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Pecan Grove
Mairi Vannella

Among the rocks at Pecan Grove
Lie a piece of history long past.
The moss decorating the now

Dilapidated and sad
Figures of long ago.
in the shadow of the night,
They are able to speak to
Me, are able to regain a
Long lost voice so sad
And desperate for an ear
To listen, to take heed of
Tales and lessons for whomever
May arrive, be it Fate’s desire

Or by the free will of the stranger.

Eternally they bemoan behind
Thick walls of silence,
Among the rocks at Pecan Grove.




Rain Embraced Me

Diane Gonzales Bertrand
(For Palmer Hall)

All words

stopped

inside the poetry workshop

when raindrops pattered the roof.

All heads turned to the windows
for the end to wilting gardens,
choking humidity, and thirsting spirits.

Someone opened the door
and water tapped its way inside,
spotting the dusty tiles.

We wrote, read, breathed
the moist hand of metaphor
the fragrance of imagery
the click of onomatopoeia.
and similes in a love poem
written by a dying man.

And when news came that you had died,

rain embraced me,

ending the long drought of your illness,
promising resurrection to a tuft of brown grass.




The Girl from Anacahuita Trees
Mariajose Romero

Iam from the old green swing my grandfather

gave me when | was three,

from “El Manana” newspaper and Hershey bars.

Iam from the small two-story orange house

with a tiny patio and a dog that barks.

Iam from the anacahuita trees and the rose bushes that smell so sweet.
| am from intimate Sunday family reunions, watching movies all day.
I'm from kindness, from my three caring brothers: Pau, Ale, and Jose.

Iam from the smell of cinnamon and hot chocolate during Christmas Eve,
everyone anxious to open their gifts.

From“fm gonna tell mom”and “Please be still”’

Iam from“El Padre, del Hijo, y del Espirtu Santo;’

“Dios te Salve Maria cubrenos con tu manto?”

I'm from Mexico and USA.

From the courage and hope of my grandfathers to seek a better future,
And from the one and only perfect example of unconditional love from
God and my parents.

Iam from photos hanging on a white wall in my grandmother’s house,
next to the picture of “La Virgen de Guadalupe”in whom we put our trust.



Sui Generis (One of a Kind)

Jennifer Nunez

I am from a Catholic family

who prays to the Virgen Maria

and who believes in the fables of la Llorona.
Remembrances of supernatural encounters
become stories shared

around the old kitchen table.

I am from tamales and atole,

from Elia and Jose.

1 am from the volatile clan

and the thrifty tribe

from “always do the right thing”

| come from undying loyalty wrought
from shared blood,

laughter, and tears.

I am from coffee mugs,

holding the dark aromatic ambrosia
that has turned into my daily alarm;
without it there’s no way I'll wake up.

I am from the flower garden

Bursting with daffodils, periwinkle, and tulips
growing and glowing during spring
within the sun’s embrace.

But my flowers wither away in the cold,
blustery winters that snuff

out the life that was so abundant.

The ephemeral garden life

reflects the mercurial nature

of my curious self.

I am from embroidered memories
shared, kept, and stored

in drawers, boxes, and closets

confined in mementos,

in baby clothes and photo albums.
Relics that tell the story of six souls

all linked together until the end.



Bianca
Bianca Denise Martinez

I am the female college student who
comes from a middle class family.

When | die, the world will think

this is all of me,

Unless | tell them | volunteered

at Haven for Hope and met

a little girl named Erica,

who wore a sundress with beads in her
braids and who followed me, questioned
me, and assisted me.

I should tell them that | was confused
why she was following me, some
average college girl,

and that | had never met anyone with
total innocence and trust in others.
Unless | tell them, they will never know

I am a girl who gifted a piece of costume
jewelry with strong personal meaning to
a little girl | came to care deeply about.
The words “When will | see you again?”
are recalled which brings a yearning to
the missing piece of my heart that |
freely gave to a little girl who | will

never see again.



A poem for the boy who named his Red Truck Rogelia

Alondra Garcia

His Rogelia yearns in agony through the night as we sleep.

An earful rumbling of the red truck,

as if she hopes to be driven,

but, Rogelia knows she has to wait until morning to ease the pain.

The red truck was driven daily by a boy.

He would take her to school

and as he came inside the campus

his friends would say, “Ahi viene la Rogelia!”

As the boy drove by, showing off his truck to his friends,
the truck would resound with praises of joy.

As he parked Rogelia, he would tell her,

“That's my girl”

At night hear the red truck

longing to be touched by the boy’s hand.

Other hands drive her now but she struggles to start
because she knows the boy will never guide her again.

“Rogelia,’ she hears at night, but where does the voice come from?
All she knows is that the boy rests with The Father
and when she rumbles she always roars his name - Rai.



El Rio Grande and the Dream

Mariajose Romero

He steps along the river looking ahead and back
at the same time. He tries to take a step but,
something’s pushing him back.

From this side of the river, the radio plays a Latin cumbia.
Across from it, the radio plays in English.

El Rio Grande flows quietly and peacefully,

like it's welcoming him to takea step in.

He doubts himself, “what could be best?”

Feeling like this is all there could be but, at least being home or

taking the risk of entering into the mouth of the lion and steppingintoa land
where he’s not welcome, but at least holds the hope of a better future.

El Rio Grande must be bilingual, maybe he should stay in the middle

not taking a step ahead nor back. If he can't have the best of both worlds
than

maybe just remaining neutral sounds like a better plan.
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