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			  In lieu of an abstract, here is a brief excerpt of the content:
			   Out for Some Bread on Flatbush Ave. With open lips like a gray rose, a cloud hung over the church of St. Rose of Lima in Miragoane. Sunday Mass . . . Damn! That day is right there in front of my eyes! . . . our prayers went to heaven. God . . . We were poor . . . Faith was a stained-glass window blue in our eyes. Where the hell is that bakery? I could die just looking for it! I could sing in those days! I am sure my prayers went to heaven too . . . FUCK YOU TOO, the sidewalk is for everybody, what’s the problem? I SMELL MAYBE?! That fat priest really startled us: “Would the family of the old woman on the beach go out and get her!” . . . NO! I am NOT talking to you. HEY! So what if I’m talking TO MYSELF! You don’t like it? WHAT’S YOUR PROBLEM!? Shit . . .  She had been gone for years. With all this gelatinous green stuff and webs of ocean mucus on her hair, undone, her body, naked, my mother looked like something the sea spat. Spat! She had been underwater. People do. And you don’t have to wait till you are dead to live in that cold world. Voye mò anba dlo— send the dead under water—just for a while . . . should have believed her in those days when she took me to those ceremonies. Ha! What difference? She still would have left us. The family listened to Spirits then. That’s why she had gone underwater— following a mermaid who beckoned to her, really?! “The Spirits pulled me. It’s because they love me, they pulled me down. I did not know I was down—everything was the same, I saw houses, trees, roads, people walking, eating bread, talking to each other. The Spirits taught me how to make baths to heal, I learnt all about spells . . . “ OH SHIT! Sorry . . . what d’you mean CRAZY?! Fout LOUGAWOU! That’s right LOUGAWOU! D’ you look at yourself LATELY!? Goddamn WEREWOLF, get a comb in your OWN hair! . . . Wish my mother had taught me a few spells. Too many people, clean those streets, Get rid of some population . . . [52.201.237.190] Project MUSE (2024-03-20 09:35 GMT)  I COULD BLOW SOME NASTY POWDERS OVER THESE New York streets, GET RID OF YOU PEOPLE! For all these hours I spent listening to my mother, what’d I learn?: “wash the stone the Spirits gave me, don’t you be sassy and disrespect it! Make a bath with lots of ﬂowers, basil, the kind with large leaves and monben fran and zo devan and lots of Florida cologne. When people come to me, I will caress it, talk to it, and it will talk back.” Boy! Did I get scared the day I caressed it too, and the wind whistled in the breadfruit tree . . . Scared! Scared! And HUNGRY too! where the HELL is that bakery, where am I? YOU scary, YOU ugly, not me! LOUGAWOU! m pa pè w se moun ou ye—no, I’m not afraid, you people—you people, you too-goddamn-many people. My mother could take care of you people! A Manbo, yea, a MANBO! Nine years she spent under water, nine NINE GODDAMN YEARS! . . . They pulled her down. They pulled her down. Did she ask for it? Pretty mermaid smiled. She wanted to get closer . . . Pulled her down. And what about us? And what about me? Maybe that’s why she was mad at them. Still, she shouldn’t have converted—”Jesus, I only want to hear Jesus”—shouldn’t have ignored their warnings, shouldn’t have. She’d still be alive. Wouldn’t have choked. Just like that . . . wasn’t even ill . . . Ooh I miss you Mama! If you could see me now! I crossed over! I was the lucky one. My roof is concrete not coconut straw, I buy my food in supermarkets,  wrapped in cellophane, I stroll in underground malls. Yet my body burns in this cold. Loneliness in a red coat. But . . . I AM the lucky one. I crossed over . . . NEW YORK! This stretch of pavement is my gray beach. Where is that bakery? Let me sit on my beach . . . right here HEY! Get your hands off me! GOT A PROBLEM? What’s your problem! . . . I close my eyes to see a small pool I can enter, ﬁnd my body shoreless, at ease . . . breathe. I undress to go home . . . be home . . . aah, that... 
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