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Dia de Los Muertos

The person who passed away was my dearest great great aunt Rhoda Robinson. She was
the oldest person living in our family so what she personally meant to me was like a trophy.
What this person meant to me was the world at the time and even beyond the grave she still
means the world. I decided to make my sugar skull in remembrance of her because she was the
only person I remember dying and I really do miss her because she was the eldest person living
in our family. My sugar skull don’t really reflect this person because I didn’t really know her for
the most part of my life. But, if it was finished I would have made the skull beige because her
skin complexion was caramel and put a white cotton ball on her head to make an afro like
appearance to show that she was African American obviously. Dias de Los Muertos opened my
mind up in many of ways it’s like a blast to the past I ask my grandma questions like how was it
like back then and how was my great great aunt who is her aunt and she said she was a magician
in the kitchen. She told me that she would always see the bright side of everything. She told me
that when she smiled you’ll know that you’re in good arms. I would always say that I wish that I
was there to taste her pies that everyone says were delicious.

There was one story my grandma told me when she was being bullied and she wasn’t
trying to fight because her mother would have beat her and she went to my great great aunt house
to avoid conflict and they played board games. I think that she was a life bringer to certain
situation as she was described. I think that she was a family woman and that she was very caring
of her family.

She had two daughters that were aspiring dancers and were very good at it. Her
mothering skills were high because she gave life to her children and treated them as if they were
her life. She spent her time down in North Carolina listening to country music. She moved to the
north where it was all about hip hop and declared that she despises that kind of music. She loved
to dance, but more so urban cha-cha dancing.

She had a job in North Carolina at a bakery and when she moved here in the Philly she
worked two jobs as a bakery chef and she worked at the post office. She lived directly in south
philly which was obviously way better in her eyes. When she got in Philly she started to touch up
on her Native American roots as both her parents Suzanne and Charles Robinson were of the
native American Blackfoot tribe more obvious their parents were of the native american
Blackfoot tribe. She lived a long and happy life until it all ended on a miserable note when she
was stuck and stranded for a better cause yet isolated from her family.



Eulogy

Hola, soy Amin Robinson. Naci y creci en Filadelfia y soy el hijo de Atia Williams y Gary
Robinson. Yo estaba devastada cuando me enteré de que mi tia habia muerto. Aunque no le
conozco bien todavia tenia uno que incluso podria haber recordado. La tltima vez que le vimos
fue en su cumpleafios en el que vamos a verla en su cumpleafios cada afio.

Yo soy el sobrino de Rhoda Robinson que est4 a lado de mi madre de la familia. Ella es
realmente mi abuela tia para ser exactos. Rhoda Robinson nacié en el sur de Carolina del Norte
donde se crid la mayoria de su vida. Estaba casado y siete hijos que todos lamentablemente
falleci6 antes de que ella lo de diversos problemas de salud. Ella era conocida para tener pelo
largo gris y una tez caramelo ligera. Sobre todo era tranquilo cuando estuvimos alrededor pero
cuando ella decidi6 hablar ella tartamudeo. Mi abuela me dijo que le gustaba cocinar pasteles y
tortas para todos en la familia durante dias de fiesta como Navidad y accién de gracias. Ella fue
colocada en un hogar de ancianos donde pas6 afios alli y cada afio en su cumpleafios que ibamos
a verla alli. Ella tenia un agujero en su cadera para que ella no podia caminar pero estaba muy
arriba y listo para hablar. Tenia ciento siete cuando ella murio.

Todavia resido en Filadelfia y me entristece ain sobre su muerte y todo porque estaba
desactivado y no podia caminar y hacer mucho antes de morir. Ella estuvo lastimada fisica y
mentalmente, y ella nada podia hacer sino sentarse alli y esperar. Ella estaba muy disgustada que
ella no podia dejar el hogar de ancianos. Yo estoy enojado que ella no era atn la oportunidad de
salir del lugar. Pas¢ el resto de su vida bajo buen cuidado pero no con su familia. Estoy
devastada que estaba llorando porque ella no podia dejar dos meses después de que ella murio.
Ella probablemente murié de un corazon roto.

Cuando fui a su funeral, el ajuste fue hermosa en una iglesia con agradable lugar velas y
plumas alrededor de su atatd. Su atatid fue abierto y cuando lo vi en un hermoso vestido color
rosa compuesto de seda que se pone sobre una chaqueta de algodon que también era rosa. Nos
sentamos tranquilamente escuchando el pastor habla en los Salmos de la Biblia. Habl6 sobre la
vida y la muerte y decir "esta mujer era una mujer de Ay fue muy ingenioso, divertido y
brillante" senté con mi cabeza baja goteando lagrimas de mis ojos. Estaba llorando porque no



llego a conocerla como yo queria. Estoy bastante sabes lo que significa no ser capaz de
experimentar el brillo y la luz del corazon de alguien que esta en dolor constante. Cuando
salimos de la funeraria se sentia raro. Estaba cansado y realmente filtra hacia fuera. Hoy estoy
renovado y han conseguido sobre la angustia pero yo no he conseguido sobre la muerte. Ella era
una perdida para nuestra familia nunca tendremos marchitas de nuestros corazones. Me encanta
tia Rhoda.



