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Who Will Follow Hilda & Obama?
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In spite of our usual reluctance to 
engage in partisan politics, the bid by 

several worthy candidates to replace 
Congresswoman Hilda Solis merits 
our focus and attention, if only to 
underscore the fact that the spirit of 
change and progressive idealism is 
alive and well on our side of town. It is 
evidenced by a groundswell of Obama-
inspired enthusiasm from D.C. to LA’s 
Eastside. 
 While we are not really in the 
business of endorsing individual 
aspirants, the race to fill the 
Congressional District 32 seat left 
open by the appointment of Solis to a 
cabinet post as the Secretary of Labor 
by President Barak Obama is shaping up 
to be an interesting and volatile contest. 
While the media-at-large have already 
declared the race a two-person match 
between Judy Chu and Gil Cedillo, both 
highly accomplished public servants and 
time-tested veteran representatives, 
who have fought long and hard to 
improve the lives of LA’s most diverse 
constituencies. On a personal level, 
both Chu and Solis were pivotal in 
boosting the La Loma Park-based little 
league baseball program in Monterey 
Park, where my good friends Jesse Katz 
and Christopher Contreras helped 
resuscitate a youth sports program on 
the skids.

The Honorable Gil Cedillo, who 
has represented California Senate 
District 22 with style and intelligence, 
has writing legislation to make in-state 
tuition available to undocumented 
college students and provide legal 
driving privileges to all of California’s 
hardworking residents. While his early 
work as a labor rights earned him 
respect and admiration within the 
community. He has also become a 
strong supporter of the arts and Latino 
artists in particular.

 Enter 26-year-old Emanuel Pleitez, 
a Stanford graduate with no previous 
experience as an elected official, but 
whose sincerity and eagerness to fight 
for progressive political change are 
self-evident. He tosses his hat into the 
ring against all odds, or perhaps not. 
We applaud him and wish him well. We 
were delighted to host a fundraising 
auction recently for him at the Brooklyn 
& Boyle art space, a spin-off project 
being developed in conjunction with 
author Josefina López, as part of the 
East 1st Street arts renaissance. The 
space was made available because 
Pleitez, much like Cedillo, represents 
the best our community has to offer. A 
graduate of Wilson High School raised 
in El Sereno, Pleitez was reared in a 
single parent household. He cut his 
teeth on work for Villaraigosa, Hillary 
Clinton and was most recently,  with 
the Obama-Biden transition team.

He’s a homeboy who lost friends 
in the gang wars, yet has known since 
junior high that he wanted to serve. 
Cedillo, who’s credentials, record of 
activism and history of service are 
indisputable, is the favored candidate. 
In a true democracy and as a collective 
voice for social justice and a fair shake 

due to those least able to vocalize the 
issues affecting our communities ie. the 
catastrophic high school drop out rate, 
the rapacious banking, home loan and 
mortgage practices that put people on 
the street, the racial profiling by law 
enforcement that targets people of 
color and makes any kid with a shaved 
head and a tattoo an immediate suspect 
and guarantees stiffer sentences and a 
permanent rotating relationship with 
juvenile and adult penal institutions, 
we celebrate both Cedillo and Pleitez. 
Being underdogs ourselves and knowing 
a little about Mexican literary history, 
I have to cite Los de Abajo, a must-read 
book by Mariano Azuela, also the name 
of an Eastside art collective featured in 
this issue.

 To young Emanuel, I say, “adelante.” 
He has mobilized an enthusiastic 
and highly charged armada of teen-
aged to twenty-something barrio-
bred supporters, and as the child of 
an immigrant, he has overcome the 
obstacles that make it nearly impossible 
to evade the perils of inner-city decay 
and the daily destruction of hope. If 
Gil Cedillo, who rightly deserves to 
represent East LA and the San Gabriel 
Valley in D.C., can find it in his heart 
to fight the good fight and campaign 
with honor, while giving a noble nod 
to a dark horse, outsider kid from the 
streets of East LA who knows first hand 
what it’s like to live in limbo, hand-to-
mouth, from back alley shanty to the 
two-bedroom upstairs duplex in the 
hills of El Sereno.

 The naysayers will say we suffer 
from the Don Quijote complex, that 
Emanuel is jabbing at windmills and that 
he hasn’t earned his turn. But the fact 
that he represents a renewal of political 
engagement among a demographic 
that is not just young and Chicano, but 
Mexitrucha, Rancholo and Hondunano 
(figure this last one out, no, compa’?).
It is a generation influenced by Native 
American thought and philosophy, 
movimiento politics, and it is, above all, 
proudly, fluently and fiercely bilingual. 
Pleitez is a clear window into what 
LA will become. While it might seem 
unfortunate to some if Pleitez splits 
the Latino vote and Judy Chu, who has 
Hilda’s blessing, winds up on Capitol 
Hill, we shouldn’t bemoan the fact or 
hold a grudge.

Yes, Emanuel is young and unproven, 
and yes, Gil is our man, but together, 
even as competitors in what we hope 
doesn’t shape up to be a cutthroat 
political war, they demonstrate how 
far we have come from the “it’s either 
you or me because there isn’t enough 
for both of us” paradigm that has 
been propagated by a system that 
still fails our youth and our inner-city 
communities miserably.

 Ya basta! as vanguard activists used 
to say. We really do believe that change 
has come to America. If it ushers in 
the longshot Emanuel Pleitez, we will 
celebrate with as much gusto as we 
tout and support Cedillo’s efforts in 
his highly visible role as a genuine and 
committed luchador del pueblo.

Brooklyn & Boyle is Born

 Congratulations on your first issue 
of November and the start of a monthly 
community publication.
 As hard as they try, when the 
hometown LA Metropolitan Daily is 
part of a national conglomerate based 
in Chicago, you know something will 
be sacrificed when it comes to local 
knowledge, coverage and exposure.
 Long time residents of the 
neighborhoods you are intending 
to serve will appreciate the added 
notoriety of their locale. New residents 
will appreciate an extra source for 
learning more about the history, 
culture and events taking place in their 
new surroundings. Small businesses 
appreciate a local paper that is directed 
to their most likely customers and 
clients.
 Thanks for making this journalistic 
contribution and especially investing 
in the future at a time when fewer 
pubications are taking risks or expanding.
   Sincerely,
   Chuck Levin

Thank you, Mr. Levin. Your encourage-ment 
is appreciated. We will do our best. The 
community derserves no less.

Letters To The Editor

Felicidades on Your Cool 
Little Mag

 I picked up your December issue 
at Al & Bea’s, the best burrito joint in 
the Eastside.  Taking the copy home, I 
was happy to see it disappear into my 
14- year-old son’s room. I was surprised 
he would leave his music and the video 
games long enough to read anything.
 While he often talks about 
becoming an artist, this was the first 
time I’d ever seen him take an interest. 
I just wanted to congratulate you on a 
cool little magazine. We have such a rich 
cultural tradition and incredible history. 
here. I also appreciate your efforts to 
highlight other Eastside communities.
 If our young people are interested 
in reading about the kinds of cultural 
arts and community life featured in your 
new periodical, it’s a reflection of just 
how important positive stories and news 
coverage from these areas are.
 I was proud to see my son taking a 
little pride in the neighborhood where  
I’m rasing him.  We see so little coverage 
in the news of the beautiful art, music, 
theater and poetry all around us.  I look 
forward to your next issue.
   Mil gracias,
   Tomás Santos
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A DREAM Unfinished: Memoirs of an Undocumented Student
by Erick Huerta
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3Caramba 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 “Shining the Light on Brilliant Talent”

Veronica Jacuinde  (310) 508-1896

La Luz Public Relations
Celebrates the community arts 
and the East 1st Street
Arts Corridor in recognition 
of January as LA Art Month.

Help us make every month LA 
Art month on the Eastside 
and beyond!

LIFE

Every day is the same. An endless 
routine that never ends no matter 
how bad you want it to. You’re 

stuck in eternal purgatory because of 
a decision your parents made for you 
when you were only seven years old.  
 Too young to understand what’s 
going on, but old enough to know that 
things would never be the same again. 
For the last 16 years of your life, you’ve 
adapted and embraced your adopted 
country, assimilating and succeeding in 
spite of all of the daily hardships that 
you have to overcome. You ask your 
parents why they decided to bring 
your to the U.S. and it’s always the 
same answer, “Te queriamos dar las 
oportunidades que nosotros nunca 
tuvimos.”
 But that isn’t enough. Good 
intentions have lead to some of the 
most horrific atrocities in human 
history, but you can’t blame them, after 
all, they’re your parents. Growing up 
in the shadows, you learn to adapt, to 
hide your true identity like a costumed 
superhero. No one can ever know the 

real you because you don’t know how 
they’ll react. All you want to do is be 
another regular person, but eventually 
you realize that you’re not.
 You excel in your studies and 
take advantage of the system, fulfilling 
the destiny your parents laid out for 
you. You’re the first in your family to 
graduate from high school and the 
first to attend college. Your family 
recognizes your accomplishments 
like religious worshippers celebrating 
the second coming of their saviour, 
but that’s when all hell breaks loose. 
You suddenly realize that the secret 
you’ve been harboring your entire life 
is the only thing holding you back from 
achieving your destiny. 
 You learn that there’s no place for 
you, no chance to succeed without 
having to sacrifice what seems like 
your first-born child. However, through 
various resources and loopholes you 
learn that it’s not as bad as it seems 
and most importantly, that you’re not 
alone anymore. You find others like you, 
those who have shared your struggles, 

lived your hardships and dealt with 
the same dilemmas. “Oh, you’re an 
AB 540 student too?” referring to the 
legislation that allows undocumented 
students and out of state residents 
who have graduated from a California 
high school to qualify to pay in-state 
tuition at colleges and universities.
 You continue on with your 
education because you know that’s the 
only way you’ll be able to succeed in 
this world, with knowledge. You enroll 
in a community college, you sign the 
affidavit that says that you’re in the 
process of establishing legal residence 
or that you’ll apply when you are 
eligible. You pay cash for tuition and 
books with the help of family, friends 
and working various jobs on the side. 
 You slowly learn to take advantage 
of your schools facilities, to survive in 
place that isn’t supposed to help your 
kind. Like in high school, you excel 
in your college courses and garner 
attention from teachers who believe 
that you have something special, a drive 
to accomplish anything you set your 
mind to. They encourage you to apply 
to universities, they’re willing to give 
you letters of recommendation for 
scholarships and they’ll support you 
anyway they can. But you lie to them.
 You tell them that you missed 
the deadline for the application to 
a university or a scholarship, but in 
reality you know that the only reason 
you didn’t go through with it is because 
you know you don’t qualify. You know 
that in the small print, “must be a legal 
U.S. resident” is a requirement you 
can’t fulfill. So you continue to lie and 
keep it a secret until you just can’t deal 
with it anymore. You’ve lived with it 
for so long that you wish things would 
change for the better.
 You hope everyday that someone, 
somewhere will make a law or pass 

legislation that will open up a pathway 
to become a legal resident. Instead, you 
read about I.C.E raids tearing families 
apart in the mid-west, deporting people 
whose only crime was trying to work 
and support their families here in the 
U.S. and back in their home country. 
 You read about the number of hate 
crimes rising against undocumented 
residents who didn’t see it coming. You 
read about the DREAM Act failing to 
get enough votes in the senate again 
because policy makers don’t want 
to reward people who have broken 
immigration laws or encourage more 
people to immigrate. You explain to 
them that under the DREAM Act, only 
those who have graduated from high 
school, have a college education, good 
moral qualities, haven’t committed any 
crimes and have been in the U.S. before 
reaching the age of 16.
 You explain to them that only 
after meeting all of those qualifications 
will the DREAM Act benefit you. But 
your words fall on deaf ears because 
of their narrow-minded views. They 
say that by admitting all of these extra 
students, resources will be stretched 
further than they already are. They fail 
to realize that the system can handle 
the extra students. Most of them 
have already enrolled in and attended 
universities without the benefit of 
financial aid. Some have graduted 
already and are waiting for the day 
when they can use those degrees. 
 You tell them that all you want is 
the opportunity to be a contributing 
member of society and of your 
community. To help out the next 
generation of kids who will have to 
endure the same hardships you went 
through when you were growing up. 
You want to tell them that you’re 
already an American; you just don’t 
have a paper that says it.   

Avenue 50 Studio, Inc.
a 501(c)(3) non-profit art gallery
131 N. Avenue 50, Highland Park, CA 90042
323.258.1435  ave50studio@sbcglobal.net
www.avenue50studio.com
Hours: Tue.-Thur. 10 am-12 noon
Sat. & Sun. 10 am-4 pm

Intensidad

Opening Reception
Saturday, February 14, 7 to 10
February 14, to March 8, 2009

fro
nt

ar
tM

ue
rta

do
re

s I
V

by
 Jo

hn
 Va

la
de

z  
  c

ar
d 

de
sig

n 
by

 C
id

ne
 H

ar
t

poets
Abel Salas
Gloria Enedina Alvarez
Peter J. Harris
Rubén Funkahuatl Guevara
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CINEMA
Alondra Smiles is a Family Film for Angelenos East of Everwhere
Review by Abel Salas

Think of it as the little movie that 
could.  A Cinderella-story it isn’t, 
so don’t even dare consider 

any of those Disney on ice fantasy 
comparisons. Alondra Smiles is the kind 
of sweet film that many would rudely 
or snidely dump into the saccharine 
bin alongside most films lifted from 
the fairy godmother’s collection of 
hyper-commercial, theme park and 
spin-off merchandise galore fests.
 Fortunately for us, the East LA 
independent feature, a directing debut 
for co-writer Conchita Nora Villa, is 
also the kind of story that has grit 
and chutzpah, a spunky, feel-good film 
from a first-time production company 
built from love and “ganas.” Yes, I said 
“ganas.” And if you need a translation, 
you should probably go back and 
check out Stand and Deliver, another 
feel good film that tried with some 
success to dispel stereotypes about 
LA’s Eastside.

 Alondra, the would-be damsel in 
distress, spins the cliché on its head. 
Portrayed tenderly by Natalie Gómez, 
she faces difficulty and challenges 
with a quite strength, while the life-
affirming tale unfolds. A bright young 
talent who was discovered only after 
a lengthy casting marathon, according 
to the films producers Conchita 
Villa and her brother Juan Francisco 
Villa. Gómez is the film’s studied and 
serious soul searcher, a character 
who is presented with and overcomes 
the nastiness of teenaged girlhood 
rivalries, while tending to the family 
business, a restaurant left to her by 
her deceased parents. The restaurant, 
on the verge of being sold out from 
under her by an uncle, who is being 
cruelly manipulated by his wife, is 
Alondra’s link to the parents she has 
lost.
 In contrast, her step-cousin 
Tatiana, is a barracuda with a smile. 

When not rolling her 
eyes or dismissing those 
she feels unworthy 
of her gaze, Tatiana 
(Paloma Rodriguez) is 
busy gushing all over the 
sweet young man who 
has become smitten with 
Alondra. Both girls are 
nearing their fifteenth 
birthday, and the lesson 
Alondra learns is one 
she already knows 
deep down. Aside from 
perhaps one too many 
madcap, slapstick scenes 
with fresh blue paint and 
the awkwardly staged 
girl-fight, the film is a 
lingering love letter to 
the real reasons for the 
“quinceañera” tradition.
 Co-writers Juan 
Villa and his sister 

Conchita Nora Villa 
have created a compelling dramedy 
that, while not by any stretch a 
sexy, watershed introduction to the 

exotic world of debutante parties 
and East LA’s vast cultural wealth, 
speaks volumes in clear yet gentle 
speech. The “quinceañera” (both the 
celebration and the young woman 
being celebrated) are normal, everyday 
occurrences.
 With Alondra Smiles, the Villas 
called in favors, catered their own sets 
and dipped into a life savings to bring 
this story to the screen. They actually 
own the resaurant featured. It’s a 
wholesome, family film that warms the 
heart in a distinctly “café de la olla” or 
“café con leche” way. It is your mother 
bringing you hot tea with “limón” 
and “miel” when you were too sore-
throated to attend school, a brew 
best savored with in the comforting 
embrace your loved ones.
 A festival favorite, Alondra Smiles 
earned the 2008 Imagen Award for 
Best Picture and has screened in both 
Europe and South Africa. The film’s 
marquee logline also serves as a fitting 
reminder of just how the film was 
made. “Sometimes you have to take 
chances. That’s what life is all about.”

Anthony Márquez as Armando and Natalie Gómez as Alondra in Alondra Smiles

ARTS 4 CITY YOUTH

A free arts program since 1993

Graff & Mural Art Conferences: 
Resistance & Respect I (2007) II (2009)

Rubén Funkahuatl Guevara

Founder-Director

2618 Pennsylvania Ave.
Boyle Heights, CA 90033

323.881.9609
funkahuatl@azteca.net
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Benicio del Toro in Soderbergh’s Che
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Sincerity for Che Guevara
Review by Victor Parra

Steven Soderbergh showcases his 
newest flick in the latest attempt 

at capturing Che Guevara’s life on 
celluloid. The film, simply called Che, is 
a four-hour (and some change) long 
two-part film that picks up when Che 
and Fidel Castro are about to launch 
the revolution in Cuba and ends at 
Che’s execution. Part 1 covers the rise 
of Che’s fame and the revolution, while 
part 2 covers the failed attempt to 
begin a revolution in Bolivia right after. 
Benicio Del Toro stars as the man of 
the hour and is supported by Demián 
Bichir, the gorgeous Catalina Sandino 
Moreno (Maria Full of Grace), Rodrigo 
Santoro, and a surprise cameo by Matt 
Damon.

Taking in this film isn’t exactly 
a good history lesson, at least not 
in any PBS sort of way. It’s actually 
almost as if you’re skimming through a 
Latin American history textbook. No 
information is relayed in real detail. 
Events are just shown.

By no means is the film a 
glorification of Che as a god or an icon. 
It portrays him as a complicated man, 
even at times slightly—dare we say 
it?—insecure about his cause. In this 
way and through this depiction, Che is 
very sincere.

Casting is all around near perfect. 
Del Toro’s portrayal is very well done. 

The Puerto Rican born actor makes a 
convincing Argentinean. An equally great 
performance is delivered by Mexican 
actor Demián Bichir as the arrogant 
Fidel Castro. Bichir is relatively new as 
an import on the American film and TV 
scene, and his performance here should 
surely secure him a string of success 
here.

The footage, shot by Steven 
Soderbergh himself, but credited 
as Peter Andrews, is excellent. The 
mixing of formats is clever, but to the 
semi-trained eye, the use of the Red 
Camera in most of the film is glaringly 
obvious, and too some, may appear 
too digital. Exterior scenes have trees 
in the background that are hideously 
blown out, making that part of the 
composition look no better than home 
video footage. The convenience of the 
small camera didn’t make up for it’s 
resulting weaknesses.

The delay of the film’s release is 
unfortunate, but understandable. Most 
movie enthusiasts, even serious buffs, 
aficionados, or even “autuers” are 
pretty hesitant to go sit in a movie 
house for a four-hour plus film. Thus 
the film was ultimately released in 
two separate parts. That means buying 
two tickets, but also less “pain” to the 
unwilling. Either way you catch it, it is 
definitely worth watching. 
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The following article is a continuation of 
a story published in our last issue. The 
final and most important part of the piece 
was left truncated. We apologized to the 
authors and the readers. 

We wanted the mural to be a 
history of LHTS, a story that 
would not only teach the 

children about the land they are being 
raised in, but about the peoples that 
came before us; a timeline, so to speak.
 Three months later, the 34’ x 14’ 
footwall was complete. The mural is an 
exquisite depiction of LHTS and LA in 
different eras and the peoples and life 
forms that have inhabited these areas.  
It covers the time from 20,000 B.C. 
when mammoth, wolverine and dino-
saurs roamed the lands and continues 
through 500 A.D. when the most preva-
lent indigenous community, the Tongva 
people (people of the earth), populated 

Los Angeles in what was then called 
Yang-na Village. The colorful images 
cover the late 1800s when Lincoln Park 
had a zoo that was home to alligators, 
elephants, and ostriches, the latter of-
fered as mounts for children on saddles.  
 It’s important to us that these kids 
see positive images on this wall because 
they can ask about it. They can learn 
that Los Angeles was originally settled 
by mixed Mulato/Indigenous people 
who came from Sonora, Mexico and 
not by European settlers.  Over the 
years the demographics have changed 
of course. LHTS has housed people 
from many parts of the world. Irish, 
Italians, Mexican and Chinese have all 

come to call the neighborhood home, 
and it is now is a diverse community. 
 The mural pays homage to the 
ancestors who first settled Los Angeles 
and their descendents, who continue 
to build it and mold its ever changing 
shape.  This is their city, their neighbor-
hood, their school and it is a mural they 
can all claim as their own.  This is for 
them.  
 It’s been nearly three years since 
Juan was first diagnosed and now he is 
bed ridden. Aside from the muscles in 
his face, he has lost the ability to move 
completely.  His ability to communicate 
is limited. He can move his lips but 
cannot utter a sound, so we read lips. 
He sometimes uses his eyes to point 
to letters, and we spell out the words.  
As tedious as this must sound and as 
uncomfortable as we all can imagine 
it is to be so confined, he’s still giving.  
When we visit him, he’s still there mak-

ing us laugh, reminiscing 
with friends, teaching his 
children and giving ad-
vice to all that ask him.
 My brother Juan, while 
losing his ability to speak 
and use his arms and 
legs orchestrated an 
incredible gift: a symbol 
of both neighborhood 
and cultural pride. The 
result is a mural dedicat-
ed to the Sacred Heart 
community.  Together 
with Fernando Barragan, 
Sister Maria Elena and 
Brother Mario, we made 

it happen. 
 We offered our mobility in his 
stead. As a filmmaker, I documented 
the sacred journey embarked upon 
alongside Juan over a three-month pe-
riod in order to share the story of my 
brother’s insurmountable courage with 
the world. 
 I wanted everyone to know of his 
and Fernando’s dedication to our future 
generations. And if perhaps you have 
been moved enough here to visit the 
mural site, I hope you think not only of 
the gift of the images, or the historical 
facts, but also of the gift of life that we 
all been given, because what is life if it is 
not a “Sacred Journey?”

A Sacred Journey: Continued From Our Last Issue
by Ernesto Quintero and Dianna Pérez

Gene Aguilera
and

COMMUNITY COMMERCE BANK

Are Proud to Serve As
Your Eastside Bank

and financial advisors

(323) 268-6100 Ext. 300
2323 S. Atlantic Blvd.  v Monterey Park, CA 91754
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L. to R.-Juan Quintero, wife Marisol., brother Ernesto, Fernando Barragán

It is late and I have 
been running all 
over the city. I am 

waiting in my car, in 
front of Damon’s 
place. Twenty-four 
hours before we 
are ready to leave 
for CES 2009, my 
consulting client pulls 
out. Unfortunately, I 
already have meetings 
setup in Vegas. I call 
Damon and give him 
the news.
 “So what do you 
want to do?” he says. 
I’m thinking I need 
to write my column 
for Brooklyn & Boyle, 
and I am supposed to 
tape some interviews. 
 “Let’s do it,” I say, trying to sound 
sure of myself.  Thanks to a series of 
calls, good fortune and great friends, 
we pull it together. Bobby Lemos, a 
film editor working on a Disney film 
provides funds, Lester Chung and 
Andres Faucher provide equipment 
and the Whitaker family helps with 
lodging. 
 Damon DJs the ride from his 
iPod. It’s the small square, matte 
silver kind. On the road, we jam 
to Hip-Hop beats, Mozart violins 
and Led Zeppelin change ups. We 
debate whether or not a disco style 
prologue structure was derived from 
LZ.
 The Las Vegas air is cold, and I 
prefer the heat of the tropics over 
the chill of the desert. 
 The morning opens with a mind 
blowing day of techie dreams and 
engineering marvels. 
 CES 2009 is epic, massive and 
at times overwhelming. The Las 
Vegas Convention Center is the 
size of a village, spanning 1.7 million 
net square feet, making it’s the 
world’s largest consumer technology 

tradeshow. With 
over 2,700 global 
companies, including 
300 new exhibitors, 
an estimated 20,000 
new technology 
products, Damon 
and I are trying to 
get a handle on 
what’s new, what’s 
cool and what’s 
visionary.
       We check into 
the press room. 
Badges are waiting 
for us. The media 
areas are a series 
of almost cave-like 
halls with rooms full 
of press releases, 
computer terminals 

and a dining area of round tables 
with cluster of writers and reporters 
interwoven with white networking 
cables.
 We look around, see lots of 
faces with different expressions, and 
very few of color. I am brown, and I 
notice when I am the only Hispanic/
Latino in a room full of people that 
I can see. It’s not lost on Damon. It 
gives me purpose and empowers me.
 The show is produced by the 
Consumer Electronics Association. 
They are super cool with us. We get 
VIP lunches, parking and manage 
to get ourselves invited to the 
first Global Media Awards. It’s a 
Consumer Electronics Association 
(CEA) and  National Academy 
of Television Arts and Sciences 
(NATAS) joint launch of the 
Global Media Awards program 
focused on technology and content 
programming.
 The Award is some place in the 
Venice looking casino/resort/blinking 
lights/bad signage and no clue where 
we are going hotel. We meet an 
angel in the hallways in the shape of 

by Rami Rivera Frankl

Continued on Page 12

Barrio Dog Productions
4978 Wawona Street
Los Angeles, CA 90041-1833

PHONE  323/258-0802
FAX  323/257-4347

EMAIL  chuytrevino@earthlink.net 

From the first generation to the third
generation, Jesus Salvador Treviño tips
his hat to the young artists, writers, filmmakers
and community activists trying to make a difference!

As heirs to the movimiento, you make us all proud.

Consumer Electronics Show Live

Wowwee Robot demonstration at CES
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Beaubien, Terri Tooter Berman, Neal Breton, 
Joshua Calvert, Steph Calvert, Cheryl Cambras, 
Doriandra, Robyn Feeley, Claudia Galvan, Docious 
Godfrey, GT, Patrick Haemmerlein, Walt Hall, 
Chuck Hodi, K Howell, James Ivey, Lindy Ivey, 
David Andres Kietzman, Patricia Krebs, Vincent 
Madrid, Everett Mendes, Terry Davitt Powell, 
Michael Pukac, Carol Reynolds, David Saucedo, 
Kelly Thompson, Christopher Umana, Melissa 
Underwood, D.B. Williams
January 10 - February 10
Closing Reception:
Sunday, February 8th, 3 - 6  pm 
4534 Eagle Rock Blvd.
Eagle Rock, CA 90041
323.256.6117
www.eclecticcactus.com

Fremont Gallery
“Through Women’s Eyes”
Featuring work by: Martha Blasche, Kikki Eder, 
Yolanda Gonzalez, Julie L. Hill, Pola López, Lucía 
Maya, Sharon Romero, Cici Segura-González, Gina 
Stephaniuk
Opening Reception:
Saturday, February 7th, 6 - 9  pm
812 Fremont Ave.
South Pasadena, CA 91030
626.403.9901
www.fremontgallery.com

Imix Bookstore
“Be My Valentine Trunk Show”
Featuring jewelry designs by Ilaments and 
accessories by NenaSoulfly.
Friday, February 13th & Saturday, February 14th, 
11 am - 7 pm
5052 Eagle Rock Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA 90041
 
LiliFlor Open Studios
“Made with Love - Make Your Own”
featuring handcrafted gift making workshops 
by Mónica Hernández (Fine Silver Jewelry), Just 
Breathe Healing (herbal therapy), Balam Creations 
(hand painted accessories), Mamahoneybee 
(recycled Art), Yerbería Mayahuel (herbal body 
care), Chula Doula (Massage Therapy) an Imelda 
Gutiérrez (art & prints) on Tuesdays & Thursdays, 
January 20 thru February 12 at 7:30 p.m. culmin-
ating in an “Artisan Gift Sale” featuring music by El 
Haru-Kuroi, DJ Papalotl & Pan Dulce
Thursday, February 12
6 - 11 pm
2026 E. 1st St.
Los Angeles, CA 90033
323.268.0005
www.firststreetstudios.com

Ma Art Space
“Art  & Jewelry for Valentines”
Sunday, Dec. 14th
noon - 5 pm
Sunday, February 8th
featuring work by Emilia Garcia, Yolanda Gonzalez, 
Edward Escamilla and jewelry designs by Rosemary 
Rodriguez and Consuelo Campos
800 South Palm Ave, #1 
Alhambra, CA 91803
626.975.4799
www.yolandagonzalez.com

Self-Help Graphics
“Botanica del Amor”
Saturday, February 7th
12 pm – 6 pm
Sunday, Dec. 14th
12 pm – 6 pm
featuring art, food, music, poetry, love poems on 
demand and “limpias para el amor” 
plus poetry by Gloria Alvarez, Laura Longoria, 

Ave. 50 Gallery
“Intensidad”
featuring work by: Barbara Carrasco, J. Michael 
Walker, John Valadez, Elizabeth Perez with poets 
Ruben Guevarra, Abel Salas, Gloria Alvarez and
Peter J. Harris 
Opening Reception: 
Saturday, February 14
7 - 10 pm
151 N. Ave. 50
Highland Park, CA 90033
323.258.1435
www.ave50studio.com

Brooklyn & Boyle
“No Solo Para Románticos/Not Just for Romantics”
 An exhibition of affordable Valentine & Anti-
Valentine art featuring work by William Acedo, 
Fernando Barragán, David Zamora Casas, Victoria 
Delgadillo, Peter Carrillo, Chatismo, Ricardo 
Estrada, David Flury, Margaret García, Yolanda 
González, Lalo López, Pola López, LiliFlor, José 
Lozano, Juan Martín, Pinche Michi, Jhovany 
Quiroz, Leslie Gutíerrez-Saiz, and many more to be 
announced.
February 12 - March 9
Opening Reception:
Thursday, February 12, 7 - 10 pm
2003 E. 1st St.
Los Angeles, CA 90033
323.780.9089
www.myspace.com/brooklynandboyle
 

 

Victoria Delgadillo
Cactus Gallery
“Bird is the Word” (Animal Protection Institute)
Featuring art and small works (subject to change) 
by Matt Adrian, Leyla Akdogan, Anna Alvarado, 
Douglas Alvarez, Kim Bagwill, Lea Barozzi, Sheri 

Jhovany Quiroz, Abel Salas and Carmen Vega.
3802 César Chávez Ave.
Los Angeles, CA 90063
www.selfhelpgraphics.com

Trópico de Nopal
(watch for our Mondays e-mas-mails!).
1665 Beverly Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA 90026
213.481.8112
www.tropicodenopal.com

MUSIC/COMMUNITY

El Gallo Plaza Cultural & Business Center
“El Gallo Bakery 60th Anniversary Celebration”
free food, sweet bread at 1949 prices (3 
conchitas for $.10), free children’s activity booths, 
live performances, and a variety of exhibitor booths 
from both public programs and local artisans. 
Musical performances to include “Till Further 
Notice,” from Garfield High, Griffith Middle School’s 
“LA After-School All-Stars Youth Folklorico,” “Leily 
Sanchez with Mariachi Juvenil Herencia Mexicana,” 
East LA’s Bossa nova trio El-Haru Kuroi, the world-
influened cumbia music of “Buyepongo,” and the 
Latin American roots music of “Domingosiete.”
Saturday, February 1st, noon - 7 pm
4545 Cesar Chavez Avenue
Los Angeles, CA 90022
323.263.4545
elena_hernandez17@yahoo.com

Lincoln Heights Community Art Gallery
“Fuga! CD Release Party”
featuring performances by Fuga! (Oakland, CA)
Sr. Mendez (Venezuela) & DJ Mando Fever 
(Descarga, Real Wednesdays); art by Loushana 
Roybal Rose; photo & video projections by Pablo 
Aguilar & Carlos Cardona; cocktails by Lady 
Bartender
Thursday, February 5th, 9 pm
Tickets: $10, $15 w/CD 21 & over
2701 Broadway
Los Angeles, CA 90031
www.myspace.com/fuguista
indigitalproduction@yahoo.com

Lincoln Heights Community Art Gallery
“CENCALLI come-Unity concert”
featuring performances, film, art, raffles, speakers, 
native drumming and vendors. Featured artists 
include Quinto Sol, In Lak Ech, Guerrilla Queenz, 
Aztlan Unearthed, Miktlan, Wardonkey. Art by 
Resistencils.
Friday, February 6th, 7 pm
Tickets: $10 suggested donation
all ages welcome
2701 Broadway Ave.
Los Angeles, CA 90031
mujrmyz@yahoo.com

The Blvd.
“Anything Sunday”
featuring Dirty Hands playing anything they want 
an D.J. Vane. Hourly drink specials
February 8th, ‘round midnight
2631 Whittier Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA 90023
323.261.3090

SPOKEN WORD/OPEN MIC

Teocintli
“Codex Verbal”
Open mic every other Friday night beginning
January 23rd
2717 East 4th St.
Los Angeles, CA 90033

323.266.2117
www.myspace.com/teocintli

TEATRO

Los Angeles Teatro Frida Khalo
Yo... La Puta!
Teatro en español written by Sylvain, directed by 
Emanuel Loarca and featuring performances by 
Gabriela de Luna, Mariana Marroquin y Evelyn 
Kinsey.
January 23 - February 1; Thursday, Friday and 
Saturday, 8pm; Sunday, 6 pm 
Tickets: $15, Students & Seniors $10
2332 W. Fourth St.
Los Angeles, CA 90057 
213.382.8133

CoA at The Alexandria Hotel
Company of Angel-Theater for Los Angeles
Días y Flores
Written by Oliver Mayer, directed by Luís Alfaro 
and starring Miguel Angel Caballero, Marlene 
Forte, Justin Huen, Mel Rodriguez and Carolyn 
Zeller. The story is loosely based on A Thousand 
and One Nights and the music of Cuban Silvio 
Rodriguez and Beethoven. It also looks at the 
changing face of Latinos – Caribbean to Mexican. 
What does it mean to be Latino and in love? 
What happens when your sexual feelings cross 
boundaries.
January 16th thru February 8th; Friday and 
Saturday, 8pm; Sunday, 7pm
501 South Spring St, Third Floor
Los Angeles, CA 90013
Tickets:  $20 General Admission, $15 Students & 
Seniors, $12 Groups
Box office: 323.883.1717
www.brownpapertickets.com/52930 or www.
companyofangels.org

Casa 0101
Heart on a Wire
Written/developed by Toungue In Chic*ana 
(Ramona Gonzales, Selene Santiago, Michelle 
Zamora) and Colin Nasseri starring Jesse Bliss, 
Leandro Cano, Sean Faye, ALexis de la Rocha, 
Ramona Gonzales, Joshua Lamont and Xavi 
Moreno. A show exploring tri-chromatic love 
through dance, music and puppetry.
February 6th thru February 22nd;  Friday & 
Saturday, 8 pm; Sunday, 7 pm
Tickets: $15 General Admission
Show Stopper Specials:
February 6: Opening Night, $20; February 8th: Pay 
what you can; February 14th: Puppet Photo Booth 
of Love
2009 East 1st St.
Los Angeles, CA 90033
323.263.7684 or tickets@casa0101.org
www.casa0101.org

Please send event listings or notices to Brooklyn & 
Boyle one month in advance if possible. Our email 
is editor@brooklynandboyle.com.

LISTINGS
GALERÍAS

Muertadores IV, John Valadez, 2008

Meditation for Peace, Leo Limon, 1995
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Begun in 2004, the Los de Abajo 
Printmaking Collective takes 
its name from two sources, 

says veteran artist, poet and political 
activist Don Newton, one of several 
founding members.
 “Of course, you know the book, 
Los de Abajo,” he explains. He is 
referring to the Mexican Revolution-
inspired novel by Mariano Azuela, 
which has long been considered a 
classic in the canon of Mexican and 
Latin American letters.
 Taken directly from the novel, 
the idea that those who come 
from the bottom, the overlooked 
and forgotten, the downtrodden 
and the disenfranchised can take up 
arms as freedom fighters, has fueled 
the imagination of Chicano and Latino 
artists in the U.S. for decades.
 Consider how many Emiliano 
Zapata and Pancho Villa portraits 
appear with clock-like regularity in 
the visual imagery and iconography 
of the Southwest. In murals, on 
keychains, wallets, t-shirts and on 
easel paintings everywhere, Zapata’s 
handle bar mustache proudly evokes 
the unforgettable slogan “Es mejor 
morir de pie que vivir de rodillas.” It 

is better to die on your feet than live 
on your knees, a dicho attributed to 
Zapata, an indigenous revolutionary who 
championed the rural campesinos in a 
feudal Mexican society that relegated 
them to subservience.
 While it is romantic to attribute 
the birth of East LA’s oldest and most 
active printmaking collective to some 
idealistic affinity for Zapata and his 
weary band of white-garbed corn 
farmers, the group’s genesis stemmed 
more obviously from the fact that they 
met and worked in a space on the 

Los de Abajo Printmakers Celebrate Success, Renewal and Transition
by Abel Salas

bottom floor of the Self Help Graphics 
building at César Chávez Ave. (formerly 
Brooklyn Avenue).
 “We were taking printmaking 
classes on the bottom floor of 
Self Help Graphics,” Newton says. 
According to him, the instructors at 
the time were Poli Marichal and Agustín 
Barón, who organized the first portfolio 
project for the group entitled “Basic 
Needs.”
 Among the founding members 
of the collective were Agustín Barón, 
Maritza Dominguez, Judith Durán, 
Antonio Escalante, Emelda Gutiérrez, 
Chie Izuma, Poli Marichal, Don Newton 
and Victor Rosas. Today, core group 
members include: Kay Brown, Judith 
Duran, Antonio Escalante, Emelda 
Gutierrez, Poli Marichal, Don Newton, 
Victor Rosas and Marianne Sadowski . 
Among other artists who have worked 
with the group are Sam Baray, Sojin 
Kim, José Lozano and Shie Izuma.
 While many of the collective’s 
members are Latino, the group is 
ethnically diverse with members from 
Mexico, Puerto Rico, Korea and the 
western U.S.
 “I began because I was impressed 
with the work that Poli and all the 
people at Self Help were doing. I’d 
been going there for years,” says 
Emelda Gutiérrez who works in 
various media, but since joining the 
collective, developed a repertoire of 
powerful print images. Currently, she 
is a regularly featured print workshop 
instructor at Liliflor Open Studios in 
Boyle Heights.
 “I love art and printmaking is one 
quarter of my soul!” she exclaims 
unabashedly.
 In 2004, during a temporary 
absence for Marichal, who traveled to 
Puerto Rico to complete a feature film 
project with her husband, filmmaker 
Ricardo Méndez Matta, Los de Abajo 
exhibited individual, hand made books 
at Rock Rose Gallery in Highland 
Park. Upon Marichal’s return in the 
fall of 2005 and at her suggestion, the 

collective developed a portfolio 
about migration that resulted in the 
series titled “Opressed X-Pressions 
– Prints About Migration in the 21st 
Century,” which had a successful 
exhibition at Self-Help Graphics & 
Art. The show was also featured 
at Brand Library in Glendale. In 
September, the portfolio was also 
installed at Pasadena Community 
College.
 In 2007, the group developed 
a series of prints around water 
issues in the world that became 
the basis for the exhibition “H20, 
Inc –On the Issue of Water,” of 
which a collaborative print entitled 

“H2O” and measuring 144” x 48” 
was an integral and powerful element. 
The exhibition drew enthusiastic 
crowds from both the Latino and 
environmental activist communities 
with a collection of thought provoking 
images and mixed media installations 
that made printmaking a critical yet 
poetic way to address the importance 
of protecting water resources.
 In the spring of 2008, Ave. 50 
Studios in Highland Park once 
again invited the LDAPC to exhibit 
collectively in a show titled “Drawing 
the Line.” Last fall, three of the 
collective’s members were featured 
in “Ménage à Trois,” an exhibition 
of work by Poli Marichal, Marianne 
Sadowski and Victor Rosas alongside 
a simultaneous show entitled 
“Graficomania” that featured collective 
stalwarts Kay Brown, Judith Durán, 
Antonio Escalante and Don Newton at 
Self-Help Graphics & Art.
 Last November, the collective 
was invited to exhibit at the Instituto 
Cultural de Baja California in Tijuana. 
And they are pleased to note that the 
group is currently part of an important 
exhibition organized by the Mexic-
Arte Museum in Austin, Texas.  
 Titled “Creando Fuerza, Cambio 
y Permanencia” (Creating Strength, 
Change and Permenance), it also 
includes prints form the Consejo 
Gráfico Ateliers.
 “This year we’re working on 
several projects. However, the fact 
that SHG is still going through a major 
overhaul and has lost most of the 
building’s first floor facilities, including 
the printmaking workshop has put 
quite a strain on our group,” says Poli 
Marichal.
 “We are in the process of trying 
to find other alternatives because we 
want to get back to work on our prints. 
We’ll have to use our ingenuity and 
reinvent how and where we do prints. 
Our group is small but tight, and we 
can survive,” she concludes with quiet 
resolve.

H20, Inc., 2007, linocut, 144” x 48”,  collaborative print by Kay Brown, Poli Marichal, Don Newton, Victor 
Rosas and Marianne Sadowski

LIFE
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David Flury: A Painter in Profile
by Christy Ramirez

 “Someone asked me, ‘Are you a 
political artist?’” painter David Flury 
says. “I said, ‘No, I just paint what I 
see.”
 Flury, an artist familiar to many 
in the Eagle Rock and Highland Park 
neighborhoods, has been drawing 
since he was three-years-old.
 “I’ve always had a fascination for 
art,” he confesses. In many ways, it 
is, for him, an attempt to perhaps 
understand himself and find deeper 
meaning in his perception because he 
doesn’t see the world as others do. 
According to him, the ability to speak 
with images and painting rather than 
words has allowed him to remain 
sane in an often chaotic world.
 While attending Los Angeles City 
College and Pierce College in the 
San Fernando Valley, he became more 
deeply convinced that his destiny lay 
in the art world.
 “It was all about finding art and a 
calling I didn’t know I had. At LACC, 
I was taking a class with Raoul De 
La Sota and a gentleman named Bill 
Murphy offered to buy my painting 
with a gold diamond ring and I 
accepted,” he continues. “That was 
my proudest moment.
 “I then studied with Margaret 
Garcia as her apprentice and assisted 

her with murals. The biggest mural I 
helped on was at Cypress Park. For 
me, being new to the game it was 
a great experience for hands-on 
-training. I also worked with Frank 
Romero,” Flury adds.
 “He taught me to paint freehand 
but without speaking. I helped him 

restore [a] mural he did in 1984 
called “Going to the Olympics,” which 
was vandalized.  Because of constant 
attacks of vandalism, the mural was 
eventually removed completely, says 
Flury. He is pleased to say that he and 
Romero remain friends to this day. 
 With Romero, Flury flirted with 
the possibility of reincarnating “Los 
Four.”
“We then put up the pieces together 
and went to meet up with the other 
original members. We wanted to 
discuss the trials of younger people,” 
he recalls.
 Though the project never quite 
materialized, Flury says the feeling it 
gave was like “buying a ticket to ride.” 
The torch for the legendary work 
of the original LA Chicano mural 
masters still burns inside of him.
 In 2006, Flury participated in an 
exhibition called “The painters of 
Aztlan” held in Madrid, Spain.  He is 
also one of the artists featured in the 
Cheech Marin art collection. Marin, 
Flury notes, opened the doors for 
him in certain ways. Many works in 
the Marin collection were recently 
exhibited at the Los Angeles County 
Museum of Art on Mid-Wilshire.
 In the last 15 years, Flury has 
shown in over 300 exhibitions 

throughout the 
United States, but 
is clear when he 
says he hopes to 
continue painting 
and learning, evolving 
and teaching. He 
would also like to 
visit Central and 
South America.
 With a style 
that is equally kinetic 
and vivid, Flury is 
unafraid to address 
the sweet and sour 
aspects of life, often 
in the same painting. 
While his work 
is largely abstract, 
he still considers 
himself a Chicano 
artist.
 “Painting to 
me in Los Angeles 
is like driving down 
the 101 freeway with 
the windows rolled 
down and with 
everything blurry 

and the road ahead 
is the only thing you can see,” he 
says. For younger artists, he has only 
this advice, “never lose focus in your 
dreams.”

Email David Flurry at flurylosfour@
hotmail.com. Christy Ramirez can be 
reached at lovelaart@aol.com.     

Call Mr. O!
L.A., Riverside, Orange & San Bernardino Counties
Commercial Residential

OJEDA PEST CONTROL
Licenced & Bonded 

AIB-USDA Compliance 

SE HABLA ESPAÑOL     Mario Ojeda
Free Estimates             Tel: (323)833-0501
Roach-Mice-Fleas-Spiders     e-mail: ojedapc@aol.com
Ants-Bees-Rats-Crickets etc.                             License #4784

Artist David Flury bridges the first generation and third.
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Sometimes Neighborhood Fame Is All You Need

 Ray Ricky Rivera, who hails from 
Ramona Gardens and—though still 
young—is a veteran of the Eastside 
musical explosion that had its gestation 
throughout the ’90s and gave us groups 
like Quetzal, Domingo Siete, Slowrider, 
Quinto Solo, Pachamama and scores 
more since.  As an MC, he has spit and 
recorded his flows since before1998 
when he joined the groundbreaking 
East LA Sabor Factory, a horn-heavy 
ensemble that fused bilingual urban hip-
hop with traditional Latin rhythms for a 
sound that earned them the “Best L.A. 
Based Latin Band nomination from LA 
Weekly.
 Working in collaboration with 
Joaquín Pacheco, also a former member 
of East LA Sabor Factory, Rivera has 
finally cut loose with a solo project that 
features his brother DJ Abomb on the 
turntables and haunting, R & B inflected 
back up vocals by Steven Wonderful. 
With an intentional irony, Rivera has 
dubbed the new CD Neighborhood Fame. 
The disc is full of tracks, several co-
written by Pacheco, that will carry the 
ever-ebullient Ray Ricky far beyond the 
confines of the East Los “rez.” As co-
executive producer on the album and 
as the chief mixologist, Pacheco—now 
touring with Quinto Sol on sax—is 
highly regarded as a sound engineer and 
a serious session musician with deep 
musical roots on the Eastside. His work 
with Rivera here is thus an anchor and a 
cornerstone.

 On songs such as “Hustlers and 
Stugglers” and “Still Livin’,” Rivera 
unleashes a verité look at the the inner 
city issues that plague the projects 
over beats and instrumentation that as 
soulful as they are full of experimental 
hybrids. A case in point is the latter song, 
“Still Livin,’” a story poem laced with 
synthesized accordion riffs and guitar 
licks that resonate with Santana’s holy 
spirit. The lyrics describe a reality where 
foodstamps, government cheese, baloney 
and ham, generic corn flakes and Van de 
Camps and spam are part of the daily 
indignations faced by people with dignity 
who pass the wino on the corner, a 
corner where the cops will harass the 
kids who have to deal with overcrowded 
classrooms.
 More cerebral than other tracks 
these two still set the tone, who the 
balance of the disc is straight up party 
hip-hop that celebrates the beauty of the 
west coast and the glittering diversity 
that brings people of color from 
throughout the globe to the promised 
land of the sunshine state.
A memorable freshman effort, 
Neighborhood Fame is, simply, a 
celebration, the collections of 
songs infused with a groove that is 
appropriately described by Rivera as  
“a little bit of hip-hop, a little bit Latin, 
a little bit Soul and a whole lotta love. 
The single “Mi Sonido” flirts slightly 
with reggaeton, but deftly avoids that 
bottomless pidgeon hole with interesting 
lyrical ruminations. If anything, the album 
is benchmark for both Rivera, a young 
and gifted MC and Pacheco, an emerging 
studio powerhouse. They represent 
the maturation of the East LA indie 
music realm. The polish is nowhere 
more evident than in the song titled. 
“Sunshine” which evokes echoes of 
the golden lowrider oldies while giving 
offering a simultaneously crisp and 
lush take on the vocal soul harmonies 
wrapped around seduction disguised as 
a hip-hop flow. Taken as a whole, the disc 
is a reminder Cali is “the state where 
you never find the dance floor empty.”

New From the Author of Real Women Have Curves!
Pre-order it now! 

www.amazon.com

LIFE

The “kiosko” is a monument that marks Mariach Plaza and the gateway into Boyle Heights,  
once known was Brooklyn Heights. Black-and-white photo by Jhovany Quiroz, 2008.
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Wow, I am still amazed. 
Barack Obama, our new 
President-elect. We live in 

truly amazing times. I was relieved, 
but now what? Some say we must wait 
and continue to hope for the best, but 
like George López would say “Chale, 
como que wait?” He’s right, if we had 
waited, Obama would not have won. 
We have to continue to move forward 
and continue becoming agents of 
change, because if not, as history has 
shown, someone else will make that 
change for us.  
 There is no denying that LA’s 
Latinos helped make LA the city it 
was back in 1781 and into the city it is 
today, the only difference is that back 
then we weren’t called Latinos, we 
were native to the land and basically 
the only ones around, mezcla (a 
mixture) of the Spanish colonizers and 
the Native Americans. 
 Our cultural footprint is so 
engrained in our country’s identity 
that even spell-check functions 
command that the proper spelling of 
Latino require a capital L. By the time 
I got to LA, I discovered that all roads 
lead to Boyle Heights, in more ways 
than one. We have recently reclaimed 
our majority population status in the 
great City of Angeles and continue 
to penetrate the city’s corridors and 
once off-limit enclaves. 
 For one reason or another, out 

of convenience and survival, the city 
has always been dependent on the 
Eastside. Back when it was simply 
cornfields, it was dependant on the 
Eastside for food product. Now it is 
dependant on our people product. 
You may or may not know this:  Boyle 
Heights has been a gateway to success 
for several generations, producing 
great Angeleno musicians, actors, 
writers, artists, political advocates, 
scholars, doctors, athletes and heroes.
 You name it, from Purple Heart 
medals for valor in combat and 
Olympic Gold medals to Columbia, 
Harvard, Princeton, Yale, and USC 
degrees, there is a daughter, a son, 
a grandchild in our community who 
has earned these and more. We 
sometimes hear about them. More 
likely, we don’t. The trick is finding 
them and sharing them so that we can 
all be proud. 
 Our personal strengths need to 
be nurtured in order for us to achieve 
success. Boyle Heights has and always 
will be an area of growth and change. 
Whether it’s land, a building or a 
child’s future, it is a community of 
new beginnings, fresh starts, change 
and most of all, of hope. Witness 
the musical, artistic and cultural 
renaissance that brings us Casa 0101, 
Liliflor Studios, Teocintli, Proyecto 
Jardin, and Chavez Studios. We’re 
not taking a stand against the influx 

of hipsters and pioneer artists who 
come in droves. We just don’t want 
restrictive codes written by new 
neighborhood association members. 
It’s happening informally in Highland 
Park already. 
 New residents, who moved there 
because property was affordable, 
banded together and created rules 
that ban multi-family dwellings or non-
operational vehicles. Other covenants 
do not disguise efforts to enforce 
home repair. Do we really want 
outsiders coming into our age-old 
neighborhoods and dictating what we 
can or cannot do?
 Despite all our achievements and 
accolades, we still lack representation. 
Why? Where is our political voice? 
It’s here, and there is plenty of proof. 
Obama believed in “Si Se Puede,” and 
so do we. Politicians are spending 
millions to get our votes. Why? Well, 
it’s simple, really, because we are a 
force to be reckoned with. Just ask 
Obama. 
 If the sleeping giant stirs, every-
one lathers up at the possibility 
of having us join their side. In this 
climate, many have learned that we 
are so much more dynamic than the 
simplistic sleeping giant metaphor 
society would have everyone believe. 
We are not a monolithic group. 
 There is more to Latinos than 
Spanish-language commonality, and 

even here, and a fluctuating, non-
static array of Latino subgroups all 
have their own dialects, history and 
culture. Latinos are an ethnically, 
racially and religiously diverse group. 
We share some values and language 
ties, but we are many voices, with a 
broad spectrum of views. What is this 
all about? It’s about empowerment. 
Growing up Latina in LA or anywhere, 
for that matter, is not easy. 
 We need more people in posi-
tions of leadership to invoke pride 
and follow that road back to Boyle 
Heights and similar communities 
across the board. We must give back 
to our communities and continue, 
symbolically, the efforts of Mayor 
William H. Workman by building 
more bridges both literal and 
figurative. 
 We need to take the reigns with 
regard to our civic responsibilities 
and not be afraid to hold our elected 
representatives accountable. If we 
don’t, we should not expect others 
without interests to make it a priority. 
We must express our needs in order 
to make them a priority throughout 
Boyle Heights, along the veins of 
the LA River as it courses through 
the City’s heart and in each of our 
communities. 
 And when you ask yourself where 
to go for help, you might just want to 
check the mirror.

Barak Obama Was Only the Beginning; the Rest is Up to Us
by Claudia Huerta

Foto Gallery: Doreen Duran

Gerard Meraz buries his nose in our first issue at the 
Eastside Luv Sunday night Open MICrófono hosted by 
legendary Los Ilegals and ASCO member Willy Herrón.

Mayor Antonio Villaraigosa boogies down at Plaza de 
la Raza in Lincoln Heights during El Centro de Ayuda’s 
Capital Campaign Kick-Off  celebration.

PERSPECTIVA
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To My Neighborhood: I Confess
by Victoria Kraus

Taste of Brazil
Authentic Brazilian Cuisine

Restaurant & Market

4838 Huntington Dr.
Los Angeles, CA 90032

Reservations

(323) 342-9422
www.TasteOfBrazil.info
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Dear Boyle Heights, 

 I have a confession to make and 
some new year’s resolutions I’d like to 
share with you. I’ll get the confession 
out of the way first. I confess that I 
used to hate you Boyle Heights. Yes, I 
hated you. (Compare this kind of hate 
to a love-hate relationship you have 
with chocolate, frappucinos, exercise 
and/or your siblings.) Hate is a strong 
word and for a time during my 
uncontrollable teenage angst, I really 
meant it.
 It was mostly in high school that I 
hated you. I couldn’t stand my loud and 
disrespectful neighbors playing music 
late at night into the wee hours of the 
morning on 
weekends. I 
wanted to 
punch one 
neighbor 
in the 
apartment 
building I 
lived in with 
my mother 
for coming 
home in a 
drunken 
state and 
throwing beer and soda cans on our 
door.
 I was frustrated with the limited 
academic competition at Roosevelt 
High School—all of the AP/Honor 
students on each track were the same 
group of around 40 kids who all had 
the same classes together. Most of all, 
I hated it when classmates (mostly of 
Mexican heritage) would call anything 
Asian, “Chino” (pronounced chee-
know). If I said, “I’m half Japanese,” 
some of my peers would ask me, 
“So do you speak Chinese?” Others 
would laugh and say, “For reals, you’re a 
China?”
 What was ironic was when 
classmates of Hispanic heritage got 
upset if they were wrongly labeled 
Mexican, because they were really of 
Salvadoran or Guatemalan descent. 
That’s ignorance at its worst if you 
ask me. C’mon Boyle Heights, do we 
want this petty behavior to contribute 
to the U.S.’s already bad rep of being 
ignorant? 
 Despite my frustrations, there 
were things I did love and still love and 
will always love (and I don’t use the 
word love often—in fact, this is the 
first time I’ve ever used the term more 
than once in one sitting), like King Taco 
and accessible public transportation. 
I loved that I could walk to King 
Taco and have a couple of tacos using 
laundry change, and I loved being a 
short bus ride away from the Central 
Library.  
 It could be a phase I’m going 
through – complaining about the 

bad things and not recognizing the 
good. But I will give myself props for 
recognizing that I recognize this habit 
and break it before it’s embedded 
in my DNA, which leads me to 
some good things—my new year’s 
resolutions. 
 My first New Year’s resolution 
is to make my bicycle and Metro my 
main source of transportation to and 
from work. I also plan to eat healthier 
and do yoga regularly. I will practice 
my Spanish and Japanese and learn 
sign language and French. I will apply 
for an internship with the NPR radio 
show, This American Life, and prepare 
for some graduate program I know I 
can commit to using my Boyle Heights 

experience as 
the backbone to 
what has shaped 
me culturally 
so that I have 
plenty to write 
about on my 
applications. 
 I plan to, 
somehow, 
feel financially 
secure. I 
will think of 
something 

expressive that will contribute to the 
healthy growth and development of 
my community, something that will 
encourage residents to be friendlier 
neighbors until one day we won’t have 
to lock our doors or bar our windows.
 Here is one annual resolution 
I’ve yet to feel satisfied with: I will 
be a better friend, sister, daughter, 
employee, volunteer, earth citizen 
and friend to time. This last one’s a 
Christmas wish: I want to meet Woody 
Allen over lunch at the Carnegie 
Deli on a weekday or over breakfast 
at Canter’s on a Sunday. I will bring 
an agenda of items for our casual 
conversation and my drumsticks and 
request that he bring his clarinet so we 
could have a jam session at either deli. 
 My new motto midway this year 
became “Life is long” after a series 
of emotionally draining events. It’s a 
lot easier for me to feel down and 
out about this motto and sometimes, 
even more tempting to cut out short. 
But I guess it’s true when people tell 
you, “You’re young! You have plenty of 
time!” (to figure it out.) The optimist 
would comment on such a motto 
expressing we have more than enough 
time to experience and learn lots of 
new things, like an instrument or a 
language foreign to you. 
 It’s just weird that a year passes by 
so quickly. 
Hooray for 2009. Ok, ok. Hooray for 
2009!

Sincerely,
Victoria E.M. Kraus

I confess that I 
used to hate you, 

Boyle Heights. 
Yes, I hated you. Higher Ground

e n t e r t a i n m e n t

eqfbhe@yahoo.com
323.286.2011

highergroundentertainment.net

Ernesto Quintero
Producer
VP of Sales & Marketing

a lady; she is carrying an invite with 
name of the awards on it. “Help”… she 
is lost as well, but she has this mom/
leader vibe. So we roll and get lost 
together.
 She’s nominated for an award in 
technical excellence for TMZ. We are 
rapping about this and that mostly 
funning and goofing.  It’s all business 
once we arrive. Later that night we 
hear her name, Darcy Antonellis, 
President of Warner Bros., Technical 
Operations.
 The awards and nominations were 
insightful and informative. Wil.i.am 
wins an award for his election piece. 
He speaks of the power of the digital 
media age and how it encourages 
democracy in its truest form. He 
speaks with a genuine air.
 You feel his commitment to his 
craft and his inspirational connection.  
I want to introduce myself to him 
and tell him I was in the Agape 
International Choir with Rickie BB, 
who he has been performing with, but 
the opportunity never presents itself. 
I want to shake his hand and look 
directly into his eye, up close.
 Damon gets a call from promoter 
at LAVO. The awards end, and we 
eventually make it to the PALAZZO.
LAVO is a multi floor club/restaurant/
hookah bar. There are long lines and 

people are being told to wait up. The 
lines are roped and it looks like a 
Disneyland ride, full of eager clubbers.
 The promoter comes to the 
entrance stone-faced.  He smiles when 
he see Damon. We are set for the 
night.
 Morning... well late morning... 
closer to noon, the phone rings. I 
developed an ability to answer a phone 
out of my sleep while I was a PA on 
pictures like Roadhouse, Lethal Weapon 
2 and Tales From the Crypt. Nicole 
Vidovich-Parker, CEA/CES Partner 
Relations, who sat with us the previous 
night at the awards with her husband, 
is on the phone. She has invited us to 
the Digital Media “25 Digital Media 
Executives to Watch” reception that 
night.
 We have meetings set up with 
Roland Audio, Intel, Microsoft - Game 
Designer, Motorola, and Panasonic.
 Intel has a glass touch screen... 
think Minority Report but way better.
 Scan Disc Association has a 
memory card with 1 terabit (1000G), 
wow.
 And that’s all I have to say for now. 
Lookout for next’s month’s column 
and more tech and gear reviews.
 If you have any questions or an 
idea for a technology story, please 
send them to: rami@hobokenw.com

From Page  6 - Live CES in Las Vegas

Step up to the higher ground.
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Airwaves Over Aztlan Coming at You Live From Divine Forces Radio
an oldie but goodie by Abel Salas (the original, unedited version, booya!)

It’s 10 p.m. on Friday night and 
Cahuenga Blvd. is hopping. Studio 
City buzzes with wannabee starlets 

and club-bound party hounds.  If the 
weekly rite seems to suggest that if a 
newly face-lifted Hollywood is bringing 
trendy back, trendy—in this part of 
town—never left. About half a block 
north of Miceli’s, the classic Italian 
bistro, where singing waiters belt out 
musical theatre show tunes when 
they’re not dishing up pasta or pizza, 
KPFK radio and the Divine Forces 
Radio crew that includes Djs Icy Ice, 
Counterstryke, Breeze and Orator are 
busy telling the trendiods to bite it and 
take a hike.
 Led by Fidel Rodriguez, the DFR 
team is on a mission to save hip-hop 
through a process Rodriguez calls 
“decolonizing the mind,” one listener 
at a time. Spinning conscious hip-hop 
and rap, Rodriguez is a radio head from 
way back. Born and raised in Santa 
Barbara, into a single parent household, 
he traces his heritage to Mexican and 
Chumash ancestors. According to 
Rodriguez, his forebears ran a dance 
hall in Montecito and once hid the 
legendary Joaquin Murrieta, a 19th 
Century Robin Hood figure who fought 
the Anglo settlers that preyed upon and 
pillaged the native populations in their 
Manifest Destiny drive west.
 “They lived in Montecito, which 
back in the 1800s was known as a place 
where the Mexican bandits lived. ” says 
Rodriguez, the obvious irony being that 
Montecito is now home to some of the 
wealthiest people in the country.
Staring at inaccessible wealth and 
wearing the shame of being born into 
poverty, he says, put him on a collision 
course with the law.
 “I sold drugs to the rich white kids. 
Thankfully, I got out before anything 
serious happened.” Rodriguez says flatly.
A turn around occurred when, in an 
alcohol-fueled fight, he left three people 
unconscious. He had no recollection of 
the event when he woke up in a cell. 
A lawyer and family friend who had 
watched him grow up sat him down for 
some serious council and helped get all 
the serious charged reduced.
 “I had to pay restitution… 
community service, but I was looking 
at some serious time,” he recalls. At his 
lawyer’s request, he found a program 
to curb the drinking while mulling 
over options. In the end, he realized he 
could start by getting himself back into 
school.
 “Growing up Mexican, Native 
American and poor amongst rich 
people, psychologically has an affect on 
human beings,” Rodriguez explains. “So 
when I really talk about decolonizing 
the mind, I talk about it from a very 
subjective point of view. And I didn’t 
really get that perspective until I read 
the autobiography of Malcom X.”
For a time, he adds, he even opted 
to drop his surname in a statement 

of protest of the Spanish colonial 
enslavement of indigenous people and 
the imposition of western culture and 
language, becoming Fidel X .
While pursuing Chicano and African 
American studies at USC, Rodriguez 
applied for an internship at then Clear 
Channel’s 92.5 FM The Beat. Listening 
to the interactive community radio-talk 
show “Street Science with Dominique 
DiPrima,” he responded to a call for 
intern, learned to build a resume 
and faxed it to the station. After two 
attempt failed to garner even a phone 
call, says Rodriguez, he cornered 
DiPrima at a live remote and scored an 
interview.
 With the gamut of radio 
production skills firmly in his grasp, 
Rodriguez took himself to Zimbabwe 
on a student exchange program and 
came back to The Beat where he was 
hired on as an associate producer with 
“Street Science.”
 “It was a life changing experience,” 
he says. “I was becoming conscious of 
so many things.”
Back at The Beat, Rodriguez pitched 
a conscious hip-hop show and was 
resolutely turned down by the station’s 
Latino program director time and time 
again. When a new PD was brought on 
in 1998, he got the green light, and on 
Feb. 21st of that year, “Seditious Beats” 
was born.
 “We went from number 14 to 
number one in three months,” he says 
about the whopping Arbitron rating 
surge. In the process, he created gang 
intervention programs, worked with 
at-risk youth both in and out of the 
probation camp and juvenile justice 
system, eventually developing an 
accredited curriculum called “Breaking 
the Cycle with Dignity: Overcoming 
Insurmountable Obstacles.”
 Deluged with awards and 
recognition for it’s groundbreaking and 
innovative approach to community 
in stark contrast to the bling-bling, 
gangster rap being propagated and 
lionized everywhere else, “Seditious 
Beats” was behind educational events, 
conferences, concerts and dialogues 
produced in collaboration with artists 
such as Dilated Peoples, Immortal 
Technique, KRS One, X-Clan, Medusa, 
Quetzal, Wil I Am, Psycho Realm, DJ 
Muggs and Dead Prez among scores of 
others.
 In spite of the show’s widely 
recognized success and popularity, says 
Rodriguez, the return of the previous 
program director nine months later 
meant its eventual demise as part of 
the 92.3 FM programming grid.
 “I walked in that office and he 
said… ‘we don’t understand the 
purpose of your show.” Rodriguez 
says. “I said ‘well here’s the Arbitron 
ratings. Isn’t the purpose of commercial 
radio to be number one. And he said 
‘sometimes ratings don’t matter.’”
After the cancellation of his show, 

Rodriguez 
hung on at 
The Beat 
for another 
year before 
moving on to 
a job as an 
organizer at 
Communities 
for a Better 
Environment. 
Roughly a 
year after that, 
management 
at KPFK 
asked if he’d 
be willing 
to revive 
“Seditious 
Beats” at a 
new home 
on 90.7 FM. 
Rodriguez 
consented and 
took his ideas 
about effecting 
positive 
changes in 
the world to 
the modest 
studios on 
Cahuenga Blvd. 
The show became “divine forces radio” 
in September of 2001.
 “When 9/11 happened, I made 
a conscious decision to change the 
show from ‘Seditious Beats’ to ‘divine 
forces radio’ because in my own 
life experience. I believe that it’s the 
spiritual connections to our tradition 
that are going to take us in the right 
direction, not the hard core political 
one.” 
 Elisa Garcia-Rodriguez, owner of 
the small, independent IMIX Bookstore 
in Eagle Rock and his partner of ten 
years, says Rodriguez, has been a critical 
part of his life in radio and his evolution 
as visionary in the conscious hip-hop 
movement, a community bridge builder, 
a mentor for at-risk youth and a father 
of three. None of it would have been 
possible, he notes, without her support.

“She is a wealth of knowledge. I get 
inspired from books she gives me or 
dialogues or critique she has on the 
stuff that I do. That’s a relationship… 
that’s a good friend of mine. I’m lucky 
to be blessed like that,” Rodriguez says 
with modest pride.
 “I’m doing what I’m supposed to 
be doing. I’m on the red road and I plan 
to stay on it. Media? I plan to stay in 
it,” he says with a cheerful if somewhat 
weary smile as soccer practice for his 
son Kinan, 8, comes to close. They load 
a kid-sized lawn chair and Kinan’s four-
year-old sister Tonali into the car. They’ll 
head to another field five minutes away 
to collect Cuauhtemoc, 11, before 
calling it a day in the tight-as-a-ship, 
clockwork Garcia-Rodriguez fashion. 
It’s a program everyone would perhaps 
do well to consider.

Fidel Rodríguez in a Poets del Norte T-shirt

Join us for HAPPY HOUR Every
Monday through Friday, 4:30 pm - 8 pm

Food & Drink Specials

5930 York Blvd.             Highland Park, CA 90042
Call 323.254.4200 for more info.

www.juanitasrestaurant.com

Juanita’s Restaurant invites you to Natural Mystic, an open 
mic held every 1st & 3rd Thursday at 8 p.m. 
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A New Recipe for Personal Satisfaction from the kitchen of Josefina López

My mother claims that she 
couldn’t make it to the doctor 
to give birth to me at a 

hospital so she had to give birth to me 
on the kitchen table with a midwife at 
my aunt’s house in Mexico.  She loved 
to mention this because she found it 
ironic that I was born on a kitchen 
table and yet did everything I could to 
avoid being in the kitchen to help her 
cook.
 My mother kicked me out of the 
kitchen when I was twelve because I 
once stirred the rice on the pan with 
attitude and disdain.  I was upset that 
I was expected to learn how to cook 
and heat tortillas for my father and my 
brothers who were treated as though 
they were superior because they were 
men.  I always fought with my mother 
over this injustice in the kitchen and 
she would just tell me “Ni modo.”
 When she finally got fed up with 
me and kicked me out she told me, 
“If you are not going to do it with 
love, then don’t do it at all.”  After 
that I swore to stay out of the kitchen 
forever and marry a man who would 
love me for me and not for my 
domestic abilities or cooking skills.  
When I met my husband Emmanuel 
I loved the fact that he was French 
because I am such a Francophile.   I 
also loved that on our second date 
he cooked for me and was trying so 
hard to impress me with his cooking 
skills.  I made it clear to him that if we 
got married I would not be his maid or 
ever cook for him and he married me 
anyway.
 My husband and I are both activists 
and since we opposed the war and 
“W” getting re-elected we decided 
to move to France to start a new 
life.  While in Paris I gave birth to my 
second son and I quickly got bored 
and had to do something besides stay 
home and write.   
 When I first told my husband that 
I wanted to go to Le Cordon Bleu 
cooking school, I had to prepare him 

with, “I have an idea I want to propose 
to you, but I don’t want you to laugh.”  
He looked at me not sure where I was 
going with that, but he kind of guessed 
it might cost a lot of money.  “How 
much is this going to cost me?” He 
asked immediately.  “Wait. Listen to my 
proposal… I want to go to cooking 
school.  I want to write a novel 
inspired by my experience in cooking 
school…” He was not convinced.  So 
I had to make the deal more delicious, 
“If you pay for cooking school I’ll cook 
dinner every night… Well almost every 
night.”  My husband smiled and loved 
the idea.

I signed up for the intensive 
Beginning Cuisine because I didn’t want 
to wait four months to start cooking 
school.  I have to admit I felt like a 
fraud all through cooking school.  I 
quickly made friends with many women 

whose dream was to become chefs and 
I felt embarrassed that I knew so little 
about cooking or the different types of 
honeys or that “sweet bread” was not 
bread at all… I’m a very competitive 
person, but I quickly discovered that 
the best way to survive cooking school 
was to put my ego aside and enjoy 
the experience.  I was so shocked 
by the extreme competition in the 
kitchen and the total disregard of some 
students and Chefs for the feelings of 
others.  Welcome to cooking school!  
Cooking school opened up my senses 
but it also toughened me up.

 I recall one day when I was in 
Intermediate Cuisine in the kitchen 
making one of my favorite dishes and 
having one of the worst experiences 
of my life.  I was busy making my dish 
when we ran out of the ingredients.  
As usual we were never given enough 
to make the full recipe.  So I asked the 
Chef in charge to please get me some 
milk.  He barked at me.  He was upset 
someone had clogged up the sink and 
then left and put the Pastry Chef from 
the next kitchen to baby sit us.  The 
Pastry Chef immediately started telling 
us we were messy.  He singled me in 
front of everyone and pointed to my 
stove.  I knew it was a mess but I just 
figured I would clean it at the end since 
I was so busy making four dishes at the 
same time.  He ordered me to clean 
it up that minute.  So I stopped what 
I was doing and started cleaning.  He 

continued to harp on me about the 
mess and I ignored him.  I’m not a child, 
you tell me once and I’ll get it done.  
Since I ignored him he grabbed me and 
started telling me in French that no 
one would hire me if I was messy. 
 I felt so violated at that moment.  
You have to understand that when you 
are in a hot kitchen cooking while in 
the middle of an adrenaline rush and 
a man grabs you, it feels like you’ve 
just been raped.  I know that sounds 
so dramatic, but when a man feels 
entitled to stop you in your tracks, put 
his arms on both your shoulders, and 

gets in your face because he refuses 
to be ignored (no matter where you 
are); he just violated your space and 
your boundaries and your sense of 
safety.   Legally you can’t do anything 
about it or show physical evidence, but 
the feeling of powerless still runs its 
course in your veins and your heart.  I 
finally broke away from him and in my 
horrible French I told him I didn’t care 
if nobody hired me because I was going 
to own my own restaurant and I was 
going to be doing the hiring!   
 In Superior Cuisine the same 
Pastry Chef was assigned to our class.  
I grit my teeth and tried not to give 
him the evil eye.  I dreaded having to 
present my finished recipe to him.  I 
didn’t care for him or his comments.  
I secretly fantasized about putting 
urine in my yellow sauce and having 
him taste it when he had to score it 
as my secret revenge.  I never did it.  I 
did write that about it in my novel in 
the first draft, but my editor thought 
it didn’t quite fit with my protagonist’s 
journey.  When I eventually completed 
my courses and got my diploma in 
Cuisine and was called “Chef” I was 
proud of myself because now if my 
mother and my sisters were to tease 
me about not cooking for my husband I 
could tell them, “I know how to cook, I 
just choose not to.”  My poor husband 
is still waiting for his dinner.  At least I 
cook in the bedroom.
 My cooking school experiences 
and my life in Paris were the inspiration 
for Hungry Woman in Paris.  I wanted 
to take Latinas to Paris so they could 
experience a delicious and erotic 
journey to self-discovery with my 
protagonist Canela.  I also wanted to 
explore my relationship with food 
and the many hungers Latinas and all 
women have.  Isn’t it time we Latinas 
and all women nurture ourselves, feed 
our bodies and our souls, and fulfill 
all our desires and fantasies?  Our 
lives must be the main course; life is 
delicious when it is.

Isn’t it time we Latinas and all women 
nurture ourselves, feed our bodies and 
our souls, and fulfill all our desires and 
fantasies?  Our lives must be the main 

course; life is delicious when it is.

Lalo Alcaraz vs. The New Yorker. Of course, our compa’ rendered Obama 
as the cherry tree chopper first. The New Yorker followed suit. ‘Nuff said.
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BROWN

Brown is the dirt and soil, the foundation of life,
Unappreciated, the color of Earth,
Honest and true, if not elegant or extravagant,
The cinnamon, the coffee, the cocoa complexion of 
people worldwide.

Waste, mud, smog, sludge, slop,
It also makes us squirm and wipe,
No brown in a diamond tiara,
No brown in a bouquet,
Unless dead.

On the streets, in the barrios,
Brown is pride.
A tattoo, a slogan, a challenge,
A stain,
A badge of honor.

In a booth, under the rays,
White turns to tan.
Healthy glow, beautiful people,
They become what they put down. 

Max Katz, age 15

POESÍA

ME PEGO DE GOLPE
 
El peso del cuerpo
en el recuerdo
las palabras
el tesoro
los ojos del ayer
adentradas en
moleculas electricas
profound
beautiful
quite mysterious
comforting and familiar
 
Me pego de golpe
la continua paradoja
hecha de esta vida
 
Gloria Enedina Alvarez

AGUACERO EN LA HABANA
 para Beatriz García Machado

casi sin senos
como cuando nació

sonrisa tan amplia
su pensamiento nada
aparecido a su pequeñez

firme sobre sus pies
plantada como sus dientes

sus dientes, cuando sonríe,
son tan hermosos

mi poema, si lo llega leer
cuando lo lee
descubrirá a mis ojos

como han galopeado
y rodado sobre ella

los dedos de sus pies mojados, limpios
bañados en la lluvia
también son lindos

como sus dientes
cuando se quita el frío
abrigandonos
con su sonrisa

su mente
tan clara como el mar
como el caribe
como la luz del día

capaz de ver por millas
cuando comparte
sus pensamientos
cuando desarmamos verbos

como almendras
para ver lo de adentro

Obediah Michael Smith
 Translation by Abel Salas
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Zocaloc and PMI
salute the arts community in 

Boyle Heights
and across Los Angeles 

County


