otrospect understand that my anger gave My
would take me seriously. In I€ P ys taken any doubt in my abilities as

reading fire. In fact, I have almost alwd _
Q challgenge the result most often being the satisfaction of winning a convert

of seeing the cold, appraising eyes warm to my words, the body language
Change,%che smci)Ie thcipindicates | have opened s}?‘i‘if‘;‘;::::e:ff ‘iomf?el(linicu-
tion. So that day as | read, 1 looked directly at 1 ad o I.w&r (f::r t fyes .
told me she was embarrassed at her faux pas, ﬁn wv:th - ﬂ.llleattenti O look
up at me, she graciously allowed me 1O punish her " ¥1er “aai S(;ln. We
shook hands at the end of the reading and 1 never sa gain. She hq;s

tire i but maybe not.
robably forgotten the entire incident, _ _
13 i Yet B’ amgoiqe of the lucky ones. There are thousands of Latinas withoy

the privilege of an education Of the entrees into society that 1 have. For they

life is a constant struggle against the misconceptions perpetuated by the -
myth of the Latina. My goal is to try 1O replace the old stereotypes with q
much more interesting set of realities. Every time 1 give a reading, 1 hope
the stories I tell, the dreams and fears I examine in my work, can achieye
some universal truth that will get my audience past the particulars of my

skin color, my accent, or my clothes.

14 I once wrote a poem in which I called all Latinas “God’s brown daughters’
‘This poem is really a prayer of sorts, offered upward, but also, through the

human-to-human channel of art, outward. It is a prayer for communication -

and for respect. In it, Latin women pray “in Spanish to an Anglo God/withq

Jewish heritage,” and they are “fervently hoping/that if not omni
i
least He be bilingual.” potem,/at .




