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Interesting Times

A special edition Sage newsletter devoted to Writers Helping Writers Stay In Touch During Coronavirus Isolation

WHAT’S INSIDE? Quotes, quips, comics, memes, photos and articles sent to the Sage by SWW members during the first weeks of their
Coronavirus isolation. Just like our turned-up-side-down lives, nothing in this edition is normal—no columns, no classes, not even a table
of contents. Just scroll through, read, enjoy and know that you are in
the company of human writers who share your “misery” and who are
also observing and recording these interesting times.

Take the Ultimate SouthWest Writers
Covid-19 Challenge:
Write 1,000 words a day for 19 days of your isolation.
Send updates on your progress and experience to sage@
swwriters.com for a chance to have one day’s worth of
words published in a future edition of the Sage.

Q

Quarantine

Did you know that quarantine as
it is practiced today began during
the 14th century?
Ships arriving in Venice from foreign ports were required to sit at
anchor for 40 days before landing.
In fact, the word “quarantine”
was derived from the Italian
words quaranta giorni, which
mean 40 days.

Quarantined and Fighting COVID-19 My Way
by Jacqueline Murray Loring

On this warm, low-wind, April day-number-30-of-my-quarantine (because
of a germ I can’t even see), I know I should go for a walk. Alone or with my
little BabyDude, walking-partner. The required six feet between us, of course.
Leave my writing room? That’s a laugh. Escape? Not today or tomorrow, or maybe for the rest of the week. I’m trapped inside at my desk (my
grandson napping) with dozens of deadlines looming. The stack of “To Do/
Dues” as high as an elephant’s eye. Not that I own an elephant. Yes, the
deadlines are of my own making, but that doesn’t allow
me to ignore them. Deadlines, like invisible elephants,
have a way of sucking up all the new-creativity-air in a
room. I’m super at making working lists with deadline
dates. Harder to actually begin a project and to finish it.
So, what’s first?
•
•
•

Sounds like inspiration for a
timely historical romance (Love’s
Heavenly Cure), mystery (Gondolier’s Plague), fantasy (Forty
Days Through The Byzantine Portal), suspense (Welcome to Venice), or poem (The Quaratine of
Petrarch).

Staring at me from my overwhelmed desktop are
printed parts of a 30-page book proposal due May 1.
Two screen plays I promised a couple of Cape
Cod writers that I’d read and write reviews for
their authors by Christmas. Last Christmas.
A friend who lives with his family in Japan sent
me the trailer for his first feature film. He asked if
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•

•

•

I would critique it. I don’t speak Japanese and find
at the final edits of a short film about my grandson
subtitles disconcerting, but I plan to give it a shot.
that Karen Cunningham and I are producing for
The SouthWest Writers prose and poetry contest,
The Sense of Wonder Experience. It’s called How I
“2020 Annual Writing Contest SEEING THE
Wonder What You’ll Be. They were due yesterday.
WORLD in 2020” just opened. I volunteered to
Yes, The Experience was cancelled but the Facejudge which means I can’t enter my
book page is active and vibrant. https://
work in the category I judge, but do
www.facebook.com/SenseOfWonderI have time to write a 3500-word
Experience/.
story or a beautiful poem? By May
• Speaking of Facebook and newsletters:
2? I need to call Brenda Cole about
I forgot my promise to Kathy Schuit.
the judging rules. And I have a reAdd that to my list of yesterday’s deadport for the SWW board meeting
lines. New sticky note: Send Kathy a
next week.
write-up about the KiMo Theatre book,
A fluorescent pink sticky-note on my
the New Mexico Press Women contest
laptop screen yells at me. For days, The author with her
win and my New Mexico Playwrights
grandson,
“BabyI’ve meant to send Logan, owner of
Circle contest prize.
Tortuga Gallery, a thank you note for Dude” (who’s growAn app on my phone tinkles. Tai Chi News!
the classy and artistic way she pre- ing up before our A notice from Oasis LifeLongLearning Adveneyes as a “co-host”
sented the art and poetry of National at the SWW business tures says my beloved Tai Chi class has gone viLeague of American Pen Women table). The pohto is ral. With this online opportunity, I can sit or stand
Yucca branch members. https://www. pre-Coronavirus.
in the privacy of my writing room on Tuesdays
facebook.com/penwomenabq. Our
and Thursdays from 1-2 p.m. and participate in
unique ekphrastic show “Cross-Pollination” is the the free, yes, I said free, class shown on my laptop computer.
celebrated event on Tortuga’s web page http://www.
It’s almost noon. So, which should be first on my list?
tortugagallery.org/cross-pollination-art-for-sale-inapril-2020. The show opened and closed in March Read a book? Write a short story, a thank you note, or the
due to the novel coronavirus. Our art, a hostage to the captions for the film? Edit a movie or a short story or review a screenplay? Go for a walk? Tune in Tai Chi. Wait!
quarantine, still decorates the gallery walls.
I think I’d rather spend this gift of a day looking BabyDude’s up from his nap. The day is decided.

M

Day 9 – I put liquor bottles in every room. Tonight, I’m
getting all dressed up and going bar hopping.

Day 2 – Opening my third bottle of wine. I fear wine
supplies might not last!

Day 11 – Isolation is hard. I swear my fridge just said,
“What the hell do you want now?”

Day 3 – Strawberries: Some have 210 seeds, some have
235 seeds. Who Knew??

Day 12 – I realized why dogs get so excited about something moving outside, going for walks, or car rides. I
think I just barked at a squirrel.

My Self-Isolation Quarantine
Diary:

shared by Rose Marie Kern
Day 1 – I Can Do This!! Got enough food and wine to
last a month!

Day 4 – 8:00 p.m. Took off my day pajamas and put on
my night pajamas.
Day 5 – Today, I tried to make hand sanitizer. It came
out as Jello Shots!!
Day 6 – I get to take the garbage out. I’m so excited, I
can’t decide what to wear.
Day 7 – Laughing way too much at my own jokes.
Day 8 – Went to a new restaurant called The Kitchen.
You have to gather all the ingredients and make your own
meal. I have no clue how this place is still in business.
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Day 10 – Struck up a conversation with a spider today.
Seems nice. He’s a web designer. (Laughed at what I
wrote until I had tears in my eyes.)

Day 13 – If you keep a glass of wine in each hand, you
can’t accidentally touch your face.
Day 14 – Watched the birds fight over a worm. The Cardinals lead the Blue Jays 3–1. (Laughing jags are out of
control.)
Day 15 – Anybody else feel like they’ve cooked dinner
about 395 times this month?
Day 16 - Tomorrow, tomorrow . . .

P

Party of One

by Leonie Rosenstiel

“I’m going stir crazy! I don’t know whether I can
take any more of this.” Two weeks into quarantine,
my friend’s discomfort jumped out of the phone at me.
“Why are you so calm?”
“Am I? Guess I’m just busy.”
I meditate and pray daily. I feed the backyard critters.
I do physical work. I give thanks for all the good things
in my life. I put together boxes of clothes to be donated,
when I’m able to do so again. I try new recipes. I check
my publishing deadlines. I avoid predicting when I will
be free again. Worrying about it won’t help, so I consciously pay close attention to other things.
Now, I’m sorting through some of the thousand or so
boxes I inherited from various members of my family, a
task I’ve spent years actively avoiding. I’ve invented all
manner of convoluted excuses for this lapse. But I can’t
anymore.
What surfaced? A love letter to my mother from an
American colonel later cashiered for consorting with a
German spy, and another from a provincial Australian
official (also a colonel).
I discovered that, even during the late 19th century,
women in my father’s family always participated fully
in family enterprises. They might not yet have been able
to vote, but they did have a voice in family affairs.
After I moved into a new house about five years ago,
I put my old, large-screen TV in the shed, intending to
hook it up “sometime.” I never did. Instead, I started
writing daily. The flat screen’s still in the shed and I’ve
just finished writing a three-volume set that traces the
history of my family from ancient times to the present. It
runs to more than 900 pages; completed it just before we
were told to stay home. Now I can plug into the draft all
the new insights gleaned from the documents I’ve been
finding in the garage.
Back in June of 2012, I retired as a Doctor of Oriental
Medicine in New Mexico. After that, I didn’t bother to
keep my national certification active. Two weeks ago,
the National Commission for the Certification of Acupuncture and Oriental Medicine sent me notice that they
are now encouraging former diplomates to recertify and
become active again. Going back to school online is a
way to keep my mind active in a different way and I
might be able to help people with what I learn.
I’m grateful that none of my friends has been directly touched by the vicious virus that has changed all our
lives in so many other ways. In the process of keeping in
touch, I’ve become a sort of international clearing house

B

Binoculars not needed
by Brenda Cole

Week three of lockdown has come and gone and taken my sleep schedule with it. Always prided myself on
being a morning person. Up before dawn, watching the
light illuminate the mountains with my coffee and the local bird chorus. Now I’m lucky to be conscious by 8 am
and worse finding myself still upright at 1 am.
All that changed thanks to a good friend who teaches
astronomy at CNM. Pre-lockdown we would meet up.
grab coffee and just talk. Now we’re restricted to long
winded text messages and facetime chats. I’ve always
been an astronomy buff, even headed up to Placitas and
the back end of the Manzanos mountains for star parties
with The Albuquerque Astronomy Society.
I’d spent the last couple of nights sitting on my back
porch watching the ascending Pink Supermoon. I have
a pair of field binoculars that were a gift from my mom.
Nothing spectacular, but perfectly adequate for looking at
the craters on the moon or bringing the Pleiades star cluster
into focus. Last night, I was watching the moon in all her
glory and texting my friend while she watched from her
yard. One long phone call later I realized the moon was
leaving my vantage spot and it was already after 11 pm. By
the time I did the mundane chores I hadn’t gotten to it was
already heading to 1 am. I got ready for bed and resigned
myself to another late morning with nothing much to do.
My Sherwood Forest text alert sounded off in the grayness of predawn. I fumbled for the phone and managed to
turn it on without dropping it. A cheery text from my friend
mentioned Jupiter, Saturn and Mars were in alignment in
the SSE and the moon was still out. She hoped she hadn’t
woken me, but she remembered I was a morning person, it
was 6:15. In the pre-virus days I would have already been
up, dressed and had breakfast. I thought of turning back
over to sleep, but my inner scientist yelled at me to get up
or I’d be upset all day for being lazy and missing the show.
I stumbled out of bed, threw on clothes, mask and
headed down the driveway to the street. The pale-yellow
light backlit the Sandias to my left. I had missed the planets, there was too much ambient light to make them out.
To my right, the moon hung suspended in the still dark
Western sky. I stood there in the chill morning light, my
only companions the morning birds and thier song. It was
still, beautiful and I had been missing it dreadfully.
As I took a walk through the still morning, I got
glimpses of the moon sinking below the Western horizon,
that early morning text had given me back my peace. I
gave one last look to the moon and set my alarm for 6 am
tomorrow. I had a date with some planets.
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for information on developments with the COVID 19
that occupies so many of our thoughts these days. I keep
about 350 people updated, internationally, on developments that interest me.
I’ve endured periods of solitude before; those memories help me now.

Author Leonie Rosenstiel shared this photo of
the boxes she’s “spent years actively avoiding,”
but now has time to tackle.

W

Whirlwind

by Lynn Andrepont

Spinning, swirling, ‘round me, through me
Wash your hands, keep your distance, don’t hoard, don’t
panic
Maelstrom of messaging, mounting, growing louder,
impending doom
Stop, focus, breathe
Close your eyes, find your center, calm your inner winds
Fill lungs completely…pause…let go; repeat, repeat,
repeat…
Outer squall slows, hushes, dissipates
Peace in the midst of plague

REMINDER
Put on clothes for ZOOM
meetings!
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Homemade Masks Go From
Fearsome to Fashionable

A friend made [these] and I now cruise Trader
Joe’s quite fashionably masked—and politically
correct since I am not using a mask the medical
community needs.
- Sam Moorman

Or, Not
I went shopping at Albertsons and decided
to rob it instead.
- Su-Ellen Lierz

A

Apocalyptic Puppy
by Kathy Louise Schuit

I like old dogs.
Old dogs know when it’s okay to kiss your face and
when to just lie next to you under an afghan.
When you rescue an old dog, he’ll forever do his best
to make you as happy as you’ve made him.
Even if old dogs come to you with little or no training, they’ve already slowed to an energy level that pretty
much matches your own.
Old dogs may have baggage and they may only share
a short time with you before passing on, but even the
most unmannerly among them prefer the outdoors for doing their business.
I’m telling you all this because within the first few
days of Coronavirus isolation I was “gifted” a puppy. It’s
been at least 30 years—30 fine years of old dogs, urinefree rugs and no regrets—since the last time I attempted
to raise a puppy.
My granddaughter named the puppy Percy Jackson.
He IS lightening fast when stealing shoes, socks and our
old dog’s toys.
He pees anywhere he pleases, and worse. His sharp
needle teeth draw blood quicker than most phlebotomists;
the old dog and I closely protect our ears. He eats rocks.
When I told the veterinarian about this last habit, his
eyes widened, then he said, “Yeah. Don’t let him do that.”
Excuse me? How? How am I supposed to stop him?
Have you looked outside? Rocks - are - literally - everywhere!
Anyway, dangerous habits or no, under normal circumstances Percy’s pedigree should have at least landed him a more proper name—something closer to Prince
Percival of the Apocalypse—and a home among people
willing and able to spend up to $3,000 for the privilege
of having him pee on their rugs. He’s a Cavalier King
Charles Spaniel, a highly desirable lap dog. As part of the
“gift” pitch, I was told his “genetic material” came from a
champion in Scotland.
So why did I receive this highfalutin puppy for FREE?
Percy ended up with me because he’s “defective.”
Born with a cleft palette, a deformity that could besmirch

the breeder’s line, said breeder dropped him at a veterinnary clinic and requested his destruction. Actually,
this part of Percy’s story struck me as odd. Why would
anyone who’d already devoted 10 weeks to daily, and
nightly, tube-feeding of a problematic puppy suddenly
just call it quits? I mean, you’d think the worst was over,
wouldn’t you?

Percy Jackson
Maybe not.
Besides rocks, IF he’s sitting on my lap and IF it’s
slathered with loads of pureed pumpkin and IF I feed it to
him from the palm of my hand, Percy will eat kibble. We
only recently figured out this arrangement and now I worry that he took to eating rocks because I was starving him!
In about 10 days, barring development of an intestinal blockage from the rocks or aspirational pneumonia
from inhaling food through the cleft, Percy will get corrective surgery. After that, the vet said, there’ll be a week
of swelling, during which time Percy will be on a diet of
“gruel.” He didn’t elaborate as to the preferred contents
of guel.
It doesn’t matter. The old dogs have left a more valuable legacy for little Percy than any Scottish DNA. Because of all their broken teeth and sensitive tummies, I
learned to make a mean chicken, rice and oatmeal mush—
soon to be relabeled as Gruel, for an apocalyptic puppy.
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ANNUAL SWW WRITING CONTEST
SEEING the WORLD in 20/20

There’s STILL time to enter!
First-, second-, and third-place winners will be awarded
in 22 categories of prose and poetry. The entries must
be original, unpublished (see definition below*), and in
English. You do not have to be a member of SouthWest
Writers to enter.
Deadline: Contest entries may be submitted from March
10 through midnight May 2, 2020 (Mountain Time).
Entry fees: $10 for each entry.
Submission: Online submissions only, through the
SWW website, southwestwriters.com. Acceptable files:
.doc, .docx, or .pdf
NO mailed entries will be accepted.

PRIZES

First place winners will receive $50 and a medal. Second place will receive $25 and a medal. Third place will
receive a medal. Top three winners in each category
have the option of being published in the next SWW
Winners Anthology.
The top three award winners in each category will be
notified via email by August 1, 2020, but the specifics
of the awards will remain secret until they are presented
at our Annual Meeting on October 3, 2020. If a winner
cannot be present to receive the award, it will be sent by
regular mail. Winners’ names will be posted on the
SWW website and in the SouthWest Sage newsletter
after October 3, 2020.

CONTEST RULES

Each entry must be an original work that has not been
published either electronically or in print anywhere, or
submitted previously to an SWW writing contest.
All entries—whether prose or poetry—must be submitted in Times New Roman, 12 pt with double spacing.
Prose may be up to 3,500 words, including the title.
Poetry may not be any longer than 250 lines, including
the title. The name of the author may not appear on the
submission.
No limit on number of submissions per person. The
same piece may be entered in more than one category
but will cost $10 for each category submitted to. The
online submission form can accept five entries at a time.
Submit the form as often as necessary to accommodate
the number of entries.
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CATEGORIES

This year, there are 11 entry topic categories for both
prose and poetry for a total of 22 categories:

FICTION

Prose or Poetry: Six Categories
• Social Consciousness
• Mystery/Crime
• Historical Fiction
• Sci Fi/Futuristic/Fantasy
• Romance

•

Thriller/Suspense/Horror

NON-FICTION

Prose or Poetry: Five Categories
• Cultural/Historical
• Animals
• Humor
• Biography/Memoir/Travel
• Spiritual/Philosophy/Self-Help

JUDGING

Each entry will be assigned a number. Corresponding
author names will be kept secure to ensure unbiased
judging.
Entries will receive at least two evaluations by published
authors and/or professional editors. Total points will
determine the winning entries. In the case of a tie, the
SWW contest committee will arbitrate to pick a winner.
SouthWest Writers reserves the right to disqualify any
entry if contest rules are not followed e.g., word limit
exceeded or author’s name appearing in the manuscript.
Evaluators may enter the contest, but may not enter any
piece into a category they are reviewing.
*Published vs. Unpublished: “Published” is defined as offering for
distribution or actually distributing copies of a work to the public
whether or not it was offered for sale. SouthWest Writers has determined this includes, but is not limited to, the following venues:
newsletters, eBooks, blogs/websites, magazines, traditionally published (HarperCollins, etc.), or self-published books which have
been released for sale to the general public. Material is considered
unpublished if it was not intended for public distribution or if only a
few copies were created and distribution was limited.

Now Accepting 2021 Executive
Committee Nominations
Nominations for next year’s SWW Executive Committee are now being taken. These are for the offices of
President, Vice-President, Secretary, and Treasurer.
All candidates must have been members of SWW in
good standing for at least one year immediately preceding election. Additionally, candidates for President and
Vice-President must have served on the SWW Board of
Directors for a year.
Any member of SWW may nominate, to include
self-nominations.
Submit names of candidates to the Nominating Committee chairperson: Dan Wetmore (tampadan1@gmail.
com) by June 30, 2020. Elections will take place at the
Annual Meeting—the first Saturday in October—with
the elected beginning their terms on January 1, 2021.
For details on the duties of each position, contact Dan
Wetmore (above) or the current officials: President Rose Marie Kern (president@swwriters.com); Vice
President - Elizabeth Layton (laytonwrites@gmail.
com); Secretary - Patricia Walkow (walkowpc@earthlink.net); Treasurer - Jennifer Black (treasurer@swwriters.com)

SWW Needs You!

SWW is lucky to have both talented writers and dedicated volunteers and this is your invitation to join in! We
need help in all the ways that any non-profit does, including a cadre of chairpersons who are willing to work
with the Board of Directors on programs our members
enjoy. If you’ve ever thought of how your skills might
benefit other writers or the SWW organization, send an
email to: president@swwriters.com

Board of Directors

Rose Marie Kern, President
Elizabeth Layton, Vice President
Jennifer Black, Treasurer
Patricia Walkow, Secretary
Michelle Auron, Meeting Media and Video
Brenda Cole, Writing Contest
Roger Floyd, Signage/Setup
Melody Groves, Classes/Conferences
Jacqueline Loring, Membership
Sam Moorman, Facilities Manager
Léonie Rosenstiel, Media/Public Relations
Kathy Schuit, Sage Editor
Camille Singaraju, Historian
Kathy Wagoner, Website
Dan Wetmore, Procedures/Awards
The SWW Board of Directors meets on the first
Tuesday of each month from 6 - 8 p.m. at Chez
Axel restaurant located on the northeast corner of
Montgomery and San Pedro. Members are encouraged to attend.

SWW Office:

3200 Carlisle Blvd NE, Suite 114
Albuquerque, NM 87110
phone (505) 830-6034
email: info@swwriters.com
website: www.southwestwriters.com
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