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Dwindled Hopes?

By Belen M. C.

A poem dedicated to Hazira Đafič

I have lost my husband

I have lost my brother

I have lost my father

I have lost my uncle

I don't want to die

I have seen the terrors of war

How it takes and it takes without giving up

I don't want to live

I have experienced the cruelty people can bring

The hate, the anger, the sadness they project on others

I don't want to hurt

I have lived in the most horrible conditions

Through the harsh winters with cold that burns your skin like the fires of hell

Through the long dark night of collecting firewood in the forest leaving marks on my feet and

ankles

Through the sleepless nights where the pills and the drugs weren't enough to numb the pain

Through the endless years of pain taunting my every thought

I don't want to endure

I am 50 years old

I am toothless

I am wrinkled

I am broken

I don't want to remain

I have a daughter yet I have no will

To teach her self-worth

To teach her confidence
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To teach her to do everything that a man can do

To teach her good morals and value

To raise her

I don't want to give up

I have a son

To teach him to respect women

To teach him to be hardworking

To teach him to empathize

To teach him to be a good man

To raise him

I will persist

Trying to relive my life just like how it used to be has proven to be like turning ashes back into

paper

I will survive

As I am not the only one who has lost they like to remark

But

I will continue

War is over and although the memories with forever be embellished on my brain I will continue

because dying means everything never happened

I will be remembered

These poems were created by Charles Sanderson’s students as part of the spring  2021 Pulitzer Center Teacher

Fellowship program on Stories of Migration
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The Withering Jungle Of Las Vegas

By Hilaria T.

Based off the life of Norma Flores

A jungle in the city

One filled with life and hope

Has now become a barren land

Seemingly abandoned to those with bright glows

But full of people

To those in the dark

I continue my life here

In a land that we all once knew

To be a bright and boisterous city

I make my way through the dark

With the lantern that is my family

Holding me up

When I think of falling down

But what is a lanterns light

in comparison to the sun?

As I walk on the dead concrete

Looking left and right

I see everyone around shining brightly

Blinding everyone

From seeing the dark veil

that people like me wear

I wish that people knew

That this dead land

Still has some life

That relies on the people who glow

To live

A fear of being stranded

in the ice cold, dark streets

is all I can think of.

But the small glimmer of hope that is my family

Gives me the warmth I need

These poems were created by Charles Sanderson’s students as part of the spring  2021 Pulitzer Center Teacher

Fellowship program on Stories of Migration
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To keep going

Muerte a vida

A poem dedicated to Diego

Todos tienen dos personalidades

Los mis son oso y diego

Oso siempre escogía violencia y roba para tener poder

Pero diego sabe que todo tiene consecuencias

Pero oso es mas poderoso que diego

Oso se metió en una ganga

Empecé a bolsar drogas y venderlas

Ya no jugaba con carritos ni las escondidas

No mas escodia a diego

Esa era mi manera de sobrevivir

Eso es la vida dicen

Nadie empresa la vida como una película o historia de hadas

Las personas con poder cierran sus ojos

Pretenden que las cosas no están como son

Poreso yo empeze a ayudar a niños

De la vecindad   y enseñar que todos tienen

Talento no quiero que sean como yo

Quiero un mundo mejor para la generación

Que viene .

Después de que e vivido

Me encanta que podía

Cambiar mi vida y hacer algo positivo

Para comunidad a la mejor mi vida se puede acabar como una historia

Nadie dijo que la vida no se puede acabar

Como una película o historia de hadas

These poems were created by Charles Sanderson’s students as part of the spring  2021 Pulitzer Center Teacher

Fellowship program on Stories of Migration
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By Neyda S.

Inspired by “Guanajuato Norte”

WINNY:

La lucha por lo mejor

Una vez al año veo la sonrisa en la cara de mis hijos

Una vez al año puedo volver y ver a mi familia.

Ver sus caras una vez al año muestra

que todo el trabajo duro que estoy haciendo vale la pena.

Es difícil ir y venir

Escondo todos mis sentimientos sabiendo

Sabiendo que si mis hijos me ven asi todo va hacer más difícil

En el fin del dia digo mis adioses

Y eso es lo más difícil que hago

Pero al fin del dia yo se que es lo mejor

Trabajando día a día para brindarle a mi familia lo mejor

Tratando de darles la educación que nunca tuve

Verlos crecer desde lejos hasta convertirse en estas personas increíbles con un gran futuro por

delante

Todo lo que he hecho hasta el día de hoy ha funcionado

Mis luchas por dejar a mi familia

Mis luchas de verlos solo una vez al año

Mis luchas del trabajo dia a dia

Al final les da a mis hijos una mejor educación

Al final le da a mi familia la vida que nunca tuve yo

MAYRA:

La Lucha Juntos

Mi vida fue una divertida aventura

Viví mi vida con la idea de que mi padre iba y venía

Lo vería una vez al año si tuviera suerte

Siempre escuché de las razones por las que iría

These poems were created by Charles Sanderson’s students as part of the spring  2021 Pulitzer Center Teacher

Fellowship program on Stories of Migration
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Me dijeron ¨Mija por favor estudia¨

Ingresé a la universidad y 4 años después valió la pena

Creciendo y aprendiendo

Me sentí cumplido

cumplido de lo que había hecho

el primero en mi familia en graduarse de la escuela secundaria

el primero en mi familia en graduarse de la universidad

pero esta victoria no fue todo yo

Estaba orgulloso de lo que había logrado toda mi familia.

juntos celebramos

juntos nos graduamos

juntos crecemos

No podría haberlo hecho sin mi familia

sin mi familia no podría haberlo hecho

juntos puedo decir que lo hicimos

These poems were created by Charles Sanderson’s students as part of the spring  2021 Pulitzer Center Teacher

Fellowship program on Stories of Migration
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A Country of Immigrants

By Blanca M.

Inspired by “Guanajuato Norte”

We are a country of immigrants

A hardworking country

A country of immigrants

I do it all for them

For my kids

For my family

We are a country of immigrants

From Guanajuato Mexico

Donde todos trabajan para su familia

“La familia es todo”

From the sweet smell of fresh baked conchas

To the tangy scent of carne asada in the backyard

Mis manos

The future of my kids sit in them

Hardworking and reliable

Just for them

Soy un padre

Un padre que trabaja para sus hijos, para la familia

Para que sus hijos puedan estudiar y no sufrir como yo

From Guanajuato Mexico

To Connecticut

Rose Berry farm is my job

My life is divided into two parts

Here and Mexico

I may be a hard worker

But deep down I’m emotional

And these emotions make me stronger

Waking up without my family is tough

Working to supply them is tough

These poems were created by Charles Sanderson’s students as part of the spring  2021 Pulitzer Center Teacher
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But going to Tierra Blanca that one time out of

The year

To see that big smile on my beloved wife’s face

My person

Mayra and Ricardo

Mi mundo entero

Back and forth

Two different worlds

I do it all for them

For my kids

For my family

Para que puedan tener un futuro

To see that big smile that lights up my world

From  Guanajuato Mexico

To Connecticut and back

A country of immigrants

Where we work for our kids

To see them succeed

La familia es todo.

These poems were created by Charles Sanderson’s students as part of the spring  2021 Pulitzer Center Teacher

Fellowship program on Stories of Migration


