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From the Editor

Welcome to Brooklyn & Boyle. 
We’re finally here. I can hon-

estly say that it has become a true 
community effort. In many ways, 
the incredible friends and commu-
nity advocates I’ve been fortunate 
enough to meet and befriend during 
the last eight years in the real East 
LA are all repre-
sented here. They 
did not want to see 
this idea or this 
magazine tossed 
aside. They did not 
want to see it fail. 
And, in that sense, 
yes, it is a labor of 
love. Boyle Heights 
is changing, but so 
is the rest of LA. If 
young people from 
every culture and 
from across the 
nation are mov-
ing eastward into 
downtown and ad-
jacent neighborhoods, east end folks 
have also been finding their way to 
jobs and lives, schools and the ocean 
out on the western edges of the 
city. Suddenly, Boyle Heights is big-
ger than the East Side or the West 
Side or the South Side, bigger than 
East Coast or West Coast or Texas 
Gulf Coast. It is the glittering future 
of what it means to be an Angeleno, 
a diamond much like Highland Park, 
Lincoln Heights, El Sereno and Eagle 
Rock, bedrock communities that 
have likewise opened their arms 
to cultural and political activists, 
to artists and artisans, small busi-
ness entrepreneurs and visionaries 
who see beauty and possibility in 
every storefront, every alley, every 
mom-and-pop store or restaurant. 
We begin with a couple essays on 
the changing nature of our neigh-
borhoods, one by a giant of Latino 
letters, a celebrated novelist who 
bases much of his work with gang-
youth and a great deal of his writ-
ing in LA’s east side.  and the other 
by a woman who has worked over 
at the LA Weekly in a non-editorial 
role but who feels, like many of us, 
that we share a stake in keeping at 
least some neighborhood integrity 
alive, no matter which of the above 
mentioned communities we might 
happen to call home. It’s about 
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erasing differences while promoting 
genuine collaboration and cross-
pollination. I’m not saying you need 
to go out and make a baby with 
someone simply because they come 
from a culture other than your own, 
but printing t-shirts together for an 
anti-war rally together might be a 

great place to start. 
It’s already happened. 
I was there with Azul 
and Rocio and a host 
of artists and kids 
of every color, age 
and persuasion one 
evening when it was 
about celebrating the 
Fourth of July with 
peace beats instead 
of bombs. This is 
the new Los Angeles 
and the new Boyle 
Heights because 
Boyle Heights is 
really just the reflec-
tion of the way we 

want to see the world. If the inner 
core of a metropolitan city can be 
admired and yearned for in a way 
that preserves its identity, we are 
all for film and television industry 
production managers who now 
live along the First Street corridor 
and ride their bikes all the way to 
Burbank for work. We celebrate the 
independently-owned coffee house, 
the small theatre, the gallery and 
the studio. We cherish hand-crafted 
jewelry and fashion accessories. In 
this issue, we feature art reviews, 
interviews, book and music reviews. 
We are pleased and extremely 
proud to publish an excerpt from 
the still as-yet-unreleased first novel 
by a Boyle Heights-reared play-
wright whose work was adapted for 
a film that received world-wide dis-
tribution and launched the career of 
a homegrown, LA-raised Ugly Betty, 
America Ferrara.  Thank you for 
bearing with us. Brooklyn & Boyle is 
meant for you. And you know who 
you are.  Please visit the establish-
ments and patronize the businesses 
you find within its pages.  It wouldn’t 
have happened without them.  And 
like the song says, we’re only just 
beginning. We want to hear from 
you. Please let us know what you 
think and how it could be better—
Abel Salas, Editor-in-Chief

Brooklyn & Boyle
salutes Self Help Graphics
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In this book the author takes the reader through the 
many roads  and regions  that she 
has traveled in Mexico and shows 
the similarities and differences of 
how people celebrate the lives and 
the memories of their ancestors. This 
is a bilingual English/Spanish book
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Walking the streets of Boyle 
Heights, I see people. I feel the 

energy of a neighborhood in motion. 
I can’t help but sense the vitality of a 
community embracing itself in redis-
covery. Despite the tumultuous real 
estate market, property prices have 
increased in value but they have not 
priced us out or pushed us out. We 
are still here. We are reviving, rejuve-
nating and taking back our neighbor-
hood while showing the rest of LA 
the beauty of Boyle Heights.
 I see families walking together 
hand in hand at night and get tingly 
when I see a newly wed couple: the 
father, young wife and their infant 
crossing the street at 10 p.m.
 I also see new construction 
activity, shiny new storefronts, and 
the newly revamped state of the art 
hospital, White Memorial. I’m not 
native to LA, but I have heard the 
horror stories about the old hospital. 
Luckily, one of our own, Oscar de 
La Hoya, decided to give back to his 
community, because it should also al-
ways be about giving something back. 
He helped make the hospital into an 
institution that can actually service 
our community.
 The best part about the change 
that is going on here is that there is 
only a tinge of the dreaded baggage 

that gentrifica-
tion tends to pack. 
New businesses 
are coming to the 
community and 
improvements to 
existing businesses 
are also being 
made. Property 
values were on 
the rise before 
the whole housing 
market crashed, 
but the people 
who have grown 
with the commu-
nity and for whom 
the community has been their life-
blood are not beingpushed out in the 
way that gentrification has impacted 
other neighborhoods. Silverlake 
or Echo Park come to mind. Many 
among the new middle class moving 
into Boyle Heights are people who 
grew up in the neighborhood and left 
for college and careers. They are now 
returning on their own accord.
 Call it nostalgia or simple eco-
nomic sense that makes the neigh-
borhood kids come back now that 
they are all grown up. Boyle Heights 
is nourishing itself, to ensure that the 
kids and grand kids of the abuelitos 
today will continue to want to come 

back to the neighborhood, and spend 
their money in the neighborhood. If 
you want dinner, the amenities are 
here, there are choices now. There is 
no need to deal with traffic in your 
search for a glass of wine when East-
side Luv is just around the corner.
 We are undergoing a renaissance 
and the Boyle Heights renaissance is 
inclusive. The community is holding 
change accountable. Gentrification 
should be about discovery, not about 
greed and displacement, and our reju-
venation represents discovery and an 
effort to make our community better. 
Sure there will be sour deals, but 
you as a community member need 

to speak up if you suspect and see 
injustice. Otherwise you are just part 
of the problem. If we are not going 
to fight for our neighborhoods, who 
will? We know what we most need, so 
let’s make it happen, don’t let the evil 
part of gentrification seep through 
our streets. We have kept this com-
munity alive for so long. Don’t let 
big money come and taunt us with 
perceived goods—question and verify. 
Remember the examples our abuelos 
have already set, because it is not just 
about us today. It’s about our survival, 
it’s about our success, it’s about our 
future, it’s about the future of the 
neighborhood.
 This is our neighborhood. This is 
our home. We should be wary of the 
tempation to sell out. We must not 
let our neighborhoods be sold out 
from under us. Gentrification can de-
stroy a neighborhood if we let it. Let 
us hold our politicians accountable; 
let us hold business accountable; let 
us hold institutions accountable; let us 
hold ourselves accountable. Transfor-
mation does not mean we must  lose 
our essence.

Claudia Huerta, graduated from Colum-
bia University and worked at the LA 
Weekly before recently accepting a posi-
tion at the Center for International Trade. 

EDITORIAL: Boyle Heights and Gentrification, a Tale of Two Possibilities
by Claudia Huerta

Photo by Daniel Aguilera

131 N. Avenue 50 323 258 1435
Highland Park, CA 90042 ave50studio@sbcglobal.net

Hours:  Tue-Thurs 10-12 noon; Sat-Sun 10-4or by appointment
www.avenue50studio.com

Gracias a la Vida
Curated by J. Michael Walker and featuring work 
inspired by the famed Violeta Parra song “Gracias a
la Vida.” Exhibiting artists: Peter Liashkov, Eloy
Torrez, Carol Colin, Ted Waltz, Sophia Gasparian, 
Cindy Suriyani, Ed Fella, Kathi Oshima, Tammy
Abbott, Poli Marichal and J. Michael Walker

Opening reception: Saturday, Nov. 8th, 7 - 10 pm
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Caramba Mexican Food
;;;;;

“Mexican food at it’s finest...”
“Nobody makes a Cadillac margarita like Sammy...”

3020 W. Main St.
Alhambra, CA 91775

626.282.5645

Tia Chucha’s Centro Cultural
Where Art and Minds Meet - For a Change

Enjoy this and other
Día de Los Muertos Titles

A PASSION FOR LIFE by Mary J. Andrade

10258 Foothill Blvd.
Lake View Terrace, CA 91342 

Phone:(818) 896-1479
Fax: (818) 896-1489

www.tiachucha.com

New Store Hours
Mon-Thurs 12pm-8pm

Fri 2pm-10pm
Sat-Sun 12-4pm
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4534 Eagle Rock Blvd.
Eagle Rock, CA 90041
323.256.6117

Centro Cultural de Mexico de
Santa Ana in conjunction with
Calacas Culture Clothing Curios
6th Annual Día de Los Muertos 
Celebration
“Noche de Altares 2008“
Altares, Vendors, Community, 
History, Tradition.
Nov. 1st, 2 – 10 pm
Fiesta Marketplace
(Corner of Bush and 3rd)
Santa Ana, CA 92701
www.nochedealtares.org

ChimMaya
“Annual Día de Los Muertos 
Exhibtion”
Featuring work by Helen Amor, 
Ixchel Amore, Victor Amor, Ernie 
Anguino, Joe Bravo, Ofelia Esparza, 
Emilia Garcia, Luís Genaro, Ivan 
Godínez, Yolanda González, Ernie 
Herrera, Mala Kane, Heriberto Luna, 
Pola López, José Lozano, Robert 
Palacios, Antonio Pelayo, Chuy 
Rangel, Gilbert Reyes, Cici Segura-
Gonzalez, Hector Silva, Juan Soliz, 
Tito Sturcke, Rudy Torres, Peter 
Tovar, Laura Vasquez-Rodriguez, 
George Yepes.
5283 E. Beverly Blvd.
Los Angeles, 90022
323.869.8881
www.chimmaya.com

East Side Café Echospace (on the 
occasion of its 5th Anniversary)
“Un Día y Noche con Nuestros 
Muertitos”
Face Painting,  3:30 pm – 7:30pm 
@ the Eastside Café
Children’s Workshop, 5:30 pm– 
7:30pm @ the Eastside Cafe
Protest For Peace and Justice  5 
pm– 7 pm
Against the War and the Migra 
led and organized by El Sereno 
Heritage Club
@ the corner of Eastern and 
Huntington Drive
Caminando Juntos  7:30 pm – 8:30 
pm. A procession visit to Altares in 

1st Annual Guide to Día de Los Muertos Exhibitions & Events

Congratulations. You’ve made it this far. You’ve reached the First Annual Brooklyn 
& Boyle Día de Los Muertos art and events guide. We encourage you attend 

as many of these exhibitions and events as possible. The celebration of Day of the 
Dead in Los Angeles is unparalleled anywhere. Día de Los Muertos, or All Souls 
Day, is an undeniable part of what makes the art and performance community in 
LA such a vibrant and thrilling spectacle to behold. The artists, performers and cul-
tural institutions on the East Side have embraced this distinctly Mexican legacy for 
over 30 years, adding a uniquely Angeleno spin to the occasion and expanding on 
its traditional purpose. While we still honor the sacred tradiciones with danza and 
velorios (candlelight vigils) held in honor of our departed loved ones, we also riff on 
the festivities with all manner of contemporary art expressions.

Ave. 50 Gallery
“Secretos de Los Muertos”
Curated by Barbara Carrasco. 
Featuring work by David Avalos, 
Laura Alvarez, Linda Arreola, Gloria 
Alvarez & Jose Lozano, Barbara 
Carrasco & Tiffany Ana Lopez, 
Mita Cuarón, Jorge del Toro, Ofelia 
Esparza, Harry Gamboa, Jr., 
Margaret Guzmán, Jose Hernández 
& Eloise Martínez, Leo Limón, Alma 
Lopez, Elizabeth Perez, Sandy 
Rodriguez, Nathalie Sanchez, Eloy 
Torrez, Cristina Miguel-Mullen, John 
Valadez
Oct. 11th – Nov. 2nd
151 N. Ave. 50
Highland Park, CA 90033
www.ave50studio.com

Barker Street Lofts
“Festival de la Gente”
Community Festival and Fine Arts 
Exhibit
Nov. 1st & 2nd
1 pm – 9 pm
519 S. Hewitt Street
Los Angeles, CA 90013
213.617.0696
www.festivaldelagente.org

Cactus Gallery
“Skullz”
Featuring Matt Adrian, Alex Alferov, 
Anna Alvarado, Douglas Alvarez, 
Luis Alvidrez, Kim Bagwill, Terri 
Tooter Berman, Danielle Boinay, 
Chatismo (Steven Amado), Daisy 
Church, Mary Clark-Camargo, Rick 
Cortes, Deadmundo, Laura Diamond, 
Shea Dunn, Robyn Feeley, Ashley 
Fisher, Annie Fourguette, Claudia 
Galvan, Sophia Gasparian, Ivan 
Godinez, Cidne Hart, Kevin Hass, 
Patricia Krebs, GS Khalsa, Mavis 
Leahy, Ron Llanos, Lost Goat, Snow 
Mack, Stephanie Mercado, Kirk 
Millett, Valery Milovic, Yuki Miyazaki, 
Martin Núñez, Damon O“Keefe, 
Pinche Michi, Gregory Rodriguez, 
Juan Rodríguez, Robert Selvaggio, 
Skellytons, Crystal Stromer, Summer, 
Kelly Thompson, Eric Valdez, 
Ernesto Vásquez, D. Paul Verbre, 
Barry Wolfryd, Holly Wood
Oct. 11th – Nov. 8th

the Community led by Jaraner@s 
along Lowell from Huntington Drive 
North 
Bailando, Rapiando y Fandanguiando 
Con la Muerte @ the Eastside Café 
featuring performances Olmeca, 
Buyepongo and a Fandango, 9 pm
Nov. 7th, 3:30 pm  – midnight
5469 Huntington Dr. North
Los Angeles, CA 90032
www.eastsidecafe.revolt.org
www.myspace.com/
eastsidecafeechospace

Frank Romero Studios
“Día de Los Muertos”
Artwork by Frank Romero, Sharon 
Romero, Yolanda González, Carlos 
Almaraz, Phyllis Ginter, Leo Limón, 
Jonathan Dabney, Elsa Flores, Patssi 
Valdez, Judith Durán, John Weldon 
Wood, Poli Marichal
Frogtown Gallery
1625 Blake Ave.
Los Angeles, CA 90031
323.226.0356
www.romerostudio.net

Mexican Cultural Institute of Los 
Angeles
“Ritual Duality: A Dance With Death”
Jasmine Delgado, Roberto Delgado, 
Eric García, Cesar González, Daniel 
González, 2hHERMNO, So HD, 
Rosalie Lopez, Gabriela Martinez, 
Jennifer Gutierrez Morgan, Amparo 
J. Ochoa, Neil Rivas, Artemio 
Rodríguez, Roxanne Sexual, Maria 
Torres and More.
Oct. 18th: Opens to public
Oct. 19th: Soft Opening, 5 pm – 8 pm
Nov. 1st: Reception, 6 pm – 8 pm 
featuring music by Buyepongo
125 Paseo de la Plaza
Los Angeles, CA 90012
213.624.3660
jennlaca@gmail.com
www.latinola.com

Self-Help Graphics
“A Call to Witness: All is Not 
Forgotten”
Noche de Ofrenda & creation of 
community altar, lead by Ofelia 
Esparza. Celebrating a 35-year 
tradition of the Day of the Dead at 

Self Help, artists will showcase 
original work that engages 
participants to witness and share 
in a collective process of honoring 
the legacy of Self-Help Graphics. 
Altar installations by the Beltran & 
Sandoval Family, Esparza Family, 
Flores/Norte Family, Rodriguez 
Family, Mujeres de Maiz and Alma 
López & Rigo Maldonado.
Nov. 2nd – Nov. 29th
Preview: Nov. 1st, 7 pm
Opening: Nov. 2nd, 3 pm
3802 César Chávez Ave.
Los Angeles, CA 90063
www.selfhelpgraphics.com

SHG Annual Día de Los Muertos 
Procession
Face Painting/Decorating Workshop
Nov. 2nd, 12 pm – 3 pm
César Chávez Ave. at Lorena in 
front of Cinco Puntos
(Procession begins at 4 pm)

SHG Dia de Los Muertos Family 
Workshops
Oct. 25th, 12 pm – 3 pm & Nov. 1st, 
12 pm – 7 pm
3802 César Chávez Ave.
Los Angeles, CA 90063
www.selfhelpgraphics.com

Trópico de Nopal Gallery Art Space
“Ofrendas 2008”
Altar/Installations
Ofelia Esparza, Juana Flores, Ana 
Serrano and Marianne Sadowski
Oct. 30th – Nov. 15th
Oct. 30th, 7 pm – 10 pm, Opening 
Reception

Trópico de Nopal Calavera Fashion 
Show & Walking Altars
Edith Abaya, Rosanna Ahrens, Abel 
Alejandre, Ubaldo Boid, Consuelo 
Flores, Juana Flores, Germs, José 
Lozano, Poli Marichal, Lara Medina 
& Sybil Venegas, Robert Quijada, 
Sandy Rodríguez, Cici Segura, 
Orquidia Violeta
Nov. 8th, 7 pm – 11 pm
$25 seats, $12 general admission
1665 Beverly Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA 90026
213.481.8112
www.tropicodenopal.com
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The islands of myth and the parti-
ciples of pain, the tree of knowledge 
and the aching emptiness of lost love 
or childhood… They are all here, here 
in this room where the trio comes 
together to 
confide in 
whispered es-
sences. Ménage 
à trois, the 
fabled three-
some as-
sembled here 
under “A Very 
Wise Tree” 
(Marichal) 
where the 
watchers are 
also seekers, 
brings together 
the work of 
three very 
distinct printmak-
ers. Poli Marichal, 
Victor Rosas and Marianne Sadowski, 
a group that represents the antith-
esis of the triumvirate, have launched 
much of their radically different work 
from Self-Help Graphics and its Los 
de Abajo Collective, perhaps the most 
sincere and community-based arts 
institution in East LA if not the entire 
metropolis. With “ménage à trios,” the 
provide us with a distilled evidence 
of a craft that connects them to the 
elemental pulse of life.

As creators, they live and breathe 
and dream a world and a space where 
love and longing are tempered by life 
and still informed by myth and fantasy. 
They are all here. In this room, this 
room that has been transformed, that 
has become for brief moments a Los 
Angeles or Washington D.C. skyline, 
the bleak underbelly of urban land-
scapes, political surfaces where hypoc-
risy and corruption are rooted out 
and underscored.

Here in this room, a room that 
has also become a shifting, a tran-
scendence and an escape from those 
things marked by the fear and the 
violence and the excess that have 
become emblematic of sex and the 
simultaneous violation or debauchery 
of our planet… here in the sweetness 
of three disparate voices, three gentle 
artists who work quietly into the wee 
hours with images carved from wood 
or etched into linoleum or scratched 
into plexiglass, here we are also 
transported to the “Island of Mysteri-
ous Flowers” (Sadowski) and a realm 
where memories and myth float 
across the maps of our innocence and 
a time when fantastical beasts and 
creatures roamed both land and sea.

All soft spoken and serious, 
Sadowski, Marichal and Rosas come 
together here in this room as neces-
sary elements, as a tri-colored banner 
or tri-part whole. Incredibly, their 
conversation here is not hermetic. It 
is not sealed and inaccessible. Instead, 
it resounds with the pain and plea-
sure of creation, of birth and death 
surrounded by the flora and fauna of 
timelessness and written in the hues 
of a public entreaty, a call to the com-

mon good.
These images are thus missives to 

our subconscious desire for the exot-
ic that does not turn other beings or 
objects into fetish but imbues them 

with their own 
primordial signifi-
cance, unlocks their 
grace and allows us 
to peer into entirely 
new dimensions. 
This is the secret. 
This is what makes 
us voyeurs. We are 
the seekers and the 
watchers. We are 
the eyes that float 
eerily inside the 
tree of knowledge. 
We are drawn, fas-
cinated by the idea, 
the sense that these 
images and these 
artists have learned 

a hidden dance, uncovered a buried 
ritual and that—in their voyage from 
beyond—they have broken the code 
and created a universe where the 
work and images speak among them-
selves to each other. We can imagine a 
conversation that occurs on the walls 
at Self Help’s Boccalero Gallery after 
night falls in the dim light when no 
one is there, when no one is looking.

It is a ménage of epic proportions 
and a simple a menagerie, a skeletal 
reduction where we see ourselves 
reflected in the dark foreboding 
knowledge that not all is well, that the 
world is not always accommodating 
and kind, a place where we say, “Fuck 
Hope” (Rosas) with almost no irony 
or sarcastic humor, a place where the 
blueprints of injustice are conceived 
and executed.

Yet in the context of that con-
versation, the dialogue that occurs as 
Rosas, Sadowski and Marichal share 
their witty and—at times causti-
cally bemused— vision, we are flown 
directly on wings of desire yearning 
to a geography of hope populated by 
magical hybrids and the beaming tides 
of imagination unchecked, unhinged 
and unleashed without fury, without 
the glare of a gallery spotlight or a 
Hollywood cliché.

We travel to “The Day the Nests 
Were Left Alone” (Sadowski), an 
antidote to a place where gumball 
machines are all that remain to 
dispense the deer, the turtle and 
the honeybee for profit in a private 
“Zoo” (Rosas), the terrain where “see 
no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil” 
monkeys express outrage (Marichal) 
at the havoc the “Ciego/Blind” (Rosas) 
continue to wreak upon the earth. Yet 
we can still awaken, we are made to 
understand here, in the world where 
“Trees Can Dream” (Marichal) and 
where the possibility of change is real 
in spite of the insomnia, the strong 
coffee well into the dawn when we 
are compelled to share a story, a 
picture, a song, in spite of our anger 
at what is often done to nature in our 
names. We can float over and beyond 
the residual sadness and the idea that 

our lives are bleak or that we are un-
equipped to make things better. In the 
hands of these three, the images have 
become totems of fire and rebirth. 
There can, in fact, be a tender unfold-
ing, a renewal of the psyche.

The ménage à trois is a complex 
and elusive ritual. It implies myriad 
orchestrations, positions, delights and 
sensual wonders. It invokes the ideal 
of the perfect triangle, a daisy chain 
of pleasure and release with roots in 
the concept of equality and libera-
tion. Here, however, here in this room, 
here among the litany of etchings and 
woodcuts and reduction prints and 
paintings and mixed media sculptures, 
it intones a sacred ode to life. It sings 
in an octave that calls us to a realm 
where we are asked listen and forego 
speech.

Hear the flutter of the small bird, 
the tiny splash made by the mermaid 
as she escapes into her netherworld, 
the mewling unheard cry of the soul 
that contemplates suicide. Listen for 
the rustle of the wind in the leaves of 
sentinel trees. Listen to yourself while 
you consider a wistful peek at the 
threesome that has chosen to speak 
here, in this room, this room where 
the walls do talk, where the walls will 
tell us things we may be unwilling to 
hear… about ourselves, about where 
we are going, about the way in which 
our perceptions are constructed and 
intelligently deconstructed when we 
are truly liberated, when we have 

become new humans, and not simply 
libertines.

Listen closely, because in the end 
there is also love and a romp with a 
playful sprite, a wood-spirit that hums 
and whistles and leads the way, takes 
us by the hand and walks us toward a 
future that appears with each sunrise 
over the city of Angels. Listen closely 
and watch carefully for the promise 
of a new day and an infinite series 
of newly discovered dimensions. 
Understand the ménage à trois as a 
subversion and a reconstruction, an 
ironic, tongue-in-cheek subterfuge 
that speaks to so much more than any 
simple associations you may have ever 
had with the term. The tongue in your 
cheek is your own. Be wary of biting 
down too hard on it when you realize 
the walls are speaking to you.

uuu

Ménage à Trois As You’ve Never Imagined It:  Art Review by Abel Salas

Marianne Sadowski,
Island of Mysterious Flowers, 2008,
ink/linocut/monoprint, 22” x 30”

Poli Marichal, Genesis, 2008, linocut, 12” x 12”

JUST BREATHE
HEALING

Dr. elena esparza, d.c.
Herbal Rememdies  Chiropractic  Health Workshops

Integrating...
body, Mind & SOUL

(323) 544-1442 vc/fx
justbreathe@onebox.com

www.justbreathehealing.net
Herbs  e  flowers  e   food

SILKSCREEN, ART, & EVENT CONSULTATION

323 854 3130
zocaloc.com
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Boyle Heights in the 1970s often 
woke me up with the dissonant 
sounds of children’s shouts, car muf-
flers rattling along pot-holed streets, 
and Mexican rancheras streaming 
out of opened windows. The smells 
of huevos con chorizo and hand-
made tortillas wafted from these 
same openings. Several families often 
lived in what were once single-family 
homes, built mostly at the turn of the 
20th century with old cast iron piping 
and cloth-wrapped electrical wiring. 
Low-income apartments were later 
constructed in-between the Victorian 
and Craftsman homes that still man-
aged to dot the landscape. Taquerias, 
“mofles y brecas” shops, botánicas, 
and “marketas” with inferior food and 
items at higher prices filled many of 
the local businesses along main drags 
such as Brooklyn Avenue, First Street, 
Soto Street, Fourth Street, Whittier 
Boulevard. Corrugated metal gates 
with graffiti were pushed up with 
steely rasps as shop owners opened 
their businesses for the day.
 At nineteen, I lived in one of LA’s 
most impoverished neighborhoods, 
the White Fence barrio, that Mexicans 
had occupied since 1910 when the 
Mexican Revolution brought thou-
sands of refugees to LA’s ravines, flats, 
hills and gullies—lands that at the 
time nobody wanted. “White Fence” 
was named for the light clay and 
sand bluff next to where people built 
their homes (supposedly at the time 
there was also a large white fence 
built to keep this poor section of 
Boyle Heights demarcated from the 
more well-off sections). The local gang 
also called this Cerco Blanco (Span-
ish for White Fence), which became 
a pachuco and later cholo ‘hood that 
by the new century was one of the 
oldest continuous street gangs in the 
country.
 New York Jews, Russians, Italians, 
Yugoslavs, African Americans, and 
Japanese also lived in Boyle Heights, 

the city’s first major immigrant stop, 
until the 1950s when Mexicans pretty 
much took over (this area is now 
over 95 percent Mexican/Latino). The 
original street names included Brook-
lyn Avenue (now Cesar Chavez Av-
enue) and those named for US cities 
and states (Chicago, St. Louis, Pennsyl-
vania, Utah, Michigan), indicative of the 
transplanted east coast Jews who first 
came here. Today, few Jews, Russians 
or Japanese remain. Although there 
are still Jewish cemeteries, a Buddhist 
temple, the Breed Street synagogue, 
and a couple of businesses, almost ev-
erywhere you look are Mexicans and 
recent arrivals from Central America 
with their peddler carts, Taco Trucks 
or as mariachi musicians strolling 
from one establishment to another to 
play for a few bucks.
 Many Mexican homes outside 
the main streets were constructed 
trochemoche—in a haphazard man-
ner— shacks or chantes, as we called 
them, by families who lived in similar 
abodes in the old country. Later, after 
spending time in the construction 
trades, many of these men rebuilt 
their homes, still poor, but in better 
shape.
 The railroad yards, factories, 
bucket shops, and warehouses filled 
the western edge of Boyle Heights, 
straddling the “concrete river,” other-
wise known as the Los Angeles River. 
Along Mission Road was one junkyard 
after another up through another 
large Mexican community, Lincoln 
Heights.
 South of here was the multi-story 
Sears building on Soto Street: “Every-
one’s worked for Sears at one time or 
another,” a resident once remarked. 
There were meatpacking yards 
nearby—on most days the stench of 
slaughtered animals and manure could 
knock you down. Further south, into 
Vernon, City of Commerce, and other 
Southeast LA communities, you’d find 
large industrial sections with plants 

such as American Bridge, National 
Steel and American Steel; National 
Lead; Northrop Defense plant; GM 
and Ford plants; tire companies like 
Michelin, Bridgestone and Firestone; 
and the well-known Bethlehem Steel 
facility. Boyle Heights was also near 
the beginnings of the Alameda Indus-
trial Corridor that went miles and 
miles into LA’s Harbor—for a while 
the largest industrial corridor in the 
world.
 Unfortunately, by the late 70s 
and throughout the 80s, the big 
plants closed, like other US industrial 
centers and the “rust belt,” forcing 
tens of thousands of people out of 
work, and contributing to the rise 
of gangs, drug trade, and crime that 
made LA the “Gang Capital” of the 
world. Boyle Heights was particularly 
hit hard by the de-industrialization of 
most urban core communities.
LA’s General Hospital and other 
clinics took up several streets of 
western Boyle Heights—it’s now 
the USC Medical Complex. In and 
around Boyle Heights were six 
federally subsidized housing projects, 
including Aliso Village (Primera Flats), 
Pico Gardens (Cuatro Flats), William 
Meade (Dog Town), Ramona Gardens 
(Big Hazard), Estrada Courts (Varrio 
Nuevo Estrada), and Maravilla (La 
Rock Mara). Other large apartment 
complexes, such as the Wyvernwood, 
also maintained housing project sta-
tus although they were for the most 
part privately owned.
 The famous multi-level El Mer-
cado took up one corner of First 
and Lorena streets—with mariachis 
and conjunto bands competing for 
customers on one floor, and clothing 
and food stores along with Mexican 
trinket stands on bottom floors. On 
First and Boyle streets is Mariachi 
Plaza, where musicians often gather, 
as well as nearby hotels and squat 
pads where many of these musicians 
live. Also there’s the venerable Casa 
del Mexicano on Calle Pedro Infante 
(Pedro Infante Street) that pulled 
many of the residents together for 
meetings, plays, art shows, festivals, 

citizenship classes, and recreation 
over many years. A former synagogue 
built more than a hundred years ago, 
the Mexican Consulate took it over 
in 1930. Now it’s a nonprofit com-
munity center.
 And the East Los Angeles Inter-
change in Boyle Heights connects to 
six major freeways—uprooting many 
Mexican homes when it was first 
constructed, primarily for suburban 
commuters working in the central 
city.
 In 1858, Andrew Boyle, an Irish 
immigrant, and his family established 
the first real home in Boyle Heights 
(near where many poor Mexican 
and Native Americans already had 
small farms and shacks). By the late 
19th century, parts of BH became 
a center of LA’s well-to-do and 
industrial-owning class. By the turn 
of the 20th century, Mexicans moved 
into the Flats, a muddy section of the 
area that in 1910 was declared the 
worse slum in the United States. By 
the 1930s it was an appalling place, 
forcing the LA Housing Authority 
during World War II to tear up the 
Flats and create two housing proj-
ects, Aliso Village and Pico Gardens. 
In 1999, rundown and gang-ridden, 
Aliso Village was finally demolished 
becoming the Puerto del Sol housing 
that included mixed-income families, 
Asians and Mexicans. Parts of Pico 
Gardens were also dismantled and 
rebuilt.
 You go east, just past Indiana 
Street, and you’d be in the Maravilla 
district, an LA County unincorpo-
rated area with a couple dozen old 
and active gangs, or City Terrace, 
another gang territory on several 
large hills dotted with bright-colored 
homes and spilling onto the edge of 
Interstate 10 freeway. I also lived in 
City Terrace in the early 1980s and 
continue to have family from my first 
wife there and in a Maravilla neigh-
borhood.
 Getting back to Boyle Heights, 
I resided there at least three differ-
ent occasions—just before my first 

Continued onpage 9

Memorias de Boyle Heights/Memories of Boyle Heights by Luís J. Rodríguez
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It’s Sonido Sunday at the 
Little Temple Bar in Silver Lake. 
By midnight, the club is full.  The 
assembled 20-something crowd is 
hip and stylish. They are here to 
see Mentiritas, the alter-ego project 
that features Ozomatli’s Wil-Dog 
Abers on lead vocals and bass, with 
his Ozo bandmate Ulises Bella on 
vocals, saxophone, and guitar. Joining 
them is drummer Anton Morales, 
who was a ground floor Ozomatli 
member and later went on to play 
with Yeska. Rounding out the lineup 
are percussionist and keyboardist 
Alfredo Ortiz and Walter Miranda, 
also on keyboards, both of whom 
have played with the Beastie Boys. 
They also perform with Cava, the 
band named after Claudia González, 
who contributes her signature searing 
vocals as the newest addition to 
Mentiritas.

With the exception of Cava, “it’s 
the same group it’s always been,” 
Abers says. “We just decided it was 
time to step it up.” According to him, 
Mentiritas represents the natural 
extension of who they are. The 
group is a tongue-in-cheek, dance-
party band, playing cumbias, ska, R&B, 
and even banda—all with pounding 
beats. For a show early this year, they 
outfitted themselves in traditional 
banda wear. The response to their 
experiment was overwhelming, 
according to Abers. When a Mentiri-
tas MySpace page went up the 
following day, they were flooded with 
requests to be added as friends. Wil-
Dog gleefully cites the project as and 
example of the “rancholo” aesthetic 
on steroids.

“There’s people that know 
Mentiritas that don’t even know 
Ozo,” Wil-Dog says with disbelief.

“I wake up to banda everyday,” 
Bella says. “It’s just like all the things 
that are around me daily, but that 
I’m on the periphery of and diving 

completely into.” Nicknamed 
“Ulisass” for this incarnation, Bella 
recognizes “the absurdity of it and 
the stereotypes” while making an 
effort to turn everything on its head. 
Wil-Dog has been transformed 
into “Perrón,” a slang Spanish term 
derived from “chingón.” Miranda has 
been christened  “Walnuts,” while 
Ortiz has become “Tripas,” and Cava 
appears, naturally, as “Cavalicious.” 

“It’s an all-star band,” González 
says. “It gives us a chance to not take 
ourselves so seriously. But at the 
same time we take our performances 
very seriously. These guys are all 
incredible musicians. Everyone knows 
us individually from other bands. They 
get a kick out

of hearing us out of our usual 
element or sound.”

On this night, the band is geared 
up in Members Only jackets bearing 
their stage names in studs on the 
back. From the moment the long-
locked Morales steps onstage, all 
eyes and ears become fixed. The ’80s 
disco prince look is complete with 
polyester shirts and large plastic-
rimmed Boogie Nights eyewear. (The 
togs are by Virginia de la Luna of De 
La Luna Designs.)

The band members joke and riff 
with theatrical elements worthy of 
MADtv, among them condom and 
pregnancy-test kits tossed to the 
crowd in a single package, a large bag 
filled with white powder, as well as 
Mentiritas combs, dollar store gifts 
and t-shirt giveaways.

The myth of Mentiritas, according 
to Bella, is that they are illegitimate 
children of narco-traficantes who 
would drop acid and go to the 
Slauson Swap Meet for their musical 
education. “It’s like a cholo in a 
Salvador Dali movie,” he says. “It’s 
Chalino Sanchez fornicating with the 
Dadaists.”

See www.myspace.com/mentiritas4life. 

Mentiritas: Ozomatli’s Rancholo Alter-Ego 
Makes Mischief and Generates a Buzz
by Abel Salas

From left: Alfredo Ortiz, Claudia González, Ulises Bella, Anton Morales, Wil-Dog, and Walter 
Miranda in Mentiritas mode at Sonido Sunday.  Photo by María Quiñonez.
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Immigration, poverty, gentrification 
and everyday life are just some of 

the topics Nico and Xavier Moreno 
address with their poetry.  As 
founding members of Los Poets Del 
Norte, a musical group born, raised 
and based in Boyle Heights, their 
voices, often accompanied by both 
sampled and live music, have become 
emblematic of both the neighborhood 
and beyond.

“We’re serious about the issues 
that we talk about because it’s our 
reality,” says Nico. 

Both Moreno and Nico have 
their own personal war stories about 
growing up with violence in the 
neighborhood. 

Being approached by various 
neighborhood gangs on his way to 
school or seeing drug paraphernalia 
on the streets was a daily part of life 
says Moreno, “I got to see that and it 
showed me ‘that’s the direction I can 
go if I abuse it.

“I saw my friends that go through 
that and fall in that trap, losing friends 
and being shot at affected me.” 

By giving voice to the stories 
inside of them, both Moreno and 
Nico are also creating an oral history 
of the community where they were 
reared.

They don’t want others to make 

some of the same mistakes they made 
in their youth.

“Growing up you experience all 
that stuff, you become surrounded 
by your environment and in turn you 
become your environment. 

“We’re at a point in our lives 
where we have become reflective of 
that. 

“We’ve become observant of that 
and survivors because getting shot 
at and burying your friends is not 
something everyone goes through.

“Growing up in a community 

like ours, most of our friends did 
experience that,” says Nico.

It was with the idea of helping 
the next generation of kids coming 
up along the same streets they once 
had to navigate with caution that the 
group was founded and formed.  

After being invited to be a guest 
speaker for at-risk students attending 
Roosevelt High, Nico realized the 
power of his words.  

He learned that by using spoken 
word and poetry, he could reach 
out to young people and help them 
understand and grasp the ideas and 
concepts he wanted to convey.  

The next time around, Moreno 
and Nico performed together and 
began an after-school workshop 
to help students learn different 
techniques in order to help them 
express themselves through poetry. 

Later on, students asked if 
Nico or Moreno had a CD of their 
work because they liked what they 
were saying and they could relate 
directly because it was their own 
neighborhood, their own lives and 
what they have experienced that the 
poets were talking about. 

The enthusiastic response from 
students led Nico and Moreno to 
establish a formal group.

Fusing rap and corridos, a 
narrative oral tradition form that 
uses song and poetry to tell a story, 
they have  created a sound unlike any 
other. 

Their diverse musical influences 
and personal life experiences inspired 
the name, Los Poets Del Norte. 

“When my parents left home, my 
grandma asked them ‘where are you 
going ?’

“And they says ‘para el norte,’to 
the north,” says Nico.  

“They didn’t know where they 
were going, they just knew they were 
going north.”

Both Moreno and Nico want to 
empower others through both their 
words or their actions to stand up 

and fight for their communities.
 “Our poetry is not just our 

story from the barrio, it’s the poetry 
of everybody that came here [to the 
north] because the north represents 
the whole United States.

“The vision and dream people 
have of salvation, but in reality, it turns 
into a nightmare and the reality of 
enslavement,” continues Nico. 

 “If we go on stage you’re going 
to get who we are and people are 
going to feel that energy and truth,” 
says Nico.

Both poets are natural 
performers who deliver their words 
with both ferocity and kindness 
because they use their poetry not 
only to inform, but also to defend 
themselves and attack those who 
would try to put them down or 
relegate them to obscurity. 

In school, Nico and Moreno were 
the kind of kids teachers didn’t want 
in their class because they were class 
clowns. 

“There are times when one 
needs to stay quiet, but when the 
time to speak comes, don’t just speak 
to speak, but to speak from the 
heart” says Nico.

Their teachers, say both Moreno 
and Nico never believed in them and 
scolded them for their behavior. 

Another message that the group 
instills through their music and poetry 
is the unification of people and their 
communities. 

They want to encourage people 
and communities to band together, 
work together and to overcome 
negative stereotypes.

“Change needs to come from us,” 
says Nico. 

Looking back, Nico says, “we 
never set out to do this. 

“What we wanted to do is 
express ourselves and let youth know 
that their word has a lot of power.”

Visit www.myspace.com/
lospoetsdelnorte for more info and 
downloadable music.

Los Poets del Norte Mix It Up with Corridos and Rap

poets
norte
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marriage, then just before my second 
marriage, and at the end of my “third” 
marriage (more on this later). I finally 
left there in 1985. But I always came 
back to visit, even when I lived in 
Chicago. I often returned to eat, for 
example, at places such as Apache’s, 
one of my favorite burrito joints, or 
King Taco, La Parrilla, Orozco’s Tacos, 
Ciro’s Restaurant, El Tepeyac, La 
Serenata de Garibaldi—there were 
so many fantastic food stands and res-
taurants that I couldn’t name them all 
now if I tried. But I can testify here—
they were some of the best Mexican 
food outlets anywhere (and I’ve been 
to the best).
 I also met with gang members, 
some from new up and coming bar-
rios, to speak, conduct poetry work-
shops, or to help mentor. And I visited 
schools here for years—including 
speaking to generations of students 
at Roosevelt High School. I’ve been 
a volunteer and mentor for Home-
boy Industries, begun by Father Greg 
Boyle in Boyle Heights (no relation 
to Father Boyle). We’ve been friends 
every since--and a few of the young 
people I worked with on writing and 
other issues now work with Home-
boy Industries, even after they moved 
to a big amazing building next to 
Chinatown.
 While most people in LA would 
never cross the river to visit Boyle 
Heights, except maybe to eat at La 
Serenata de Garibaldi, this was one 
of LA’s most active and pedestrian-
laden communities—people actually 
hung out, walked around, played in the 

parks. The nightclub scene included 
the local charro bars (filled with 
cowboy-hat wearing Mexicanos) and 
Chicano joints like No Que No, Casa 
0101, Homegirl Café, Teotcintli and 
others.
 Once for a few weeks in the mid-
1980s, I jogged every evening around 
Hollenbeck Park and its lake, Boyle 
Height’s main green space. Whenever 
I told people they gasped. Gangs 
surrounded this park, including the 
once notorious Tercera gang (in the 
60s and 70s they tattooed their bod-
ies and faces). My friends felt I was 
nuts to go there by myself (although 
nothing ever happened to me). When 
the lake got drained for a massive 
cleaning one year, rumor was that a 
number of bodies had been found 
there. Since the cleanup, people now 
fish for Blue Gill.
 Yes, there are many gangs in 
Boyle Heights, considered one of the 
gang epicenters of the country; the 
community consistently topped mur-
der and crime rates for the city. But 
there are also families with children 
attending mass, picnics in the park, 
and strolls along the main streets. 
There are many decent hard-working 
people—immigrants here are some 
of the hardest workers anywhere. 
Boyle Heights, like the rest of East LA, 
will always have a special place in my 
heart. That’s why my first story collec-
tion is based on characters and places 
of these communities, appropriately 
named The Republic of East LA. One of 
the vast Eastside’s key communities is 
Boyle Heights.

Reproduce & Revolt is the kind of 
book that will pay for itself ten times 
over.

It’s a kind of a graphic design and 
art toolbox designed to 
aide activists who may 
lack their own creative 
designs.

The book’s purpose 
is to help readers 
understand what graphic 
political art is, how 
to go about creating 
their work as well as 
giving them hundreds of 
designs from artists all 
over the world.

A lot of the art 
found in the book ranges 
from the simple and easy 
to reproduce to more 
detailed oriented designs 
meant to capture 
attention,

“Creative, effective 
designs are one critical 
way to communicate 
our messages of social 
injustice,” writes Josh McPhee.

Published by soft skull press and 
edited by Josh MacPhee and Favianna 
Rodriguez, R&V features more 
than 500 posters, stencils and 
prints dealing with topics such as 
animal cruelty, immigration, war/
peace, inspiration, transportation, 
the environment and many more.

“This book is our attempt to 
pool together all this art and bring it 
to people that need it the most... day-
by-day, step-by-step,” writes McPhee.

All of the art available in the 
book is free from any copyright laws 
so readers are able to use all of the 
designs for activism purposes, so long 
as no profit is being made from any of 
the artwork.  

This so that readers can use 
designs found in the book to create 
posters, signs and fliers to spread 
the word about social injustices, 
political events and rallies to help 
readers attract more attention with 
captivating visual designs.

Some of the artists included in 

R&V are Chris Stain, Juan R, Fuentes, 
Eric Drooker, Rini Templeton, Gustavo 
Alberto Garcia Vaca and many more.

Included in R&V is some 
background history 
of the “reproducible 
political graphic” 
along with a step-by-
step break down that 
guides readers in the 
process  of creating 
their own art or 
reproducing the art 
found in the book.  

The entire book 
is in English and 
in Spanish, which 
will make it more 
appealing and available 
to a diverse crowd.

The book also 
includes careful 
guidelines on how 
to use the graphics if 
readers plan to alter 
them or use them to 
promote an event or 
sale.

For that reason, an index is 
provided at the back of the book with 
contact information for every artist 
featured in R&V.

Readers are encouraged to 
reach out to the artist themselves 
for more information about their 
art or if they plan to use their art in 
selling or promoting a sale, to ask for 
permission before using them. R&V 
caters to people who may not have 
great artistic talent but are active 
in raising awareness about political 
issues within their communities.

R&V also operates as a type of 
guide to help those who have always 
wanted to protest, but just didn’t 
know how to go about it. 

A tremendous collection of 
useable, reproducable art makes 
this book a must-have for fans of 
political graphic art or for those 
who simply want to create more 
compelling and eye-catching protest 
signs and fliers.   Resist & Revolt is 
available in bookstores or at www.
counterpointpress.com. --Erick Huerta

Reproduce & Revolt
Soft Skull Press, 2008. Ed. by Josh MacPhee & Favianna Rodriguez A Boyle Heights Memoir -  Continued from page 4

All bridges lead to Boyle Heights. Downtown from a true East Side perspective. Photo: Danny Aguilera
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This is either the longest suicide 
note in history or the juiciest, 

dirtiest, most delicious confession 
you’ll ever hear.  Call me Canela.  
That’s Spanish for Cinnamon, but 
don’t call me “Cinnamon”; that’s a 
stripper’s name.  Not 
that there is anything 
wrong with being an 
“exotic dancer,” with 
my lifestyle, I’m the last 
one to throw stones… 
 Thank God I’m 
a modern woman 
living in a “so-called” 
democracy and that 
getting killed by stones, 
aside from Nigeria and 
some middle-eastern 
countries I would be 
too scared to visit, is 
a thing of the past. My 
mother named me 
Canela because she 
loved to make buñuelos and add lots 
of sugar and cinnamon to them.  She 
would make them from scratch, none 
of the short cuts, like taking flour 
tortillas and frying them. You do know 
what a tortilla is, don’t you?  By now 
who doesn’t? 
 No, she did them by hand, a 
mano.  It was probably her sweat and 
tears that made them tasty.  When 
she saw me for the first time she was 
disappointed I was so pale.  Unlike 
some Mexicans with internalized 
racism, she thought being dark and 

Hungry Woman in Paris (an excerpt)
by Josefina López

indigenous looking was beautiful, but 
wondered if people gossiped whether 
she had cheated on my father with an 
American to get such a white looking 
child. 
 I did get her high cheekbones, big 
eyes, big breasts, black hair, and her 

love of smells.  I also got 
her propensity to be fat, 
but let’s not talk about 
that right now.  My 
mother spent most of 
her time in the kitchen 
and in the bedroom.  
When she wasn’t making 
beans, she was making 
babies.  Her world was 
tiny, so was her kitchen, 
but she made it delicious.  
So by adding cinnamon 
to a buñuelo she would 
make it even browner. 
 With my name she 
spiced me up and made 

me brown.  She didn’t want people 
to mistake me for Italian or Irish, not 
that there’s anything wrong with that, 
so she gave me a Spanish name so 
people would ask ‘What is Canela?’  
More importantly I hope you ask who 
is Canela?  Who is Canela?  Thanks 
for asking… My psychiatrist might 
have an idea.  My psychic might have 
a better idea.  My mother probably 
has a good idea, but after 30 years in 
my skin and in my soul, I’m still finding 
out…

Boyle Heights
Poetry is being… 
Being here… 
Being home… 
Boyle Heights.
My beautiful little barrio.
Since I can remember I swore I’d leave you like all the rest,
But when I’m in Paris, Rome, or New York I just want to come 
back.
Everyone thinks you’re East L.A.
But I know who you really are.
I know what they say on the five o’clock news isn’t true.
I know you are a beautiful place where families like me loved 
and lived.
I know you are located near the L.A. River, somewhere close to 
my heart.

Josefina López

To Who It May Concern
I have decided to stop changing my clothing everyday. From now on I will 

wear the same thing over and over. I feel that the chore of changing clothing is 
both futile and inefficient and should therefore be stopped immediately.

Not only is this act futile and inefficient, but it is also not very “green”, as in 
healthy for the environment. So much clothing goes to waste every year, only be-
cause it has gone out of style or because of some sort of similarly stupid reason.

But not to worry, washing and bathing will resume as per usual--as those are 
necessary evils. No fowl B.O. or anything of that nature will be alowed.

As for my so called permanent outfit, it will consist of a checkered red and 
black buttoned up shirt, a shiny green tie, a pair of brown slacks with a black belt, 
and white and yellow Nike tennis shoes.

I am truly sorry if this has or will cause you any problems. If you have any 
objections to this new decision of mine please direct them at the wall nearest to 
you for I, my friend, do not give a damn.

      Deviously,
      Victor Giovanny Parra
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MUJERES TOTÉMICAS (an excerpt)

May she always walk  in Beauty
Beauty behind her
Beauty in front of her
Beauty to the sides of her,
Beauty above,
Beauty below her,
Y siempre,
Always and forever,
Beauty from her Center.

Todas somos
Multiples
Espejos
Tú eres mi otro yo
Multiplicity
Extensions of each other
You are my other
SELF
In Lak Ech

Teyolía
Tongue of fire,
The energy centered around the heart,
Moon myths halo de las regiones místicas de 
mujer,
Sacred depths of aguamiel, the sweet water 
dance,
The Origin
Her  tongue awaits
bleeds
Ofrenda aguadulce
Multiplies expressions 

Del corazón del cielo 
from the heart of the sky
afloran recuerdos
flowering memories
hablan al corazón
talk from the heart
canción del cielo
songs deep inside the sky
inspiration and feeling
al fondo del cielo

TEYOLÍA   CENOTE   DOUBLED HEART

Guided through 
the Seat of the Soul
Allí donde se asienta Todo

De mujer a mujer vamos
Dialogando con el propio Corazón
Desde las antiguas reflejando la Belleza
El querer de la gente

In Coatlicue moons
Rattlesongs clap through time
Echo
The voices of rose pressed light
Through cedar doors
To anchor
As through death
Sing louder
Topaz smoke rings
Unveil morning 

Amar al amor
Sino la vida
Como poeta
Como la muerte
Como su duda
Seducir hasta el vacío
Seduced by luxury
Like doubt   poetry   death
If not life then love
Unreachable as depth

No es indecisión
Solo la muerte
En ti
Encontrandose con la vida

Apariciones 
Que se ven
Para marcar el paso del otro
Espejos
Otras
Sólo
Perceptibles
Por la sensación
Nada más

Not indecisiveness
But death within
Finding life without

Estrechando temores
Como íntimos amigos caminantes
Sus profundidades son inalcanzables

Son las notas de la autocrítica
dissonance and chatter
within images of self

For the fractured girl child
Skin broken 
Bent torso
Purple illusions
Asoman ‘tras del castillo
De marfil
The ivory castle of broken dreams
Shards of daylight
Bliss contained
Por el cancel
De las memorias de papel
At paper memories’ gate
Then ribbons swirl and rise
Tower to iridescent heights
Glazed gaze freed as cotton candy

A female tale of the phoenix rising
Mujer lifting from the ashes
Woman ablaze ascends
Takes flight
Born from her own fire

The maize maiden
The color of hot summers
Roja mujer
Woman red
The color of the warrior path
El color de esa tierra

El olor de barro húmedo
Rojo sobre la tarde
Como el saber que corre por sus venas
The land is the insight that washes her veins
En el camino
Dressing the morning star with hope
The spirit continues its flight
Landing to render courage
Like the quetzal
Return the green to the mountain
Burned and stained with yesterday
Vestir la mañana with color   with corn
Extensions
A cry of conscience
A call to action
The length of a landbridge
Desde el Anahuac
Blood drawn 
To the separation
Of hands
Veins flow
Each in
Its direction
Towards the heart 

Nos encontramos   nos encarnamos
Cruces   coming and going
Multiples observed
Reach up

Are they two mystics
who in a time change 
lost their way?

Were they brother and sister
Mother within daughter
Fate of their father
Far away

In swirling galaxies
Drawn together
By our destinos
Here on earth
To guide each other’s
Amazement in solitude

Do they come 
from the interior worlds
so compacted
that they escaped,
two rebels
loosened by particles
that bind

Could they have come 
from the inner universe
where chance and logic
are only characters 
of the same importance
as chaos and timelessness
as beauty and loss
as star gazing
and mathematical calculations

Are they to redeem themselves
Through others
In their words
Through each other
In their visions
Through the 
Word made flesh

Could they know
The purpose
And yet forget
Their surprise 
at its splendor
its weightlessness
life’s chaotic grin
has deluded their function

Can they accept
Have they accepted
Does truth feed
From our own skin
Enveloped
In its suppleness

Have they felt
Her breath
Overtake their skin
With grace

Viento encendido
Incendio lento

Is it night who births the day
Or day who births the night

Encendido incendio
Consumido desde el centro

The day gives life to dreams
The night ignites their shadows

Perla Rara del momento
Llama azul marina
El viento arrastra su cara

The moment’s Rare Pearl
A sea blue flame
To dream   the same
One creates to destroy
One destroys to create

Y posible sueña 
Marina esencia abandonada
Copal del sur
Resina de roja mujer
Concha nacar
Espejo de su incienso
Tierra de plata
Plata del centro
Verde ensueño
Con ojos de primavera 

And possibly dreams
Knows the wind blue
That impossibly dreams
The flame aflame

Sabe azul el viento
Que imposible sueña
El encendido inciendio

Como se dice todo
your eyes full with smoke
Humo   lluvia   viento
Al recordar
Las fieles fotógrafas, cineastas
y pintoras
La cámara de Tina Modotti

Ojos senderos
Bajo medias lunas
The light darts through
Half moons in space
Háblame no en conceptos
Symbols signs or roadblocks
A tongue that moves in silence
Through the brush
Now a lens
Pestañas abiertas
Por el espejo de su voz
My eyes in your mirror
Between the shades
Curtains drawn
The sparkle in the eyes
Casts the white of the moon
As I shrink to see myself
Right between the eyes 
Where colors cannot fit 
Or come between

An offering
Of starbursts
Releases us
To receive each other
For ourselves to know
It is the spirit
Which draws us near
The Embrace of the infinite
That pulls and pulses
In each of us
The Flame
An endless flight

Una ofrenda
De nébula
Nos libera
Al recibirnos
Para nosotros
Saber
El espíritu
Acercándonos
El abrazo del infinito
Tira y pulsa
En cada quien
La Llama
Un vuelo sin fin

Junctures    empalmes   spaces between   vér-
tices    relatedness    to    all there is   within 
the minute    the finite  as this is to that   like 
one   to the other Nepantla    memory of 
place    unreconciled
nostalgia como cuerda lumínica    not oppo-
sites or similar   pero  en conjunto contínuo   
o algo así   texture as narrative
que lleva el sonido del fondo al trozo del mar   
es convivencia    reciban la ofrenda the unfold-
ing   with delight.

Gloria Enedina Álvarez 
for MAESTRAS V ATELIER 2008   
SELF HELP GRAPHICS & ART
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lopez frank alvarez marcos aguilar noelle y danell shop mi vida 
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rez anthony quinn broadway obregon park prospect tacos jessy el tu 
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king taco gorilla mousse print gonzález germs firecracker grandstar 
chinatown dogtown frogtown happy valley forever & ever & ever 
until the names all run together and you finally understand


