Poems by Mariano Zaro

Nun Eating a Small Apple

We are in a bus,

my mother and I.

We are going to Zaragoza.

There is a nun sitting next to us.
She looks down,

hands crossed over a bag on her lap.
Her fingers are fat.

In the middle of the trip

she takes out a small apple from the bag.
She offers the apple to me.

No words, just the gesture.

Thank you, my mother says.

I don’t take the apple.

With her right thumb

The nun makes the sign of the cross

over the apple’s skin.

She starts eating.

The apple is crunchy,

the first bite is loud

and the nun covers her mouth with both hands.
She has a piece of apple in her mouth.

She does not dare to chew it.

She cannot spit it out.

We look at each other.

She is probably embarrassed of her hunger.
She has shown the world that her body has needs.
The loud apple is her penitence.

After a while

she keeps eating

with small, silent, careful bites,

always covering her mouth with both hands.

She keeps eating

until there is almost nothing left,

just the thin, bare core of the apple.

No seeds remain.

Wasting food would have added another sin for confession.
When she is finished



she hides the core of the apple in her hand,
presses her lips with the back of her fist.

I notice the apple’s stem sticking out

like a rebellious appendix.

NOSELESS WOMAN

The first time | saw her
it was at the doctor’s office,
in the waiting room.

She was a woman

without a nose.

| was ten, she was old,

small, dark.

| was with my mother.

My mother took me many times
to the doctor’s office,

but that’s another story.

| know | was ten because

I had brought my math homework.

We were studying the binary system then,

we only did that in fourth grade.

One plus one was not two,

it was one-zero,

it was too complicated,

the school dropped it after a while,

and we went back to the routine of long division.

| was doing my math homework when she entered.
She came with her daughter, I believe.

The old woman did not have a nose,

she had the hole for the nose, not the nose itself.
A hole the shape of an inverted heart,

like a hazelnut.

A hole like the hole you see on a skull

where the nose used to be.

This skull was alive.

On top of the hole a tiny, white, pointy triangle—
the remains of bone, cartilage.

I could not stop staring.

My mother tried everything:
Go, get me a magazine, do your homework.



Don’t you need to go to the bathroom.
| kept staring.

The woman said /¢’s ok. He can look.
Do you want to look? She asked me.
And | just went toward her.

She was seated.

| stood in front of her, face to face.

| looked without restraint.

| wanted to see the inside of her head.
Does it hurt? | asked.

Sometimes. She said.

My mother apologized.
Don’t worry. The woman said.

| saw her one more time, in church.
She had her nose covered

with a white gauze.

| said hello, she smiled back.
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