
hardships were behind me 

but that’s not how life 

works. Graduate school was 

a high point, but it didn’t 

mean that every point from 

then on was going to get me 

higher and higher. 

I believe I had to 

come down for a moment 

and that moment is right 

now. There’s something I 

have to figure out, and I’m 

on my way to figuring out 

what that is – humility. 

Perhaps it’s weird for me to 

say that I need to be humble 

because yes, I should be 

proud of my 

accomplishments, and I am. 

I also should be allowed to 

make expectations of 

myself. But one thing I 

shouldn’t do is let those 

expectations become 

demands and let those 

demands become tantrums. 

Continued on Page 2. 

 

Graduating from 

grad school in May 2018 

gave me a strong sense of 

entitlement. After I got that 

reward, I expected for life to 

give me what I wanted. I 

wanted a job that made me 

feel content. I wanted a 

healthy relationship. I 

wanted to move back to my 

home state of New Mexico 

without a lot of stress and 

struggles. I wanted to get 

my creative writing thesis 

collection published. 

In my head, back 

in May, I had done all that 

life had asked and I 

demanded that it grant me a 

smooth ride from here on 

out. 

As you can guess, 

that’s not how things 

worked out. 

I had to live with 

my mom for two months. 

I’m struggling to find a 

solid job. I’m renting out a 

room from a friend of a 

friend because I can’t afford 

Santa Fe’s housing fees. 

I’ve had to rely on nonprofit 

organizational help and 

government aid to get food 

on the table. I’ve 

contemplated suicide 

several times. 

In other words, 

I’ve hit another low in my 

life, and I wondered why. 

The answer? That’s 

how life is. 

I am a believer that 

you do have control over 

your fate, to an extent. You 

have control over if you say 

yes or no to that job offer, 

or even apply for that job. 

But you don’t have control 

over a freak accident that 

may end your life. 

The problem is that 

I forgot that I am not in full 

control of it and when 

things fell apart, I fell apart 

with them. 

I was hoping that 
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The diversity of 

love is forever flowing and 

changing. There are so 

many ways we have love in 

our hearts and our lives. As 

Shakespeare said, “Let me 

count the ways.” As I write 

this, it’s the month of 

February. The month of  

Valentine’s for someone 

you love. Yet doesn’t love 

mean so much more than 

that? Love can be…To a 

partner or a new born baby. 

This is being “in love”. 

It can be love 

towards your dearest friend, 

towards a group of people, 

to family, including a 

pet.We even love material 

objects, such as a car, our 

house (or apartment), 

clothes, computers and our 

phones.There are so many 

material things, too 

numerous to mention.We 

can put forth love into the 

world, god, mother nature, 

and into the universe. 

 Loving life may 

not happen all the time, but 

when it does, it’s so 

wonderful that words can 

not do it justice. I love parts 

of my life and I am still  

working on the rest of it. I 

don’t love all of me yet. I 

am learning to love myself 

which I didn’t do for most 

of my life. It isn’t easy to 

admit this. I’m still a work 

in progress.Love is so 

diverse, forever flowing and 

changing. I am a work of 

love in progress. I hope you 

are too. Much love to you 

from the heart. 
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Diversity Of Love: Alyssa Worby 

My ripples have 

caused ripples, and now 

there is no way that they’ll 

be like they were before. 

And yet, I stood there, 

resenting the river, resenting 

myself. I was protesting 

when I should have been 

adjusting. 

 

Humility, I’m 

learning, is me adjusting to 

what life has given me. I’m 

not where I want to be, but 

this is where I’m at now. 

And that’s enough. 

 
 

I think of it like 

this: I’m stepping back into 

a river after I’ve learned its 

currents and patterns and 

expected the river’s paths to 

go just as it had for the past 

few years. Thing is, the 

moment I stepped into it, I 

affected it. 
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“I’m stepping back 

into a river after 

I’ve learned its 

currents and 

patterns and 

expected the river’s 

paths to go just as it 

had for the past few 

years. “ 

Re-learning the art of humility: By Jervon Perkins 

Continued from Page 1. 

“It can be  

love towards 

 your dearest 

friend,towards 

 a group of  

people, to  

family,   

 including a  

pet.” 



Alarum: David Trujillo 
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Today is the day  

I will fly, 

get on with life 

put away the knife. 

I am wearing my poet hat. 

 

The inspiration for today, 

entreat and do what you say. 

 The precatory morning 

will bring about hearing. 

Listen for the voice of your  

higher self. 

 

It is time to have an analeptic rest. 

There is time to do your best. 

Set youself up for success. 

You deserve the nothing less. 

So get out of bed and give youself 

a blessed day. 

 

Image Right: 

 Ink Drawning 

by David– Title 

“Love” 

Untitled by Robin Bank 

I can’t really find anything to think and 

remember. I wanted to take a long time 

to think and smile and try everything. 

 

Cat 

 

Dog\ 

 

Ghost.\ 

 

 

And I climbed back into my house. I tried 

to work harder but it was too quiet. 

\ 

 

Dog. 
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“I am convinced that the 

deepest desire within each 

of us is to be liberated from 

the controlling influences of 

our own psychic madness or 

patterns of fear.” Caroline 

Myss 

Recently in my practice, a 

patient asked: “Is there a 

time when I will finally get 

beyond my symptoms/

problems?” 

Two founding psychologists 

(both were medical doctors) 

gave answers to this 

question: 

Sigmund Freud: “I do not 

doubt that it would be easier 

for fate to take away your 

suffering than it would for 

me. But you will see for 

yourself that much has been 

gained if we succeed in 

turning your hysterical 

misery into common 

unhappiness. With a mental 

life that has been restored to 

health, you will be better 

armed against that 

unhappiness.” 

Carl Jung: “When an inner 

situation is not made 

conscious, it appears outside 

as fate.” If the inner 

situation is trauma 

unexamined, the situation 

will show up over and over 

in various life situations. 

Caroline Myss also says 

this: “Fate is how your life 

unfolds when you let fear 

determine your choices. A 

path of destiny reveals itself 

to you, however, when you 

confront your fear and make 

conscious choices.”  

Freud is tentative. He says 

“if we (clinician and 

patient) succeed,” we may 

only get to “common 

unhappiness.” 

Jung offers hope, prospect 

and the potency that if the 

inner situation is made 

conscious, one can master 

fate rather than the fate of 

one's trauma being the 

master, and showing up 

over and over in various life 

situations. 

Therapy can be successful 

depending on the skill of 

rapport between clinician 

and patient, and with a 

therapy paradigm well 

suited to the patient. 

Therapy is ineffective if the 

patient is invested in his or 

her victim-hood as a 

credential. As such, defining 

oneself as victim is 

wrongheaded as self 

validation, as articulated 

here by Caroline Myss: “I 

have since become 

convinced that when we 

define ourselves by our 

wounds, we burden and lose 

our physical and spiritual 

energy and open ourselves 

to the risk of illness.” 

Resentment feeds a fixation 

on one’s wounds. In AA 

they talk about the “dry 

drunk” who is not drinking 

alcohol, but remains steeped 

only in the complaints of 

trauma inflicted by people 

and institutions that you 

have listed in the 4th Step. 

AA says start to cure and 

heal yourself. Leave off 

complaints about your past 

wounds, wish your 

persecutors God's speed for 

they are also wounded and 

sick. Direct your attention to 

your own faults, missteps 

and character flaws and 

wrongs you have 

committed. Work on 

making amends to yourself 

and those you have 

offended. 

Therapy can be hindered if 

the patient holds on to a 

negative inner core belief 

about self, a negative core 

message about self, people, 

and world. This negative 

core may have been 

imposed on the person by 

past caregivers or persons 

taken as authorities. Worse 

still, the negative message is 

introjected by the patient. 

Another hindrance to 

recovery might there be a 

form of addiction to one’s 

wounds, thinking that 

having been wounded, this 

is my personal validation. 

Caroline Myss writes that 

many people hoping to heal 

“are striving to confront 

their wounds, valiantly 

working to bring meaning to 

terrible past experiences and 

traumas, and exercising 

compassionate 

understanding of others who 

share their wounds. But they 

are not healing. They have 

redefined their lives around 

their wounds and the 

process of accepting them. 

They are not working to get 

beyond their wounds. In 

fact, they are stuck in their 

wounds.” 

Here is an extended 

quote from “Beware of 

Woundology,” a blog 

post by Phil Bolsta, in 

synopsis of Why People 

Don’t Heal and How 

They Can by     

 

 

 

 

Continued on Page 7. 
 

Will I Ever Get Well? By Art Panaro 

“ Many people  

hoping to heal are 

striving to confront 

there wounds, 

valiently working to 

bring meaning to 

terrible past 

experiences asnd 

traumas and 

exercising 

compassionate  

understanding of 

others who share 

their  wounds.” 
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2rn a new leaf: Daniel Maes D thee aMAESing 

 Turning a new leaf 

to me has so much more 

meanig then just fading out 

of yellow, into green. 

Having the choice at a new 

life is great but having the 

decision to live that to the 

fullest. To me this very 

beautiful phenomenon 

which is often taken for 

granted due to our own 

circumstances. “I believe 

when I die”!there will be an 

after life in heaven. So until 

then I say good bye for now 

till then so my will to fight 

for what is right help others 

through all the years of 

facing fears. 

 It’s like crying for 

instance anyone will agree 

you feel better after you 

realease your inner 

emotions right. A leaf 

comes from a plant! This is 

a fact and without proper 

nurtients the leaf will not 

return greener than the year 

before. This phenominal gift 

of creation a continuous 

renewal process that I find 

very astounding and should 

not be taken for granted. So 

without the soil from the 

earth there would be no 

trees plants etc! thus no air. 

It’s like the mythological 

creature “THE PHOENIX”. 

 When it dies it’s 

soul fire all it’s creation of 

being reborn from it’s ashes 

out comes an eggshell. If I 

dont change my reacton and 

responce which has it’s 

challenges. I can avoid 

anything all I want life has 

it’s way of throwing it right 

back at me like a frisbee so, 

I then grab it and make it 

my personal boomerang. 

With continuous practice it 

will always have its 

challenges the choice is 

always mine, I can only 

hide for so long. Turning a 

new leaf has really helped 

me so much and without 

preperation dedication this 

would not be possible. 

 Lack of this this 

wisdom can be very 

unhealthy way to live and 

can be contagious either 

way it always up to me to 

give anything my power let 

alone attention. If I don’t 

challenge my mind 

whatever I’m doing it will 

effect my whole body. One 

must remember to stay 

equiped with your toolbox 

imaginary but not you can 

say. In order to get a job 

done one must have the 

right tools to do so and use 

them at your discretion. 

Take care of self in order to 

take care of anyone else. So 

reach inside search deep, 

search  hard  if your tired of 

living so hard. 

 Surrender I say for 

tomorrow will be a better 

day if I leave room to allow 

it. Allowing things the time 

to heal to grow back ten 

times stronger. Take it slow 

if you fall it’s ok, it’s how 

we learn get back up give 

yourself a fighting chance. 

Keep on pushing through no 

matter what you do if you 

have a passion for it go for 

it push it out you’ll make it 

through the obstacle at 

hand. Look at the glass half-

full instead of the usual 

glass half-empty sinario. 

 I can now see my 

own destructive path was 

not healthy at all. I can now 

say I  see the glass half-full 

and really do mean that. 

When something bad 

happens to me I’m not 

cursed I’m blessed one must 

take the good with the bad. 

What am I missing what am 

I doing wrong with the way 

my life was and turns out all 

I’m missing except for one 

thing touch. Sometimes is 

inside of me and you as 

well, if I don’t pause and 

figure out what is wrong 

with me today it will repeat 

itself tomorrow.  

Hopefully it wont 

happen again and if it does 

your ready remember this if 

and when it presents itself 

again. One must really be 

aware of what one is doing 

at all times! As well as 

what’s going on in oneself , 

around oneself, people and 

there eyes, and  body 

movement will normally tell 

you alot about oneself. Last 

which is the hardest as I 

have been saying with the 

proper balance of some 

risks more consrtuctively 

then destructively. So keep 

what works for you and 

what don’t, don’t save or 

hold on to it. Share this with 

someone else it will light 

someone elses spark. 

To maintain this 

balance and stay happy with 

exercise! Yes exercise 

eating better going for 

walks, fishing, camping etc. 

Do something you really 

enjoy love yourself enough 

to know the difference when 

your not. Please remember 

that nobody can take your 

power without your 

permission keep your 

permission, you give it 

don’t forget its your force so 

shall it return to you. As 

hard as it is to stay fit stay 

positive all the time! My 

new motto I started saying 

when I started coming here 

is still the same Be Positive 

Think Positive Get Positive 

not always but more good 

days then bad. 

 Stay green stay 

fresh be rid of what one 

must to get where one wants  

to go or be. For it’s a dream 

for a reason wait no it’s 

reality so plant your seed 

watch it grow some won’t 

ever get the chance to do so. 

I plant the seed of “FAITH” 

restored, Santa Fe means 

“HOLY FAITH”  you live 

here I live here we all live 

here together as one lets 

work together help fix the 

dirt we dropped what we 

have allowed to go wrong. 

So all small, tall young, and 

old  for today is tomorrow’s 

today how are you gonna 

end your forefront.   

                          Image 

          By Daniel Maes 
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“Freedom” By Margo 
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There is no right or wrong,  

No judgments for the rules we fallow should be placed on us. 

Have an open mind! 

Freedom is not always a physical action. 

Freedom is more than where one can go and can do. 

For me freedom means: being myself and free from fallowing somebody’s definition of being “normal”,  

Being accepted by others,  

And being able to express myself in public without judgment. 

Freedom should give to the person liberty: in heart, mind, 

Body, and soul. 

 This kind of freedom has never being achieved in this world, 

But it is critical that it will reach people and motivate healing, 

Healing to free your body from all the anger and suffering, 

Healing to relax your soul and mind from difficult tasks, 

Healing that allows true freedom and love to enter this world,  

Healing to achieve purity through all the phases of life. 

I am waiting for the time when we all can be brothers  

And sisters, living without any wars to fight. 

Come Join us on Friday March 15th to celebrate St Patricks’s Day with Corned beef 

and Cabbage from 12-2. Wearing greeen is strongly encouraged but not required! 



Caroline Myss: 

Indeed, the last thing that 

many who are wounded, 

grieving, or ill are 

seeking is the full 

recovery of their health. 

Pain is their primary  

“relationship currency” 

and, consciously or not, 

they fear making their 

way in the world without 

it. . . . Pain has its 

privileges. Those who 

adopt a victim mentality 

may use their wounds to 

manipulate and control 

situations and people; 

after all, suffering can be 

a convenient excuse for 

dodging responsibilities. 

Others discover that, 

after a lifetime of 

attending to others, they 

relish being attended to. 

Pain is also the ticket 

that gains the wounded 

entrance into well-

meaning support groups 

where members receive, 

perhaps for the first time, 

validation, 

understanding, and 

acceptance.   

Support groups are soothing 

but by no means the 

ultimate solution. In his 

discussion on Caroline 

Myss’s work, Phil Bolsta 

leaves us with a searing 

summation of the real 

venture and journey towards 

wholeness and healing. It is 

not for the faint of heart: 

It takes courage to 

explore your suffering, 

to peel away layer after 

layer of beliefs, 

behaviors, and 

assumptions and 

rigorously hold yourself 

accountable to life. 

Just as a silversmith 

holds a piece of silver in 

the middle of a fire to 

burn away its impurities, 

so must we lean into the 

fire of our pain . . . and 

burn. Only the searing 

flames of relentless self-

honesty can cauterize 

our wounds, blunt the 

jagged edges of our 

agony, and prepare us 

for the journey back to 

wholeness. 

 

 

§ 

 

FINIS 

Will I Ever Get Well ? By Art Panaro Cont. From  page 5. 

Better Way Works Program 
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Better way allows people to 

make $57 cash for 5 hours of 

work. Just show up at the 

location listed for the day 

and Robbie will choose 8-10 

people to go out to work. All 

meals, snacks and drinks are 

provided by the program. 

If you are interested in going 

out- listed below is locations 

for pick up: 

Tuesdays: General Franklin 

E Miles Park in parking lot 

off Camino Carlos rey 

Wednesdays: Fort Marcy 

Park in the front of complex 

off Artist Road 

Thursdays: Salvador Perez 

Park off alta vista street by 

tennis courts 

If you need more information 

feel free to call Robbie at 

505-819-7143 or email him at 

betterway@thelifelink.org 

                    Image   

By Daniel  Maes 



 nature, which 

means that struggling with 

mental illness is a constant 

part of life. Luckily, there 

will always be music like 

Eva Under Fire’s recent EP 

“Heavy on the Heart” that 

unapologetically tackles 

mental health issues. 

The seven-song EP 

starts with “Misery,” which 

is an arena-ready, kiss-off 

track that mixes guitar riffs, 

kick drums, and Amanda 

Lyberg’s strong vocals into 

an alluring concoction. 

Thematically, the song is 

about telling misery to burn 

in misery. I love the cheeky 

double entendre. It’s easy to 

think of Eva Under Fire 

starting a concert with this 

number.  

The EP slows 

down with “The Strong,” a 

power ballad that reaches 

out to the struggling 

listeners who may feel like 

they’re at theirr wit’s end. 

Lyberg’s vocals soar on the 

commanding chorus. It’s 

hard not to tear up when she 

pours her heart into the line 

“You’re not alone.” (More 

on that later.) 

Things rev up once 

again with “I Will Fight,” 

which is the perfect song to 

follow up “The Strong.” 

The previous track is like a 

hand reaching into the 

darkness to pull you out, 

and “I Will Fight” is that 

same hand giving you a set 

of armor and telling you 

“it’s time for battle.” The 

battle to stay alive – taken 

literally when you’re 

depressed and suicidal – 

becomes one that you can 

win.  

 “Ghost” echoes 

the moment of crisis one 

may feel when they’re at the 

edge, feeling helpless. 

Whether the “ghost” is 

one’s former self or 

someone you love is open 

for interpretation.  I’m 

reminded of the moments in 

which the voice inside my 

head won’t shut up, telling 

me I’m worthless and I find 

myself reaching into the 

depths of my mind, trying to 

find the positive voice I 

know is there to give me the 

one reason I need to stay 

alive.  As a follow-up to 

“Ghost,” the U2 cover of 

“With or Without You” is 

the perfect fit to a narrative 

about living with mental 

illness. Bono himself even 

mentioned in 2005 that the 

chorus “signifies a release 

of mental tension, ‘which is 

when the ‘Aah-aah’ comes 

out. That is what giving 

yourself away is, 

musically.’” Eva Under 

Fire’s cover keeps the 

quieting aura of the original 

but lets Lyberg’s vocals 

soar past the stratosphere. 

“Devil in Disguise” 

takes on a more symphonic 

metal sound with the 

introductory strings, which 

turns it into the EP’s most 

epic moment. As the final 

stance against the darkness 

of one’s mind, the song 

brings to mind the winning 

hour in which the listener 

has disconnected 

themselves from the suicidal 

thoughts. “I have been 

freed ,” Lyberg growls, 

“You think I’m falling 

now,but I’m not going 

down, no, this is not my  
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Dear Eva Under Fire: Thank you for releasing “Heavy          

on the Heart” By Jervon Perkins 

Each year, I’ve read 

articles about children as 

young as nine years old 

committing suicide and of 

another celebrity who 

overdosed. I’ve heard people 

close to me get frustrated 

with the conversation around 

mental health issues because 

it’s everywhere and they’re 

tired of hearing about it. 

My response is 

always the same: we 

wouldn’t have to have this 

conversation over and over if 

it wasn’t an issue. People 

won’t shut up about it until 

something is done. I won’t 

shut up until something is 

done, because the moment I 

do, I’m scared that will be the 

day that the dark voice in my 

head finally wins. I’ve 

written about my personal 

struggles with  mental illness 

many times in the past, and 

it’s something that I’m still 

struggling with, especially  

with the changes that have 

happened in my life recently.  

Struggling is part of  human  



room were starting to feel 

like a jail cell. I’m glad I 

didn’t go outside though 

because I think I would 

have done something stupid 

like walk into traffic. 

I’ve been at a crisis 

state of mind before, and I 

knew that if I didn’t do 

something, I would 

eventually let it get to me. I 

told myself that I was fine, 

but everything in me told 

me I wasn’t. 

During this time, 

several weeks back, I had 

come across a promoted 

Facebook post of the music 

video for Eva Under Fire’s 

“The Strong.” That’s 

perhaps why, like a mantra, 

I heard Lyberg’s voice 

repeat over and over: 

“…I am the strong 

I am the brave 

I am the scar 

I am the pain 

And I will fight by 

your side until we’re home 

You’re not alone 

You’re not 

alone…” 

 It was like Lyberg 

was screaming in my ear, 

begging me to stay where I 

was and to reach out for  

help. 

I put myself on 

suicide watch, reaching out 

to friends and family on 

social media, notifying them 

that I wasn’t in a good state 

of mind. At the behest of 

my mom and sister, I, for 

the first time, called the 

suicide hotline 1-800-273-

8255. 

I hate to admit it, 

but I almost didn’t call 

because it seemed pointless. 

What could a stranger do for 

me that family, friends, and 

even myself couldn’t do? 

But I stayed on the line and 

question by question, the 

person on the other line 

peeled back the layers of my 

emotions and thoughts, until 

finally, I was calm enough  

to realize that my troubles 

weren’t life-threatening and 

that the Voice of Criticism 

was wrong. I just needed to 

make some changes and one 

of those changes was to get 

back into counseling, which 

I have done since then. 

* 

Music like “Heavy 

on the Heart” reminds 

people like me that you can 

ALWAYS find help. 

“Sing it out loud, 

whisper it slowly/ Just hold 

on ‘cause daybreak is on its 

way.” 

The voice of truth 

is louder than the voice in 

your head. 
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Dear Eva Under Fire: Thank you for releasing “Heavy 

on the Heart”  By Jervon Perkins 

time.” 

Ending the EP with 

an acoustic version of “The 

Strong” feels appropriate 

because the song feels like 

the centerpiece to the entire 

experience. It reiterates the 

message– you are strong, and 

you’re not alone. This time, 

the message is stripped back 

with Lyberg’s vocals and a 

piano and violin melting into 

an audible salve.  I’m 

appreciative for having an  

EP like “Heavy on the Heart” 

because its songs are   

percussion against the noise  

that clutters my mind when I  

can hear the Voice of  

Criticism backing me into a  

corner, telling me that I’ve  

ruined things again; that I’m  

a waste of skin and breath;  

that it wonders how I’ve held 

 on so long because someone 

 as weak as me should be  

dead.  

 That’s what the  

Voice of Criticism told me as  

I was showering and felt the  

world crumble underneath  

my feet. I was trying to get  

myself  out of the house  

because the walls  of my 



 

Rebecca’s Coloring Page: Rebecca  
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Sometimes a tattoo is more 
than meets the eye. 

     Supporters of Project 
Semicolon, which describes 
itself as “a faith-based non-
profit movement dedicated 
to presenting hope and love 
to those who are struggling 
with depression, suicide, 
addiction and self-injury,” are 
getting the grammatical 
symbol tattooed on their 
body to show their solidarity 
with the project’s mission. 

     The project was started in 
2013 by Amy Bleuel, who was 
inspired by her own personal 
struggle with depression, 
mental illness, suicide 

attempts and the loss of her 
own father to suicide. She 
decided to turn the 
semicolon into a symbol of 
hope and love for those who 
were struggling. 

     Although tattoos were not 
originally a part of the 
movement, they are a 
testament to its growth over 
the years. 

     “Supporters just chose to 
get the tattoos on their 
own,” Bleuel tells PEOPLE. 
“The project was started 

by asking others to draw a 

semicolon on their wrist to 

show support.                  

The semicolon was 

chosen because in 

literature a semicolon is 

used when an author 

chooses to not end a 

sentence. You are the 

author and the sentence 

is your life. You are 

choosing to continue.” 

     To learn more about 

Project Semicolon, visit: 

https://projectsemicolon.

com/ 

 

Project Semicolon Empowers People Who 

Suffer from Depression by Gabrielle Olya  July 07, 2015 07:50 PM  

https://people.com/celebrity/project-semicolon-empowers-people-who-
suffer-from-depression 
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     Amelia sat on a patchwork 
blanket under the old oak tree 
in the middle of the park. It’s 
branches spread out like a 
large parasol, sheltering her 
from the noontime sun. She 
mindlessly turned over leaves 
that surrounded her. It was 
late summer, and green and 
yellow leaves had started 
falling. A picnic basket sat 
beside her, waiting to be 
opened. 

     Ashley approached her 
quietly. She watched her sister 
turning over leaves, and 
wondered what was on her 
mind. 

    “Hey Amelia!” Ashley called. 
“Watcha doin’?” 

     “Hey, Ash. I’m glad you 
came. Those thoughts have 
been running through my head 
again. I was hoping you could 
give me some answers. These 
days I don’t know whether I’m 
coming or going.” 

     Ashley sat down by her 
sister. “You know I’ll help you 
any way I can. What’s on your 
mind?” 

     “I’m wondering, no, 
worried, that I’m going to go 
crazy like Mom.” 

     “Ames, you’re not going to 
go crazy like Mom. Mom did a 
lot of drinking and drugs when 
we were kids, and it kind of 
fried her brain. You’ve done no 
such thing. You’re a role model 
for Al-Anon kids and how to 
avoid that kind of dangerous 
lifestyle. What’s really going 
on?” 

     “Well, I keep trying to put 
the pieces together, but I don’t 
understand. You know Mr. 
Darcy, right?” Amelia asked. 

     Of course I do. He’s like a 
neighborhood superhero for 
kids. What’s going on?” 

     “I always thought he was a 

superhero too. I once told him 
so. But I remember waking up 
in bed one night, and he was 
over me. Mom was at the door 
screaming and yelling like a 
banshee, and I remember Mr. 
Darcy wasn’t allowed over for 
a long time. You and I shared a 
room, do you remember? Can 
you tell me what happened?” 

    “Wait. What? You told Mr. 
Darcy he was a superhero? 
Wow. Okay, maybe we better 
start with that night. I 
remember it very well. I’m 
surprised you do,” Ashley 
stated. 

     “I did. I do. I don’t know 
whether to be scared of Mr. 
Darcy or not. I never got any 
bad vibes from him, but, you 
know, shit happens to kids. Did 
something happen to me?” 

     “Ames, I can guarantee you 
right now, nothing bad ever 
happened. In fact, Mr. Darcy 
was a superhero for us. Do you 
remember all those wild 
parties Mom and Dad used to 
throw, and how we would hide 
behind the sofa watching 
everything?” 

     “Yeah. Those were some 
crazy times. I remember them 
laughing and drinking, and 
eventually someone would 
start fighting. And Mr. Albert 
would start kissing on Mrs. 
Stanton, and Mr. Stanton 
would sit with a drink on the 
sofa and just sulk. And all 
those white lines they snorted, 
and then everyone would start 
acting crazy.” 

     “Yeah,” Ash said, “those 
were bad times. I just don’t 
think the adults realized it at 
the time. I don’t think they 
really understood what it 
meant to be adults. Our 
parents were pretty young 
when they got together. I don’t 
think they were really ready 
for any kind of adulthood.” 

     “Okay,” Amelia said, but 
what has this got to do with 
Mr. Darcy?” 

     “Mr. Darcy was the 
designated sober guy. They 
never volunteered him, but 
since he lived next door and 
saw and heard all the wild 
parties, he would worry about 
us. He would come over with a 
bottle of iced tea to drink, and 
would keep an eye on things so 
no one got hurt, or at least not 
get hurt too bad.” 

     “Okay, Ash, but how does 
this relate to the fight and him 
not coming around for a long 
time?” 

     “You, little sister, would 
eventually fall asleep behind 
the couch. You were only five 
then, and you just couldn’t 
stay up. I was ten, so I had a lot 
more stamina. Mr. Darcy used 
to take us to our bedroom and 
put us down for the night. It 
was so funny! He would pick 
you up and you would wrap 
your arms around his neck like 
a sloth! Sometimes he could 
slide you off of him, and 
sometimes I had to help him 
unwrap your arms around his 
neck so he could tuck you into 
bed. The night of the fight he 
had with mom, he had one 
hand on the back of your head 
and another hand around your 
waist as he was sliding you off. 
You were dead sleep. I was 
trying not to laugh and wake 
you up, it was so funny! You 
had your arms around his neck 
pretty tight, and he said, 
‘Ashley, I might need some 
help prying your sister off 
tonight’.  That’s when Mom 
walked in and totally freaked 
out. It didn’t help that she was 
drunk and had snorted several 
lines of coke. She started 
yelling and accusing Mr. Darcy 
of all kinds of things. Mr. Darcy 
was hurt and mortified, and 
kept trying to tell Mom what 

Mr. Darcy by Valerie W. 
was happening, but she 
wouldn’t have it. That’s when 
other people started coming 
into the room, trying to figure 
out what was happening. Mr. 
Darcy managed to get 
everyone out and told me to 
lock the door. After that, there 
was a whole lot of yelling, and 
then Mom and Dad didn’t have 
any more guests over for six 
months. That was pretty nice. 
But I can definitely tell you the 
most important thing, Ames. 
He never touched us 
inappropriately. And he always 
had me lock the door and put a 
chair underneath the knob to 
make sure no one else could 
get in. He was protecting us, 
Ames, like Mom and Dad 
should have been doing. We 
were always safe with him. 
Thank goodness he was there. 
No telling what would have 
happened if he wasn’t.” 

     “Wow, Ash, that explains a 
lot.” 

     “Yeah, he was our 
superhero. And speaking of 
superheroes, when did you tell 
Mr. Darcy that he was a 
superhero?” 

     “Mmmm. I guess it was a 
few months after we started 
seeing him again. I can’t 
explain it, but I always got this 
weird feeling from him.” 

     “What?” exclaimed Ashley. 
“What do you mean?” 

     “Well, I know this is going to 
sound weird, but when he and 
Dad would be in the kitchen 
talking, I would go in and sit at 
the table and wait for Mr. 
Darcy to open his shirt and 
reveal his superhero uniform. I 
can’t explain it, but I always 
felt he was an undercover  
superhero. One day I told him, 
‘It’s alright, Mr. Darcy. I know 
you’re a secret superhero. 
Don’t worry. You’re secret’s 
safe with Dad and me.’” 
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     Ashley burst out laughing. 
“Oh my god! That was you? 
Mr. Darcy told me that story, 
but he never said who the kid 
was! Oh my god! This is too 
funny!” Ashley fell back against 
the old oak, laughing hard. 

     “Why is this so funny, Ash? 
And how do you know about 
that story?” 

     “Over the years, I’ve popped 
in on Mr. Darcy from time to 
time to make sure he is doing 
okay. He told me about that, 
how a kid thought he was a 
superhero. He said that made 
his century. Hey, I guess I can 
tell you a little secret about 
how Mr. Darcy became a 
superhero.” 

      “Okay, let’s hear it. Was he 
exposed to some kind of 
radiation?” 

     “No, silly. No radiation. But 
it is very sad. When he was a 
kid, his mom used to leave him 
with a neighbor next door to 
go shopping. The neighbor’s 
son molested Mr. Darcy a lot. 
He was so traumatized by it, he 
vowed he would never let 
something like that happen to 
any other kid. And thus, our 
superhero was born. He’s 
watched over all the 
neighborhood kids, and 
warned them that if they ever 
got a funny feeling about 
someone, run home right 
away, or come find him and he 
would guard them. And he has. 
He guarded us, and he’s 
guarded others. He’s our 
superhero.” 

   “Oh, gosh, Ash, that’s so sad. 
Poor Mr. Darcy!” 

     “Yeah, but he’s good. He 
went to therapy to help deal 
with his trauma. I’m so sad 
that that had to happen to 

him, though, but I’m glad he 
didn’t turn into a bad guy.” 

     “Me, too. He became a 
superhero instead. How do I 
ever thank him?” 

     “Come with me this 
weekend to see him. It’s his 
birthday, and a bunch of us 
neighborhood kids are taking 
him out to dinner. It’s kind of a 
birthday slash we-appreciate-
all-you-do-Mr. Darcy kind of 
thing.” 

     “I would love too!” 

     “Cool! Now let’s get to 
munching on this picnic lunch 
you brought. I’m starving!” 

     “Dig in! And I brought 
cupcakes!” 

     “You are an awesome little 
sister!” 

     The End 

Mr. Darcy cont’d by Valerie W. 
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       The Recipe Pages 

Occopa (Peru) by Beth 
 
Ingredients: 

 1 cup grated jack cheese 

 ½ cup smooth peanut butter 

 ½ small onion grated 

 ½ cup chopped cilantro 

 4-6 cloves garlic 

 2 saltines 

 1 tablespoon red chile powder 

 ½ chopped jalapeno 

 ¼ cup olive oil or more to desired consistency 

 Salt to taste 
 
Directions: 
Mix in a blender and serve with hard boiled eggs and boiled red potatoes. 

Asian Pork Tenderloin from Allrecipes.com 
 
Notes: 

 White sugar can be used for brown sugar (I used half the amount of  sugar because I didn’t want it that sweet) 

 I didn't have chile paste, so I just ground red pepper. I used paprika for the other pepper. You can decrease the chile if you 
don’t like it so spicy. 

 1/8 teaspoon of garlic powder equals 1 garlic clove 

 Cut slits in the tenderloin to help it absorb the flavor. 
 
Ingredients: 
1/3 cup lite soy sauce 
1/4 cup sesame oil 
2 tablespoons Worcestershire sauce 
1/8 cup packed  brown sugar or white sugar 
3 green onions, chopped 
4 cloves garlic, crushed 
1/8 teaspoon ground cloves 
1 1/2 tablespoons Asian chile paste 
1 1/2 teaspoons pepper 
1 (2 pound) fat-trimmed pork tenderloin 
 
Directions: 
Pour into a medium bowl the soy sauce, sesame oil, and Worcestershire sauce. Then whisk in brown sugar, green onions, garlic, 
chile paste, and pepper. Place the tenderloin in a shallow dish. Pour sauce over tenderloin, turning the meat a few times to coat. 
Cover dish, and refrigerate at least 8 hours. 
 
Preheat oven to 450 degrees F (230 degrees C). Transfer pork with marinade into an aluminum foil-lined baking pan. 
Roast in a preheated oven 25 to 30 minutes. Remove, and let stand 5 to 10 minutes before carving. 
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Authentic Mexican Breakfast Tacos by Bearnesta at Allrecipes.com 

Ingredients 

 6 ounces chorizo sausage 

 8 (6 inch) corn tortillas 

 6 eggs 

 1/4 cup milk 

 1/2 teaspoon pepper 

 1/2 teaspoon salt 

 1 cup shredded Monterey Jack cheese 

 1 dash hot pepper sauce (e.g. Tabasco, Cholula, Valentino, Tapatio ), or to taste 

 1/2 cup salsa 
 

Directions 

1. Crumble the sausage into a skillet over medium-high heat. Cook and stir until evenly brown. Set aside. 

2. Heat one skillet over medium heat, and heat another skillet over high heat. The skillet over high heat is for warming tortillas. 
In a medium bowl, whisk together the eggs, milk, salt and pepper. Spray the medium heat skillet with some cooking spray, 
and pour in the eggs. Cook and stir until almost firm. Add the sausage, and continue cooking and stirring until firm. 

3. Meanwhile, warm tortillas for about 45 seconds per side in the other skillet, so they are hot and crispy on the edges, but still 

4.  pliable. 

5. Sprinkle a little shredded cheese onto each tortilla while it is still hot. Top with some of the scrambled egg and sausage, then 
add hot pepper sauce and salsa to your liking. 

       The Recipe Pages cont... 

Cheesesteak Stuffed Bell Peppers 
 

Ingredients 

 4 bell peppers, halved 

 1 tbsp. vegetable oil 

 1 large onion, sliced 

 16 oz. cremini mushrooms, sliced 

 Kosher salt 

 1 1/2 lb. sirloin steak, thinly sliced 

 2 tsp. Italian seasoning 

 16 slices provolone 

 Freshly chopped parsley, for garnish 

 Freshly ground black pepper 
 

Directions 
 

1. Preheat oven to 325º. Place peppers in a large baking dish and bake until tender, 30 minutes.  
2. Meanwhile, in a large skillet over medium-high heat, heat oil. Add onions and mushrooms and season with salt 

and pepper. Cook until soft, 6 minutes. Add steak and season with more salt and pepper. Cook, stirring 
occasionally, 3 minutes. Stir in Italian seasoning.  

3. Add provolone to bottom of baked peppers and top with steak mixture. Top with another piece of provolone and 
broil until golden, 3 minutes. 

4. Garnish with parsley before serving. 
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       The Recipe Pages cont... 

Cuban Pot Roast (Boliche Asado) by Liz 
 

 1 lemon (juiced) 

 1 tbsp dried thyme 

 2 tbsp cilantro (chopped) 

 1 large green bell pepper ( chopped) 

 1 garlic cloves (minced) 

 3 lbs chuck roast 

 2 tbsp flour 

 2 tbsp butter 

 1 tbsp oregano 

 1 red bell pepper (chopped) 

 1 cup water 

 8 small potatoes  

 2 onions (quartered) 

 1 tsp salt and black pepper 

 1 bay leaf 
   

Directions: 
 

1. In a bowl, mix together the cilantro, lemon juice, garlic and thyme.  
2. Brush the roast with the herb mixture, and place in a large pan and cover. Allow to marinate in the refrigerator for at 

least 1 hour. 
3. After allowing the roast to marinate, take out of the refrigerator, uncover and add salt and pepper to roast pieces. 

Sprinkle evenly with flour and place aside. 
4.  Heat the olive oil and butter in a large frying pan over medium-high heat. Add the roast and brown on all sides, cooking 

only a couple minutes on each side. 
5.  In a large pot, add the garlic, chopped red and green peppers, onions and saute for 2 to 3 minutes.  
6. Add the roast and the olive oil used to fry it with into the pot, along with the potatoes, oregano, and bay leaf. Also add 

water and bring to a boil.  
7. Cover and reduce the heat to medium-low and allow to simmer for 3 hours.  
8. Make sure the potatoes are tender and the roast is tender as well. Serve with white rice and yucca con mojo! 

In our next issue, we’ll talk about 

spices and what spices are good to 

have on hand in your pantry. We’ll 

also have some favorite spice blends 

to use for shortcuts.  

             Page 18 Issue 8 


