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Julia Alvarez, who is rapidly becoming famous for her three
novels, How the Garcia Girls Lost Their Accents (1991), In the
Time of Butterflies (1994),and /Yo! (1997),is also a gifted poet
whose work in Homecoming (1984; rev. 1991) and The Other
SidelEl Otro Lado (1995) has not received critical attention.
although her poems have won several awards and appear in
most of the new anthologies. A recurring subject in Alvarez's
poetry is the ways imagination and poetic construction create
meaning. Whatever the event that occasions the poem,
Alvarez focuses on how disparate elements of experience come
together to make sense and how one must deal with the new
thing the process begets. Though her poems are not really about
aesthetics or epistemology, she analyzes both knowing and
creating as means to explore the nature of family, gender, and
ethnicity-each ways of fitting into the world. Often her focus
is how to erase the condition Julia Kristeva describes when she
says "The foreigner's speech can bank only on its bare rhetorical
strength, and the inherent desires he or she has invested in it.
But it is ~eprived of any support in outside reality, since the
foreigner is precisely kept out of it" (21). Alvarez's work is
often about how to counter that condition by inventing an
adaptable, surviving self.

Alvarez describes an analogous process in ''Daughter of
Invention."a central chapter from How the Garcia Girls Lost
Their Acce'nt,in which she writes about the failed and comic
attempts of the girls' mother, Laura, to control her experience
of America by trying to invent things and about Laura's comic
refashioning of English idiom into wonderfully malaprop
variations of standard quotations. Alvarez repeats many of
these sayings in her poem "ManU'sAdvice."

Keep your voices down. girls,
you sound like a hell of a Hesperus,
like birds out of hand, like six of one
and six dozen of the others, you sound
green behind the ears, like a polka
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