











Hungry Woman in Paris (an excerpt)

by Josefina Lépez

his 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 | would be
too scared to visit, is
a thing of the past. My
mother named me
Canela because she
loved to make bufuelos 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 | was so pale. Unlike
some Mexicans with internalized
racism, she thought being dark and
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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.

| did get her high cheekbones, big
eyes, big breasts, black hair, and her
love of smells. | 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,

So by adding cinnamon
to a bunuelo 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 | 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...

but she made it delicious.

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 Lopez

To Who It May Concern

| have decided to stop changing my clothing everyday. From now on | will
wear the same thing over and over. | 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.

| 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 |, my friend, do not give a damn.

Deviously,
Victor Giovanny Parra

Artwork by José Lozano

Pen and ink drawing, 2008, 10'/2” x |5”
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MUJERES TOTEMICAS (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

T eres mi otro yo
Multiplicity

Extensions of each other
You are my other

SELF

In Lak Ech

Teyolia

Tongue of fire,

The energy centered around the heart,
Moon myths halo de las regiones misticas de
mujer,

Sacred depths of aguamiel, the sweet water
dance,

The Origin

Her tongue awaits

bleeds

Ofrenda aguadulce

Multiplies expressions

Del corazon del cielo
from the heart of the sky
afloran recuerdos
flowering memories
hablan al corazon

talk from the heart
cancion del cielo

songs deep inside the sky
inspiration and feeling

al fondo del cielo

TEYOLIA CENOTE DOUBLED HEART

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

De mujer a mujer vamos

Dialogando con el propio Corazoén
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 vacio
Seduced by luxury

Like doubt poetry death
If not life then love
Unreachable as depth

No es indecision

Solo la muerte

Enti

Encontrandose con la vida

Apariciones

Que se ven

Para marcar el paso del otro
Espejos

Otras

Solo

Perceptibles

Por la sensacion

Nada mas

Not indecisiveness
But death within
Finding life without

Estrechando temores
Como intimos amigos caminantes
Sus profundidades son inalcanzables

Son las notas de la autocritica
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 himedo

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 mafana 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 suefia

Marina esencia abandonada
Copal del sur

Resina de roja mujer
Concha nacar

Espejo de su incienso
Tierra de plata

Plata del centro

Verde ensueno

Con ojos de primavera

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

Sabe azul el viento
Que imposible suefa
El encendido inciendio

Como se dice todo

your eyes full with smoke
Humo lluvia viento

Al recordar

Las fieles fotografas, cineastas
y pintoras

La camara de Tina Modotti

Ojos senderos

Bajo medias lunas

The light darts through

Half moons in space
Hablame no en conceptos
Symbols signs or roadblocks
A tongue that moves in silence
Through the brush

Now a lens

Pestanas 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 | 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 espiritu
Acercandonos
El abrazo del infinito
Tiray pulsa

En cada quien
La Llama

Un vuelo sin fin

Junctures  empalmes spaces between vér-
tices relatedness to all thereis within
the minute  the finite as this is to that like
one to the other Nepantla memory of
place unreconciled

nostalgia como cuerda luminica  not oppo-
sites or similar pero en conjunto continuo
oalgoasi 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 Alvarez
for MAESTRAS V ATELIER 2008
SELF HELP GRAPHICS & ART
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Building Transitional Resource Libraries
for our incarcerated youth

Please join us!

Contact: Josof “Jo Jo” Sanchez
130 N. Dangler Ave.
Los Angeles, CA 90022

(323) 350-7629

operationstreetkidz@yahoo.com
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Art & Life in Boyle Heights and Beyond

is boyle heights brooklyn heights white memorial hospital

proyecto jardin el sereno antigua cafe sears building soto &
whittier casa 0101 first sireet studios taste of brazil hollenbeck park
roosevelt garfield elac wilson academia semillas del pueblo mario
rocha olmeca araceli silva daisy tonantzin self help graphics
teocintli la cita ollin eastside cafe echospace poets mis compadres el
tarasco huntington & eastern debs park south pas chavez studios la
parilla eastside luv metro los cuates smokin’ mirrors rubén
funkahuatl guevara maywood bellflower sangra la loma belvedere
ruben salazar walk outs son jarocho danza azteca mujeres de maiz
in lak ech viernes girl david sanchez leo limon department of peace
los poets del norte cornerstone theatre azul 213 liliflor josefina
lopez frank alvarez marcos aguilar noelle y danell shop mi vida
silvertree yerberia mayahuel cornfields women’s building eloy tor-
rez anthony quinn broadway obregon park prospect tacos jessy el tu
y yo eastern michigan & state & chicago & st. lovis ramirez liquor
serenata de garibaldi little pedro’s bordello little tokyo the nickel
seven under the bridge papel mache papel picado pupusa bionicos
king taco gorilla mousse print gonzdlez germs firecracker grandstar
chinatown dogtown frogtown happy valley forever & ever & ever
until the names all run together and you finally understand
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n celebration of Dia de los Muertos, Self Help Graphics and Art will be &
offering the following programming events Free for the community.

(Donations are welcomed)
History & Perspective, The Importance of the Day of the
Dead Celebration in the community
Discussion Guide: Consuelo Flores
Thursday, November 6th, 2008 7:00 p.m.- 9:00 p.m.
20th Anniversary screening of "La Ofrenda" by Lourdes Portillo,
In collaboration with Cine Sin Fin
Thursday, November 13th, 2008 7:00 p.m. - 10:00 p.m.
Inspiration House Poetry Choir: Days of the Dead Edition

Curated by Peter J. Harris
Thursday, November 20th, 2008 7:00 p.m. - 9:00 p.m.

$0.8 Vet Fale

I e

Deceuber 13 & 1¢, 2068 1 pu - 6 pu

.....

-

0

\l&gfﬁfﬁ&

Muchas Gracias!

Hobokenwest is celebrating over 5 years of entertainment
technology successes!

Founded 2003 in Los Angeles, Hobokenwest is proud to
be the first Hispanic owned DVD and Blu-Ray company
working for the Major Film and Home Entertainment Studios.

We would like to say a big thank you to our customers
and community for their continued support.

And a very special thanks to Vivendi Entertainment who
has supported our company from the beginning.

phone: (213) 534-3134 email:info@hobokenw.com
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