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Lucianna Chixaro Ramos 

 

Cell I: Afghanistan – Bahamas  

 

 
Afghanistan 

 

Keepers build an immunity to the bees here. Venom is a marketable  

product. Allowing themselves to be stung, they smile for the camera as if 

nothing  

is happening. In another village, children are taught apiculture. Keepers wear 

rubber  

gloves. This is aid. As if nothing is happening, they need the money. Another 

town:  

women make up half of all Keepers.  

 

America  

 

Bahamas 

 

Exotic hives were introduced to the Bahamas as late as 1944.  

Previously, Columbus arrived gold-hungry and in need of bodies. Seeing 

himself  

as a man from the Heavens, he descended on the island he called San 

Salvador  

and sent the natives to where he thought he came from. 
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Lucianna Chixaro Ramos 

 

Cell V: Egypt – France 

 

 
Egypt  

 

Fiji 

 

Santalum Album, more commonly known as sandalwood,  

was the initial reason for commercial interest in the archipelago.  

A shipwrecked sailor from an American ship sailing from Australia  

depleted the sacred supply in less than twenty years. But the bees  

are thriving, a triumph crafted by Keepers’ choice of Italian bees  

for their docility, the way they cling to the comb.  

 

France 
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Lucianna Chixaro Ramos 

 

Cell VI: Gabon – Haiti 

 

 
Gabon 

 

In the country of tabernanthe iboga, the holy wood, drug tourism reigns.  

For less than $1,000 you can experience a traditional Bwiti initiation rite, a 

packaged  

vacation deal complete with a three day ibogaine trip to unknown ancestral 

lands.  

The bees here, too, are used as currency, bodies owned by federal initiatives.  

Nevertheless, when the Nganga leads the dance, sparks fly from both 

hemispheres.  

 

Germany  

 

Greece 

 

Haiti 

 

According to a USAID website, political destabilization in the 1980s  

led to a destruction of beekeepers’ livelihoods and subsequently a shortage 

of honey.  

USAID volunteers taught Haitian Keepers the importance of confinement—  

the bees’ need for structure in the flowerless months.  

Holy See – Jamaica  
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Lucianna Chixaro Ramos 

 

Cell VII: Holy See – Jamaica 

 

 
Holy See 

 

Iceland 

 

Keepers in Reykjavik struggle to keep their bees alive in the long winter.  

Swarm time comes as late as August. Bees are not native to the arctic, and so,  

if they survive, do well in the absence of disease, mites, foulbrood, and viruses  

commonly found in the tropics. Keepers are innovative, too, where keeping is 

not  

currency. If the environment is rich—if the larvae are fed with jelly—Keepers  

and bees are brought together against the elements.  

 

Jamaica 

 

Keeper reminds us that there are stingless bees.  

Edward Long, the author of The History of Jamaica,  

whose chapter on the topographical conditions of the island  

state that it is divided into three counties, Middlesex, Surry,  

and Cornwall, describes the island honey’s superiority  

to the European variety while still maintaining the general belief  

that the enslaved population lacked something that he called “genius.”  
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Lucianna Chixaro Ramos 

 

Cell VIII: Japan – Koreas 

 

 
Japan  

 

Kazakhstan 

 

There is no record of hive keeping before the 1770s. Before  

the introduction of hives by descendants of the Russian Orthodox Church,  

there were honey-hunters but no Keepers. Now, reporters forecast a honey 

boom  

as demands for honey from neighboring China leaves locals scrambling to 

split  

their hives—or else be left out of their own sweetness.  

 

Koreas  
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Michael Hammerle 

 

On Being a Child Who Lost Their Gone-Too-Soon Parent and 

Believing When the Other Parent Passes There Will Be Closure 

Only to Find the Placekeeper in This Tragedy Is Me: 

 

 
Appealing to the fifth 

wall. 

 

Sifting through  

the weeping 

 

for the third 

dimension. 

 

In my family,  

the lamented 

 

rest 

a little more 

 

with each 

placekeeper’s passing. 

 

Like the Cafe au lait 

birthmark 

 

that's been getting smaller 

with every 

 

fathom 

of the family roots. 
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The tragedy will sink 

into the trench 

 

like an oversized wedding  

band. 

 

turning over itself 

in blueblack water. 

 

Much as every heirloom is wanted, 

the dive is its own risk. 
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Emily Eddins 

 

Exit Interview with the Florida Panther 

 

 
Only fifty of you left 

Naming the number 

Focuses my fear 

In my dreams I see you 

Tongue out lungs throbbing 

Scared to stop moving 

Running from death 

In slow motion 

 

Do your sad eyes stop darting 

Long enough to spot your odds 

Or do you rest them on the stunted horizon 

Does your soft tawny hackle  

Remember the safety of your mother’s tongue 

Did she leave you wet with the 

Taste for vanished freedom 

At the end of the day 

Do you collapse in sparse grass 

Camouflage fading 

Waiting for inevitability 

To spot your marks  
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Siân Killingsworth   

 

This is What Passes for Joy 

 

 
What we didn’t say: they found something else.  

Those doctors. Try to sleep and keep an eye on it. 

 

To twist the cells into a skein of netting. To vine 

around fascia. It metastasizes. He sleeps while it blooms.  

 

Next the heavy levels were low and we just hoped  

that time would heal. You know. Wounds, etc.  

 

There are risks and there are risks. Recently,  

time was impossible due to seizures. No sleep. 

 

Friends and family hard to measure. He never complains,  

some inner strength we can’t see and don’t share. We are 

 

keeping an eye on things. We can’t sleep. 

Every year has been an explosion,  

 

a struggle. It’s a chore and every one  

has a history. Elaborate dramas come to visit.  

 

Consider the possibility there’s no action  

needed. Consider the aftermath.  

 

Legal requirements, disbursements. No, 

he just wants to sing. To imagine joy. To sleep. 

 

And he did sing. Eyes closed, he smiled. 

The sweet boy we loved to hear dreaming. 
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Peter Grandbois 

 

I do nothing a normal poet does 

 

 
I don’t take walks in the woods 

And talk of gathering seeds 

On the first day of spring. 

I don’t live in the city and  

Dish the gritty urban reality  

Of drug addicts and porn shops. 

At best I walk my dog past  

The elementary at dusk 

Check her for ticks after, if 

It’s summer—in winter I stop 

Altogether, hunker down— 

Most days it’s all I can do  

Not to curl up in bed in the  

Shape of a question mark, 

Loneliness like the restless 

Winging of birds in my chest. 

Dear reader, a wheat field  

Is never really silent nor 

Is the body ever quite 

Full in summer’s waning light, 

And when did anyone give a damn 

About the horizon. Truth is,  

We’re always hungering 

For answers when we should be 

Walking together in silence— 

Don’t go. I’m waiting for you. 
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Cheryl Caesar 

 

The Ceremony of Innocence 
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Steven Tutino 

 

Abstract Study 11 

 

 
  

 
1 Previously published in La Piccioleta Barca, 2020. 
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Steven Tutino 

 

Abstract Study 2 
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Steven Tutino 

 

Underwater Dream 
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Lorelei Bacht 

 

The Shine Imminent 

 

 
That all is good weather - these clouds 

heavy with thunderstorm included in 

the list of everything, and everyone.  

  

It will not help to hide lamentations  

between white bricks: a dreamer's work  

is mostly to witness. If all exists,  

  

what would you rather contemplate?  

Barometric – I have studied enough  

of those storms and charted, to know:  

  

there is nothing to know. Some days,  

you suck on a juice box; others, you must 

ask for a shawl, put the kettle back on.  

  

I reclaim the word "adventure", invent  

myself gentle once more. If it is all equal 

with you, I would rather be the loving,  

  

the clear, and waive all outstanding.  

The hush is for my sake, as well: having  

too long inhabited the coming of the rain,  

  

I now welcome the imminence of shine. 
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Ayomide Festus 

 

Transition 

 

 
during the flood, east of the riverbank,  

 

                   a nursing mother  

                                                            breastfeeds her newborn: 

 

        she gazes at the circles of the ocean   

                                                         & whispers,  

 

                           "i am not alone, i am not alone anymore" 

            

              then she folds back into loneliness as though  

 

crawling from mouth to spine.  

 

                everytime the sun        breaks  

 

                                       through the grey,            i find myself  

 

                   begin at the terminus of grief; i find my body 

 

change without me. 

                                it is true that behind  

                                                                   a fist is 

 

a wrecked body that welcomes God's eye.   
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About 

Founded in 2014, After the Pause is an online literary journal based in 

Indianapolis, Indiana, featuring poetry, flash fiction, and artwork, published 

quarterly.  

 We look to feature the best creative work from new, emerging, and 

veteran creators.  

 Find us at afterthepause.com or on Twitter @afterthepause and Facebook 

/afterthepause. 

 The founding editor of After the Pause is Michael Prihoda. 

 

Our Purpose 

We believe art is a product of life experiences, from the joyful to the 

heartbreaking to the absolutely mundane. Life throws pauses at us. Art 

follows the pause. We want to share the best art we can find and bring hope 

through those artworks. 

 

Cover Art 

Designed by Michael Prihoda. 
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