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UNA CARTA/A LETTER FROM THE COLONY

I want to write a letter from the colony

if I am allowed a pen

And I shall begin in silence

and a murmur

I will begin to write

look towards you

then, turn away

I shall start in one language

y después cambiaré a otra

Walking aimlessly towards the door

I shall recall yesterday and remember the embrace

of a lover

I will think of today and worry over tomorrow

Clutching for the soil, I shall grasp only sand

Reaching for a coin, I will find nothing

Glancing out the window

I shall see the uneven pattern of my history

and the outline of a future already planned

a plan I must continually struggle to break

I will hear voices

all urging me to say some one special thing

Holding my pen

Soñaré o no soñaré

Pensaré o no pensaré

Diré o no diré

Yet I will begin again and again

con esta carta de la colonia.

MIGRATION/TENNESSEE

I don’t know what migration 

got us

brought us

put us up upon

into

placed us into a house

bigger, better

perhaps

saw us

lived us

schooled us

in a barrio

Big Los

over there

there beyond accumulated thoughts

past all freeway lanes

of desires

desires at so many miles per hour

there

in that everywhere

migrating

changing

renting

paying

with tokens

with food stamps

for chicken southern

burrito northern

and returning to a go back

back beyond

a Tennessee

sin abrir

a Chicago

sin abrir

el Caribe 

sin abrir

and migrating

on a highway

with a suitcase

un maletín

going

going

going.

CROSSROADS I

It’s about 

being there

being present

como una presencia invitada

a una cena

especial

formal

Straddling a line

una línea quebrada

of danger that winds

into dangerous zones

weaving through a path

crisscrossing

a boundary

at so many

miles per hour

until “beep, beep” 

one never stops

it never stops

not the music

tampoco el baile

ni las palabras

It’s about being

in that there that is

although and unbelievably

there that you don’t know 

is there

until one day you leave it

and you miss it

se me hace falta

racing to return

to that there

there

that when you are

irredemiably

there

you still can’t pinpoint

can’t discover

conquer or find

it

and the question becomes

pues

“Where is it?”

it’s not here 

and quizás it’s all in your mind

en tu mente

bro

homey

pana

compay

como todito de eso está en tu

imaginación

en el estómago

los riñones

en tu boca

en el corazón

like jizz jazz

como sauce salsa

because at the intersections

it’s all about being there

in that there to which

towards which

no ticket is sold

no se vende

by airlines

tampoco bus terminals

refusing to be a destination

instead a starting point

for being

totally 

being

being there 

there.

TIERS/3rd MONDE

C’est certain que nous habitons

dans le Tiers-monde

Third World

Terceiro Mundo

This situation being no different

that holds us

piled under years of unpayable

debt

Dollars

and millions

dollars like pesos

dollars turned cruzeiros

dollars tinted soles

dollars become bolívares

dólares plus dólares

más dólares

hasta dolor

Dollars that can’t be eaten

like the bills 

that won’t be eaten

And cuentas upon cuentas

past cuentas

hasta cuentas

y ya

Tercer Mundo

as I brace myself

we examine ourselves

for a technological default

the fault

that breathes, whispers,

palpitates, moans, heaves

between las dos tierras

de Califas

Tiers-monde

Telemundo

Tercer Mundo.
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BORDERLINE/NEPANTLA/EN MEDIO

If I stand feet immersed in a flowing river

and the river swells

I must decide towards which shore I shall jump

If caught between various thoughts

I walk a mental tightrope

A myriad of sentiments

numerous colors on a flag

many shades seen through a fog

I want to walk the borderline

where a life is never wholly defined

yet can be described

because totally present and concrete

where all languages lead to the same phrase

Here

we fall in love with a passion

and claim it as our own

Between two houses

at the juncture of three roads

or various paths

and surrounded by conspirators

conspiring towards the same

After losing the past

one delves into it again

constructs it again

naming it nepantla

Survive on the borderline

where no one knows what to think of you

and will never think enough of you

I want to walk the borderline.

LIVING ON THE EDGE

One lives a passion of exile

not because it’s a state of being

deliberately cultivated

but a basic reality

somewhat a necessity

and distanced así

bien alejada

from one’s origins

one is constantly creating anew

a sense of fundamental time

and fundamental place

Glancing from a window

resting on a ledge

one can wish for complete 

cultural integration

But where is it to be found

when one is so accustomed 

to living on the edge?


LA FULANA/O YA QUE NO ESTOY

Cuando entra la llamada

no voy a estar

and when the plane shrieking

skids to a stop 

on the runway

I will not be

standing before the window 

waiting

with a tropical garland

round my neck

Instead 

I will be the name

chiseled off the far end

of the cake

so that the icing reads:

“Best wishes to...”

and the words drop off

in silence

Y seré

La Fulana

cut off the edge

of una foto dejada

so that arms embrace 

what was once

d’un amour

and from that love

I shall undoubtedly

fade

into the actions

of my father

who knew so well

how to disappear from

a situation gone stinkingly

sour

so that I can

in all my totality

and the sum of my parts

be returned to you completely 

with “forwarding address

unknown.”

LA COSTEÑA

Nací Costeña

Y qué?

This is definite

since there is no flag to contain

the crossings

desde Califas Norte a Califas Sur

Califas Sur a Califas Norte

and back again

nor the parched northern summers

ni la temporada 

de andar por el D.F.

buscando y después

buscando

entre lluvias

before the advent

of adult thoughtfulness

and caution

An attempt to define it in flags

found instead

no patriotic symbol

willing to link

an Indian trail 

from the plantations of Tennessee

to the cold gusts of Chicago

nor the stance and loquaciousness

of Califas

to that space

that shifts

mentally and physically

between el Caribe

y los dos gran continentes

De veras

no tiene nada que ver

con banderas

All this movement

and flux

which isn’t mindless

but a tipping of the scale

disturbing the delicate balance

that incites a confusion

of puro sentido

since in all of this

no place is better 

and none worse

no language more sacred

The flag has not been stitched

todavía no existe

sino

se puede decir

that the country

is an even strain

of deep-voiced jazz

the anthem es pura bomba

y pura plena

el lenguaje son las palabras

regaladas de Califas

que me llenan

casi inconscientemente

del deseo de estar siempre

en otra parte.

LA DESGRACIADA

Me enojé

con la voz

y con la figura

con los pensamientos nuevos

que ya no eran parte

del propio cuerpo

I broke off

went away

going into what was

my distance

mi lejanía

para no verte

no escucharte

más

You see

and I say this sincerely

moving the folded arm

to take the hand

from the lip

You see

tú y yo

estábamos

algo

allí

amongst the rasping shouts

rodeadas de los placards

in the pacing and sweating

of the zero hour

when those in our circle

offered support for the heavy

overburdened words

of social justice

no solo aquí

con nosotros

pero también abroad

The hand now goes to the heart

where infants rest

and lovers linger

in the humid dampness of bottled scent

or maybe both fingers to the ears

to forget

the words

the faded dreams

and sounds of hope

Me enojé

porque tú te fuiste

y me dejaste

con los sueños

hechos ya pedazos

de pesadillas

y la esperanza para nada más

que una noche salsera culminada

en una borrachera

de a de veras

And what became of our revolution?

Qué pasó con our reckless season?

Our years of being politically correct

disgraces?

Did we roll them

like a beach towel

at dusk

to carry

to place tightly under arms and shrug

shoulders

into the darkening hours?

Tú te fuiste sin la bandera

sin las esperanzas Sandinistas

tú te fuiste

yo me quedé

y me enojé

And now

no sé exactamente

lo que soy

no me defino

no soy completa

estoy desgraciada

aunque quiero

con ser completa

ser fiel

frente a estas olas

bajo este sol

con lo que queda

de esta esperanza.

LA NEGRONA

Sabes
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