Chicano poems written by AP students
Requirements:

1) Use eight different poetry tools

2) Use strong diction

3) Explain Chicano identity

4) Use code-switching

Mitch Kallek-2009-10

Where am I?

Where have I been?

I come from here

I come from there.

From the land of la raza, Mexico

From the land of the other half, Espana

O Spain… how you did us wrong

I come from evil, yet I am still peaceful

My homeland was swallowed by Spain

Aqui, Aqui, Aqui

Here it happened

Spain brought us the deceitful good book

Aqui, Aqui, Aqui

We populated by the minute

Our pride flowed like the rivers of Ancient Babylon

Here hopeful happiness yet hateful horridness stays within

Fred Flaim 2009-10
Que pasa?

You’re as quiet as a mouse

You’re eyes scream out to me

You’re torn between your pasts

I understand your confusion

 

Your bronce media destroyed your blanco media

Your new religion contradicts the old

But the wounds are ancient 

They take time to heal

 

No tienes miedos

You have no worries

Estoy su madre

I am your mother

Until the end of time

La Llorona, do not disturb this child

 

For I

 

Am the Virgen de Gaudelupe

And I am here to protect you

Kevin Kline 2009-10
They came from a land beneath our feet
Like men marching forth to a drummer’s beat
Uno by Uno they settled down
Found a wife and moved to town
Over time their children will grow
And become the Chicanos we’ve all come to know
With pride in their people
And pride in their past
Pride in the homeland they have now surpassed
In the days to come and nights to pass
A culture has developed forever to last
Like a tattoo on a person’s arm
They have left their mark
In stories and poems
In language and art
To have and to cherish
As a honoring tribute to a cultural spark
Nikki Brown 2009-10
Un Poema

She was as beautiful as la Luna and proud as un León

The river’s wrath was the beginning of her end

A thousand days of lluvia she’d feel.

¡O, la Llorona!

Your children are dead.

¡O, la Llorona!

It’s all in your head.
Josh Nanni 2009-10

"I Am Chicano"

I have the spirit of a Chicano looming inside of me
I have the blood of a vacquero
I have the work ethic of a Luna
I have the spirit of La Virgin de Guadelupe dancing over my shoulders
Though I am lost like Pi wandering the seas

Never do curanderas embrace power for evil
Never does a Chicano agree with that statement
Never does Ultima match societies opinion
Never will I forget the true poder of of Ultima
Not until destiny greets me at my front door

Always taking pride in my culture
Always honoring mi familia through the most tragic times
Always enduring malevolence of the Anglo
Always will the dark, white, man judge our creencies, our beliefs
But always will we succumb to self-sacrifice, so our ancient historia lives on

I am a viajero, a traveler, lost in the desert
I am Antonio!
My destiny awaits
