Label Me Latina/o Fall 2025 Volume 16

Quenepa-Colored Streetlights

By Erika Gisela Abad

In Las Palmas, a tiny bar off the shore,
songs sound from a juke box, well-tuned
Set against a wall of ocean blue.

On a checkered navy and gray floor

dancers eyes remain closed.

Behind the counter, bartenders weary with smiles, watch.
Their exhaustion wanes while

Intoxicated loyal customers still, their heavy eyes

Inhale the tourists, diasporics walking in.

Las Palmas' wooden doors, behind tired hands,
Reluctantly swing behind them,
"no," their creeks hiss, "it's not closing time."

intoxicated customers flirt

tourists walk in,

diasporics invade.

time stands still while feet paired

move across a dance floor tinier than a galley kitchen.

feet keep up with melodies,

melodies patrons are reluctant to leave, their bodies' sway,
drunken hands and worn arms, press against each other.
Humidity whispers still in the air,

Hunting for a hint of cool

customers stumble out the exposed doorway

On the other side of sleepy doors
salsa slips down the narrow alley.

in between there and here

Loyal patrons and tempted tourists
settle under quenepa-colored streetlights
against walls of key lime green.

Within minutes, some find themselves in a tight embrace,
fingers entangled or interlaced,
Cooling down slowed feet



rebel against hands that don’t want to move

hearts want time to stop and the sticky heat to stay
too much perfection

for time to continue sitting still.

The air is haunted by the many pleas

Of - play the song again,

put more money in,

weary people not wanting to leave

our roots here in this floor, in this town... the sea sounds
seductive whispers that find final words, impossible.

Fulfilled and weary, backs peel away

From colonial-colored walls.

Despite the stains of serenades the winds carry
bare and wobbly, legs and knees,

inevitably, defeatedly. leave.



