
7

Pérez Women Have Always Been Beautiful 

in their act of taking apart something to make 
a new thing. A shedding my skin feasts on.
 
I see my face in the tearing of a soft 
tortilla. It’s all about amor here—roll the tortilla up 
 
con amor, drown the tortilla in oil con amor
flip it over con amor.
Today, my flautas do not burn. Today, 
I’m reminded that I’m 
 
my grandmother’s flesh. Hot oil 
pops onto my thumb
and I don’t wince. This is the way to loving my body —
 
to breathing the burns on my fingers, my wrists, my palms.
Each burn, a time I cooked a meal for myself. 
 
Sat down at the dinner table with myself. Passed the salt to myself. 
Blessed my food the same way my grandmother did. 
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Waiting for the Rumble of a Border
       Crashing Down

I am a woman past midnight, 
walking home, whispering
to the fear on my back 
that I won’t die tonight,
not tonight. It doesn’t want to listen.
 
I am a pink lipgloss woman 
who, in a fit of anger 
and shame, will wipe my lips 
harshly on a bar napkin 
because a man stared 
too hard, asking what dirty words 
I can moan in Spanish. 

I am a woman begging
not to be devoured—
a generation of women waiting 
for the silence of a blunt edge. 

I am tired 
of the weight of Fear
clawing its name onto my back. 

—after Audre Lorde
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I am a fetish of a woman, 
a breathing feast, 
a grieving cat-call, 
angry about my keychain knife 
and fast-walking legs. 
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Corona de Cristo 

In my father’s yard stood a plant, a tall being 
with large thorns jutting out of its arms. 
Thriving in the sombra, it made a friend
 
in shadow. At the end of each extremity huddled 
a small cluster of red buds. Corona de Cristo—believed to be 
the plant the Romans used to crown Jesus’s crucifixion. 

A magnificent halo of ruby blooms— 
small glistening gems of blood.

The corona whispered sin as my eyes glided over its body—
a treasure chest not meant to be split open, blood running
down the forehead like dripping angry 

gold, beads of sweat 
like diamonds gleaming.
Guilt burned at my sternum as my index finger kissed a red bud. 

The first time I touched myself felt like this too —
an ache for thorns.
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Blessed Be the One Who Cries Wax

When my candles burn 
their hot devotion drips 
 
to the belly of my love.
I’m allowed to live
 
a while longer 
before the wick goes, 
 
leaving the same darkness 
that brought me here, my name 
 
as it came out his mouth
mother
 
and there I was
cloaked in green and stars
 
and standing still on a crescent 
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On Sundays, I Eat a God Whole

  On my tongue sits one cup blood and a pinch
  of bitter, holy sacrament. The host harbors in me—
  I keep quiet and chew your body. 
 
  By the wooden pew, I bow down
  and cross my chest three times—
  still stinging with the rapture and silences 
  of the pulpit. I am a candlewick woman
 
  still chewing. All the stained sheep cry
  your blood. Old wine, olive wood, 
  and breathing flood my open mouth.
 
  Watch as I swallow the body of you, so small
  and bathed in the darkness of my burning. 
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Hearing: An Elegy

“The hearing is the last
to go,” they tell us 
but we have stopped listening 
to anything other than his body 
breathing. Next to me, I hear
my mother promising to love beyond
this world and my face is wet and hot 
and hurting. I hear my father’s laugh 
in the echoes of some memory:
mi reina, mi güera. His ghost
in my ears. We have begun to play 
his favorite songs, the ones he always sang 
the wrong words to but no one cares 
about that now. The last thing we hope he hears 
is the ocean & the sound of his boat’s hull 
hitting a small wave and the seagulls—
god, I hope he hears the seagulls. 




