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Maize and Palm Leaves in the Wind
by Justin Derek Tolteca

I am the land that you stand on.

I am the labor of sweat off hands,

I am everything that's left of what there was and
everything that there will be

that 1s at the reach of the palm hands.

I am a political discourse by birth.
Money rules everything.

Trying to remain unchanged.

I don't wanna capitalize my culture—

It'd be a shame. Pimp the pueblo?
Never,

when we already have everything to gain.

You came from over there where love wasn't sacred to you.

You come over here trying to teach us

what the clear ways are to live.

Our lives to you, you walk over my homeland as if it were a dust mat.
You talk over my knowledge as if it were foreign, but

you were the one who invited themselves onto here.

Now you wanna impose your teachings onto here.

But over here 1s not like over there

which 1s what you don’t get, which I fear.

I pray for better days.

I am just a guest in the land to where I stay.

My home 1s hundreds of miles away, yet

my connection almost decays as the days go on.

My language, they told me to be ashamed of it.

My heritage 1s something you shouldn't play with.

You call yourself indigenous, but I don't think you understand
what you're saying.

You put me under different labels and expect to feed off the same table.
Don't ever call Americana. Don’t ever call Mexicano.

Don’t ever call me Chicano. Don’t ever call Latino or Hispano.
I am no Aztec, either.

I am the indigenous peasant
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who works to provide for your consumption
while the sweat off my body sheds tears.

Young one, hear my voice, hear my anger,

hear my fear, hear my happiness.

It's okay to shed your tears.

Young one, know that change 1s coming home soon.

Don't let them call you low-class for living like this.

Don't you see you're happy? They don't know you're joytul like this.
I'm night here. Hold me close.

You can see clear through the ruins of it all. You remain here.
If it crumbles, we will rebuild it stronger than ever.

You are everything that you see—the surface.

You are the stories that are yet to be told.

You are the heat of the sun, the ocean that 1s cold, the animals
that run freely over the fields of maize, they cannot buy.
They'll never understand these experiences can't be capitalized.
They'll never understand these things can't be bought.

Never conquered. Never defeated, just cheated.

I know this has you heated, young one.

Channel it into strength.

Be the change you want.

Nonalhuuh Niman Nimoquetza.

My roots will expand and grow as the earth grows more old.
The colonizers grow cold. Pride and fury grow.

We were never warriors, just cultural providers,

knowledge writers, fighters against the colonizers.

Natural providers.
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‘Where We Begin
by Cathy Valdovinos

Legacies, we hope to live up to one

Sometimes we aspire to create one

Not living up to one creates fear

Not knowing how to create one

causes feelings of deception

It can bring you to tears

A well-lived life 1s a precious gift

Although 1in life, sometimes you have to makeshift
For this world we live in, everything is too much
Sometimes it gets easy to lose touch

jJust trying to survive

i the world that we live in

No break, no time to think

No way to breathe, feels like you might sink

Building a legacy requires resilience

Pushing through things you never thought you’d experience
Stand back up, it’s time to fight

The weight feels endless, but we can't grow from backing down
Paving the way for the generations to come

It's very important to remember

where you started and where you're from

If you lose yourself in the processes,

you'll lose your purpose

You must wear your strength on the surface

Not as perfection, but proof you're still working

Using previous lessons taught by family and friends
Keeping that strength we carry depends on what we defend
If everyone in the world stayed true to their dreams

They would never fail to see a gleam even in darkness

Legacies, we hope to live up to one

But they are never just done

They are built from moments, the choices we make
In every small step, in every risk we take

Whether you follow or create something new
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Your legacy lives

In the life that is you

You are the hope for those to come

No need to rush,

Just have strength to create change

Break or make curses,

It all depends on you

You are for the better or for the worst for your legacy

So don't make a mistake

Don't rush your process, don't fear where you have begun
Becoming your legacy has already began

Wish the hope for the rest of the legacies

You are to create a better beginning for the legacies to come
Long after you’re gone, what will remain

Won’t just be your name, but the lives you've changed
It1l all be thanks to you
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Cherries
by Rafaela Valle

Cheery, cheap cherries picked her for summer,
The harvest on the precipice of rough hands
Abundant jeweled trees shove limbs towards her
A round belly bulges beyond leaves in her stance.

With the sun beating her body to earth and roots
Quick juice began to run, not tart but ran salty
hands swept, swooshed and dripped to boots
shade, the fool of labors- yearns for heated body

Pained, pinging fingers reach for rich red marbles
Never squeezed nor broken, committed to the pit
Overalls red, brown stained, flushed face marvels
No period, no rest, this migrant youth works like a fit

George chopped-she never knew, she picks its sow
This fatigue will gift the dreams promised and posed
Imposed hours and swollen feet, a new mother grows

Summer picked its fruit, sweet, rouged and filled- she glows.

She glows, like the sheen of the perfect season pick
She glows, like that cherry, carrying the perfect pit.
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Cherries
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Sacred Pause.
by Rafaela Valle

Have you heard, designer time now sold here

Souls here choose to lose the fear to see
Check the time, baby what’s on your mind?
Sick, sour, swirls are thick, puddled inside

Swelt engines overrun, begun to grind
Culture you find 1s defined by time
The busy body oscillates, anxious mind
All alike, mouth guards for nighttime

At the same time, they cheer, they quake
Manufactured unity consumes the view
Watch the tick, recite the boom, no break
Onward they say, this gig, the next, the few

Silly, quick wasted time to preform paid life
Beyond words, gloated but gagged to arrive
Take the sacred pause, lungs fill until full
Late 1s better than never, exhale to a lull

Break the quartz and freeze the gears

The melting clock slows down the years
Smile-the grinding stops, no new molars
Check the morals of your fix, not lists

This minute 1s better than the next, resist
Sit still, let the puddles seep, witness flows
On clarity, on words, Detox capital 1s thick
Time onwards 1s where my peace goes

No pace wins the old death a body grows
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A Sailor’s Dilemma
by Grace Vapor

T'wenty-nine years. Not thirty. Twenty-nine.
Determination. Dedication. And discipline.

Guarding the ocean, dark nights on the ship,

Out 1n the open sea, the waves rocking back and forth

The smell of fuel 1s forever embedded in my nostrils,
My taste buds too from the fuel in my drinking water

The echo of boots stomping 6,000 sailors walking and passing by

The cafeteria halls of non-stop chatter day and night

Jets humming

Chaos and noise everywhere I turn

Stay focused.

Be alert! Go to sleep.

I crave for a moment of space and silence

For the next six months,

This 1s the life of serving the Navy

Loneliness creeps in, but I need to stay strong

Fight 1t! T miss my wife and kids

Those sweet moments of their smiles and laughs
“We miss you Dad!”

“Come back home safely!”

It breaks my heart being away from them

But I know that 1t will be worth 1t in the end

I'm counting down the days til we reach land

Holding all three of my httle girls in my arms

Finally, the day has come!

Walking down from the ship,

I see all four of their beautiful, smiling, and cheering faces
Leaping into my arms, warming my heart and soul

I am home.
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The Good Life
by Michael Venegas

When I’'m on my deathbed

Whether it’s tomorrow, months, or years away
When I’'m rotting in the dirt

Living on 1n the unexplainable afterlife

The history books won’t matter to me

When that time comes, I won’t think about history

I will think about the moments I was myself

The beautiful periods where my peers smiled around me
The thrilling sequences where I created worlds

The peaceful times I held my love in my arms

But why worry about that?

Why try to predict my future demise?

Whether a bullet strikes my chest and rips my flesh

Or my lovely dream ends with an escort from the reaper
I will have hived

I've pondered the future time and time again

I've pondered who would remember me, for how long?
There 1s never an answer that could satisfy me

So I stopped asking the recesses of my mind

Instead, I asked the dirt beneath my feet

Perhaps I am selfish enough to care about myself
Perhaps I am selfless enough to disregard my legacy
A forgettul moment to impact those I'll never know
I've never been a big fan of how they’re perceived
Does that mean I've never been a fan of myself?

Legacy matters in death

But not to the dead

In 100 years’ ime, could my own legacy impact the new self?
If T become a fluttering butterfly, will I remember my old self?
I asked the dirt beneath my feet

My mind responded
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I begged myself to open my eyes
Not to the rising sun

Nor to the setting moon

But to the dirt beneath my feet,
to the people standing beside me

I'm not good at saying goodbye

My anxiety fears change

I much prefer, see you tomorrow

For tomorrow 1s a new day

If there’s death, or prosperity,

at least yesterday was in my grasp

I will hold on tight to my legacy

My good deeds

My good memories

My good peers

My good life

I will look upon my past

The good and the bad

And smile as I descend to join the dirt beneath my feet.
A legacy to the living 1s a history book
A legacy to the dead 1s a good life
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Gentle Kisses
by Jocelyn Wood

A gentle kiss to the forehead,

my eyes slowly peel open.

I rustle and search in desperation,

until my silky pink blanket brushes my hand
wrapped around my shoulders

I start my day as a superhero,

wind wrestles through my hair

As my bare feet slap against wooden floors
running in each direction,

dodging floors made of lava

I finally reach that land of breakfast

A giant towers over me with a grin,

he pours cereal and milk into my bowl

He pats my head once I'm finished eating
I am then rushed back nto reality

forced to change out of my nightgown
Thrown into some green jeans and polka dots
My curls get pulled left and right

tears going down my cheeks

until two fluffy pigtails are formed

The ringing of the doorbell excites me

As I see the door open, I run

Into the warm embrace of my mother
Our allotted hours fly by through

“Skippy Jon Jones” and “Dr. Seuss”

Left alone to play with my dolls

loud whispers echo through the hall

My sticker-covered door can’t protect me now
My mother gives me a kiss goodbye

I am left there to question

“Where’s mommy going?”

As the thought is swept away with

Warm milk and nap time
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Swaying
by Jocelyn Wood

Swaying to the beat of the sea
The rusty sales take me further
The sun caresses my cheeks
My skin turning into leather
Oh, how the sea sways me
Takes me away from my home
Only to find me a new one

For 1t leads me to beginnings
and guides me to my ends
Like the flag I let the wind take me
“Whisk me away,” I say

I need to see the world

There 1s more to learn

There 1s power in the sea

Oh, how it sways me
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The Big Fence
by Amir Yaish

Dry concrete under my shoes
There 1s no sound when I run
The sweat below my hair

And the eyes below my nose
They all feel heavy right now
Just before the jump

I take my foot off the ground
And the big fence seems big
It’s white and 1t smells

Like fresh paint

Or the absence of wood

I swallow some spit

And my teeth feel heavy

It’s from running too much

I take my feet off the ground
My jump seems good

It smells like soup

And I can see the other side
But a moment later

I hear a rip

It’s from my pants,

they’ve torn in half

I fall flat on the ground

My head cracks and it makes a sound
I get up and my skin feels nice
I walk away from the fence
Something feels heavy
Something that shouldn’t be with me
I look down and I see

My funny shoes

They feel like two bowling balls
I take them off and I can fly

I run around like a little kid
Happy that my socks are free
Unul I reach

The white-smelling fence

I jump very high
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My lips are open wide
It’s from a smile
I’ve reached the other side

170



Afterword

African culture and history has preceded with an oral tradition.
This tradition has been maintained and evolving through the music we call
Jazz also. Jazz music 1s the only true art form from America, and the
performance of this music comes from oral tradition and has helped to
continue the expression of our people being heard. Many African
American musicians could not read music in the early 1900’s, when Jazz
began. We would say, “Play it down first and let me hear it,” and then play
the song the way they interpreted the music. Part of this interpretation
mcluded what was called improvisation: making up the music on the spot.
Today, you may hear this technique called “freestyle.” Jazz began in New
Orleans, with the first Jazz recording being done in 1917. The term
“second line” comes from the black folks’ tradition in New Orleans of
attending a funeral, walking to the cemetery with the Jazz band playing
funeral music, called a durge. The deceased were transported as the
funeral procession happened. Leaving the funeral, the band would strike
up happy songs, leading the funeral goers away from the cemetery,
speaking happy memories of the deceased, handkerchiefs swinging in the
air with the celebration of life going on; the “second line.”

Fundi Legohn
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