take shit from nobody.  If I ever have a son, I will name him the same: Dominador Kaiser Bazám Woodfield.  Maybe I would change the “Dominador” to its English equivalent: “Dominator.”  Maybe.)  He was followed by Winnie Spadafora,  Minister of Government and Justice.   (Spadafora was recently quoted in Newsweek for helping to organize a Gilberto Santa Rosa concert in Panama’s Feminine Detention Center.  “We are doing it so that the prisoners don’t feel depressed at being behind bars,” he said.  Spadafora suffered terribly under Noriega—his brother was decapitated and Spadafora himself went on hunger strike.  But those days are long over.)


While Spadafora droned, I checked out the people.   Panama’s best and brightest were here.   A pair of tall blondes in glittering dresses whispered to themselves.  There was Martincito Torrijos with his entourage.  You could smell the power in the air—or was that the sizzling tempura?  I felt my heart well up within me, that so many busy, important people had come to pay their respects to an unknown ruler far away, to honor such an important Japanese holiday!  Such cultural empathy and goodwill!  Then Spadafora finished, and I was almost trampled in the mad rush for the spread.


I was in the vanguard, of course.  I have what you might call a “prodigious” appetite.  When it comes to eating, I can hold my own.  I was a member of the “Big Eater’s Club” back in college.  All-you-can-eat restaurants lose money when I patronize their service.  (In these situations, I always think of the Old Sea Captain in the Simpsons, growling: “Arrrr.  ’Tis not a man, ’tis a monstrous eatin’ machine!   Fairly warned be ye, says I!  Arrrrr.”)  Honestly, I don’t know why the Japanese invited me back, after the havoc I wreaked on their buffet last time.  But, that time as with this one, the rich and exotic combination of Japanese and “standard” party food— shushi, tempura, and california rolls mixed with roast beef and egg salad, topped off with mango ice cream— would provoke later that night a case of Montezuma’s (or in this case: Akihito’s) Revenge.


But, feeling fine at the time, I ate and mingled, mingled and ate.  I had learned some Japanese phrases from a JICA Volunteer, and I decided now to show off.  “Watashi-wa taberu-o suki des,”(“I like to eat”) I remarked to a Japanese-looking man in a tuxedo next to me at the buffet.  He blinked at me, then said, in perfect Spanish: “Soy panameño.  Mis padres vinieron de China.  No hablo nada de japonés.”    It was that special moment that happens from time to time at these parties, best symbolized by the time-honored mental image of a) Opening Mouth and b) Inserting Foot.  I decided to abstain from clever Japanese remarks for the rest of the evening.

Virtually everyone from the last Embassy party was here again.  The former Minister of Commerce and Industry, who was also the President of FUNDES (where I now work) was present, of course.  In the junta directiva photos on the FUNDES walls, he is always there, and he never seems to age.  There he is in 1997, 1993, 1987 (at the height of Noriega’s power): seated or standing, in a dark suit, dark hair neatly parted to one side. smiling the same amiably not-so-bright smile,  looking not a day older or younger than he looks now.


I had crossed paths with this man on 4 previous occasions.  The first was at my group’s Swearing In.  He was seated at the mesa principal as I gave the speech for our group.  6 months later, he spoke at Peace Corps Day, held in Los Pueblitos.  “Aunque el voluntario que habló en la juramentación a la cual asistí no hablaba español, tengo confianza que él y todo su grupo han aprendido bien nuesto idioma,” he said.  (What language did he think I was speaking, Swahili?)  3 months later, he came to Agua Buena with his entourage to see the work of the furniture makers.  I showed him around and introduced him to everyone.  While we drank soda at the kiosko, he told me about his Notre Dame days, and I told him the only food I knew how to cook was macaroni.


Then the last Japanese party and this one.  Both times, we bumped into each other.  He gave me a cursory smile and prepared to move on.  “How’s that Notre Dame?”  I enquired.  His eyes lit up.  Remembrance was slowly dawning.  “Agua Buena.  Macaroni,” I prompted.  He laughed a big laugh, slapped me heartily on the back, and moved on.


It was only my second party, but I already had met most of the people there, and recognized the rest.  Those I hadn’t met before, I met this time around.  We’d make eye contact and start to talk.  It was easy.  A typical conversation was as follows:

-”¿Que hace un estadounidense aqui con todos  
  estos japoneses y panameños?”

-”Fue invitado.  Asistí a un seminario como

   asesor de REDNOMIPEM”

-”¿R-Red-QUE?’

-”REDNOMIPEM.  La Red Nacional de Organizaciones de la Micro y Pequeña Empresa.  Somos una ONG sin fines de lucro.  Yo, como Voluntario de Cuerpo de Paz, estoy dandole apoyo técnico”

-”Ah, O.K. Yo trabajo con el Ministerio de Economía y Finanzas.  Tal vez puedo ayudarte y tu…Red.  Aqui, ten, mi tarjeta”  (proferred from the suit jacket breast pocket)

-”Gracias.  Desafortunadamente, no cargo tarjeta.  No soy tan importante.”

(A polite laugh, followed by a brief awkwardsilence)

-”Pues…voy a ver lo que hay de comer.”

-”Ah si— buena idea.”

And we’d go our separate ways.


And those people whom I had met before (and received their business cards), at the last party or earlier at this one, gave me a cursory smile or wiggled their eyebrows in a gesture of recognition.


Even one of my best friends from Agua Buena, Mabel Morcillo de Quintero, who was there as a member of ANAM, seemed a little distant that night—certainly not the warm hostess who offered me cookies and vino de palma when I’d pay her visits back in Agua Buena.  I guess she, like almost everyone else, was in “cocktail party” mode.


But my friend Nacho was in a mode all his own.  Nacho, a good friend of Judy’s, my co-worker, is an economist with the Vice Ministry of Exportation.  He is in his fifties (although looks 20 years younger) and lives with his aged mother in a beautiful old house anachronistically preserved near the Lottery Building, surrounded by the sprawl of Calidonia.  He is old money, with manservants to do his building, and the Mona Lisa on his livingroom wall.  “It’s the real one” he told me slyly “that sucker in Paris is a fake.”  “Thanks, Nacho, but I’ve seen that movie”, I told him.  Nacho’s English is excellent and colloquial: he uses the word “sucker” a lot, and he was the first Panamanian to call me a “dumbass”.

“Hey Bill, you dumbass, come here!” Nacho had been hitting the bar, and it showed.  He would make boisterous remarks to anyone coming close to him, his turd-brown, threadbare suit marking him for the economist amidst the packs of immaculately clad politicos and businessmen. “Bill, come over here” he said, swinging an arm over my shoulders (he always called me Bill) “Come and meet my friends.  They’re economists, too”.  He directed me over to a corner where several men in similarly bad suits were deep in a spirited (English) conversation.  

“So, once and for all, is Greenspan Keynesian or Friedmanesque?”

“Idiot!  Of course he’s Friedman’s boy.  The whole essence of manipulating overnight lending rates, that’s what the Fed does.  Pure Chicago school.”

“ I’m not convinced…”

(I thought of a typical conversation that I might be having in Agua Buena at this moment.  “Sol fue caliente hoy.”  “ ¡Jo!  ¡Sol fue bravo!”  “No va a llover pa’ na’a.”  “Chuuuso…”)


“Bill, what do you think?”


“Huh?” Reverie broken, I took a deep breath. “Well, really, I think it’s all a moot point.  Greenspan readily admits to being heavily influenced by the writingsof Ayn Rand in his youth, so much so that he joined her philosophical cult of Objectivism for a time.  I think that if you study his actions with that frame of reference—his unpredictability, his sure and confident hand, his disdain of the “irrationaly exuberent” investor herd mentality—they become that much more understandable.”  Roughly 50% bullshit—but it shut them up, for about 5 seconds.


“Still, I think the “Greenspan Put” is getting a bit long in the tooth—  275 basis points cut, and only volatility from the Street”


“Ah, but you’re overlooking consumer confidence…”


I bid permission and left them.  Nacho wasn’t the only one feeling the booze.  The general volume level in the  hall had risen noticably.  The two tall blondes had been accosted by a sweating bald man in a double-breasted navy-blue suit.  He had been talking at them for some time.  One of the blondes stared down at him indulgently, the other gripped her drink with white knuckles and unceasingly peered around the room.


Judy motioned me over to where she was chatting with a slim dapper man in a silver suit, a matronly woman clutching his arm.  “William”,Judy said, “quisiera presentarte a.. .a… “”Hermes Sucre” the man volunteered affably.  “Soy periodista con La Prensa”   “¡Ah si, por supuesto!” I said enthusiastically.  “¡He leido tus artículos!”  And so I had.  How could anyone forget a name like Hermes Sucre?  (maybe if I have a second son, I’ll name him Hermes Sucre Woodfield).  “¿De verás?”  Hermes Sucre seemed mildly flattered to be recognized, especially by an extranjero, and introduced me to his wife.


We began talking about strategies for a cash-poor NGO to maintain a strong public image.  His wife, quiet until then, burst out with a suggestion: “¿Por qué no tener una página completa en el periódico todos los días, con información del grupo?”  He gave her a Look, than gave us a different Look— a long-suffering “Don’t Mind Her” Look, with a roll of the eyes.  We continued chatting, while I tried to ignore Nacho, who had sidled up once more and was grabbing my arm, trying to attract my attention: “Bill!  Bill!  Come here!  Bill!”


Unbeknownst to us, people had been leaving in small droves, and now Hermes Sucre disintangled himself politely from us and led his wife out.  The Caesar Park clean-up crew had begun to clear the wreckage of the buffet.  The lights in the hall became brighter.  We had overstayed our welcome, again.  We and the few others left shook hands with the weary Japanese Ambassador and his wife, and stepped outside into the cool night, bellies full and heading for home.

GLBQ Pride Conference

Honduras… Honduras?
By God man… be careful out there! (see Tailor of Panama) 

…So after many adventures, days of staring out of bus windows, numerous border crossings (hell), Kristen Wiebe and Sarah Jane Alger finally arrived at the GLBQ (gay, lesbian, bisexual, and questioning) pride conference in Tegucigalpa, Honduras.  The goal of the conference was to discuss ways in which Peace Corps can better support all GLBQ volunteers in country and to interchange ideas as to how these changes can be implemented in each respective host country.  Countries represented were Honduras, El Salvador, Nicaragua, and Panama.

In just two days, we brainstormed, discussed, analyzed and shared ideas and experiences.  We talked about what issues GLBQ volunteers and trainees face, Peace Corps policy regarding couples, training issues, and what can be done to improve support and education. We also thoroughly discussed with GLOBE Honduras how they began and organized themselves, how they currently function, and where they plan to go as a group.  This is a small summary of what the Honduran group is:

What is GLOBE?

GLOBE is a Honduran-based Peace Corps organization that promotes the health and well-being of GLBQ volunteers through peer support, advocacy, and education in order to address the emotional, social, and cultural aspects of volunteer life.  GLOBE is a non-profit, tax-exempt, all-volunteer organization.  It is not affiliated with any ethnic, religious, economic or political group.

Meetings

GLOBE-Honduras holds general meetings every three months.  They are intended to offer a safe space to meet and share concerns with other GLBQ volunteers and friends.  Membership is not required to attend meetings.

Each person that attends a meeting has the right to expect their confidentiality to be respected and shares the responsibility to respect the confidentiality of everyone else present.  What is said at the meetings, as well as the identities of persons attending, is to be kept strictly confidential.  Presence at the meetings does not indicate educational and social activities throughout the year.

What we can do in Panama

Where we go with this information is, of course, completely up to us.  We don’t know if there is any interest among PC Panama volunteers and trainees in forming our own GLOBE group or a similar support network, but we would like to extend the possibility of offering this type of group for any volunteer who is interested in participating in and supporting the group, regardless of sexual orientation.  At the least, we would like to incorporate some of the sensitivity training into future training sessions.  Both Kristen and Sarah Jane have full notes on the conference and access to Honduran resources.

Anyone who is interested is invited to meet at 11:00 on Friday, September 28 on the beach in Santa Clara at Las Veraneras.  Bring your beach stuff, but plan on spending the night in the city as renting a cabin is fairly pricey.

If you have any questions or concerns, contact GLOBEpanama@ yahoo.com.  Hope to see you there!

What does she want now!

by Erika Boehm

Why do we ignore, because it is what is accepted?  Be forced to fall into a stereotype and avoid problems, but than choose to be branded with this name forever.  All along you are struggling to shout out what you really want to say.

     Why is it still a negative thing to be “acting like a girl”?  Aren’t there various forms of strength?  Strength in love, in kindness, in devotion.  There are even forms of strength that can be found in weakness, if you can keep an open     It can be hard to know deep down that you have something to say, but knowing that if you dare to say it you’ll only find blank stares and rolling eyes rather than eager and interested faces.

     We still feel like we have to emotionally cover up the raw forms of ourselves in order to succeed, when what we are really doing is hiding in order to be accepted. 

Project suggestion: STUDENTS IN DEVELOPMENT
by Will Woodfield


If your site is fairly near a colegio or a university, I have an idea for you:  train high-school or college students to assist you with your projects.  This will not only help you in your work; it will also give the students a positive experience that may help them in their futures.  It may also provide a mechanism for your projects’ sustainability. 


Let me give you an example: I recently led an initiative to train a group of university students (in marketing, accounting and finance careers) in writing and evaluating project proposals.  When the students were trained, I then assigned them to work with different small-business associations which were exploring project ideas.  The students visited these associations, discussed ideas with members, and then cooperated in the feasibility studies and write-ups of the project proposals.  This experience was invaluable for these students, as they put their knowledge into practice for the first time, and worked with real people (at a humbler level than they were accustomed to).


In this case, the students received credit for this work as part of an obligatory community service program that the university requires.  This strategy could work at other universities or high schools as well.  Alternatively, you might wish to explore the option of treating such a cooperation as a thesis, or special honors project.


In situations like these, it is critical to have good, qualified, motivated students.  I wrote a profile with a certain major and GPA requirements.  But I also conducted interviews with all candidates, focusing especially on their performance in a role play, in which they were the consultant and I was the campesino who was having trouble understanding their ideas.  The idea was to test their “people skills”, and their patience.


This experience with the students was beneficial for all involved.  That’s why I am recommending it to the rest of you.  If you want to learn more, call me at 279-0016, 620-7980, or email me at 


WilliamWoodfield@hotmail.com. 

Down with Dynamicas
por La Chinita

I say, Peace Corps,  follow suit.  Join the many in the US that want to ban dodgeball, musical chairs, and Simon says, not to mention duck-duck-goose and red rover.  Dínamicas must go.  They embarrass the weak, the slow, and coordinately challenged.  Ensalada mezcla just shows off the quick minds and the quick feet.  Terremoto discriminates against the weak.  Elefante and girafía discriminate against elephants and giraffes.  And man-pistol-tiger promotes hunting and is anti-gun control.  Even dame 5 embarrasses the less articulate.  Many dínamicas place the loser in the middle, so she can belaughed at and ridiculed as she turns as red as her nagua.  Who invented theseatrocities?  Some over zealous, type A, ultra-competitive Republicans?  Well, shame on them!  Peace Corps is about peace, love, community, and the Democrat way.  So stand up, volunteers!  Your dínamicas should be fair, non-competitive, and whimpy.  Make sure there´s a chair for everyone during ensalada mezcla.  The new theme is ¨love thy vegatable.¨ I

nstead of elefante and girafa, imitate hippies and Nobel peace prize winners.  Instead of the human knot, form a rainbow with the naguas.  So be peace, be loving, and be a democrat!

P.S.  Ban marbles as well.  It promotes capitalism.

DO’S AND DON’TS OF INTERNATIONAL BUS TRAVEL

...as experienced by sarah jane and Lic.Wiebe...

VESPER: part II

Princess J.L. Perry

IV
Sunlight falls whole from the sky,

shatters at the touch of treetops, falls ground-ward 

piece and shard,  folks stand unaware 

in the flashy here and there light.

Morning.  Early and the sky  is remaking itself in a private time when it can run through all the colors it truly is before settling on the one folks understand.  Molly rises up with the purpose of gaping.  The grass lays down, marks a path toward the best place to see.  Like the touch of someone loving her in all her parts,  Molly feels each blade, each clover, against her bare feet.

Once passed houses, grave and mile markers, she stops to fix it all in her mind - the brush back of night, a pulling away, a slow retreat from uncovered land to half circle of trees.  Fixes in her mind the dark flood against  trunks, ground  formed of nothing but shadow.


Molly pulls her blanket more securely around her.  She tips her viney head, raises her sooty face to forming light.


The sun throws decoys, golden pink casts, as if it would rise from an untried place.

Vesper bends to his work like there has not been and will not be another need to the day.  Molly, blanket wrapped , bare-foot, stumbles into that moment when he draws up the hammer and pushes out his lips like drawing a breath after a long way over unknown ground or that nearly too good to live through moment in making love.

There.  His black lips and blacker skin.  And without preacher’s robe or Bible, he looks like just a man.  With all strength gathered in shoulder, hand and hip, he is still in the moment right before the hammer falls down.

Molly lets go the blanket.  Off  her shoulders, hips to feet.  Whispy grass sways to her thighs, brushes the half moon of her belly.  Nipples clench like fists.

Vesper kneels in the dapple, in tainted silver fallen from a broad, grand sky, sends the sound of metal striking wood out from him, hears some wild crying in the distance.

Molly. He looks on Molly.

Molly in a river of green grass. It ripples color into color, green green, blue bottlefly green, yellow green until it is white topped and blowing in the breath of God. Molly, right there in the breeze, kneels down, touches a stem, drags a finger over the rough, blade body,  pierces a stalk with her thumbnail.

Folks sniff the air around her, wonder what in the round world she been up to. She walks that scent around town all day.

V
corner of pasture, 

there is a tree, trunk

like two men tussling,

casting down, 

dragging up.

He comes to me without Bible or Jesus words.  Comes as a man wanting what a man wants.  Drops to his knees, face in the divide of my thighs.  I curl over him, my cheek against the sharp blade of his shoulder.  We sit that way  a long time before I whisper, Ain’t no sympathy for a fight you don’t win.   

Vesper’s fists crush my skirt, my skin pinched in his grasp, but I know he ain’t trying to hurt me.  He’s trying a last struggle, a last holding out against that no name thing moving up in him.  Spreading into places his blood don’t reach.  I know, and want to fight with him against the thing that set me walking. 

 But it’s a battle two times lost.

I take Vesper into a room without mirrors.  He will not have to see what he is doing.  Still, on the edge of my bed, he lets me lead.  When the time comes, he can plead Adam:

There was given to me a thorn in the flesh ...Molly...by means of a whorish...Molly...a man is diminished to a crust of bread...but I say unto who so looketh on...Molly...as to lust after her hath committed ...Molly already in his heart...
Molly undo me any which way she want.  A shoe then my cap.  Undershirt and after, my tie.  Suck the back of my  neck and rub her hard, wild hair against my thigh.  Break me into parts and don’t set me back the way I was.  

Forgive me Lord.  I want her too. 


Vesper hold my hands.  Lay beside me under damp sheet and tell me mornings, standing out back of your house while the coffee makes, of watching  all apart light push back together until it gets to be day, of sound moving over and through tall as a man cornstalks and beneath back-broad tobacco leaves.  Say the moon, bright enough to work by, polished on a sleeve of wind. Say white-toothed, unbreakable moon. Talk bare fingers sowing seeds in the long throw of your shadow. Bare fingers digging in dirt soft as a woman, soft as me.

What I really got out there is a fence.  I mend it. Over and over.

You ought to tear it down.

In Molly’s house, the plate I eat off has a thin crack on its way to widening. The jelly jar that holds my sweetwater is chipped round the rim. Her forks are tarnished, and when the towel I hand her spreads on a breeze, I see holes.

On the back steps, standing in a corner by the stove, on her bed, we say what can’t be said: 

If I was Job, look like I couldn’t find heart enough to trust God again. One day I looked at my husband and caught him looking at me. We both woulda chose different, if we had known anything about choosing. Utterly destroy all that they have and spare them not; but slay both man and woman, infant and suckling, ox and sheep, camel and ass. I tell them we woulda been the righteous Israelites and not the Amalekites. I tell them, but I ain’t sure. I laid beside him listening to his list of things gone wrong, hearing the one word he won’t saying - Molly. 

I couldn’t listen to myself screaming This ain’t what I want! Sounded so crazy against all them calm voices saying Yes it is. 

Yes it is.

VI
It seems to Vesper that church has always been for telling folks they are bad.  Fallen short, irredeemable, sinful and wanting to be that way, born bad and it was their own damn fault.

Every Sunday of his life something new tacked on to the list. Sermon after sermon about wrongful, unnatural lusts hidden in hearts, not praying enough, at all, the wrong kind of prayers, ain’t standing on faith, gave up ontheir faith, always had been lacking faith and that was their problem anyhow.

There is a room in heaven, Vesper one time heard a preacher say, full of  answered prayers.  Addressed. Ready to be tipped outa heaven’s window, but they  would never get sent.  Too weak to wait, a church full of faint hearts who gave up just as God was about to answer.  

A jelly-backed lot, but, Vesper thought, loyal. Every Sunday, they come back to hear the new ways they failed.

Vesper worst of all.  Pretended to be sure even when he didn’t know how to give what faith he had to a God who dragged folks to the last limits of holding out and left them waiting still.  Learned the Bible back to front. Him so sure, they made him preacher.

 He has tried always to serve them well, but never asks anything personal from God.
The room is dark as Molly’s eyes, but I reach through and find her, touch the rough vines of her hair, wrap them round my fist and can’t sleep for knowing: He sent an answer anyhow. „ August 2001 Princess J. L. Perry

Nance al Infierno  

por Ruff Häus Sandoval

Chorus:

I don’t like nance

Let me say it once again,

I don’t like nance,

This freaky fruit is not my friend

I don’t like nance

Ni en chicha ni pesa’

I don’t like nance

It makes me want to vomita’

It’s yellow and round

Falls from trees to the ground

Everyone says “this fruit rocks!”

I say it tastes like sweatsocks

Driving down the road in July

Nothin’ but nance I spy

You’re entitled to your opinion

But I much prefer mamon chino

Repoeat chorusNance al Infierno  
por Ruff Häus Sandoval
Chorus:
I don’t like nance
Let me say it once again,
I don’t like nance,
This freaky fruit is not my friend
I don’t like nance
Ni en chicha ni pesa’
I don’t like nance
It makes me want to vomita’
It’s yellow and round
Falls from trees to the ground
Everyone says “this fruit rocks!”
I say it tastes like sweatsocks
Driving down the road in July
Nothin’ but nance I spy
You’re entitled to your opinion
But I much prefer mamon chino
Repoeat chorus
Visa Expiration Dates                        

Adjunto encontrarán un listado para que cuando tomen vacaciones sepan cuando su pasaporte no está en la oficina.   El proceso de renovación de visa toma por lo menos dos semana y cercana a la fecha de expiración el pasaporte es enviado a la Embajada Americana los cuales procesan las renovaciones. 
Name
Visa Exp. Date
COS Date
AARHUS, Angela
09/14/101
12/06/101
ALGER, Sarah
09/14/101
12/06/101
ANDERSON, Sherry
06/04/102
07/25/102
ANDREW, Susan
09/14/101
12/06/101
ANDREW, Wayne
09/14/101
12/06/101
ANTONELLI, Claire
09/14/101
12/06/101
APGAR, Jane
010/18/101
12/05/102
ARCHBALD, Sara
03/21/102
04/11/102
ASTER, Andrea D.
08/10/101
08/09/102
BARSIMANTOV, James
010/18/101
12/05/102
BERGSRUD, Philip
06/04/102
07/25/102
BIBBENS, Anne C.
06/05/102
07/24/103
BONIFACIO, Artigas
06/04/102
07/25/102
BOUCHARD, Melissa
09/14/101
12/06/101
BOUCK, Toni Jean
06/05/102
07/24/103
BOWMAN,  Jared
02/06/102
04/03/103
BRYAN, Lauren J.
06/05/102
07/24/103
CAIN, Colin
09/14/101
12/06/101
CAMPBELL, Grace M.
06/05/102
07/24/103
CAOUETTE, Brian
010/18/101
12/05/102
CASTINIDOS, Gina
010/18/101
12/05/102
CHERTOK, Rachel
09/14/101
12/06/101
COOPER, Amy
03/07/102
04/11/102
CUMMINS, Shani
06/04/102
07/25/102
DAVIS, Melissa J.
02/06/102
04/03/103
DOWNEY, Lisa
02/04/102
04/11/102
DUONG, Resnick
06/05/102
07/24/103
EICHELBERGER, Erin J.
02/06/102
04/03/103
EIMER, Dennis
06/04/102
07/25/102
ENSTICE, Nicolas
010/18/101
12/05/102
FAZIOLI, Anne
01/18/102
04/25/102
FISH, Warren
010/18/101
12/05/102
FLYNN, Jessi L.
02/06/102
04/03/103
FOX, Kathleen
010/18/101
12/05/102
GARRETT, Matthew
09/14/101
12/06/101
GILBREATH, Aaron
02/04/102
04/11/102
GONZALEZ, Edward
09/14/101
12/06/101
GOODELL, Kam 
02/06/102
04/03/103
GOODMAN, Benjamin
06/05/102
07/24/103
GRISWOLD, Kara
06/05/102
07/24/103
HAGERTY, Meghan
06/04/102
07/25/102
HALVORSEN, Amy
010/18/101
12/05/102
HAROLD, Sera
06/04/102
07/25/102
HOELLE, Jeffrey
06/04/102
07/25/102
HOURIHAN, Keith F.
02/06/102
04/03/103
HUMMEL, Holly  A.
03/07/102
01/17/102
JUDD, Chaeli R.
08/10/101
08/09/101
JUNKUNC, Jae
02/18/102
04/11/102
KLINE, Robert M.
02/06/102
04/03/103
KOLLASCH, Benjamin
09/14/101
12/06/101
KOTHARI, Pamela
09/14/101
12/06/101
KOZACEK, Susan
010/18/101
12/05/102
KUMAR, Ravi
010/18/101
12/05/102
KUSKY, Jessica
09/14/101
12/06/101
KUSUNOSE, Yoko
010/18/101
12/05/102
LANGEHAUG, Thomas
02/18/102
04/11/102
LICHENSTEIN-HILL, Sophia
06/04/102
07/25/102
LIPPARD, Tonya
02/04/102
04/11/102
LLOYD, Demecia L.
02/06/102
04/03/103
LUPOLI, Christopher
010/18/101
12/05/102
MARTIN, Rebecca A.
02/06/102
04/03/103
MATEL, Jennifer
09/14/101
12/06/101
Mc CALL, Kelly J.
02/18/102
04/03/103
McGINN-RODRIGUEZ, Julia
02/18/102
04/11/102
McNISH, Zachary
09/28/101
12/06/101
MINCKS, John 
06/05/102
07/24/103
MINCKS, Sally
06/05/102
07/24/103
MUSE, Mark
06/05/102
07/24/103
NEWMAN, Jennifer
09/14/101
12/06/101
O’HARA, Amy N.
08/10/101
08/09/101
OWEN, April J.
08/10/101
08/09/101
PAHL, Bruce
06/04/102
07/25/102
PALMER, Reed
02/04/102
04/11/102
PASCUA, Albert B.
02/06/102
04/03/103
PASION, Caroline
06/05/102
07/24/103
PERRY, Princess 
02/04/102
04/11/102
PIMENTAL, Judith
02/04/102
04/11/102
POLLASTRO, Lena A.
02/06/102
04/03/103
PRICE, Rachel
06/05/102
07/24/103
PYLE, Alison
06/04/102
07/25/102
PYLE, David
06/04/102
07/25/102
RAINIE, Blake
09/14/101
12/06/101
RAUCH, Amy Christine
02/04/102
04/11/102
RIVER, Gerin
03/07/102
04/11/102
ROSS, Heidi
02/04/102
04/11/102
SANCHEZ, Beth
010/18/101
12/05/102
SCHLAIKJER, Christina
01/18/102
09/13/101
SCHMIDT, Sarah L.
02/06/102
04/03/103
SCHREIBER, Hermann
06/05/102
07/24/103
SCHREIBER, James
09/14/101
12/06/101
SCHREIBER, Karan
06/05/102
07/24/103
SEDLACEK, La Jean
06/04/102
07/25/102
SEITZ, Benjamin
06/04/102
07/25/102
SERPA, Noelia
06/05/102
07/24/103
SOLOMON, Brandon
02/04/102
04/11/102
SON, Christine
06/04/102
07/25/102
STARKS, Anthony
010/18/101
12/05/102
STEELE, Emily M.
02/06/102
04/03/103
STUBBEN, Julie
09/14/101
12/06/101
SWETZ, Laura
010/18/101
12/05/102
TERRY, Alon
09/14/101
12/06/101
THOMPSON, Katherine
06/05/102
07/24/103
TIPTON, Kelly
02/04/102
04/11/102
VELARDO, Remo
09/14/101
12/06/101
WALSH, Braden
02/04/102
04/11/102
WALTERS, Emily
010/18/101
12/05/102
WHITING, Valerie G.
02/06/102
04/03/103
WICK, Wendy Evelyn
07/17/101
010/18/101
WIEBE, Kristen
09/14/101
12/06/101
WILLIAMS, Dayne
010/18/101
12/05/102
WILLIAMS, Scott K.
02/06/102
04/03/103
WILTZ, Marie
02/06/102
04/03/103
WOODFIELD, William
07/12/101
010/18/101
YOST, Clifford
06/05/102
07/24/103
ZAGOFSKY, Tara
010/18/101
12/05/102
