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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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Foundation y la buena gente de nuestra comunidad.2

Only those that are not born cannot become calaveras. We are all 
destined to become skulls/skeletons. That is what the little calaverita poem 
states. This November 2008 issue of La Voz de Esperanza published by 
the Esperanza Peace and Justice Center in San Antonio, Texas is our 10th 

anniversary publishing Calavera poems making 
fun of the living and satirizing politicos since 1999. 
This year we include many tributes (most notably 
to Don Moisés Espino del Castillo) and a broadside 
insert in the style of calaveras made famous by Jose 

Guadalupe Posada that were found in Mexico in the late 19th and early 
20th centuries. We have also sprinkled in special one line tributes for All 
Saints Day. Be on the lookout for these “lesser known saints.” For more 
on Calaveras go to www.panteondelsaucito.spaces.live.com a site from 
San Luis Potosi that I found inspirational. I also found this on Calaveras:  

La muerte se maniýesta en las calaveras como una presencia democr§tica que abate por igual 
a los tiranos, lo que nos recuerda la ¼ltima etapa de la Edad Media en Europa, cuando ante las 
pestes y las enfermedades los poderosos no ten²an ninguna defensa contra la muerte y sucumb²an 
al igual que los pobres. Las Calaveras en mont·n son un ejemplo de esta visi·n de la muerte:

Essentially, the calavera, which represents death, is democracy at its best. It levels the 
playing ýeld for all. No one is exempt from death not even the tyrants and kings of the 
Middle Ages who met their end also when plagues and pestilence swept Europe. Calaveras en 
montón, skeletons in a heap, places everyone in the same pile, a pile of bones. 

La Voz de Esperanza del Centro Esperanza en San Antonio, Texas ha publicado por 10 a¶os, 
desde 1999, Calaveras al estilo encontrado en M®xico a ýnales del siglo 19 y al principio del siglo 
20 haciendo burla de los vivos y la politica. En 2008, incluyemos calaveras en paginas anchas 
(como las famosas de Jose Guadalupe Posada) y tributos a queridos que queremos recordar como 
Don Mois®s Espino del Castillo. Tambi®n, regamos por las paginas tributos peque¶os a Todos los 
Santos ñque no son tan reconocidos.ò Para informarse sobre la tradici·n de Calaveras visite un 
excelente sitio: www.panteondelsaucito.spaces.live.com de San Luis Potosi.   

The Mexican revolution inspired mountains of calaveras criticizing the revolutionaries 
under Madero as well as the deposed government of Porýrio D²az. In 1910, a calavera highly 
critical of D²az and his cabinet appeared on a broadside. It spoke of this passing life where 
we all smile broadly showing teeth but like the president and  his cronies become skeletons in 
a pile. In 1847 Mexicoôs ýrst illustrated newspaper appeared under the name of El Calavera. 
Highly critical of the existing government, its editors were arrested 
and the paper closed down. Sound familiar? What keeps us going 
is hope and our faith in bettering our lives as humans. Such is 
the inspiration that Seva Rzhondkovsky’s art conveys. My special 
thanks to him whom you can visit at sevaart.com/index.htm

La Revoluci·n inspir· la escritura de montones de calaveras 
criticando los revolucionarios de Francisco Madero tanto como 
el gobierno deposado de Porýrio D²az. En 1910, una calavera 
(arriba) criticando D²az aparecio. En 1847, el primer periodico ilustrado aparecio titulado, 
El Calavera. Debido a la critica fuerte del gobierno, los editores fueron arestados y cerraron 
las oýcinas del periodico. àAlgo parecido a hoy, no? Seguimos adelante con nuestra esperanza 
y fe en el trabajo que hacemos para mejorar la humanidad. El arte de Seva Rzhondkovsky 
inspira este sentimiento. Visitenlo en: sevaart.com/index.htm.

Many thanks to all who contributed/mil gracias a todos por sus contribuciones -  GAR

Es una verdad sincera
lo que nos dice esta frase:
que sólo el ser que no nace
no puede ser calavera.

Es la vida pasajera
Y todos pelan el diente, 
Aqu² est§ la calavera, 
Del que ha sido presidente. 
Tambi®n la de Don Ram·n
Y todos sus subalternos 
Son como Buenos Gobiernos 
Calaveras del mont·n.

¡Ca�v�as del Mo�ón por diez aæos!
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For thirty-years, between 1970-2000, Moisés 
Espino del Castillo, composed and published 
Calaveras, a collection of calaveras/verses 

about prominent ýgures not only from San 
Antonio but people known worldwide. For 
his poetry and the writing of Calaveras, 
Don Moisés recieved international 
recognition for work that has revived 
and maintained this D²a de los 
Muertos tradition. Calaveras, a clever 
literary way of skewering people in 
positions of power, are a fusion of 
life and art. Espino created a new 
form, adapting the longer Mexican 
model of calaveras to shorter 
satiric verses, generally using only 
6 – 20 lines, yet retaining the poetic 
rules in order to use this vehicle for 
roasting political and social allies in 
greater numbers. 

These humorous verses written 
in Spanish poke fun at the antics of 
politicians, celebrities, civic leaders, 
etc. in varying social cultural contexts. 
Calaveras, written as poetic obituaries, 
were traditionally used in placards mocking 
prominent people in the government or society, 
even when they are still quite alive. Then the 
calaveras were published in verse style in local 
newspapers. These verses described the character of 
the individual and the deeds they have done for the 
community. They all have a jovial or satirical tone 
and similar in style to “puns.” According to Moisés 
Espino del Castillo, with Calaveras “you only write 
about the living, we respect the dead for they can not 
defend themselves.” It was an honor not only to be 
included in the yearly publication but also to look for 
the punzada that Don Moisés so cleverly would write, 
though in Mexico the punzadas were more deadly in 
nature. What always amazed me about Don Moisés 
was his wealth of knowledge, for daily he had to read 
newspapers, watch the news, and to always know 
who was on top and could be brought down a notch 
or two. To quote El Duque:

Esas son mis Calaveras. Esas son Las Calaveras 
que yo publique por treinta a¶os y que las puede 
sustenten a base de esa obligaci·n de mantener nuestra 
idioma a capa y espada y trata de que no se acabar§ 
una tradici·n tan bonita. Porque es una tradici·n, una 
tradici·n chistosa, una tradici·n humor²stica, muy 
humana, que no afecta a nadie en cambio se r²e uno 
un rato porque el se¶or Presidente tuvo un idilio con 
alguna de sus secretarias. [Interview #2, 2001]

Don Mois®sô writings need to be seen as reþective 

by Ellen Riojas Clark, Ph. D.

Moisés Espino del Castillo

Al Duque 
Å Poeta Å

Treinta años de Calaveras
Como eterna primavera

Te echaremos mucho menos.
¡y a leer versos ajenos!

¿quién sabe si sean tan Buenos?
¡tu verso no era cualquiera:
el tiempo que a nadie espera

coronará tu carrera!

 - Nephtali de Le·n, Artista
Calaveras, 2000 su última revista

y sus Calaveras



Bill Clinton, 2000
Å Presidente Å

Era todo un caballero
lo adules o no lo adules, 
y en asuntos de dinero, 

al pa²s subi· a las nubes.
Pero por su mala suerte
se enredó con una chica

y desde entonces malpica
batallando con la muerte.
Colgando de un clavijero

le dijo la desdentada:
por andar de faldillero

te me vas a la chi...

of a tradition that has survived and has undergone cultural adaptation within the sociocultural context 
of the United States and, in particular, within the South Texas border. In this time of major cultural 
changes within the US, cultural expressions are of special signiýcance, because it is the dynamic 
nature of our cultural traditions that helps us adapt and negotiate our place in society. With his 
Calaveras, Espino always found ways to retain this particular cultural expression that gave substance 
to our lives.

Moisés Espino del Castillo was born on January 9, 1918 in Saltillo, Coahuila, México. He grew 
up on the family ranch called Ladina de Saltillo to a family of educators. Don Moisés dedicated 
his ýrst poem to his mother when he was in the 6th grade. His ýrst major poem was the most loved, 
El Trenecito, inspired by the daily passing of a train near the family ranch. Espino attended the 
Escuela Metodista Roberts and, then the Colegio Ateneo Fuente. He recieved a degree in ciencias 
sociales and literatura. His brother, Rev. José Espino, was a noted minister and orador at La Trinidad 
Methodist Church in San Antonio, TX for many years, marrying Don Moisés and his beloved wife, 
Amanda Ram²rez in 1947 and my parents a few years earlier. 

Don Moisés was also a renowned Mexican poet y un amigo de la familia por muchos años, 
who lived and died in San Antonio, Texas. I love the story of his pen name - a play on his mother’s 
surname, Castillo to become The Duke of the Castle. He was affectionately known as El Duque de 
las Calaveras and as El Maestro by many of us for his dedication to promoting Mexican history and 
culture and Spanish-language literature. Don Moisés began publishing booklets every year on the 
Cinco de Mayo and on the Diez y Seis de Septiembre to commemorate these important Mexican 
holidays and then continued for thirty years publishing Calaveras. The distribution of these books 
was always free to San Antonio schools and to the community in general. The last publication of 
Calaveras was in 2000 and El Duque died in 2002 in San Antonio, TX. 

Bio: Dr. Ellen Riojas Clark, Professor in the UTSA Division of Bicultural Bilingual Studies, has written 
extensively on the relationship between the constructs of self-concept, ethnic identity, self-efýcacy and good 
teaching and has developed many graduate summer institutes for teachers that focused on Latino literature 
and culture. La Voz de Esperanza has continued publishing Calaveras since El Duque retired in 2000.

Note: Special thanks to Dr. Clark for this special tribute requested for the Nov. 2008 issue of La Voz. 
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Dr. Ellen Clark, UTSA, 1995

A lo que digo me aferro
porque la conozco bien,
es una mujer de hierro

que se come a mas de cien;
su celo universitario lo expresa de muchos modos,

casi casi vuela a diario
llevando un mensaje a todos;

como le gustaba el canto y el arte de corazón
por andar volando tanto un d²a se cay· el avi·n.

“Las Calaveras”, 2000
Å Adi·s Å

Adiós “Calaveras” trintonas
ya no son niñas ni ancianas, 

sólo son tristes pelonas,
sin pelos y sin campanas.
Aqu² estoy para torearlas

aunque ya no tengan carne, 
porque voy a desmadrarme
y que el diablo las desarme.

Se me van al cementerio
y no me vuelvan a hablar.
Para ustedes soy misterio

y yo las voy a enterrar.

Henry Cisneros, 1981
Å Mayor de la Ciudad Å

Como alcalde de San Quilmas
elejimos a un chicano.

Pero cuando hablo con COPes
resulto que era hispano.

Cuando andaba con Portillo 
quiera  ser mejicano 

como soy de San Antonio
siempre me llamo paisano.

Es bueno estar bien con todos 
también que les de la mano.

Pero al ýn tuvo la fama
de no contestar llamados.

Hillary Clinton 1995
Å Primera Dama Å

A ella le importa  un bledo
que la apunten con el dedo, 
porque según su entender

lo primero es la mujer;
viajando por todo el globo

su posición determina,
aunque dicen que en la China
metió muy profundo el codo;

Cuando quiso establecer
un seguro hospital,
ella vino a fallecer

en la misma Capital.

María Antonieta Berriozbal, 1984
Å Regidora Å

Esta triste City Hall, se nos fue Mar²a Antonieta
en otro mundo mejor

sigue haciendo su rabieta y es que la pobre mujer
ya perd²a sus mocedades

las juntas de City Hall
eran puras necedades.

Las Chicanas, 1982
Å Coalition Å

Las chicanas son activas 
muy alegres y demás,

 todas se vieron muy vivas en el “baile de disfraz”; 
con la muerte no hagan bodas cuando les dijo de versa; 

se portan bien entre todas 
o las hago Calaveras.

~ Pray t o this saint w
hen you need to find a good m

ovie to w
atch.  (San  Tikos) ~



Photo: Above is a picture of us on Oelkers Street. I am the one in 
yellow, clinging to my grandmother.

He was my cousin Linda’s second husband
and the stepfather of her two children.

Their marriage lasted more than thirty years,
but I could never remember his last name.

To most he was a dark presence
in the cab of a truck. A redneck, no doubt.

Drivers þipped the bird when he cut them off
or made too tight a turn.

When he stopped returning Linda’s phone calls,
the fumbling search was on. No one knew 
his location or what route he took.

They found him at a truck stop in Arizona, 
dead of a heart attack, two thousand miles from home.

An Arizona Highway Patrolman opened the cab.
Who knows what the ofýcer saw and smelled?

The thought will haunt Randy’s children
and grandchildren for ýfty years or more.
In Memory of My Cousin Randy, A Truck Driver, Who Died Some 
Time in Late September, 2008.

Our common interest in art brought us together. 
Frank was an illustrator back in the “Dark Ages” before 
computer graphics. He was so proud of what he could 
accomplish with the equipment available. His own 
artwork was surreal and full of fantasy. 

He loved his bell bottoms. Those big bells stood out 
in the First Friday crowds and other social events. Even 
when they were no longer in style, he talked me into 
sewing new ones.

Frank was quite the charmer and could talk to 
strangers as easily as friends. He was a dreamer. 
Especially, about the lottery. We were married for 28 
years through good times and hard times. Life with him 
was never dull.

He leaves an empty spot in my heart and will be 
missed by his friends and family.

Frank Ramon Guajardo
Colorful-Witty-Unique
by Rachel Delgado 

My memories are like time-travel or a bad VHS.
They replay over and over again and I always know the end.
I take comfort in knowing what script is to be read, 
I take joy in the moment,
Nothing changes in them-not even the end.
You died before the tide could turn,
Leaving the burning frajo by your bed and your waiting urn.
When you left me alone on this ‘tierra de pelados’
The tias said that I would remember you,
The tios said I would not forget.
Abuelito said I would get over it- I haven’t yet.
My sorrow doesn’t bleed from the hole in my heart;
It doesn’t even come from the hurt or loss,
The tiniest vidrios and splinters bleed,
 for trivial, moronic, and foolish dreams.
Dreams of your beauty and grace, in it’s physical majesty,
Your laugh at the novelas we used to share, Mil Mascaras victory!
How they dared!
The smell of your apron as you stroked my hair,
reminded me of masa left out to air.
It takes me back in time to a place that was yours and a place that was mine.
The sound of your escoba sweeping the dirt on a cold winter’s day,
The touch of your hands saying it’s okay.
All these visions in my head I try to keep,
but memory fails me on this journey so deep.
My memories are like time-travel or a bad VHS.
They replay over and over again and I always know the end.
I take comfort in knowing what script is to be read, I take joy in the moment,
Nothing changes in them-not even the end.

I dedicate my tribute to my grandmother, who died 
on December 10, 1992. As I watched her maneuver 

through our lives, I admired her example of strength and 
independence and the idea that being a working woman 

was not something that was fashionable and rebellious but 
a basic need to survive and sustain your family. If I could 

be good enough to stand in her shadow, I would be happy. 

Bio: Maria is a Health teacher at Harlandale High and has 
two grown children, Abel and Sarah. She attended Wheatley 

High and received her M.A. from Texas A&M in Kingsville. 

Benicia Cuellar Araujo

Randy

by Mar²a Guadalupe Rend·n

by Rachel Jennings
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My name is David Monsivais, Jr., Maria Guadalupeôs only son. My dad, David Sr., Mariaôs ýrst husband  passed away when I 
was about 4 years old. I learned to play guitar when I was about 11 years old and started playing professionally in 1963 after I got 
married. Having been raised in Chicago, I started playing with Conjunto bands there. I played bajo sexto and bass.

In 1972, I moved my family to San Antonio, because I wanted to be near my mom. I started looking for a cousin of my dad’s 
who had a band here. He was Ray Monsivais, and was a well-known composer/musician, who played with Conjunto greats like 
Valerio Longoria, Viviano Segundo, etc. I started playing bass with him and the family in“Conjunto Monsivais” until he passed 
away. Ray composed many popular songs such as “Paloma Loca”, Quiero Besarte a La Noche” and many 
more. He never received the recognition he deserved for his musical compositions still heard today, not only 
in Texas but also as far away as Venezuela, Puerto Rico, Cuba, and throughout South American countries 
such as Brazil. 

In 1989, I formed my own band ñLos Magniýcos de David Monsivaisò.  I recorded on Joey Records, and 
then Freddie Records in Corpus Christi, also on the J.B. record label for the next 10 years until I quit the band 
in 2001. We played all over Texas during those years and were pretty well-known. Matter of fact, we played 
at one of Lydia Mendoza’s birthday celebrations. Among the guests were Daniel Garces, Salome Gutierrez, 
Güero Polkas and more. It was a great tribute to Lydia. My mom worked with Lydia and loved her singing, 
but mom was my greatest fan.  -   David A. Monsivais

Lupe was born October 7, 1925 to Salvador Lucio and 
Juanita Garcia in Laredo, Texas. Her mother passed 
away when she was 3 years old and she was raised by her 

paternal grandmother, Margarita Diaz. She grew up in Laredo 
with humble beginnings until she married.  Lupe was raised 
with a “sister”, Esther Ybarra, an abandoned child given to 
Margarita. They were very close and shared a happy childhood. 
Sometimes during their walks together they would ýnd ca¶a de 
azucar, (sugar cane) and suck out the juice to quench their thirst 
as candy was a luxury they couldn’t afford. The girls had four 
stepsisters and two stepbrothers from her father’s side of the 
family who were not raised with them. Lupe attended school 
through the third grade but this did not hinder her success. Lupe 
worked the ýelds as a migrant worker from the time she was a 
child and often spoke of Lydia Mendoza singing a capella in the 
ýelds much to her joy. Lydia went on to become a internationally 
revered Conjunto singer.  

Her ýrst husband, David Monsivais, died of tuberculosis. 
They had two children, Delia and David, Jr. Their third child, 

Juanita, died as an infant. A few 
years later, Lupe met and fell 
head over heels in love with 
Jesus Huerta. The feelings were 
mutual. They moved their small 
family from Laredo to Chicago 
in 1950 and in 1956 gave birth to 
their last child, Sylvia “Cheevie” 
Huerta. The Huerta family lived 
in Chicago for 20 years and then 
moved to San Antonio. These 
parents wanted to give their 
children a home life that would 
be less racially violent as they 
were the ýrst Hispanic family 

to move into an entirely Polish 
community. This move would also 
provide for a more stable life in a 
city where new job opportunities 
abounded. Jesus was able to 
provide for his family by working 
with Ventura Manufacturing near 
Kelly Air Force Base as a sheet metal worker and maintenance 
man. Jesus loved Lupe until his dying breath in 1995.  

In the year following my father’s death, my mother almost 
died 3 times as her health began to fail. She recovered under 
my care giving many more years of love and affection to my 
family. Lupe continued to volunteer at Holy Family Church 
which earned her recognition from people such as Governor Ann 
Richards, Mayor Hardberger and various other politicians. She 
was also honored to know Joaquin and Julian Castro with whom 
she danced during a church function at Holy Family. Joaquin 
Castro made it possible for her to acquire her home through the 
City of San Antonio Housing and Neighborhood Development 
Agency. For this, she was very grateful and was able to enjoy 
this comfort until her death.  

As the years went by, my mother showed our family 
unconditional love. Whenever my mother would enter a 
room, she would trigger a roar of laughter by saying “What’s 
cooking?”When leaving a room she would leave the room in 
laughter saying ñGoodbye butterþy!ò in a very amusing tone. 
Everyone would respond ñGoodbye butterþy!ò These are very 
special memories of her sense of humor and how much she loved 
all of us. What I will miss most about Mom is her overall cultural 
traditions that I believe slowly die off along with our elders 
unless we proudly carry on in their honor. This is my tribute to 
my mother in her honor.

Maria Guadalupe Huerta
October 7, 1926—September 10, 2008

“My Greatest Fan”

Her loving daughter, Sylvia ñCheevieò Grace Huerta 
-October 7, 2008

Pray to this saint when you need to get a quick bite. - San Wich
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Elecciones
M

ucho cuidado señores
L

os que ya son votadores 
A

y vienen las elecciones
C

on sus m
anipuladores

Y
 cada partido dice

Q
ue votar por ellos deben

Y
 que de aqui en adelante 

N
os darán vida de reyes, ¿no?

T
uku, tuku, tiki, taka

Q
ue re’ canija calaca

Y
 hay viene otro presidente
A

 sonarnos la m
atraca

CANDIDATOS A LA PREsIDENCIA
by A

raceli H
errera

O
bam

a el C
hocolatito, M

cC
ain el güero desabrido.

C
ada uno peleando su postura.

L
a C

alaca suspiraba.
O

bam
a esta por las m

asas populares,
M

cC
ain, el racista,con los ricos explotadores,

L
a C

alaca bailaba, un ¡tingo, lilingo! por ellos,
¡M

e estan conquistando! ¡Q
uieren m

i voto!

E
l O

bam
a m

ucho prom
et²a. 

T
ranquilo, seguro, al contestar, sonre²a,  

Q
ue duros ataques que le lanzaba M

cC
ain.

O
bam

a tanto sonre²a, que pensaba la dientona,
àC

onm
igo se reir§? E

lla se estrem
ec²a.

M
cC

ain, s·lo G
uerra quer²a,.

N
o tom

ando en cuenta, las vidas perdidas en Irak. 
¡Q

ue siga la G
uerra!, ¡Q

ue no pare la G
uerra!

¡H
asta la V

ictoria, no sacarem
os las tropas!

¡N
o tiene corazón! 

Calavera a Choche “W”
por C

arm
en Tafolla

Pobre de B
ush, el “C

hochito”
que por acabarsele el trabajito
no pudo ganar ya m

illones
sin m

ordida de sus am
igones.

B
uscaba ya otro puesto

que no lo dejara m
olesto

por tener que hacer su propio 
trabajo,  ponencias, pensam

iento.

ñáE
st§ horrible la econom

²a,ò

El Diablo en del Baile
A

 D
evil of a D

ance
by R

achel Jennings

E
l D

iablo invited m
e a un baile

to be held not at m
idnight

but in the clear light of day.
Few

 lovely ladies w
ere in sight

but so m
any dozens of m

en
that I thought I w

as in heaven.

I heard a bell ring; a m
an yelled “C

rash!”

¡Hasta la vi�toria!



de
 L

A
 V

OZ
 D

E 
ES

PE
RA

NZ
A
20

08
E

l D
es

ba
ra

te
  b

y 
D

on
 E

nr
iq

ue
 “

C
al

av
er

as
” 

Sá
nc

he
z

L
as

 T
es

or
os

by
 J

es
si

ca
 G

ue
rr

er
o

L
as

 T
es

or
os

L
as

 C
on

se
nt

id
as

L
as

 J
oy

as
 d

el
 M

er
o 

H
ue

so
¿C

ua
l e

s 
el

 n
om

br
e

qu
e 

le
 q

ue
da

 m
ej

or
 a

 e
st

e 
cu

ar
te

to
?

“P
er

o 
¿q

ue
 e

s 
es

to
?”

in
te

rr
um

pi
ó,

 L
a 

Pe
lo

na
“¡

N
o 

m
e 

po
ng

an
 a

 m
i p

re
te

xt
os

!
C

om
o 

se
 ll

am
en

, n
o 

m
e 

im
po

rt
a.

”
“A

lis
te

ns
e 

y 
pr

ep
ar

en
se

Pa
ra

 s
u 

úl
tim

o 
vi

aj
e.

”

“E
sp

ér
em

e 
un

 m
om

en
to

!”
Pe

rl
ita

 in
te

rr
um

pi
ó,

Si
 u

n 
no

m
br

e 
di

ce
 ta

nt
o.

”
L

a 
Pe

rl
a 

Ta
pa

tia
 r

ec
la

m
ó.

¡O
ig

a 
es

to
, U

d,
 M

ue
rt

e!
C

on
 r

es
pe

to
 le

 d
ig

o 
yo

,
A

 m
i m

e 
lla

m
an

 L
a 

C
al

án
dr

ia
 

Y
 p

or
 s

ue
rt

e 
co

no
zc

o,
O

tr
os

 p
aj

ar
ito

s 
qu

e 
ca

nt
an

 c
on

 
   

 P
er

la
 y

 y
o

Q
ué

 ta
l s

i l
e 

ca
nt

am
os

 u
na

 
   

  r
an

ch
er

ita
 o

 b
ol

er
os

Pa
 q

ue
 ta

m
bi

én
 c

on
os

ca
 U

d
A

 la
s 

co
m

pa
ñe

ra
s 

de
 g

ra
n 

vo
z

B
la

nc
a 

R
os

a,
 y

 la
 P

al
om

a
Se

 a
ce

rc
ar

on
 a

l m
ic

ró
fo

no
Y

 c
on

 m
uc

ho
 g

us
to

 y
 ta

nt
a 

fu
er

za
C

an
ta

ró
n 

L
as

 T
es

or
os

Ta
nt

o 
es

fu
er

zo
 y

 s
en

tim
ie

nt
o 

E
nt

re
ga

ro
n 

el
la

s 
cu

at
ro

Q
ue

 a
 la

 C
at

ri
na

 la
 s

op
la

ro
n

Fu
er

a 
de

l t
ea

tr
o!

A
si

 f
ue

 q
ue

 B
la

nc
a 

R
os

a,
 

R
ita

 V
id

au
rr

i, 
la

 P
al

om
a 

de
l N

or
te

, 
y 

la
 P

er
la

 T
ap

at
²a

Se
 e

sc
ap

ar
on

 d
e 

la
 m

ue
rt

e
L

a 
de

ja
ro

n 
pa

ra
 o

tr
o 

d²
a.

 

Y
 a

ho
ra

, a
l m

is
m

o 
as

un
to

E
l n

om
br

e 
de

l c
ua

rt
et

o
E

se
 p

un
to

 e
s 

ot
ro

 r
et

o
A

ho
ra

, n
os

 q
ue

da
 ti

em
po

.

M
as

 M
en

os
 Q

ue
 M

ás
M

us
eo

 A
la

m
ed

a 
Sm

ith
so

ni
an

by
 J

es
si

ca
 G

ue
rr

er
o

Po
r 

la
 B

ot
án

ic
a 

si
n 

pa
ga

r 
el

la
 e

nt
ró

.
A

l 2
o  

pi
so

, a
 la

 ý
es

ta
 a

ce
nd

i·
“M

uñ
oz

, q
ue

 m
e 

di
ce

s 
de

l t
ea

tr
o?

Se
 m

e 
ha

ce
 m

uy
 a

ba
nd

on
ad

o.
”

“P
a’

 n
ad

a,
 G

ra
n 

D
am

a,
 p

a’
 n

ad
a,

” 
H

en
ry

 r
es

po
nd

ió
.

R
ea

lm
en

te
, a

 m
i n

un
ca

 m
e 

im
po

rt
ó.

L
o 

ut
ili

zo
, S

ra
. F

in
a,

 p
a’

 g
an

ar
 lo

 
   

  q
ue

 q
ui

er
o 

yo
.”

“P
ue

s 
ag

ra
de

zc
o 

tu
 f

ra
nq

ue
sa

,
Fr

es
a 

W
an

na
be

 M
uñ

oz
.

Pe
ro

, y
a 

lle
gó

 tu
 h

or
a

N
o 

te
 s

al
va

 s
er

 ‘
Fa

-a
-a

-b
ul

ou
s’

ni
 e

l d
in

er
o 

de
 tu

s 
co

m
pa

s.
T

ra
im

e 
a 

es
os

 s
in

 v
er

gü
en

za
s

L
os

 S
os

as
, y

 a
l S

lim
, P

in
ch

e 
C

ar
lo

s.

M
e 

lo
s 

lle
vo

 a
 lo

s 
cu

at
ro

Po
r 

ra
te

ro
s 

y 
ex

pl
ot

ad
or

es
D

ej
ar

án
 s

in
 e

m
pl

eo
 

A
 to

do
s 

su
s 

co
nt

ad
or

es

Y
 a

 m
i g

en
te

 d
e 

Sa
n 

A
nt

on
io

po
r 

ýn
 lo

s 
de

ja
r§

n 
en

 p
az

Q
ue

 e
n 

cu
lu

ra
 y

 e
n 

or
gu

llo
E

l p
ue

bl
o 

no
 s

e 
qu

ed
a 

at
rá

s.

P
ad

ec
ía

 d
e 

su
s 

hu
es

os
 

la
 G

ra
n 

D
am

a,
 “

L
a 

H
ue

su
da

.”
U

na
 e

nf
er

m
ed

ad
 m

uy
 r

ar
a

co
n 

m
uc

ha
 q

ue
br

an
ta

du
ra

. 
L

a 
C

at
ri

na
 e

s 
tr

ad
ic

ió
n,

 e
s 

cu
ltu

ra
 y

 n
ue

st
ra

 s
ue

rt
e.

¿C
om

o 
es

 p
os

si
bl

e 
pe

ns
ar

 
qu

e 
se

 n
os

 m
ue

ra
 L

a 
M

ue
rt

e?

L t
o 

R:
 Pe

rla
 Ta

pa
tía

, B
lan

qu
ita

 R
od

ríg
ue

z, 
Be

at
riz

 Ll
am

as
 y 

Ri
ta

 Vi
da

ur
ri



L
os

 T
re

s 
R

ey
es

by
 R

ita
 E

. U
rq

ui
jo

-R
ui

z

Po
r 

dé
ca

da
s 

ha
n 

ca
nt

ad
o

L
os

 T
re

s 
R

ey
es

 s
us

 c
an

ci
on

es
E

n 
Te

ja
s 

y 
al

 o
tr

o 
la

do
L

lo
ra

n,
 r

²e
n 

co
ra

zo
ne

s.

Su
s 

bo
le

ro
s 

vi
aj

an
, v

ue
la

n
Po

r 
to

di
to

 e
l m

un
do

 e
nt

er
o

D
el

ei
ta

n 
a 

la
s 

ab
ue

la
s

C
on

 s
us

 v
er

so
s 

ta
n 

si
nc

er
os

.

Pa
ra

 lo
s 

no
-e

nt
er

ad
os

D
e 

su
 m

ag
ia

 y
 s

u 
re

qu
in

to
A

l e
sc

uc
ha

r 
“Ó

di
am

e”
Se

 v
an

 h
as

ta
 e

l i
ný

ni
to

.

A
 T

ri
ni

ty
 lo

s 
lle

va
ro

n
E

st
e 

se
pt

ie
m

br
e 

pa
sa

do
Pe

ro
 la

 F
la

ca
 tr

em
en

da
Po

r 
al

l² 
an

da
ba

 r
on

da
nd

o.

L
a 

C
at

ri
na

 n
o 

qu
er

²a
Q

ue
 L

os
 R

ey
es

 s
e 

es
cu

ch
ar

an
ñ-

C
an

ce
le

n 
to

do
ò 

in
si

st
²a

Pe
ro

 m
ás

 g
en

te
 ll

eg
ab

a.

E
n 

el
 a

ud
ito

ri
o 

gr
an

de
M

ás
 d

e 
m

il 
se

 d
el

ei
ta

ro
n

C
on

 g
ui

ta
rr

as
 y

 c
on

 c
hi

st
es

Se
 r

ie
ro

n 
y 

ha
st

a 
llo

ra
ro

n.

Pe
ro

 la
 m

ue
rt

e 
en

fa
da

da
V

ie
nd

o 
a 

to
do

s 
ta

n 
so

nr
ie

nt
es

A
ca

bó
 la

 g
ra

n 
ve

la
da

Y
 le

s 
te

rm
in

ó 
el

 d
el

ei
te

.

Pe
ro

 a
ún

 s
ig

ue
n 

ca
nt

an
do

L
os

 T
re

s 
R

ey
es

 y
 la

 R
az

a
A

 la
 H

ue
su

da
 ig

no
ra

nd
o

H
ac

en
 d

el
 p

an
te

ón
 s

u 
ca

sa
.

La
 E

sp
iri

tif
lau

tic
a

B
y 

D
on

 E
nr

iq
ue

 “
C

al
av

er
as

” 
Sá

nc
he

z

Pa
ra

 e
m

pe
za

r 
la

 ý
es

ta
 v

oy
 a

 p
la

tic
ar

 u
n 

ra
to

.
H

ab
le

m
os

, p
ue

s,
 d

e 
m

is
 h

ue
si

to
s,

Q
ue

 s
on

 lo
s 

qu
e 

a 
m

i m
e 

so
st

ie
ne

n,
Y

 a
 lo

s 
qu

e 
do

y 
m

uy
 b

ue
n 

tr
at

o.
So

n 
m

is
 h

ue
so

s,
 ta

m
bi

én
, m

i b
as

ic
a 

in
du

m
en

ta
ri

a;
Si

n 
hu

es
os

 y
o 

no
 f

un
ci

on
o.

 ¿
 I

m
ag

in
en

se
 u

n 
da

nz
ón

 ?
So

y 
ex

pe
rt

a 
co

n 
lo

s 
hu

es
os

, c
on

 e
llo

s 
lle

vo
 e

l c
om

pá
s.

Te
rm

in
o 

es
ta

 p
la

tic
a 

re
pi

tie
nd

o…
Q

ue
 P

a’
hu

es
os

…
¡y

o,
 n

om
ás

!

L
as

 T
es

or
os

by
 J

es
si

ca
 G

ue
rr

er
o

L
as

 T
es

or
os

L
as

 C
on

se
nt

id
as

L
as

 J
oy

as
 d

el
 M

er
o 

H
ue

so
¿C

ua
l e

s 
el

 n
om

br
e

qu
e 

le
 q

ue
da

 m
ej

or
 a

 e
st

e 
cu

ar
te

to
?

“P
er

o 
¿q

ue
 e

s 
es

to
?”

in
te

rr
um

pi
ó,

 L
a 

Pe
lo

na
“¡

N
o 

m
e 

po
ng

an
 a

 m
i p

re
te

xt
os

!
C

om
o 

se
 ll

am
en

, n
o 

m
e 

im
po

rt
a.

”
“A

lis
te

ns
e 

y 
pr

ep
ar

en
se

Pa
ra

 s
u 

úl
tim

o 
vi

aj
e.

”

“E
sp

ér
em

e 
un

 m
om

en
to

!”
Pe

rl
ita

 in
te

rr
um

pi
ó,

Si
 u

n 
no

m
br

e 
di

ce
 ta

nt
o.

”
L

a 
Pe

rl
a 

Ta
pa

tia
 r

ec
la

m
ó.

¡O
ig

a 
es

to
, U

d,
 M

ue
rt

e!
C

on
 r

es
pe

to
 le

 d
ig

o 
yo

,
A

 m
i m

e 
lla

m
an

 L
a 

C
al

án
dr

ia
 

Y
 p

or
 s

ue
rt

e 
co

no
zc

o,
O

tr
os

 p
aj

ar
ito

s 
qu

e 
ca

nt
an

 c
on

 
   

 P
er

la
 y

 y
o

Q
ué

 ta
l s

i l
e 

ca
nt

am
os

 u
na

 
   

  r
an

ch
er

ita
 o

 b
ol

er
os

Pa
 q

ue
 ta

m
bi

én
 c

on
os

ca
 U

d
A

 la
s 

co
m

pa
ñe

ra
s 

de
 g

ra
n 

vo
z

B
la

nc
a 

R
os

a,
 y

 la
 P

al
om

a
Se

 a
ce

rc
ar

on
 a

l m
ic

ró
fo

no
Y

 c
on

 m
uc

ho
 g

us
to

 y
 ta

nt
a 

fu
er

za
C

an
ta

ró
n 

L
as

 T
es

or
os

Ta
nt

o 
es

fu
er

zo
 y

 s
en

tim
ie

nt
o 

E
nt

re
ga

ro
n 

el
la

s 
cu

at
ro

Q
ue

 a
 la

 C
at

ri
na

 la
 s

op
la

ro
n

Fu
er

a 
de

l t
ea

tr
o!

A
si

 f
ue

 q
ue

 B
la

nc
a 

R
os

a,
 

R
ita

 V
id

au
rr

i, 
la

 P
al

om
a 

de
l N

or
te

, 
y 

la
 P

er
la

 T
ap

at
²a

Se
 e

sc
ap

ar
on

 d
e 

la
 m

ue
rt

e
L

a 
de

ja
ro

n 
pa

ra
 o

tr
o 

d²
a.

 

Y
 a

ho
ra

, a
l m

is
m

o 
as

un
to

E
l n

om
br

e 
de

l c
ua

rt
et

o
E

se
 p

un
to

 e
s 

ot
ro

 r
et

o
A

ho
ra

, n
os

 q
ue

da
 ti

em
po

.

M
as

 M
en

os
 Q

ue
 M

ás
M

us
eo

 A
la

m
ed

a 
Sm

ith
so

ni
an

by
 J

es
si

ca
 G

ue
rr

er
o

Po
r 

la
 B

ot
án

ic
a 

si
n 

pa
ga

r 
el

la
 e

nt
ró

.
A

l 2
o  

pi
so

, a
 la

 ý
es

ta
 a

ce
nd

i·
“M

uñ
oz

, q
ue

 m
e 

di
ce

s 
de

l t
ea

tr
o?

Se
 m

e 
ha

ce
 m

uy
 a

ba
nd

on
ad

o.
”

“P
a’

 n
ad

a,
 G

ra
n 

D
am

a,
 p

a’
 n

ad
a,

” 
H

en
ry

 r
es

po
nd

ió
.

R
ea

lm
en

te
, a

 m
i n

un
ca

 m
e 

im
po

rt
ó.

L
o 

ut
ili

zo
, S

ra
. F

in
a,

 p
a’

 g
an

ar
 lo

 
   

  q
ue

 q
ui

er
o 

yo
.”

“P
ue

s 
ag

ra
de

zc
o 

tu
 f

ra
nq

ue
sa

,
Fr

es
a 

W
an

na
be

 M
uñ

oz
.

Pe
ro

, y
a 

lle
gó

 tu
 h

or
a

N
o 

te
 s

al
va

 s
er

 ‘
Fa

-a
-a

-b
ul

ou
s’

ni
 e

l d
in

er
o 

de
 tu

s 
co

m
pa

s.
T

ra
im

e 
a 

es
os

 s
in

 v
er

gü
en

za
s

L
os

 S
os

as
, y

 a
l S

lim
, P

in
ch

e 
C

ar
lo

s.

M
e 

lo
s 

lle
vo

 a
 lo

s 
cu

at
ro

Po
r 

ra
te

ro
s 

y 
ex

pl
ot

ad
or

es
D

ej
ar

án
 s

in
 e

m
pl

eo
 

A
 to

do
s 

su
s 

co
nt

ad
or

es

Y
 a

 m
i g

en
te

 d
e 

Sa
n 

A
nt

on
io

po
r 

ýn
 lo

s 
de

ja
r§

n 
en

 p
az

Q
ue

 e
n 

cu
lu

ra
 y

 e
n 

or
gu

llo
E

l p
ue

bl
o 

no
 s

e 
qu

ed
a 

at
rá

s.

D
ía 

de
 lo

s M
ue

rto
s, 

20
08

*
by

 J
os

h 
Fr

an
co

I 
am

 a
 c

on
gr

eg
at

io
n 

of
 p

ha
nt

om
s.

M
y 

ph
an

to
m

s/
I 

fe
ed

 
on

 la
 c

om
id

a 
de

 la
 e

xp
er

ie
nc

ia
. 

C
om

en
 lo

s 
cu

en
to

s,
 

y 
es

 p
or

 e
so

 q
ue

 I
 s

in
g 

la
ug

h 
sh

ou
t 

w
ai

l
on

 th
e 

D
ay

 o
f 

th
e 

D
ea

d.
 

O
nc

e 
a 

ye
ar

, 
m

y/
ou

r 
to

ng
ue

/s
 g

iv
e 

ov
er

 
to

 m
ak

in
g 

th
e 

no
is

es
 o

f 
de

at
h 

an
d 

re
gu

rg
ita

tio
n 

of
 s

to
ry

 
to

 f
ee

d 
ou

r 
to

rn
, 

be
lo

ve
d,

 
su

tu
re

d,
hu

ng
ry

, 
m

ez
cl

a 
de

 m
em

or
ie

s 
y 

fa
nt

as
m

as
, 

w
hi

ch
 s

us
ta

in
 th

em
/u

s 
in

 li
fe

 u
nt

il 
th

e 
ne

xt
 ti

m
e.

*N
ot

e:
 A

n 
ex

ce
rp

t o
f a

 lo
ng

er
 p

oe
m

LA
 V

O
Z

 d
e

Pa
g

e 
9



Palin’
by R

achel 
Jennings

O
ne night in early O

ctober
before the election w

as over,
I w

atched the V
P debate—

in truth, not so the candidates
I could rate, but so I could participate
in a nationw

ide gam
e of PalinB

ingo.
I played by know

ing hockey m
om

 lingo
(drill, pit bull, sm

all tow
n, G

round Z
ero).

I got little new
s on the banks and Iraq,

for w
hat I got w

as M
rs. Joe Six Pack.

Joe B
iden, thank goodness, had his fair say;

he show
ed the country he had com

e to stay.
A

lthough once she had been all the rage,
the beauty queen m

averick w
as laughed off the stage 

and into baked A
laska by K

a’T
ina Fea.

T
he w

inkin’ hockey m
om

’s courage w
as failin’.

L
ast I knew

, her silly lipsticked face w
as a-Palin’.

Los Cuatro Caballeros del Apócalipsis
by G

loria A
. R

am
²rez

A
parecieron los cuatro caballeros del apocalipsis

O
bam

a con B
iden y M

cC
ain con Pal²n

Se hizo un gran m
arat·n que parecia sin ýn

E
l gran prem

io: la presidencia 
Para los E

stados U
nidos fue una derota

L
os bancos y ýnancieros se pasaron de la quota

L
os caballeros con dedos apuntaban

Fue M
cC

ain que no supo regular
A

 él y su partido querian a culpar

A
cusaron al “inocente” por falta de experencia

Fue O
bam

a que le gusta tánto el puerco
O

bam
a gritaba, “¡m

entirosos!” y se puso terco

Fueron los senadores con bastante experiencia
V

olteraron a ver a Joe B
iden, dem

ócrata
Pero siguio hablando, m

etiendo en boca su pata

E
s entonces, que vieron a la K

atrina
C

on su peinado hacia arriba y en traje de negocio
C

antinþaba sin decir naô y con actitud de ocio

áPero, espera! N
o es la þachucha-huesuda

E
ra Pal²n, m

ujer que quer²a ser vice-presidente
Q

ue con su sonrisa y guiños engañaba a la gente

E
n dos m

il novecientos y ocho asi fue la historia
Term

ino el credito, term
ino la vida buena 

Se m
urio el capitalism

o.  ¡Q
ué pena!

Que Tristeza
by D

on E
nrique “C

alavera” Sánchez 
      
L

a desgracia del pa²s va a salir dentro de poco
¿ Q

ue podrem
os hacer cuando se vaya este loco ?

¿ C
om

o saldrem
os de este gran apuro ?

E
l pan que sobró esta duro.

C
alacas se lo llevó derechito hacia el pozo

E
n vida A

rbusto falló…
. N

i siqiera fue buen m
ozo.

LA
 V

O
Z

 d
e
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D
e orig en Asiatico, Fué m

uy enam
orado - San Cheo

Invent ó un sistem
a de drena je m

uy eficáz - San Itario

A
s the ticker raced tow

ard zero, 
I tried to þee that raucous bash.
A

s I grabbed m
y hero by the elbow

,
I chanced to look below
and saw

 the feet of a goat—
oh, no!

E
l D

iablo fell through the þoor, 
w

hich m
ade m

e gasp and faint, 
but no courageous saint 
show

ed kindness to a w
om

an. 
Instead a m

an yelled, “Save him
!” 

and a group of frantic m
en 

in pinstriped suits
reached below

 for E
l D

iablo,
w

ho pulled each one into the Inferno.

It w
asn’t un baile but un bailout.

gritaba en ese d²a,
ñsi, a m

² m
e falta trabajo apropriado!ò

“Pues búscalo en otro lado,”
le contestaba su señora,
en su rom

ance encantadora,
pero no levantó la cabeza
de su libro de pasión y tristeza.

Y
 por tener su nariz m

uy m
etida

(para escaparse de su vida aburrida)
no vió que su pobre esposo
se llevó la troca – baboso -- 
L

a que no ten²a 
G

PS pa’ guiarlo!
Se dio vueltas buscando un señal
O

 un r·tulo con luz artiýcial
que le dijera ñA

qu² E
m

pleam
os 

E
jecutivos con Z

ero K
ilogram

os
de Inteligencia o C

apacidad”
¡Y

 todo en futilidad!

A
l ýn pas· un letrero chism

oso
“N

o Pasen- ¡Peñasco Peligroso!”
Por no leer (o por gozar de su vino)
el pobre se cayó a su destino.
Y

 triste-- pero los pocos datos buenos
E

s que ¡nadie lo ha echado m
enos!

ni la señora con su rom
ance garabato,

soñando de un esposo literato.

L
a Parquita enam

orada, por M
c C

ain suspiraba.
¡V

oto por los dos! ¡A
 am

bos m
e los cargo!

U
no por Sonriente e Idealista.

E
l otro que sin piedad, env²a a la m

uerte, pobreza,
Y

 desesperación a la gente.
A

 los dos se los llevó la tiznada.
C

olgando los tenis, al panteon fueron a parar.


