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PREFACE


	 


	In Venezuela, my home country, every time I go out in the street, I hear the word “CUAIMA”. “You’re a cuaima”, or “That’s the cuaimas restroom!”, “My neighbor is a cuaima!”, “My mother-in-law is a cuaima!” I’ve heard there’s even a cuaimas’ association.


	When I cook, in my kitchen, of course, right next to the blender there is a sign that says: “The cuaima’s kitchen,” and so forth with everything related to women. In short, a Cuaima!


	In other countries the word cuaima (bitch), of course, is not in their vocabulary, but the attitude of men towards women is universal, and there are probably different ways to express their discontent when their woman behaves differently from his expectations. For instance, in Chile they call them “witches” (brujas), or more affectionately, “skinny” (flaca) or “kid” (chiquilla). In Ecuador, they call them pissy (“cabriada”), in Italy, “You are a viper!” (Tu sei una vípera!)”, in Brazil, “cobra” (cobra), in Portugal, “jealous” (ciumenta) and “viper” (víbora). In France, they call them “rattle snake” (serpent á sonnettes), in English “snake”, or as an insult rather, “bitch(Being-In-Total-Control-Of-Herself)”, but, according to the investigation of my friend Giselle with her friends in Portland, USA, the legal sense seems to prevail, for when a woman wants to somehow impose her opinion to her man, he can claim domestic violence. In Puerto Rico, they call them “pissed off” (encabronadas), “pain in the ass” (enchismá), or “bitched out” (emputá), in Colombia, “little duck” (patico: panther-tiger-crocodile), or “lizard worm” (tatacoa); in the coastline they called them “complicated” (tesa). In Argentina, they call them “annoying” (pesada), “ball breaker” (rompe pelotas), “dense” (densa), “annoyance” (cargosa)… As you can see, they are all called in a derogatory manner somehow related to vipers or snakes, that is to say, women quick to react. (Women who are not someone to mess with)


	The meaning of this word, cuaima1, is attributed to a poisonous snake which can grow up to three meters long or more. Its scientific name is Lachesis muta muta, and it’s also known with other popular names, such as daya, verrugosa (warty), concha-piña (pineapple peel) and bushmaster in English. It is oviparous, and something important about it, they say it’s the only viperous that looks after its eggs; rather, it never abandons its little children until they hatch! Once they hatch, they have to look after themselves all alone in order to survive.


	Its name comes from the big scales that cover its body and make them look like the peel or skin of a pineapple. Its head is of a brownish-grey color and has a black stripe that goes from the back of its eyes to the corner of its lips. It has a bulky body and a triangular head, and its tail ends in a bodkin, making it the longest poisonous snake in the American Continent. Its behavior is aggressive, and it’s equivalent to the behavior of other snakes, one of them being the lacehead (mapanare). Hence, a very peculiar adjective comes up that most men give to us women when we react accordingly to circumstances that don’t fit into our context of our coexistence with them. In other words, we are CUAIMAS.


	To try to go in depth about its meaning from different points of view and adapt it to our time in virtue of both, one’s own (Our own) and others experience, is not easy, especially, if it’s based on feminine attitudes originated as a result of men’s critiques.


	I decided to observe and relate some interviews with men as-well as women, and, as a result, I got some real information, simply humane, born from the very human nature, (based with its rights and wrongs, to be able to make people understand, according to my point of view, what it is to be a cuaima in our days! I decided to observe and write some interviews with both men and women, as a result, I got some information, based on true facts, with its rights and wrongs, to be able to make people understand, according to my point of view, what it is to be a cuaima in our days!
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	THE LACHESIS MUTAMUTA OR PINEAPPLE CUAIMA


	 








CHAPTER I


	LISTING OF CUAIMAS


	 


	One day, out of the blue, I got a message on Internet that defined clearly the usual funny sorting of the different kinds of cuaimas:


	Common cuaima: She’s peaceful as long as they don’t touch her partner. She can be found in corners, squares, malls, night clubs, universities, in the subway, in short, she can be found anywhere in the country.


	Artist cuaima: She’s the one that makes a scene in the middle of the street; she screams and embarrasses the poor man who’s with her.


	Camouflaged (undercovered) cuaima: She’s the one that doesn’t look like a cuaima, but, as a matter of fact, she is highly dangerous. 


	Cybernaut Cyber cuaima: She’s the one who’s jealous of her boyfriend, and is on the lookout (hunt) for everything he does on the Internet, chat rooms, messenger, e-mails, websites (especially porn sites). She goes over the history of the sites he visits to prevent getting cheated on and clears it.


	Cuaimineitor: This kind of cuaima  destroys completely all of his partner’s social life completely. It is that kind of woman that doesn’t leave his partner alone for a minute. She calls him on his cell phone every minute to know where he is and what he’s doing. They go to school together, they work together, they party (celebrate) together, they have friends in common, and she handles the whole of her partner’s social life.


	Cuaima plus: This is one of the most dangerous cuaimas, and includes everything mentioned above plus what comes next. She’s highly upgraded. She’s a woman quick to react.


	Cuaima Light: She’s the one who’s not very much a cuaima, but is subliminally aware of everything her partner does without him noticing it. She’s very well informed.


	Friendly cuaima: She’s the one who waits to be with a group of girlfriends to take revenge of her partner. (She doesn’t act if she’s not with the guild).


	Telephone operator cuaima: She’s the one who wants to know who calls her boyfriend or husband, how long he spends on the phone, what messages he gets in his cell phone, at what time, what they wanted, and the messages they leave.


	Pineapple cuaima: This is a very annoying cuaima, she asks a lot of questions, she’s bothersome, she harasses, she hassles and hates all of her partner’s boyfriends and girlfriends, even though she doesn’t know them. It’s like carrying a pineapple under one’s arm (a pain in the neck).


	Supercuaima: She’s a highly dangerous species, she’s jealous, somehow clumsy, and is even capable of attacking other cuaimas.


	Sexy cuaima or bitch: This cuaima sets to attract men using her charm, and almost always attacks other cuaimas and steals their partners.


	Analytical cuaima: She analyzes coldly her man and his friendships and all of her partner’s daily activities, and takes action about it in order to correct his defects. I.e.: Friends she considers are a bad influence and squeeze him out of home, must come out of his life. She decides who can be in it and who can’t.


	Home-loving cuaima: She’s the one who makes her partner stay home and always has an excuse not to go out: “I don’t feel well!” “What? They asked us to go out?” “But I already made your favorite dish!” Or “The kids got ill!” 


	She makes use of any excuse to fasten him or chain him home sweet home, and as a result, chain him to her.


	Feminist cuaima: She’s rare within her species, because, she’s usually independent, and can even get to hate men who can surpass her in her executive competence.


	Cuaima mix: A very common species; it’s like a chameleon that changes colors according to the occasion.


	These are the kinds of cuaimas, whom according to men’s point of view, are hard to handle, hard to deal with, hard to tolerate and even hard to love. This listing could go all the way to the infinity if its left in their hands. I personally think what was mentioned above could be a listing of unscrupulous women, where men fit in as well and whom we can also call them cuaimos, because, although many people laugh at this whole listing on account of the convergence with their day-to-day, they don’t realize that -what prevails here is the devaluation, and disrespect for the human being as such. There isn’t the smallest effort to understand each other and tolerate one another and reach a balance in their lives. Frustration, insecurity, guilt, complexes, envy, competition itself and multiple adjectives, really turn a human being, either be it a man or woman, into a being without feelings, and as a result into an unhappy being (person) without love.


	If this keyword doesn’t exist, there won’t be a present, and without love there will be no future, there will only be an unhappy past.


	 








CHAPTER II


	A MEDICINAL CUAIMA


	 


	I had to fly to El Tigre, South of Anzoátegui State. This is an agricultural area, with livestock farming and oil companies. It’s rich with round-leaved mint and its smell and it’s very colorful because of assorted wild flowers, it’s rich in plains limited only by the extent of cultivated fields. There’s a great variety of birds that wake you up happily in the morning with their song, and if the stone-curlew sang close to your window, according to peasants, there’s a pregnant woman. Watch out then! The clouds that come back to my mind are huge and I have never seen them as big in any country I have visited. I remember, when I was a little girl, I used to play with my siblings guessing what shapes the clouds formed in the sky. I remember also the smell of ants when we played with the clay from their caves and made little sculptures to give them to our parents. There was also the mangoes flavor of the many different mango trees, and you could never make up your mind as to which one was more tasty, or if you should keep tidy the house patio, since the mango tree has a season to strip the leaves off, to bloom and, finally, to bear fruit, and so on. I remember my mother sweeping the patio all year long while complaining about it, but in the end the reward was that very precious tropical flavor. 


	During a conversation I had with my brother about the antidotes cattlemen and farmers in the area use for snakebites, he made a very important and remarkable mention to summarize the goal of this book. He told me in the plains there’s a plant they call fondly “Cuaimita”. Peasants usually put its leaves in a jar full of white rum, and leave them to macerate for some time, so that it becomes the perfect remedy in case someone is bitten by snake. Its effect is miraculous, and he told me he himself had tried with a friend of his. He owns a farm where he breeds cattle and horses. Our family always worries, of course, since he works at the fields, because there’s a risk of running into a snake or a scorpion, and we usually remind him to have the antiophidic serum at home just in case! One day my brother was working at one of the many farms he usually does, and a friend of his, unfortunately, got bitten by a rattlesnake in his hand. It immediately swelled up right in front of him. He quickly rushed to his cross country vehicle, got a bottle that was behind the driver’s seat, took the lid off, and quickly had a drink, even though it was very, very bitter. He sat on the sandy ground trying to relax, closed his eyes, and started sweating and breathing deeply. My brother got scared; he didn’t know what to do in the face of his friend’s attitude. After a few minutes, as if by magic, the affected area started to shrink, and in the end he didn’t even care to look for medical assistance. He had heard about this concoction, but couldn’t believe it. He urged his friend to go get checked at the hospital, but was unable to persuade him to go. His friend told him: “Take it easy, cousin, no harm done!” The remedy his friend applied to himself to be saved from a certain death was “the cuaimita.” Also amazed with the result, I told him I wanted to see the plant and take some pictures, and he promised the next day, after his work day, he would get it for me. The day after he did indeed bring me a specimen. The plant was a bit small, but it clearly showed it was a very special plant. Its stem is very thin. Its leaves are smooth and spike-like, and they are thin too, but, in between the stem and every leaf, just like roses, sprout from its base some very big thorns I would say, judging from its size, however they show the strength of the plant when it comes to protect itself from any aggression. 


	To give it a childish touch, so they never forget it, I told my two nephews and my son to draw the cuaimita. Immediately, every one of them focused seriously on the job at hand. After approximately an hour, they presented me a photograph like image of the miraculous plant with a womanly adjective. 


	They were happy to present me with those drawings, because I told them that, if one day I got this book published, I would include their drawings in it. 


	









CHAPTER III


	21ST CENTURY CUAIMA


	 


	According to my investigation, the cuaimita is like most women who, regardless of their look, be they beautiful or ugly, but well groomed, or beautiful, but badly groomed, or kids, or youngsters, mature or elderly, they have at the core of their being the antidote to find and give her loved ones, and everyone around them, the happiness to save themselves or to sink in the worst of abysses. 


	I don’t believe in the epithet that men have given us for many the years: the irreverent ones, the spoiled brats, the rebels, the nagging, the cruel ones, the immature, the unintelligent, the fickle, the grouchy, the menopausal… In short, the bad guys in the movie. Quite the contrary, (opposite) I rather think we are human beings born to love and be loved, to give and take according to the way we are treated, so we can achieve everything we set to do even though we may have to make sacrifices. We are all heart as-well as brains if we set ourselves to do it, and we should at least be understood, so we can understand them too.


	You humans strive for balance!


	Faced with this situation, I decided to put forward my version of what it is to be a cuaima in the 21st Century: a smart woman, sacrificed, tolerant, demanding, beautiful inside, and why not, concerned about her body as-well; educated or not, self-taught physician, maintenance engineer specialized in home chores, or homemaker businesswoman, lover of her home peace as-well as of her the hustle and bustle of her job, whatever it may be, according to the degree she got, or was given by a university or not, or by her life experience. She’s the one that excels in all dimensions, situations, circumstances, and opportunities life offers her, alone or with a little help, she always watches her individual responsibility. Because of her character to work out problems and meet deadlines, and because of her happiness, of her positive attitude for what the future may bring her way, although sometimes she might seem to have a negative attitude (an issue of monthly hormones) beyond everything, and because of her spirit of self-improvement in the face of any challenge, comment, or experience that could make her weak, because she thinks in the possibility of failure, she will always come out triumphant, because she will get what’s best for her loved ones. First thing, of course, will be the tears inherent to the condition of being a woman that will wash her spirit as a resilient entity, even though she must get on a boxing ring, climb the highest mountain, do headstands, sweep the streets of her city, or shave a camel… The woman will always be a real positive cuaima, triumphant in the face of adversity, creative, active, very strong physically and spiritually, and will know how to avoid obstacles, which will be many in her life, but she will manage to get over setbacks and misfortunes. This is the nature of women wherever she finds herself, whichever country she is from, whatever her traditions are!








CHAPTER IV


	



NOTES ON SOME CUAIMAS


	TO THE EAST FREEWAY


	 


	The overwhelming alarm clock goes off, and it’s four thirty a.m. It’s hard for me to open my eyes! My body is not responding. 


	Little by little I stretch my arms, then my legs. I take a deep breath, but the tiredness of time gone by to the age I am, stops me with its shadow. Should I get up or not? What would happen if I didn’t? Well, it’s very simple. 


	I think, if women didn’t get up, the world would stop. There wouldn’t be any producers in the morning to break the news of the day, there wouldn’t be any breakfasts, the kids wouldn’t go to school or to college nor would the hubby go to work. There wouldn’t be any clean clothes or lunch or snacks or dinner. In short, that would only happen on a Sunday if we forget to set the alarm clock, but, finally, I was able to win that battle. 


	After thanking the creator for everything I have, for everything I am, and for opening my eyes completely, I manage to get up, do my stretching exercises, and measure my weight to see how many pounds I’ve lost in 26 years, and on to a very hot shower, because I wouldn’t survive a cold shower, although I know I should try to shower with a warmer water, on account of global warming and everything.


	Quickly, in order to get ready for everything that waits for me later on, I take the clothes I picked the night before to wear the next day: a pair of blue jeans, a white shirt with thin blue stripes, a pair of socks, my lingerie, a belt to match my brown leather shoes, and a brown jacket too. 


	I turn on the coffee maker we have in the bathroom, which also routinely, I leave loaded or served at night, so, when I get up, I just have to touch a button to revel with coffee first thing in the morning. After finishing my routine in the mirror, and do a ponytail and get dressed with a light makeup that would later be freshen up, is a beautifying ritual I practice since I was fifteen.


	If I don’t get up at half past four in the morning, of course I won’t have time to do everything I have outlined above. 


	Once I thought I was ready, I went to the kitchen to start making breakfast, school lunch and lunch for my youngest son; he finishes school at 3:40 in the afternoon, and his sporting activities start after four o’clock. That’s why he has to go well prepared to all his activities. Of course, I couldn’t miss my hubby’s succulent arepa2: “His daily bread”. What would he do without it?


	Immediately, after completing my first task, I go downstairs to turn on the coffee maker. I like the soft smell of coffee that purifies my morning sleep; it’s the second of the day.


	Soon thereafter, I put the budare3 to heat. Then, I grab the container where I keep all plastic containers; the same one I’ve used for many years. I pour water, salt, oil and then, the flour. Knead and knead until the dough is smooth, but consistent. I get a bag which will do as a basis to give my arepas a round flat shape to put them on the budare. They roast it one side first, then on the other, and so on, you turn them until they go ¡puff puff! That means they’re ready, bulged. I also take the pan out to make some diced tomatoes, and once they’re brown, you add white cheese until it melts. Some scrambled eggs. I might heat some black beans I made yesterday, and why not? The shredded meat! What a breakfast, right? Thank you for the applause! Not all families have a mother who does that! They have no time, but I, I even have time for my makeup in the morning!


	The idea is that, when our hubbies open their little eyes, they only see a fresh radiant woman ready for anything. Isn’t it the dream of every man? Well, it’s us, the superwomen, the ones who manage to establish this link between the reality and the fiction of every man. We can all do it. We just have to love ourselves a little and get up earlier. Life will make it up to us later with the many satisfactions that will come to us day by day. The gift will be the many joys life will grant us.


	I look at the table and the first thing to do is place the beige tablecloth with red gingham rims. Slowly and carefully, the essential ornaments which bring life to a family reunion: all the utensils in their holy place, next to the food. Perhaps it would be enough with butter and cheese, but no! It requires much more protein: the steamy shredded meat, some bright rehashed black beans and the fried or scrambled egg, with coffee and milk, in addition, the juice of the day: passion fruit. “Breakfast is ready! ¡You can come down, and make it quick; it’s six in the morning!” That’s my favorite phrase when the day begins.


	Time becomes scarce when you want to be, on time but, wanting and getting the support of everyone in the plot makes it possible to reach extreme happiness when you get to the first destination of the day: “School.” “Don’t forget to buy the newspaper. Make a quick stop at the pharmacy to get the medication my hubby takes daily for cholesterol, uric acid, thyroid, blood sugar... He runs out of them very fast! I Get back home, heat breakfast again and...” Now what? My hubby is whistling at me to bring him some coffee upstairs. I have always gladly taken coffee to him in bed. We kiss and, immediately, he gets up for his daily walk. Afterwards he gets in the sauna and does it very calmly. He deserves it, right? That’s what he works for, and very hard every day. He shaves, brushes his teeth, turns the radio on to listen to the news of the day, takes a shower and gets dressed and puts on the shirt I ironed for him a few days before. He chooses his daily suit and sometimes he asks me to match his tie.
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