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“I would define, in brief, the Poetry of
words as the Rhythmical Creation of
Beauty. Its sole arbiter is Taste.”

Edgar Allan Poe
The Poetic Principle
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Reflections of 9-11-01

I can tell you where I was and what I was doing when I first heard of =
President Kennedy's assassination. I can also tell you the same information -
regarding the Oklahoma City bombing. Why is it people remember the " :
smallest details during times of crises, but they can’t remember what they
had for breakfast two hours earlier? 4

On September 11, 2001, a group of 25 people from my company
was meeting at Target Hunger, a food distribution center for Houston’s
hungry. As part of the United Way Day of Caring effort, we were sched-
uled to clean their kitchen, sand/paing three refrigerators, and paint the
walls. When I arrived at the facility, several employees met me and quickly
updated me on the events that were happening in New York City and
Washington D.C. After discussion, we felt it was absolutely necessary
remain at the facility and fulfill our obligation toward Target Hunger.

During the next four hours, we donned our masks and grabbed our
sanders, paintbrushes, and cleaning cloths. It was a bittersweet day. All of
us were dedicated to finishing the task at hand, but at the same time we :
were aware that our world had changed forever. %

The United States has always seemed to be a magical land

civillians and our economy. Thousands of people lost their lives and te
thousands lost loved ones. No longer is our land the innocent, peacefu
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Reflection,
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media kept repeating the footage of the planes hitting the buildings.
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Untitled Photographed artwork
by Heath Ferrell
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My Blueless Blues

And she yelled in a screeching tone, “My blues ain’t always blue ‘specially
when my eyes are shut to the world. But when my eyes are opened, my blues
still ain’t always blue.”

Who is to say that she’s wrong? Who is to say that she’s crazy for not seeing
and feeling and caressing the blues that mark our lives of pleasurable ecstasy?
Lives that we name Joy and Destiny and Faith and Delia with smiles wider
than any river that I've seen. Her blues are not always blue, and I know
‘cause I've seen them and I've felt their torturing and strenuous attractions
marking my body and forcing my mind into a cycle of delirium. Yet you and
they all laugh when she and I say that the blues ain’t always blue.

Sometimes the blues appear in front of me with white masks and water-hoses
demanding that I admit my self-hatred ‘cause my skin is too blue. You know
what they call me — the blue black lady, or the blacker than blue mammy, or
the blue-ist black of blue girls.

At other times, the blues appear behind me with large rings around my
wrists and hurtful hands stealing away my thighs from my body. All awhile,
that particular blues laugh aloud and the sounds utter forth, “I’m gonna taste
your blackness tonight and you better sing the blues loud ‘nough for me to
hear and low ‘nough for nobody else to want.”

So I sing, and only I and my body know that my song is of hate and pain and
anger and rage and annoyance that all spark and thrive in the name of My
Blues. See, my blues ain’t always blue; sometimes my blues are white or
gray and other times my blues are all those things that have been taken away
— body and mind, and I can’t even feel my own damn thighs. All T can do is
ask what Louie asked:

“What did I do
To be so black
And Blue?”

And so she yells again and again, “My blues ain’t always blue ‘specially
when my eyes are shut to the world. But when my eyes are opened, my
blues still ain’t always blue,” until she can’t hear herself anymore.
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Untitled Photographed Artwork
by Heath Ferrell
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Untitled Photographed Artwork
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It’s not about the...

The pull of the field seemed to bring down even the most promising fly
balls, either sending them into some crazily unpredictable bounce, or just
cating the balls outright.

The grass clippings in the early summer were deep in our little
field. Atthe end of spring, the field would be just full to bursting, with little
miracles of life everywhere. Huge sunflowers, tiny pecan tree sprouts, and
surely dozens of dozens of vegetational variants crowded their way in,
hungering for light and earth, and hustling their way up the ladders in their
own little society.

And then the men would come. Once the heat set in for the
summer, the owners of the field would send out their lawn crew to battle
back the foliage that had rocketed up in the springtime. They would bring
their weed whackers, their industrial strength mowers, their edgers, their
pesticides, and they would destroy. All that would be left of the upstarts
would be an inches deep carpet, spread humbly now, at the toes of the old
ones, the great and sprawling pecan trees that shaded our infields. Surely
though, even through this affront, the upstarts must have laughed their own
little green laughter, knowing that this destruction would only pave the way
for next year’s revolt. A little decay, a little time, and a lot of sunlight, and
the field would once again team with
life.

But in the meantime.
Tribute.

The grass clippings in the early summer were deep in our little
field. Its soft cushion beneath our feet was a welcome relief, soft and
springy beneath our soles, and without the brutal glare of the sun reflecting
up at us the way it would on an asphalt surface. Every footstep in this lush,
moist surface would send up drafts of beautifully thick and syrupy air, still
warm, but not brutal; refreshing and sweet. We were drawn in, all of us.
It was as if the field demanded our attendance; our modest worship, and
our repeated visits. It demanded first that we see what forces had been
loosed upon it, and then that we see life’s tenacity and resilience; that we
smell the sweetness of the decay beneath our feet, and recognize it not as
surrender or defeat, but as the beginning of the new wave of the revolu-
tion. Of a new wave of life.

Maybe somebody suggested the game. I’'m sure
someone must have made the call. But still, maybe it wasn’t entirely their
own idea. Maybe the grasses called to them.
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Last Chance

He breathes in the fresh air and his mind wanders again, and it is a wel-
comed wander. Up ahead a sleepy, little town lies off the beaten path. It
could easily be located in Anywhere, USA.

A stop for food gives this traveler a chance to exchange pleasant-
ries with a few of locals, whom he always finds to be interesting. The
“Last Chance Bar and Grill”-the name suits this ramshackle old place.

The only problem is he cannot zero in on which obvious “Last
Chance” it refers to, “Last Chance” to eat here before it falls down? “Last
Chance” to have a cool one? Maybe it is simply called “Last Chance” for
lack of a better name. Who knows, but he is not going to miss his “Last
Chance”.

Approaching the wooden makeshift structure takes him back in
time. The wrap around porch looks dusty and with each boot step, tiny
puffs of powdered clouds rise and gently fall. The floor planks echo in a
welcoming, old-fashioned way and he pushes at the swing door to gain
entry. Inside, the room is dark for such a sunny afternoon. There are only
a few windows. As his eyes adjust, he surveys his surroundings. He hears
in the background a winding whistle given off by several oscillating fans
laboring to rotate, and the jukebox plays an old tune that is vaguely familiar.
Other than that, the room is suspiciously quiet, as each patron bellied up to
the bar turns to acknowledge the presence of a stranger in town. To slice
the thick silence he walks up to the bar and orders an iced cold beer.

“Idle chater sparks up again and he learns that Willie John, the
bartender, has worked at this bar for twenty-seven years. With his long,
bushy gray hair and yellowed skin, he looks like he has been “rode hard and
put up wet”- perhaps the consequence of a life of hard drinking and smok-
ing. He and his buddies, all of similar appearence, are exchanging war
stories, a familiar subject in this type of place. They are always the same
stories, maybe a little fabrication here and there. It is certain that at any
moment one will say “Why I remember when.” The conversation takes
him back again, to his tour of duty and the young, scared kids he led, some
to their untimely deaths. He gives quick thanks for being alive.
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A POET REMEMBERED

JOE ANTHONY MARTINEZ

JULY 22, 1976-SEPTEMBER 14, 2000

The following poems were written by Joe A. Martinez, a University of
Houston-Downtown student who lost his life in an auto-pedestrian
accident on September 14, 2000. Joe was in the 82nd Airborne
Division Artillery of the army and volunteered once a week at an animal
shelter. He began writing poetry at the age of twelve and is remembered
by his family and friends as a talented, young poet. All poetry and
photos were provided to The Bayou Review courtesy of Joe’s mother,

Mrs. Mary Mata.
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Joe A. Martinez

These photos and other articles were part of an Ofrenda in

memory of Joe Martinez, put together by his mother Mary

Mata and featured in the Dia de /os Muertos exhibit at Casa
Ramirez in October 2001.

:  Scanned with !
i & CamScanner’;


https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download

'oundations

tanor

Willie T. Huggins Jr.



https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download

Genoveva...

L {eel your pain your SOrrow

today the cold rain 18 ;”Hbi'

and it won tstop because our
cloudy tOmMoIrrow 18

N

1ATrK SK1eS. aAnc

VO

SaAdnNess



https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download

nold my
Yes | know 1t :‘v‘\!""‘

Buteve

1 from’

whatever thought es

n of my frantic mind

eeding only 1 fnghtening smez

nsually like thas

Scanned with
CamScanner’;



https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download

C

afteine Kick



https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download

{v\é‘ir')\d 'I' ‘\ }

. TTRERA TR, 4T T

‘rhkrl}}“ll‘)‘ k}f‘ ﬂn‘\} - 1
| ';Lu,-‘sf',

s
EHRE

Li:‘kft%';"l'l swing .’T
:7;

) enough to 4 atree branch hanging downmfrontofus. e
Where? In the woc cf‘”’“m*(*(ku gtoseelfmythfee'

woods with in Oms Theylookedbackatme.

Taveya lkiif he 'snograveyardaround

ng cemeterybackmthewoods '

Jer

Scanned with

. CamScanner



https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download

A Story For Julia

“I’ll take you, but we’ll have to go now, and my brothers will have to go”,
Julia decided, stirring up dust as she slidtoa stop.

We gathered up the boys, and began to walk on a path through the
woods. The boys threw berries at each other, and frequently ran off the
path, like puppies on a chase through an obstacle course.

We walked for about a mile, single file, and I saw miniature
dumps of discarded tires, a broken wheelbarrow, the remains of camp-
fires, and fast food wrappers. I carried Jon sporadically, because the lure
of his big brothers kept him sliding in and out of my arms. I thought adult
thoughts, like watching out for poison ivy and snakes, and the boys
thought boy thoughts, like watching out for pirates and (hopefully)

;_ .asnakes Julia led the way, her small frame carried with big sister authority.
- Andsuddenly we came upon areal graveyard, stuck in the
~ middle of the woods.

' ~ “Hereitis. Over there are two kids’ graves; they make me sad”,

d! uha, while grabbing a boy’s shirt to avoid a muddy puddle.
| ‘*I Was surprised. [ wandered back and forth among the graves,
gnizing ﬁ\mﬂy names only because the neighborhood street signs
ed the same names. Old German names, now known as local

ntar 'fschools and churches. There were about forty graves, some

53
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A Story For Julia

The boys read out loud, with halting, new reader speech, the names of
the residents of this quiet place, but they didn’t understand the solemnity
of the occasion. This was just another play place to them, a place to
look for toads and play leapfrog over the smaller headstones.

Julia and I herded the boys together, and headed down the path back
to the park.

“What do you do? asked Julia, while we were wandering back down
the path.

I smiled, thinking how Julia realized both moms and dads
worked in this modern day world.

“I’'m a teacher. I teach English”, I replied.

“Wouldn’t it be cool if you wrote a story about this? But in the
story, when you meet me, I'm dead? Like, you meet my ghost in the
park, and then I show you the graveyard, but then I disappear? And
you find my gravestone? Wouldn’t that be creepy?”

I laughed and agreed it would. We discussed teachers at the
local school, and which teacher to avoid, and which teacher was the
very best. We agreed Mrs. Martin was horrible, and Mrs. Maze was
simply the greatest teacher in the world.

“You did bead work in Jake’s class. Will you make me some-
thing?” Julia asked, as we practiced balancing on the park bench.

“Okay. It might take me awhile, though.”

“And will you write a story about a ghost in the park?”

“Yeah, I can try. But that will definitely take me awhile”, I told

her, falling off the bench.

And so, one day I made a bead necklace for Julia, and snuck it to her in
her classroom while her teacher (the awful Mrs. Martin) was down the
hall, and all her friends and enemies envied her. And [ wrote this story
for Julia, because I told her I would. It definitely took me awhile, and it
doesn’t have her as ghost; I like her better real.

Gail D. Brekke
BR 2001 54
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RJCC Papcr
[tis very real to the butterflies. To me it is another picture

painted by engineers to simulate home for my friends. Its flow wasn’t
born from snowcapped mountains in the summer thaw, but pumped
through a maze of pipes and values.

Children would look up at the falling water and smile and blink,
as the mist would powder their faces. To them, the whole experience
was very real and they were happy in the engineers’ forest.

Paths wound through the forest floor and visitors moved slowly
to spot and identify the different species. Laminated cards were given to
each visitor at the entrance. On one side showed a picture of the
butterfly with wings agape, showing its unique spectrum of rich hues.
Each butterfly was slightly different than its plastic coated picture,
signifying its individuality from its cousin’s. The reverse side wasa
plcture oflts ngs closed. Some showed hints of specialized camou-
en ’enacmg eyes that portrayed a dangerous animal or

d thinl “' have seemed like a vacation to some perfect
sitors, it is a world ruled by a simple, beautiful

r her favorite butterfly. There were hundreds
ar away as Asia and Africa. No two were the

) the same music and ate at the same table.
funseen kinship that cannot be explained. A
ico would drink nectar from the same flower
/e are animals also, no better or worse and

| from their indiscriminate love for each

er of an orange penta was the most delicate

S
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She was as white as rare pearls and adorned perfect black
stripes. She is the queen, I thought. There is only one queen and it was
she. Her wings opened slowly as if to stretch and they closed just as
softly as they opened. She paraded her papery wings for everyone to
see.

A child stepped towards her and she took flight. Her wings
gently pushed against the air and she was effortlessly rising high into the
canopy, disappearing into the architect’s facade of infinity. I quietly
checked the plastic card to identify her. She was named simply, rice
paper. Her thirst for nectar would soon steer her downward, appearing
if she were attached to an invisible string. Other butterflies were near
enough to touch, but my gaze was fixed upon the Rice Paper’s descent.
She flew as beautifully and as quietly as a falling autumn leaf.

Her landing was soft and precise as she plunged her hair-like
tongue into a virgin bloom and closed her wings. I crept closer now,
careful not to spook her. Kneeling down beside her, I focused on her
papery wings. They reminded me of mother of pearl, yet were even
more beautiful. Forashort time, I did not blink. My eyes were at-
tached to her every movement as she stepped from one flower to
another. She had a new friend. We knelt together and looked at each
other. Maybe she was free and I was captive. Her life would end soon
and my time with her was precious. For amoment, at least, we con-
nected as she does with her foreign brothers and sisters.

Soon her flower had dried and she stretched her wings prepar-
ing to flitter away. Istood up and bid her farewell on her final journey.
She rose from her flower and passed just beyond my face. I followed
her as she ascended into the canopy.

The butterfly museum was a real glimpse into the nature of the
rainforest. It encompassed death and life as nature intended. My stay in
this engineered forest would soon end and the visitors would be gone.
existence.

Our friends would spend the night alone with dreams of escap-
ing or mating or pollinating. For in nature we are all born and only time
and evolution separate our
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Gabriel Spins His Wheels

Midnight on saturday
ground the gears
granny shifting, knocking, knocking, knocking around
adrenaline and gasoline
breathe
don t rain, please don t let it rain tonight
roar the engine, let it ride
feel it
gunnit faster, faster, faster!
turn and slide, wheel it then break
see you on the other side, suckers!
crunch and grind, damn! damn! damn!
smell the rubber burning,
tires melting into cool summer concrete
steel frames shuffle and buckle
~ undemeathallis quiet

Marisa Demaya
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About Our LOuuwulUrs By

Carolyn Adams currently attends the University of Houston-
Downtown.

Jesus Arturo Avila was born in Mexico in the city of Piedras
Negras, Coahuila but raised most of his life in Houston’s Northside
area. He is a local underground Hip Hop artist but is also involved
in producing local Chicano rock bands. He has been a musician
most of his life and enjoys songwriting and poetry. He is also
currently an English major at UH-D and is planning on going into
area ¢ of African American and Mexican American studies in
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