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I am as ancient as the wisdom buried alongside templos that have not yet been excavated or desecrated by foreign hands.

But I’m as modern as the IPOD

I speak in Xochitl in Cuicatl, flor y canto, hip hop, poetry and spoken word….

all manifestations of our rich oral tradition that refuses to die only change form,

forming a bridge between our past and our future

I am dichos, stories, and remedies passed down

curing curiosity and aching stomachs

stomaching whitewashed American history that attempts to condition me to believe that I am less than royalty.

I am the campesino bent in the heat of the 

blaring sun

The one overrepresented in their prison system…

but I am also the sheriff

I am an undocumented soldier….

returning home from an unjust war in a coffin….

but an American citizen

I am High school drop-out, G.E.D., Bachelor, Masters and PHD

I would still rather die on my feet than live on my knees

I am the mask of the Zapatistas that allows their cause to be seen

I am the cry of La Llorona
I am the hope of La Virgin who is really Tonatzin in disguise

I am a political pawn looking my own people in the eyes tellin’ lies

I am a song of Xicano Pride….

and the overt self hate of blue contacts covering the natural brown in my eyes

I am a business owner

I am Mexica, Mexicano, Chicano, Latino, Hispanic and Spanish
I pronounce my name Martinez and Martin-ez

I’m the one Tancredo says is stealing American jobs

I am their desired Latin Lover!

But if this is the case why do they want to build a wall along the border?

But see… I….

I am Frida Kahlo’s unibrow…

attempting to unite people of the same root across the bridge as one

We need to be united

Cause’ see, 

I am they and they are me

we are branches of the same cultural tree connected spiritually

We may speak different languages pero nuestra sangre is the same

I am the knowledge of codices that survived European flames

See, even though the majority of our written history was burned

It has been preserved and manifests itself through this art of spoken word

Words spoken that have the ability to reach and teach

not to preach or compete

see, this poetry was never meant to be a test of competency

In fact I hope my words can SLAM that ideology and return nuestras palabras back to the community 

I am Caló. 

Simón holmes I write truth to keep Chavalos out the pinta and out of the Chota’s squad car,

I sign my poems with con safos cause’ nadie can touch this 

I am the power of a raised brown fist,

 y un corazón abierto escribiendo los sentimientos que viven adentro.

I am Menudo and Mariachi music on Sunday morning

I am the colors Siqueiros painted the revolution with

And I am a respirator refusing to let the spirit of those who came before me die

I am the mind that created the concept of Zero

I am the misguided blunted eyes of the youth dependent upon substances for sustenance

I am the patience of a grandmother

I am the lingering voice of Zapata’s last breath, breathing into life a new existence of beauty and pride in nuestra cultura
I am Huaraches and shell toes,

peace and Molotov cocktails smashing through windows

I am the tears of our past and the smiles of our future

And I am Brown

As Brown as la tierra that gave birth to maize

Brown like berates 

Brown like Cinco de Mayo street fairs and parades………without the booze

I am as brown as the bloodstains at La Plaza de Las Tres Culturas at Tlatelolco  
As Brown as Diego Rivera’s muses

Brown like Sunday afternoon Crusin’

And as Brown as beauty

I am the eyes that mastered the heavens allowing temples to be built in perfect alignment with the stars

I am the vision of the future

And I am a poet

Attempting to do justice to the complexity of our existence

I am as ancient as the wisdom buried alongside templos that have not yet been excavated or desecrated by foreign hands.

But I’m as modern as the IPOD

I have been here forever and forever I will be.
