
This world’s anguish is no different/from the love we insist on 

holding back. 

                         ─ From The Homeless: Psalm 85:10, Aberjhani  

 

 

ABERJHANI DESCRIBES AN ARTIST who gathers the 

homeless to record the rumblings of their empty stomachs —the 

rumbling of unfed emptiness is just the sound the artist craves 

for his symphony. He pays the hungry a dime and pushes them 

back out into the street.  

What Aberjhani captures in his poem echoes the com-

mentaries about our economy that I’ve heard on National Pub-

lic Radio during my daily commutes. The stimulus package, 

the inconceivable billions, now underway in an effort to nudge 

our ailing economy back into the black —is it wise? Rise, Laza-

rus! We have all heard it, and many of us join in the heated 

debate: To whom do we give? From whom withhold? Yes, who 

is deserving and who deserves punishment?  

 This sad state of affairs was caused by unbridled 

greed. The rich ached to get ever richer. The poor ached for an 

end to their misery. With that combination, the wealthy tapped 

into the dreams of the less wealthy and promised them manna 

from heaven, and sure, it was almost, just about, free. Well, not 

really. The loans for big dreams rolled out shiny and tempting, 

but the price to pay was there, and it is that hidden price we are 

all paying now.  

Should the many pay for the greed and weakness and 

foolishness of the few? Those of us who bought homes within 

our means, paid cash for our groceries, drove sensible cars, 

made the payments on our bills on time, and generally lived 

our lives responsibly —why should we now bail out those who 

did not? 

I have lived much of my adult life as a single parent. I 

had dreams, too, but I understood frugality. Yet here I am, with 

modest shelter, stocked pantry, debt nearly paid off, and a rea-

sonable mortgage payment. So, why should I pay for those who 

drove up their bills and lusted for five -bathroom houses on cul-

de-sacs in gated communities?  

I listened to the NPR wise folk. Now, a poem echoes 

those thoughts and it rings true to me. Why should we care 

about bailing out others? Who are we to pass moral judgment 

on those who reached for too much? While some may have 

been greedy, others may simply have been big dreamers. A 

moral failing is a conscious choice, but what of an act of fool-

ishness? The important factor is that we remember what got us 

into this mess: greed. Caring too much about our own comfort, 

not enough for that of others. Are we to be greedy now and 

ignore our foolish neighbor?  

These economic commentators point out that property 

values fall in a domino effect when one house, two, three, fore-

close. We cannot save the deserving without including in the 

net the undeserving. We cannot save an ailing economy for an 

entire country, indeed, an entire globe, if we pick and choose 

who gets what and why. We are none of us free if one of us is 

yet a slave to debt. A nation of self-absorbed, narcissistic citi-

zens cannot thrive. Can we learn from our own recent history? 

What got us into this mess —always putting our own desires 

first—will never get us out.  

Or, as one commentator, an ethicist, pointed out —if we 

all got what we deserved, we would all be in hell. How about a 

little heavenly bailing out? The water is flooding into one and 

the same ship, carrying us all.  

 

 

 

It Takes Much More Than Just One Village  

by Zinta Aistars 

IMP ACT T IME S  

IF PINOCCHIO HAD GOTTEN A NOSE JOB instead of telling 

the truth, it would have changed his whole life story. Some cur-

rent memoirists and their publishers have taken this thought to 

heart. Their revised version of what constitutes truth is as plain as 

the nose jobs on their faces. Their dubious memoirs are artifi-

cially pumped up from A cups to double -D’s, the life struggles 

they describe tightened here, fattened there, all done in order to 

appear more shocking, more attractive, more titillating to the 

reader. 

  Literary makeovers work. Many of these “memoirs” are 

bombshell best-sellers.  

  And why not? Current culture lauds makeovers. We 

can’t get enough of “The Swan,” “Queer Eye,” “What Not to 

Wear,” and “Tim Gunn’s Guide to Style.” We don’t applaud the 

homely soul who remains true to their less -than-ideal appearance. 

We demand total, extreme transformation; the bigger the changes 

we see in the “afters” the more astounded and entertained we are 

by them, even if the people no longer resemble themselves, or 

any normal human being.  

  Oprah has hosted more than her fair share of makeover 

shows, and the afters always garner robust applause from her 

devoted audience. So why should this same audience be outraged 

when James Frey’s Oprah -endorsed A Million Little Pieces or 

Herman Rosenblat’s Angel at the Fence turn out to be literary 

afters? If Oprah and her devotees laud changing people’s outward 

appearances, why such outrage over the altered, or even invented, 

personal memoir?  

  Enter Augusten Xon Burroughs, born Christopher Rich-

ter Robison, who still maintains his best selling Running with 

Scissors is all true, despite the undisclosed amounts of money he 

paid to quiet the lawsuits filed by members of the psychiatrist's 

family featured in his book, who accused him of exaggeration 

and fabrication. More recently, his account of events in A Wolf at 

the Table: A Memoir of My Father are at odds with his own 

brother John’s earlier memoir. But, is anyone really surprised? 

And, should we finger -wag or applaud? 

  "You know, memoir is not court stenography,” Augus-

ten argued to CBS’s Erin Moriarty. “Memoir is not a video on 

YouTube. Memoir has a narrative. Memoirs, a good memoir, is a 

person's experience, their memory, and how that experience mat-

tered to them, emotionally and psychologically."  

  Herman Rosenblat goes even further. “It wasn’t a lie,” 

he explained, on ABC’s Good Morning America, “It was my 

imagination. And in my imagination, in my mind, I believed it.”  

  Perhaps he did, but the difference lost on Rosenblat, 

Borroughs, and their ilk is that in literature, there already exists a 

perfectly suitable genre for what they wrote: fiction. Sure, we 

wouldn’t tell someone who has had rhinoplasty that they now 

have a “fictional” nose. Although it is not the nose they were 

born with, it is still their real nose. But altering one’s memoir is 

more akin to wearing a rubber one. It doesn’t change its author’s 

actual history; it merely hides it behind a fabricated version. 

Their true past still remains, unaltered and unalterable, waiting 

for someone to expose it. And just as honesty earned a puppet the 

right to be a real boy, so it must also be for writers who call 

themselves memoirists.  
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