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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 conþict 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.

ATTENTION VOZ READERS: If you have a correction you want to make on your mailing label please send 
it in to lavoz@esperanzacenter.org. If you do not wish to continue on the mailing list for whatever reason please 
notify us as well. La Voz is provided as a courtesy to people on the mailing list of the Esperanza Peace and Justice 
Center. The subscription rate is now $30 per year. The cost of producing and mailing La Voz has substantially 
increased and we need your help to keep it aþoat. To help, send in your subscriptions, sign up as a monthly donor, 
or send in a donation to the Esperanza Peace and Justice Center. Thank you. -GAR 
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buena gente de nuestra comunidad.2

The June 2008 issue of La Voz de Esperanza begins 
with an announcement of a blessed event. Former layout editor 
of La Voz, H. Esperanza Garza and her husband Sean have sent 
word that they are the proud parents of a baby boy, Emiliano 
Xavier born on May 11th, Mother’s Day! If you would like to 
send Esperanza and Sean a congrats note please call me at 228-

0201 for her email address or send a note to lavoz@esperanzacenter.org and I will forward 
it. Felicidades, Esperanza and Sean! Can’t wait to see him!

This issue continues with the Voz del Zocalo series that seeks to provide an open forum 
for people to write about concerns related to space and how space is being appropriated 
from gente for proýt or to maintain control and power. When we refer to space we not only 
mean physical space but emotional, spiritual, intellectual, and the space of being as well as 
all kinds of other space that surrounds our everyday existence.  

We look closely at one of the Esperanza’s projects, El Rinconcito de Esperanza that is part 
of the Arte es Vida programming which seeks to develop cultural grounding on the Westside 
of San Antonio. Cultural grounding provides the roots of identity within a community 
through the recovery of history and cuentos.When an individual or community has a strong 
sense of identity, they are more apt to resist systemic attempts to appropriate cultura and 
usurp personal and community power. The Esperanza’s Arte es Vida programming has made 
possible the return to the Westside a semblance of community convivencia with sponsorship 
of events at the Plaza de Zacate and Plaza Guadalupe commemorating Lydia Mendoza’s 
birthdays in 2001 and 2006. More recently a group of elder cantantes: La Calandria, Rita 
Vidaurri; La Paloma del Norte, Beatriz Llamas; Blanquita Rodríguez, Blanca Rosa; and La 
Perla Tapatia, Janet Cortez joined together to sing at the Plaza de Guadalupe for Mother’s 
Day with the same conviviality of el pasado. With our Casa de Cuentos on the Westside, we 
have begun the historic recovery of family and individual’s stories and photos like that of 
cantante, Eva Garza who was internationally reknown and whose family lived in the Alazan 
Apache courts. We believe that programming and projects like these provide that sense of 
identity that in today’s society is linked to materialism rather than cultura. Read more about 
El Rinconcito starting on page 3.

A group of nuestra gente from the past who tried to create their own identity in an effort 
to resist acculturation was the pachuco/a. Alejandro Martinez writes of his efforts to collect 
these stories to show the importance of the pachucas/os in the eventual development of the 
Chicano movement. He speaks of their resistance to annihilation, awareness of being used 
as cannon fodder in WWII, and their efforts to develop and retain their own identity or 
cultural grounding. 

This issue of Voz is further enhanced by Jay J. Johnson-Castro’s Sr.’s Inside the 
Checkpoints article on the border fence, the addition of an article on San Antonio’s tree 
ordinance by a young woman on the Express-News teen board and a poem by YonHui Bell 
that captures the essence of our work at Esperanza, A Call to Arms. 

Finally, the issue comes to a close with an article by Woody Hetchler on WAR and his 
experience with post-traumatic stress syndrome which has recently re-emerged, probably as 
a consequence of media coverage of the Iraq War. Woody’s life, his mind, and his being was 
and continues to be completely appropriated by the experience of the Vietnam War.  

As I close, I want to invite everyone to continue to send in articles, poems, 
and artwork to La Voz de Esperanza at lavoz@esperanzacenter.org. And, 
my condolences and those of the Esperanza staff and board to Irma Rosas, 
MALCs member and UTSA student on the recent and unexpected loss of 
her dear father in Illinois. Abrazos, Gloria 

Cover Group Photo: Antonia Padilla
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public spaces, programs, services, and 
events are being eliminated and cut-
off from community access. The recent 
Parade Ordinance passed by City Council 
restricting the rights of people in San 
Antonio to march in the streets is only 
one of the many steps backward that have 
eliminated communal and community 
spaces and programs in San Antonio.  
The trend is not only local, but national 
and global as well. The same neoliberal 
ideologies that exploit the poor and 
working people of other countries 
through Free Trade Agreements are also 
being applied to our local communities, 
exploiting the poor and working class 
people of color in cities across the 
United States. City councils all over the 
country are making decisions similar 
to those made by the San Antonio City 
Council - decisions to privatize resources, 
decisions to grant tax abatements to large 
corporations, decisions to contract out government jobs 
to companies that do not pay living wages or provide 
beneþts, decisions to cut back on public housing and 
healthcare, decisions to rezone neighborhoods and 
allow developers to build unsafe, unhealthy living 
spaces that donõt reÿect the history or culture of the 
communities that they are built in.  

It is in this exploitative environment that the work 
of preserving the history and cultura of our local 
communities becomes a powerful political action.  
We must continue to talk about the things that are 
most valuable to our communities - family owned 
businesses; porches where people sit outside to talk to 
one another; self-sustaining gardens where fruit and 
nut trees, beautiful ÿowers, vegetables, and medicinal 
herbs are grown; relationships between family members 
and neighbors of all generations; and all of the other 
elements of neighborhood life that preserve our spirit 
of convivencia. We must continue to resist those who 
wish to buy and sell our culture, our labor, our rights, 
and the spaces and places where we have historically 
gathered together to exercise our collective power. At 
the same time, we must continue to cultivate remaining 
community traditions and spaces. The Esperanza 
community has been doing this work in San Antonio’s 
Westside through the Arte es Vida Project and most 
recently through En Aquellos Tiempos: Fotohistorias 
del Westside, an outdoor photo banner istallation, in 
which historic family photos of Westside residents 
have been enlarged into wall-size banners and installed 
on streets throughout the near Westside.

Serenata de Oro
At the Casa de Cuentos, where most of the Arte es Vida Project work 

takes place, there have been many pláticas where Westsiders have shared 
their memories of what it was to live in the Westside of the early 1900s and 
in the 50s and 60s. They describe scenes of a neighborhood convivencia 
that connected buildings, families, and people from various communities 
through open windows, porch doors, plazas and other public spaces. The 
Esperanza celebrates this history and has held many events honoring 
nuestra cultura, including the recent Serenata de Oro: Canciones Para Mi 
Mamá, which took place in the Plaza Guadalupe del Westside. This concert 
was a celebration señalando one of the original purposes of Mother’s Day 
- a day designed to recognize and honor Mothers for their strength and 
dedication to the community; for their relentless efforts towards peace and 
justice throughout the world and throughout generations; and particularly 
for their efforts to end war. The concert featured elder pioneers de la música 
from San Antonio’s Westside; women that through their careers and in 
their families and communities have built the foundation for a musical 
tradition unica to San Antonio. By continuing to sing and maintain the 
lyrics of those songs de aquellos tiempos, they preserve costumbres and 
the cultura of a community that collectively resists corrupt modernization 
and irresponsible economic development. The concert, through música, 
letra y festejo, brought to one site a political statement of resistence to the 
gentriþcation of public spaces and the commercialization (appropriation) 
of cultura and the muzzling of the value of the mestizo experience that is 
el Westside de San Antonio, Tejas.

El Westside has been and continues to be San Antonio’s center of cultura, 
where la tradición y el progreso tug each other along through generations 
of families, community leaders and gente de conciencia.  “People took care 
of each other in those days”, say elders of the Westside remembering the 
40’s, 50s and 60s. They remember Eva Garza, internationallyrecognized 3
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Buena gente at the Casa de Cuentos prepare to plant a garden at el Rinconcito de Esperanza.  



cantante y actriz de los años 
40 hasta los 70s, a graduate 
of Lanier HS. They recall 
going to the Plaza del Zacate 
in downtown San Antonio 
to hear “La Alondra de La 
Frontera”, Lydia Mendoza, 
play her 12 string guitar and 
honor gente y trabajadoras 
with her songs. At the heart 
of la comunidad que se cuida 
y ve por otros es la mamá, la 
mujer that teaches her family 
and looks out for others.

Las artistas featured in 
the Serenata embody that 
sense of responsibility for 
one another that is an integral 

part of the cultura of 
the Westside and the 
values of women’s 
c o m m u n i t y 
organizing in 
particular. They 
have helped each 
other throughout 
their careers from 
sharing costume 
dresses to sharing 
time in the spotlight. 
Beatriz Llamas, La 
Paloma del Norte  
was þrst given the 

opportunity to sing on the radio by Rita Vidaurri, La Calandria, who 
had already established her name in the music circuit. La mamá 
de Blanquita Rodr²guez (Blanca Rosa) bought her daughterõs þrst 
vestido de charro from Rita and Janet Cortez, La Perla Tapatia, 
once rented a dress from la gran Lydia Mendoza. Las Hermanitas 
Luevano each sang and played instruments, beginning their 
careers as young women and continuing the tradition of music 
throughout generations of their family. Mariachi Las Erendiras 
also demonstrated their passion for music in their performance, 
as well as their appreciation for the long musical tradition that the 
elders they accompanied represent.

Today, Belén Rodríguez, local singer and musician, skilled in 
several instruments and genres of music, credits her aunts, Blanca 
y Dora with being her musical mentors and profesoras 
preserving the tradition of music by passing on their love 
and dedication to this art form. Belén and her tias often join 
Eva Ybarra for performances and recordings.  Although Eva 
is originally from the Southside of San Antonio, the Westside 
is her musical home and the place where she developed her 
original style of performance. Her accordion has moved 
audiences to their feet from Chicago to New York and 
beyond. She, like the other mujeres featured in the Serenata, 
always proudly returns to her þrst musical community of 
San Antonio.   

Las participantes de la Serenata de Oro forman gran 
parte de la base musical de San Antonio, Texas and their 
stories are just some of many examples of the way that the 

neighborhood culture of the Westside was and continues to be 
one of respect, generosity, and community pride.

Rinconcito de Esperanza

The Casa de Cuentos, where many of the pláticas on Westside 
history have taken place, is one part of the newly named 

Rinconcito de Esperanza, an area comprised of two lots, 816 and 
820 S. Colorado St, on San Antonio’s near Westside that includes 
a smaller casita behind the Casa de Cuentos, and Ruben’s Ice 
House, as well as a large green space in which there are plans 
to build a community garden. Many community members have 
expressed excitement about the possibility of using the Rinconcito 
for outdoor þlm screenings, neighborhood photo and historical 
exhibits, cultural workshops, traditional celebrations, and other 
events that focus on preserving elements of Westside culture.

With Casa de Cuentos already functioning as a community 
space, there is hope that the entire Rinconcito will soon be 
one of those community spaces where we can come together 
to celebrate our history and exercise our collective power as a 
community, telling our stories and demanding that our cultures 
and neighborhood traditions be respected.  The þrst step in 
transforming the Rinconcito is to complete immediate repairs to 
Ruben’s Ice House. The roof of Ruben’s Ice House is leaking in 
several places, and there is also need for replacement of the South 
facing wall. Architect Dwayne Bohuslav is working on drawing 
a long-term plan for the Rinconcito based on community input 
taken from participants in a Saturday-morning visioning session 
and walking tour through the two lots. He asked people to reÿect 
on how the buildings “talk to one another” and how it feels to 
stand in various places in the area. Participant Cynthia Spielman 
commented that at this point in time, the Casa de Cuentos and 
Ruben’s Ice House seem to be pissed off at one another. Seams 
on the South wall of the Casa de Cuentos showed that there used 
to be more windows facing Ruben’s Ice House, and that the 
existing windows used to be twice their current height, but had 
been boarded over with wood siding. Of course, larger windows 
would make a lot of sense for a house built before the time of air 
conditioning because of the breezes that come from the South in 
the summer time.  Most houses built more than þfty years ago face 
either North or South, 
a l l o w i n g  w i n d s 
blowing from the 
South to cool the air 
in the summer time, 
traveling through the 
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Blanca Rodríguez of Las Hermanitas Luevano sings with 
Eva Ybarra on accordion as elders look on at the Serenata 
de Oro in Plaza Guadalupe on May 11, 2008. 

Casa de Cuentos & Ruben’s Ice House on S. Colorado St. 

The casita behind the Casa de Cuentos.

El Rinconcito de 
Esperanza 



main hallway that connects the front and back 
doors. Unlike the casita in the rear of the Casa de 
Cuentos, and most of the historic houses in the 
neighborhood, the Casa de Cuentos faces West. 
Ruben’s Ice House also seemed closed off to the 
Casa de Cuentos, with large boards up over the 
doors of the old bathrooms, and an iron grate 
blocking access to the counters from which food 
and drinks were once served.

There is a lot of work to be done to make this 
space one that is safe and accessible 
to all communities - to open 
up the windows and doors 
again, to install ramps 
that can be used 
by people who 
have difþculty 

walking, to put in lighting and 
pathways, make repairs to pipes 
and electrical wires and much 
more. Some funding for repairs 
and renovation of the Rinconcito 

de Esperanza has already been provided in the form of grants, 
but the full renovation and use of the Rinconcito will depend 
on donations made by community members as well. Patti Radle 
helped the Esperanza to purchase Ruben’s Ice House last year 
with funds from the District 5 City Council Ofþce, the Bexar 
Land Trust made a grant to help with the development of 
the community garden, and the City of San Antonio Ofþce of 
Cultural Affairs made a grant through the Deferred Maintenance 
program to repair the roof of Ruben’s Ice House. However, there 
is still a lot of work to be done at the Rinconcito that will not 
be funded through any public or private grants. There is a great 
need for community support - for money to pay the remaining 
mortgage balance on Ruben’s Ice House, for donation of services 
like electrical and plumbing work, and for pledges of monthly 
donorship that will ensure that money is coming in to support the 
ongoing work at the Rinconcito de Esperanza for years to come.

En Aquellos Tiempos: 
Fotohistorias del Westside

During the upcoming summer months, the Esperanza also 
plans to expand the Westside photobanner street installation 

that has been on fences, walls, and in empty lots in the Westside 

since September of 2006. There are over 1,000 photos 
currently scanned and entered into the En Aquellos 
Tiempos digital archive. In September 2007, a 
group of about 20 people, regular participants in the 
monthly gatherings at the Casa de Cuentos, met at the 
Esperanza to select the next set of photos that would be 
enlarged into banners and added to the installation. The 

next steps in expanding the installation include locating 
and measuring the dimensions of new fences and walls 

in the near Westside, creating stronger, more-durable free-
standing frames for installing photo banners in open lots, and 

doing the physical work of putting the banners out on the streets. 
People interested in helping with any step of this process can call 
the Esperanza at (210) 228-0201. 

Like all of the work of the Arte es Vida Project and the 
Esperanza Peace and Justice Center in general, the En Aquellos 
Tiempos photobanner installation reclaims public spaces for the 
community and grounds us in our history and culure unlike the 
mutilated culture that they sell to tourists downtown during Fiesta 
week and the lies that þll Texas and US history books. Instead, 
the real stories of generations of Mexicanos and Chicanos who 
have lived in San Antonio’s Westside for hundreds of years are 
rightly preserved. This work of cultural grounding is essential to 
the work of social justice because it attempts to un-teach what 
we are taught throughout our lives growing up in an environment 
of racism, sexism, and overall oppression that tells us that our 
stories don’t matter, that we are stupid, that our neighborhoods 
are dangerous, and that we should just be quiet. The þrst step 
toward working for social justice is speaking out. Through cultural 
grounding, we come to understand ourselves better, we learn to 
value our own perspectives, we become more open to learning 
about the experiences of others, and together, we begin to speak 
out against injustice and reclaim what is ours - our histories, our 
cultures, our voices, our public spaces, our dignity, our rights, and 
our love and respect for one another.
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 ...there is hope that the entire 
Rinconcito will soon be one of 

those community spaces where we 
can come together to celebrate our 
history and exercise our collective 

power as a community, telling 
our stories and demanding that 
our cultures and neighborhood 

traditions be respected.  

Become A MONTHLY DONOR in any amount 
or DONATE PART OF YOUR ECONOMIC 

STIMULUS CHECK to support the Arte Es Vida Project and the 
Rinconcito de Esperanza.  See page 14 to fill out a donation form 
or for more information contact Esperanza at 210.228.0201 or 
check our website www.esperanzacenter.org

Tina Garza Moore talks to Barbara Renaud 
González at the Casa de Cuentos. 

Buena Gente of the Esperanza put up photo 

banners on the South wall of Ruben’s Ice House.



Back on February 6, 2008, “Inside the Checkpoints” 
had the privilege of breaking the news that Michael 

Chertoff, with the dictatorial powers of the Department of 
Homeland Security, was being sued. He was sued by one woman, 
Eloisa Tamez, a property owner. He threatened her that he was 
going to seize her small piece of land along the banks of the Rio 
Grande. With the help of Peter Schey of the Center for Human 
Rights and Constitutional Law, Chertoff ultimately lost that law 
suit, which set a precedent for other victims of Chertoff.  

Back in February, “Inside the Checkpoints” concluded with 
the following: Eloisa Tamez, along with hundreds of others, has 
been a victim of trauma, your tyranny and…terror. No one in 
government, local, state, or national, elected or otherwise, has 
stepped up to protect Eloisa, to right the wrongs being leveled 

on her and her property. So much for security in her homeland!  
It has taken the volunteer efforts of fellow citizens and a willing 
team of legal experts to stand with her in her ýght against a 
form of terrorism that she is not otherwise being protected 
from, a terrorism that originates from one man. The Secretary of 
Homeland Security, Michael Chertoff! He has just been sued.

It is again the privilege of “Inside the Checkpoints” to make 
a new announcement and address that ýnal paragraph: You have 
been sued…again…Mr. Chertoff!  

From El Paso to Brownsville, the 1250 mile TBC…the Texas 
Border Coalition of Mayors, Judges and economic leadership 
of the Texas-Mexico border are standing up in behalf of Eloisa 
Tamez and all of us, “we the people of the Rio Grande corridor”. 
They are suing you Mr. Chertoff. And, like Eloisa Tamez, the 
TBC is being represented by Peter Schey of the Center for Human 
Rights and Constitutional Law. 

What does all of this mean? It means that, unfortunately for 
you, you have “messed with Texas”. Not a good idea. We Texans 
are successfully defying you and your dictatorial powers. We 
are taking our government back. The nation and the world are 
watching us do so. From Asia to Australia, Europe to the Middle 
East and Africa, as well as the rest of North and South America. 
All are watching as we the people of the Texas-Mexico border are 
standing up to you. And, we will win.  

You have exceeded the laws of our land and you willfully 
operate outside the law of Congress. You are therefore þagrantly 
and illegally violating the law. That makes you an “outlaw” and 
more of an “illegal” than the humble people, including innocent 
immigrant children, whom you hunt down like cockroaches and 
imprison for proýt.  

Shockingly, you waived 36 Congressional 
Acts…a century’s worth of American 
legislature…to build an “iron curtain” on American soil. Sure 
you had Congressional authority in the Secure Fence Act, and the 
waiver power in the REAL ID Act. But no one of credibility and 
integrity ýgured that youôd violate our treaties with the already 
violated Native Americans, let alone waive their religious rights 
and desecrate their burial and other sacred grounds.  You waived 
“The Native American Graves Protection and Repatriation Act” and 
“The American Indian Religious Freedom Act”…to build a wall!   

Wait and see what happens when the State of Texas, the State 
of New Mexico, Arizona and California come to grips with the fact 
that you waived far more than those 36 Congressional Acts. You 
even waived all our state and local laws along with “all federal 
laws”. Isn’t that what is meant when your Mega Waiver included 
“all federal, state or other laws, regulations and legal requirements 
of, deriving from, or related to the subject of those laws”?  

Do you really think you can undo a century of the people’s 
congress and the laws and sovereignty of the states of the 
United States? If you do think so, you are indeed in willful 
violation of our Constitution and deserving of more than a 
boot in the buttocks. More rightly, you should be indicted for 
going along with the supremacist architects of a scheme that 
þagrantly violates our democracy. In some countries, such an 
act would be considered treason.  

Be that as it may, for now, Mr. Chertoff, you have been 
sued…again. And it won’t be the last time. You have willfully and 
without conscience or moral ýber accepted the role of a dictator in 
these United States. You have waived the balance of power of our 
Congress. Instead of being a Secretary of Homeland Security, you 
have become a tyrannical threat to the security of our country.  

What a shame that “we the people” should have to go to the 
Supreme Court of the United States to petition it for protection 
from such tyrannical forces and in order to stop you and the 
construction of what we not long ago called an “iron curtain”, 
a symbol of cruelty built by totalitarian forces. That Communist 
wall no longer exists, Mr. Chertoff. Neither will your wall exist 
in Texas. 

If you havenôt yet ýgured it out, sir, you are about to quickly 
learn that “Don’t Mess with Texas!” is more than a public relations 
slogan.  
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by Jay J. Johnson-Castro, Sr.  

inside the checkpointsMichael Chertoff...
   Don’t Mess with Texas

Shockingly, you [Chertoff] waived 36 

Congressional Acts…a century’s worth 

of American legislature…to build an 

“iron curtain” on American soil.

Editor’s note: In March, 2008 we began 
a new series, La Voz del Zocalo with the 
intent of providing a forum where people can 
come together to look at the concept of space and how it 
is being appropriated and sold out everywhere for a proýt. We are 
looking at concepts of space, commodiýcation and power relations 
within cities and towns and how these are interrelated ultimately 
leading to the erasure of whole communities, individuals, cultures 
and rights. To submit articles for La Voz del Zocalo contact the 
editor at lavoz@esperanzacenter.org

You can contact Jay at jay@villadelrio.com



* Chicas Patas – Pachuco for Chicano.  ** San Quilmas – Pachuco for San Antonio, TX
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Jesus ‘Chuy’ Villa, Ciudad Juarez, Chihuahua 1945 | Courtesy of Familia Villa, El Paso, Tejas
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Tlapalolitztli cenyelitzli! Blessings, Familia! My name 
is Alejandro Martinez. I am from El Paso, Texas. With 
the generous help of friends and family I have been 

interviewing men & women who were pachucos or pachucas 
during the 1930s and 1940s throughout the Southwestern US and 
Mexico. For the past 5 years I have been traveling and collecting 
the stories of my elders to print them in a book. 

I have also been video taping the interviews to present them 
in a video documentary. The interviews are not limited only to 
our gente who were pachucos during those decades. I am also 
interviewing people who would like to share memories of those 
days or witnessed the pachuco phenomenon. I feel this will allow 
for a broader perspective of what life was like during that era.

Since this project began, I remember having trouble ýnding 
people to interview in San Antonio. At that time I was living in 
Austin and made the trip at least twice a month. I went up and 
down the main avenues of the Westside. I spoke to many and 
began building up leads. I handed out þyers that included a toll-
free number. I made repeated visits but nothing materialized.

I know the pachucada hit here. I could feel it! The vibrations 
are strong all over the ‘West-End’. The mural on Guadalupe 
and Chupaderas was proof enough for me: on a wall at 
the intersection is a peeling testament to the rebel style of 
the zoot-suit. Simón, carnales! Almost every pueblo in the 
Southwest has a placaso that pays homage to the pachucos….
San Antonio is on that list! How could the pachucada not 
have hit San Quilmas? The Westside breathes Chicanismo! 

A man I interviewed from Houston remembered one of his 
trips to San Anto during that era, “There were a lot of Pachucos 
in San Quilmas,” he said! “You couldn’t even look at the 
women in line at the theatres…they all had pachuco boyfriends. 
The guys had one hand in their pocket, looking ready to pull out a 
knife!”1 Where are these elders today? Could it be that they’re all 
gone or do the veteranos y veteranas here keep a code of silence?

It wasn’t until this year, that things began to turn around. I 
have been here several months and I have been making good 
progress! Slowly but surely I began to meet people from that era. 
This was only possible with the help of my new friends in this city. 
I am indebted to their relentless efforts; pushing me in the right 
direction and seeing to it that San Antonio is well-represented in 
this project!  Tlazokamati nicniuhuan!!

Taloneando las calles y las Bibliotecas
“La verdad se encuentra en la escuela de las calles.” 
			   -George Lopez, Cd. Juarez, Chih.2

Those words are cemented in my memory forever. They came 
from a man I met in Cd. Juarez, Chihuahua. To this day I remember 
the moment I met Mr. López. What he said was all the convincing 
I needed to maintain the path I was on. Rather than write a book 
based solely on research, I decided to conduct interviews and rely 
more on the oral histories of our people. Before then, I was unsure 
about what direction to take. Now I know which path to cruise. 
Oral history takes the front seat: the people have spoken!

I have walked the streets of the barrios throughout the 
Southwest. I went door to door. I talked to barbers. I approached 
storeowners. I bothered waitresses and managers at restaurants. 
I left þyers anywhere that I could and hoped someone from the 
community would pick one up. It was only a matter of time before 
the interviews began. 

Porque los Pachucos y las Pachucas?

The Creation of an Identity

I have been asked many times why I want to 
cover this part of history. Why am I interested in 
the ‘bad element’ of our people, some ask me. 
Pachucos are seen in a negative light by 
a lot of our own gente, like a blight on 
Mexicanos trying to survive in the U.S. 
Surprisingly, one elder I interviewed felt 

that way when he talked to me about 
his Pachuco days in East Los Angeles. 

Historias Orales de la Pachucada

by Alejandro Martinez

The mural on Guadalupe and Chupaderas in San Antonio

“The main motive of being a 
Pachuco was to call attention to one’s 

self.  What does dressing like that have 
to do with identity? It says: Nosotros 

vamos hacer lo que queremos hacer!..”

*
**
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 La Voz del  Zocalo
Remembering his teen-age years during the early 40s, Miguel 
Duran commented, “We were the ‘caca’ of our people. We gave 
our people a bad name.” 3  

Did pachucos intensify discrimination against our people? 
Did they make the Mexicano look 
worse than they already did in the 
eyes of the Americanos? That only 
depends if you want to focus on the 
negative. One pachuco responded 
to the bad press. He simply said, 
“Mucha gente les gusta criticar.”4 

“Many Mexicanos misinter-
preted that culture. Pachucos were 
seen as aggressive, but they had 
to be. The main motive of being 
a Pachuco was to call attention to 
one’s self.  What does dressing 
like that have to do with identity? 
It says: Nosotros vamos hacer lo 
que queremos hacer!  It was a 
noble movement that was misin-
terpreted by many.” 5 

That movement came at a pivotal moment in history. The 
country was recovering from the Great Depression. World War II 
was tearing the European continent apart. Discrimination against 
Mexicanos was a wide-spread illness. Mass deportations of our 
people had been carried out across the southwest leaving entire 
barrios empty. 6 War loomed on the horizon; and it wouldn’t be 
long before  Mexicanos were sent off to ýght for the country that 
saw them as aliens. “We were nothing more than cannon fodder, 
they sent Mexicanos to the frontlines. The gabachos were always 
in the back.” 7 

“Desde siempre, los jóvenes de ascendencia Mexicana en 
Estados Unidos han vivido contextos de severa explotación, 
marginación y discriminación. Desde los años cuarenta, y 
especialmente después de ser utilizados como carne de cañon en la 
Segunda Guerra Mundial, manifestaron su identidad marginal de 
muchas maneras.” 8 

Newly-arrived Mexicanos brought into that world a younger 
generation. This wave of American-born Mexicans had destiny 
on their side. Things were going to be done differently this time 
around. Calling themselves Chicanos, they absorbed plenty of 
the Americano culture. It was Black jazz music, though, that 
made its impact. The looks, language, behavior, and musical 
tastes set Chicano youth apart. Many of them understood they 
were caught in the middle. “To the gringos, we were spics or 
greasers. The Mexicanos did not consider us Mexican since we 
weren’t born in Mexico. Chicano was like a code word for us. 
That word was only known among us, las clikas.  It was how we 
identiýed each other. We never let anyone else know the word 
existed; not even our parents knew. I was happy when it was 
used for the Chicano Movement.” 9 

The boys grew their hair long and slicked it back in a duck’s 
tail. They wore a carlango: a double-breasted coat that almost 
reached the knees. Wide at the shoulders, it hugged the waist. 
Tramos were the pants that reached above the belly button. They 
were baggy at the waist and tapered tight at the ankles. Tramos 
were adorned with a watch-chain that hung below the carlango. 
The suit was topped off  with a tando, a hat with a small feather 

ýtted in the band. The suit was incomplete without calcos. These 
highly polished double-soled shoes served two purposes: “Calcos 
were ýtted with steel toe and heel tips. It made a loud noise when 
you danced and helped out in ýghts.ò 10  

The ladies wore skirts or dresses 
that reached the knees. Huaraches or 
heels were the preferred footwear that 
was accompanied by bobby socks. 
What stood out among the females was 
the high pompadour hair. “They used to 
put a hair-pillow underneath. We used 
to say que era una rata muerta! That’s 
how the pachucas made their hair so 
tall.” 11  Was it the Pachuca that broke 
the mold of how a Mexicana should 
carry herself in public? “They put on 
a lot of make-up and wore these huge 
earrings! We thought they were crazy! 
That was hardly done by women in 
those times!”12 They looked more 
confrontational than the boys.13 “Me 
dieron mas miedo que los batos, eran 

mas locas que la fregada! Cuidado mano, si se ‘nojan, sacan una 
punta del copete y te rayan la pansa!” 14 

Swing music and the look of the ‘zoot-suit’ moved young 
Mexicanos to a new rhythm. Speaking to the tune of the Caló dialect 
they kept their street smarts in check. Caló was only understood by 
the palomilla. Adults and escuadros were kept at a distance, afuera 
de la onda. The dialect borrows from several languages and it kept 
evolving. You had to be hip to the new words that were constantly 
invented. Many people felt it was destroying the Spanish language: 
Pachucos took it and turned it inside out. “Nel sabe que usted esta 
muy verdolaga, pues le estoy hablando en chicas patas ese!” 15 

What became a way of life for many Chicano youth, became 
a style south of the border. The inþuence of African-American 
music made its impact in Mexico. The culture crossed over the Rio 
Bravo. The movement was felt throughout cities like Monterey, 
Chihuahua, Guadalajara, San Luis Potosi, and Mexico City. There 
Tarzanes, (what pachucos were called in Mexico) and Pachucas 
were dancing the Charleston, Jitterbug, Mambo, and Danzón in the 
capital’s more oppressed colonias on the weekends. 16

In 1943, before the Zoot Suit Riots, LAPD routinely picked up youth wearing zoot suits.

We have always been on our lands... Only the appearance has 

changed. Living here before 1492. Put on the Tacuche in 1942!
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Bailando el Chicano Boogie 

Identity came with a hard price to pay. The 
stories rang the same from Houston, Texas 
to Oakland, California. Chicano youth were 
attacked or harassed for the way they dressed. 
“I was walking home when 
a cop called me over. He 
had a pair of scissors in 
one hand. He cut the hair 
off the back of my head. 
Right there on the side of 
the street!”17  In Weslaco, 
Texas “El Garañon” was 
a sheriff’s deputy who 
hunted down pachucos. 
“If that sheriff got a hold 
of you, you’d go home 
in shorts with a þat top. 
He took you to the barber 
then cut your pants with a 
knife!”18 

Confrontations with the 
gringos or the chota bore the same results: the 
tacuches were ripped or knifed, the long duck-
tail hair was cut up, and the boys were beaten 
up. In Juárez the Pachucas were fair game for 
the mounted police. “Calmate! y con las Jainas 
tambien! Les cortaban las faldas y el copete con 
un ýlero!ò19  These reoccurring events built up 
and exploded in the Zoot-Suit Riots. In June of 
1943 clashes between Mexican youth and Navy 
personnel disrupted Los Angeles for a week. 
The police arrested only the victims: Mexican 
youth who were beaten up by sailors. In the end, 
the city had all military personnel restricted 
from downtown Los Angeles and outlawed the 
wearing of zoot-suits.

The barrios were no different than the 
reservations. Mexicanos were expected to 
remain in the place  that was designated for 
them.  They were just close enough to provide 
labor for the Americanos. At times force was 
necessary to ensure that it stayed that way. The 
writing on the wall outside the barrio: “Salte, 
si puedes” told of the uphill battle our people 
fought to ‘make it’ in the U.S. “In school we 
were not pushed to excel, we were encouraged 
to drop out and pursue a trade instead of going 
to college. Most of my friends either ended up 
in jail or died in the war [World War II].”20  It 
would be another two decades before organized 
action on a large scale roared out of the ýelds 
and barrios into city streets. The door has just 
been opened to make way para La Causa: El 
Movimiento Chicano.

Our story has repeatedly been altered and 
regurgitated to us by ‘historians’ who were 
not alive during the years they attempted to 

chronicle. With this, there’s an advantage. We 
still have among us elders from those years. 
They are the few living sources of truth who 
lived the era. I want to reach as many of them 
while they are still with us. I hope that they 
let us know what really happened and what 

went down. Only from those who lived those 
days can we understand and know the truth. I 
want to present their stories in print, word for 
word. In this respect it is our elders who are 
the authors ‘writing’ their own stories I hope 
people will one day be able to read. It’s still not 
too late! Although that generation is leaving 
us there is still a small window of opportunity. 
The majority of those who lived that era have 
already made their journey to the other side. I 
seek your help to connect me with any older 
relatives or friends.

Where would we be as a people without 
the pachucada? How much longer would it 
have been before we eventually broke out?  
How long would the Chicano Movement have 
been postponed? What would the movement 
have been called? The ‘Latin’ Movement? Nel 
Carnales! Doing your own thing meant you had 
to be ready for confrontation, ‘Nunca no nos 
dejabamos con qualquier persona.”21 Do you 
hear self-determination somewhere in there?

Hang out on Guadalupe and feel the energy 
that is still alive. You can almost see the batos 
locos in their long coats and baggy pants. Their 
oiled hair is hidden beneath a tando. Andan de 
pirol con sus jainas making a turn off Brazos 
to the teatro. See them proud; the boys walking 
jitty-style arms locked with the girls. They’re 
doing their own thing. One of them is looking 
at you. Your eyes lock and you realize you were 
looking at yourself in the mirror. What if you 
were to meet a pachuco or pachuca from that 
time, face to face? How much of what they have 
done do you see yourself doing today? 

Our story has repeatedly been 

altered and regurgitated to us by 

‘historians’ who were not alive 

during the years they attempted 

to chronicle. With this, there’s an 

advantage. We still have among 

us elders from those years. 
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makhn`ahnm ma^
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Ce NZlh* R^qZl 577.5 hk

CfZbe8 Ze^q+f>anlafZbe,\hf

Mk* \Zee ma^ mhee _k^^

gnf[^k8 /+655+0/7+4211*
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ppp,frliZ\^,\hf-mbkbehg

La Loma Linda in Austin, Texas 1943 courtesy of Manuel Dominguez, front row far left. 

Deluvina, Patricio & Cristela Jinzo 
from the Saw Mill Neighborhood in 
Albuquerque, NM to Los Angeles, CA early 
1940’s. Courtesy of Ollin O. Trujillo

* Note: For complete footnotes contact lavoz@esperanzacenter.org
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La Tierra, 1945 by Maria Izquierdo

What do we know
       of war?  us of the whitewashed
history & born again conscience?

Our children sing:
this land is my land, this land is your land

forced deportation, indian reservations
slave plantations, illegal immigration
japanese concentration camps
guantanamo bay, abu gharib
this land was made for me to take

a cacophonous sound
although, you know, 
not many seem to be singing.

Figments of the too liberal imagination,
everything can be twisted & tortured,
everyone, crawling with germs, 
communists, terrorists, fags & feminists. 
Too much learning makes you forget
how things really work

& that hand in your bed?
              girl, i oughta just slap you silly
             for tellin’ such lies!

We speak, you sneak, double speak
raise your hands to the heavens
& think you’re talkin’ in tongues.

Let me lay it low,
my brothers & sisters:

Your war of liberation
is my subjugation.	

Your mission of humanity
is my indentured profanity.

Your inherited manifest destiny
is my call to sanity:

my call to rise up

& gather my armory,
my parchment & pen
paintbrushes & all the colors
of every rainbow,

every brother & sister
all their arms & all the arms
of every octopus,
all the swords 
of every porcupined & þower thorned creature, 
all the tidal waves & liquid volcanoes 
of my God.

For this I know is true:

a body ýghts infection,
a petunia grows towards light,

we hunger for justice
y los que tienen hambre

siempre ganan.

a call to arms

Bio: YonHui Bell is an ESL teacher and writer who grew 
up in San Antonio. She spent several years in Central 
America in the late 90’s and seeks to cultivate the global 
consciousness and struggle for equality she witnessed there.

- 2/08

by YonHui Bell


