humor me

AN ANTHOLOGY
OF HUMOR BY WRITERS
OF COLOR

Edited by John McNally



contents

Acknowledgments ix

Introduction xi

part one: fiction

Sherman Alexie
Assimilation 3

Peter Bacho
Nelson’s Run 18

Daniel Chacon
Godoy Lives 33

Ray Gonzalez
Komodo Dragon 47
Pyramid 49
The Jalapeno Contest 50
The Glass Eye 52
Mistakes 54

Gish Jen
Birthmates 56

Michele Serros
I Know What You Did Last Summer 72

part two: poetry
Nick Carbé
Grammarotics 81
Ang Tunay Na Lalaki Is Addicted to New York 82
Lucille Clifton

wishes for sons 84



Allison Joseph
Ballade for the Missing Beat 85
Role Models 86
Invecation for a Future Diva 87
Care and Feeding of Writers 90
Int Praise of the Penis 91

Aimee Nezhukumatathil
Hell Pig 93
Swear Words 94

Paisley Rekdal
the night my mother meets bruce lee 95
a crash of rhinos 97
love phones 99

Tim Seibles
Natasha in a Mellow Mood 104
Boris by Candlelight 106

part three: cartoons and a graphic story
Charles Johnson
A Selection of Cartoons 1
Erika Lopez
Draining Like a Dead Chicken 138

part four: nonfiction
Sherman Alexie
White Men Can’t Drum 163
Sandra Tsing Loh
Daddy Dearest 167
Paisley Rekdal
We Do Not Live Here, We Are Only Visitors 171

part five: drama
Jim Northrup
Shinnob Jep 187

Contributors 203
Permissions 209



Godoy Lives

DANIEL CHACON

Juan’s cousin wrote what he knew of the dead guy. He was from Jalisco. Not
married. Some called him maricén because they suspected he was gay, but
no one knew for sure.

The age of the man was the same as Juan's, twenty-four, and the picture
on the green card strikingly similar, sunken cheeks, small forehead, tiny,
deep-set eyes that on Juan looked as if everything scared him, but that on
the dead guy looked focused, confident. “You could use this to come work
here,” his cousin wrote.

It was perfect, Juan thought, if not for the name written on the green
card: Miguel Valencia Godoy.

Godoy? Juan wasn’t even sure how to pronounce it. His wife Maria held
the green card in her small, work-gnarled hand and she looked at the name,
then at Juan.

“Goo doy,” she said.

He tried: “Guld Yoy.”

Patiently she took a breath. “Goo doy."”

He practiced and practiced. It got so the entire family was saying it:
Maria, their four-year-old boy, Juan Jr., and even the big-eyed baby girl
came close with “goo goo.” Only Juan couldn't say it. Some nights Maria
kept him up late, pushing him awake as he dozed off, until he said it cor-
rectly three times in a row.

When the day came for him to leave, he kissed her good-bye, shook his
son’s hand like a man, and kissed the baby’s soft, warm head. The treeless
dirt road stretched into the barren hills, reaching the nearest town seven
miles away where he would catch the bus to Tijuana.

“T'll be back,” he said to Maria.

“I know you will,” she said.

“I'll send money when I find work.”

“I know you will,” she said. She placed a palm on his face. “You're a
good man, Juan. | know you'll do what’s right.”

He looked into her eyes, disappointed that he could not find in them a
single tear. She smiled sadly, like a mother sending her child off to school.
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