Chicano Poetry by pioneers in Chicano literature
“Stupid America” By Abelardo 'Lalo' Delgado

Stupid American, see that Chicano with a big knife in his steady hand
He doesn't want to knife you
He wants to sit on a bench and carve Christ figures
but you won't let him.

Stupid America, hear that Chicano shouting curses on the street
He is a poet without paper and pencil and since he cannot write
He will explode.

Stupid America, remember that Chicanito flunking math and English
He is a Picasso of your western states
but he will die with one thousand masterpieces
hanging only from his mind.

"City of the Lost" by Richard Vargas
i live in a city where the people have no shame 
how else could they justify throwing their fast food 
trash out the window as they drive down its hot streets 
as if to say "look at me, i don’t give a shit." 
they unwrap sticks of chewing gum as they walk 
up to the post office, dropping tiny bits of foil and paper 
leaving a trail to help them find their way back 
to their SUV in the parking lot. 
they leave spoiled disposable diapers tucked behind 
newspaper vending machines 
smelly calling cards to remind us they exist 
and have mastered the art of procreation 
the broken glass in the gutters give the illusion of roads 
decorated with jeweled glitter and precious shine 
a conquistador’s wet dream 
when la llorona comes sweeping 
down on the city from the sandia mountains to the east 
she races up and down its streets and alleys 
creating a fierce ugly wind blowing litter 
and garbage across the desert into arizona 
legend has it she is looking 
for her long lost children 
and here 
she has found them 
WHY AM I SO BROWN? 

A question Chicanitas sometimes ask 
while others wonder: Why is the sky blue 
or the grass so green? 
Why am I so brown? 

God made you brown, mi'ja
color bronce--color of your raza, your people 
connecting you to your raices, your roots
your story/historia 
as you begin moving towards your future. 

God made you brown, mija 
color bronce, beautiful/strong, 
reminding you of the goodness 
de tu mama, de tus abuelas, your grandmothers
y tus antepasados, your ancestors.

God made you brown, mi'ja
to wear as a crown for you are royalty--a princess, 
la raza nueva, the people of the sun. 
It is the color of Chicana women--
leaders/madres of Chicano warriors 
luchando por la paz y la dignidad 
de la justicia de la nación, Aztlan!

God wants to understand . . . brown 
is not a color . . . it is: a state of being 
a very human texture 
alive and full of song, celebrating--
dancing to the new world 
which is for everyone . . .

Finally mi'ja
God made you brown because 
it is one of HER favorite celebrations! 

1. Why do you think Chicanitas (young chicano girls) ask themselves the question "Why Am I So Brown?" 

2. How would you describe the narrator "speaker" of this poem who answers the question? What kind of person is this speaker, and what is her or his relationship to the asker of the question? 

3. Who do you think the narrator of this poem is speaking to? One person? Many? Explain. 

4. Why does the speaker of this poem combine Spanish and English in this poem? Would the poem have the same effect if it was written in just one language?

Do you need to understand both languages well to understand the meaning of the poem? Why do you think the poet uses both languages? 

“I Am Joaquin”  by Rodolfo Corky Gonzales 
Yo soy Joaquín, 
perdido en un mundo de confusión: 
I am Joaquín, lost in a world of confusion, 
caught up in the whirl of a gringo society, 
confused by the rules, scorned by attitudes, 
suppressed by manipulation, and destroyed by modern society. 
My fathers have lost the economic battle 
and won the struggle of cultural survival. 
And now! I must choose between the paradox of 
victory of the spirit, despite physical hunger, 
or to exist in the grasp of American social neurosis, 
sterilization of the soul and a full stomach. 
Yes, I have come a long way to nowhere, 
unwillingly dragged by that monstrous, technical, 
industrial giant called Progress and Anglo success.... 
I look at myself. 
I watch my brothers. 
I shed tears of sorrow. I sow seeds of hate. 
I withdraw to the safety within the circle of life -- 
MY OWN PEOPLE 
I am Cuauhtémoc, proud and noble, 
leader of men, king of an empire civilized 
beyond the dreams of the gachupín Cortés, 
who also is the blood, the image of myself. 
I am the Maya prince. 
I am Nezahualcóyotl, great leader of the Chichimecas. 
I am the sword and flame of Cortes the despot 
And I am the eagle and serpent of the Aztec civilization. 
I owned the land as far as the eye 
could see under the Crown of Spain, 
and I toiled on my Earth and gave my Indian sweat and blood 
for the Spanish master who ruled with tyranny over man and 
beast and all that he could trample 
But...THE GROUND WAS MINE. 
I was both tyrant and slave. 
As the Christian church took its place in God's name, 
to take and use my virgin strength and trusting faith, 
the priests, both good and bad, took-- 
but gave a lasting truth that Spaniard Indian Mestizo 
were all God's children. 
And from these words grew men who prayed and fought 
for their own worth as human beings, for that 
GOLDEN MOMENT of FREEDOM. 
I was part in blood and spirit of that courageous village priest 
Hidalgo who in the year eighteen hundred and ten 
rang the bell of independence and gave out that lasting cry-- 
El Grito de Dolores 
"Que mueran los gachupines y que viva la Virgen de Guadalupe...." 
I sentenced him who was me I excommunicated him, my blood. 
I drove him from the pulpit to lead a bloody revolution for him and me.... 
I killed him. 
His head, which is mine and of all those 
who have come this way, 
I placed on that fortress wall 
to wait for independence. Morelos! Matamoros! Guerrero! 
all companeros in the act, STOOD AGAINST THAT WALL OF INFAMY 
to feel the hot gouge of lead which my hands made. 
I died with them ... I lived with them .... I lived to see our country free. 
Free from Spanish rule in eighteen-hundred-twenty-one. 
Mexico was free?? 
The crown was gone but all its parasites remained, 
and ruled, and taught, with gun and flame and mystic power. 
I worked, I sweated, I bled, I prayed, 
and waited silently for life to begin again. 
I fought and died for Don Benito Juarez, guardian of the Constitution. 
I was he on dusty roads on barren land as he protected his archives 
as Moses did his sacraments. 
He held his Mexico in his hand on 
the most desolate and remote ground which was his country. 
And this giant little Zapotec gave not one palm's breadth 
of his country's land to kings or monarchs or presidents of foriegn powers. 
I am Joaquin. 
I rode with Pancho Villa, 
crude and warm, a tornado at full strength, 
nourished and inspired by the passion and the fire of all his earthy people. 
I am Emiliano Zapata. 
"This land, this earth is OURS." 
The villages, the mountains, the streams 
belong to Zapatistas. 
Our life or yours is the only trade for soft brown earth and maize. 
All of which is our reward, 
a creed that formed a constitution 
for all who dare live free! 
"This land is ours . . . 
Father, I give it back to you. 
Mexico must be free. . . ." 
I ride with revolutionists 
against myself. 
I am the Rurales, 
coarse and brutal, 
I am the mountian Indian, 
superior over all. 
The thundering hoof beats are my horses. The chattering machine guns 
are death to all of me: 
Yaqui 
Tarahumara 
Chamala 
Zapotec 
Mestizo 
Español. 
I have been the bloody revolution, 
The victor, 
The vanquished. 
I have killed 
And been killed. 
I am the despots Díaz 
And Huerta 
And the apostle of democracy, 
Francisco Madero. 
I am 
The black-shawled 
Faithfulwomen 
Who die with me 
Or live 
Depending on the time and place. 
I am faithful, humble Juan Diego, 
The Virgin of Guadalupe, 
Tonantzín, Aztec goddess, too. 
I rode the mountains of San Joaquín. 
I rode east and north 
As far as the Rocky Mountains, 
And 
All men feared the guns of 
Joaquín Murrieta. 
I killed those men who dared 
To steal my mine, 
Who raped and killed my love 
My wife. 
Then I killed to stay alive. 
I was Elfego Baca, 
living my nine lives fully. 
I was the Espinoza brothers 
of the Valle de San Luis. 
All were added to the number of heads that in the name of civilization 
were placed on the wall of independence, heads of brave men 
who died for cause or principle, good or bad. 
Hidalgo! Zapata! 
Murrieta! Espinozas! 
Are but a few. 
They dared to face 
The force of tyranny 
Of men who rule by deception and hypocrisy. 
I stand here looking back, 
And now I see the present, 
And still I am a campesino, 
I am the fat political coyote– 
I, 
Of the same name, 
Joaquín, 
In a country that has wiped out 
All my history, 
Stifled all my pride, 
In a country that has placed a 
Different weight of indignity upon my age-old burdened back. 
Inferiority is the new load . . . . 
The Indian has endured and still 
Emerged the winner, 
The Mestizo must yet overcome, 
And the gachupín will just ignore. 
I look at myself 
And see part of me 
Who rejects my father and my mother 
And dissolves into the melting pot 
To disappear in shame. 
I sometimes 
Sell my brother out 
And reclaim him 
For my own when society gives me 
Token leadership 
In society's own name. 
I am Joaquín, 
Who bleeds in many ways. 
The altars of Moctezuma 
I stained a bloody red. 
My back of Indian slavery 
Was stripped crimson 
From the whips of masters 
Who would lose their blood so pure 
When revolution made them pay, 
Standing against the walls of retribution. 
Blood has flowed from me on every battlefield between 
campesino, hacendado, 
slave and master and revolution. 
I jumped from the tower of Chapultepec 
into the sea of fame– 
my country's flag 
my burial shroud– 
with Los Niños, 
whose pride and courage 
could not surrender 
with indignity 
their country's flag 
to strangers . . . in their land. 
Now I bleed in some smelly cell from club or gun or tyranny. 
I bleed as the vicious gloves of hunger 
Cut my face and eyes, 
As I fight my way from stinking barrios 
To the glamour of the ring 
And lights of fame 
Or mutilated sorrow. 
My blood runs pure on the ice-caked 
Hills of the Alaskan isles, 
On the corpse-strewn beach of Normandy, 
The foreign land of Korea 
And now Vietnam. 
Here I stand 
Before the court of justice, 
Guilty 
For all the glory of my Raza 
To be sentenced to despair. 
Here I stand, 
Poor in money, 
Arrogant with pride, 
Bold with machismo, 
Rich in courage 
And 
Wealthy in spirit and faith. 
My knees are caked with mud. 
My hands calloused from the hoe. I have made the Anglo rich, 
Yet 
Equality is but a word– 
The Treaty of Hidalgo has been broken 
And is but another threacherous promise. 
My land is lost 
And stolen, 
My culture has been raped. 
I lengthen the line at the welfare door 
And fill the jails with crime. 
These then are the rewards 
This society has 
For sons of chiefs 
And kings 
And bloody revolutionists, 
Who gave a foreign people 
All their skills and ingenuity 
To pave the way with brains and blood 
For those hordes of gold-starved strangers, 
Who 
Changed our language 
And plagiarized our deeds 
As feats of valor 
Of their own. 
They frowned upon our way of life 
and took what they could use. 
Our art, our literature, our music, they ignored– 
so they left the real things of value 
and grabbed at their own destruction 
by their greed and avarice. 
They overlooked that cleansing fountain of 
nature and brotherhood 
which is Joaquín. 
The art of our great señores, 
Diego Rivera, 
Siqueiros, 
Orozco, is but another act of revolution for 
the salvation of mankind. 
Mariachi music, the heart and soul 
of the people of the earth, 
the life of the child, 
and the happiness of love. 
The corridos tell the tales 
of life and death, 
of tradition, 
legends old and new, of joy 
of passion and sorrow 
of the people–who I am. 
I am in the eyes of woman, 
sheltered beneath 
her shawl of black, 
deep and sorrowful eyes 
that bear the pain of sons long buried or dying, 
dead on the battlefield or on the barbed wire of social strife. 
Her rosary she prays and fingers endlessly 
like the family working down a row of beets 
to turn around and work and work. 
There is no end. 
Her eyes a mirror of all the warmth 
and all the love for me, 
and I am her 
and she is me. 
We face life together in sorrow, 
anger, joy, faith and wishful 
thoughts. 
I shed the tears of anguish 
as I see my children disappear 
behind the shroud of mediocrity, 
never to look back to remember me. 
I am Joaquín. 
I must fight 
and win this struggle 
for my sons, and they 
must know from me 
who I am. 
Part of the blood that runs deep in me 
could not be vanquished by the Moors. 
I defeated them after five hundred years, 
and I have endured. 
Part of the blood that is mine 
has labored endlessly four hundred 
years under the heel of lustful 
Europeans. 
I am still here! 

I have endured in the rugged mountains 
Of our country 
I have survived the toils and slavery of the fields. 
I have existed 
In the barrios of the city 
In the suburbs of bigotry 
In the mines of social snobbery 
In the prisons of dejection 
In the muck of exploitation 
And 
In the fierce heat of racial hatred. 
And now the trumpet sounds, 
The music of the people stirs the 
Revolution. 
Like a sleeping giant it slowly 
Rears its head 
To the sound of 
Tramping feet 
Clamoring voices 
Mariachi strains 
Fiery tequila explosions 
The smell of chile verde and 
Soft brown eyes of expectation for a 
Better life. 
And in all the fertile farmlands, 
the barren plains, 
the mountain villages, 
smoke-smeared cities, 
we start to MOVE. 
La raza! 
Méjicano! 
Español! 
Latino! 
Chicano! 
Or whatever I call myself, 
I look the same 
I feel the same 
I cry 
And 
Sing the same. 
I am the masses of my people and 
I refuse to be absorbed. 
I am Joaquín. 
The odds are great 
But my spirit is strong, 
My faith unbreakable, 
My blood is pure. 
I am Aztec prince and Christian Christ. 
I SHALL ENDURE! 
I WILL ENDURE!

“malinche” by próspero saíz 

ma 
       linche 
                 it is night 
       the hour of our love 
       the bed of dead leaves 
where i alone embrace you 

            waits 

your shame like mine is not a fiction 
it is a womb full of white pus and maggots 
and the sublime inquisitors must eat it all 
    for your unfolding shame and purity 

i too will eat my portion now again 
as the brown thighs spread the pages of the night 

here   sever my left thigh from my body 
         and beat the brains out of the poets 
as the white thick pus flows to the sea 
and the maggots sprout yellow wings and fly 

bury the brains of the poets deep in your purple anus 
         i will sing the hot jaguars 
         twisting and clawing at our heat 
weave the tall grasses devoured by the hungry yellow moon 

ma 
      linche 
                it is night 
      the hour of our love 
      the bed of dead leaves crumbles 

MALINCHE your absence is hot 
as i salute my death 

to Acachinanco i go prisoner 
unafraid   every lonely night 
every lonely morning the sun shines never in celebration 
             i watch them 
take me there covering their noses with rags 
stepping over fly scorched decaying indian corpses 
aya   a terrible buzzing invades the head 

MALINCHE your absence is cold 

i mutilated remain    a memory 
        a living memory 
for they have cut off my head and baptized me 
they have nailed my head to a cottonwood tree 
they have cut out my tongue and feed it to vultures 
to shame me they mangle my testicles 
        scrape off my skin 
        gouge out my eyes 
        tear out my nails 
        burn my hair and 
        ground up my penis 

MALINCHE you are the witness 

i remain mutilated   i remain and sing 
as birds peck at my eyes dreaming in the grass 

why are you afraid 

is the form of my mutilation not perfected 
the form is blank and bespeaks itself 
it rattles dread in silence 

aya   dread and fear   aya fear and dread aya 
i know why others fear me 

aya   my apache head too fierce 
singing the absent chant 

aya   my navajo hands too beautiful 
skilling silver birds 

aya   my mexican arms too hard 
writing the broken stone 

my chicano legs and feet too slender 
and swift mapping mountain and river 

all the backs will not bend 

all the desert bones have been stripped 
broken pottery scattered on mesquite mounds 

my golden basket once soothed them together 
but the heart is unwoven today 

it is gone 

aya   my aztec belly taut as drumskin cannot be opened 
the hand the knife entered through the chest 
my heart has been ripped out by the roots 
and thrown out to the fierce northern wind 

aya   my heart   my apache head   my navajo hands 
my chicano legs and feet my tired back   my aztec torso 
aya   all my parts go in search of you 
they ask each passing shadow where you are 
they ask each tree lake and mountain and desert too 
they ask the unborn child deep away looking to aztlan 
there standing still the land of white sands 

aya   my heart 
        we search both night and day for you 
        where are your remains 

corazon   solo   solo  solo 

heart   alone   alone   alone 

i sit lonely as a black gallows tree 
awaiting the feather kiss of the fragile bird of song 
nest in me oh quivering feather 
nest in me bird of blue 
nest for the blinking of an eye 
bring me a twig of green 
just for a moment nest 
oh magic feather and i wont echo my sad refrain 

solo   solo   solo   corazon 
where oh where are you my glorious bird of blue 
your soft feathers molted on the thorns of the winter 
rose remain 
but your proud mother of pearl beak flies 
oh beautiful bird of blue 
                          fly 
                          fly 
                          fly malinche fly 

but remember the heart remember the northern horizon 
and remember the southern sea   they seem two blue waves 
merging in the one distant blueness 

aya   they are not one blue 
                          not the blue of blue   aya 

do not confuse them in your glorious flight 
the sky is always sky the sea is always sea 

                          rise   rise   rise 

renew your proud plumage 
high over the black gallows tree 

                      quick quick quick 

quick malinche go 
they cannot defile you now 

                      fly   fly   fly 
                      blue into blue 

spread your fragile wings and rise 
rise into the light of my night 
and as your shining beak plucks the shooting star 
open your brown eyes to the frost of mother moon 
and remember my light remember our night 
and remember how we used to sing 



night i rest 

moon shines into 

                           windows 

lips put in place 

trees and flowers 

                           shadows 

she plucks the shadows of the flowers       eats their bloom 

i see her veiled by the light 
                           written 

the beautiful grief of the moon is my beam of silence 

Dawn 

the splendor of the moon dies 

my lips open to a gentle breeze 

she rides a silken yellow scarf into the vanishing clouds 

i am still here. 

