
INTRODUCTION

​​​​​​​The Lemontree surname

​​​​​​​Lovely, loving sisters in arms

​​​​​​​Fighting each other for ridiculous reasons

​​​​​​​Using their father's illness as an excuse for bloodshed

​​​​​​​Words are more dangerous, and sharper than a knife, drawing blood
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    Woe on to your scribesAnd Pharisees, hypocrites!For ye are like unto whited sepulchersWhich indeed appear beautiful outward butAre within full of dead men's bonesAnd of all uncleanness.
Mathew 23:27 


    

Lemon Tree

In our own family

There should not be a place for suffering

Heartache, jealousy, lies, betrayal, pain

We think that these cannot be in our private sphere

All it takes to unearth these harmful feelings is a spark, then all hell breaks loose!

Teoxochitl

Small town, on the mountain

I grew up there since childhood

Fond memories of Catholicism

We are part of history at the town's very core

My family made Teoxochitl what it is today

Dahlia

My dearest grandmother

My mother’s mother was; a matriarch

I will never forget her kindness

She taught me that family is to be cherished

I want to remind my not-quite-family of her words

Don Diego

My dearest grandfather

My grandfather was a patriarch

I used to draw from his broad strength

The character and respect, but above all 

Of what I thought a man ought to flourish into in life

A Story

I’ll tell you a story

Of what I thought back then, before

And of what I believe this very minute

For each and every one of these seven sisters

Has a chain of memories, and events, which became a wish

A Note

Here I am, writing notes 

So personal and heartbreaking

To seven dear aunts who together have 

Destroyed in a single moment, a surname’s worth

Due to greed, for money, power, and the worst

An Effect

Their ways affected me

Growing up, I learned to be like them

Helping me become the man I am today. 

I thought they were muses of the gods, genuinely great!

The reality: they are the very worst of humans

A Coma

Waking from a coma

I hated who I had become

I took stock of my actions and feelings

I realized I was them, then cried endlessly

I have been a vindictive and condescending person

A Rearing

Together, they reared me

At points, I was in their respective lives. 

I thought I must mimic them to be loved

Unhealthy habits brought me trouble growing up

I was alone, hated, untrustworthy, and bitter at the world

A Death

Grandmother sadly dies

The war among them starts

I believe they committed matricide. 

Knowing each one, I do not consider it strange

I am no longer considered family; ostracized

A Truth

This is my story! Still

I learned about myself and writing

Changes were made to protect the guilty

I now know what kind of man I can really be

People love who I am because I am true to myself

A Story

The whole world needs to know 

Those things, deception and lies

It can happen within any family, 

No matter what vast mountains your wealth forms

This means that most people will have family issues, too
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One who bears a burden

Loving each other openly

Respect I had learned from each and much more

Together you fought battles for each others’ lives

Let us, together, bring peace to our family's great name. 



Lemon Tree

The surname of immense strength

To a family who once was

Foul misunderstandings which are now not

Separated not only by miles but by distance

A wish to be in peace, harmoniously, together

Teoxochitl

Nahuatl name, godly flower

Second of February, every year:

A small town by the mountain’s edge

Presentation to the Blessed Virgin Mary

Candlemas is celebrated, and the village is blessed

Dahlia

An elementary

Her education was denied

From mother to daughter; spoken Nahuatl

She, therefore, never learned to read or write Spanish

Spoken by a man from a respected family

Don Diego

A great man of action

Son of Cristero; a war hero

The very youngest of seven children

Expected to continue surname with sons

The Lemontree name is to honor, to demand its respect

Gabriela

Parents wanted a son

Instead, a first-born girl to raise

Brother figure to five younger sisters

Learned to shoot, farm, castrate, and hunt

Smuggling arms, ammunition, ‘cross borders with father

Matilde

Second, born of all girls

Premature and very sickly

So sent away, aged two, to her grandparents

Not her mother’s problem; she was too ill to care for her

Mother too tired and too pregnant to rear two daughters

Elena

Left alone, forgotten

In hiding from parents, many a drink

She was always free to do as she wished

Following the music, booze, and questionable men

Battered, abused, and faithful to the end. Gun to her head

Ximena

Elitist by nature

Wanting the big city lifestyle

Marries a family of old Spanish wealth

Not the tiny ranch up in the mountains

Mexico City, a higher class than her poor sisters

Camila

Forever in control

Dictating her sisters’ actions

Manipulating with threats and blackmail

Lawyers and government officials in her pocket

Found a weak man to support her hobbies and her collections

Serafin

Does the least she can do

Always on the run, on the go

Slow to act, slow to follow everyone

Shielding herself from family reality

Bullied by her sisters. Emotional. Teased constantly

Maddison

All American Girl

Embarrassed of Mexican roots

Bleach blonde hair, blue contacts, latest fashions

Gets Rhinoplasty and Mentoplasty, of course

Changed her native accent to a California drawl

Junior

Gay and proud Mexican

Mental illness does not stop him

Known as the seventh sister, the eighth aunt

Emotionally and verbally abused, shamed

Called elitist. Hypocrite. Liar. Manipulator
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I remember it

As if it were yesterday; 

Sharing a moment in time with them

I was a child, and I glorified the aunts and my uncle

Living for the moment, enjoying the company, feeling loved

Lemon Tree

Every moment

Shared by my family

Hopes and dreams for the future

Living, loving, joining, sharing, inviting

Togetherness is always used for a good tasting chocolate

Teoxochitl

This is home

The town prepares

Deep cleaning of the church

Streets filled, sidewalks put together

Castille and el Torito fitted with roaming fireworks

Hotels open, rooms aired, with family reunions. 

Dahlia

Panela cheese

A staple of our foods

Showed me take fresh milk and curd

Place on a chiquihuite, hang on sarto to drip 

Let it sit, mix in salt, and later break into small curds

Don Diego

A ride to the ranch

On black horse Memin

Calm the cows down, tie their hind legs

Hold a tit in each hand, squeeze and pull

Don’t drink the milk raw; avoid contamination 

Gabriela

Cockfights go to bet

Two towns compete for the prize

Like the black and white movies from long ago

Bets have been made, the music stops, and everyone seats

“Cierren las puertas senores.” Starts the waited cock fight

Matilde

In her kitchen

Crying in her silence

Gluing together a Tiffany Lamp

Each chattered piece of her life in her hand

I help put together a colored shard one at a time

Elena

First Communion

Nine years old and proud

Arrived from across the country on a bus

To be with


Ximena






Camila






Serafin






Maddison






Junior
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