Poem #1
Title: Blood’s not Love

Why is the homeland covered in blood? 
They say the red means the passion  
But I see no love when I watch the crimson bleed 
Between the crumbling buildings and disgraceful flood 
  
Should the crescendo of the rifles be beautiful for us? 
Should I worship the uniforms of olive green, 
For the atrocities I have heard and seen? 
I sing to the land: Oh, what have they done, to you? 
  
Your name was once the beauty in the gulf 
Now "Cuba" is an old song, a faded melody 
Like a vintage piano, its harmony lost 
Away, with the ones that had been punished 
  
A place where despair reigns 
Singing deep into the veins 
Where the heat makes you sick 
And you starve in a magnitude that you can't even vomit 
  
Mighty chorus became lonely, monodic 
Threatened by the thought of the slaughterhouse 
The Caribbean paradise, reduced to static 
The sea became a silent graveyard 
  
Surrounding ocean, stained of carmine 
From the ones brave enough to flee, but lacking luck 
Had to escape, dreaming of bigger, dreaming on the runaway song 
Far from the greed of tall figures with prideful bloated chests 
  
Even so 
  
My hopes are on breaking the old rhymes 
The schemes that ripped us apart from our roots 
I have seen the past, only a few drops of light 
Been with the hungering ones, the suffering ones 
  
Seeing the houses around me only brought me sadness 
But I wish that we can do better 
Get rid of all the misery 
Stop the diminuendo of the music 
  
And revive the glorious symphony we once had 
Let sound of the sea inspire us 
The saltwater and its deep smell to comfort us 
To recreate the notes in the score 
  
Rehearse the almost forgotten harmony 
Break this ominous cage 
Put disbelief in the thoughts they forced into our heads 
I dream of better, even when I doubt we can 
  
I know we must change, for our people 
Recall the song of where we came from 
And always remember 
Spilled blood does not sing along love 
 

Poem #2
Title: Silence of Peace

When the gate was open 
And when I saw freedom's naked face 
Jumping above the saltwater 
I could finally breathe 
The tedious metronome, marking my rhythm, finally stopped 
A loud screeching of breaking chains 
My eyes filled with a newfound emotion
  
For a moment, I forgot the meaning of pain 
A new symphony for me 
Where I can play what my tune desires 
A promising, beaming elegy 
Where I can forget about the boastful, baleful hymns 
It felt like the bars from a prison 
Torn apart and broken 
For our hopes to fly uncontained 
For me to run unrestrained 
But my voice is still opaqued by a loud band 
A noise I wish to mute, but it just won’t silence
Even when I escape the sound, I still feel these ties 
Gruesome and elderly, muffler of my solo 
But loneliness couldn't consume me 
Because I've already found someone 
Whose tone entangles perfectly with mine 
My duet in this piece of life  
To the coast we'll go 
Sing our notes in peace 
The sound of the waves will set the pace 
And the comforting smell of the saline 
Those old harmonies I fail to recall 
When the new ones I can implant on my heart  
The chorus left behind 
A diminuendo on their wrathful throats 
The orchestra and I cannot play together 
The difference of the mind,
Bigger than the family bonding 
Though dark and light cannot coexist 
I will pursue the passion  
Like a commanded hound in a fox chase 
But only guided by myself 
Not by the cruel whips 
Walking on the sea 
Playing a nostalgic violin on each step 
A deep gaze on the present land 
Of a better future, I am daydreaming 
 


