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S A B I N A S A N C H E Z is about 70 years old and has not s topped e m b r o i d e r i n g since she was seven. She learned e m b r o i d e r y , 
crochet , d r a w n t h r e a d , w h i t e e m b r o i d e r y a n d " H a z m e si P u e d e s " ( D o me if y o u can) s m o c k i n g f r o m her A u n t Z e n o b i a . 
H e r m o t h e r taught her the c o n s t r u c t i o n of a blouse and h o w to cut it. 

In 1928, at the age of 15 1/2, Sabina m a r r i e d E m i l i o M a t e o s Perez , a baker. She feels f o r t u n a t e that her h u s b a n d was not 
one to l imit her to c o o k i n g and h o u s e k e e p i n g so that she c o u l d c o n t i n u e her e m b r o i d e r y . "I never put this w o r k aside, 
never . I love this w o r k . E v e n w h e n I go to sell bread in the market , I take a long m y e m b r o i d e r y . " 

L i fe has changed v e r y little over the past 50 years in Sabina's village of S a n A n t o n i n o C a s t i l l o Velasco, a f l o w e r - g r o w i n g 
vil lage in the O a x a c a valley. T r a d i t i o n a l campesino life still exists, r e v o l v i n g a r o u n d the w e e k l y market day and social 
exchange . T h i s village life a n d its t radi t ions are the sources of Sabina's e m b r o i d e r e d i m a g e r y . E v e r y blouse is d i f ferent in 
design and color c o m b i n a t i o n but all are based o n a distinct theme. T h e r e are m a n y intricate s m o c k i n g patterns but Sabina 
favors one of the little people s m o c k e d into the gathers t h e n e m b r o i d e r e d o n the top in d i f f e r e n t colors. T h e effect is that 
of a r o w of people ready to dance. 

Photos: The Craft and Folk Art Museum, "Mexican Folk Artists," by Judith Bronowski and Robert Grant. 
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E D I T O R I A L 

T h i s special issue dedicated to L a M u j e r is an at tempt to recognize and 
b r i n g into perspect ive h e r creative force, b u t it is o n l y a m i c r o c o s m of 
the creat ivi ty present ly exist ing. N o n e t h e l e s s , the issue is a valuable 
a n d historical c o n t r i b u t i o n to the C h i c a n o / L a t i n o l i terary t r e n d . 
X h i s m e A r t e ' s L a M u j e r is a p r o m o t i o n a l publ ica t ion f o r a special 
a n t h o l o g y project, The Latino Experience of Los Angeles and w i l l be used i n 
the f o r t h c o m i n g special publ ica t ion enti t led Homenaje a la Ciudad de Los 
Angeles 1781-1981. 

H i s t o r i e s exist that fail to recognize L a M u j e r as an o r g a n i z e r i n the 
fields as w e l l as a w o r k e r i n t h e m ; as a political pr i soner ; a p l a n n e r of 
r e v o l u t i o n s , g e n e r a t o r of ideas, t radi t ions , cul tures , beliefs, as w e l l as 
propagator of her race. T h i s denial of h i s t o r y also cont inues to 
permeate the o n e - d i m e n s i o n a l depict ions of L a M u j e r i n the arts. S h e 
is not a diverse w o m a n to the A n g l o w h o describes h e r as dark and 
l u s t f u l w i t h a sexual appetite w o r t h p u r s u i n g u n t i l the next r o u n d u p . 
U n f o r t u n a t e l y such distortions also prevai l a m o n g the C h i c a n o / L a t i n o 
w h o describes her as s t r o n g but sexless, or sensual but intel lectually 
sterile. L a M u j e r k n o w s o t h e r w i s e , and it is precisely f o r this r e a s o n 
that la artista can n o longer al low herself to go u n r e c o g n i z e d . 

U n d e r the w e i g h t of e c o n o m i c o p p r e s s i o n , the denial of h i s t o r y is 
i n t e r n a l i z e d into a denia l of self, a n d L a M u j e r falls into se l f -negat ion . 
S h e considers hersel f not w o r t h w r i t i n g about , t h i n k s of herself as 
incapable of creative express ion , or believes her experiences have 
v e r y little social or u n i v e r s a l va lue . S h e asks " W h o is interes ted 
a n y w a y ? " L a artista, at one point or another , suffers this same 
process but f irst a n d f o r e m o s t , she trusts the voice w i t h i n her . S h e 
begins to explore her real i ty polit ically a n d cul tura l ly for an u n d e r ­
s t a n d i n g of herself . T h e r e is a s l o w but steadfast awareness that 
prevails and she begins to u n d e r s t a n d the contradict ions of her reality 
at greater l e n g t h . H e r art is a means of e x t e n d i n g her u n d e r s t a n d i n g 
to others . Par t ly o u t of o b l i g a t i o n a n d c o m m i t m e n t , part ly to c h a n n e l 
her i n d i g n a t i o n , she begins to c o m m u n i c a t e and therefore to teach. 

L a artista is responsible for ar t iculat ing, p r o m o t i n g and expressing 
the lives and f u t u r e s of C h i c a n a / L a t i n a s . In a society that perpetuates 
i n f e r i o r i t y by race, intellectual inabi l i ty by sex, she m u s t s truggle 
constant ly to create f o r m a n d ideas against the b o m b a r d m e n t of 
negat ion . M o r e o v e r , if little or n o s u p p o r t is p r o v i d e d by h e r people, 
her f a m i l y or h e r lovers , the battle is drastically increased and the 
s t ruggle to c o m m u n i c a t e is d o u b l e d . L a artista is a p o w e r f u l w a r r i o r 
because she can teach. In order to c o n t i n u e to develop i n h e r art, she 
f inds it necessary to reach out to f e l l o w w o m e n artistas. B u t she m u s t 
also reach out to the m e n of h e r race, e d u c a t i n g a n d thus sensi t iz ing 
t h e m to the pl ight of L a M u j e r so that they can w o r k together as 
individuals , to create a n d share a l i terary a n d artistic consciousness 
that is balanced and unbiased . 

T h e L . A . L a t i n o Wri ter ' s W o r k s h o p was ini t ia ted to p r o v i d e b o t h 
cri t ical and m o r a l s u p p o r t so essential to the s u r v i v a l a n d g r o w t h of 
artistas. It p r o m o t e s an a t m o s p h e r e that al lows f o r a collective 
exchange of ideas, const ruc t ive cr i t ic ism, and e x p l o r a t i o n of intellec­
tual rapport . W h i l e the w o r k s h o p encompasses w r i t e r s of b o t h sexes, 
w o m e n wri ters have excelled i n the first year of its existence. 

T h e w o r k s that are presented here capture a reality w h i c h is o f t e n 
h a r s h and bitter but honest . O n all levels of society, w h e t h e r she is a 
p r o f e s s o r or a m o t h e r , a w i f e o r a teacher, L a M u j e r m u s t s t ruggle 
constantly . N o matter h o w great her a c c o m p l i s h m e n t s are, she finds 
herself bat t l ing the same obstacles that have d e s t r o y e d countless 
creative w o m e n of p r i o r genera t ions . Yet , i n spite of h e r r e n e w e d 
i n d i g n a t i o n , L a M u j e r cont inues to be the c o n c e r n e d h u m a n being 
that has always made her different . A s Teresa " O s a " de la R i v a wri tes , 
" L e t m e be w o r r i e d about y o u . O r let us w o r r y about c h i l d r e n that 
g r o w o ld before their t ime, of y o u n g people d y i n g a n d old folks 
s i lencing the rebi r th f r o m the bottle ." 
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Ser Mujer 

B L O O D - L I N E 

M y daughter called to 
tell m e of her first 
grey hair : her a c c o m p l i s h m e n t , 
her exci tement was 
clear, " L i k e y o u , like 

y o u , m o t h e r . " T h e 

cat sits facing the 
lone, b l o o m e d daffodi l , 
as bright as the 
s u n , and so 
m a n y , so m a n y 

roses—some 

fading , some 
b l o o m i n g , some 
invisible to the 
eye. T h e y face the 
r is ing m o o n as 

loyal as 

blood; and the 
cat w i t h its 
clusters of seven 
w i t h i n the 
swel l ing f u r : as 

y o u g r o w 

old w i t h me, I 
g r o w y o u n g w i t h 
y o u — b l o o m i n g , 
bleeding f r o m the 
same, s t u r d y b u s h , 

m y daughter . 

by Alma Villanueva 

R I T U A L 

P o m a d e b r u s h e d into m y hair 
each stroke gl is tening 
the tresses reaching 
to m y waist 

each parted section 
multiplies into 
trensas p u l l i n g m y eyes 
so they called me china 

s q u i r m i n g w i t h c h i l d h o o d impatience 
a crack o n m y head w i t h the b r u s h 
w a r n i n g m e to sit still 

A n d I k n e w 

and n o w r e m e m b e r love 

by Kathy Valadez 

M A D R E A U S E N T E 

Y a se acerca el 10 de M a y o , 
y yo otra vez en la P r i s i ó n , 
fecha que a u n q u e n o quiera , 
m e destroza el c o r a z ó n 
p o r q u e es día de las madres 
en M é x i c o , m i n a c i ó n . 

D e tres n i ñ a s y soy madre , 
y este t a m b i é n es m i día 
n o p o r q u e estoy pr is ionera 
crean que m e olvida, 
es que n o lo d e m u e s t r o . 
S é que nada g a n a r í a . 

M á s lo m í o lo soporto 

con fuerzas y con valor; 

pero m i madre tan lejos, 

eso m e causa dolor : 

que u n a hija sin su madre 

es u n " F u e g o sin C a l o r . " 

Parece que la estoy v iendo 

l lorando por nuest ra ausencia 

y p i d i é n d o l e a D i o s i t o 

que de ella tenga clemencia, 
y a nosotros nos de fe 

y t a m b i é n m u c h a paciencia. 

Q u e triste y que d u r o 
es n o tener L I B E R T A D . 
L o digo f rancamente 
pues es la pura verdad; 
ya que el c a r i ñ o de madre 
es u n a necesidad. 

C o m o te e x t r a ñ o m i madre , 
m i mamaci ta querida , 
m e hacen falta tus consejos 
y todo lo que me d e c í a s ; 
y yo en vez de hacerte caso, 
a tu espalda me r e í a . 

A h o r a que me encuentro presa 
m e r e m u e r d e la conciencia, 
que todo lo que yo h a c í a , 
lo h a c í a a m i conveniencia 
sin pensar que sufr imientos 
yo to dejaba c o m o herencia . 

C u a n d o yo tuve dinero 
m e sobraban los amigos, 
m e l lenaban de atenciones 
y hasta conmigo v i v i á n , 
pero era p u r o i n t e r é s , 
eso ya lo he c o m p r e n d i d o 
c o m o ya no tengo nada, 
he quedado en el o lvido . 

C o n lo ú n i c o que cuento 
es con m i madre adorada, 
ese tesoro que tengo 
y que antes n o cuidaba, 
pero ahora me doy cuenta 
de que estaba equivocada. 

Pues el A m o r de u n a M a d r e 
es u n a cosa sagrada, 
y sabemos que en esta vida : 
sin m a d r e n o somos nada. 

por Alma Alicia Gastelum S. 

Abril, 1978, Pleasanton 

Women's Prison, CA 

P R O S A P A R A U N P O E M A 

S E R M U J E R E S C A M I N O I N T E R M I N A B L E 

el t iempo breve, azaroso el viaje, 

canto sin v o z , o voz que a veces canta, 

l á g r i m a oculta a solas derramada . 

Sonrisa , entrega, espejo, 

oasis, l lama. 

S a r t é n , aguja, escoba, 

burla , a ldaba. . . 
A l t a m a r , bajamar, esencia y ala. 

¡ H a s t a cuando, s e ñ o r e s , hasta c u a n d o ! 

Esto de ser mujer m e va cansando. 

Es c o m o estarse y e n d o sin marcharse . 

Ext ranjera en la tierra, 

c iudadana de u n m u n d o a t o r m e n t a d o , 

despojada de bienes y justicia 

— esta de parias desde el P a r a í s o — 

E v a ultrajada sin saber por q u é . 

C a s a d a fiel 
o infiel p o r tanta afrenta , 
ultraje, d e s h o n o r , injuria , ofensa . 
Esposa y m a d r e — a l c o b a sin ventana , 
l á g r i m a sin p a ñ u e l o , v o z sin eco, 
marea sin l u n a y v o l c á n sin l a v a — 

¡ A n h e l o s inconclusos ! ¡ H a s t a c u a n d o ! 

Es to de ser mujer me va cansando. 

Difíci l concentrarse en cualquier cosa 
con veinte interrupciones p o r m i n u t o 

¡El cartero m a m á , te l legan cartas! 
los n i ñ o s c o r r e n y los perros ladran , 

el n i ñ i t o se r o m p e las narices, 

la n i ñ i t a , f r e n é t i c a , lo abraza, 

t i m b r a el t e l é f o n o , se d e r r a m a el agua. 

¿ Y el poema? 

Es barco que naufraga . 

A D E M A S : 

ser concreta y ser abstracta 
m a d e r a bien tallada, l indo traje 
rostro de á n g e l , pierna bien torneada 
comedida , c o r t é s , atenta, u r b a n a , 
asexual, v o l u p t u o s a , apasionada, 
— m i t a d maja desnuda, m i t a d s a n t a — 
M o n a Lisa , la Esf inge , D u l c i n e a , 
Beatr iz , P o l i m n i a , Palas A t e n e a ; 
bailar " d i s c o " f lamenco, jazz, joropo 
y recorder las f á b u l a s de Esopo . 
Ser graciosa, ser fiel , alabastrina 
y m o r e n a . . . J a z m í n y g o l o n d r i n a . 
E T E R N A M E N T E J O V E N , sosegada. 
Ser su reina (sin trono) y ser su esclava. 
L a n i ñ a de sus ojos y su a lmohada . 

¡ H a s t a cuando, s e ñ o r e s , hasta c u a n d o ! 

Esto de ser mujer me va cansando. 

P O S D A T A : P e r o . . . " l a c i t ó l a es por d e m á s , 

c u a n d o el m o l i n e r o es s o r d o . " 

por Rosa Elvira Alvarez 

Illustration by Elsa Flores 



Xelina 

U N T I T L E D 

even before y o u r alcoholic m o t h e r 
put y o u in the hands 

of a m a n who's laid his o w n 
at 8 years of age y o u had already 

been seduced by the sexual fantasies 
of hot adolescent girls loose o n the streets 

he sold her body to the successful b u s i n e s s m a n 

what a h a n d s o m e price to pay 
for a s c r a w n y nine year old 

pret ty s o o n there w o u l d be e n o u g h 
to b u y that s h i n y g r e e n convert ible 

he has had an eye o n 

E N D U R A N C E 

the h o l l o w night brings n o sleep 
to these black encircled eyes 

try to ignore the weight 
of w e a r y shoulders 

stretched veins s w o l l e n w i t h labor 

yet these lips crack a smile 
as faces of those loved 

cradle m y dreams and h u m a lullaby 
endurance e n d u r a n c e 

U N T I T L E D 

tía juana u glisten by night 
sequined by dangl ing city lights 
by day u are s h r o u d e d w i t h misery 
g r o p i n g for a bite to eat 

o h tía juana 
esos perros s c r o u n g i n g tus calles 
y el m o s q u e r o s w a r m i n g la basura tirada 

o h t ía juana 
que nos cure el curandero 

ah, t ía juana 
disculpe pero hoy tiene demasiados e n f e r m o s 

americanos 
v e n g a m a ñ a n a 

m a ñ a n a v o l v e r e m o s a subir el cerro 
a pie por los baches 
arrastrando tus piernas dolorosas 
hinchadas con venas moradas 
m a ñ a n a tenemos cita en la casa de car ton 
tal vez esos h u e r o s con sus carruchas elegantes 
n o v e n d r á n tan t e m p r a n o 

t ía juana 

S E C U R I T Y A D M I N I S T R A T I O N 

ruiz died of cancer 

u n d e r n e a t h his pile of client claims 
he enslaved himself to the paper w o r k 
till his d y i n g day came 
in that old mili tary b u i l d i n g 
he left a w o m a n and her boy 
to r e m e m b e r h i m frail yet h a r d as stone 
n o w his wife and son have come 

to stand in line 
to file an SSI claim 

me arden los dedos raspados 
de sascar las nueces 

que ayer pisque en san antonio 

y 
arde la m e m o r i a de la h e r m a n a , 

e m m a t. 
por su causa 

y tanto dolor 

E m m a T e n a y u c a , leader of pecan shellers in 
San A n t o n i o , Texas d u r i n g the late 30s. She 
was jailed as a r i n g leader because she led 
the strike against the 1 cent per p o u n d 
reduct ion in the rates paid. 

L i n Romero 

I D O N ' T S I T H I G H 

I don't sit h i g h 

o n g r e e n slopes 

w i t h birds f l y i n g 

I w a t c h low 

f r o m concrete stoops 
lonely riders 
mask away 
troubles 

w i t h oldies but 

goodies 

in c o n f u s e d ways 

o n dir ty streets 

w i t h no retreats 

and fewer choices yet. 

O h these h u n g r y times still cry 

w i t h n o w h e r e to go 
and o h t h e m skeleton bones rattle m y soul 
u u h b a b y — b a b y — p l e a s e don't go 
please—these blues they h u r t me so 
m y m a g wheels still need m o r e shine 
and this r e v o l u t i o n has so far to g o . . . 

U N T I T L E D 

ya no canto canciones de quetzal 
sus plumas f u e r o n arrancadas 

ya no brilla el sol en mis palabras 

su ardor m e q u e m ó 
y c o m o regreso a u n m u n d o mejor 

si al llegar e n c u e n t r o 
los n i ñ o s los h o m b r e s las mujeres 

l l e v á n d o s e en trocas y trenes y ranflas sin llantas 

pero que suave toca el radio a n y w a y o n this c razy day 

of solidified welfare checks that are 
tables chairs beds shoes love f o o d sleep and despair 

c o m o canto de u n día que no veo y o 

y o la que v ivo a q u í y respiro la m u g r e de h o y 
fue otra m á s desconocida que solo cantaba palabras de a m o r 

a h o r a caigo c o m o r e l á m p a g o 

ya basta con el show de g r o o v y tunes y pist iando la sangre el s u d o r 
de m u c h o s que m u e r e n sin saber que 

a h o r a todo el dolor sin voz , todos los llantos 

los levanto yo 
que oigan sus chillidos 

que se a c u e r d e n — a q u í e s t á la fuerza 
t rucha con la t r a i c i ó n del c o r a z ó n 

c 

h a i k u 

i 

c 

a 

n 

o 

p r o u d pecho p u n z a 
dolor y vida 
miles de m a ñ a n a s 
c o m i e n z a n hoy 

p r i m e r paso de tantas jornadas 
pero me siento bien 

c o m o que suave t o d a v í a es esta realidad triste y loocaaa. . . 

Photo by Dolores G u e r r e r o - C r u z 



Teresa-Osa-Hidalgo de la Riva 

M A C , B E Y O N D S O L E D A D 

and h o w c o u l d f o r t y t h o u s a n d years sift 
t h r o u g h m y h a n d like grains of sand 
w e i g h i n g less t h a n an ounce , w h e n they 
disconnected o u r first c o n v e r s a t i o n via bell , i 
m u f f l e d a w h a t the hel l if w e g r o w so o ld 
before o u r t ime, this is the o n l y evident 
cr ime. 

h o w y o u came, reaping silver dagger, a n d 
tore into m y existence, caught m e in a 
f r e n z y w h i r l i n g cycles of t ranscripts , papeles 
a n d records w e share, m a t t e d i n m y hair like 
a m a d w o m a n this g e n e r a t i o n has not yet 
felt, w h y do w e cry so far a w a y f r o m each 
other 's grip, w h y can i feel y o u l o o k i n g over 
m y shoulder . 

e v e r y t i m e i leave that t i n y apple, cu idad de 
d i v i n o san p a n c h o , i stare h a r d , he, lit u p like 
some lit u p w o m a n o n a street t e m p t i n g me, 
teasing me to join, g r o w i n g smaller at each 
interval u n t i l he tries to c r a w l u p m y feet. 

ah. t h e n y o u call, l o n g distance it w i l l read 
o n next m o n t h ' s bill , w e s t u m b l e for w o r d s , 
w h e n all the w o r d s c o m e f o r t h like troops to 
f o l l o w m í c o r a z ó n , they halt at the tip of m y 
tongue and t h e n w e are to ld it is t ime to go. 

y o u , sweet p r i m o , are w o r r i e d about me. let 
m e be w o r r i e d about y o u . o r let us w o r r y 
about c h i l d r e n that g r o w old before their 
t ime, of y o u n g people d y i n g and of old folks 
si lencing a r e b i r t h f r o m a bottle. 

B E T T Y S C O T T 

Bet ty Scott was a Black m o t h e r of f o u r 
daughters . S h e was a political activist w h o 
believed i n i n t e r c o m m u n a l i s m , the c o m i n g 
together of dif ferent peoples. S h e helped 
f o u n d a n d was a teacher at the Inter-
C o m m u n a l Y o u t h Institute in central L o n g 
Beach. S h e was assassinated by the 
C a l i f o r n i a H i g h w a y Patrol . 

I. 

I a m ta lking about t w o w o m e n . 

T h e m a m a Bet ty 
Was o n h e r w a y to the C i t y 
T h e cops p u l l e d her over 
S h e reached f o r the regis trat ion 
T h e cops b l e w her away 
In her head, 

S h e left f o u r daughters , 

T h e y o u n g e s t n ine m o n t h s old 
O n e year ago. 

O n e night 
T h a t baby daughter N a e e m a 
Was carr ied away, s tolen 
In the p a r k i n g lot of a s u p e r m a r k e t 
B y t w o m e n . A m a n f o u n d 
T h e almost t w o - y e a r - o l d 
Black m i n d and black body 
F i f t e e n m i n u t e s later, 
In a t rash can, dead. 

I a m ta lking about t w o w o m e n . 

II. 

I a m ta lking about t w o w o m e n . 

F u n e r a l a r r a n g e m e n t s m u s t be m a d e 
S i x t y dollars f o r c o u n t y c r e m a t i o n and p i c k u p 
Pet i t ion for p l a i n - c l o t h e d police escorts 
F o r that baby b r e a k i n g the f r o n t page 
W i t h famil iar black blood ink, 
F o r the baby b e h i n d juvenile bars. 

III. 

C a n y o u hear her w h i s p e r s ? 
I never met her 
I a lways k n e w her 

C a n y o u hear her screams? 
I feel her soft brea th i n m y ear 
I shall never w a l k the same. 

P S Y C H I A T R I C W A R D 

Z o n e - 4 
L u n c h time. 

S e n d the patients d o w n . 
Get . y o u r asses u p 
L a z y bitches sleeping all day 
P u t y o u r m a k e - u p o n 
M a k e y o u r beds 

A n d h u r r y u p ! 

Z o n e - 4 

N o f u n d s for the o u t i n g 
Take t h e m to Rap's S u p e r m a r k e t 
Let t h e m pick o u t a cheap C h r i s t m a s tree. 

In line asses 
Let 's all cross at once 
We' l l take this tree 
T h e s e w o m e n are f r o m the hospital 
G i v e it to t h e m f o r free. 

Z o n e - 4 
V i s i t i n g h o u r . 
N o passes f o r y o u or y o u . 

T h e ladies all get a long here 
S h e is d o i n g f ine 
Y o u have to be easier o n her 
V i r g i n i a , 

G i v e y o u r f a m i l y a kiss g o o d - b y e ! 

Z o n e - 4 

W e k n o w it is f r e e z i n g back there 
O u r electrical s y s t e m has gone h a y - w i r e . 

G o d d a m n it, 
Y o u ' l l just have to wait 
U n t i l they fix it. 

T a k e that taped paper off those vents , 

A r e y o u crazy! 

Z o n e - 4 
T h e doctors are o n their w a y 
Patients i n the T V r o o m 
F o r g r o u p therapy. 

A l l of y o u are to be i n the r o o m n o w ! 
T h e doctors can't be w a i t i n g a r o u n d f o r y o u 
A n d act r ight this t ime! 

T h e y took Paul ine today 
F o r the t reatment . 
Jean gets to go h o m e t o m o r r o w 
B u t she really does not w a n t to. 
D o r o t h y is still c r y i n g . 
Let's go switch beds again. 
S top m a k i n g o u t w i t h M a r i a . 
Steal o u r charts so w e can see t h e m . 
M e e t y o u in the s h o w e r r o o m . 
T h e pricks w o n ' t give m e a n y medica t ion . 
T r y sneaking past the n u r s e s ' station. 
W h a t day is it a n y w a y . 
W r i t e o n the walls . 
G o d d a m n , it's cold d o w n here. 

A t night , I a m scared to go to sleep. 

Illustration by Yreina Cervantez 



Shylda Alvarez 
ARRIAGA 

by Shylda Alvarez 

Mexico, 1933 
It happened in summers, in Arriaga, 
school in San Luis, 
home from the convent boarding 
where I would sleep 
under the nun's eyes 
my hands holding down a white sheet 
to keep them from fluttering from beneath. 

Home from the drone of nuns' chants 
in fall, winter and spring, 
in early mornings, afternoons, evenings 
where I would shift my weight 
from one knee to the other 
as I fingered white rosary beads. 

A drone that lulls me, gives me up 
towards a different sleep, 
one that lets me fly beyond the prayers 
to the grazing land on the crest of a hill 
that seems to fill the whole 
of a Mexican village. 

I wait for the opening 
of the convent rail gate 
to run through the cracked dirt of Arriaga, 
beyond the adobe houses that crumble and fade. 

Run through the marketplace 
past a carcass that sways 
in a room dizzy with flies, 

Past the stand where hollow-faced women 

wrapped in black shawls 
finger vegetables, 

Past the bakery 
with bread that smells of warm flesh 
closer than a thousand prayers. 

I am here now, in Arriaga, 
and the voice of my mother is bleak 
in a lush summer, 
soon I will hear it 
soon it will catch me 
call me to hoist water from the well, 
call me to kneel before clay figures and votive candles, 
call me to stand above the smoke of a coal stove, 
up and stumbling in the dark 
to wait on the ranchers 
men who will hook their eyes on my body 
who will slip a rough hand beneath my dress. 

The voice will come again, not the drone 
but a voice insistent 
on discipline, 
on the art of needlecraft— 

I sit beside the stove in the evening, 
count each stitch, each loop, 
if I fail, 
if I fail, 
I can give up and fly 
to the sound of nuns chanting 
but if I give up 

to the flutter of hands beneath my dress 
she will bind my hands and legs 
to a chair 
to think white, 
set me before the front door 
inside a clay house 
to wait for the end of summer, 
for the fall of rains. 

Gaze out to the grazing land, 
hear the voices of the children 
playing in the canyon 
diving into canals lined with junipers, 
hear the sputter of a car in the village, 
see the bottle passed around in the hollow of a hat 

Instead, 
I see my goat on the banquet table 
hear their laughter when they tell me 
after the meal is done. 

It isn't just this 
it isn't just the voice of the children 
or the grazing land that lies like a promise 
before the front door. 

It is this, 
bound to a chair 
waiting for fall rains. 

Breathe, breathe 
watch the clouds do slow sommersaults 
in the afternoon air. 

Artwork by J. E. Hernandez 1-81 1981 
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BRAT 
Lyrics by Theresa 

by Margaret Magellan 

W h e n T h e r e s e C o v a r r u b i a s is on stage 
s i n g i n g her songs w i t h her g r o u p The 
Brat one is i m p r e s s e d w i t h the quali ty 
of the visceral effect that she impacts 
o n t o the a u d i e n c e . A t 20, she is 
a m o n g s t the most p o p u l a r singers in 
w h a t has developed i n t o a r e s o u n d i n g 
East L . A . musical explosion. H e r per­
f o r m a n c e s are a u g m e n t e d by the level 
of c o m m a n d that she executes w i t h 
her activating voice. A s the only female 
lead singer to e m e r g e f r o m what is 

basically a m a l e - d o m i n a t e d C h i c a n o 

n e w - w a v e band scene, T h e r e s e has 

been able to play a major role in 

reaching out to a cross -cul tural a u d i ­

ence. The Brat recently p e r f o r m e d at 

the Whiskey in H o l l y w o o d , b r i n g i n g 

T h e r e s e to the foref ront in exposing a 

w h o l e n e w creative C h i c a n o element 

to the m a i n s t r e a m music scene. 

A s a lyricist , T h e r e s e has t o u c h e d a 

wide range of personal experiences 

that probe the social subconscious . 

S h e has w r i t t e n all of the songs w h i c h 
w i l l be appear ing o n The Brat's u p ­
c o m i n g L P recording titled Attitudes. It 
is an excellent collection of five o r i ­
ginal songs: Swift Moves XIE, Starry 
Nights, High School, Leave Me Alone, and 
Attitudes. "I t h i n k m o r e w o m e n s h o u l d 
be involved in the c o n t e m p o r a r y music 
scene," c o m m e n t s T h e r e s e . H e r i n i ­
tiative and success s h o u l d serve as a 
m o d e l to those w h o suppress their 
o w n creativity. 

STARRY NIGHTS 

I saw him in a roller rink 
Didn't give me time to act or think 
Complications, petrified and bold. 

His eyes, they slant exotic ways 
When at work or when the boy's at play 
Complications petrified and bold. 

It's a starry night 
Gonna make everything all right 
I love it more and more each day 
With every day, in every way 

It's hanging in a gallery 
A master's work of art and poetry 
It's living in a life of its own 

His eyes, they slant exotic ways 
When at work or when the boy's at play 
Complications, petrified and bold. 

HIGH SCHOOL 

Catholic high school life's a game 
Driving kids like me insane 
Walk around in short gray skirts 
Looking cute; 
I'm looking worse 

High school dance 
Romance 
Everyone's so happy 
Looking cute and looking fine 
Looking for the best 

Didn't learn a goddamn thing 
Didn't buy that fuckin ring 
I won't prance or make romance 
Wish I could but I can't. 

PSYCHOLOGY 
So one has found his roots 
Tall giraffes or walking boots 
No more work and no more pay 
Thinks his life is wasting away 

Another's had fifteen today 
We all smile and look away 
Behind the round brown eyes 
A severe neurotic lies 

It's all psychology 
It's all psychology 

Manic shifts from high to low 
Thinking that his brain is slow 
Analyzing every move 
Trying hard a nerve to soothe 

Still another spends her day. 
Tolerating all they say 
Meekly lights a cigarette 
Desperately she will forget 

BRAIN SPARKS 

It starts off—just an idea 
Sparks in brains too young? 
So some may sit and ponder 
Or stare at us in fits of wonder 
Do they hear just what I'm saying 
Or the music we are playing 
Laugh at me, laugh at us 
They always laugh at genius 

It takes off, slowly sure 
The silly boys and girl 
With no oppression, no more hate 
That kind of thing is out of date 

VICIOUS LOVE 

Dressed in your finery 
Ten years older than me 
You may look orthodox 
Sly cool artic fox 
My heart broke a million times 
I let you slide for all your crimes 
Did you walk all over me? 
Was it love as love should be 

1 saw you down the way 
It was you who made the day 
Shaggy haired and dressed to main 
That's how my first lover came 
I often wondered why 
A boy like you could walk on by 
Now I greatly realize 
It's all part of a compromise 

Vicious love 
Vicious love 
1 needed you 
Wanted you 
I loved you 

All lyrics ® Therese Covarrubias, 1980 
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Olga Talamante; UNTESTIMONIO 

by Helen Maria Viramontes 

For more than 1 0 months the 
Argentine government of Isabel 
Peron has held Olga Talaman­
te—a 25 -year -o ld Chicana from 
Gilroy, California—in a jail along 
with an estimated 3 , 0 0 0 other 
political prisoners. Her crime? 
Association with the broad mass 
of Argentine people who for years 
have struggled for the restoration 
of democracy in their country. 
For more than 1 0 months the 
U.S. government has been guilty 
of complicity by supporting this 
repression against the Argentine 
people and by refusing to press 
for Olga's release . . . 

La Gente Newspaper, 
November 4 , 1 9 7 5 

Y o u can say that e v e r y t h i n g is part of 
y o u r w h o l e po l i t i ca l process but I 
k n o w just by w o r k i n g in the f ields and 
seeing h o w w e l ived in c o m p a r i s o n to 
h o w the boss l i v e d . . . w e l l , it w a s a v e r y 
s tark p ic ture to me. That ' s w h e n y o u 
k i n d of begin to q u e s t i o n t h i n g s . B u t 
there's n o one t ime that y o u say " N o w 
I a m t a k i n g a s tance , " there 's a v a r i e t y 
of t imes y o u take stances . . . and a lot of 
t imes there are repercuss ions y o u are 
g o i n g to h a v e to d e a l w i t h . . . T h e 
exper ience in A r g e n t i n a was a key 
t i m e w h e n the consequences of a 
pol i t ica l stance w e r e v e r y d r a m a t i c for 
us, v e r y s tark and v e r y h a r d to deal 
w i t h . 

" F r o m my experience I have 
learned that terrible things do 
happen in other countries as well 
as ours, and the mass killings 
that take place in Latin America 
are something to be aware of. . ." 

La Gente Newspaper, 
May, 1 9 7 5 

B e f o r e , I t h i n k , I had at least a 
super f i c ia l sense that th ings i n L a t i n 
A m e r i c a w e r e s i m i l a r i n a lot of w a y s 
to w h a t was g o i n g o n here: the type of 
s y s t e m , the d i s c r i m i n a t i o n — a l t h o u g h 
it's not exact ly the same. B u t h a v i n g 
t ravel led a bit in C e n t r a l A m e r i c a and 
M e x i c o , y o u real ly experience the feel­
i n g that s o m e t h i n g ' s not r i g h t here . 
T h e r e ' s incredib le p o v e r t y , incredible 
e x p l o i t a t i o n of people ... T h e n , e v e r y ­
t h i n g becomes c o n n e c t e d . See the 
s imi lar i t i es that r u n across the c o n ­
t inent ... take a cer ta in perspect ive of 
y o u i d e n t i f y i n g w i t h p o o r p e o p l e 
s u f f e r i n g a n y w h e r e , p e o p l e b e i n g 
e x p l o i t e d , w h e r e people are s t a r v i n g , 
because it's the same w i t h poor people 
a n y w h e r e . Y o u i d e n t i f y w i t h t h e m 
not so m u c h based o n d i f ferences , but 
on s imi lar i t ies . 

T h i s par t i cu lar concept is not v e r y 
g e n e r a l i z e d a m o n g C h í c a n o s . T h e y 
i d e n t i f y o n a c u l t u r a l bas is w i t h 
M e x i c o . T h e c u l t u r a l basis, I t h i n k , is 

l i m i t e d because y o u look at the r e a l i t y 
of the people and ask y o u r s e l f w h a t 
are the real s imi lar i t ies because there 
are M e x i c a n s w h o explo i t people and 
those w h o are e x p l o i t e d . So w h i c h 
M e x i c a n do y o u i d e n t i f y w i t h ? So 
n o w it's not a c u l t u r a l q u e s t i o n , but 
one of class. 

State of siege declared in Argen­
tine, suspending civil rights. Four 
days later Olga Talamante and 
twelve Argentine political acti­
vists arrested at a party and tor­
tured for four days and nights by 
federal police in A z u l , Argentina. 

La Gente Newspaper, 
November 6 , 1 9 7 4 

I w a s g o i n g d o w n to A r g e n t i n a for 
six m o n t h s . I had just graduated f r o m 
college and w a n t e d to take six m o n t h s 
off . I h a d f r iends there , f r iends w h o 
w e r e po l i t i ca l ly i n v o l v e d , so it wasn ' t 
l ike I was g o i n g to f ly in and go to the 
beach, but it was m o r e l ike I w a n t e d to 
see if I c o u l d get i n t o schoo l . T h e 
U n i v e r s i t y of B u e n o s A i r e s . W h e n I 
got there , I h a d already appl ied. P o l i t i ­
cally the s i t u a t i o n there was v e r y fast. 
E lec t ions had happened for the f i rs t 
t ime i n 18 years , m i l i t a r y was not in 
p o w e r , and a p o p u l a r g o v e r n m e n t 
w a s i n . T h e r e w e r e a lot of c o n t r a d i c ­
t ions , a lot of d i f f e r e n t p r o b l e m s but I 
was happy to be there t h i n k i n g I'll be 
g o i n g to school . . . T h e n the D i r e c t o r of 
the U n i v e r s i t y got t h r o w n out the 
second w e e k I was there . T h e r e w e r e 
strikes, demonstrations and y o u couldn't 
got to school . It was all incredib ly 
e x c i t i n g — i n c r e d i b l e energy g o i n g o n . 
A l s o there w e r e changes g o i n g o n . . . 
T h e r e w e r e a lot of p o p u l a r m o v e ­
m e n t s , r e f o r m s , p o l i t i c a l p r i s o n e r s 
w e r e f reed , f r e e d o m of the press was 
established. A certain period of f reedom 
exis ted r i g h t about the t ime I got 
there . People w e r e just b u r s t i n g w i t h 
e n e r g y and o r g a n i z i n g . T h e f r iends 
that I w e n t to v is i t w o r k e d , so w h e n I 
got there , they w o u l d i n v i t e me to go 
d o w n to the b a r r i o s to see w h a t was 
h a p p e n i n g there . 

B u i l d i n g . T h e r e were a lot of popular 
projects g o i n g o n . T h e y w e r e b u i l d i n g 
a f irst aid stat ion, and bus stop shelters. 
K i n d of l ike w o r k brigades, active 
y o u n g people. 

So that was w h a t was h a p p e n i n g 
and I i d e n t i f i e d w i t h that because it 
w a s not so u n l i k e the w o r k w e had 
done w i t h the f a r m w o r k e r s , w o r k i n g 
w i t h people, w o r k i n g o n projects, get­
t i n g people o r g a n i z e d . T h e r e was a 
k i n d of pol i t ica l o p e n i n g in A r g e n ­
t ina . . . t h e n it clapped d o w n again. T h a t 
was the t ime I got arrested. B u t f o r a 
year and f o u r m o n t h s , the people 

c o u l d do a lot of th ings . 
A l t h o u g h I had p lanned to stay o n l y 

six m o n t h s , I d e f i n i t e l y stayed there 
l o n g e r . A n d I was g o i n g to r e t u r n just 
about the t i m e I got arrested, too. I 
was there f o r a year and f ive m o n t h s 
before I got arres ted. B u t before that , 
it was sort of a p i c k - m e - u p . It was an 
incredib le real i ty to see masses of 
p e o p l e r i g h t t h e r e o n the s t r e e t s 
o r g a n i z i n g , d e m a n d i n g , real ly accom­
p l i s h i n g s o m e t h i n g . A n d that in i tself 
w a s a v e r y i m p o r t a n t pol i t ica l e x p e r i ­
ence f o r me because I saw in actual i ty 
w h a t I had bel ieved in t h o u g h t . It just 
happened. T h o u s a n d s and thousands 
of people out o n the streets, o r g a n i z i n g 
their c o m m u n i t i e s ... It gave me a lot of 
f a i t h in w h a t I believed i n . 

T h e n th ings changed so that the 
r i g h t w i n g took over the g o v e r n m e n t . 
W h a t w e w e r e do ing at one point was 
sort of legal and sanct ioned by the 
g o v e r n m e n t , t h e n in a v e r y shor t t ime 
it became i l legal . That ' s w h e n the 
h a r s h o p p r e s s i o n came d o w n o n us 
and w e w e r e all a r res ted . S o m e are 
s t i l l in p r i s o n , others are dead. 

M r . and Mrs . Talamante, accom­
panied by parish priest and com­
munity leaders, make a plea to 
Argentine Consul Ricardo Elizon­
do in San Francisco that Olga be 
released in "the spirit of Christ­
mas." Elizondo replies that "There 
is no torture in Argentina. Your 
daughter will receive a just and 
prompt trial." 

La Gente Newspaper, 
December 1 8 , 1 9 7 4 

T h e arrest . I was def in i te ly w o r r i e d 
about it. It was def in i te ly the k i n d of 
s i t u a t i o n w h e r e y o u have v e r y l i t t le 
c o n t r o l and if they shoot y o u , w e l l , 
they shoot y o u . W h a t can y o u do? F o r 
the f i r s t t w o days i n p r i s o n I rea l ly 
bel ieved I was g o i n g to be shot. T h e y 
h a d a g u n r i g h t to m y head. W h a t 
c o u l d I say? T h e y w a n t e d me to talk, 
w a n t e d to f i n d out names, w h o else 
w a s I w o r k i n g w i t h , a n d so o n . A n d 
the o t h e r t h i n g was g e t t i n g y o u to 
a d m i t y o u did th ings l ike b o m b this 
place or that . 

T h e i r m a i n object ive was to rape 
y o u pol i t i ca l ly . T o make y o u change 
y o u r m i n d , g ive u p those ideals that 
y o u have . M a k e y o u t h i n k ' T s it w o r t h 
i t? A r e y o u g o i n g to go t h r o u g h this 
just because of w h a t y o u t h i n k ? If y o u 
are, y o u ' r e a rea l f o o l . " T h e y w o u l d 
say " E v e r y b o d y else has ta lked, e v e r y ­
body else has t u r n e d y o u in . . . " " Y o u ' r e 
an inte l l igent y o u n g w o m a n , " they 
w o u l d say. " W h a t are y o u d o i n g be ing 
s tuck in th i s? W h y don ' t y o u te l l us 
w h a t so and so has done, and w e ' l l let 

y o u g o . " Po l i t i ca l ly and psychologica l ly 
it was r a p i n g to the p o i n t of t u r n i n g 
o t h e r people i n or d r i v i n g a w e d g e 
b e t w e e n y o u . Because pol i t i ca l ly , they 
k n o w the best t h i n g that w e have 
g o i n g for us is the u n i t y , loya l ty , 
respect and rea l c a r i n g that w e have 
f o r each o t h e r . A n d that 's w h a t they 
w a n t e d to break. T h a t ' s w h y they 
w o u l d isolate y o u so that y o u w o u l d n ' t 
be able to say " W h a t d id y o u rea l ly say 
to t h e m ? " It w a s all v e r y sc ient i f ic . 

T h e n there's the physical part . . . elec­
t r ic shocks , beat ings , c o m i n g in the 
m i d d l e of the n i g h t and p u t t i n g y o u 
u p against the w a l l l ike they w e r e 
g o i n g to shoot y o u . . . 

"They took all my clothes off and 
then strapped me to a bed. They 
tied me spreadeagle fashion... then 
they proceeded to apply the elec­
tric shocks throughout my body. 
O n my head, on my eyes, on top 
of the adhesive tape, on my 
nipples, vulva, vagina, the joints 
of my legs, and my fingers and 
toes." 

La Gente Newspaper, 
November, 1 9 7 6 

I s u r v i v e d it because e v e r y b o d y else 
does t o o . . . W e all d id and I t h i n k it was 
al l o n the basis of the s t r e n g t h of our 
ideals, o u r c o m m i t m e n t and w h a t we 
have done , k n o w i n g that g i v i n g in to 
t h e m is not o n l y g i v i n g i n , but giving 
up all w e ever bel ieved i n . It was a 
pol i t ica l batt le c a r r y i n g o n r ight t h e n 
a n d t h e n . Y o u don ' t come t h r o u g h it 
per fec t ly but the m a i n t h i n g is to be 
able to s u b s t a i n y o u r s e l f by having 
f a i t h in the o t h e r people, y o u r friends 
w h o h a v e also been arres ted and not 
t u r n i n g o t h e r p e o p l e i n . Y o u ask 
y o u r s e l f the q u e s t i o n " A m I on ly to 
g ive i n to save m y s e l f ? O r s h o u l d I 
h o l d o u t ? " A n d y o u h o l d o n , on the 
basis of o t h e r people d o i n g it too. 

" L o v e l i fe e n o u g h to s t r u g g l e . " I 
w r o t e that i n a le t ter . . . and w h a t I was 
t h i n k i n g was , I read a n art icle in the 
n e w s p a p e r about h o w these crazy, 
y e l l i n g s u b v e r s i v e s d idn ' t care a b o u t 
l i fe . We ' re so f o o l i s h and c r a z y , v 
don't k n o w w h a t we're do ing . I remem ­
ber the ar t ic le had that tone to it. I 
w r o t e in response to say that I felt we 
loved l i fe so m u c h that w e w e r e wi l l ing 
to s t r u g g l e f o r i t . A n d it's t rue . We do 
w a n t to l ive , but i n a ce r ta in w a y . And 
to achieve it y o u begin to s t ruggle for 
a bet ter l i fe f o r e v e r y b o d y , and at 
t imes y o u have to s u f f e r for it. 

I did the most w r i t i n g w h i l e in 
p r i s o n because that was one of the 
m a i n w a y s to c o m m u n i c a t e . There 
wasn ' t a w h o l e lot y o u could do. There 
w e r e f ive w o m e n that got arrested 



too . O n e of t h e m was p r e g n a n t a n d 
she h a d the baby i n p r i s o n . It was a lot 
of w o r k to keep her w e l l fed, w e l l 
kept . In some w a y s , it was one of the 
f e w joys w e had . We w e r e a l l kept i n 
one cel l . A n d that was g o o d because 
w e w e r e al l together . T h e r e w e r e 
o ther p r i s o n e r s too .. . T h e n later o n , 
t h e y s t a r t e d s h i f t i n g us t o o t h e r 
prisons because that was another f o r m 
of h a r r a s s m e n t . 

A c t u a l l y , there 's a w h o l e k i n d of l i fe 
that y o u have to l ive w i t h i n those f o u r 
w a l l s . It's just i n c r e d i b l e h o w e v e r y ­
t h i n g r e v o l v e d a r o u n d the i r schedule . 
O u r object ive w a s to c o n t r o l as m u c h 
of o u r t i m e as possible because y o u 
have v e r y l i t t l e c o n t r o l to beg in w i t h . 
Y o u ' r e locked u p and that 's it . So o u r 
m a i n object ive t h r o u g h o u t the day, 
t h r o u g h o u t the w e e k was to p lan o u r 
t ime, a n d there w e r e d i f f e r e n t t h i n g s 
w e c o u l d do at d i f f e r e n t t imes . S o m e ­
t imes w e could have books , s o m e ­
times they w o u l d take the books a w a y . 
M o s t of the t i m e w e d id have w r i t i n g 
pr ivi leges . 

Demonstrations in San Francisco, 
Los Angeles , Seattle, and in 
Mexico protest the 1 0 months of 
lies and deceit by the government 
of Argentina and the U.S. and 
demand the immediate release of 
Olga and her companions. 

La Gente Newspaper, 
September 5 , 1 9 7 5 

D u r i n g the t ime of pol i t i ca l o p e n i n g i n 
A r g e n t i n a , they s a w once again w h a t 
k i n d of o r g a n i z i n g force people can be. 
Discontented people i so la ted—on their 
o w n — a r e n ' t a threat , but o r g a n i z e d 
people are a m a i n threat . So they 
decided to change the w h o l e t h i n g , 
forget this po l i t i ca l o p e n i n g , and cut 
the head o f f of the m o v e m e n t by 
g o i n g af ter the o r g a n i z e r . T h e n , it 
ex tended to people w h o w e r e d o i n g 
no o r g a n i z i n g at a l l , but w e r e asso­
ciated w i t h s o m e o n e w h o was . T h e 
repress ion reached incredible levels. I 
was there at the b e g i n n i n g , but t h e n 
t o w a r d s the m i d d l e , it got b r u t a l , a n d 
y o u asked y o u r s e l f " W h y the b r u t a l ­
i t y ? " because it was almost o v e r w h e l m ­
i n g . It's h a r d to take that . H a r d to 
imagine , real ly v i sua l ize those scenes 
of t o r t u r e , but there w e r e some scenes 
that w e r e even w o r s e . T h e b r u t a l i t y 
c o r r e s p o n d s w i t h the k i n d of threat 
that people w e r e , and that's h o w they 
a n s w e r e d to it . . . If t h e r e w a s n ' t a 
possibi l i ty that organized people w o u l d 
change t h i n g s , t h e n of course, there 
w o u l d n ' t be a need to .. . saw people's 
arms off . A n d again y o u ask " W h y ? " 

R i g h t n o w the m i l i t a r y is s t i l l i n 
power . T h e m i l i t a r y took over in 1976, 

i n fact w h e n I w a s released. So i ronic . I 
was released w h e n the m i l i t a r y took 
over , but that happened because there 
w a s a f o r m a l change in g o v e r n m e n t . 
A l s o the big c a m p a i g n that had been 
done here , people h a v i n g reached the 
s tate d e p a r t m e n t , congress . . . w e r e 
v e r y concre te pressures in the state 
d e p a r t m e n t to t r y and negotiate w i t h 
the A r g e n t i n a g o v e r n m e n t to get me 
out . T h e n , w h e n the coup happened 
and the m i l i t a r y took over , they didn ' t 
w a n t to deal w i t h the campaign, and 
so they re leased me. T h e release was 
an a t tempt to s tart w i t h a clean slate . . . 

It's f u n n y h o w I w a s re leased 
because I d i d n ' t k n o w it u n t i l I was 
d r i v e n to the a i r p o r t . M o s t of the days 
w e r e k i n d of n e r v e - w r a c k i n g . I was i n 
p r i s o n . F i r s t t h e y took me to so l i tary 
c o n f i n e m e n t . T h e y just d id those 
th ings , isolate y o u . I t h o u g h t I was 
g o i n g to be t r a n s f e r r e d . T h e coup had 
taken place a n d the m i l i t a r y was i n 
p o w e r . E v e r y t h i n g was v e r y tense, 
v e r y scary. T h e y came in w i t h a f u l l 
display of horses , and they took every­
t h i n g a w a y f r o m u s — r a d i o s , b o o k s — 
they came i n one day w i t h a l i t t le cart . 
Rea l ly just to dispossess us of any k i n d 
of l i fe . T h o s e are the l i t t le th ings y o u 
can have c o n t r o l of: m a n u a l arts, 
c r o c h e t i n g . So they came and took me 
to a cel l , a n d they to ld the w o m e n to 
get m y t h i n g s ready. T h e y didn' t say I 
was be ing released, so I couldn ' t even 
say g o o d b y e to t h e m . F r o m there, 
they f l e w me i n this l i t t le plane w h i c h 
is used to t r a n s p o r t pr isoners . T h e y 
h a n d c u f f e d me to these chains o n the 
plane. I don' t k n o w w h y . T h e y probab­
ly t h o u g h t I w a s g o i n g to j u m p out of 
the plane or s o m e t h i n g . T h e y took me 
to B u e n o s A i r e s . I s tayed there in a big 
cell al l by m y s e l f . I d idn ' t see a n y b o d y 
except the g u a r d s f o r the t w o days 
that I was there . . . t h e n they t r a n s p o r ­
ted me and w h e n I saw the s ign to the 
a i r p o r t , I k n e w . I w a s put o n a P a n A m 
f l ight to N e w Y o r k and f r o m N e w 
Y o r k , here . It w a s a l o n g f l ight f r o m 
B u e n o s A i r e s to N e w Y o r k . I felt 
n u m b , more than anyth ing else, because 
I t h o u g h t about the people I had left 
b e h i n d . 

"I see a lot of Chícanos that are 
more involved then before I left. I 
see a lot of people doing things 
but going in different directions. 
I wonder if we're all aiming for 
the same objectives." 

La Gente Newspaper, 
May, 1 9 7 6 

I t h i n k w h a t has not happened w i t h 
the C h i c a n o m o v e m e n t as w e l l as 
o ther m o v e m e n t s is real ly i d e n t i f y i n g 
the s t r u g g l e that w e have, f o c u s i n g in 

a d i rec ted w a y so as to see w h a t w e are 
all rea l ly t r y i n g to a c c o m p l i s h , w h a t 
o u r objectives are. Th er e ' s n o set 
direct ion, just pockets, di f ferent aspects 
of act ivi t ies . It's f r i g h t e n i n g . V e r y , 
v e r y f r i g h t e n i n g . . . I t h i n k there is a 
range of C h í c a n o s w h o have d i f f e r e n t 
k i n d s of object ives. A n d w i t h the 
C h i c a n o p o p u l a t i o n , w e are b r o k e n 
d o w n a l o n g class l ines; a C h i c a n o w h o 
is an execut ive is d i f f e r e n t t h a n one 
w h o w o r k s in a c a n n e r y . T h e C h i c a n o 
execut ive w o u l d have m u c h m o r e i n 
c o m m o n w i t h a w h i t e execut ive , o r 
black execut ive , regardless of h o w 
c u l t u r a l l y ident i f ied he m i g h t be .. . T h e 
execut ive w a n t s to m a i n t a i n his p o s i ­
t i o n and c o n t i n u e to escalate, and f o r 
h i m to do that he has to be in agree­
m e n t that a g r o u p of people have to be 
e x p l o i t e d — h a v e to be the w o r k i n g 
c l a s s — i n order for h i m to c o n t i n u e 
his p o s i t i o n . A t the same t ime, a 
w o r k i n g class C h i c a n o needs to f ight 
against the same e x p l o i t a t i o n i n o r d e r 
to aspire for a better l i fe . 

I w e n t i n t o the C h i c a n o m o v e m e n t 
g e n u i n e l y a n d in tense ly , and I s a w 
f r o m a v e r y def in i te concrete e x p e r i ­
ence that w h a t w o u l d come i n the w a y 
w o u l d be persona l aspirat ions , escala­
t i o n , al l o n a persona l basis. I don't 
t h i n k w e s h o u l d not aspire. In fact w e 
need m o r e Chícanos e v e r y w h e r e . B u t 
the key is r e t u r n it to the people. 
S o m e people have, but to a large 
extent , most people have kept it to 
themselves . . . 

M a y b e w e s h o u l d f ight f o r b i l i n g u a l 
educat ion here, and w e s h o u l d address 
the i m m e d i a t e goals, but i n the l o n g 
r u n w h a t I w a n t is to change the 
s y s t e m to w h e r e Chícanos , blacks and 
o t h e r peoples w i l l be able to f u l l y 
ac tual ize themse lves , and go to school 
a n d be w h a t e v e r they w a n t to be. T h e 
fu l les t r e a l i z a t i o n of a h u m a n be ing . I 
f i n d people w h o w a n t absolute ly the 
same t h i n g , and they ' re w h i t e , black, 
A s i a n , and they 've been in a nat ional is ­
tic k i n d of m o v e m e n t or an a n t i - w a r 
m o v e m e n t , o r w h a t e v e r , and they 
stepped back to say " T h i s is not g o n n a 
do i t , " because i n the l o n g r u n , this is 
just not g o i n g to change the sys tem. 

I 'm not a f e m i n i s t in the f e m i n i s t 
movement , or a C h i c a n a in the C h i c a n o 
m o v e m e n t . I t h i n k , i n some ways , a 
social ist encompasses m o r e of all the 
t h i n g s that I a m and I w o r k w i t h 
the Social ist W o r k e r s ' P a r t y . 

T h e w o r k e r s ' p a r t y was f o u n d e d by 
w o m e n , and it's not a feminis t w o r k e r s ' 
p a r t y .. . w e do have a v e r y def in i te 
stance against sex i sm, but w e t h i n k 
the w a y to f ight against s e x i s m is to 
u n i t e w o m e n , not separate t h e m , and 
b r i n g m e n and w o m e n toge ther o n 
the basis of real ly w o r k i n g together to 
change the s y s t e m . So it's v e r y i m p o r ­
tant to see th is , because w e t h i n k that 
w o m e n ac tual ly have a v e r y c e n t r a l 
role to play i n this society, in the U . S . , 
t o w a r d s a socialist m o v e m e n t , a social­
ist r e v o l u t i o n . In terms of the w o r k 
force , w o m e n , especial ly m i n o r i t y 
w o m e n , have the least to lose, and if 
t h i n g s change, they couldn ' t change 
for the worse . Pol i t ica l ly , as a g r o u p i n g 
of people, w e are w o r k i n g class w o m e n 
v e r y ready to m o v e , v e r y ready to 
o r g a n i z e . 

W o m e n are incredib le organizers 
. . . So w h e n they get i n t o a s i t u a t i o n 
w h e r e they have to o r g a n i z e , they can 
u s u a l l y do it . B u t some of the m a i n 
o r g a n i z e r s , especial ly this one w h o 
was just i n c r e d i b l y ski l led w h o hadn' t 
done a n y t h i n g l ike it before, was 
beaten by her h u s b a n d because she 
w o u l d go to meet ings ... H e w o u l d be 
so pissed of f because she was d o i n g 
s o m e t h i n g out of the h o m e . It's an 
incredible tragedy. H e w o u l d not recog­
n ize h o w m u c h her being i n v o l v e d 
w o u l d change his o w n s i t u a t i o n .. . 

T h e vast major i ty of w o r k i n g people 
are b o u n d to a l ienat ing jobs, p a r t i c u ­
lar ly w o m e n . S a n Franc isco has a 
s t r o n g f inanc ia l sector and a lot of 
c ler ica l w o r k is done by w o m e n . It's a 
k i n d of job that y o u w o u l d t h i n k is not 
h a r d as c o m p a r e d to p i c k i n g f r u i t . B u t 
it's l ike a f a c t o r y w h e r e y o u have a 
h u n d r e d secretaries just t y p i n g m e m o s 
and they ' re t i m e d , f r o m the t ime they 
t u r n to get pencils to the t ime they 
t u r n to type . In e ight h o u r s y o u don' t 
even t h i n k of w h a t you ' re d o i n g . T h e y 
rob that of the people because e v e r y ­
one is capable of t h i n k i n g . B u t there's 
no need to, so that's even better . A n d 
that 's w h a t I say to C h i c a n a s , that's 
w h a t w e have to t h i n k about . W h a t 
k i n d of w o r l d do w e real ly w a n t and 
yes, w e can have the w o r l d w e w a n t 
f o r o u r people, o u r c h i l d r e n . B u t o u r 
c h i l d r e n are part of a bigger w o r l d 
. . . For w o m e n , C h i c a n a s , if w e do say 
w e w a n t to change th ings , w e real ly 
have to t h i n k , " W h a t are the best 
ways to change t h i n g s ? " 

artist unknown. 
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L.A. LATINO WRITERS WORKSHOP 

L o s A n g e l e s is a c i ty that has c o m e f u l l c i rc le . 
F r o m a s m a l l M e x i c a n cattle t o w n o v e r r u n by 
succesive waves of E u r o p e a n i m m i g r a n t s , to 
the M e x i c a n , L a t i n o c i ty it has g r a d u a l l y 
become since the 1920s. Yet , w i t h o v e r f o u r 
m i l l i o n S p a n i s h - s p e a k i n g inhabi tants , th is c i ty 
can bare ly speak of its o w n i n d i g e n o u s l i t e r a r y 
t r a d i t i o n . A f e w poets of f l ee t ing ex is tence 
f r o m past Los A n g e l e s n e w s p a p e r s c o m e to 
m i n d : C h a n t e c l e r i n 1919 (his adopted p e n 
name) , w r i t i n g i n El Heraldo de Mexico. A s i d e 
f r o m p u r e l y c o m m e r c i a l a t tempts , perhaps 
the f i r s t n o v e l i s t to s e r i o u s l y depict East Los 
A n g e l e s w o u l d have to be O s c a r " Z " A c o s t a i n 
Revolt of the Cockroach People. T a k e n toge ther 
h o w e v e r , these are s t i l l the f r a g m e n t s of a 
greater l i t e r a r y t r a d i t i o n yet to be es tabl i shed. 

T h e L . A . L a t i n o W r i t e r s W o r k s h o p o f f e r s a 
s ingular ly i m p o r t a n t o p p o r t u n i t y for Lat ino/La­
t i n a creat ive w r i t e r s to focus o n the c i ty of Los 
A n g e l e s as it comes u p o n its t w o - h u n d r e d t h 
a n n i v e r s a r y i n 1981. T h i s w o r k s h o p assumes 
a n u m b e r of i m p o r t a n t tasks : a n o p p o r t u n i t y 
to m a k e an a f f i r m a t i v e s t a t e m e n t of w h o w e 
are, accurate ly re f l ec t ing the d i v e r s i t y of this 
city 's social g e o g r a p h y f r o m E . L . A . to F i f t h 
and B r o a d w a y , to Echo P a r k . 

XhismeArte presents the f i rs t i n a series of 
issues w h i c h w i l l f ea ture the w o r k s of creat ive 
L o s A n g e l e s w r i t e r s u l t i m a t e l y des t ined f o r 
p u b l i c a t i o n i n the a n t h o l o g y t i t l ed Homenaje a la 
ciudad de Los Angeles, 1781-1981: The Latino Experi­
ence of L.A. F o r those w h o w o u l d l ike to 
par t i c ipate , y o u are c o r d i a l l y i n v i t e d to o u r 
w e e k l y w o r k s h o p series at 814 So. S p r i n g , 
#2A, e v e r y T h u r s d a y e v e n i n g at 7:30 P M . For 
f u r t h e r i n f o r m a t i o n please call 629-5570. 

The Los Angeles Latino Writer's Workshop is sponsored by SELF-
HELP GRAPHICS AND ART INC. Funds are made available 
through the National Endowment for the Art's Literary Programs; 
Coordinating Council of Literary Magazines, N.Y., NY; and the 
California Arts Council. All works herein are not necessarily the 
views of the Los Angeles Latino Writer's Workshop but are those 
expressed by contributing artists and writers. 

The Food 

B y A L M A V I L L A N U E V A 

" Y o u m u s t k n o w everything, and then b e g i n . " 

Djune Barnes 

It was a t i m e w h e n her body was the forests , 
the fields, the m e a d o w s of the ear th to me. 
To lay next to her and s m e l l h e r — t o t o u c h 
her, m y m o t h e r , was m y f i rs t pleasure. In 
the early m o r n i n g , I'd t h r o w m y legs over 
hers and she'd say, " O h , those trees of y o u r s 
w e i g h so m u c h ! " T h a t meant g r o w t h , I 
k n e w . T o g r o w in to a tree, I t h o u g h t , w o u l d 
be w o n d e r f u l . I l o v e d trees. I loved m y 
m o t h e r , and a d m i r e d her l ike a s p i n d l y 
sapl ing , r u n n i n g m y hands o n her s m o o t h , 
n y l o n legs. W h e n she w a l k e d , the s w i s h -
s w i s h of her legs de l ighted me and made me 
y e a r n i n a heart -s ick, pecul iar w a y . I k n e w 
she was l eav ing w h e n I heard that s o u n d , 
and her s m e l l w o u l d l inger a w h i l e ; and t h e n , 
even that , w o u l d be gone. 

T h e n , the s m e l l of pressed f l o w e r s w o u l d 
c o m f o r t me: m y g r a n d m o t h e r w o u l d seduce 
me w i t h a hot , but tered , f l o u r tor t i l l a . I 
m i g h t s t i l l be c r y i n g , s w a l l o w i n g m y o w n 
tears (I l iked the i r taste); ' t h e n she w o u l d 
break off l i t t le balls of f l o u r , dust the table 
and give me a glass to r o l l out tort i l las of m y 
o w n . A n d if that st i l l weren ' t e n o u g h , she 
w o u l d give me the aged, w o o d e n r o l l i n g p i n 
that she 'd used since a bride. I'd been to ld 
that m y g r a n d m o t h e r had locked hersel f in a 
closet o n her w e d d i n g n i g h t — I tasted that 
m e m o r y later, i n the hot, but te red tor t i l l a ; 
and w h e n I was older yet, I s p r i n k l e d salt o n 
the spread but ter , smal l thanks to the p o w e r 
of seduct ion , to the cur ios i ty of the y o u n g 
g i r l I s t i l l saw i n her eyes o n her death bed. 

It was a st i l l m o r n i n g — p e r h a p s to a ch i ld 
all m o r n i n g s are st i l l (nights are dark, 
cer ta inly , r u n n i n g soundless ly as a t h r e a d to 
the dress): they ' re s t i l l and f u l l as l o n g as the 
child's fantasy isn't pierced, her play 
i n t e r r u p t e d . So the scream m u s t ' v e s tar t led 
me f r o m m y pre tend stove in the corner , m y 
f i n g e r i n g of the doll's p lucked eyeballs, the 
dia logue w i t h the invis ib le secret. O n l y 

f ights s tart led me that w a y — m y m o t h e r ' s 
anger, m y g r a n d m o t h e r ' s tears, m y aunt 's 
silence. T h e n , I felt p l u g g e d l ike a t h r e e - w a y 
socket: over - loaded , I'd become hys ter i ca l 
and end the i r f ight . T h i s m o r n i n g the shr iek 
was t e r r i b l e — d i m n o w , m i x e d w i t h o t h e r 
sounds : music , l aughter , leaves have 
c u s h i o n e d it, but it rises, alone and terr ib le , 
s ta r t ing f r o m m y feet. It came f r o m the 
alley, the back entrance to the flats w h e r e 
w e l ived . It came f r o m the dark place, I 
k n e w . W h e n e v e r I r a n t h r o u g h there, 
s u r r o u n d e d by wal l s and cement , m y body 
felt vacant and I w a n t e d to scream. S o m e o n e 
was screaming . M y m o t h e r and 
g r a n d m o t h e r grabbed a k n i f e and a b r o o m , 
and r a n d o w n the steps to the dark , m y 
g r a n d m o t h e r y e l l i n g , " D e j e r lo ! H o m b r e s 
an imales ! " T h e y b r o u g h t h i m up, a boy m y 
age, o r y o u n g e r , I t h o u g h t , c r y i n g and 
c r y i n g . H e remains so, because i n that 
m o m e n t I k n e w he took m y place. 

Later , I heard t h e m say, " H e didn ' t have 
t ime to do e v e r y t h i n g . " A n d I s h u d d e r e d to 
t h i n k w h a t w o u l d ' v e been left of that boy if 
he'd ( a n i m a l - m e n , they w h i s p e r th ings and 
they don't smi le : they ' re m e a n : e v e n the 
Sepetio is a m a n : I k n o w , I s a w h i m once and 
re fused to speak to him) done everything. 

If I had a father , I'd have l o v e d h i m to be 
the o ld m a n in back of the store , w h o d idn ' t 
speak, but po in ted to the large, g o l d e n f i s h 
and let me s p r i n k l e the i r f o o d o n the 
g l i t t e r i n g water . H i s s h o u l d e r s w e r e 
h u n c h e d and he w a l k e d v e r y s l o w l y a n d he 
smi led all the t ime, especially w h e n I s t o o d 
o n the t i n y bridge that crossed the p o n d . H e 
t o u c h e d m y curls and I'd kiss his f u n n y face 
that made me happy for n o reason; t h e n he 
died, because I w e n t to the back d o o r of the 
store and the door was closed a n d the lady 
said, " G e t away f r o m t h e r e ! " l ike I'd made 
h i m go away, and I k n e w the terr ib le t h i n g 
had happened—everything. 

I i m a g i n e d the f i sh w i t h the s u n o n the i r 
bodies t u r n i n g , t u r n i n g to be fed. 

M o t h e r : m o t h e r , w h e n e v e r y t h i n g 
happened to me, I r e m e m b e r e d y o u r smel l . 

"The Food" is an excerpt from a larger piece entitled 
"Under the Influence." 

A True Healer B y G I N A V A L D E S 

" T h e Indians say that a god lives inthe maguey 
plant," said R a m ó n Portillo. 

"Maybe a god or maybe a devil," mumbled his 
brother Refugio. 

"They say that the juice of the cactus will cure 
anything," continued R a m ó n . "It's the alcohol 
in it," said Refujio. "It kills all the germs in your 
body—if you survive, you'll be cured of your 
illness." 

"It's a good body rub," said Maria, Ramon's 
sister. "It's even good for arthritis, and a glass in 
the bath water will stop a cold or the f lu . " 

So the Portillos always kept an open bottle of 
tequila in their house. They felt that it was more 
reliable than the family doctor. T h e doctor also 
had faith in tequila, but not a faith in it as a cure 
for backaches, but for heartaches. He was not 
interested in what the strong, fermented drink 
could do for his body, but in what it could do for 
his soul. 

In any case, Dr . Hernandez did not believe in 
sickness of the body. He strongly believed that 
the soul suffered and caused the patient a variety 
of physical discomforts—all illusions of the 
distorted soul. When anyone in the family called 
on him, if they were lucky enough to find him, 

whatever the ailment was, from a mild sore 
throat to impending death, the doctor would 
laugh his loud, vibrating laugh and assure the 
suffering Portillo that everything was all right. 
"Nothing's wrong with you," he said, "nothing at 
all. You're a healthy man, don't worry." A n d he 
laughed his good, deep laugh. 

When they felt that it was a matter of life and 
death, the Portillos called all of the neighborhood 
bars until they found Dr. Hernandez. He walked 
into their house with a small, black bag and a 
wide smile and after greeting everyone warmly, 
he walked up to the sick Portillo, looked him in 
the eye and said, "You look fine, just fine. Is this 
what I was called for? This man is stronger than I 
am." He then slapped the moribund Portillo on 
the back, and after refusing payment, had the 
quick drink that was offered to him and walked 
out of the house with his unopened black bag. 

The sick Portillos always regained their health. 
Be it faith or luck, nobody had died on Dr. 
Hernandez yet. He had thus gained the 
reputation of a true healer. R a m ó n , who had been 
cured of typhoid often said, "I know it was the 
slaps on the back that saved me, the doctor has 
miraculous hands." 

"You could be right," said Refujio, "but I feel it's 
his penetrating gaze." 

"That's right," said another Portillo, "those eyes 
could frighten away whatever evil spirits are 
responsible for ill health." 

"If you'd have asked me," said María , "I would 
say that it's his laughter. The doctor's laughter 
could bring back the dead." Others had different 
opinions. 

R a m ó n sat across from Maria with his back 
stooped. " A y Maria, my back feels like it's 
broken." 

"Have you seen the doctor?" 
"Nobody has seen him for over six months — 

that's the longest he has ever stayed away from 
us. It's my bad luck to need a doctor when our 
good doctor has disappeared." 

"I guess you'll have to settle for Josefina." 
"I'd rather die with pain than put up with 

another one of her sermons." 

" T r y rubbing tequila on it." 
"That's what I've been doing, but it doesn't 

seem to help." 
"Sometimes it takes a while." 
"I'll keep on rubbing with tequila Maria ." 
" A n d I'll pray that the doctor returns soon.' 



In spite of his nightly tequila rubs, Ramon's 
back became worse. He walked with his stooped 
back into a neighborhood bar. "If rubbing with it 
won't help, maybe drinking it will ." 

He immediately recognized the man sitting 
alone at the counter—no one else could sit so 
straight on the backless stool. He was drinking 
tequila in his usual manner, placing the salt on 
the back of his hand, slapping his hand, and 
letting the salt jump into his open mouth, then 
sucking the lemon, and finally swallowing the 
tequila in one quick gulp. R a m ó n called to him. 
"Doctor!" Dr . Hernandez turned, jumped off the 
stool and walked toward R a m ó n . The two men 
embraced fiercely. "Pero hombre," said R a m ó n , 
"you gave us a good scare. We thought that you 
had disappeared for good and that we would have 
to settle for Josefina and her sermons." 

D r . Hernandez laughed. R a m ó n felt 
comfortable with the doctor's laughter. "She's 
getting on in years," said Dr . Hernandez, but she 
has good hands." 

"I know, but her brews and her sermons get 
more bitter every time. The last time that I drank 
her foul-tasting brew I returned home worrying 
that I might turn into a frog." 

"Don't worry camarada, that curandera can do 
better than that, she would at least turn you into 
a dragon." 

They both laughed and R a m ó n could feel their 
laughter mingling. "Gonzalo, bring the good 
doctor another tequila, and serve me one, bring 
the whole bottle, serve everyone in the house, 
this calls for a celebration." R a m ó n drank his 
glass in one gulp. He shuddered and his face 
turned red. He turned to face the doctor. "Where 
have you been hiding?" 

"I was down south, in Yucatán . I saw your 
brother-in-law down there." 

Ramon's eyes widened. "You're kidding?" 

"I saw him all right; stayed with him for a 
while. He's been living there for two years, says 
he'll never leave the place, at least not until his 
mission is accomplished." 

"What mission? What is that guy up to now?" 
Gonzalo refilled their glasses and Dr . 

Hernandez went through his salt and lemon 
routine again. "Efren is convinced that he's the-
reincarnation of the poet-king Nezahualcoyotl." 

" M e lleva la . . . " I always thought that my 
brother-in-law was strange, but he sounds like 
he's really gone now." 

" H e makes a lot of sense. He says that he 
knows that he's crazy, that we're all crazy, that 
that's the reason we're in this world." 

"You mean he thinks the world is an insane 
asylum?" 

"In a way. He thinks that we came to this world 
to recuperate." 

"Recuperate? This place can drive the sanest 
person mad." 

"Exactly. It's full of lessons." 
"But who learns anything?" 
"Efren says that it takes time and a lot of hard 

knocks, and that too many people go around 
shielding themselves from everything." 

"There's a lot of fools running around with 
their heads full of bumps." 

The doctor laughed. "That's why they keep 
coming back." 

"You mean reincarnation?" 

"Recommitment." 
"You believe in all that, doctor?" 

"I can see it." 

"It sounds like you and Efren got along fine." 

"It was a good experience. Y u c a t á n is beautiful, 
truly the land of the gods. Efren built a hut near 
the sea: that's where he lives. During the day he 
lectures on ancient Indian teachings, and at night 
he writes poetry. His poetry is pretty good." 

" H o w do the people down there take him?" 

"Everyone in the area knows him. The Indians 
really like him, they call him El G r a n Efren. The 
government doesn't bother him, they take him as 
a harmless, crazy monk." 
"Hey Gonzalo!" called R a m ó n . "Bring us 
another bottle and have a drink with us." T h e 
bartender served the two men and himself. 
R a m ó n offered a toast. " T o the reappearance of 
the good doctor, and to my brother-in-law, El 
G r a n Efren." 

"I'm glad you're back in town, doctor," said the 
bartender, "if you hadn't returned soon the bar 
would have had to close down." 

Dr . Hernandez laughed and raised his glass. 
Quetzal, quetzal no calli 
zacuan no calli tapach 
no calli nie cahuaz 
au ya, au ya, au quilmach. 

Everyone in the bar clapped and raised their 
glasses. "To the poet." 

"Ef rén taught me this poem. It's a Toltec poem 
written by the god-priest Quetzalcóat l when he 
tasted pulque." 

" M e lleva la . . ." said R a m ó n . "If the gods like 
this stuff, what can be expected of us pelados." 
He called the bartender. "Another bottle Gonzalo, 
we'll drink to Quetzalcóat l . " 

D r . Hernandez laughed his good, deep laugh 
and slapped R a m ó n vigorously on the back. 
R a m ó n felt his body relaxing. He sat on the 
backless stool straighter than he had for many 
months. 

"It is in the s h a d o w s that m o m e n t o u s encounters take place." A. Fabre-Luce Artwork by Y . C E R V A N T E Z 



THE LONG RECONCILION TOWARD THE HEARTLAND 

by Helen Maria Viramontes 

B l o w i n g , w i t h the pass ion of a t r u m p e t 
p layer , C h a t o w i p e s the ha irs of his 
nose c lean. H i s f a v o r i t e h a n d k e r c h i e f 
w i t h e m b r o i d e r e d ini t ia ls is so i led , 
ragged , n o w m o i s t , but he fo lds i t 
w i t h the care of a m o t h e r d i a p e r i n g 
her f i r s t b o r n . H e t h i n k s , A g e is a 
V a m p r e s s , f e e l i n g the p i n pa ins i n s i d e 
h i m a n d his chest g e n t l y t r e m o r s w i t h 
s t u b b o r n p h l e g m w h i l e he p u t s the 
h a n d k e r c h i e f i n his r i g h t back pocket . 
A n o t h e r c o u g h s u p p r e s s e d , bones 
se t t l ing , he resumes his m o t i o n l e s s 
p o s i t i o n . 

H e nests o n a crate w i t h his h a n d s 
r e s t i n g o n a f l y s w a t t e r w h i c h lies 
across his lap. T h e f l ies, b u z z i n g w i l d ­
l y , f a i l to d i s t u r b h i m because the 
c a r o u s e l is about to beg in . H e feels the 
bells, the colors. T h e mus ic pulsates his 
f i n g e r s i n t o g a l l o p i n g horses . S i t t i n g 
erect o n his horse , he s tops to s u r v e y 
the n e w l y bought land. T h e dust reach­
es h i m a n d he covers h is nose w i t h a 
h a n d k e r c h i e f u n t i l it settles a n d clears, 
and he sees himsel f careful ly inspect ing 
the l a n d . Sporadic bushes a n d def iant 
spines of y u c c a are a l l he sees; s u r v i ­
v o r s of a r a v e n o u s l a n d . So this is 
h o m e , is a l l he t h i n k s to h imse l f , h o m e 
within him, his heart mirrored the pulsating 
kitchen of his home where she freely dwelled, 
uniting his blood; within her, a seed, his love, 
their child, became undone, within the eggplant 
womb; secretly crawling down one thigh, 
voiceless, like a mute; returning home, now, 
like his son, to the heartland a n d C h a t o 
loses h i m s e l f i n the a b y s m a l jar, r e a c h ­
i n g f o r his chi ld 's u n b o r n face. 

S o n ? H a v e y o u a r r i v e d or is it that 
y o u h a v e yet to leave? S p r o u t y o u r 
ear a n d l i s t e n to the carouse l m u s i c 
bounce l ike bubbles i n the air . C i r c l e , 
t u r n , w h i r l a n d w h i r l p o o l d i z z y w i t h 
s t i cky hairs w a s m y b i r t h , but n o w the 
p o o l is a vacuum—my legs dangle , m y 
f ingers t i re of g r i p p i n g the edge. T h e 
v e i n s i n m y a r m s escape as th ick 
hospi ta l tubes . C h i l d ? 

C h a t o ? 
M y son? 
Y o u r w i f e . 
G o to h e l l . 
C h a t o . 
Let me be. 
D o y o u k n o w w h a t it is l ike to d i e ? 

I d ied l o n g b e f o r e y o u w e r e b u r i e d . 
T h e n w e die d i f f e r e n t l y , y o u a n d I? 
W h a t do y o u w a n t f r o m me? Y o u 

have a l ready d e s t r o y e d w h a t I l o v e d 
m o r e t h a n y o u . 

A n d y o u , C h a t o ? 
I k i l l e d f o r h o n o r . 
T h e n I k i l l e d f o r l i fe . It's the same 

t h i n g isn't i t? W h i c h is w o r s e ? Y o u 
k i l l ed because s o m e t h i n g said " y o u 

m u s t k i l l to r e m a i n a m a n " a n d not f o r 
this h o n o r . F o r m e , th ings are as 
d i f fe rent as o u r bodies . I k i l l e d , as y o u 
say, because it w o u l d have been unbear­
able to w a t c h a c h i l d s l o w l y ro t . B u t 
y o u couldn ' t u n d e r s t a n d that , because 
s o m e t h i n g said " y o u m u s t have sons 
to r e m a i n a m a n . " 

A m a n d a . I a m p o o r . T h i s e a r t h bore 
me to l ive , to h a v e c h i l d r e n , to die, a n d 
it is no t f o r me to change it . B u t y o u , 
y o u c h a n g e d it a n d c losed the d o o r to 
m y s u n l i g h t . N o w , I die w i t h p a i n 
k n o w i n g that a l l I w i l l have left as a 
s i g n of m y l i fe is a s t o n e m a r k w i t h o u t 
a name. I die alone. 

T h e bells of m u s i c stab the temples 
o f his head and he feels the g r a v e l , 
r o u g h l ike sandpaper o n his cheek. 
C h a t o has fa l len of f the crate. H e feels 
foots teps a r o u n d h i m , m u f f l e d voices 
a n d he opens his eyes to see t h e m 
h o v e r i n g l ike s h a d o w s of b i rds , and he 
f a i n t l y hears his bones c l a t t e r i n g as 
t h e y l i f t h i m . A dead f l y is i m p r e s s e d 
o n his cheek a n d a h a n d w i p e s it a w a y . 
T h e blanket 's co ld ; he k n o w s t h e y 
h a v e t a k e n his t rousers of f . H e w i l l die 
a lone. 

T o u c h m y h a n d , C h a t o . F o r g i v e and 
die w i t h m e . 

C h a t o sees h i m s e l f get o f f his horse 
a n d g r a b a h a n d f u l of l a n d . G r a i n y 
dust . H o m e . T h e pr ies t h a d to ld h i m 
to save e v e r y p e n n y . L a n d is va luable 
a n d y o u can at least g r o w a l i v e l i h o o d 
f o r y o u a n d y o u r f a m i l y , it is a hope , 
C h a t o r e m e m b e r s the pr iest s a y i n g . 
A n d he d i d save e v e r y p e n n y except 
f o r the g i f t s he b o u g h t A m a n d a . T h e 
carouse l , so expensive . T h a t day he 
tel ls A m a n d a of the l a n d he has n o t 
seen yet . T h i s is the f i r s t t ime he has 
s p o k e n to his w i f e i n a l o n g , l o n g t ime , 
a n d he sees h e r surpr i se w h e n he 
m e n t i o n s the n a m e Joaquin . O r per ­
haps , she is s u r p r i s e d about the land? 
C h a t o sees h i m s e l f , e x c i t e d — t r y i n g 
to h ide the e xc i t e m e nt , and f o r a 
m o m e n t he feels l ike t o u c h i n g her , h is 
w i f e . P e r h a p s , a f ter he bui lds the 
h o u s e t h e y w i l l b e g i n a n o t h e r l i fe 
together. Before , A m a n d a w o u l d t o u c h 
h i m a n d t r y to m a k e h i m love her 
aga in . E a c h t i m e she t o u c h e d h i m , he 
s a w his chi ld 's face, a n d w o u l d jerk 
a w a y f r o m h e r grasp . H e r e m e m b e r s 
e v e n c r y i n g once, b e h i n d the house i n 
the d a r k . P e r h a p s later , but n o w he 
has p r o m i s e d h i m s e l f and he w a l k s 
a w a y , his s p u r s l o u d o n the w o o d e n 
p o r c h . G r a i n y d u s t . H e sees D o n Joa­
q u i n a p p r o a c h i n g , his horse t r o t t i n g 
c o n f i d e n t l y . 

Y o u acted l ike G o d , A m a n d a . I acted 
l ike a m a n s h o u l d . 

" C h a t o ! H o w do y o u l ike the land? 
P r a c t i c a l l y g i v e n to y o u ! L o o k , just to 
the s o u t h of here , y o u can set u p 
i r r i g a t i o n ditches and—" 

"It's deser t . " 
" E x c u s e m y laughter , but w h a t d id 

y o u expect f o r the f e w pennies y o u ' v e 
g i v e n m e ? " 

" I 've g i v e n y o u e v e r y t h i n g I 'm 
w o r t h - w i t h o u t being castrated." 

" A n d I've g i v e n y o u w h a t y o u ' r e 
w o r t h , m y f r i e n d . D e s e r t ! " 

C h a t o sees h i m s e l f s u r r o u n d e d by 
people w h o t h i c k e n like n e r v o u s ants 
as he b r i n g s D o n Joaquin i n . M o u t h s 
f i r s t m u r m u r sentences, n o w s h o u t 
w o r d s , w h i l e the cool breeze burs t s 
g e n t l y d r y the d r o o l i n g sal iva f r o m 
the d y i n g m a n . T h e voices f o l l o w 
t h e m to C h a t o ' s p o r c h . A f t e r the 
doc tor leaves, A m a n d a Márquez prays 
near D o n Joaquin . C h a t o has s u r r e n ­
dered his bed and his w i f e to this m a n 
a n d he sits qu ie t ly o n a crate v i e w i n g 
the m o u n t a i n s f r o m the next r o o m . 
H e t u r n s to his w i f e w h o holds a 
heavy rosary then returns to the m o u n ­
ta ins , w h e r e i n t o a b l i s s f u l sleep, he 
can see his heart s m i l i n g . 

H e r e m e m b e r s his heart s m i l i n g . 

H e r e m e m b e r s his m o t h e r ' s c r u m b ­
l i n g vo ice ca l l ing f o r h i m " C h a t o " 
a l m o s t c u r s e d , her s o n the r u n t b o y 
w h o l e a r n e d to hoe the l a n d at t h r e e 
a n d c o u l d s i n g passionate c o r r i d o s 
about m e n i m p o v e r i s h e d by love , m e n 
s c o r n e d o r c o n t i n u o u s l y i n t o x i c a t e d , 
l ike the c l o w n w h o was the p r o p r i e t o r 
of the y e a r l y event i n the v i l lage , the 
c a r o u s e l w i t h its bells a n d bings e n t i c ­
i n g a l l the f i l t h y c h i l d r e n to steal , beg, 
h u n t f o r centavos to hop o n the painted 
w o o d e n horses g o i n g n o w h e r e but 
m a k i n g l i t t le ragged p u f f e d - c h e e k e d 
c h i l d r e n cheer a n d l a u g h f o r t h r e e 
m i n u t e s l ike t h e y w e r e k i n g s , l a n d ­
o w n e r s , s a v o r i n g e v e r y m o r s e l of the 
carousel's del ight , p r o u d of their majes­
tic selves f o r t h r e e m i n u t e s u n t i l the 
c a r o u s e l s l o w e d to a s top a n d t h e n the 
c h i l d r e n c h e r i s h e d the m e m o r y be­
n e a t h the i r fast pac ing h e a r t s - h u n ­
gr ier . 

A n d " C h a t o " w a s the soft breath of 
A m a n d a M á r q u e z at the tender age of 
f o u r t e e n w h i s p e r i n g p e n e t r a t i o n and 
the m o o n w a s h e r f i r s t g i f t to h i m 
g l e a m i n g r a w that n i g h t w h e n he 
presented h i m s e l f to her f a m i l y te l l ing 
t h e m that his love w o u l d make u p f o r 
her lack o f it a n d h e a r i n g her fa ther 
l a u g h at h i m w i t h a l a u g h that comes 
f r o m deep inside saying "She's a j e w e l , " 
g r a b b i n g h e r by the a r m a n d l a u g h i n g 
o u t l o u d k n o w i n g h o w u g l y she was to 
h e r f a m i l y ; b u t because C h a t o l o v e d 

h e r so m u c h that he b o u g h t h e r a 
s m a l l c a r o u s e l f o r her to keep i n the 
n e w h o u s e he w o u l d b u i l d f o r her , and 
he also p r o m i s e d her f a t h e r (whi le she 
l o o k e d o n i n a m a z e m e n t at the c a r o u ­
sel he h e l d i n one h a n d , a n d the t w o 
r e d apples he h e l d i n the other) that 
he , C h a t o , w o u l d be as v i r i l e as the 
l a n d he w o u l d b u y : b u t a l l h e r fa ther 
d id w a s l a u g h at h i m , his v i r i l i t y , his 
d r e a m , w i t h a l a u g h that l o c k e d itself 
s o m e w h e r e ins ide C h a t o ; l a u g h e d that 
same, h e a v y bo is terous l a u g h D o n 
Joaquin l a u g h e d just before he, C h a t o , 
s t r u c k h i m w i t h a k n i f e , c u t t i n g h i m 
l ike b u t t e r , he w a s so soft , th is m a n 
w h o A m a n d a h a t e d f o r n o reason at 
a l l except she k e p t s a y i n g to the d y i n g 
m a n , y o u t o l d h i m , y o u t o l d h i m , and 
C h a t o w a t c h e d h e r as she p r a y e d for 
h i m a n d w h e n she l i f t e d herse l f u p 
f r o m k n e e l i n g , he w a t c h e d her f loat 
i n t o the n e x t r o o m w h e r e he, C h a t o , 
sat, g o i n g o u t s i d e w i t h a n e m p t y jar to 
w h e r e the heat has t r a n s f o r m e d the 
garbage into tireless maggots and C h a t o 
w a n t e d to s top h e r , w a n t e d to ask 
W h y are y o u d o i n g th is , w a t c h i n g her 
c o m e ins ide the h o u s e , l ike a n a p p a r i ­
t i o n , g o i n g o v e r to w h e r e D o n Joaquin 
is b r e a t h i n g h e a v i l y , a n d w i t h her 
f i l t h y h a n d s C h a t o w a t c h e d her force 
o p e n the n e w l y m e n d e d w o u n d and 
he c a n a l m o s t hear the delicate t e a r i n g 
of each s t i t ch p l u c k i n g one by one, 
see ing her , h is w i f e , A m a n d a c r a z y 
w i t h hate, p u t the b igger w o r m s i n his 
b o d y to let h i m r o t be fore his death , 
w a t c h i n g her replace the g a u z e neat ly , 
t h e n k n e e l i n g to p r a y once again f o r 
this m a n D o n J o a q u i n , a n d the c a r o u ­
sel is quiet i n his hear t . 

II 

" T h e cock w i l l p luck the h e n t o n i g h t . " 
" A h , C h a t o , m y f r i e n d , h o w m a n y 

sons w i l l y o u s i re? 5? 6? C a n y o u e v e n 
father one, y o u s o n of a b i t c h ! " 

" S h e is b i g - h i p p e d . She w i l l c a r r y 
m a n y c h i l d r e n . " 

" A l w a y s s t a n d u p . T h a t w a y y o u 
w o n ' t get p r e g n a n t . L o o k at m e , o n l y 
7!!" 

" F u l l m o o n c h i l d r e n are b o r n w i t h 
h o r n s . " 

"Le t ' s see y o u kiss the b r i d e . " 
" . . . t h e n I t o o k o f f m y pants a n d I 

t o l d h e r " N o w y o u p u t t h e m o n , " and 
she d i d . T h e n I said "See! T h e pants f i t 
m e , not y o u . D o n ' t forget that it 's me 
w h o w e a r s t h e m .. . !" 

O n l y w i t h an escaping nervous laugh 
did she open her m o u t h to reveal s l ight­
ly e n l a r g e d g u m s — a n d A m a n d a w a s 
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n e r v o u s . A n d exc i ted . A n d f r i g h t e n e d 
by the n e w a r r a n g e m e n t , this idea of 
m a r r i a g e . H e r f a m i l y cal led her w i l d , 
l ike the jackrabbits , t i m i d , not s t r o n g , 
but s t r o n g - w i l l e d , and n o n e expected 
her to m a r r y . B u t m a r r i e d she was to a 
s t ranger near ly t w i c e her age. 

In one b r e a t h she d r i f t e d f r o m the 
pr ies t w i t h his m a t r i m o n i a l r o s a r y 
chains l inking them together unt i l death, 
to the recept ion w h e r e the n e i g h b o r ­
h o o d m e n w i t h the i r r i b b o n e d gui tars 
p l a y i n g m u s i c that j u m p e d w i t h dance 
steps a n d w h e r e she smeared her 
dress w i t h chi le , to f i n a l l y her h u s ­
band's c r u s t y r o o m s . 

T h e r o o m s w e r e h u m i d u n t i l she 
s tar ted the f i re . W i t h a s tove, table, 
t w o chairs , shelves a n d the bed she sat 
o n , it was house not yet a h o m e and 
h e r d u t y w a s made clear by the l i g h t 
of the f i re b u r n i n g . A m a n d a h e a r d the 
h o o v e s of his h o r s e , t h e n the creak 
f r o m the saddle sea t ing a m a n h e a v y 
w i t h d r i n k . She h e a r d his s p u r s reach 
the w o o d e n p o r c h ; a n u n s t e a d y pace. 
T h e pace receded and became cushioned 
w i t h dis tance as he reached the e n d of 
the p o r c h , l o u d e r as he a p p r o a c h e d 
the d o o r , t h e n receded again . F i n a l l y 
the pac ing s topped and she heard h i m 
s t r ike a m a t c h , i m a g i n i n g h i m l i g h t i n g 
his c igar . She j u m p e d f r o m the bed 
w h e n the d o o r s w u n g open . H e s t o o d 
there , i m m o b i l e . T o the back of h i m 
lay the d r y , co ld f l a t l a n d s , t h i n w i t h 
h u n g e r . In f r o n t of h i m s tood A m a n d a , 
f r i g h t e n e d , p u r e , her s k i n b r o w n a n d 
r i c h l ike the fert i le so i l , l ike the f r u i t f u l 
e a r t h s h o u l d be, his h e a r t l a n d , o n l y 

hope, n o w his w i f e , amidst the w a r m t h 
of the f i re . 

H i s h a n d was l ike ice o n her b u d d i n g 
breasts and he p i n c h e d her nipples 
g e n t l y . A m a n d a was t e r r i f i e d . U n a b l e 
to m o v e , m e s m e r i z e d by the sensat ion 
of his f i n g e r s , she closed h e r eyes and 
t r i e d to i m a g i n e dea th . T h e p a i n w a s 
too great , h e r m o t h e r sa id , she m u s t 
bear i t , c l e n c h y o u r teeth , c h i l d r e n are 
made by pa in , her m o t h e r said, ch i ldren 
are b o r n by p a i n , but she felt the 
sof tness of l ips t o u c h the sides of h e r 
b o d y , as soft as a cat's w a l k . T h a t 
n i g h t he said her n a m e a t h o u s a n d 
t imes w i t h o u t sounds , p r o b i n g her 
u n t i l h i s f i n g e r s w e r e lost s o m e w h e r e 
i n m a i d e n ha i r . T h e s t o r m came as a 
s u r p r i s e , the t ropica l r a i n f a l l b e t w e e n 
h e r legs, t h e n he came h a r d and w e t , 
w i t h a g r u n t close to her ear. 

A m a n d a lay there t h i n k i n g of the 
m o i s t n e s s , the i t c h . H e f i n a l l y t u r n e d 
a w a y to sleep and she t h o u g h t , so this 
is l o v e , r e a c h i n g d o w n to contact her 
u n d i s c o v e r e d i s land w h i c h C h a t o had 
just c la imed his o w n . She b r o u g h t her 
m o i s t e n e d f ingers u p to her nose. So 
th is , she t h o u g h t , w a s the s m e l l of 
love . R a i s i n g the same h a n d u p to the 
m o o n l i g h t , she spot ted red f ingers . 
T h e m o o n was red . She w o k e C h a t o . 

" C h a t o , " she said. " I ' m n o l o n g e r a 
c h i l d . L o o k . " She he ld her h a n d f o r 
h i m to see. 

" Y o u ' r e s t i l l a c h i l d , " he said, " b u t 
one that can bear c h i l d r e n . " 

G o d d idn ' t l i s ten to me, and ne i ther 
d id y o u , C h a t o . Y o u are as g u i l t y as I 
a m . 

" A n i t a , the y o u n g couple , they have 
been m a r r i e d f o r three m o n t h s w i t h 
n o w o r d of c h i l d r e n . " 

" C o m a d r e , the f i rs t three m o n t h s 
of a chi ld are quiet ones. She is probably 
o n her f o u r t h m o n t h n o w . " 

"If that is so A n i t a , t h e n tel l me w h y 
she is v i s i t i n g D o n S e r a f i n , G o d help 
h i m ? She is d r y , that 's w h y ! W h a t 
sadness. So y o u n g , so useless ." 

" W h a t ' s t h i s ? V i s i t s w i t h the d e v i l 
h i m s e l f ? M a y G o d in heaven save us 
all , w h e n d id y o u hear of t h i s ? " 

"I .. . w e l l . . . the c u r t a i n s are t h i n i n 
the confess ional b o o t h s . " 

" G o d save us , y o u h e a r d A m a n d a ' s 
sins, C o m a d r e ? " 

" H o w c o u l d I he lp it A n i t a , I was 
next i n l i n e ? " 

" M a y G o d f o r g i v e y o u f o r l i s t e n i n g . 
W h a t d id the jackrabbit say ? C o m e s to 
c h u r c h o n l y w h e n she needs G o d ' s 
h e l p . " 

" O n l y t h i s : s o m e t h i n g about p r o b ­
lems, s o m e t h i n g about c o r n si lk tea, 
s o m e t h i n g about D o n S e r a f i n . T h e n , 
S e ñ o r a R a m i r e z enters c a r r y i n g her 
y o u n g e s t , a n d f o r n o reason the c h i l d 
begins s c r e a m i n g l ike a s o u l i n h e l l . I 
couldn ' t hear another w o r d . " 

" S o y o u n g , so useless. A n d to t h i n k 
y o u r d a u g h t e r w o u l d have been just 
r i g h t for C h a t o . " 

" S o y o u n g . B u t she doesn't have 
hal f the p r o b l e m s Señora R a m i r e z 
has, y o u k n o w , m a r r i e d to the d r u n k 
and all . . . " 

A m a n d a s a w the t w o w o m e n crack­
l i n g o n the f r o n t steps of the c h u r c h . 
She had lit t w o candles f o r the H o l y 

V i r g i n w h e n she came o u t just i n t i m e 
to see the t w o stop and stare at her . 
She b o w e d out of c u s t o m to t h e m a n d 
began h e r ha l f m i l e w a l k t o w a r d s h e r 
h o u s e to get there before the deep 
d a r k . She w a l k e d q u i c k l y , r e c o g n i z i n g 
the d i f f e r e n t houses and paths . W h e n 
she passed the great w h i t e house , she 
s a w D o n J o a q u i n s i t t i n g o n the p o r c h 
w i t h bare feet. W e r e he not l i v i n g 
a lone at the t i m e , the b a r k i n g of the 
dogs w o u l d have a w a k e n e d the h o u s e ­
h o l d . H e s a w her s m a l l i m a g e a n d 
w a v e d f o r h e r to c o m e i n . A m a n d a , 
w r a p p e d i n her rebozo , q u i c k l y w a l k e d 
a w a y , d i s a p p e a r i n g — l i k e the d r e a m s 
he o f t e n h a d of her . A s he lay d o w n , 
D o n Joaquin promised himself he w o u l d 
have to see her again. 

She r e m e m b e r e d . It is so h a r d b e i n g 
female , A m a n d a , and y o u m u s t u n d e r ­
s t a n d that that is the w a y it w a s 
m e a n t to be, said the priest in the confes­
sional. B u t this is pa in , Father , to s p r o u t 
a c h i l d that w e can't feed o r care for . 
P r a y , pray , pray , said the priest, but w h a t 
is a p o o r A m a n d a to do? T h e m o o n 
has h i d d e n i ts face m a n y t imes a n d I 
s t i l l have yet to bleed. D r i e d o r a n g e 
peels, a n d e v e n c o r n si lk tea, w i l l s t i r 
the b l o o d to f l o w , said Don Serafin. Each 
m o r n i n g I w a i t . Just d r i n k the tea, 
d r i n k i t . 

E a c h m o r n i n g is d r e a r i e r t h a n the 
last. To a w a k e n and feel s o m e t h i n g 
ins ide d r a i n i n g y o u . L y i n g o n m y 
back, I can a lmost see w h e r e a l l m y 
energy is go ing , be low m y nave l , w h e r e 
m y h a i r s tops . It w i l l be s o o n , he said. I 
s t roke it to ca lm its v u l g a r h u n g e r , but 
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it w o n ' t be sat isf ied u n t i l it gets al l of 
me. T h e n he w a n t s me. A m a n d a , 
A m a n d a , I love to h o l d y o u , to love 
y o u , said Chato. H e l ikes m o r n i n g s . I lie 
there r u b b i n g m y belly w h i l e he kneads 
m y breasts . I k n o w w h a t he w a n t s and 
I h i d e the s ickness f r o m h i m . B u t 
F a t h e r , w a s n ' t H e supposed to take 
care of us , H i s p o o r ? W h e n y o u lie 
t o g e t h e r , it is f o r c rea t ing c h i l d r e n , 
said the priest, y o u have s i n n e d , p r a y . 
Sex is the o n l y free pleasure w e have . 
It m a k e s us feel l ike c louds f o r the 
m i n u t e s that not even y o u can prevent . 
Y o u ask us not to lie together , but w e 
are not m a d e of y o u , w e are not gods. 
Y o u G o d , e a t i n g a n d d r i n k i n g as y o u 
l i k e , y o u , there , n o t f e e l i n g the sweat 
o r the pests that feed o n the s k i n , y o u 
s i t t i n g w i t h a k i n g l y l u s t f o r c o m f o r t , 
te l l us that w e w i l l be p a i d later o n i n 
dea th . A m a n d a , A m a n d a , I love y o u , 
said Chato. L i s t e n to m e , c o n d e m n m e 
to h e l l , to the l i f e , to a n y t h i n g , b u t 
please, please, let m e n o t be p r e g n a n t . 
It w i l l be s o o n . 

" Y o u m a k e me c r a z y . G e t u p ! L o o k 
at y o u r dress . H o w l i n g l ike a c o y o t e ! " 

She t r e m b l e d w i t h m i s e r y as he led 
h e r i n t o the house . T h e k i t c h e n was 
d a r k except f o r one candle o n the table 
w h i c h f l i c k e r e d t h e i r p h a n t o m images 
o n the w a l l s . She sat, s t a r i n g i n t o the 
candle w h i l e he p r e p a r e d some herbs 
a n d w a t e r . N u m b l y , she opened her 
m o u t h s l o w l y w i t h each teaspoon he 
fed her . 

" T h e m o o n ' s face is h i d d e n a g a i n , " 
she said b e t w e e n teaspoons, s t i l l l o o k ­
i n g at the candle as h e r tears r o l l e d 
d o w n l ike the m e l t e d w a x a l o n g the 
candles t ick . Beads of sweat f o r m e d o n 
h is face. W h y is it that he c o u l d n e v e r 
u n d e r s t a n d h e r ? T h e m o o n ' s face is 
h i d d e n ? She sees i t . I see i t , b u t I f i n d 
h e r h o w l i n g l ike a coyote , f i g h t i n g i n 
the d i r t . A t w h a t ? T h e faceless m o o n ? 
W h a t the d e v i l is h a p p e n i n g to y o u ? 
W h a t is caus ing y o u so m u c h pa in? 

H e w a t c h e d her t u r n i n t o a h u r r i ­
cane i n the darkness . She t h r e w u p 
the m e a l she c o u l d not accord to , 
s h a t t e r e d dishes , a n d o v e r t u r n e d the 
s m a l l k i t c h e n table. W i n d e d , she c o l ­
lapsed o n the f l o o r s o b b i n g u n t i l h e r 
eyes w e r e s w o l l e n . 

A s c o n f u s e d and a f r a i d as he w a s 
w h e n he f i r s t h e l d a rabbi t , he h e l d 
her . She w a s car r ied i n t o the n e x t 
r o o m w h e r e she w a s g e n t l y la id o n the 
bed, s t rands of h a i r r e m o v e d f r o m h e r 
face, a n d a b lanket t h r o w n o v e r h e r 
t r e m b l i n g b o d y . She h e a r d h i m f u m b ­
l i n g t h r o u g h some boxes i n the closet 
a n d she t u r n e d to f i n d h i m h o l d i n g the 
c a r o u s e l . 

" C h i l d r e n die l ike crops h e r e , " she 
Said, b u t he could not hear h e r f o r the 
bells of carouse l m u s i c came f o r t h 
s o u n d i n g like an orchestra in the silence 
of the n i g h t . 

III 

H e w a t c h e d h e r breasts q u i v e r each 
t i m e she w i p e d the s m a l l c reaky tables 
a r o u n d h i m , a n d he v i e w e d t h e m w i t h 
s low admirat ion . D o n Joaquin was alone, 
except for her , i n the one r o o m c a n t i n a 
w h e r e the w o o d e n f l o o r p l a n k s w e r e 
c o v e r e d w i t h dust , and d r a n k mescal 
f r o m a clay m u g , s w a l l o w i n g the s t i n g ­
i n g c lear l i q u i d fast. H e p o u n d e d his 
e m p t y m u g o n the table s t a r t l i n g her , 
he e n j o y i n g h e r f r i g h t , her breasts 
q u i v e r i n g as she scrambled over to the 
bar a n d r e t u r n e d to his table, f l i c k i n g 
her l o n g h a i r o v e r her shoulder . 

T h e w o m a n fe l t h is b l u r r y red eyes 
b u r n holes i n t o h e r s k i n and she 
t h o u g h t Y o u l o n e l y , l o n e l y c o w a r d ; i f 
y o u n e e d a w o m a n , m a r r y a loca l , 

share y o u r m o n e y . She not i ced his 
beard speckled w i t h g r a y a n d t h o u g h t , 
O r d r i n k y o u r n i g h t s a n d w h a t ' s lef t 
of y o u r y o u t h a w a y . 

A t f i r s t he p i c t u r e d h i m s e l f f ee l ing 
her bare h ips , s u c k l i n g those del ic ious 
breasts , b u t n o w , w h i l e she s tood 
there p o u r i n g the mesca l , he h a t e d 
the w o m a n because she w a s d u l l l ike 
w o r n b r o n z e . H e r h a i r , h e r face, espe­
c ia l ly h e r eyes, re f lec ted the sameness 
of everydays , the w a s t e — a n d he hated. 
B e f o r e , he w a s c o m f o r t e d w i t h books , 
but here , people w e r e p u z z l e d w i t h 
his w o r d s , his k n o w l e d g e . L a t e r , he 
t u r n e d to w o m e n . N o w he was content 
to d r i n k . 

D o n J o a q u i n p u f f e d o n his second 
c igar w h i l e p l a y i n g w i t h a sp l in ter 
f r o m a table w h i c h bit i n t o his f i n g e r 
a n d caused b lo o d beads. I'll be d a m n e d , 
he m u t t e r e d , b r i n g i n g his f inger closer, 
a n d he w e d g e d o u t the sp l in ter w i t h 
the p o i n t o f his k n i f e . W i t h one last 
gulp he finished the mescal and l istened, 
h i s h a n d s t i l l c u p p i n g the m u g , to the 
c u s h i o n e d s o u n d s of dogs b a r k i n g at 
the m e n w a l k i n g h o m e f r o m the fields. 
D o n ' t y o u get t i r e d of eat ing the dust 
that be longs to s o m e o n e else's l and? 
he t h o u g h t . T h e g l o w b u r n of the 
e v e n i n g s u n c rea ted a slab of l i g h t o n 
the table w h e r e he sat w a t c h i n g the 
m e n p r o c e e d h o m e , the i r s h a d o w pas­
s i n g the w i n d o w . H i s f i n g e r bled. O f 
g o i n g h o m e to d u l l - e y e d w i v e s a n d 
f i l t h y , i g n o r a n t c h i l d r e n that look just 
l ike y o u ? 

" S e n o r , " the w o m a n said, " y o u r 
f i n g e r . It bleeds. P u t th is , l ike th i s , 
a r o u n d i t . " She h a n d e d h i m a h a n d k e r ­
chief w i t h h e r in i t ia l s and he re c o g­
n i z e d the des ign , t o u c h i n g the e m b r o i ­
d e r y l i g h t l y . " S e ñ o r a M á r q u e z . She 
makes b e a u t i f u l , the h a n d k e r c h i e f s , 
p i l l o w cases, scarfs , just y o u ask h e r , " 
the w o m a n said , w a t c h i n g h i m , he 
si lent. T h e c lang of a single bell signaled 
the b e g i n n i n g of e v e n i n g mass a n d 
s o o n the l i g h t s lab o n the table m e l t e d 
i n t o the a p p r o a c h i n g n i g h t . H i s legs 
w e r e o u t s t r e t c h e d a n d crossed at the 
ankles , his c igar b u r n i n g a dark spot 
o n the edge of the table. T h e w o m a n 
s t i l l w a t c h e d h i m , f r o m the bar n o w , 
as he g a z e d i n t o the g r a y i n g h o r i z o n . 
H e is n o t here , she t h o u g h t , perhaps 
he is i n the r i c h va l leys of Zacateca 
r u n n i n g t h r o u g h the g r e e n f ields as a 
boy. O r is th is r i c h s o n i n colleges u p 
n o r t h , states u n i t e d ? T h i s m a n , he can 
r e t u r n to those places a n y t i m e , but 
w h y a l w a y s r e t u r n here , to d r i n k a n d 
b u r n m y tables? 

A s D o n J o a q u i n got u p to leave he 
asked the w o m a n her n a m e . 

" D o e s it m a t t e r ? " she asked. 
" N o . I guess n o t , " he r e p l i e d . D o n 

Joaquin staggered to his horse, b u r p i n g 
the l i q u o r . T h e mass w a s o v e r and he 
s a w t w o w o m e n o n the c h u r c h steps 
t a l k i n g as he h e a v e d o n t o the saddle. 
W h e n he r e a c h e d the p o r c h of his 
h o m e , he f e l l . T h e dogs l i cked his face 
w h i l e he sat o n the steps, his hands 
s l i p p i n g s e v e r a l t imes before he was 
able to r e m o v e his boots . H e t h o u g h t 
he h a d f i r s t i m a g i n e d her , but w h e n 
the dogs began b a r k i n g , he k n e w it 
w a s h e r a n d he w a v e d f o r her to come. 
A m a n d a , w r a p p e d i n her rebozo, quick­
ly w a l k e d a w a y , d i s a p p e a r i n g — l i k e 
the d r e a m s he o f t e n h a d of her . A s he 
lay d o w n , D o n Joaq in p r o m i s e d h i m ­
self he w o u l d h a v e to see h e r again. 

M o u t h s f i r s t m u r m u r sentences, 
n o w s h o u t w o r d s . L i b e r a t o r , they call 
h i m as he b r i n g s D o n J o a q u i n i n w h i l e 
the c o o l breeze b u r s t s g e n t l y d r y the 
d r o o l i n g sal iva f r o m the d y i n g m a n . 

R i g h t before the d a w n i n g , the k i t c h ­
en fires g l o w e d f r o m the w i n d o w across 
the v i l lage . T h e w o m e n w o k e f i r s t to 

prepare tacos o f tor t i l l as a n d beans 
w r a p p e d i n c l o t h f o r l u n c h . T h e n the 
m e n w o k e , groggy , achy, quie t ly eat ing 
t h e i r t o r t i l l a a n d salt, w i t h or w i t h o u t 
chi le . W i t h t h e i r l u n c h i n one h a n d , 
the i r tools i n the o the r , t h e y w a l k e d to 
the f ie lds , the o lder ones w i t h t h e i r 
s k i n of lea ther a n d maps of age o n 
t h e i r faces; the y o u n g e r ones , l ike 
C h a t o , h o p e f u l s t i l l , no t yet r e s i g n e d . 
A n d t h e y t a l k e d , these vague images 
of m e n at d a w n . T h e y ta lked i n l o w 
voices about a t h i n g g o i n g o n b e y o n d 
the i r v i l lage , a r e v o l u t i o n . T h e r e was a 
p l a n , a y o u n g one said, by some indio , 
to d iv ide the land and give it to landless 
people . D o e s that m e a n the death of 
the l ikes of D o n Joaquin? asked a n 
o l d e r o n e , h i s v o i c e c r u m b l i n g . 
Ta lk , a l l ta lk, C h a t o t h o u g h t . H e h a d 
f i n a l l y saved e n o u g h to d o w n pay o n a 
piece of l a n d , a n d he saved every 
p e n n y because he d i d not believe i n 
talk, o r the r e v o l u t i o n , o r f o r that 
mat ter , G o d . 

T h e voices f o l l o w t h e m to C h a t o ' s 
p o r c h . T h e r e v o l u t i o n a r y , t h e y say, 
the h o n o r a b l e l i b e r a t o r of the v i l lage . 
T h e m o u n t a i n s w i l l be y o u r h o m e 
n o w . 

A t m i d day, D o n Joaquin inspected 
the p r o g r e s s i o n of w o r k f r o m a h i l l 
o v e r l o o k i n g the f ie lds . H e c o u l d bare ly 
see the w o r k e r s g a t h e r e d toge ther 
u n d e r a tree ea t ing . H e r e m e m b e r e d 
the w o m a n i n the cant ina . N o . It rea l ly 
d idn ' t m a t t e r that he k n o w her n a m e , 
a n d it rea l ly d i d n ' t m a t t e r that he 
k n e w the w o r k e r s ' names . T h e y w e r e 
al l the same. H e s i g n a l l e d to the f o r e ­
m a n w i t h a w h i s t l e . N o t h i n g rea l ly 
m a t t e r e d m u c h . A f t e r g i v i n g i n s t r u c ­
t ions , he rode of f to the cant ina , the 
f o r e m a n w a t c h i n g the c louds of dus t 
car r i ed a w a y by the breeze. 

Y o u t o l d h i m , y o u t o l d h i m , she kept 
t e l l i n g the d y i n g m a n , h o l d i n g the 
heavy rosary and p r a y i n g f o r his death. 

T h e w o m a n s w o r e at h a v i n g the 
m i s f o r t u n e of h i m c o m i n g t h r o u g h 
her d o o r s o f the c a n t i n a , a n d she 
h a n d e d h i m the m u g f u l of mescal 
before he w e n t to his u s u a l table near 
the w i n d o w . " S e n o r , " she said, " y o u 
took i t , m y h a n d k e r c h i e f , " a n d she 
he ld out her h a n d . 

" S e ñ o r i t a , " he said, " w h e r e does 
this Señora M á r q u e z l i v e ? " 

C h a t o has s u r r e n d e r e d his bed a n d 
his w i f e to th is d y i n g m a n a n d he sits 
q u i e t l y o n a crate v i e w i n g the m o u n ­
tains f r o m the next r o o m , w h e r e i n t o 
a b l i s s f u l sleep, he can see his heart 
s m i l i n g . 

F o r m o n t h s , D o n Joaquin came f r o m 
the backside af ter C h a t o left to w o r k 
the f ie lds , ready w i t h c o m f o r t , eager 
to please, r u s t i n g her s o u l w i t h sadness 
a l i t t le m o r e each t i m e . It n u m b e d 
A m a n d a , this sadness a n d she k n e w 
she w a s d y i n g ins ide f o r h e r s ins . She 
had res is ted his advances at f i r s t , even 
r e f u s i n g big s u m s of m o n e y f o r her 
e m b r o i d e r y u n t i l one day, r i g h t before 
the f u l l heat of the n o o n day s u n she 
r e m e m b e r e d , he ceased his elaborate 
r o m a n t i c s , the o f f e r i n g s , a n d g u i d e d 
her h a n d to his l o i n s , h a r d l ike a s tone, 
a n d he r u b b e d h e r h a n d against it 
u n t i l he eased a w a y , a n d she rea l ized 
she was r u b b i n g of h e r o w n free w i l l , 
w i t h o u t his h a n d and she began to die. 

W h e n D o n Joaquin p u l l e d u p h e r 
sk i r t , she h e a r d the m u s i c of the 
carouse l . C h a t o , she sang to herself , 
o v e r a n d o v e r , m y l o v e l y C h a t o , I miss 
y o u , y o u r w a r m t h , y o u r scent, y o u 
l o v e d . D a m n y o u , d a m n y o u , f o r g i v e 
a n d get o n w i t h o u r l i fe , she t h o u g h t 
o v e r a n d o v e r ; b u t it was o v e r , h e r 
m a r r i a g e w a s o v e r ; n o w her a f fa i r 
w i t h D o n Joaquin w o u l d s o o n be o v e r 
because g u i l t h a d g r o w n i n t o a cancer . 

H e r cheeks w e r e s u n k e n , he not iced, 
her hands t r e m b l e d , w h e n she t o l d 
h i m goodbye. " A s y o u w i s h , " he repl ied 
w i t h o u t l o o k i n g at her eyes. " B u t 
r e m e m b e r , " p a u s i n g , the shock so 
great , " a d o g is m e a n e r w h e n his p a w 
is c r u s h e d . " H e rode off , w i t h o u t 
s t o p p i n g to see the p r o g r e s s i o n of the 
w o r k e r s , r i d i n g s t ra ight to the cant ina 
w h e r e the w o m a n w a i t e d w i t h a m u g ­
f u l of mescal , the dus t m a k i n g his eyes 
w a t e r w i t h m i s e r y as he rode, his 
h a n d k e r c h i e f c r u m b l e d up i n his pock­
et, t h i n k i n g A d i o s , A m a n d a m i a . 

I V 

T h e b u r d e n lies i n c a r r y i n g the m o u n ­
t a i n . W h e t h e r I t r a v e l paths o n foot , 
m y cal louses as th i ck as lea ther , o r 
r ide o n p a v e d streets i n a d i r t y bus , I 
have n e v e r seen m y s e l f m o v i n g . Be ­
cause the m o u n t a i n is too b ig f o r too 
l i t t le h a n d s , one c losed heart , t o o 
i m m o v a b l e , a n d so f i n a l l y a f ter the 
l o n g , l o n g , j o u r n e y , k e e p i n g a pocket 
rad io close, the static of the m o u n t a i n 
s i z z l i n g i n m y ear, m y lone c o m p a n i o n 
except f o r the h a n d k e r c h i e f , I m u s t 
l i s ten f i n a l l y to the m o u n t a i n ' s songs 
a n d s o r r o w s , before the g r a v e l hi ts 
m y face a g a i n . I face the m o u n t a i n 
o n l y to r e a l i z e — s u c h b l i n d n e s s i n me— 
that the m o u n t a i n was n o bigger 
t h a n a s tone I c o u l d h a v e t h r o w n 
to the dis tance w h e r e the e a r t h a n d 
s k y meet , t h r o w n it a w a y at t w e n t y -
f o u r but ins tead w a i t e d f i f t y - e i g h t 
years la ter w h e n A m a n d a r e t u r n e d 
s t i l l d a m n e d , s t i l l g r i e v i n g , s t i l l l o v i n g 
y o u , o n the D a y of the D e a d , that 
day w h e n all the ve ins of m e m o r i e s 
are p l u m p e d w i t h b lood to resurrec t 

so that f i n a l l y A m a n d a , y o u have 
r e t u r n e d m o r e s u p e r i o r t h a n I a n d 
he lped me to cast the stone, to b u r y it 
a n d w e w i l l be reconc i led f o r e t e r n i t y : 
y o u and I, o u r c h i l d r e n w e l c o m i n g us 
at the entrance o f the h e a r t l a n d . 

It w a s a l ie ; the m o u n t a i n w a s a 
s tone, the carouse l horse w i t h a g lossy 
s i lver saddle m o v i n g b u t g o i n g n o ­
w h e r e w a s just w o o d . M y s e l f as a 
l i b e r a t o r w a s also a l ie . S h o r t l y a f ter I 
lef t y o u s t a n d i n g o n the p o r c h w h e n 
w e b o t h k n e w I w a s n e v e r r e t u r n i n g ; 
y o u s t o o d there a n y w a y w i t h o u t a 
w o r d , i m m o v a b l e as the m o u n t a i n 
w a t c h i n g me r ide o f f o n a b o r r o w e d 
c l o u d . S h o r t l y a f ter that I l o v e d y o u 
m o r e t h a n w h e n I f i r s t saw y o u s t a n d ­
i n g i n m y r o o m by the f i r e , a n d w e 
b o t h k n e w t h e n all we ever needed to 
k n o w ; but o u r n e i g h b o r s d idn ' t . T h e y 
w a v e d me l ike a f lag of l ibera t ion , they 
w a t c h i n g me as y o u s tood n a i l i n g m y 
ins ides w i t h y o u r eyes, they s a y i n g to 
me " i f no t f o r Pancha a n d the niños, 
I'd go f i g h t w i t h y o u . " M e r i d i n g o f f to 
a d i f f e r e n t w a r , a d i f f e r e n t j o u r n e y 
that w a s not to e n d f o r the rest of m y 
l i fe , to e n d here i n an A m e r i c a n c i ty 
w i t h tubes i n m y nose a n d a r m s , u p 
n o r t h Tejas, C a l i f o r n i a , w h e r e the 
federales w o u l d n ' t k i l l me f o r m u r d e r , 
m a y b e . M a y b e to escape not f r o m 
t h e m b u t f r o m y o u and y o u r a d u l t e r y . 
A n d yet I c o u l d n e v e r forget y o u ; and 
n e v e r f o r g i v e y o u , A m a n d a . A f t e r I 
lef t y o u , a f ter I lef t the v i l l age , I l i v e d 
f o r f i f t y - e i g h t years but n e v e r s a w l i fe 
aga in . It began w h e n I cheated y o u , 
d r a i n e d y o u ; y o u , i n t u r n , cheated 
D o n J o a q u i n ; he cheated me a n d so I 
k i l l e d h i m . M a y b e w e w e r e al l b o r n 
cheated. T h e r e is no justice, o n l y h o n o r 
i n tha t l i t t l e w o r l d o u t i n the desert 
w h e r e o u r h o u s e sits l ike decayed 
bones . A l l that can be done is w h a t 
y o u have done A m a n d a ; sit o n the 
p o r c h and w e a v e y o u r threads i n t o 
t ime . 
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B L U E R O S E 

C h e p i t o was s i t t i n g in the park; he was 
l o o k i n g real f ine i n his plaids and tank top. 
H i s muscles looked even bigger w i t h his nice 
tan. H e smel led so good , l ike he'd t a k e n a 
bath i n a t u b f u l l of c l e a n - s m e l l i n g soap. 
Y o u could hear m u s i c al l a r o u n d and 
e v e r y o n e was i n a happy m o o d . S o m e people 
w e r e d a n c i n g , some d r i n k i n g , some s m o k i n g , 
o thers just t a l k i n g . C h e p i t o was l o o k i n g 

. a r o u n d f o r Ce les te w h o was supposed to 
meet h i m at the park . Ce les te w a s a real 
pre t ty g i r l w i t h l o n g s i lky ha i r w h i c h had 
been dyed by the s u n and was n o w f u l l of 
d i f f e r e n t colors . 

C h e p i t o had been w a i t i n g n o w an h o u r 
and was sort of m a d . F i n a l l y C e l e s t e s h o w e d 
up. H e r eyes l o o k e d s m a l l and s w o l l e n : she 
had been c r y i n g . S h e was w e a r i n g some 
s tra ight leg jeans and a sh i r t w i t h a d r a w i n g 
of a nice, l o w r i d i n g b o m b that read " M i s s i o n 
K n i g h t s . " E v e n t h o u g h she had p u t her 
m a k e u p o n nicely , she s t i l l l o o k e d sad. She 
came to C h e p i t o and said, " H i babe," and 
gave h i m a kiss o n the cheek. C h e p i t o was 
g o i n g to ask her w h a t took her so l o n g , but 
after he s a w her face he k n e w s o m e t h i n g 
was w r o n g . C e l e s t e burs t out i n tears; she 
j u s t couldn ' t h o l d it i n any longer . 

" W h a t ' s the mat ter Ce les te , is s o m e t h i n g 
w r o n g ? D i d s o m e b o d y tel l y o u s o m e t h i n g 
about me? I d idn ' t do n o t h i n g Ce les te , y o u 
k n o w I love y o u . " 

" N o babe, it's not that . It's m y dad, he's 
m o v i n g back to C h i c a g o and I don' t w a n t to 
go, I w a n t to stay here w i t h y o u ! " 

" D o n ' t w o r r y about it, e v e r y t h i n g ' s g o n n a 
be al l r ight . C o m e o n , let's go k ick back i n 
the car . " 

Y o u c o u l d see a big smi le o n Celeste 's face. 
H e r teeth w e r e w h i t e as pearls and v e r y 
s t ra ight . E v e r y t h i n g was so easy w i t h 
C h e p i t o ; he a lways made her feel g o o d n o 
mat ter w h a t was happening . 

H e had a v e r y nice car, a R i v i e r a c u s t o m -
painted w i t h l i f ts all a r o u n d . C h e p i t o called 
it the " B l u e R o s e . " T h e y had ta lked th ings 
over and decided that the best w a y to stay 
together w o u l d be for t h e m to get m a r r i e d . 
C h e p t i o w e n t to Celeste 's father . C h e p i t o 
t h o u g h t th ings w e r e g o i n g to be so easy, but 
it t u r n e d out the o t h e r w a y . Celeste 's fa ther 
didn' t w a n t her to be m a r r i e d because she 
was too y o u n g and a n y w a y , he didn' t l ike 
C h e p i t o . 

" L o o k , y o u can't choose for Ce les te al l her 
l i fe . T h i s is a choice she has to make for 
herself w h e t h e r y o u l ike me or n o t , " C h e p i t o 
ins is ted. 

" N o w y o u look C h e p i t o , I don ' t w a n t to 
hear a n y t h i n g f r o m y o u so get out of here 
and don't come back!" her fa ther a n s w e r e d 
w h i l e Celes te burs t out i n t o tears again. 

" D o n ' t w o r r y babe, pack u p y o u r th ings 
and I'll pick y o u up t o n i g h t , " C h e p i t o to ld 
her as he w a l k e d out the door . " W e ' l l get 
m a r r i e d in R e n o , all r i g h t ? " 

S u d d e n l y Ce les te was happy again . 
T h a t n ight Ce les te and C h e p i t o w e r e o n 

their w a y , happier t h a n they had ever been, 
l i s ten ing to O l d i e s and p l a n n i n g the i r f u t u r e . 
T h e y w e r e o n a l o n g br idge and they c o u l d 
see a f u l l m o o n s h i n i n g o n the ocean. "I love 
y o u C h e p i t o , and I'll never love a n y o n e l ike I 
do y o u . " 

"I love y o u too C e l e s t e . " 
A t r u c k was pass ing by w h e n it suddenly 

lost c o n t r o l and crashed t o w a r d s t h e m , 
k n o c k i n g t h e m t o w a r d s the i r side of the 
br idge. T h e car was all smashed u p . 
S t r u g g l i n g , C h e p i t o l i f t ed his head and said, 
" C e l e s t e , are y o u O . K . ? " 

It took a w h i l e for Ce les te to a n s w e r . 
W h e n she was f ina l ly able to, al l she said 
was , "I love y o u C h e p i t o . " T h o s e w e r e her 
last w o r d s as she died i n his a rms . 

by Crisela Montero 

Illustration by CHATA PEREZ 

T O H A V E A N D T O H O L D F R O M T H I S D A Y F O R W A R D 

I escape t h r o u g h m y w r i t i n g , 
Instead of all the y e l l i n g and f i g h t i n g . 
W h a t are y o u t r y i n g to do, r ip me apart? 
A r e n ' t y o u sat isf ied w i t h h a v i n g b r o k e n m y heart? 
It's been a long t ime since I shed some tears, 
B e e n t h r o u g h too m a n y changes, so m a n y years . 
I r e m e m b e r w h e n y o u w e r e m y e v e r y brea th , 
A n d w h e n y o u came w i t h the h ickey , that was m y death ! 
B u t I 'm ge t t ing " t o g e t h e r " m y " s t u f f , " 
A n d life w i t h o u t y o u is less r o u g h . 
Y o u t h i n k y o u ' r e so " c o o l , " 
I k n o w w h a t y o u ' r e d o i n g , I ain't n o f o o l . 
Y o u ' r e r u n n i n g a r o u n d , 
H e r e , there, al l over t o w n . 
It hasn't been easy w i t h the baby, 
Y o u i n m y s h o e s ? — n o t even m a y b e ! 
W h e n y o u left I couldn ' t sleep or eat, 
I'd just lay a r o u n d all day and weep. 
N o w I feel s t ronger , less t o r n , 
So good , l ike r e b o r n . 
Y o u threatened to hit me and take the baby a w a y , 
H o w can I forget? In m y heart that ' l l a l w a y s stay. 
T h e m e m o r i e s are the ones that used to d r i v e me crazy , 
A n d n o w , they just all seem so h a z y . 
I r e m e m b e r I hit her w h e n I was m a d , 
A n d after I w a n t e d to die, it h u r t so bad. 
It wasn ' t her fault her m o m m a and daddy w e r e apart , 
If she w e r e older , it w o u l d break h e r heart . 
A n g e r ! H u r t ! P a i n ! 
N o , n o it cou ld never be the same. 
I begged y o u to come back t ime after t ime, 
A n d all y o u did was feed me l ine after l ine. 
I'm g o i n g to therapy, and I'm "at the c o n t r o l s , " 
C o p i n g , u n d e r s t a n d i n g and g r o w i n g , are m y u l t i m a t e goals. 
I don' t feel bit ter , r e s e n t f u l or m a d , 
Just k inda e m p t y , m o s t l y sad. 

T h i n k i n g about h o w it used to be, 
T w o crazy kids , r u n n i n g free. 
I r e m e m b e r w h e n I cut of f m y r ings , 
T h e n d y i n g the next m o r n i n g , p a c k i n g all y o u r th ings . 
I pled w i t h y o u to tel l me w h a t I was d o i n g w r o n g , 
W h y te l l ing me, did it take y o u so l o n g . 
I to ld y o u I needed help, that I d idn ' t feel l ike " m e . " 
A l l y o u said was " Y o u ' l l be o k a y babe, y o u ' l l see." 
T h e n w h e n y o u m o v e d in w i t h y o u r n e w " r o o m m a t e , " 
I t h o u g h t " h o w c o u l d h e " I c o u l d have k i l led y o u , such hate! 
I used to pray to the " B i g g y " up there , 
" B r i n g h i m back to me, don' t be so u n f a i r . " 
B u t I guess H e k n e w w h a t H e was d o i n g , y o u k n o w ? 
' C a u s e g o i n g to m y sessions, has helped me g r o w . 
Welfare 's a b u m m e r , money ' s so t ight . 
S o m e t i m e s , I t r y to forget , w i t h all m y might . 
B u t I can't, w h e n I see the baby doesn't have one decent t - sh i r t , 
A n d I have to use the 6 - m o n t h lay -away plan, that real ly h u r t s . 
B u t y o u k n o w , I real ly a m w e a l t h y , 
I 'm b e c o m i n g al ive; I 'm get t ing heal thy. 
I've hated all the t imes y o u ' v e " c r a s h e d , " 
Because every t ime you 've come, y o u ' r e a lways " s m a s h e d . " 
I used to ask myse l f , " W h y do I let h i m in and let h i m make love to m e ? " 
" D u m m y , y o u st i l l love h i m — c a n ' t y o u see?" 
S o m e t i m e s I don' t k n o w y o u ; w h a t y o u feel, 
Y o u ' r e s o m e b o d y else, so " u n - f o r rea l . " 
Y o u t h i n k y o u ' r e so " s l i c k , " 
A c t i n g l ike a bachelor , w i t h y o u r n e w chick! 
If y o u even suspect I 'm w i t h somebody n e w , 
Y o u have a fit , y o u don't k n o w w h a t to do. 
If y o u ' r e g o i n g " n u t s " w o n d e r i n g if I'm seeing o ther guys 
H o w do y o u t h i n k I felt, f i n d i n g out all y o u r lies? 
Y o u tel l me all this s tuf f y o u " rea l ly regret , " 
A r e y o u sure or is it that I 'm c h a n g i n g that's a threat? 
Y o u said y o u k n o w y o u ' v e scarred me " f o r l i f e , " 
Y o u ' r e r ight , y o u h u r t m e — m e , y o u r w i f e . 

by Gloria Cardona Saucedo 



February 1979. Left to right: Alicia Arredondo, Nora Gonzales Dodson, Mary Ann Anguiano, Modesta Barbina Treviño and Santa Barraza. 

WOMEN ARTISTS OF TEXAS 

M A S = M o r e + artists + Women = M A S 

by Shifra M. Goldman 

M A S ( M u j e r e s A r t i s t a s del Suroeste) is the a c r o n y m of an act ive g r o u p of 
C h i c a n a ar t i s ts f u n c t i o n i n g i n A u s t i n w h o are v e r y a w a r e of the m u l t i p l e 
m e a n i n g s i m p l i c i t i n the i r three - le t ter n a m e . E v e n the i r exh ib i t s capital ize 
o n a play of w o r d s : " M A S y m á s , " (San A n t o n i o , M a r c h 1978); B é s a m e M á s 
( M i s s i o n , D e c e m b e r 1978), etc. C o - f o u n d e d in 1977 by S a n t a B a r r a z a and 
N o r a Gonzá lez D o d s o n , w h o is no l o n g e r act ive d u e to p e r s o n a l respons i ­
bi l i t ies , M A S has been sus ta ined t h r o u g h the energy , dedicat ion , and 
coopera t ive spir i t of w o m e n l ike B a r r a z a , D o d s o n , A l i c i a A r r e d o n d o , María 
F lores , S y l v i a O r o z c o , w h o is p r e s e n t l y s t u d y i n g at S a n C a r l o s A c a d e m y i n 
M e x i c o C i t y , and M o d e s t a T r e v i ñ o , w i f e of painter/teacher Jose Trev iño . It 
has been a vehic le f o r the e x h i b i t i o n of the i r w o r k as w e l l as m a n y o ther 
C h i c a n a and L a t i n a w o m e n f r o m A u s t i n , S a n A n t o n i o , L a r e d o , a n d o t h e r 
cities in centra l and s o u t h e r n Texas .** 

M A S did not f l o w e r i n a v a c u u m . Its m o s t i m m e d i a t e f r a m e w o r k was that 
o f the b u r g e o n i n g f e m i n i s t art m o v e m e n t . Its larger and m o r e cent ra l 
c o n t e x t was the C h i c a n o pol i t i ca l , e c o n o m i c a n d e d u c a t i o n a l s t r u g g l e i n 
Texas w h o s e c o n t e m p o r a r y phase was act ivated in the m i d sixt ies . 

M A S A N D F E M I N I S M 
F r o m O c t o b e r to D e c e m b e r 1977, W o m e n and T h e i r W o r k , a f e m i n i s t art 
o r g a n i z a t i o n f o u n d e d a year earl ier by three n o n - L a t i n a art ists , sponsored 
and f u n d e d a six w e e k m u l t i - m e d i a fes t iva l of the arts i n v o l v i n g 600 w o m e n 
f r o m A u s t i n , Dal las and H o u s t o n . It at tracted an audience of 20,000 people. 
F i f t e e n C h i c a n a s and Lat inas par t i c ipated in the fes t iva l , p r e s e n t i n g a l i ter ­
a ry s y m p o s i u m , musica l , dramat i c and dance p e r f o r m a n c e s , and e x h i b i t i o n s 

of v i s u a l arts. D o d s o n , B a r r a z a , and O r o z c o e x h i b i t e d d r a w i n g s and pa in t ­
ings d u r i n g the fes t iva l , w h i l e María F lores a n d T e r e s i n a G u e r r a s h o w e d 
p h o t o g r a p h y . C l i m a x i n g the C h i c a n a / L a t i n a events was the " E n c u e n t r o 
Art í s t i co F e m e n i l " h e l d i n N o v e m b e r at the Juárez-L inco ln Ins t i tute i n 
A u s t i n . 

In this n u r t u r i n g c l imate , the idea of M A S w a s b o r n . In succeeding years, 
the W o m e n and the i r W o r k o r g a n i z a t i o n f o r m e d alliances w i t h ar t i s ts ' 
assoc iat ions l ike M A S , the H o u s t o n a n d S a n A n t o n i o m e m b e r s of the 
W o m e n ' s C a u c u s f o r A r t (a na t iona l f e m i n i s t art associat ion w h i c h has 
sought and p r o c u r e d v i s ib i l i ty for w o m e n art is ts in major art i n s t i t u t i o n s ) , 
and the D W co-op G a l l e r y in Da l las . Its p u r p o s e was to f o r m a Texas 
n e t w o r k of w o m e n art is ts w h i c h w o u l d seek " m u t u a l s u p p o r t , r e c o g n i t i o n , 
p r o f e s s i o n a l s k i l l e n h a n c e m e n t , and i n f o r m a t i o n s h a r i n g .. . (as) part of the 
e x p a n d i n g n a t i o n a l w o m e n ' s n e t w o r k . " T h e s e goals u n d e r l i n e d the deter­
m i n a t i o n of C h i c a n a s to p r o v i d e a voice and a space f o r L a t i n a w o m e n art is ts 
w i t h i n a d isc ip l ine that is male d o m i n a t e d . S ince 1977, t h e r e f o r e , M A S has 
m a i n t a i n e d an act ive prof i l e in A u s t i n and s u r r o u n d i n g areas w i t h a series of 
e x h i b i t i o n s and act ivit ies . 

A R T A N D C H I C A N O P O L I T I C S 
T h e h i s t o r y of T e x a n C h i c a n o ar t i s t i c p a r t i c i p a t i o n i n the larger pol i t i ca l 
s t ruggle has not yet been w r i t t e n , and it is u r g e n t l y to be hoped that the 
art ists themselves w i l l d o c u m e n t the i r experiences . A l o n g w i t h par t i c ipa t ion 
i n f a r m w o r k e r s ' s t r ikes , s tudent educa t iona l d e m a n d s and w a l k o u t s , elec­
t o r a l campaigns , s t ruggles against pol ice b r u t a l i t y and i m m i g r a t i o n abuse, 



art is ts w a g e d the i r o w n battles f o r r e c o g n i t i o n of C h i c a n o ar t is t ic expres ­
s i o n . It m u s t have been e v i d e n t f r o m the s tart that t h e i r r i g h t to create the i r 
o w n i d i o m , exh ib i t t h e i r w o r k , and develop as art is ts , depended o n o r g a n ­
i z i n g together . A n d indeed, the n u m b e r of a r t i s t s ' o r g a n i z a t i o n s that have 
f l o u r i s h e d in Texas test i fy to this need. 

T w o u n i v e r s i t i e s ; and one co l l ege/univers i ty n e t w o r k , p r o v e d to be i n c u ­
bators f o r C h i c a n o art is ts i n Texas . C h i c a n o - c o n t r o l l e d Jacinto T r e v i ñ o 
C o l l e g e w a s es tab l i shed i n 1970 a n d accredi ted by the A n t i o c h G r a d u a t e 
S c h o o l of E d u c a t i o n . It later gave b i r t h to Juárez-Lincoln U n i v e r s i t y i n 
A u s t i n , and branches i n o t h e r cit ies. D e s p i t e m a n y i n t e r n a l c o n t r a d i c t i o n s 
and p r o b l e m s , J u á r e z - L i n c o l n has e m p l o y e d C h i c a n o art ists , was used as the 
site of the E n c u e n t r o Art ís t ico F e m e n i l , and p r e s e n t l y houses M A S a n d its 
u m b r e l l a o r g a n i z a t i o n L U C H A (League of U n i t e d C h i c a n o A r t i s t s ) and the 
T o n a n t z i n G a l l e r y . 

Texas A & I U n i v e r s i t y i n K i n g s v i l l e b r o u g h t together C a r m e n L o m a s 
G a r z a , A m a d o M . Peña, Jr., Santos M a r t í n e z , José R i v e r a , C é s a r A . M a r ­
t inez , G e o r g e Truán , R a y C h a v e z , and Santa B a r r a z a — m a n y of w h o m today 
are m a j o r f i g u r e s i n C h i c a n o art e x p r e s s i o n . X a v i e r G o r e n a and E n r i q u e 
F lores , w h o met at P a n A m e r i c a n U n i v e r s i t y , E d i n b u r g h , n o w r u n the 
i m p o r t a n t Xóchil A r t C e n t e r i n M i s s i o n , Texas . P e d r o R o d r i g u e z ( n o w i n 
P u l l m a n , W a s h i n g t o n ) , t a u g h t at b o t h Texas A & I U n i v e r s i t y a n d Jac into 
T r e v i ñ o C o l l e g e , and has been a n i m p o r t a n t act iv is t f i g u r e f o r the y o u n g e r 
g e n e r a t i o n . 

G r a d u a t e art is ts f r o m Texas A & I U n i v e r s i t y m o v e d n o r t h to the big cities 
w i t h m o r e o p p o r t u n i t i e s f o r ar t i s ts w h e r e m a n y became o r g a n i z e r s o r 
m e m b e r s of act ive a r t i s t s ' o r g a n i z a t i o n s . A u s t i n , S a n A n t o n i o , and H o u s t o n 
f o r m the l i n k s i n a c h a i n of c e n t r a l Texas cities that have been h o m e to a 
n u m b e r of art ists g r o u p s s u c h as E l G r u p o (San A n t o n i o , 1967); L o s P i n t o r e s 
de la N u e v a R a z a ( S . A . , c. 1969); I n s t i t u t o C h i c a n o de A r t e s y A r e s a n i a s 
( S . A . , 1972); C/S ( C o n Safo) ; P i n t o r e s C h i c a n o s de S a n A n t o n i o (1971); L o s 
Q u e m a d o s ( S . A . / A u s t i n , 1975); Te jano A r t i s t s ( H o u s t o n , 1975); L e o a n d 
v a r i o u s m u r a l i s t s ( H o u s t o n , c. 1970); C A S A : C h i c a n o s A r t i s t a s S i r v i e n d o a 
Azt lán ( A u s t i n , c. 1977); L U C H A a n d M A S ( A u s t i n ) , and L a d r o n e s de la L u z 
( S . A . , 1979), a p h o t o g r a p h y g r o u p . H o w e v e r , most ar t is ts ' o r g a n i z a t i o n s h a d 
f e w or n o w o m e n m e m b e r s . O f the f e w of this n e t w o r k w a s p r i n t m a k e r 
C a r m e n L o m a s G a r z a w h o s e studies and activit ies carr ied her to m a n y of the 
Texas cities w h e r e h e r w o r k has been e x h i b i t e d and p u b l i s h e d t h r o u g h o u t 
the S o u t h w e s t 

P h o t o g r a p h e r K a t h y V a r g a s a n d p a i n t e r M a r y L o u U r e s t e of C r y s t a l C i t y 
w e r e also m e m b e r s of C o n S a f o . V a r g a s is act ive i n the L a d r o n e s today, 
w h i l e G a r z a was part of the Ins t i tu to . T h e s h o r t - l i v e d Q u e m a d o s i n c l u d e d 
G a r z a , Santa B a r r a z a , and pa in ter/photographer C a r o l i n a F lores . B y 1977, it 
w a s e v i d e n t to C h i c a n a ar t i s ts that if they d i d not o r g a n i z e and fea ture the i r 
o w n w o r k , they w o u l d r e m a i n u n r e c o g n i z e d and i l l - r e p r e s e n t e d i n the 
C h i c a n o art m o v e m e n t , a n d i n the p r e d o m i n a n t l y male Texas art s t r u c t u r e 
i n g e n e r a l . T h e o u t c o m e of t h e i r g r o w i n g awareness r e s u l t e d i n the c rea t ion 
of M A S w h i c h o r g a n i z e d e ight exhib i t s i n A u s t i n , S e g u i n , S a n A n t o n i o , 
T e m p l e and M i s s i o n i n the f i r s t year and a hal f of its existence. T h e g r o u p 
was dedicated to " p r o m o t i n g the image and the p r o f e s s i o n a l s tatus of the 
C h i c a n a / L a t i n a art ist , t h e r e b y h e l p i n g the i n d i v i d u a l ar t is ts themselves and 
s e r v i n g the i r c o m m u n i t y d i rec t ly , t h r o u g h exhib i t s , educat ion a n d special 
e v e n t s . " Its most recent ac t iv i ty (July 1980) has been a s ta tewide p h o t o -
d o c u m e n t a r y s h o w , " U n E n c u e n t r o S i n Palabras : A P h o t o g r a p h i c Perspec­
t ive of C h i c a n o L i f e i n T e x a s . " O p e n to a n y p h o t o g r a p h e r r e p r e s e n t i n g this 
t h e m e , the s h o w w a s j u d g e d by p h o t o g r a p h e r s A l a n P o g u e of A u s t i n , and 
Isabel C a s t r o of L o s A n g e l e s . 

P e r h a p s the m o s t a m b i t i o u s ac t iv i ty M A S has u n d e r t a k e n since its 
o r g a n i z a t i o n has been the " C o n f e r e n c i a Plástica C h i c a n a " held i n A u s t i n o n 
S e p t e m b e r 13 t h r o u g h the 16th , 1979, at the U n i v e r s i t i e s of Texas and St. 
E d w a r d s . S u p p o r t e d by L U C H A , the conference b r o u g h t together a n 
i n t e r n a t i o n a l assemblage of pa inters , s cu lptors , p r i n t m a k e r s , m u r a l i s t s , 
f i l m m a k e r s , p h o t o g r a p h e r s , art h i s t o r i a n s and cri t ics f r o m the U n i t e d States 
a n d M e x i c o . It w a s an a t t e m p t to eva luate the f i r s t decade of C h i c a n o art , its 
ties to M e x i c o , a n d its p r o g n o s i s f o r the f u t u r e . T h e p r o g r a m i n c l u d e d 
severa l r o u n d table d iscuss ions a n d presenta t ions . T h e presenta t ion o n 
p r e - C o l u m b i a n art w a s made by M e x i c a n archeologis t M a r c i a C a s t r o Lea l ; 
that o n c o n t e m p o r a r y C h i c a n o art by S h i f r a G o l d m a n ; and o n the f u t u r e of 
C h i c a n o art by Jose M o n t o y a of S a c r a m e n t o . L e c t u r e s o n D i e g o R i v e r a a n d 
F r i d a K a h l o w e r e g i v e n by M e x i c a n cr i t i c R a q u e l T i b o l . O t h e r panels 
i n c l u d e d : folk art by Pío P u l i d o of M e x i c o ; the h i s t o r y of the Tal ler de Gráf ica 
P o p u l a r by A d o l o f o M e x i a c of M e x i c o ; m u r a l i s m by R a y Patlán of Berke ley ; 
pol i t ics i n art by P e d r o R o d r i g u e z of P u l l m a n , W a s h i n g t o n ; M e x i c a n and 
C h i c a n o a r t - e x c h a n g e by Ja ime M e j i a of M e x i c o ; and the p h o t o g r a p h y 
m a r k e t by P e d r o M e y e r of M e x i c o . A r t i s t s ' w o r k s h o p s w e r e c o n d u c t e d . T h e 
one o n s i l k s c r e e n w a s headed by A m a d o M . Peña of A u s t i n , e t c h i n g a n d 
l i t h o g r a p h y by C a r m e n L o m a s G a r z a , S a n Franc i sco , C h i c a n o f i l m m a k i n g 
by A d a n M e d r a n o of S a n A n t o n i o , a n d p a i n t i n g by the self t a u g h t art is t Jose 
Treviño of A u s t i n . 

A n exh ib i t cal led "Espe jo del P u e b l o " w a s h e l d at the T o n a n t z i n G a l l e r y ; a n 
e v e n i n g of m u s i c w a s presented by the C o n j u n t o Aztlán; and a f i l m fes t iva l 
f e a t u r e d w o r k s by Jesus Treviño , S u s a n a R a c h o , S P A R C of L o s A n g e l e s , etc. 
T h e o r g a n i z i n g c o m m i t t e e , c o m p o s e d of M o d e s t a Trev iño , Santa B a r r a z a , 
S y l v i a O r o z c o , J u a n P a b l o G u t i e r r e z a n d P e d r o R o d r i g u e z , w a s assisted by a 
dedicated g r o u p of v o l u n t e e r s ; h o w e v e r the scope of the C o n f e r e n c e and its 
l i m i t e d budget taxed the i r f l e d g l i n g abil i t ies to the u t m o s t . D e s p i t e the 
n u m b e r of o r g a n i z a t i o n a l p r o b l e m s a n d an a t tendance m u c h l o w e r t h a n 
ant ic ipated, those w h o w e r e present agreed that the event ref lected the 
r i chness a n d m u l t i p l i c i t y of the C h i c a n o art m o v e m e n t , its g r o w i n g 
sophis t i ca t ion , and its i n t e r a c t i o n a n d r a p p o r t w i t h the i n t e r n a t i o n a l L a t i n o 
c o m m u n i t y . 

T H E A R T I S T S O F M A S 
A s a n ar t i s t s ' o r g a n i z a t i o n , M A S appears a lmost u n i q u e i n its spir i t of 
co l l ec t iv i ty c o n c e r n i n g responsib i l i t ies , its lack of i n t e r n a l compet i t iveness , 

and its g e n u i n e f r i e n d l i n e s s and c o h e s i o n as a g r o u p . T h e s e qual i t ies w e r e 
p a r t i c u l a r l y apparent u n d e r the d e m a n d i n g act ivi t ies s u r r o u n d i n g the 1979 
C o n f e r e n c i a . A s m a l l g r o u p of about 8 to 10 w o m e n , s u p p o r t e d by the male 
art ists of L U C H A , not o n l y p l a n n e d and executed the c o m p l e x a r r a n g e m e n t s 
f o r the C o n f e r e n c i a , but h o s t e d the n u m e r o u s speakers and art ists f r o m 
o u t - o f - t o w n . T h e w o m e n displayed the abi l i ty and w i l l i n g n e s s to t e m p o r a r i l y 
s u b m e r g e the i n d i v i d u a l self/ego i n o r d e r to achieve a c o m m o n goal . S u c h an 
a t t i t u d e r u n s c o u n t e r to the g e n e r a l m y t h i f i c a t i o n i n o u r society about the 
necessary i n d i v i d u a l i s m and a n t i - c o m m u n a l stance of the a r t i s t — a m y t h i f i ­
ca t ion that has caused p r o b l e m s e v e n a m o n g c o m m u n a l l y o r i e n t e d street 
m u r a l i s t s . 

If the w o m e n of M A S are c o m m u n a l i n r e g a r d to g r o u p concerns , t h e i r 
w o r k , o n the o t h e r h a n d , s h o w s i n d i v i d u a l i t y and p e r s o n a l tra jectories of 
d e v e l o p m e n t . T h e y do not c l a i m to be " f i n i s h e d " art is ts ; indeed , some are 
w o r k i n g o n advanced art degrees as par t of c o n t i n u e d ski l ls t r a i n i n g . T h e y 
are, h o w e v e r , f a i r l y clear o n w h a t they w i s h to express . Says N o r a González 
D o d s o n , " T h e actual exper ience of c r e a t i n g is v e r y i m p o r t a n t to me, but I a m 
r e a l i z i n g that it is not e n o u g h to just p a i n t . T h e w o r k has to say s o m e t h i n g 
m o r e — a l t h o u g h it does not have to be o b v i o u s ; it m a y be a h i d d e n message 
at cer ta in t i m e s . " 

D o d s o n is equa l ly at h o m e w i t h p e n c i l , w o o d c u t , a n d all p a i n t i n g in b o t h 
r e a l i s m and abs t rac t ion . H e r abstract w o r k s , l ike the realist ones, center o n 
some e l e m e n t of the f e m i n i n e and/or the o r g a n i c . T h e y suggest parts of 
bodies , i n t e r n a l organs , f r u i t , p lants , trees . H e r w o o d c u t s are s t r o n g l y 
graphic w i t h a n exc i t ing use of negat ive a n d pos i t ive space. 

S a n t a B a r r a z a , at her best w i t h large, real is t ic , m e t i c u o u s l y - r e n d e r e d 
penc i l d r a w i n g s t a k e n f r o m p h o t o g r a p h s , has a q u a l i t y of m o n u m e n t a l i t y 
even i n smal l scale w o r k s . P r e s e n t l y w o r k i n g t o w a r d a M a s t e r ' s degree at the 
U n i v e r s i t y of Texas , B a r r a z a sees herse l f as a g r a p h i c ar t is t spec ia l iz ing i n 
d r a w i n g and p r i n t m a k i n g r a t h e r t h a n as a pa inter . In recent years she has 
been e x p l o r i n g the h i s t o r y of her f a m i l y ; "I was b r o u g h t u p i n the barr ios and 
al l those associat ions are ref lected i n m y art w o r k . M y f a m i l y lost the i r l a n d 
severa l years ago to the g igant ic K i n g R a n c h ; w e w e r e v e r y p o o r and l i fe w a s 
v e r y h a r d . " T h e r e are f ive genera t ions of M e x i c a n / I n d i a n T e x a n s i n h e r 
f a m i l y , and she has been d e r i v i n g her d r a w i n g s f r o m f a m i l y p h o t o g r a p h s . 
T h e w o m e n of her f a m i l y (herself , her d a u g h t e r , m o t h e r , and g r a n d m o t h e r ) 
are i m p o r t a n t m o t i f s i n her w o r k . T h e r e is emphas is o n s t r e n g t h , e n d u r ­
ance, and g e n e r a t i o n a l c o n t i n u i t y , especial ly f r o m m o t h e r s to the i r c h i l d r e n . 

" E n el ser india se f u n d a m i o r g u l l o . . . Este s e n t i m i e n t o a n t i g u o se 
e n c u e n t r a e n t e r r a d o en m i a l m a y se ref le ja e n m i s t raba jos . " A l i c i a 
A r r e d o n d o is k n o w n f o r her tejidos en nudos, c reat ive m a c r a m e w e a v i n g s i n 
n a t u r a l and co lored f ibers . O n l y a f e w of her w o r k s f u n c t i o n l ike t r a d i t i o n a l 
w e a v i n g s ; m o s t are t h r e e d i m e n s i o n a l f iber s c u l p t u r e s i n w h i c h she o f t e n 
c o m b i n e s jute , w o o l , c o t t o n and s y n t h e t i c w o o l s . S o m e are masks , some are 
f u l l f i g u r e s 20 inches l o n g or m o r e . M a n y are pouches that can be w o r n , 
carr ied , o r h u n g o n the w a l l . " P o u c h e s , " says A r r e d o n d o , "are bags i n w h i c h 
s o m e t h i n g p e r s o n a l is c a r r i e d . " T h e y can be seen as m e t a p h o r s f o r the 
w o m b , o r the m i n d (another k i n d of w o m b ) i n w h i c h a n o r i g i n a l idea (like a 
child) g e r m i n a t e s , undergoes m e t a m o r p h o s i s , and emerges as a f o r m e d 
crea t ion w h i c h s t i l l contains a h o l l o w e d space as its m a t r i x . 

M o d e s t a T r e v i ñ o has, l ike A l i c i a A r r e d o n d o , t u r n e d to an art f o r m that 
emphas izes ties to the ind igen is t w e a v i n g t r a d i t i o n of M e x i c o a n d the s o u t h ­
west ; h o w e v e r t h e i r w e a v i n g s are not t r a d i t i o n a l . T r e v i ñ o states, " M y art 
w a s m a i n l y i n f l u e n c e d f r o m m y t r i p s to M e x i c o w h e r e I s a w m u c h of the 
w e a v i n g a n d p o t t e r y de los i n d i o s , a n d f r o m m y h u s b a n d w h o is also a 
C h i c a n o art is t ... I w a n t m y w o r k to be free a n d to look h a n d m a d e a n d n a t u r a l 
l ike the Indians of M e x i c o that create b e a u t i f u l tejidos w i t h o u t ever u s i n g a 
fancy b o u g h t l o o m . " A s Texans , b o t h A r r e d o n d o and Treviño are not he irs to 
the centur ies of f a m i l y - t a u g h t l o o m w e a v i n g f o u n d a m o n g the sheepherders 
of N e w M e x i c o and s o u t h e r n C o l o r a d o . Instead the i r in teres ts are v a l i d a t e d 
as art by the craf ts resurgence of the 1970's w i t h its n e w at t i tudes t o w a r d 
f iber (and ceramic) s c u l p t u r e , and the Indian r e v i v a l i s m w i t h i n the C h i c a n o 
m o v e m e n t w h i c h b r o u g h t i n t o focus artesanía: the feather arts of p r e - C o l u m ­
b i a n M e x i c o , m o d e r n y a r n " p a i n t i n g s " by the Y a q u i s of n o r t h e r n M e x i c o , 
h a n d l o o m i n g s f r o m G u a t e m a l a , and the i n t e g r a t i o n of n o n - t r a d i t i o n a l 
mater ia l s l ike fea thers a n d hides of the S o u t h w e s t I n d i a n peoples i n t o 
co l laged easel p a i n t i n g s . It s h o u l d be n o t e d that i n Texas w e a v i n g a n d 
s t i t c h e r y have not been l i m i t e d to w o m e n art is ts . M a l e art is ts of th is , a n d 
o lder g e n e r a t i o n s , have not o n l y been i n s p i r e d by I n d i a n a n d M e x i c a n 
b lankets f o r t h e i r p a i n t i n g s , but have added rea l tassels to a f lat p a i n t i n g , 
have created abstract w o r k s w i t h r u g y a r n s and h o o k i n g needles , a n d h a v e 
made s t i t chery " p a i n t i n g s . " 

M a r í a F lores is a d o c u m e n t a r y p h o t o g r a p h e r w h o f r e q u e n t l y focuses o n a 
s ingle f i g u r e w i t h i n an e v e r y d a y se t t ing to m a k e her s ta tement : " M y 
p h o t o g r a p h y is p r i m a r i l y d o c u m e n t a r y . T h e people and the s i t u a t i o n s i n m y 
pic tures reflect the M e x i c a n c u l t u r e and the soc io -economic p r o b l e m s that 
c o n f r o n t t h e m here i n Texas e.g. the s t ruggles of the Texas f a r m w o r k e r s . 
B e i n g C h i c a n o , I a m c o n c e r n e d about m y p e o p l e — a n d I w a n t to c o m m u n i ­
cate n u e s t r a l u c h a , c u l t u r a , y n u e s t r a gente to o t h e r s . " M i d d l e - a g e d m e n and 
w o m e n , C h i c a n o and Black , seated o n the porches of the i r modest h o m e s ; a 
c h i l d i n a desolate landscape—these are o f t e n the subjects of h e r p h o t o ­
graphs . T h e i r ef fect iveness lies i n the care fu l ly p l a n n e d c o m p o s i t i o n and a 
te l l ing use of dark and l ight contrast . H e r earl ier " s o c i o - c u l t u r a l " w o r k 
i n c l u d e d extens ive d o c u m e n t a t i o n of the Texas f a r m w o r k e r s . 

M A S has p r o v i d e d an i m p o r t a n t f r a m e w o r k f o r w o m e n of Texas to 
produce the i r art , exh ib i t it , w o r k col lec t ive ly , and take o n n e w respons i ­
bilit ies that p e r m i t t h e m to g r o w as f u l l h u m a n beings. 

M A S has also e x h i b i t e d the w o r k o f C a r o l i n a F lores , M a r i a R a m o s 
H o l m e s , T i n a Flores M o r a l e s , Y o l a n d a E r i g i a G u e r r e r o , N a n c i de los Santos , 
A n n a L a u r a M a r t i n e z R u b i n , M i c k e y R a m i r e z , Janice P a l m a , Teres ina 
G u e r r a , M a r y A n n A n g u i a n o , M a r y A n n A m b r a y G o n z a l e z , a n d I rma 
C a b a r r e r o . 



Artwork by Linda Vallejo The pyramid in ancient c u l t u r e s was seen as a symbol of 
the universe, of life. E a c h one of us is a pyramid, emitting 
e n e r g y and f o r c e , exploding with creativity. 
Linda Vallejo is c u r r e n t l y at Self-Help G r a p h i c s and A r t , Inc. 
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