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In the U.S., Mother’s Day falls on the second Sunday of May. The origins of celebrating
mothers goes back to the celebration of goddesses in Greco-Roman times and to the celebration
of the “mother church” in England. In the U.S., it was first suggested in 1872 by Julia Ward
Howe. The cause of world peace was the impetus for
Julia Ward Howe’s establishment, over a century ago, of a
special day for mothers. Following unsuccessful efforts to
pull together an international pacifist conference after the
FrancoPrussian War, Howe began to think of a global appeal
to women saying, “Why do not the mothers of mankind
interfere in these matters to prevent the waste of that human
life of which they alone bear and know the cost?” Howe’s
version of Mother’s Day, which served as an occasion for
advocating peace, was held successfully in Boston and
elsewhere for several years, but eventually lost popularity
and disappeared in the years preceding World War 1.

AnnaM. Jarvis (1864-1948) is credited with originating
the “official” U. S. Mother’s Day holiday. She was extremely
attached to her mother, Mrs. Anna Reese Jarvis. Mrs. Jarvis
was a minister’s daughter who for 20 years taught Sunday
School in the Andrews Methodist Church of Grafton, West
Virginia. She taught there before moving to Philadelphia
with the rest of her family. For Mrs. Jarvis, also known as |
“Mother Jarvis,” community improvement by mothers was |
only a beginning. Throughout the Civil War she organized
women’s brigades, asking workers to do all they could
without regard for which side their men had chosen. In
1868, she took the initiative to heal bitter rifts between her
Confederate and Union neighbors. The daughter, Anna M.
Jarvis, was only twelve in 1878 when she listened to her
mother teach a Sunday school lesson on mothers in the
Bible. “I hope and pray that someone, sometime, will found
a memorial mother’s day,” the senior Jarvis said. “There are
many days for men, but none for mothers.”

The elder Jarvis died in Philadelphia in May of 1905. Still unmarried and left alone with her
blind sister Elsinore, Anna missed her mother greatly. Ms. Jarvis persuaded her mother’s church
in Grafton to celebrate Mother’s Day on the second anniversary of her mother’s death, the 2nd
Sunday of May. Carnations, her mother’s favorite flowers, were supplied at that first service by
Ms. Jarvis. White carnations were chosen because they represented the sweetness, purity and
endurance of mother love. Red carnations, in later, became the symbol of a living mother. By the
next year Mother’s Day was also celebrated in Philadelphia. By 1911 Mother’s Day was celebrated
in almost every state.

Anna Jarvis and her friends began a letter-writing campaign in 1907 to gain the support of
influential ministers, businessmen and congressmen in declaring a national Mother’s Day. In 1914,
the year following a resolution by Congress commending observance of Mother’s Day, President
Woodrow Wilson issued a proclamation directing that the flag should be displayed on all public
buildings on the second Sunday in May in observance of Mother’s Day, “as a public expression of
our love and reverence for the mothers of our country.”

In Mexico, Mother’s Day is celebrated on May 10th regardless of the day of the week it falls
on. Everything comes to a grinding halt to celebrate. It is not uncommon to serenade Mothers
with Las Mafanitas and for children of all ages to recite poetry in special Mother’s Day school
programs. Churches throughout Mexico and in Latino communities of the U.S. hold special masses
for Mothers. Here and there mothers are the object of adoration. School children in the U.S. used
to bring their mothers hand-made treasures including cigar boxes covered with pasta of various
shapes shining with gold paint to be used for jewelry. Nowadays, it’s more common for children
to bring home orange juice cans covered in colored tissue with a handmade flowers sticking out.
And, of course, there’s always handmade Mother’s Day cards.

This issue of La Voz pays tribute to mothers. It reminds us to venerate the mothers who are
still with us and to hold the memory in our hearts of mothers that have passed. Barbara Renaud
Gonzidlez is paying tribute to her mother’s life by writing her mother’s story in her first novel,
Golondrina, A Texas Story. Esperanza founder, Susan Guerra, pays special tribute to her recently
deceased mother with a centerfold story and photos. In these stories and more (particularly
Elizabeth de la Portilla’s article on El Don de la Golondrina), I recognize my own mother who
continues to inspire me to live more conscientiously. As such, it seems that mothers have always
understood that it is women who will continue to nurture, protect and maintain the humanity of
our mother earth. -GAR
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aTTENTION VOZ READERS: If you have a correction you want to make on your mailing label please senm
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\or send in a donation to the Esperanza Peace and Justice Center. Thank you. -GAR J
VOZ VISION STATEMENT: La Voz de Esperanza speaks for many individual, progressive voices

who are gente-based, multi-visioned and milagro-bound. We are diverse survivors of materialism,
racism, misogyny, homophobia, classism, violence, earth-damage, speciesism and cultural and
political oppression. We are recapturing the powers of alliance, activism and healthy conflict in
order to achieve interdependent economic/spiritual healing and fuerza. La Voz is a resource for peace, justice,
and human rights, providing a forum for criticism, information, education, humor and other creative works. La Voz
provokes bold actions in response to local and global problems, with the knowledge that the many risks we take for
the earth, our body, and the dignity of all people will result in profound change for the seven generations to come.

%2 Golondrina: A Texas Story o

by Barbara Renaud Gonzalez

Editor’s note: In honor of Mother’s Day, this issue of La Voz de Esperanza includes two excerpts from a new novel, Golondrina: A Texas
Story by Barbara Renaud Gonzélez based on her mother’s story of crossing the Texas/Mexico border. (See bio below for more details)

The Statue OfLT.l)erty (Chapter 20 excerpt)

What did you
expect, mi reina? Amada
hears Jorge’s voice while
her children are sleeping
and  she’s  ironing, |
drinking black coffee in
the kitchen to keep her
awake. Under the iron’s [
hot steam and prodding,
a little girl’s sleeve puffs
up like a polka-dotted
buscuit. Amada finds
a twig, a bottlecap in a
boy’s overall pocket, a
worn eraser in another.
Jorge needs another
notebook. Justicia, an
angel costume for the
play. Lucero, a band
uniform with brass buttons, and she sprained an ankle from
basketball and needs to go to the doctor.

I’'m a mother, she repeats, what I always wanted to be. To
have a family, healthy, and with a chance to be somebody, not
like me, she tells the iron and ironing board, pulling another
boy’s shirt out of the basket she’s kept damp all afternoon, ready
for the hot iron and spray-starching. And it’s coming true, all the
sacrificios, my children aren’t like me at all. They’re better than
me, they speak inglés, they don’t understand me, and, she tells
the ironing board, and, they are forgetting me, as if in order to
succeed they have to forget me. She stands up the iron, buttons
the shirt on a wire hanger. Lazaro doesn’t help at all, he doesn’t
want to hear about the school, what kind of a father is he, so
much time working and for what. She returns to her iron, a
kind of reassurance, back and forth, back and forth in time with
her thoughts. I’'m alone, alone, surrounded by six children, she
realizes. And I’'m alone, I exist to love them, even if they don’t
love me back.

That’s when she always hears his voice, what did you
expect, mi reina, when she wets her index finger on her tongue

Tlle Sins (Clzapter é])

Amada likes to wash dishes, it helps her forget, better than
drinking those cold beers at night that only bring nightmares.
The steam mixes with her sweat, and she takes care to handwash
the plates and cups and forks and bowls so they gleam in their
white porcelainess, what rare beauty, she thinks, at this time of
day after the noon-rush when she’s alone in the greasy kitchen
surrounded by the pans and jars and whooshing of fans and
static of her favorite norteiia station. Here, at Lulu’s Café where
Amada works the weekday rush, she takes the sealed envelope
from her cook’s apron, looks at it again, turns it over, examines

before the sssst of the
iron, refilling it with
some water for more
§ steam. Sometimes
| she hears that voice,
“| unmistakable, with
| just-enough wrinkles
in its smooth cotton-
bragging kind of
voice, the richest
cotton, his voice, when
she helps herself to
another cup of black
coffee. Her children
need her, what did you
expect mi reina, Jorge
admonishes her again,
and she imagines her
children as doctors
and lawyers and teachers, even on television, you’ll see, she
whispers to Lazaro, to her mother, to Sapo, to everyone who’s
called her stupid in her life, you’ll see what my children will
become, straightening the tiniest fold, unbunching every corner
of collar, buttoning every button, zipping every zipper, arranging
shirts and dresses and pants on hangers, a masterpiece of ironing,
until dawn.What did you expect mi reina, she hears his voice,
remembering the first time she saw the nothing-bridge at the
border in Matamoros, and Jorge knew he knew it was not what
she imagined. And Lazaro, well, he does compliment her in a
way, “your mother makes tortillas so light they fly!” he said to
the boys the other day at breakfast, pitching one to Gabriel over
the kitchen table, he’d never said that before, never.

It’s at this hour she always hears his voice, like discovering
the finest pebbles in the boys’ shoes worn down to powder, or the
crunch of grains in the soft kernels of roasted corn, or rusty coins
in the boys* pockets when she turns them inside out, his voice
a pebble that won’t fall out of her heart, lodged so deeply in its
cushions and pillows of blood.

What did you expect, mi reina? The Statue of Liberty?

the address one more time, returns it to her apron. Then, she
pours Clorox in the restaurant’s double sink to disinfect it. The
letter in her apron’s pocket is in one of those almost-translucent
envelopes, the way that letters come from Mexico, only this
one’s different. She’s never seen this handwriting before, but she
recognized it as soon as she saw it.

Later, at night when she gets home from cleaning the
animal clinic after the restaurant, she’ll open it. No, she won’t.
She takes it out again, the desire to open it a young bird’s first-
beating wings, something frantic and holy, and she remembers
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the first time she
. gave birth, how
it made her come
alive, how it scared
her with ecstasy
| and then, hope. But
she doesn’t open it,
afraid that Salomé
will say I hate you.

The children’s
song chimes in
her head again like
churchbells, like
a silver bracelet
tinkling with too
many charms. En
el agua clara, que
brota en la fuente,
un lindo pescadito,
sale de repente.
Why does the little fish want to escape? Why is it so hard for a
man to love a woman, why are they such cowards? Amada asks
herself the next day, Tuesday, standing in front of the blueplate
special, spooning cream gravy on the chicken-fried steaks,
proud of her cook’s reputation, her way with Texas-sized fries
and stuffed jalapeiios. Everyone loves Amada, the Mexican lady
with so many children who finished college, what an example
she is, look at how hard she works. If they only knew.

Lindo pescadito, no quiere salir, a jugar con mi aro, vamos
al jardin. Love isn’t like in the movies, Amada sighs before
the basin of dishes and bubbles after the bridal shower party
has left, more overtime for her. She’s been working since 6:00
a.m. in the smoke and blaze of the restaurant’s kitchen, and
despite the commercial-size refrigerators, it’s always twenty
degrees hotter here than the hottest day of summer. Today, she
started the morning with three-egg omelets for the truckdrivers
and a homemade batch of beer biscuits plus her famous apple-
pecan pie for the lunch crowd. Amada herself doesn’t like to
eat hamburgers or fries, just one of her flour-tortilla tacos with

has to feed the Dr. Fred’s thankyou pets to her, the black puppy,
Beto, and the aqua-eyed siamese, Pinky. She named the dog
after the banker, Beto Reyes, who helped her buy this new brick
house using Lazaro’s veteran status, que me sirva pa’ algo, she
thanked him. The cat, Pinky, was named for the councilman who
paid for the funeral when her son Michaelangelo, the high-school
football star, died in that carcrash at seventeen, drinking when
she couldn’t control him anymore, and Lucero still in graduate
school and couldn’t help with anything. In this little town of
Goliad where Amada’s returned, las comadres welcomed her
as if she’d never left fifteen years before, celebrating with her
everytime one of her children graduated from college, equally
jubilant when Jorge went to that medical school up north and
when Miguelito got a job at the workshop shelter folding towels
for $2.00 a day. And they’ve never judged her, either, like when
Gabriel went to prison for the second time, comforting her that
yes, children just are, you never know, she must have faith,
he’s suffering so much, it’s not your fault, it’s not because of el
divorcio. But Amada knows everything is her fault, it has to be
her fault that a son died, that another’s in prison, she knows this
because she married Lazaro. God punished her because she was
afraid of being alone. And that other man, Jorge, why was she
so afraid of him, people call the wrong things a sin, como es la
vida, she remembers late at night alone in her twin bed, in her
house with the palm tree she planted herself in the front yard and
the puppy chasing his tail outside in the yard, happily digging
up all her new plants. Finally, she has her own house, thanks
to her children and the banker. Jorge wasn’t a sin, Lazaro was
the sin, and he’s the one she married. How life is, she tries to
understand God’s ways, not understanding, it’s just not what the
Bible teaches. Help me God, she prays, in the minutes before she
falls asleep. Ayiidame. My hijitos deserve better, watch over all
of them, I'm sorry, perdéname, from now on I will not be afraid
of anything, I don’t want to be like Lazaro. But she doesn’t open
the letter, tomorrow for sure.

Bio: Barbara Renaud Gonzdlez is a free-lance journalist and writer. An
excerpt of Golondrina, A Texas Story was included in the prestigious
literary journal Glimmertrain’s top 25 Fall Fiction contest. Barbara is

currently seeking a publisher that will respect this love story based on how
her mother crossed the border.

beans and eggs, with a generous heap
of canned jalapefios from the restaurant,
followed by some Bugler’s or the
discount cigarettes at the store, coffee,
and that’s enough for her to get through
the day, sometimes another taco of
carne guisada. After the last celebrating
bridesmaid leaves, Amada cleans up
the kitchen burners with bleach, the
bathroom with ammonia, mops the
kitchen floor with Pine Sol. Then she
rushes to scrub and disinfect the cages |,
at Dr. Fred’s Pet Hospital, keeping her
busy till seven in the evening, getting [S§
home just in time to feed Miguelito,
now a six-foot son who’s devoted to |
television shows, and she’s proud he
learned to read despite the fact the
doctors diagnosing him as retarded,
forever eight years old they say, then she

A CONTINUAN CE TO

o v caraenss A MODEST PROPOSAL

Author‘s note: The essay is intended to be a satire. I am a strong supporter of Latino Rights and immigration, in fact, my father is an immigrant

from Sabinas Hidalgo, Nuevo Leon, Mexico. The essay was fashioned after Jonathan Swift's A Modest Proposal*,

in which exaggerated

sarcasm is used to express a point. That essay, during the time it was written, took place when the English were oppressing the Irish and as
a result the Irish were starving to death. This essay is important to me. It is intended to show the prejudices and hatred towards my people.

What is the solution to the age old
American dilemma of immigration? Savages
from Latin America, with the audacity to lay
claims in the land of opportunity without
the consent or the blessings of the American
people, continue to flood our borders. Our
American population is being ransacked by
a plague of impurity of Latino culture, we,
Americans, are suffering because a people
with brown faces and no documentation
dare to think they are worthy to improve
their lives‘-- but far worse, they think they
can do so on American land. God bless the
advocates of xenophobia who persecute
the hopeful and condemn the spirited, they
keep this country alive and untainted from
the disgrace of harmony. God forbid that
this country live up to its credo and offer
justice and liberty to all. Emma Lazarus

response proves one thing; we do not need
anyone in this world.

I pledge my absolute support to my
Jesus-like President George Bush in his
Comprehensive Immigration Reform plan.
What better way to return America to her
splendor than alienating inferiors and turning
them into indentured servants. Genius, this
plan is absolutely ingenious, because after the
aliens finish their terms working for sinfully
low wages, we send those degenerates back
across the border. Or if they like, they can
spend their entire life savings, earned on their
Brazeros co-op, to stay here in poverty. Let
us pump more funds and acquire much more
border patrol. The more boots on the border, the
more likely we are to catch these animals and
cage them. Why build containment facilities?
We should be constructing zoos to exhibit the

immortalized the New Colossus, Give me  Fox Tech students at the Immlgratlon Marchin2006 ~ different species of Latino immigrants too

your tired, your poor, Your huddled masses yearning to breathe
free, The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. Send these, the
homeless, tempest-tossed, to me: I lift my lamp beside the golden
door. Tt is pathetic that this nominal ideology of beauty is being
misinterpreted, over and over. But we are blessed, the messiahs
of Middle-Class America, Lou Dobbs and Louis Barletta,
through their insights of racism and prejudices, profess their false
prophecies and inspire hate. In no way are these righteous men
advocating atrociously racist legislation that has absolutely no
similarity to the Chinese Exclusion Act of 1882, or the Johnson-
Reed Act of 1924, because this country has moved beyond openly
and lawfully discriminating on a people. No, Lou Dobbs leads the
charge to preserve American Antiquity and defend this catalytic
nation from the degenerative invasion of illegal aliens. He is my
hero.

Illegal aliens, we should loathe these miscreants from the
profundity of our Bill of Rights. It is left to Blind Justice to discern
who is human enough for civil rights, and I only pray that she
is ethnocentrically blind enough to realize that Mr. Gingrich is
right, those whose native tongue is Spanish blaspheme America.
I, for one, hate illegal aliens because my patriotism will not allow
for me to look favorably on a people who destroy the American
dream. We must make a stand to defend those Americans who
dream of their children becoming laborers, pickers, waiters and
janitors, because illegal aliens are inhibiting these dreams. This is
a call for us to hate these aliens, hate their blood, hate their sweat,
and hate their tears. I believe to commemorate Ronald Reagan we
should construct the largest wall ever between the United States
and Mexico to prevent these sub-humans from entering. Shoot
any man, woman or child who attempts to scale this wall because
itis disgusting to think that these aliens believe they could be here.
We must defend the homeland by any means necessary. Plus, we
would be stopping terrorist, drug smugglers, and the rest of the
filth south of the border. I find it fitting that the United States, a
nation named under the premise of unity, creates so much division
and dissention between herself and the world. We have learned
from the Roman Empire that although our imperialism transcends
borders, it is just and it is our duty to disenfranchise the people
subject to our influence. Besides, no one will hate us for it. The
splintering of international relations and America‘s nonchalant

stupid to wait ten years to come in legally. Allow me to be the
Christian-altruist voice of anti-immigrant advocates: Latinos, you
are the problem with America! And you are the infection! Leave!
And never come back...but may God bless you on your endeavors.
Let us Americans serve our God-given purpose and decide who
has the right to be treated as a human being. It is our education and
sophistication that put us in the ranks to determine the intensity of
indignity we may inflict on our undocumented inferiors. Aliens
should not even DREAM of reaching our status. The motives and
inspiration of Manifest Destiny is still alive, and it is my mission to
ensure that we, just as my president always says, stay the track.
Whatcan we do to improve our current sifuation? We definitely
have to do more because we are obviously not doing enough.
Let us quit hiding behind the barriers of political correctness
and simply state aloud what we truly think; We hate wetbacks,
undocumented people, illegal aliens, or whatever you want to call
them. As Americans, we do not express our hate enough and it
is an emotion we must display for these people to get the point.
We could begin by publicly demeaning these individuals and
robbing them of their humanity, after all they are aliens. Next let
us limit their progression by capping their education, let us leave
undocumented children behind. We must hinder their accessibility
to higher education and prevent opportunities for upward
mobility. Any American traitor with the audacity of employing
aliens should be lynched and burned in public so everyone can
be aware of their treachery. How dare anyone look at these aliens
as human beings and judge them by their capabilities rather than
their documentation. We must do what this democratic nation of
tolerance has taught us to do the best, we should hate with all of
our passion. We should judge and scrutinize these aliens and we
should condemn them and look down on them. We must protect
our country and do everything in our will to protect her. I hope and
pray America exterminates this alien infestation. Above all, may
God bless America.
Editor‘s note: If readers google A Modest Proposal you will get the full
text of Swift's essay. Note: Jonathan Swift (1667-1745), author and
satirist, famous for Gulliver’s Travels (1726) and A Modest Proposal
(1729). This proposal, where he suggests that the Irish eat their own
children, is one of his most drastic pieces. He devoted much of his writing
to the struggle for Ireland against the English hegemony.
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How Can WWe

TeBirtninge of an
Centey on Univers

by Kamala Platt

When 1 learned about the proposed Intelligence
Community Center for Academic Excellence(ICCAE or CAE)
at the University of Texas @ Pan Am (UTPA), my class had just
completed a readers’ theatre reading of psst, | Have Something
to Tell You, Mi Amor, Ana Castillo’s play about a Catholic
sister who was kidnapped, tortured, raped, etc. by Guatemalan
soldiers with US training while an Americano operative looks
on. Based on the story of Sister Dianna Ortiz, the play raises
both ancient and contemporary ethical dilemmas. The situation
raises equally poignant dilemmas about the grounding of our
social identities, of intellectual and professional integrity and of
how far I, as professor, can follow the effects of what, where
and how I teach. I had stressed to students--previously taught
that literature was something only understood in an ivory tower-
-that there were clear relationships between literature and their
own lived experiences. When I learned that the ICCAE proposal
had “won” funding at UTPA, I realized we were about to learn
lessons of the bonding of literature and reality that neither I,
nor they, were prepared for. What follows is information I've
gathered from reading the UTPA’s grant proposal and ICCAE
descriptive documents and from those who are refusing to be
silent about the wedding of their university to a “‘community’’ of
some of the most infamous of human rights abusers (“intelligence
community” has been pointed out as a misnomer, since the
organizations involved do not--and by their own rules, should
not--get along.)

Nationally, ten schools, at least three of which serve
predominantly Mexican American/ Chican@: students, have
now been chosen for Intelligence Community Centers for
Academic Excellence in an attempt by the federal government
to include more people of color and women in its intelligence
operations: CIA, FBI, Homeland Security, Border Patrol
etc. This nationwide diversity initiative . targets historically
black- and Hispanic-serving institutions in order to ‘“‘diversify
[by gender and ethnicity] the intelligence community.” This is
intended to also “reform” the intelligence community, but reform
seldom happens from the trainee up anywhere, but particularly
in an intelligence agency. In our university, the ICC will be
integrated into all of our colleges. Although faculty members
technically have the final vote over curriculum, members of
the intelligence community partner with traditional teachers
to plan appropriate curriculum for public classrooms in which
Intelligence Community trainees learn alongside the general
student body. Language, culture, critical analysis, and Mexican
American literature and history courses are all part of the core
curriculum of the ICCAE at UTPA. The Center also includes
collaboration with the secondary school(s).

The negative impact on colleges and universities with IC
CAE encroaching upon their students, faculty, and staff includes
issues of academic freedom and integrity when an institution for
public education partners with intelligence agencies; issues of
safety for the schools’ community, particularly as its students
and faculty travel in places where the university has developed
a reputation as a “spy school” (last winter, a UTPA student
already faced accusations of being “a spy on an espionage
mission” while completing a class project on “cultural identity”
across the border in his childhood colonia); and racism in the IC
CAE’s targeting of people of color. This program brings with it

Sleep?:
Intellicence
ity Grounds.

complex concerns that need community input and discussion,
but at our school, the ICCAE has crept in as quietly as a covert
operative.

The MEChA at UTPA has been instrumental in
uncovering plans, researching, and laying groundwork for
understanding the implications of the ICCAE for students at
whom it is targeted and in calling for accountability and due
process in decision-making surrounding UTPA’s adoption of
the ICCAE. They have gotten word out both on and off campus,
being the first to inform many faculty last spring and giving
presentations as far away as the NACCS FOCQO in Denton, TX
this spring. Along with the organization Students for Peace
and some instrumental faculty, they have sponsored educational
programming that lays out what is potentially at stake by
bringing in speakers with critical perspectives based on first
hand experience with intelligence agencies.

MEChA got involved when plans emerged last spring
duringthe grantproposal writing. Atthistime, there wasdissension
among faculty, but due process and democratic decision-making
seem to have been discouraged by adminiistration, leaving
many feeling intimidated, apathetic or despairing. By the time
I arrived at UTPA as a lecturer in the fall, the issue had slipped
off the radar screen of faculty discussion but for those few who
have been consistent in speaking out, providing information
sheets, and bringing relevant speakers with background and
experiences that resonate here. However, audiences for these
events are often small, and for the most part, students themselves
seem to be unaware of the program. In the late fall 2006, it was
announced that the ICCAE had been funded, and in January the
first “official ICCAE program” was announced by the dean who
had earlier refused to share the stage in a planned forum with
MEChA; the program was given by a speaker that reminded
some of us of the protagonist in George Washington Gomez.

The moreIlearnthe moreIfeel thisissue hasimplications
far beyond the effects on schools with ICCAE grants and the
individuals lured into the careers the ICC is training for (these
are predominantly CIA and FBI, and though this not publicized
as such, the indications suggest many would be potential covert
operatives). Rather, it feels like we may be one step away from
an orchestrated infiltration of Aztlan. My sense in South Texas
is that the Hispanic (to use the salient term here) community is a
sitting duck for this, what with their experience with decades of
denial of culturally responsive/historically responsible education,
coupled with the mainstream indoctrination that has people
thinking theirs is not a respectable culture. Here is a program
that appears to respect that culture--at least enough to teach its
histories and stories--and will give them a “professional” job in
a tight job market at the same time. The decades of being among
the poorest and most underserved regions of the country have
laid the groundwork. It is disturbing to see UTPA lay out a red
carpet for the teaching of Mexican American/Chican@ culture
to potential intelligence operatives, advertising themselves for a
knowledge base they have not cultivated and furthermore have
squelched at many turns--that is, a supported focus on Chicano
studies, literature, and culture has met resistance here for
decades, though a few dedicated students each year continue to
keep the demand alive. The strategy toward African Americans,
women, and other groups that are part of the targeted recruitment

for the Intelligence Community follows a similar strategy, and
other schools that are receiving CAEs, such as UTEP, are in
communities with similar experiences. The high percentages of
bilingual students in the borderlands, long slandered for “not
knowing either language well,” are desirable for institutions such
as the CIA that require multiple language acquisition. These
students, already bilingual and bicultural will be able to blend
into Latin America, where increasingly, progressive governments
as well as the public in countries with less progressive leaders
are seen as a threat to the US corporate-based drive to dominate
the region. Furthermore, those bilingual from childhood have
greater ease in learning additional languages as adults; at UTPA,
Chinese classes will be added as part of the ICCAE, and the
initial study abroad program will be in China.

One other particularly atrocious aspect of the program
that was discussed in the dean’s forums is the pre-college
component for which they have evidently received $50,000 for
summer projects already in the hopper for this year. Initially,
we were told that the university curriculum would have to clear
university curriculum approval—that faculty have final say over
the curriculum is part of the bedrock of academic freedom (it
now appears this may not be happening in any meaningful way),
however, the pre-college programming is programmed through
secondary school system(s), although few if any teachers knew
about the plans in advance of the funding. The dean justified
this juvenile recruitment, perhaps more accurately denoted as
indoctrination, by saying kids enjoy “spy camps,” although he
simultaneously denied that was really what they’d be offering.

The program is gearing up at the university level as
well. Across the colleges, money is spreading, faculty are being
invited to participate, new faculty are being hired and the IC
CAE seems to be latching onto projects with other outside
funding. Even a solar project in a colonia was announced as part
of ICCAE programs this Spring. ICCAE courses are beginning
with study abroad this summer and a full schedule appears to be
on line for this fall. A minor will be offered initially.

It is disturbing to contemplate the very real effects on
communities and families throughout the Americas, and even
globally. This appears, among other things, an effort to divide
and conquer, to, in some sense, incite civil wars and covert
operations on one’s own people. I am led to wonder about the
legal aspects of this; whether there is potentially a violation of
intellectual property law, vis-a-vis Chicano Studies, by taking
the history of a people and using it against them? Of course, that
is what colonization has always been about, but there are fuerzas
buenas in the world (still, at present, anyway) that would head
off repetition of such grave mistakes...

The UCCAE'’s interest in language and literature is at
the nexus of my own professional background in Comparative
Literature, Mexican American/ Chican@ Literature and Cultural
Studies, Women’s Studies and the teaching of critical analysis
and writing courses. My participation in these disciplines
has root in my development and integrity as a creative and
intellectual person, one who sees herself as a world citizen and
teacher/facilitator, inspired by culture and nature, and struggles
for social justice and non-violence. My work in these areas
is about building the bridges that Gloria Anzaldda and others
so articulately call for--bridges that are about recognizing
our common humanity, and beyond that, bridges that unite
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“Mitakuye Oyasin.” Underlying ICC’s interest
in these fields is the identification, fear, and
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ICCAE’s targeting people of color, there is

an interest in gender--bringing more women
into the IC is also part of the agenda, as is their
version of critical thinking. From my perspective, t h e
intelligence community’s interest in these disciplines defiles
them, and I could never in good conscience (i.e. with intellectual
or moral integrity) participate in these junctures of university
and ICCAE. I could never teach a Chicana novel in a classroom
where [ knew some of the students were being trained to read the
literature for knowledge that might endanger sister barrios and
colonias at home or en el otro lado.

In a forum last fall, in answer to a question about the
program targeting communities of color, the dean justified the
program by saying the country and the intelligence community
“needs minorities.”” That may be--this country ‘“needed
minorities” when it stole the land from the Native Peoples. This
country needed minorities when it enslaved black people. This
country needed minorities when it took the lands and rights
and even the lives of Mexicans in this very valley. This country
“needs minorities” to die in the highest numbers in its wars, and
now in covert operations. The dean could not assure me that
this instance of needing minorities is any different from all the
historical instances of needing minorities. It does not follow that
this Intelligence Center is doing good things for students of color
because the USA or the CIA or some undefined “intelligence
community” “needs minorities.”

Students should not be led down career paths with
intelligence agencies under false pretenses that that is the best
they can do. Faculty should not have to face ethical dilemmas
when they are approached about teaching in conjunction with
this program or facilitating their presence on campus. Chican@
writers should not have to wonder if their work is being taught in
Mexican American literature classes as cultural information for
espionage. Ana Castillo recently visited upon UTPA one of the
most powerful readings I’ve ever heard; she read with the fuerza
of outrage and compassion, literature laden with the knowledge
and full implications of these centers. Hers was a reading that
spoke truth to the power of the fork-tongued. And she ended with
the last line of the poem that prologues her dramatic rendition
of Sister Dianna Ortiz’ story asking, “How can we sleep?” How
can we sleep?

Author’s Note: [ write this as an introduction to a struggle that others will
continue to write about in future issues of La Voz. Articles, information
sheets and bibliographies have been written about UTPA and the IC
CAE by concerned students, faculty and others in the RGV; some of
these sources are posted at http://blog:myspace.com/stopiccae. I have
chosen to leave off names of individuals involved in work for or against
the IC CAE and I've minimized use of specific dates because this article
is not investigative reporting (though I've tried to be as accurate as
possible) so much as a “think piece”(a genre of student assignment I
learned to use from colleagues in San Antonio)—a pondering of what
is happening and thoughtful analysis of the concerns and implications
involved from my particular perspective.

7 40SST 0C "TOA L00T AVW « VZNVUAdST 3a ZOA V1

~J



00 LA VOZ P ESPERANZA - MAY 2007 VOL. 20 ISSUE 4~

Esperanza Peace & Justice Center, Veinte Afios 1987 - 2007 » 20 Years of Activism and Hope

L7
' by Susan M. Guerra ol

2]
=]
’d
1
=
Q
=
<}
=
5
I
=3
o
=
@
4
3
e
3
o

The day before I arrived in San Antonio I stood in front of my own clothes closet doors, freshly
painted green, on the morning six hours after I had received the news:

“ We are so sorry. Your mother did not make it.”

Did not make it. It was then. Enormously. Simply. I felt her spirit. The spirit of the woman, Ernestine.
Mama, alive, there in my bedroom. I felt her release. Her happiness. Lightness. Smiles. It was Ernestine
without the earthly confinements of being daughter, mother, wife and woman. She, in her pure spirit. Her
peacefulness. I felt from then on she could understand everything. She is my greatest guide and supporter.
Mama can communicate with me now from a deeper sphere:

[osexed 104 YIM P[IYo B SB oUnsouIg

“Go, m’ija, go. You’ll know what to do.”

On March 26, 2007 my Mama, Ernestine Morales Guerra, 86, passed away in San Antonio, Texas. =
She was also yet another one of those mamas of a world gone by. She is the mom of the forties and fifties, brought up without our
generation’s feminism and higher education, theories and intellectual analysis. She was one of those moms who owned the wisdom
and knowledge of a life that required hands-on loving. Hands-on action. Do it now. Do it yourself.

My mama. Belonged to that breed of mothers who offered themselves. Put themselves last. The self-sacrificing, the devoted,
the hard working. Homemade salsa, stacks of fresh tortillas or pancakes. Sun bleached underwear and towels on the line outdoors
to dry. A pot roast or mole on Sundays. Sewing, ironing, pruning, sweeping.

Part time jobs, or full time; volunteering, picking up kids from after school practice, the Saturday swim lessons, the rollercade
in fifth grade. Picnics and dances and basketball games. Birthday parties and pifiatas. One big, fat, chocolate cake.

An admiring eye, and hands clapping at the spelling bee. lodine, to the bloody knees.The breed of moms who want to be called
mama throughout their entire life. Who want to be everyone’s mama. Mamas who made Mother’s Day the next most important
holiday after Easter. Mama.

That breed of women who loved each and every child, fiercely. Who did not believe in abortion. Or, leaving husbands. I have
often wondered, what is on the other side? Of over sixty years together, side by side. What is it like to love so devotedly that you
“take him back”? I wanted to know what that felt like and know that I might never do that.

Life posed my mom’s generation a million challenges in a world not meant for mothers of her breeding. Today’s women and
mothers, and we are an unruly bunch; we live differently. We work for careers and growth, not only wages; have rights and laws
which demand respect due to our gender. We have redefined what it is to be treated with respect and equality by our men. Want the
same duties and privileges. Leave our children in day care.

My mama felt I was the luckiest woman in the world with a man who changed diapers and cooked! Could not understand when
I said that word. Divorce.

\& N )

Ernestine with a friend in downtown SA Mi viejito y yo, Ernestine and her husband

Wedding day photo

...... working, working hard, pride of self and of family. the trust in education
& the love of god. sixty-five years of marriage. a world gone by. the love of her
man. another world gone by. she raised a wonderful woman. in loving you, ...”

But she could understand the issues I cared about were important ones. She saw how these were issues linked to how her own
generation had lived. And how today’s issues concerning everyday living, work, education, individual respect, health and happiness
have the same basic values which we have inherited from her generation.

In another form, we as younger women work at being mothers and women who care about the conditions of our families, be
they straight, gay, nuclear or extended. And for the right to study and work, live and eat decently. With good health. Non violence.

We, too, work as mothers to everyone, as we work with social issues which include the interest of families we may never meet
but feel in community with. The apple does not fall far from its trunk. Although the framework of our cultures are different. “ Watch
out m’ija, your gonna be like me!” she told me repeatedly after I turned 45. Particularly, when I forgot things.

“What do you mean, ‘gonna’? I already AM like you ! “, I said. Like it or not.

“What a beautiful woman. She shines like a light just like you.
In a while she will be a part of every thing around you, integrated closely to your heart.
I know you will feel her close always with love and protection.
It is so hard losing our parents. I send you lots of love and....”
-words of condolences from another friend

Mama. Died suddenly, unexpectedly. A massive heart attack. Two days before I was to arrive
in San Antonio and walk into her kitchen. Exchange that long awaited for hug. I walked into her
bathroom. Saw her lipstick case on the cabinet shelves. I saw
B her polyester patterned blouse and deep marine blue polyester
=+ slacks neatly folded beside the towels. Ready for the next
morning.

I opened the drawers and saw her round boxes of sweet-
scented face powder, that flowery scent which has followed my /=
ol memory of her for the last thirty years. And now will follow me, [

forever.
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Mom in Hawaiian dress

Editor’s note: Ernestine Morales Guerra, 1920-2007 was mother to Raymond, Jack, Susan, Donna, Claudia
and Loretta (deceased) who grew up in San Antonio. She is survived, also, by her husband of 62 years,
Raymond Garza Guerra. Susan is one of the founders of the Esperanza Peace and Justice Center and continues
to live in Oslo, Norway with son Axel. She is awaiting her first grandchild from son, Martin and his wife, also
living in Oslo. Special thanks to those contributing to the Esperanza Center in memory of Ernestine M. Guerra.
Susan can be reached at: susan.guerra@bsa.oslo.kommune.no
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CITY ORDINANCE THREATENS

FIMrEE S

John Stanford, Jane Tuck, Dee, Villarubia, and Robert Dawson meeting.

For many of the organizations in San Antonio who organize
parades, marches, demonstrations and protests, procedures like
applying for permits, paying insurance fees, and hiring police
escorts have long been accepted as necessary evils — obligatory
examples of bureaucratic red tape. However, controversy over a
recent ordinance proposed to city council has caused many San
Antonio organizations to question the constitutionality of fees
charged to organizers of events like marches, protests, parades,
and other kinds of processions where individuals exercise their
First Amendment right to freedom of speech.

The ordinance, which was removed from the City
Council consent agenda on March 8, 2007 by councilwomen
Patty Radle and Elena Guajardo, would apply specifically to
“parades, runs, walks, and related events,” including marches
and demonstrations. In fact, according to the ordinance, any
group of ten or more people in motion would be considered a
“procession,” and would therefore be subject to all of the same
fees and regulations as a full-scale parade.

Despite the fact that political speech is considered a civil
liberty under the US Constitution, the proposed ordinance would
maintain the current practice of charging permit, insurance,
and security fees to event organizers - including organizers of
events like marches and demonstrations that are solely political.
Furthermore, the proposed ordinance would impose a fine of

$2000 on each individual participating in any procession for [

which the organizer had not been issued a permit by the City.
Participation in an un-permitted march would also become a
criminal violation under the ordinance.

The first in a series of community meetings regarding the
proposed ordinance was held on March 19, 2007. Community
meetings, as well as meetings with City staff, have continued
throughout March and April. The groups involved have been
primarily concerned that the proposed ordinance, if accepted,
would put additional restrictions on organizers, reinstall current

barriers to free speech, and make political speech unaffordable [§

for small organizations and unsafe for individuals interested in

AEELCM!

participating.

Serious concerns regarding the many First Amendment
violations in the ordinance have been brought to the attention
of City staff during this series of meetings. Particular attention
must be paid to the section of the ordinance that would “exempt
certain events from payment of certain fees.” This discrimination
on the part of the City would privilege certain kinds of political
speech and certain messages while restricting others. The right
to free political speech would become a privilege — extended
only to those with money and those whose political messages
are endorsed by the City.

It is important that people continue to demand that this
procession ordinance honor our constitutional right to free speech.
Several items in the ordinance have already been edited as the
result of community meetings with City staff. There continue
to be opportunities for community members give criticism and
suggest changes to the proposed ordinance. The right to freedom
of speech is included in the US Constitution for a reason — I
believe that a healthy City government would want to encourage
free speech, not restrict it. As the war in Iraq continues, the next
presidential election approaches, the conditions on the border
worsen, and injustices against women, queer people, poor and
working-class people, people of color, and immigrants continue,
it is important that we protect our right to make our voices heard
as a community. Call the Esperanza Center to get information
on future meetings related to the procession (parade) ordinance.

Editor’s note: The above article was a collaborative effort initiated
by Dee Villarubia. Organizations which have been involved in
the effort to revise the procession ordinance include: ACLU,
Esperanza Center, Fuerza Unida, Neighborhoods First
Alliance, César Chavez March Planning Committee, Peace
Center, Peace Initiative, Service Employees Industrial Union
(SEIU), Southwest Workers Union, and Texas Indigenous
Council among others. For information on ongoing meetings
contact the Esperanza Center at 210/228-0201.

2007 International Woman’s Day March and Rally

by Dr. Elizabeth de la Portilla

....when you know the truth, you are free ...when I knew and I
learned that the meaning of God, the meaning of God is life, es la
vida, el amor, la verdad, la inteligencia, la unidad, el espirito, y
el principio, and I learned the meaning of God....el principio. Es
la vida, in my heart, in myself, and God can do everything. And
then I ask myself, “What is the problem?”—Golondrina, 1994

When I was an undergraduate and became interested in
working with curanderas, an instructor gave me the name and
telephone number of a healer who had previously worked with
one of his students. I called Golondrina the next
morning, introduced myself, and asked if I could
meet with her. “Yes, but tomorrow. Today I have |
to take my niece to the doctor.”” That was over |
ten years ago, and in that time she has been a
teacher and a friend. She is savvy enough about
ethnography to tell me to turn on my tape recorder
when she is going to say something she feels is
important. She used her position as an authority
figure to chastise me in front of my friends when | |
she felt I needed to press on with my writing or |,
research. In turn, I could be a nifia, mujer, or
comadre, depending on how she interprets my
behavior and response.

Golondrina’s don was revealed early in her
adolescence after a period of personal trauma and
questioning of her religious faith. In our interview
she spoke of her father being an alcoholic, of her
family’s poverty and depressed living conditions.
From piecing together other bits of her past, I
learned that she was born in Saltillo, Coahuila,
[Mexico] and that she is an only daughter, though
she has two brothers living in the Monterey,
Nuevo Leon area.

When her don was revealed to her, it allowed

El Don o.le La Golond.rina .
1he Gift of Healing -
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This allowed her to rewrite her life in a fashion that
is acceptable to society and would permit her to be active in
the construction of her own identity. She no longer had to stay
in a home that she felt was filled with much unhappiness. As
an acolyte of a spiritual sect that believed it was guided by “el
nifio Jesus.” The people at this center acted as family under
the guidance of one teacher. Her life here allowed for the
development of her powers. She also learned healing techniques
and diagnostic methods. She eventually taught at the temple as
well.

Golondrina began her training in 1979. A
woman, Dofla Nati, ran the temple; she was a
| channel, and through her, the spiritual teachers
| Golondrina came to know were: el nifio Jesus
| de azucenas, San Martin de Porres, el maestro
| Jesus, la Virgen Maria y_el espiritu, Conchita
Esparza. Tuesday and Thursday were healing
days, and on Sunday spiritual lessons took
place. On these three days the spirits worked
| through Doiia Nati; and (especially nifio Jesus)
| would ask what problems were being brought
before him. Daily, Dofla Nati would see about
20-25 people; some visitations were longer than
others.

i The healing sessions lasted about three

hours on Sundays; they began at 3:00 p.m. and
continued until 8:00 p.m. The entire time period
Dofia Nati spent in a trance. She would ready
herself through prayer, sitting down in a chair,
with three glasses of clear water beneath it; and
with two human pillars, meaning two spiritual
protectors, male students whose job it was to
stay mentally aware of any malevolent forces
that might hamper her or threaten her altered
state. She was a cajita (little box). El nifio Jesus

for the mobility and respect women born in her
socio-economic strata do not normally receive. She emerged
with a way of being in the world, not so much with a bounded
conception of self but as an entity that engages the world. This
engagement became a part of her self-identification. What I mean
by this is that, as she explained to me, before the healing gift was
revealed to her, she thought in terms of finality and pessimism.
She felt unhappy with her life and did not see much hope of
escaping its poverty or the boundaries she felt were imposed on
her mobility--intellectually and physically. As a healer her status
changed in the community. In being encouraged to develop her
gift, she felt free to expand intellectually and to see beyond the
boundaries of a physical state. Her purpose, as she understood
it now, was to act as an intermediary between the spiritual and
physical worlds.

called her “mi carne” (my flesh). The templo
was called, Trinitario Mariano. Golondrina studied there for five
years until 1984. She then made the journey to the United States.
It was here that she was involved with Conchita’s father, a man
she talks little of except to say that he worked in el Negro, black
magic. Conchita has never met her own father and does not feel
a need to know him. Golondrina felt that the way he lived his
life was not something she could tolerate nor would she want to
practice. She finally left him.

There are common motifs in curanderismo as practiced by
Mexicanos and Mexican-Americans: eggs used to cure susto,
rue for those bewitched, the calling three times of a person’s
name in his ear when it is believed he/she suffers from soul loss.
Healers however, have been known to have stylistic differences.?
Golondrina is not an exception in this manner. From what I have
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observed, she heals in a fashion e
thatis traditional (prayers, herbs,
etc.), coupled with elements that
are philosophically her own.
She has incorporated her mode
of survival and coping with
the larger world into her mode
of healing. One of the main
differences in her ideology that
is different from other healers
is that people can learn to heal
themselves, even in the worst
of situations. The curanderos I
know in San Antonio tell me that
under certain circumstances,
especially supernatural
afflictions that are considered
grave, a healer is needed to
effect a cure. Golondrina does
not always agree with this line
of thinking.

She is of the belief that in

immigration to the U.S. and being
a single mother.
Inclaimingdivineintervention,
Golondrina became her own first
client. By giving up agency to a
superior force, she initiated the
reconstruction of her identity. The
pressures she felt coming from
the outside (outside the culture,
outside the body) did not make
her ill because the process was cut
short by a supernatural occurrence.
The memory of this intercession
is made real every time she heals
someone. Other healers have
recounted similar experiences;
and they, like Golondrina, became
agents of change.

Golondrina has experienced
some of the same things her
clients relate to her in interviews
she conducts before a healing

our mind resides the power to
heal our own illnesses by
making real our thoughts.
The world we live in is a
reality that each of us has
constructed, and we are
reflections mentally and
spiritually of that reality.
When I had an accident,
Golondrina’s concern was
that the physical shock would
affect my spiritual being. She
was not blind to the fact that
I needed medical attention.
She stood by my side while
paramedics checked out my
bumps and bruises and made
sure they treated my various
scrapes. She prompted them with questions and had them leave a
cold pack for my swelling arm. But in her estimation they could
do nothing for my soul or mental state, and if that was not tended
to I could still become physically ill.

Getting well necessitates dealing with non-physical issues
as well as with the body. Golondrina has learned this in becoming
a healer, and she continues to learn from her experiences. When
she heals, she incorporates the memory of the circumstances
of her life prior to the dream--that is, a dysfunctional family
and poverty and also the experiences of her adult life, such as

San José with Santo Nifio de Azucenas

ritual; this knowledge becomes
part of the healing ritual.
She also believes that there
are spiritual entities that she
calls seres de luz, beings of
light. These are individuals
who are beyond a need for
a physical presence; they
are pure energy and can be
called on to help. Sometimes
she refers to them as master
teachers; St. Germain
is someone she feels a
particular affinity towards.
She brings this spiritual
training with her when she

heals and will sometimes
call on her maestros to assist
in the process, but she never goes into a trance. This is not
something she wants to hazard. People who trance are vulnerable
to many outside forces and cannot always control the situation.
Golondrina feels it is not worth the risk.

San German (St. Germain)

Editor’s note: Dr. Elizabeth de la Portilla is a cultural anthropologist
currently in the BBL Division at UTSA. La Golondrina is part of her
upcoming book on curanderas, They All Want Magic that will be
published by A&M press in the spring of 2008. She is currently working
on a creative non-fiction manuscript on the effects of PTSD on families
of men and women returning from war.
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com to express your condolences.
\_ press y

on the recent loss of their mother, Manuela Limon. Maria, an El Paso native, lives in

Austin and is part of the Macondo, ALLGO and Esperanza Center familias. Contact
Maria at: 1402 Cloverleaf Dr., Austin, TX 78723 or email her at: marilimon@yahoo.

by Mariel Valenzuela

Editor’s note: In light of recent events on the Virginia Tech University
campus there has been much discussion of mental health issues. In Texas
the situation is critical and one of the worst systems in the country.

When my supervisor at the Esperanza Center asked me
to write about mental health, I felt myself cringe inside. “Oh
great,” I thought. “I’m going to have to talk to people who make
six-figure salaries and sit at home feeling sorry for themselves.”
I once saw a Dr. Phil episode about people with obsessive-
compulsive disorder. A girl on the show asked Dr. Phil for help
for her compulsion to wash her towels six times a day. Her family
was wealthy. All I was thinking was, “Of course she’s going to
wash her towels six times a day, she can afford to.” The rising
number of people with depression and bipolar disorder seemed
symptomatic of the rising affluence our country experienced in
the 90s.

Enter Yolanda Alvarado, a soft-spoken woman who always
seems to be in a constant struggle to find the right word. Ms.
Alvarado recently dropped off the Bexar County Mental Health
Task Force 80th Legislative Packet, concerning mental health
care issues, at the Esperanza Center. I made a copy to take home
and read.

I was bound to my notion that most people who claim
depression or bipolar disorder are whiny babies. The one person
I’ve met who claimed to have both illnesses came from wealthy
parents who handed everything over to her so she would not
suffer through life. I didn’t want to give Ms. Alvarado’s packet
a chance.

When I met with Ms. Alvarado, she explained the whys and
wherefores the packet came to be and who was involved with
its development. She discussed the across-the-board budget cuts
Texas experienced, how the disparities adversely affected mental
health resources. She said that when it came right down to it,
what was needed was
more money. As she
put it, “Adequate funds
for adequate services;
inadequate funds yield
inadequate services.”
She wasn’t asking for
an overall increase.
She was hoping to
effect change for all
the counties in Texas
that come below the
median—$13.30  for
mental health services
per person—via
equitable funding.

. Then Yolanda hit
" | mysoftspot. She spoke
about the homeless. I
know from working
with the homeless that
many homeless people
are without because
of mental illness and

Vincent Van Gogh

their inability to care for themselves. The results are less-than-
desirable living conditions, going to jail rather than a treatment

facility. Yolanda said /=

that many mentally 3
ill people remain
homeless  because
there is no continuity
of care, and unlike
physical injuries,
there are no step-
down services since
medical insurance
is not feasible. The
requested funds are
not for people with
six-figure  salaries,
the funds are for
people who have no
salaries. I put aside
my previous belief
that major depression
and bipolar disorder
are found mostly
in  people  who
take everything for

granted. - 4 e i : T

What brands Vincent Van Gog
itself most clearly in my brain from meeting with Yolanda is the
why. After perusing the packet, I asked her, “Why do you do this
work?” She isn’t paid for her work; she does it on a voluntary
basis.

“I do what I’m inspired to do. I don’t have a boss telling me
what to do, I have my own approaches and [...] pursue remedies
I feel need to be pursued,” she said.

What inspires Yolanda Alvarado to chair the Bexar County
Mental Health Taskforce, without compensation? Her daughter,
diagnosed as bipolar at 18. Yolanda knows first-hand what it’s
like to live with someone who has a mental illness. She has
received phone calls from her daughter, five states away, in the
middle of the night in which her daughter has claimed, among
other things, to have just met her deceased grandfather on the
street, and, by the way, he’s a really great guy.

Listening to Yolanda’s personal and painful stories of
grappling with mental illness, rampant in her family, I tried
imagining how I would feel if a daughter were mentally ill. I
realized that my previous, narrow view of mental illness was
wrong. I am rooting for Yolanda’s cause. I urge you to write
to your legislative representatives to bring equitable funding for
mental health. Funding disparities in mental health care affect
everyone, and we would all benefit from advocating for equality
in all things.

Bio: Mariel Valenzuela is an undergraduate at Our Lady of the Lake
University double majoring in English and Philosophy. She hopes to go
on to graduate school, but is still uncertain what her course of study will
be. For more on Texas mental health issues, contact Yolanda Alvarado
at yhalavarado@yahoo.com or by phone at (210) 697-7421.
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xcommunity meetings:

Amnesty Int’l #127 meets 4th
Thursday 7:30 pm at Ashbu
gélg% Methodlst Call 829-

Bexar County Green Party
meets first Sund 6;5 at 2 pm at
Picante Grill, 3810 Broadway.

DIGNITY S.A. holds mass
Sundays at 5: 15 pm at St. Ann'’s.
Call 7357191

Fuerza Unida is at 710 New
Laredo Hwy. Call 927-2297.

Habitat for Humanity holds

Volunteer Meetings on  1st

Tuesdays at First Presbyterlan

Ch6urch 404N. Alamo, Rm 302
pm.

Parents, l4Fru‘»:nds of Lesbians/
Gays (PFLAG) meets the 1st
Thursdays at Z}Gm at the Resource

ggter Woodlawn. Call

Proyecto Hospltalldad thurgg

meets Thursdays at
TR o e T )

The Rape Crisis Center is
located at 7500 US Hwy 90 W.,
Building 2 in San Antonio. Hotline

number is 210.349-7273. Call
210/521-7273 or Drominishi@
rapecrisis.com

San Antonio NOW meets on
fourth Wednesdays at La Madeline
on Broadwa 6:30pm. Call:
210.673-8600 Ma1l Box 34551,
78265-4551

The Shambhala Buddhist
Meditation  Center  offers
meditation classes on_Tuesdays/
Thursdays at 7 m Sunda s at

:30 am. at 4 South St.
Mary’s. Call 222- 9303

The Society of Friends meets
on Sundays’ at am _at The
Friends Meeting House, 7052 N

Vandiver. Call 945-8456.

The Society of Latino and

Hispanic Writers SA meets
2nd Mondays, 7 pm @ Barnes &

Noble, San Pedro Crossing.

Sohdarltil Peer Support for
Mental Hea Consumers,
meets 1st 3rd Saturda Uys at

:30 am @ Travis_Park United
Methodist Church, Rm 210. Call
734-7527.

S.N.A.P. (Survivors Network
of those Abused by Priests)
meets the last Wednesday of each
month at 7 pm at .S

Mary’s. Call 25-8329.

Voice for Animals meets the
last Saturday at Whole Foods
Market in the Quarry 3 - 5 p.m.
Call 737-3138 or “visit www.
voiceforanimals.org

Texas Media Empowerment
Project meets every 1st and
3rd ednesdag @ the Esgeranza
Center ontact:
deanne@tokyo.or call 320.7561

The Metropolitan Community
Church of San Antonio
(MCCSA), 611 East Muyrtle has
non-denominational hristian
services and Sunday School ever

Sunday at 10:30 AM Call: 599-
9289.

The Solidarity Support Grou
meets Monday thru Friday at 580
S. Presa. For more

information call Janet @ 582-
8776 or Leo @ 436-8018x307.

Stonewall Democrats of SA
meets the 3rd Mondays_at 7

at Grady’ s Barbecue 6510
Pedro. Call 494-7442

World Can’t Wait meets on
Wednesdays at 7 pm at the
Esperanza Center. contact
sanantonio@worldcantwait.org

Submissions, deletlons or changes to
community meetings may be made through
lavoz @esperanzacenter.org or mail to:

La Voz, 922 San Pedro, San Antonio, TX 78212

The ESPERANZA PEACE & JUSTICE CENTER
ispartof Community Shares of Texas

Sign-up to donate monthly to the Esperanza Peace &
Justice Center directly from your paycheck at work
through these AWTS participants:

In San Antonio:

(San Antonio Area)

*State Employee Charitable Campaign

*San Antonio Combined Federal Campaign

*City of San Antonio Local Charitable Campaign

*Bexar County Employees Local Charitable Campaign
*San Antonio Combined School District Charitable Campaign
*San Antonio Water System Local Charitable Campaign

Outside of San Antonio:

*Central Texas Combined Federal Campaign (Austin area)
*City of Austin Combined Charities Campaign

*Travis County Combined Charities Campaign

*City of Houston Combined Municipal Campaign
*Houston ISD Combined Charities Campaign

*City of El Paso Combined Charitable Campaign

*County of El Paso Combined Charitable Campaign

And, all of Community Shares of Texas campaigns in the private sector.

ESPERANZA

PEACE & JUSTICE CENTER
Call us at 210 » 228 « 0201
to sign up with our electronic direct deposit program
or to access employment site codes.

\& >,

/Make a tax -deductible

[1 Enclosed is o donation of

Name

1 __Sloon
donation. T
[] 1 would like to donate § [ Ipledge tosend 5 each 0
/month by automatic bank withdrawal. — month — 551;15
Cantoct me to sign up. : jil)]:i]m”:;ﬂhs : s
through the mail 530 Lo Voz subscrption / S100 Insittions
_ S0
other §

Address

(ity, State, Zip

Phone Number

[ Twould like 1o valunteer!

for more info call 210.228.0201
Moaks dhecks poyabll ko the Cxperanza Peors & Justice Cenler. Send o 922 Son Pedro, SA T 23212 Donokons to the Experanza ore fox deducible.

Notas Y Mas

Brief notes to inform La Voz readers about
events, issues and happenings in the community)
Send announcements for Notas y Mds to:
lavoz@esperanzacenter.org or by snail mail to:
922 San Pedro, San Antonio, TX 78212.
The deadlineisthe 10th of each month.

(Gemini Ink presents a Dramatic Readers
Theater on First Friday, May 4,2007, What
Singing Completes Us: Jazz Settings of
Poems by Li-Young Lee at the Southwest
School of Art and Craft, 300 Augusta in
the Coates Chapel at 6:30 pm followed by
a commissioned performance for the 6tk
Annual Poetry at the Round Top Festival
featuring original compositions by bassist/
composer Joél Dilley, pianist/vocalist Bett
Butler and poet, Rosemary Catacalos. Call
210.734.9673 or check www.geminiink.
org/programs/readerstheater.

Anonymous No More: Stories for and
by Women of Color, a collection of
stories and art that speaks to an intimate
understanding of survival and resistance,
is accepting entries until June 1, 2007.
Email: anonymousnomore @ gmail.com.

The Coalition for Western Women‘s
History announces the Irene Ledesma
Prize, 2007 for Ph.D. graduate student
research in western women‘s history.
Deadline for submission: June 1, 2007.
The $1,000 prize supports travel to
collections or other research expenses
related to the histories of women and
gender in the American West. The prize
honors the memory of Irene Ledesma
whose contributions to Chicana and
working-class history were ended by her
untimely death in 1997. The prize will be
awarded during the 47th Annual Western
History Association Conference in

Oklahoma City, OK, October 3-6, 2007.
\Contact: bencoh@lsu.edu for specifics.

Support the IFCO/Pastors for Peace
Caravan to Cuba this July — End the
Blockade! IFCO/Pastors for Peace
are building for the largest possible US-
Cuba Friendshipment Caravan in July,
2007. To join the caravan in the U.S. or
into Mexico and on to Cuba or to make
contributions, contact cucaravan@igc.
org or call 212-926-5757. Check www.
pastorsforpeace.org for more. Donations
are tax-deductible.

Join in solidarity with other mujeres
from el valle y todo Tejas in organizing
Mujerfest 2007, a day of workshops,
music, film, poetry, and art. Mujerfest
2007: This Bridge We Call Home will
take place on July 28th at the Mercedes
Civic Center, in the lower Rio Grande
Valley. A special zine honoring Gloria
Anzaldua will be available. Submit your
proposals for discussions, exhibits or
platicas for Mujerfest now! Get info at
www.caferevolucion.org/mujerfestinfo.

html or contact: noemi.mtz@ gmail.com

CafeRevolucionProductionsisaccepting
submissions for the first zine, This Bridge
We Call Home: Finding Gloria, devoted
to la Mera Nepantlera. A zine created by
the folks she influenced; from the place
she grew up in-the borderlands. How her
writing helped shape Chicana feminism,
created a new consciousness and gave
voice to her generation and future
generations and how this allowed others
to find their voice and articulate through
their bordered tongues will be part of the

~

focus. Send submissions to: Lina Suarez,
suapri@yahoo.com or Noemi Martinez,
noemi.mtz@gmail.com

MALCS 2007 will be in Minnesota from
August 2-4 at the University of Minnesota,
St. Paul campus. The theme of this year’s
Institute, “Among Women, Between
Nations,” symbolizes both the intimacy
and the sociopolitical complexity of our
identities, relationships, and affiliations—
between spaces and across borders. The
mujeres from Minnesota are working
hard to organize the MALCS institute
and have placed a call for papers. Go to
www.malcs.net for details or contact:
malcs2007 @umn.edu or Dr. Edén Torres,
torre007 @umn.edu

***insurgente VII: a thousand little
fires, a thousand tiny storms*** a
68-page collection of newly edited and
previously unseen poetry, essays, and
other writings, fictional and not, from the
past year by alejandro for $5.00 or trade
* p.o. box 40431 « berkeley ca ¢ 94704 or
contact: myspace.com/xicano68 (back
issues are also available)

The San Antonio City Council Elections
are forthcoming. Find out what district you
live in and vote for your representative!
We are also voting for mayor! Both the
public access channel (digital 20) on TV
and YouTube on the internet are posting
candidate forums. You can also check:

411productions.blogspot.com Don‘t
forget to vote early or on May 12th. )

FLOC staff person murdered in Monterrey

Santiago Rafael Cruz, a staff person for the Farm Labor

Organizing Committee (FLOC), was murdered in the FLOC

offices in Monterrey, Mexico, on Monday. FLOC opened its office in
Monterrey last year as part of a groundbreaking program to organize
immigrants who come to the US under temporary farmworker visas.
Since the office opened, ithas been vandalized several times, apparently
by mafia-style labor recruiters who are unhappy with FLOC’s work

to organize migrant farmworkers.

Contact the Inter-American Commission on Human Rights:
www.cidh.oas.org or call or fax the Executive Secretary of the Inter-
American Commission on Human Rights, Santiago Canton, and
encourage the JACHR to investigate the murder of Santiago Rafael
Cruz. Or send a letter of concern to: Dr. Santiago Canton, Executive
Secretary, Inter-American Commission on Human Rights, 1889 F
St., NW, Washington, D.C., USA 20006. Or, e-mail: cidhoea @oas.org
or call: (202)458-6002/Fax: (202) 458-3992

Stop the Firing of Ward Churchill!

Defend Dissent and Critical Thinking

What we do in the coming days and weeks will
be decisive in the effort to stop the firing of Dr. Ward
Churechill, and to awaken faculty, students and the broader
public to the overall attack on critical thinking and dissent
in the U.S. We have only a small window to mobilize

faculty, students and progressive forces within the Boulder

community, throughout Colorado, and nationwide to raise
national and international attention to this case; to galvanize
opposition; and to send a message to the CU administration
that a decision to fire Professor Churchill is unacceptable
and will not go unopposed. To find out more and sign on
to an open letter in support of Ward Churchill, a Native

American scholar, go to:www.defendcriticalthinking.org
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Mugjeres: Divinas y Humanas

Women: Human ¢ Divine

On view until May 31, 2007 at the Esperanza Center
922 San Pedro in San Antonio, Tx © 210.228.0201
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210.228.0201 » fax: 210 . 228 . 0000
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Rita Vidaurri quiere cantar
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Rita Vidaurri, La Calandria vuelve al canto
To book her for events, call the Esperanza
Center at 228-0201 or email Jessica at:

esperanza@esperanzacenter.org

Non-Profit Org.
US Postage
PAID
San Antonio, TX
Permit #332

CALL FOR ENTRIES! CALL FOR ENTRIES!

YOUR QURERI SAR ANTONIO

June 2007 Art Exhibit
@ Esperanza Peace and Justice Center

artistic expressions, photos & mementos
of the lesbian, gay, bi, Two-Spirit,
and transgender communities of
San Antonio, past and present...

Submit your entries now!

Deadline: Friday, May 18, 2007
Download entry form at
www.esperanzacenter.org.

Call us at 210.228.0201 or email:

espemnza@espemnzacenz‘en org.




