
Decolonization: Indigeneity,  Education & Society 
Vol. 3,  No. 3,  2014,   pp. 185-186 
	  

 
 
©2014 M. Rendon     This is an Open Access article distributed under the terms of the Creative Commons Attribution 
Noncommercial 3.0 Unported License (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc/3.0), permitting all non-commercial use, 
distribution, and reproduction in any medium, provided the original work is properly cited. 

	  

Girls in a field 
	  

Marcie Rendon 
	  

They stood 
locked in history's embrace 
on the blood reddened dirt 
of one too many revolutions 
 
while men waged ideological wars 
armed with tools of mass destruction 
they shouldered sheaves of grain, 
burlap-sacked potatoes 
and the occasional infant or two 
 

without time or space 
spirits darkened by eternal toil 
flower gardens 
went unkempt 
tangled weeds of 
hopelessness 
suckled all their 
will and passion 
 

they worked and toiled 
vibrant youth 
turned under with the 
summer’s plow 
at fall harvest 
they picked themselves 
from stalk and vine 
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fed machine and man 
and the occasional  
infant or two 
 

until 
with nothing left 
but muscled arms  
and compassionate hearts 
they left the fields 
stood side by side 
and said 
no more 
 


