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Gone but Never Forgotten 

Grandmother 
gone but never forgotten, 
guilt enters my inner being. 
I never took advantage of spending time with you 
 though I knew our time was marked. 
I still put me before you 
I just wish I could make it up 
before cancer took the life out of you. 

Waiting for a Fault 

Crazy how different one can be. 
Do you see that other person 
when you look at me? 
When you hug me, 
can you feel my gaps? 
When you kiss me, 
can you taste my insecurity? 
When I look away, 
do you even stop to think 
that you are the most beautiful person in the world? 
I don’t ever want to find that person 
who hides behind your eyes. 
Staring like a hawk 
waiting for a fault. 

 

To know someone is just a figment of your mind.  Can you 
really know someone?  I say you can’t.  I know some of my 
history.  For example, I was born in Laredo, Texas on March 
25, 1990.  But, how can I tell this is the exact date?   I know I 
am into weird stuff.  I love to read horror, adventure, and 
many books like that.  Am I really a person or am I just 
another figment of my imagination?  Anyway, my family is just 
plain weird, I guess.  On my mother’s side of the family, we 
don’t get along at all. On my father’s side of the family, well, 
we just don’t care who is who.  I don’t know who all my 
relatives are and are not.  I know some songs in Spanish, but 
where do they come from?  How can I really know myself if I 
have no proof of it, only in my mind?  Nothing else can 
explain life than my own memories.  What do you know about 
yourself that is true? 

¿Abuelita por qué? 

¿Abuelita por qué? 
Why have you made my mom’s, 
aunt’s, uncle’s, and mi hermano’s life miserable? 
Am I the only person 
who has the guts to stand up to you, 
as my brother Federico had once? 
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I talk to myself.  My alter ego is the DePrang mister.  I wish 
that I were Ariel from the Little Mermaid.  I am fascinated with 
twisted serial killers.  I want to pet Stitch and I hate flowers.  I 
love my boyfriend, whom by the way wears girl pants and I 
love my guy pants.  Can you tell me who wears the pants in 
that relationship?  Ignorant, paranoid, grudge bearing, A-
hole to some, to most I am a loving, giggling straightedge 
weirdo. 

Stubborn Ignorance 

Mentally, physically 
it’s there. 
And it’s hard to get away from  
when it’s everywhere. 
Starts as stubborn ignorance, 
ends in catastrophe, 
always here in the land of the so-called free. 
 
 

 

I ask one more time, 
¿por qué has hecha la vida de mi gente miserable? 
I have no words to tell you 
but if you keep it up 
you will soon have no one to trust, 
not even your own dogs. 

A mi no me has hecho nada pero un día si lo vas a hacer. 
I won’t shut up.  I just won’t shut up. 

My raza, mi gente needs me 
especially the ones I love the most. 

Por tu maldita culpa yo le tengo miedo. 
A mi hermano, I am afraid of my own brother. 
There are those who still love him even though 
he would probably harm them. 

¿Abuela por qué? 
Tengo gotas en mis ojos. 
So, ¿por qué has hecho este mal? 
 

Trini Rivera 
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