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            To the ancestors who raised me

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            I am a moist dew woman, says 

            I am the woman of the dawn, says

            I am the woman of the day, says

            I am the saint woman, says

            I am the spirit woman, says 

            I am the woman who works, says 

            I am the woman beneath the dripping tree, says

            I am the woman of the twilight, says 

            I am the woman of the pristine huipil, says

            I am the whirlpool woman, 

            I am the woman who looks into the insides of things, 

            Because I can speak with Benito Juárez

            Because our beautiful Virgin accompanies me

            Because we can go up to heaven

            I am the woman who sees Benito Juárez 

            Because I am the lawyer woman

            Because I am the pure woman

            I am the woman of goodness

            Because I can go in and out of the realm of death

            Because I come searching beneath the water from the opposite shore

            Because I am the woman who springs forth

            I am the woman who can be torn up, says

            I am the doctor woman, says

            I am the herb woman, says.

            —María Sabina

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            A Writer’s Prayer

            
            Let me enter the writing without resistance

            and toil in the muck of chaos.

            Out of disorder let me bring order

            and something new into existence.

            Let me touch the bodies of others

            and move their souls.

            —Gloria E. Anzaldúa
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            Introduction: A Literary Ceremony

            Sandra Guzmán

         
         
         
            Words are medicine. Medicine is the breath. 

            I cure with language, nothing more. 

            —María Sabina 

         

         Daughters of Latin America is a journey into a luminous universe of texts that navigate across time and space, genres, styles, languages, and traditions.
            The Daughters gathered in this groundbreaking international anthology span five centuries of the written word, containing
            the wisdom, memory, and DNA of oral traditions more ancient than time itself. It is an immense honor to share the words of
            these majestic women and masterful storytellers with you.
         

         
         Some of the women gathered in this volume have risked it all to write—cloistered in the nunnery, married, lived, and died in the closet. They fought in revolutions alongside male guerillas, were jailed, harassed, murdered, forced into exile; one of them sold herself to buy paper and pencil to leave a blazing testimony of her life—an impoverished Black woman who lived in a favela—and another used a male nom de guerre to criticize the church and the patriarchy during the early part of the nineteenth century. These Daughters wrote and write to defy the very forces, structures, and institutions that sought and seek to erase and silence them. These Daughters write to create the self, to protest, to remember, to celebrate, and ultimately to heal and free themselves and, in the process, others. Latin America—a region in the world that has been in forever wars since the Spanish Royal Crown’s invasion began in 1492—has fueled conversations about women’s intellect, rights, suffrage, and freedom, about how to be a woman in a system that hasn’t accepted them as whole human beings with the capacity to lead, study, and fulfill all their brilliant human potential. The writings in Daughters of Latin America rescue memory, create meaning, joy, illuminate, build, and protect communities—they create safe spaces. The writings of these
            Daughters remade and remake the world. The texts forced and force change.
         

         
         Included in this trailblazing international compendium are one hundred forty Daughters of Latin America, past and contemporary,
            from fifty nations. We are Daughters connected to a cosmic umbilical cord that binds us to the sacred lands of our ancestors.
            The youngest living writer is twenty-seven years old, the oldest ninety-two. The oldest text was written in 1691. They live
            in hundreds of cities around the world and write in twenty-two languages—including eighteen native mother tongues of the Americas.
            There are several MacArthur Fellows, a gaggle of New York Times bestselling authors, Pulitzer Prize–winning playwrights and journalists, National Book Award winners, novelists, memoirists,
            poets, essayists, scholars, singer-songwriters, short story writers, a Grammy winner, a member of Congress, a Golden Lion
            winner, one Cervantes Prize winner, three poet laureates, and a Nobel Prize laureate. There are poems, letters, chants, prayers,
            speeches, songs, short stories, fragments of novels-in-progress, journal entries, plays, personal and lyrical essays, and
            opinions. Some of the women self-published chapbooks in their tiny villages, and others authored more than forty books with
            major publishing houses. One contributor, María Sabina, did not read or write. She was a literary genius who spoke Mazatec
            and “cured with language.” She reminded us that “words are medicine and medicine is breath.” Her poetic tradition was—as with many of the Indigenous and Black women included here—linked to spiritual ceremony and ritual. Perhaps because her literary tradition was not on paper but oral and perhaps because of the Eurocentric elite and male colonial gaze, Sabina’s distinctive poetic voice has rarely received the recognition it deserves. The few recordings that exist of her shamanic chants, one of which opens the anthology, gives us the opportunity to glimpse her genius, and the power of her words to uplift and transport the soul. 

         
         This anthology has been inspired to disrupt erasure and myths, to gather us, the powerful literary Daughters of Latin America.
            It’s an expansive collection that pushes beyond geographic boundaries and the colonized, narrow definition of what nations
            are understood to make up Latin America. When you consider that Latin America is the most diverse region in the world—Brazil
            has the largest number of Africans outside of Africa, as well as the largest number of Japanese outside of Japan, for example,
            and there are hundreds of First Nations within the nation states of Latin America—these daughters represent the world. The
            daughters are also Daughters of Africa, Daughters of Asia, as well as Daughters of the Jewish diaspora. These are the voices
            of the cosmos giving us the medicine for a weary world.
         

         
         Daughters of Latin America builds a new literary canon. It is also a bridge that connects Daughters to one another and to the world—from Chicago to São Paulo, from Loíza to Asunción, from Portsmouth to Port-au-Prince, from
            the Bronx to Buenos Aires, from Chiapas to East Los Angeles, and beyond. If there was ever any doubt of the talent of the
            Daughter scribes of Latin America—many who led literary movements and were rarely, if ever, mentioned with their male peers
            for their word art innovation—this book serves as a rescue, a revindication of their genius. This gathering is only a sliver
            of the literary talent. There are more voices that I wanted to include—the work continues. I dream of a library like the one
            described by playwright Quiara Alegría Hudes in her text “Anyone Know a Down Barrio Architect,” where “every inch of the library
            described us. Beneath its cathedral roof, no incorrect words attached to us, because we had a vocabulary made of our own lives.”
         

         
         *  *  *

         In the midst of editing Daughters, the extraordinary happened: my beloved mother passed away in my arms. The largeness of helping usher the woman que me dio luz into the ancestral plane is a gift that I am still unpacking. In my Indigenous Caribbean clan’s tradition, there is no death, the afterlife is continuous; our beloveds never really leave: they transmute into the essence of life, the elements, and often return to visit us in dreams. And so, a year after my mother’s passing, as I worked deeply on the book, my mother came to have a chat. In the dream, we were on a sidewalk outside my childhood tenement in Jersey City, New Jersey, a few blocks west of the Hudson River where we could see the dazzling New York City skyline. We were not alone. There were hundreds of women dressed in a variety of outfits: military fatigues, cheerleader short shorts, gowns, housecoats, pantsuits, some wrapped in furs, cowboy hats, overalls, baseball caps; they sported Afros, braids, weaves, ponytails, blowouts, lingerie, and summer dresses. It was a universe of beauty and ferocity. Women of all sizes, ages, races, ethnicities, and cultures. My mother and I sat on a vibrant textile embroidered with emerald Puerto Rican hummingbirds and radiant red maga flower blooms. We sat in a circle and were joined by three of my tías, also ancestors. Suddenly, the women on the street began dancing and marching, moving, and swaying together and apart in a glorious display of magnificence—it 

         
         felt like a starling murmuration at dusk. My mother turned to me and said of 

         
         the mesmerizing spectacle, “This is what you call performance feminism. Don’t confuse it with the matriarchy. Not much will
            change if feminists continue to perform feminism while ignoring the matriarchy.” Mother continued: “The work of women’s equality
            must go deeper: there’s wisdom embedded in the matriarchy that will enrich and heal our families, communities, and the world.
            It’s also the only path to women’s liberation.”
         

         
         The book that you are holding is in the tradition of the matriarchy. Women who are invested in dismantling the very monster
            system—the patriarchy—that oppresses. None are victims—they understand the power of their individual agency. They do this
            through action and literary art. Here is work that shimmers and dazzles and goes beyond resisting, it pushes back and through.
            
         

         
         The Daughters of Latin America have been deeply invested in language for centuries, though many never received due credit during their lifetimes. Women such as pioneering Latin American postmodernist Albalucia Ángel whose luminuos poem “The Eagle Woman” is included here. Silenced in her home country and by the machista publishing universe for writing about violence against women in her native Colombia, she lived in exile for three decades. Though an important figure in the Latin American literary boom, she has been rarely mentioned alongside the men in the movement that also includes Gabriel García Márquez, Julio Cortázar, Carlos Fuentes, and others. Young Colombian feminists are now lifting her work, and she is receiving long overdue attention. 

         
          Historic invisibility is a process that creates voids, precariousness, and another reality says Chilean poet and visual artist
            Cecilia Vicuña, whose illuminating poem “Clepsydra” is included here. Vicuña insists that “the history of the north excludes
            that of the south and the history of the south excludes itself, encompassing only reflections of the north. In that void between
            the two,” she adds, “the precariousness and their lack of documentation established their non-place as another reality.” Argentina’s
            Rita Laura Segato, one of the most brilliant contemporary feminist voices in the world, took on the European gaze and the
            arrogant hold it has had on publishing this side of the Atlantic. In a fragment of the speech, included here, that she delivered
            in the Buenos Aires International Book Fair in 2019, Segato challenged García Márquez and his unfortunate Eurocentric obsession—delivered
            in his Nobel Prize acceptance speech—with being seen and accepted, legitimized, by Europe and Spain.
         

         
         In the tradition of one of my literary heroes, Nobel laureate Toni Morrison, and all the matriarchs who raised me, all of
            the Daughters featured in this volume write free of the master gaze.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Land is the ancestor present in all the work of the Daughters. She is at the core of the writings in this collection—the expanse of the breathtakingly beautiful mountains, forests, rivers, oceans, lakes, deserts, valleys, volcanoes, and rain forests. Fertile earth, and waters—the raw material and spiritual sustenance that inspire many of the writers included here. And perhaps because it is the region of the world with the most water sources, Latin America feels like a place where all the waters of the planet meet. It is also a place where we live in nepantla, the liminal space that Mexican poet Elsa Cross describes in the poem included here by the same name. It is a region with a tortured history: forty-eight nations, occupied territories, renamed, Christianized, divided among the European and American empires, illegally sold, traded, plundered, militarily invaded, and settled by freebooters looking for riches and adventures. Still. 

         
         Elizabeth Acevedo’s poem “Sending Signals to Mars” channels fifteenth-century Taína Jeca Anacaona from her Harlem rooftop
            and celebrates a regional unity and pre-Columbian conviviality where we saved one another from harm:
         

         
         
            this is the way of islands   i learned   in harlem   in history

            the day another black person is executed

               under the wide open sky   with the universe watching   a spaceship launch

            the canoes, the taíno’s said,

            after columbus returned to spain,

            they killed the contingency of spaniards he left behind   after they

            burned down the settlement he’d demanded built, after:

            
            the taíno’s got in their boats

            
            island— island— island— island   phone tag from anacaona to moctezuma . . .

            
            paddle shushing in the water

            the devil is now coming for you

            
            I warn my cousins in the stars.

         

         When you consider that during colonial years, for example, as the architecture of Chile was being constructed by European settlers, the colonial government paid European settlers to hunt Indigenous people: the equivalent of one hundred dollars for the testicles of an Indigenous man, fifty dollars for the breasts of an Indigenous woman, and five dollars for the ear of an Indigenous child, the texts of the nearly two dozen First Nation women featured here—Daniela Catrileo, Lila Downs, Victoria Margarita Colaj Curruchiche, Natalia Toledo, María Clara Sharupi Jua, Nadia López García, Rosa Chávez, Berichá, Vicenta María Siosi Pino, Irma Pineda, Brigitte Zacarías Watson, Caridad de la Luz, Mikeas Sánchez, Sonia Guiñansaca, María Sabina, Alba Eiragi Duarte, Lindantonella Solano Mendoza, Yásnaya Elena Aguilar Gil, Berta Cáceres, and Elizabeth Acevedo—will ring deeper. 

         
         Most of the texts of the First Nation scribes featured in this anthology traversed a trinity of linguistic realms—translated
            from their mother tongues to Spanish then to English. It is no small matter that many of them write and speak in their ancient
            mother tongues. These women combat linguicide one sentence at a time and battle a horrific statistic—every fourteen days an
            Indigenous tongue dies around the world. Says Yásnaya Elena Aguilar Gil, a linguist and Mixe activist: “Our languages don’t
            die, they are murdered.” According to UNESCO, half of the world’s 7,000 languages are expected to be extinct by the end of
            this century. What happens when a language is lost? The world is less without their songs. Languages are like flora and fauna—they
            define a people, a nation, a culture, a cosmology. Words in ancient mother tongues hold universes within and its ancient stories.
            When we lose languages we lose histories, connections to land, to the cosmos, and to each other. Including First Nation texts
            in their own language writing systems in the anthology therefore was a political act serving as a visible and tangible experience
            for readers beyond the languages that are the lingua franca of the planet. Thus, the work of literary translators was central
            in the weaving of this anthology. Here is the work of more than fifty translator artisans who traveled through cultures, under
            ancient languages, through words and ideas, epochs, philosophies, and cosmological visions to gift us the glory of understanding
            new worlds and ways of seeing the world. They were passionate, devoted, and champions of the authors and the texts they ushered
            into the English language. Considering that there are twenty-two languages included in this anthology—many of them aboriginal
            tongues—this is also a breathtaking volume of translated literary art. 
         

         
         But it’s not just history. In 2023, Los Pueblos Originarios of the Americas continue to live the Latin American version of the Trail of Tears—displaced by dictators; colonial administrators; mining, oil, and industrial agriculture companies from G20 nations; climate catastrophes; and corporations. Corporations that build dams and divert rivers, extract oil and gas, leaving sacred earth scorched, poisoned, and infertile. In 2016, Berta Cáceres, a Lenca leader and a land and water protector from Honduras, whose Goldman Prize–winning speech is included here, was murdered by a group of mercenaries who entered her home at midnight and slaughtered her in front of her children. The mastermind of the killing, a US-trained soldier who had learned the fundamentals of war, tactics, and weaponry at West Point, was leading a multinational dam project on a river considered sacred to the Lenca people, and in 2021 he was convicted for plotting her killing and sentenced to twenty-two years in prison. Daughters who live in the US also experience discrimination, sexism, racism, transphobia, xenophobia—the othering in a land that is, too, home. It is the landscape of revolution, war, oppression, immigration, migration, persecution, violence, exile, displacement, as well as paradisiacal beauty and joy, that offers extraordinary material for the women to write. 

         
         Daughters of the Americas have been deeply invested in literature—dynamic oral and textual—for centuries, before the European
            printing press was invented around 1440. Mayan women scribes, for instance, wrote/write on books of paper made from the inner
            bark of the amatl, or amate, tree—paper more durable than papyrus. Franciscan missionaries burned thousands of these books—codices—in
            bonfires during the early years of La Conquista. Only three or four are said to remain, renamed by Europeans and in private
            European collections. Across the region, Native women scribes etched stories on boulders along riverbanks and inside caves.
            These books—paper and rock—teach astronomy, spirituality; celebrate motherhood, children, family, play, ritual, sacred geometry,
            the elements; and serve as planting and harvesting calendars. In the archipelago of Borikén, where I was born, there are more
            than three thousand ancient rock books.
         

         
         While the paper books were burned, the stories survived and were shared, boca a boca, generation to generation, across time zones, borders, and eras. They are lullabies, poems, songs, adivinanzas, prayers—healing chants. One of the finest examples of this oral literary tradition is the great Mazatec poet and medicine woman María Sabina. She is known around the world as the high priestess of mushrooms, but very few know that Sabina is also considered one the most visionary Latin American poets of the twentieth century. It gives me immense pleasure to introduce her work and life to new readers as a genius poet in the oral literary tradition, in the tradition of Homer, the illiterate poet “author” of the much-respected works The Iliad and The Odyssey.
         

         
         In the Americas, when colonization, genocide, and linguicide began, Christian churches were erected, Jesuit missionaries dispersed
            through the region, and the books were burned, Goddesses were discarded, and medicine women were lynched, slavery became a
            source of income for colonists, and nation building by settlers began, colonizers brought with them the patriarchy. In this
            new Eurocentric system, women were considered property, and it was illegal for women—even the settlers’ daughters—to read
            or write or have intellectual lives. Some Daughters during colonial times cloistered themselves in nunneries, and five hundred
            years later, we are reminded of the strategies of the nuns who wrote under oppression.
         

         
         I encourage twenty-first century readers to return to the Latin American nuns’ texts with a beginner’s eyes. The most famous
            of these colonial nun scribes is Mexico’s sor Juana Inés de la Cruz, a trilingual—Nahuatl, Spanish, and Latin—feminist, poet,
            philosopher, scholar, and dramaturge. She entered a cloistered convent rather than marriage so that she could pursue a literary
            and intellectual life and was viciously harassed for her secular writing and intellectual pursuits by the highest members
            of the Catholic clergy. In “Respuesta a sor Filotea de la Cruz,” penned in 1691, she offered a lyrical and fervent reply to
            a bishop who anonymously published a text questioning women’s intellectual capacity. Her more than thirteen-thousand-word
            response, part poem, part autobiographical lyric essay—a fragment of which is included here—is considered the first feminist
            manifesto in the world. Sor Juana deftly pointed to the virtues of philosophy and the kitchen and famously noted that “if
            Aristotle had cooked, he would have written more.” She penned what would be the equivalent of a mic drop today.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Latin America is one of the most multiethnic, multilingual, multiracial, and multireligious regions of the world and so are her Daughters. Some of them live on the lands of their foremothers and forefathers; others were forced into exile or migration by despotic fascist regimes, imperialism, wars, land displacement, political persecution, gentrification, economic and climate catastrophes, to live in all corners of the globe. They carry with them memory and pain and seeds that sprout around the world. As Harlem poet Sonia Guiñansaca wrote in “Runa in Translation,” they “speak broken Spanish / English with a heavy New York City accent,” they “wonder if [their] tongue will ever heal from the breaking,” and they wonder “if their abuelita would love them as queer.” And their “hurt is felt in three languages.” 

         
         There are nations within nations in Latin America where thousands of ancestor mother tongues are spoken, and First Nation
            nations with distinct cultures, literature, art, and cosmological visions exist. In twenty-first century Mexico, for instance,
            every day of the year, a different mother tongue can be spoken, not one a European colonial language. Mixe linguist and essayist
            Aguilar Gil, in a conversation with Karla Sánchez, noted that there are over 365 languages and dialects. Currently there is
            a renaissance of First Nation women in Latin America writing their stories—many ancient oral stories—in their mother tongues,
            and it’s thrilling that many of the leading Native storytellers are included in this anthology.
         

         
         Another intention was to center Afro-Latine Daughters, who, like First Nation Daughters, have been and continue to be marginalized
            and invisibilized throughout the region. Featured here are the grand dames of Cuban poetry, the late Afro-Cubanas Georgina
            Herrera and Excilia Saldaña, and Nancy Morejón, who celebrates contemporary Black Cuban women in her poem “New Women”:
         

         
         
            Wildflowers on their chests,

            burned by all the saltpeter in the world.

            The crowing of the rooster in the mountain.

            The whistling of smoke in the city.

            And their hands, coming from very far,

            from times long past,

            kneading the recent substance

            that makes us live

            between the sea and the shores,

            between fishes and nets,

            between windows and the horizon.

         

         Also blessing us is the marvelous Mary Grueso Romero, one of the great Afro-Colombian voices, with her poem “If God had been
            born here.” Here refers to the Pacific Colombian coastline in the Black port town of Buenaventura: 
         

         
         
            If God had been born here,

            here on this coast,

         

         
         
            he’d be a farmer

            who’d harvest coconuts from the palm

         

         
         
            with his muscled body

         

         
         
            like a Black man from El Piñal,

            with jet Black skin

            and ivory teeth,

         

         
         
            with tight coily hair

         

         
         
            like he was the fruit chacarrás.

         

         Also featured is Puerto Rico’s beloved Afro-Boricua poet Julia de Burgos, with a letter she penned from Cuba to her sister, sharing literary gossip and dreams for herself; Yolanda Arroyo Pizarro, who wrote Afro-Boricua lesbians into the future with an Afrofuturistic Queer-love odyssey; and Aracelis Girmay, who penned a dazzling elegy to Cuba’s gifted visual artist the late Belkis Ayón. Blessing this book is also Guadeloupe’s literary queen Maryse Condé, a giant of literature, who celebrated in a lyric essay the day she encountered the music of another Caribbean queen, Celia Cruz. And Audre Lorde, whose parents were born in Barbados and Granada, and who in a journal entry here makes it clear that home is the Caribbean even though she was born into exile in Harlem, New York. Featured in the book is the often overlooked mid-twentieth-century Black poet of Uruguay Virginia Brindis de Salas, with poems of Black pride; and the gorgeous story by Brazil’s masterful griot Conceição Evaristo of body, tradition, and belonging through a dancer’s feet. Afro-Japanese Mexican Jumko Ogata-Aguilar penned a moving personal essay about her name as a reminder of pride and the deep wounds of colonial violence that “eats away at our stories, heritage, the languages we speak and our ways of life.” Haiti’s grand woman of letters Edwidge Danticat offered a fierce poem about a people who live forever despite the despots who kill them again and again. Antigua’s Jamaica Kincaid’s stunning classic prose poem “Girl” centers a young Black Caribbean girl and her mother at war, and how love is a beautiful gift. Also featured are Afro-Boricuas Dahlma Llanos-Figueroa (whose novel, a fragment included here, explores Puerto Rico’s Atlantic Slave Trade lived through a captive African woman), Ivelisse Rodriguez with an excerpt of a novel-in-progress about the 1898 US invasion, and Mayra Santos Febres with a gorgeous lyric essay on the power of forgiveness. 

         
         Brazil’s masterful memoirist Carolina María de Jesús, daughter of enslaved Africans, sold her body in the streets of 1940s
            São Paulo to feed her children and buy paper so she could write. De Jesus left a blistering and intimate account of her life
            in Brazil’s favelas. Featured in the anthology is a fragment of an autobiographical narrative published posthumously.
         

         
         
            The neighbors whispered. She’s single she must be a whore. It is a general belief in Brazil that Black women are all whores.
               But I’ve never let myself be affected by what people think of me. When these people came to me with their funny business,
               I said: I’m a poet. I ask for a bit more respect.
            

         

         Another intention of the anthology was to lift Puerto Rican women’s voices. Due to the archipelago’s enduring colonial status—it is the oldest colony in the world, first invaded by Royal Spanish ships in 1493 and then in 1898 by the United States’ colossal military—the scribes are often invisiblized in and/or erased from the literary landscapes of the US and Latin America. In addition to all the aforementioned Puerto Rican voices, we are also blessed with an unpublished exclusive poem by maracachimba Lolita Lebrón, who penned it in 1956, on her first day of entering a US prison for attacking the US Congress with three other freedom fighters who fought for Puerto Rico’s independence. These women belong to both worlds and uniquely to the Caribbean archipelago. Showcasing the vibrant Boricua voices included in this book—past and present—reclaims the extraordinary literary art, in Spanish and English, that happens in exile and in oppressive colonial and imperial landscapes. 

         
         *  *  *

         “Latine,” the gender-inclusive form of “Latino” and “Latina,” on the title, is used with excitement and joy. The e replaces the a or o in Latina and Latino that are feminine and masculine identifiers. It was created by feminist and nonbinary communities in
            the US and Latin America in the early aughts. The term describes all people, not just men or women. While there are no men
            in this anthology, there are trans women and nonbinary contributors. What we call ourselves matters, and language evolves
            in exciting ways. Any effort from the community to define ourselves on our own terms is welcome and worth championing. My
            embrace of it is thrilling especially because we will be the first to use “Latine” on a book’s cover.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Daughters were asked to offer whatever vision, poem, essay, prayer, cuento, meditation they wanted me to consider, and the result are texts that explore a myriad of themes: language, imperialism, coloniality, gender, post- and neo-colonialism, mother-daughter relations, loss, war, land, memory, marriage, culture, police brutality, forgiveness, the womb, resistance, music, Blackness, Indigeneity, motherhood, abortion, tradition, magic, domestic violence, slavery, ecological destruction, beauty, power, death, poverty, women’s rights, sex, erotica, Caribbean Afrofuturism, religion, immigration, food, ritual, death, rebirth, extinction, freedom, and love. 

         
         Loss and exile are connective material. Nicaragua’s Gioconda Belli offered a triumphant poem about her exile in the middle
            of the global COVID health pandemic. Dominican American Julia Alvarez contributed an iridescent and achy poem about her sister
            cooking a last meal on the eve of her family’s midnight escape from the brutal dictator Trujillo’s henchmen.
         

         
         Queer love is also celebrated in letters. Chile’s revered Gabriela Mistral, the first and only Latin American woman writer
            to have won a Nobel Prize in Literature, lived her entire life in the closet. Contemporary readers are returning to her texts
            with new understanding of the esteemed poet’s Queer life. This includes a trove of love letters to her beloved, Doris Dana,
            one of which is featured here.
         

         
         Another contributor, Ada Limón—named US poet laureate in 2022—was inspired to pen a sweet “Ode to the Hair Clip” in the tradition
            of Pablo Neruda:
         

         
         
            without you I am

            chaos crested

         

         
         
            like lion your pleasure

            in pressure small

         

         
         
            star in black sky

            of mane small star

         

         
         
            you are asked

            to do so much

         

         Mothers, aunts, abuelas, lovers, tías, and fathers are also explored eloquently by several writers. Angela Morales’s powerful essay about the lessons of her frayed relationship with her dad was a path to finding herself. 

         
          Land is the heartbeat of the anthology—its healing beauty, enduring wisdom, and destruction. A hybrid essay from Argentina’s
            Catalina Infante Beovic presents a town in Chile that is drying up because of avocado cultivation, a tropical fruit grown
            in the desert, an eerie harbinger of what’s to come in the era of climate change.
         

         
         *  *  *

         While searching for the title, an image, that would bring together the writings and the spirit of the women gathered here,
            I came across a line in a poem by Sandra María Esteves, one of the leading lights and founders of the Nuyorican school of
            poetry. In “Lady Gaga New Year,” Esteves wrote:
         

         
         
            . . . I prefer props that are mine:

            seven-day candles, agua florida, well-rolled cigars, 

            cantos to Elegba, the machete under my bed . . .

         

         El machete under our beds! I knew that I had hit on a physical and a metaphorical tool—a connective tissue—for the book. Our
            working title for Daughters of Latin America was “Machetes Under Our Beds,” a spirit close to this book’s center.
         

         
         The women in my lineage—Indigenous Caribbean and descendants from the African continent—know how to handle a machete. They sharpen it with cane juice and tabaco spit. Some used machetes to cut sugarcane under the slaver’s whip during Spanish colonial times in Puerto Rico. One of my grandmother ancestors macheted her way through the rain forest to find freedom in a Maroon settlement in the mountains of Peñuelas, where my father was born and raised and where my happy childhood memories live. They used and use machetes to harvest healing herbs, to split open coconuts to quench thirst and satiate hunger. In the hands of my late mother, a descendant of the great Igneri People—her machete cleared tropical bush and tree stumps on a hill to build a house for my four siblings and me. Machetes were and have been indispensable tools, used to defend, nourish, and heal entire communities not just in my clan but across the Americas. Machetes, like pens in the hands of these scribes, have helped create and carve out safe spaces where women could love, shelter, eat, and live more freely. 

         
         *  *  *

         
            Thirteen Holy Moons

            This anthology is divided into thirteen sections, each representing one of the thirteen sacred moons of the year. Thirteen—or
               oxlajuj, the word for “thirteen” in Kaqchikel—is considered a sacred and holy number, and another word for “god” in the Maya
               tradition. It is a numeral with the highest vibration and found underlying in nature, in the human body, and in the cosmos.
               A human has thirteen main joints; men have twelve orifices, women have thirteen—the womb, the portal of birth, being the thirteenth.
               In one of the sacred Maya calendars, the week is made up of thirteen energy cycles affecting different parts of the body.
               According to Maya timekeeper Nana María Elena Curruchiche Roquel, each moon, like each thirteen-day cycle, is connected to
               a specific energy, intention. (Cosmic timekeeping is an ancient art for the Maya who are the world’s most sophisticated 
            

            
            timekeepers—at least one of the Maya calendars in use today includes five cycles that equal 26,000 years.) Being in tune with
               these different celestial energies each day, she says, is to live in harmony with the earth and the universe. She notes that
               even if we are not aware, la luna, Earth’s beloved satellite, is communing, touching, healing earthlings with her light—particularly
               women, inviting us to connect to her divine cosmic flow.
            

            
            The texts of the Daughters are interconnected and fused, because we know that in our ancestral tradition of the Americas, time is not linear, it is cyclical and liminal. You will find an eighteenth-century poet in the same chapter with a twenty-first-century short story writer, or a nineteenth-century novelist next to a twenty-first-century journalist. The result is a seamless merging across time zones and centuries, time and space. Lastly, in the sacred Maya calendar, there is a day that is considered outside of time—the equivalent of a leap year in the Gregorian calendar. It is in this timeless space—a day out of time—where the fragment of the extraordinary feminist manifesto “La respuesta,” penned by the great sor Juana Inés de la Cruz, is situated. Even though it was written in 1691 it is still relevant in 2023. 

            
             The anthology is meant to be read from front to back, back to front, or opened at any page. It’s also meant to be read while
               listening to songstresses of the Americas—from salsa Queen Celia Cruz to Totó La Momposina, from Ile and Elza Soares to La
               Lupe, from Mercedes Sosa to La Doña, from Beatriz Pichi Malen to Susana Baca, from Selena to celestial bomba y plena group
               Paracumbé, from Ibeyi and Omara Portuondo to Karol G to Lucesita Benitez, and to Consuelo Velásquez who wrote the global phenomenon
               “Bésame Mucho” when she was fifteen years old. Listen to María Sabina’s transcendent poem chants recorded in 1956 during one
               of her healing mushroom veladas, and before and after you read Conde’s lovely ode to la rumbera de Cuba, Celia Cruz, listen
               to her musical heroine; turn on Grammy-winning Mixtec singer-songwriter Lila Downs, who blesses this anthology with an enchanting
               remembering of a mother ancestor. These were among the many singer-songwriting Daughters of Latin America that I listened
               and danced to while curating the compilation. I also recommend seeing the visual art created by some of the Hijas such as
               the impressive quipus, or talking knots, by Vicuña. Experience the majestic art of the late Afro-Cubana Belkis Ayón before
               and after Girmay’s text, and delight in the art of another ancestor, Taína Cuban Ana Mendieta before and after Achy Obejas’
               poem.
            

            
            This anthology was inspired by several ancestor anthologies that served as my north. Among them the sister anthology, New Daughters of Africa: An International Anthology of Writing by Women of African Descent edited by Margaret Busby; This Bridge Called My Back: Writings by Radical Women of Color, edited By Gloria Anzaldúa and Cherríe Moraga; and When the Light of the World was Subdued, Our Songs Came Shining Through edited by Joy Harjo. 
            

            
            *  *  *

            This book was woven during a spectacular time on the planet. The COVID-19 global health pandemic killed, as of April 2022,
               almost seven million people around the world, according to the World Health Organization. Fires raged from Athens to California,
               monster hurricanes flooded and disappeared islands, volcanoes swallowed cities, colossal oil spills damaged lands and water,
               and droughts turned storied rivers into dust bowls. Even the ocean was on fire. The world was being transformed as it has
               been since these Daughters began writing. The words of these Daughters kept me company, reminding me again and again of the
               necessity and urgency of the power of women to write, write, write, and to leave a trace that we were once here. I was submerged
               in the beauty, enchantment, and potency of their words and worlds. I was transformed. Today I am richer and taller thanks
               to them.
            

            
            Latine Daughters are living a literary renaissance. It is our moment. I am honored to have been entrusted with their words.
               They possess power and hope. Like the poem “Body of Thought” by Japanese Peruvian Tilsa Otta, the words in this book also
               hold the promise to nourish:
            

            
            
               I tell you that poetry is the placenta

               that connects us to the world,

               that we must enter,

               because the world

               needs more nutrients and we

               need a little more of the world.

            

            These are not just words on a page: it’s our spirit on paper. Every sentence in this breathtaking book is a ritual and this
               anthology is the gift—an ancient and everlasting literary ceremony.
            

            
            —Sandra Guzmán, Luquillo, Borikén, April 29, 2022

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            A Day Out of Time

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz

         
         
            Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz (ca. 1648–1695) was a trilingual (Nahuatl, Spanish, and Latin) feminist, poet, philosopher, scholar, and dramaturge during
               the Spanish golden age of literature and Conquista. She was born Juana Ramírez de Asbaje in San Miguel de Nepantla, currently
               Mexico. She remains one of the world’s major literary voices. She learned to read at three and by eight wrote her first loa.
               She entered a cloistered convent rather than marriage so that she could pursue a literary and intellectual life, and was harassed
               for her secular writing and intellectual pursuits by the highest members of the Catholic clergy. Among the famous Queer nun’s
               notable works are the poems “Primero sueño” (Dream first) and “Hombres necios” (Foolish men), and El divino narciso (The Divine Narcissus), a play about the Spanish invasion of the Aztec Nation. “La respuesta a Sor Filotea de la Cruz,” a
               lyrical and fervent reply to the bishop of Puebla, who published a letter criticizing her under a female pen name, was the
               first feminist manifesto in the world, written in 1691 and published posthumously in 1701. In it, sor Juana condemned the
               Church for helping to keep women uneducated, and defended the intellectual rights of women and their right to a place in letters.
               This fragment of “La respuesta” (The reply) was translated from the Spanish by Sandra Guzmán.
            

         

         
            La respuesta a Sor Filotea de la Cruz

            . . . I do not study so that I can write, and even less to teach, which in me would be excessive arrogance, but rather to
               see if by studying, I become less ignorant . . .
            

            
            . . . Well, Señora, what can I share, of the secrets that I have discovered while cooking. I have observed that if I fry an egg in lard or oil, it holds, but in syrup, it shreds; if you want the sugar to liquefy you only have to add a very tiny amount of water that has been soaked in a quince or any other sour fruit; you also will notice that the yolk and the egg white of one egg are so opposite of each other that adding a sweetener would produce great results only individually, but not together. I don’t want to bore you with such minutiae, which I only refer to it because this is my nature, and perhaps all this may make you chuckle. But, Señora, what can women glean about philosophy in the kitchen? Lupercio Leonardo said it best: that you can learn a lot about philosophy while preparing dinner. Observing all this, I have concluded that: if Aristotle had cooked, he would have written a lot more. Following the flow of my continuous examinations, for this is my natural state, I don’t really need books. Once, I had a horrible upset stomach and doctors banned me from studying, so I spent a few days like this, analyzing everything. And then I proposed that it would be less harmful giving me access to books because my observations were so vehement and vigorous, my spirit consumed more energy in a half hour on these kinds of analyses than in four days studying books. And thus, they were persuaded to allow me to read. And more, my Señora, not even during sleep am I free from this limitless imagination; in fact, I must add here that, in my dream state, I work more free and less encumbered and reap the teachings of the day with greater clarity, arguing, and writing verses, which if I gave to you, would make for a very large catalogue, as well as arguments and conclusions that I have better achieved while sleeping than while awake. I won’t tire you any longer with this subject, but as I have already stated above, this is sufficient to allow your discretion and sharpness to marinate completely so that you could understand my nature, and the beginnings, methods, and current state of my studies. 

            
            And if these, Señora, were considered merits (as I see them celebrated in men), they would not be lauded in me, because I
               cannot but study. If I am at fault, for the same reasons, I believe I am not. Moreover, I have such little confidence in myself
               that neither in my study or in anything else do I trust my judgment; and therefore, I surrender myself to your expansive genius,
               allowing whatever sentence may come, without controversy or reluctance, for this has only been a simple narration of my inclination
               toward letters.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Graceful Moon

         
         
            The energy of this moon embraces forgiveness—to ask for and receive it.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Cecilia Vicuña

         
         
            Cecilia Vicuña (b. 1948) is a poet, visual artist, filmmaker, and activist born in Santiago, Chile, who has been in exile since the early
               1970s after the military coup and assassination of elected socialist president Salvador Allende. Her art addresses themes
               of language, memory, ecological destruction, human rights, cultural homogenization, and exile. She creates “precarious works
               and quipus as a way of hearing an ancient silence waiting to be heard.” She is the author of twenty-seven books of poetry.
               Among the most notable are Saborami, a book chronicling the military coup in Chile and the death of Salvador Allende, as well as her two other collections Precario/Precarious and cloud-net. She wrote an experimental book, Diario estúpido (Stupid diary), which is seven thousand words a day of her emotions and experiences. The many awards she has received include Anonymous
               Was a Woman, the Premio Velázquez de Artes Plásticas, and the Venice Biennale Golden Lion for Lifetime Achievement in 2022.
               “Clepsydra” was written in 1966 and published in El zen surado, her first poetry book censored in Chile where she appears naked on the cover. Rosa Alcalá’s translation from the Spanish appears in New and Selected Poems of Cecilia Vicuña.
            

         

         
            Clepsydra

            
               Long ago I embroidered on my head

               signs of abandonment and failure

               no one had the fortune of knowing

               to which galaxies I allude

               with my smile.

               I opted for wild footpaths,

               the object of poetry

               was always to create

               spiritual and collective rings

               where conjectures

               Juno and Aristotle

               dance among new shrubs.

               I relied from the beginning

               on my stupidity

               and general lack of talent.

               Always I shipwrecked among

               nouns and verbs.

               I am still, I feel,

               a shitty preacher:

               I enlighten no one

               but me.

            

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Aracelis Girmay

         
         
            Aracelis Girmay (b. 1977) was born in California to an Eritrean (Tigrinyan) father and a Chicagoan mother whose people are from Puerto Rico,
               Mexico, and African American from the US state of Georgia. Girmay is the author of the poetry collections Teeth, Kingdom Animalia, and the black maria. She is also the author-collagist of the picture book changing, changing, and with her sister she collaborated on the picture book What Do You Know? Girmay is on the editorial board of the African Poetry Book Fund and recently edited How to Carry Water: Selected Poems of Lucille Clifton. She also is the editor-at-large for BOA Editions’ Blessing the Boats Selections.
            

         

         
            “El secreto era una voz” —Belkis Ayón
            

            Cleanness of the air, of the sun when I step down the airplane’s tongue of stairs into light, lime-bright, waking my heart.
               My skin already conjugating sunlight. What I was made for.
            

            
            Far, far, far is New York City, the cold. The sleet and snow. My beloveds. My belly is big with baby and our blood pumps slowly
               through us in the heat. Because of my bigness the airport workers kindly call me up to the front of the line, help with my
               bag, wish me blessings that fall like powdered sugar over my shoulders already browning in the light.
            

            
            At customs I can smell the lotions and oils of the woman, Black like me, like nearly everyone wearing the yellow airport uniform
               shirts, finally, asking, because of the recent Ebola outbreak in Guinea, Liberia, and Sierra Leone:
            

            
            Have you been to Africa recently?

            
            And me saying “no.”

            
            Have you been to Africa recently? No. Bienvenidos.
            

            
            The syntax we make together flickers me into Africa. The Europe in me is for a millisecond confused. The ancestors ride my
               sentences.
            

            
            Have you been to Africa recently?

            
            No.

            
            Welcome.

            
            Y yo: Gracias, gracias.

            
            Africa as I find my bags, as another woman in the yellow, collared uniform shirt insists she roll them for me because I am
               so pregnant. Africa the one man leaning long, the hiss of a woman’s teeth, the beautiful posture. A bare foot fitted into
               a heel, Africa. As I visit the tombs and ride the buses, Africa as I hear the news of Black people stopped for their papers
               to prove they can work in Havana, Africa as the white Habaneros call these Black people Palestinos, for Palestinians, not
               free to go freely left or right. Africa the prisons, Africa the sunlight, the beaches, the fish, the dream, the assertion.
            

            
            It was on that trip that I found myself on an hours-long tour with an extraordinary artist and teacher, a friend of the professors
               who had first invited me to consider joining the program to teach in Havana for a semester. The artist took me and our colleagues
               to visit El Museo Nacional de Bellas Artes, and as he showed us a piece in one of the salons, I turned to look at what else
               was in the room.
            

            
            Guava was the color I noticed first. Alive, such a pink I knew only to mean “outside.” And then the figures, their skins covered
               in shapes and lines that might mean to someone else something like scales but to me at first felt only like eyes, and all
               of the eyes on my own arms opened to see them. I felt the need to rub the skin on my arms closed, so odd was the sensation,
               and I remembered the touch-me-nots outside of my partner’s parents’ house in Trinidad. Carenage.
            

            
            The figures sat or stood at a table with fish on their plates, their almond-shaped eyes looking this direction or that. I studied what I perceived to be their mouthlessness. At the center of the table was a figure somewhat green, the fingers of her two hands resting on the table and her eyes fixed on what was ahead, perhaps the viewer, though also more than the viewer, I knew. Around her neck a black serpent coiled and at rest there, pettish, known by the figure I assumed. But they were the other figures who spoke to me the most. One figure stared into a shallow plate of fish and fish bones, full of, I felt, melancholy. There, not there. The figure beside her seemed to be at her aid, in support, and another whose hand over what I imagined might be her mouth, seemed to gasp, astonished at some action just out of the seer’s time. 

            
            I studied the baldheaded figures, their large hands. How if the breast was depicted, it was depicted so that only one breast
               was visible and the other (if there was another) was obscured by a forearm, a table, another figure’s head. I studied each
               one depicted with only one breast visible and the other obscured by a plate, a profile and thought of Audre Lorde who was
               interested in the stories of the Amazons and who wrote about her own experience of breast cancer.
            

            
            I would, in a moment, learn that this collograph was the study, in color, of a black-and-white collograph made by the artist
               Belkis Ayón and that she had named it La cena which art historians say mixes elements from the Catholic Last Supper and the Abakúa (the secret, male society that deeply interested Belkis) initiation banquet called Iriampó.
            

            
            At the center of Abakúa practices, I am told, is the story of a woman named Sikán, a central figure of Ayón’s work. Out of West Africa this story of Abakúa was carried, and the story that Belkis had come to tell was of a girl or young woman who had gone to the river on a chore to fetch water but had ended up hearing the voice of god, and when her husband or father found out, she was killed—for being a woman and hearing the voice of god. The versions of the story, Sikán, the god, and the water are kaleidoscopic, shiftful. I imagine Belkis considering version after version. This is the story Belkis had come to tell, but it was also her own. Belkis said, first in Spanish: “Sikán is a transgressor, and as such I see her, and I see myself.” I considered Belkis’s commitment to telling this origin story of the secret, paternal Abakúa society in such a public way as art. Maybe that was just one of the things that made her think of herself as a transgressor. The voice of a woman telling the story of another who had been killed for being a woman who had heard the voice of god. 

            
            I read what I could as if my own vitality depended on it—more Lydia Cabrera, Ana Belén Martín-Sevillano, interviews with Ayón.
               Page after page as my own body thickened and swelled, and my skin expanded around the changing shape of my stomach and thighs
               and breasts, I wondered what a voice was at all.
            

            
            Ana Belén Martín-Sevillano in “Crisscrossing Gender, Ethnicity, and Race” writes about the stories of Sikán and the goat,
               who is a version of the original Sikán, and whose skin it is that is stretched by men across the hollow to make a ritualistic
               drum. She considers “the power of the skin as a communication tool.” The more I thought about it, the more difficult it was
               for me to decide what skin was. What our mother survived covered our faces like a caul. My loose-loose hair. My color, my
               lack of mothers, my bent-knee walk. What skin was. Posture. Family names. Class. The way I pronounced words. The skin stretched
               over the hollow out of which my sound was made. And so skin was the sentence. My ligaments loosened, my body pulled itself
               from itself and took the nourishment it might have given to other things—the fortifications of the teeth, my bones more generally,
               my hair—and gave them to the fetus that grew inside me. My skin itched and gleamed as it grew with the baby, also growing,
               and so the sentence itched too. My languages—which was to say: my minds—no longer felt singular but plural. A door was a word
               was a moving wheel. I might pass through one and end up in another time unable to say again enough to make other doors, to
               find my way out. But also, such sentences, for a second quick as a flash, might be porous enough to let the river seep through
               them. I might find myself grateful for such reunion. I might find myself mothered there by a woman who could hear the stories
               of fishes, whose gold tooth still carried the quiets of the river silt, way back, before we were born, when our mothers’ mothers
               were not even girls yet and we were just particles in the air.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Conceição Evaristo

         
         
            Conceição Evaristo (b. 1946) is a poet, storyteller, and essayist born in Belo Horizonte, Brazil. She has an MA in Brazilian literature from
               the Pontifical Catholic University of Rio de Janeiro and a PhD in comparative literature from the Fluminense Federal University.
               Her first fictional works were published in the Quilombhoje’s Cadernos Negros series. She is the author of seven books, among
               them Olhos d’água, which won the 2015 Jabuti Prize for best short story anthology. Her works have been translated into English, French, Spanish,
               and Arabic. Evaristo won the Minas Gerais Government Award for her complete works, the Nicolás Guillén Prize for Literature
               by the Caribbean Philosophical Association, and the Master of the Peripheries Award by Instituto Maria e João Aleixo. “The
               Dancer’s Feet” (“Os pés do dançarino”) was translated from the Portuguese by Elton Uliana.
            

         

         
            The Dancer’s Feet

            Davenir was the one with the greatest dancing feet in the small town of Danceland where he was born. The gift of great dancing was a common trait of everyone who was born there, and everyone who chose to live there. To be more specific about Davenir, it is necessary to say that, with this young man, it wasn’t only his talented feet that made him so great but rather his whole body. Everything about him was his ability to dance. The body with all its details. Eyes, mouth, the beautifully unkempt curly hair. Dancing was so ingrained in Davenir’s body that some people would say that he wasn’t even interested in love. Dance was his passion, his greatest pleasure. At the age of seven, after watching dancers on television and after dancing himself at many family parties, he was already proficient in samba and tango. His family, guessing that he could have a professional future, rose above all the malicious comments and sent the boy to ballet school. They were right. Things went really well. Davenir got better and better. At fourteen he was an outstanding student in classical, modern, and Afro ballet, as well as tap dancing and even belly dancing, all this without paying any attention to the occasional ignorant comments he heard. And at each stage of his progress, the boy who “danced with his soul in his feet”—praise given by a renowned dance critic—continued to stand out more and more. Awarded with so many scholarships, including to study abroad, Davenir went away to experience dance and theater of other cultures, while exhibiting his own natural talent and versatility. In one single show, he was able to perform congada from Minas Gerais, Afro-Tientense batuque beat, Czech dances like polka, reggae from Jamaica and Maranhão, as well as to imbue his body with extraordinary grace and authenticity when he was performing rap. Davenir had so much skill and talent, and his technique was so precise, not to mention his competence and artistic flair, that it was difficult to know how to label him. Dancer, classical dancer, ballet dancer, Latin American star, or even prince of the dance . . . And with so much deserved success, the young man lost some of the most important and fundamental aspects of himself and picked up other less desirable qualities and values. His fellow people from Danceland were witness to what happened to him one day. And they talked about the fact, genuinely wishing that Davenir would eventually “find his missing feet.” This is what happened: 

            
            When Davenir came back to his hometown, a big party was organized in the town square to celebrate his return. Everybody was really excited by the event, since the gift of great dance belonged to everyone in the town, and especially to those who returned. The slogan for the event was “Dance is the most important thing.” There was no one left at home; people came from the most faraway parts of the town to the place where the celebration was being held. Everyone longed for the son of the land who “danced with his soul in his feet”; in fact, the local people had expanded on this slogan, creating the following maxim: “only those who have their soul in their feet can be great dancers.” And after a few hours, which seemed to the public endless, Davenir finally arrived at the square, ready to receive the homage. He was absolutely certain that he deserved such an honor and, indeed, that other celebrations should happen as well. For Davenir, the town should bow at his feet, because it was thanks to him that a small town like this had become known in the world. In the vanity of that moment, Davenir didn’t even notice the three old women who stood by the bandstand at the foot of the steps as he was entering the place. He passed by them, giving no sign of recognition. Nor did he notice their open arms towards him, which ended up dissolving into empty space. All Davenir could think about was the celebration of himself and the pictures that would be taken of him with the town dignitaries. 

            
            After an emotional performance that brought the audience to tears, Davenir was ready to leave the venue. As he went down the
               steps, it was he who then recognized the three respectable old ladies. They still had their arms open, waiting to embrace
               him and to receive his embrace. That was when Davenir saw himself as a young boy again, and in that very moment he realized
               that the oldest of the three old women was his great-grandmother. She had been the first person to realize that he had a talent
               for dance. The second old woman was the one who once, with prayer and ointments, had miraculously healed his dislocated knee.
               An accident he had suffered on the eve of an important performance. And the third, Davenir couldn’t remember exactly who she
               was, although her face was familiar to him. Even so, Davenir still didn’t stop to receive their affection, despite these women
               being the ones who had marked his destiny forever. And as he left the place and headed towards the exit, a strange pain invaded
               his lower limbs. He was overcome by a desperate need to remove his shoes, which felt too soft on his feet, wobbly and unsupportive,
               empty of memories. He was frightened when he pulled them off and felt that his socks were empty. He realized his feet were
               missing, and despite that, he felt pain. In that very moment, someone from home brought him a message from his great-grandmother,
               the oldest of the three old ladies. His feet had been forgotten, lost in time, but that he should remain calm. All he needed
               to do was to go back. To go back to the beginning of everything.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Georgina Herrera

         
         
            Georgina Herrera (1936–2021) was one of the greatest poets in twentieth-century Cuba and Latin America. Born in Jovellanos, Matanzas, she
               explored gender, Afro-Cuban history, and African legacy in her works. She lived most of her life in Havana, where she also
               wrote for radio, television, and film. She began publishing poetry at the age of sixteen and is the author of eight poetry
               collections, including G.H., África, Gentes y cosas, Granos de sol y luna, Grande es el tiempo, Gustadas sensaciones, Gritos, and Gatos y liebres o libro de las conciliaciones. She also authored a memoir, Golpeando la memoria, in collaboration with Daisy Rubiera Castillo. “Four Obituaries for Havana” and “Matanzas” were translated from the Spanish
               by Ignacio Granados Herrera and Sandra Guzmán.
            

         

         
            Four Obituaries for Havana

            
               1. Havana Friend

            

            
            
               Your family

               is investing everything
               

               so you could be pretty,

               even more than you are.

               It’s necessary so

               when a visit from a prince, 

               or someone alike

               who deserves you, arrives.

            

            
            
               You can’t see it.

               I’m preparing to stop being your friend.

               When that happens

               you will be busy being a princess.

               And now that

               you’re looking so perfect,

               I even fear offending you with a kiss.

            

            
            
               2. Havana Mother

            

            
            
               Where are the pockets

               of the peaceful corners you guarded

               as a treasure?

               Sweet places of wonder and joy.

               Where is the shawl you used to protect

               me from the sun and mist?

               You covered my neck

               out of fear and tenderness.

               I can’t recognize you with your new dress

               and hairstyle.

               I can’t see myself as your daughter.

            

            
            
               3. Havana Daughter

            

            
            
               You look older,

               so artificial.

               What I’m saying is an ancient story,

               or are you really the weeping flower that came out of my womb?

               We no longer know.

               You doubt it and so do I.

               The perfection of the retouch hurts.

               You seemed conceived without love.

            

            
            
               4. Havana Havana . . .

            

            
            
               Something of you remains somewhere.

               Turning back time, a little,

               I look for you, I remember you in the bends

               where no one else is looking.

               Delighted, my instinct recovers

               what the people discard to find your “other.”

               I keep everything that you were,

               with what never again will be

               with the pace of the beats

               of this heart that you will look for one day

               and you will find, Havana, you know where.

            

         
         
            Matanzas

            
               Indian Matanzas,

               White Matanzas,

               Matanzas, mine, line no one else’s

               For her barracks,

               cane, whip, maroonage,

               and runaways. Matanzas

               sweet and sour, but also salty

               with tears, cries, and taste of blood.

               Matanzas,

               moistened between her rivers

               and over the bridges rising.

               A mystery haunts its caves

               confirmed through its valleys.

               Matanzas,

               with her balconies and her bay,

               so an ancient dame,

               so maroon.

               A mother to all.

            

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            María Sabina

         
         
            María Sabina (ca. 1894–1985) was born María Sabina Magdalena García. She was a Mazatec shaman from Huautla de Jiménez, Mexico, and considered
               by some to be the most visionary twentieth-century Latin American poet. Internationally renowned for her healing ceremonies
               based on the use of psilocybin mushrooms, her distinctive poetic voice has rarely received the recognition it deserves. The
               few recordings that exist of her shamanic chants give us the opportunity to glimpse her genius and the power of her words
               to uplift and transport the soul. “The Life (Chapter 14)” is an excerpt from her biography, María Sabina: Selections, a project Sabina did with fellow Mazateca Álvaro Estrada. He translated her oral story from the Mazatec to the Spanish and
               Henry Munn from the Spanish.
            

         

         
            The Life (Chapter 14)

            A few years before the first foreigners I met arrived in Huautla, a neighbor, Guadalupe, the wife of the síndico Cayetano
               García, came to my house.* 
            

            
            “I’ve had an ugly dream,” she said. “I want you to come to the house to see about us. I don’t feel well. I’m asking you as
               a favor. It’s possible that problems are approaching for my husband because his office as a síndico is difficult. You know,
               Señora, that there is violence in the town. There are envies. For nothing at all people hurt and kill each other. There are
               discords.”
            

            
            “I’ll go with you right now,” I told her.

            
            Upon arriving at their house, Cayetano invited me to sit down. He took another chair. His wife did the same. In a discreet
               voice, the síndico spoke:
            

            
            “I know who you are, María Sabina. That’s why I’ve sent for you. We have faith in you. You’ve cured those who have been ill
               here in the house, but now I’m going to ask you something special. I want you to be my adviser. The town has elected me to
               municipal office. You know that to be one of the authorities is a big responsibility. You have to make decisions and you can
               make mistakes. So I ask you to advise me and guide me, because you have power; you know, you can know the truth no matter
               how hidden it is because the ‘little things’ teach you.* If there are any problems of litigation in the municipality, you will tell me where the guilt lies and I, as síndico, will
               say what should be done.”
            

            
            “Don’t worry,” I answered him. “We’ll do what you ask. I can’t say no because we’re old friends and because I obey the authorities.
               What’s more, I know that you’re a good man. I don’t doubt it. I will be your adviser. We’ll consult the ‘saint children’ as
               many times as it’s necessary.”
            

            
             

            Cayetano García was síndico for three years; in that time there were no serious problems or situations that the town government
               could lament.
            

            
            But I should tell the incident that preceded the arrival of the first foreigners who came to me. More or less fifteen days
               after the drunk wounded me, Guadalupe, the wife of Cayetano, some other people, and I took the “little things.” This time
               I saw strange beings. They appeared to be people, but they weren’t familiar; they didn’t even appear to be fellow Mazatecs.
            

            
            “I don’t know what’s happening; I see strange people,” I told Guadalupe.

            
            I asked her to pray because I felt a certain uneasiness at that vision. Guadalupe prayed to help me. She prayed to God the
               Christ.
            

            
            I received the explanation of that vision I’d had a few days later when Cayetano arrived at my house in the course of the morning. His words didn’t fail to astonish me: 

            
            “María Sabina,” he said, still breathing hard from the walk, “some blond men have arrived at the Municipal Building to see
               me. They’ve come from a faraway place with the aim of finding a Wise One. They come in search of Little-One-Who-Springs-Forth.
               I don’t know whether it displeases you to know it, but I promised them to bring them to meet you. I told them that I know a true Wise Woman.
               The thing is that one of them, looking very serious, put his head up close to my ear and said: ‘I’m looking for ?ntixitjo.’* I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. For a moment I doubted it, but the blond man appeared to know a lot about the matter.
               That was the impression I got. The man seemed sincere and good. Finally, I promised to bring them to your house.”
            

            
            “If you want to, I can’t say no. You are an official and we are friends,” I replied.

            
            The following day, somebody brought three blond men to my house. One of them was Mr. Wasson. I told the foreigners that I
               was sick, though not precisely that a drunk had wounded me with a pistol. One of the visitors listened to my chest. He put
               his head on my chest to hear my heartbeat, held my temples between his hands, and put his head against my back. The man nodded
               while he touched me. Finally, he said some words that I didn’t understand; they spoke another language that wasn’t Castilian.
               I don’t even understand Castilian.
            

            
            One night soon after, the foreigners were present at my vigil. Afterward I found out that Wasson had been left marveling,
               and that he went so far as to say that another person in Huautla who claimed to be a Wise One was nothing but a liar. In reality
               he meant the sorcerer Vanegas.
            

            
            When the foreigners took the saint children with me, I didn’t feel anything bad. The velada was fine. I had different visions than usual. I saw places I had never imagined existed. I reached the place of

            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         
         
      
   9780063052604_tpimage.jpeg
DAUGHTERS °F
LATIN AMERICA

AN
INTERNATIONAL
ANTHOLOGY OF

WRITING BY
LATINE WOMEN

EDITED BY
SANDRA
GUZMAN

»
p ]
AMISTAD
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





9780063052604_coverimage.jpeg
DAUGHTERS OF
LATIN ERICA

SANDRA
GUZMAN

AN INTERNATIONAL ANTHOLOGY OF
WRITING BY LATINE WOMEN





