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Winter, 2018
Cup #100

Overcast day. We need moisture. Cafe au lait, finally.
Uncharacteristic confusion at the usually perfect Tune-Up. I order cafe au lait
and get coffee with cream. I have to ask for the replacement with steamed
milk.
A random string of Christmas lights enlivens one corner of the cafe, and a
glowing ball hangs over the sole booth.
Some time ago, I decided to drink a hundred cups of coffee and record them,
with my thoughts and surroundings. When I set out to drink a hundred cups
of coffee—and write, accompanied by those hot drinks—I didn’t know how
long it would take. I gave it a year or two. Indeed, entries cluster at the start.
But after the initial plunge,
I realized I wanted to use time as its own element. I was waiting for certain
things to unfold, or even pass unrecorded. Therefore, this is not a daily diary
in the usual sense.
Over the course of two years, many things happened. My mother died of
dementia, I quit my job, and Donald Trump was elected president. And some
things remained constant—my house on Santa Fe’s west side with my
husband Rich, my daughter Isabel and son-in- law Tim living in the county.
Friendships ebbed and flowed as friendships will, weather turned as threat of
drought persisted. I did not grow younger. I traveled many places, both near
and far. I remembered the dead who were mine.
And some things have been left out—stories that were not mine to tell, where
I was too much on the periphery. At times, the project frightened me. I’d set

out to record my world, but what if something truly disastrous happened to
me—the bad juju of trying to see clearly in the present?
It is dynamic to sit and write the present moment, but a little frightening too.
It is a confrontation with the self, and with time and place. Coffee soothed my
worry, and helped me focus. But this record is not about coffee, per se. I
drank iced tea and other things in the same spirit. I just wanted something in
my mouth, which is also the seat of expression, of words.
Full disclosure: I do not really care about coffee. I love the bitterness, and the
kick. But I am no maven or aficionado. I drink instant coffee at home, a
lowbrow taste I picked up during a stay in Iceland. If it is good enough for
the descendants of the writers of the sagas, I figure, it is good enough for me.
Essentially, this writing is about the ephemeral, the momentary. It is about
states of mind—most notably the state of mind that gives rise to language and
writing. It is also about consciousness— that shapeshifting animal that can be
tracked but never completely captured.
Sometimes I wrote poetry, mostly I wrote prose. Rather without planning to, I
also created a paean to my neighborhood, Santa Fe’s west side, where a funky
vibe mixes with occasional gentrification. No doubt the blocks around my
house are the only other thing in life I have ever observed as continually as
my own mind.
I always say that my obituary will note that I divided my time between two
neighborhood cafes—Counter Culture and Tune-Up.
This is a record of a woman in her early sixties, in a capital city in the arid
west, in the second decade of the 21st century. Who is sitting and writing.
Now Tune-Up is getting busy with the lunch rush. I’ll finish my cafe au lait
and walk the four-and-a-half minutes home.

November 30, 2015
Cup #1

Tune-Up Cafe

Waffles, decaf cafe au lait
White mug with two chips in the lip and a wooden stick stirrer.
On Saturday, I took my mother to lunch at the little deli on the senior
“campus” where she lives. Her aide and I walked her over.
I was nervous because she’d stumbled and fallen in the street the day before.
It was my mother’s 89th birthday. At the deli, she tried to order a “Rachel”
sandwich. Rachel is the name of my sister who primarily cares for her—I was
just visiting. There was no such item on the menu, but it wasn’t totally crazy.
I myself had a memory of such a special—maybe it was turkey.
This time, we both had egg salad. On the way back to her apartment, my
mother was saying: I can do so many things myself ! Look at all the things I
can do.I can walk! I can eat.I can go to the deli all by myself!
In the elevator, she panicked and started crying. “I don’t know which button
to press,” she whimpered. I hit number one. The elevator began to move. My
mother started trying to hit all the buttons at once. I swatted her hand away.
“Our conversations are so awkward,” she’d said earlier. “I talk naturally to
other people but not to you. You don’t tell me how you are. How are you?
You need to ask ME questions. Ask me a question so I can answer.”

December 11, 2015
Cup #3

Michael ’s Kitchen, Taos
Solid blue mug emblazoned MICHAEL’S
Taos, by its nature, a confrontation with something—violence, its past, my
past, beauty; most of all, a mountain.
Driving north, life feels like no mistake, like something blissfully on purpose,
passing the sign that—white on blue—says RINCONADA with a large
perfect circle. Meaning what?
The mountain is enormous, and it looms before me. I have no permission to
climb it, no ability to paint it, no desire to put it in a poem, no wish to
understand it.

I’m not bad at human life, most particularly my life. I have reserved a
charming affordable casita of a room at El Pueblo. I will buy a treat and eat a
popover in bed. But first I will order and eat a club sandwich—yes, odd
choice at Michael’s, known for its chile, but who cares.

