
Cast away
Marooned upon the peninsula of a lime green pool noodle 
I float belly down in the ocean of a chlorinated basin 
The sun warm upon my back, as it dapples the bottom below 
Mesmerizing, iridescent flecks of the universe, caught in a bowl 
My shadow looms, a twin, yet a stranger, no face nor name 
If I hold my arms just right, the pool noodle becomes a set of wings 
Arms horizontal along the noodle, my shadow is crucified for my sins 
From angel to condemned, condemned to angel, with barely a ripple 
I slip fully into the water, the blue of the bottom, pulling me deeper 
into its womb, baptizing the air from my lungs, salvation at hand 
Until the last vestiges of consciousness, rattling for one more breath 
hurtles me upward, breaking the surface like a wounded sea beast 
Beaching myself upon the unbearable whiteness of the pool steps 
I sit, gasping for the air that will not come for the barrier of my sobbing 
Standing shakily, wrapped in the shroud of a blue and white beach towel 
I go inside, leaving a dripping trail of my sorrow, that will dry to the eye, 
An indelible secret message that is borne in heart, blood, brain and soul 
I am a mother     with no child

    —Randi Romo

Planting Season
Grapefruits 
I hate them 
that was the size of the tumors 
that took my boy and my man 
funny thing they weren’t blood 
but in death they were the same

Strawberries 
I hate them too 
those were the fields were they worked 
gas so deadly had to give it an odor 
laid in wait for them trapped under tarps 
getting the ground ready for the berries 

They. Pulled. Up. The. Tarps.  
After the funerals I start to hear 
that this gas is so bad it’s been banned 
except for the strawberries and 
except for some third world countries 
with other brown skinned people who are 
growing and picking fruits and vegetables 
to fill American grocery stores bins 
while grapefruit crops slowly blossom 
inside the tiny farms of their loved one’s brains

Para mi comadre, Amelia

  —Randi Romo

La Despedida De Mi Querida Abuelita Reyna
As I think of my Beloved Abuelita Maria Reyna, her memories 

always bring a smile to my face. I was her “Consentida”, being her 
first grandchild. She was a laborer, working the fields with the Famil-
ia, planting and harvesting a 30-acre spread of strawberries, turnips, 
tomatoes, whatever was in season. This was their way of living. I 
loved spending nights in her Casa, sleeping on blankets on the floor 
as she would tell us scary “historias”, La Llorona (the Crying Wom-
an), La Lechusa (Giant Flying Bat), La Donkey Lady and so many 
others. I miss her “Tesitos” that would cure anything from “Susto”,  
“Empacho”, sleepless nights, and don’t forget La Yerba Buena, that 
cured everything!  Her specialty 
was “Curando De Ojo” using 
an egg, rubbing the body of the 
afflicted to remove the evil that 
was placed on them, while at the 
same time, praying 3 Apostle’s 
Creeds.   There were so many 
other “home remedies” too nu-
merous to mention. To this day, 
I utilize those methods and they 
always work! She succumbed to 
heart failure and diabetes in 1985 
due to years of spousal emotional 
and physical abuse.  The night 
she passed, her Espiritu came to 
me while I was asleep. I awoke 
to a kiss on the cheek and when I 

opened my eyes she was standing next to my bed with a big smile on 
her face. She told me she loved me and that it would not end here as 
she was taking that love with her. I asked her where she was going, 
she did not answer. She then proceeded to tuck me into bed, kissed 
me again and disappeared. When I awoke in the morning, confused, 
I thought it was a dream, as it couldn’t have been real.  Suddenly, 
the phone rang and we received the devastating news that she had 
passed. I felt such sadness that I began to cry. We had a picture of her 
on the wall en La Sala, and that morning, we found it placed next to 
my picture on a table in the hallway.  I asked my Familia if someone 

had moved it, they all answered 
“No.” We looked at one another 
with confusion. No one in the 
house had moved it! This was her 
sign that she would be with me no 
matter what. I can’t wait to see her 
again; I live my life as best I can 
so that I make it to Heaven where 
she will welcome me with loving 
arms. During my trials and tribula-
tions I call on her for guidance, 
and she is always there. Te Quiero 
mucho Abuelita!   
LOVE CONQUERS ALL- LOVE 
CONQUERS DEATH PARA 
SIEMPRE!

 —Rosemary Reyna

My Mother
You were born one of twelve children 
You were named like a virgin 
You loved dogs 
You were called Lupe la perrera 
You bought your parents a house at age 18 
You were always a fighter

   —Brad Veloz

Mi Madre
Naciste una de doce niños 
Fuiste nombrada como una virgen 
Amabas a los perros, te llamaban Lupe la perrera 
Les compraste una casa a tus padres a los 18 años 
Siempre fuiste una luchadora

    —Brad Veloz

Passion
Guided by my ancestors 
You have always been with me 
You were with me during my formal education 
You were with me as I served my country 
You were with me when I fell in love 
You were with me when I protested in the streets   
 against injustice 
You are still with me
   —Brad Veloz

Pasión
Guiado por mis antepasados 

Siempre has estado conmigo 
Estuviste conmigo durante mi educación formal 
Estuviste conmigo mientras servía a mi país 
Estabas conmigo cuando me enamoré 
Estabas conmigo cuando protesté en las calles contra la injusticia 
Todavía estás conmigo

     —Brad Veloz

Literary Ofrendas
Jennifer Lea Bearden   

June 9, 1974 – February 4, 2018

Ya va a ser Día de muertos  
DecaraPongámosles un altar  
Decaraporque si no van a venir 
Decaray los pies nos van a agarrar

  – Ángeles Decara
Dicen que la Muerte anda 
Decarabuscando a quien enamorar 
Decarano se confíen mis amigos 
Decaraes para podérselos llevar

  – Ángeles Decara

La Muerte trajo manzanas 
a todos en el salón 
pero estaban envenenadas y 
todos se fueron al panteón

  – Ángeles Decara

5

LA
 V

O
Z

 d
e

4  La familia among rows of strawberries with Abuelita Reyna and my aunt Maria 
holding me in her arms.  This is the only picture I have of us together. Artwork: Ester Hernández


