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Artide

S Early in the Occupation when the Conqueros came, my mother painted her birds

Colum 1N secret. Materias were scarce so she resorted to the ol d technique of distilling
s color fromthenight air. Glasstubes ran from the singlewindow in her studio to the
- filter jarsin the middle of the floor, leaking droplets of yelow, red, and green. She
Fictiononly had abit of blue, since it wasthe hardest color to extract, even under afull
moon.

Poetry

~ Shepainted on vellum, asit was more conducive to alifelike appearance. Jayswith
Revie gray-blue festhers, sparrows al dowdy brown, and magpiesin black and white,
WS When the paint was dry, they would pull themsealves from the paper like damp
Archiv hatchlings, then fly off into the dark. The creation of life was her act of rebdlion
—— while so much was being destroyed.
& 20
| would stand transfixed and silent while she worked and shewould pretend she 07
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didn't see me. When she was done sheld put away her brushes and amile.
g+f "Remedios" sheld say, acting surprised but secretly pleased. "Have you been there It
- dlnight? sa
Guiddli . . . _ rns
nes  Asachild | thought everything she did was magical. Asagrownwoman, | know | gg
should have asked questions and learned more. an
Contac ,
t The news of the massacre came early one winter morning, Sx months after my Th

mother's death. That there had been a massacre was no surprise. The Conqueros e
Mdestroyed usregularly, by families. Y ou could tel who had fallen out of favorby  pg

S whose close relatives had been killed. Thistime, when they listed thenames of the by
dead, my cousin, Tortola, was one of them. be
o Bane i
S Tortolahad been aflighty, slly girl, no more dangerousthan aflower. g
% | put on my clothes and went to see my Conquero soldier, Huitzle Pochtli. to
U co
At the beginning of the Occupation, soldiers had been on the banks of every cand, uWJ
o Donateon every market corner. Now they were quartered just outside the city, where,  h
o Book Ste'xcept for thekilling, they kept to themselves. 31
Or€  Huitzle wasacommander and had his own house, built of meta and concrete. His
Merch pennants waved over the plain metal door and his guards. They recognized me and ok
© =“"|emein, learing, theway they alwaysdid. There was no shamefor themin e
andise . .
——— consorting with the conquered, only shamefor me.
Lo
M Huitzle sat naked on the edge of the bed with aflower in onehand and money in - ok
Al the other. ed
0 FOUM i ch would you like first?” he said. E—r‘;
° geaderl sat next to him, wearing only my long fine hair. Hisbulk till amazed me after dll by
=, . _thesemonths. Where my people were thin aswind, hiswere broad, thick with
Choice . ) Se
———muscle, furry on the face and chest. | felt expressionless compared to him when we oh
had sex. His grunts and shouts. My breathless sllence. ari
e

Hedid hishand uo mv lea but | sonned his hot finaers " Somethina terrible






