
The city did not smoke ecigs in 1995 

My mother pressed me to her stomach. She 
ran her fingers through my hair. It was 
nighttime, just before the crickets fell asleep 

She closed her eyes because the heat 
was scalding, but it did not burn, 
and she wished to escape it. 

She ran her fingers through my hair. 
And my hair crunched beneath her  scuffed 
palms. 

And my hair was not my hair. 
But fall leaves, more  
tangerine than orange trees. 

She breathed heavy, there was  
something familiar in the smell of 
tobacco and the way it pervaded  
every brick’s pore on her block. 

Mom was wearing the leather most 
despised by my grandma, 
the leather that brought out screams 
made of the smallest of exhales. 

But she was home at last and with each 
step, the earth shook. 
She walked to all her favorite places: 

The lakefront which froze over enough 
to skate on. (Leftover fireflies 
and cigarette butts often stuck  
to its surface.) 
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The mini mansion on Tripp Avenue. 
(Where its residents hid in the big oak tree 
to scare incoming trick-or-treaters.) 

And Buck Town neighborhood. This one, 
the place of her dreams. (It was in the 
midst of gentrification and 
it reminded her of what she had 
in a different lifetime.) 

Her spot in Lincoln Park. 
(Where the grass bathed 
in smog dewdrops.) 

She laid there, amongst the dew. 

And I sat beside her. 

And her hair was shaped 
like the leaves outlining her body. 



Anthropology of a People 

I am that least studied, 
most forgotten. 
I am the people leaving 
behind bowls and 
decorative plates but not 
words or 
thoughts or 
Love. 

I am the subject 
To be ruled and 
not To be. 

I love my ancestors. 
The ones who didn’t 
leave behind decorative 
bowls and woven 
blankets. I love 
Victoria and Victoria 
and Victoria and I 
love the ancestors 
who have yet to 
be named. 

And I wish they weren’t 
all but destroyed. But 
they are gone. 

And I am here. 
And I need them. 
But I don’t know them. 



Los Gandules de Verdad 

The pot lid fell to the side with a clank. 
Antsy hands could not wait for spoonfuls of 
Grandma’s arroz con gandules. 
Grandma tried some of the rice before the  
hungry hands. She hardly resisted a gloating 
smile and thoughts of how similar the rice was 
to her mother’s. 

At last,  
Grandma had prepared the arroz con 
gandules of her childhood. The arroz con gandules 
with just enough water to make the rice soft, but not 
too soft. The arroz con gandules with the perfect 
amount of adobo and sazón. The arroz con gandules 
with enough aceitunas to make the dish salty, 
but not too salty.  

The arroz con gandules prepared on 
the night that Grandma’s mamá announced that 
her cerámicas were not selling as well as she hoped 
and that their family was no longer able to afford their 
home. The arroz con gandules prepared on the night 
that Grandma’s sister, Julia, announced she was pregnant 
and leaving town for the states. The arroz con gandules 
prepared on the night that Grandma packed boxes upon 
boxes of cerámicas to take to chicago. 

Grandma had prepared the arroz con gandules 
of her childhood. And so her daughter’s family sat 
around the dinner table with full plates.  


