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        “Don’t try to resist her, take the ride or better yet, let Garcia’s poems ride and take you over. A.L. Garcia is the Powerful Erotic Poetess that we have been waiting. Erica Jong once wrote: ‘The corruption begins with the mouth, the tongue, the wanting.’ The first poem in the world is I want to eat. Don’t just nibble or take bites, let Garcia’s poems swallow you whole. I urge you to savor the tasty sensual feast of My Split Tongue//Mi Lengua Dividida, again and again.”

        ADRIAN ERNESTO CEPEDA, AUTHOR OF LA LENGUA INSIDE ME AND WE ARE THE ONES POSSESSED
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        “A haunting  collection that reads like bloody fingerprints left on the skin. Una perspectiva hechizante, ricamente imaginativa y hermosa.”

        JESSIKA GREWE GLOVER, AUTHOR OF BLOODLILY AND THE ANOTHER BEAST’S SKIN SERIES
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        “Alma Garcia is a true poet, an elegant linguist to take note of. My Split Tongue // Mi Lengua Dividida is an incantation, forcing out an inner goddess to the surface. It’s a love letter to everything you’ve ever loved and lost. A breathtaking account of brutal vulnerability that will penetrate the soul. The most beautiful collection you’ll read this year.”

        ALYSSA ALESSI, AUTHOR OF IZZY HOFFMAN IS NOT A WITCH
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        “Garcia’s riveting words gather you into a poetic unearthly trance, taking you on a flight through visceral emotion.  A sensual storytelling intertwined with verses that beautifully haunt the reader. A must read that will keep you captivated and riveted to the pages within.”

        ANN MARIE ELEAZER, AUTHOR OF SHE’S MAGIC AND MIDNIGHT LACE
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      Spanish is my first language, my mother tongue, una matriz. Portuguese is my second. English is my third, born of migration, of things both lost and won. Italian is the fourth language I learned, thanks to a Catholic Saturday school and the promise of cannoli at the end of the week. Latin comes from searching for the root. French, I’m just dipping my feet in. Quechua is a tongue owned of an ancestry I did not get to see grow old. This collection hails from those many butchered tongues, those many experiences, voices I have sometimes quieted but never forgotten. They have come to me with unbridled passion in this collection, like arrows through my breast, and I only hope I have done them justice.
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            give me back my tongue

          

          (MARIANGULA)

        

      

    

    
      The girls sit cuddled on the loveseat, whispering in one another’s ears and giggling to themselves as the skin on their thighs alternates between clinging to and slipping over the plastic-covered florals beneath their grandmother Emiliana’s gaze. Her rocking chair groans as she sways back and forth, cupping a mugful of lemongrass tea in her small, papery hands. Emiliana takes a sip and leans forward, scanning their mischievous eyes, their innocent smiles…sips…grins…

      
        
        “A story before supper,

        ven (come)

        I’m going to tell you the story of Mariangula.”

      

      

      The girls scurry to the floor near the rocking chair, huddling together once again.

      Emiliana leans in further, whispering ominously,  
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        Once upon a time, a great misfortune fell over the land, a wasting disease, a terrible plague that would destroy you from the inside out, eat you alive! No one knew exactly how or why the plague came, but they had stories, rumors. And rumors spread, are always spreading, especially during times of misfortune. How many of them are true, no one knows, but that never stops them from spreading. My mother—your great grandmother—would say rumors are like snakes. They crawl in through cracks, hide in crevices, and shed their skin as they grow and shift until they get big enough to suffocate you, consuming you whole.

        Some said that the wasting was a curse that came to punish the greed of men, their consumption, their gluttony. Others claimed it was the work of the devil himself, that demons would possess the spirit of those who tempted them, would sit on their bellies when they slept, and suck their spirits right out along with their flesh. Some said it just came from eating too much pan dulce, like you two do!

      

      

      The girls shriek playfully as Emiliana chuckles in satisfaction and goes on.
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        The more people were infected, the more the rumors grew. The people were full of fear, the rumors like snakes in their bellies. One day, a young woman named Mariangula came from a neighboring land with new stories, ideas, tinctures, and herbal remedies to stop the spread of the disease. But she was not often met kindly. Some even called her an omen of the plague. Some called her a witch, una bruja. 

      

      

      The girls blurt out in unison,

      
        
        “Why did they call her those things?”

      

      

      Emiliana shushes them.
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        There has never been a shortage of reasons to call a woman a witch. But, in Mariangula’s case, it was simply her tongue, her ideas. Mariangula claimed the plague could be traced back to the farms, to the animals, how they were kept, and how they were prepared for consumption. She had made it her mission in life to spread the word, to warn others of what she had seen, had learned through experience, to prevent spread of the plague that had left her without a family, without a home. As the sole survivor of her family, of her land, she believed she had been spared for this purpose, for truth, for change.

        The first to receive her were those who were suffering from the wasting themselves, desperate for solutions, or those who, like her, had survived but lost their loved ones, their livelihood. She made tinctures and stews to ease their suffering, recipes passed down to her from her mother and her mother’s mother before her. Some said that she was a healer. Others condemned her, but she stayed true to her mission, to the hope that the truth would prevail. 

        Then, one evening, Mariangula was called on by a wealthy widower, a cattle farmer named Don Miguel. Don Miguel had already lost his wife to the wasting disease, and now his young daughter had fallen ill. She was all he had left for family, and he would spare no expense in her treatment. But it was to no avail. Mariangula, with her so-called brujeria (magic), was his last resort. She went to him willingly. She almost expected his call. She willed it so. After examining his daughter, Mariangula spoke to Don Miguel privately. 

        “I do not know what you have heard of me, Don Miguel, but I will warn you, I am no magician. I have lost my own family to the wasting, but my mother worked with herbs and taught me their uses before she passed. I have noticed some may be effective against the progression of the plague. I will try my best to ease your daughter’s suffering, but I can make no promises. All I ask in return is for temporary quarters and the chance to examine the cattle as well.”

        Don Miguel agreed. “You have my word.”

        Mariangula tended to the daughter as if she were her own child, and the girl soon began showing signs of improvement, growth. Don Miguel’s interest in Mariangula grew too, right alongside his daughter’s health. For months, he watched the enchantress work, reveling in her discoveries, her experiments, her lines of questioning, her manner, her stews, her knowledge. He made it a habit of accompanying when she toiled over her cauldrons, and they had long conversations he grew quite fond of, missed when she was gone. For months, he gave in to her demands and implemented her changes around the farm in spite of the rumors brought about by her presence. But he had a plan.

      

      

      The girls stare wide-eyed, like deer caught in headlights. Emiliana leans in again.

      
        
        “So what do you think he will do? Hmm…?”

      

      

      The girls are enraptured. They howl in protest as Emiliana pauses, stands, and walks to the kitchen to prepare herself another cup of tea.

      
        
        “Hey! What happens next? Please! We want to know!”

      

      

      Their grandmother chortles as she responds, 

      
        
        “I’ll be right back.”

      

      

      The living room is pitch black. The light filtering in from the kitchen doorway makes strange shadows on the walls. The girls huddle closer to one another, interlace their fingers.

      
        
        “What do you think will
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