10 de abril de 1994

A: Mariana Moguel
De: Subcomandantasurgente Marcos

Subcomandant®ariana Moguel:
La saludo con respeto y la felicito pernuevo grado que adquirié con su dibujo.
Permitame contarle una historia que, tal vez, algun dia entendera. Es la historia de...

DURITO

Te voy a platicar una historia que me patdotro dia. Es la historia de un
pequefio escarabajo que usa lentes y fuma pipaconoci un dia que estaba buscando el
tabaco para fumar y no lo encontraba. @dento, a un lado de mi hamaca vi que estaba
caido un poco de tabaco y que se formabahiladta. La fui siguiendo para ver dénde
estaba mi tabaco y averiguar quién carfjdsabia agarrado y lo estaba tirando. A unos
cuantos metros y detras de una piegra encontré a un escarabajo sentado en un
pequefio escritorio, leyendo unos papeles y fumando una pipa diminuta.

-Ejem, ejem —dije yo para que el escajalse percatara de mi presencia, pero no me
hizo caso.



Entonces le dije:

-Oiga, ese tabaco es mio.

El escarabajo se quito los lentes, me miré de arriba a abajo y me dijo muy enojado:

-Por favor, capitan, le suplico que no merrumpa. ¢Qué no se da cuenta de que
estoy estudiando?

Yo me sorprendi un poco y le iba a daa patada, pero me calmé y me senté a un
lado para esperar a que terminara de estudfdrpoco rato recogié sus papeles, los
guardo en el escritorio y mordisqueando su pipa, me dijo:

-Bueno, ahora si. ¢En qué puedo servirle, capitan?

-Mi tabaco —le respondi.

-¢,Su tabaco? —me dijo-. ¢Quiere que le dé un poco?

Yo me empecé a encabronar, perpegjuefio escarabajo me alcanzo6 con su patita la
bolsa de tabaco y agrego:

-No se enoje, capitan. Comprenda ggei no se puede conseguir tabaco y tuve que
tomar un poco del suyo.

Yo me tranquilicé. El escarabajo me caia bien vy le dije:

-No se preocupe. Por ahi tengo mas.

-Mmh —contesto.

-Y usted, ¢,como se llama? —le pregunté.

-Nabucodonosor —dijo, y continu6- penis amigos me dicen Durito. Usted puede
decirme Durito, capitan.

Yo le agradeci la atencion y le pregunté qué era lo que estaba estudiando.

-Estudio sobre el neoliberalismo yesirategia de dominacion para Ameérica Latina --
-me contesto.

-Y eso de qué le sirve a un escarabajo —le pregunté.

Y él me respondié muy enojado: Gid que de qué? Tengo que saber cuanto tiempo
va a durar la lucha de ustedes y si van a ganar o no? Ademas, un escarabajo debe
preocuparse por estudiar la situacion del mundo en el que vive, ¢no le parece capitan?

-No sé -le dije-. Pero ¢para quéegeisaber usted cuanto tiempo va a durar nuestra
lucha y si vamos a ganar o no?

-Bueno, no se ha entendido nadae-gijo poniéndose las gafas y encendiendo su
pipa. Después de echar una bocanada de humo, continuo:

-Para saber cuanto tiempo nos vamosstar cuidando los escarabajos de que nos
vayan a aplastar con sus bototas.

-jAh! —dije

-Mmh —dijo él

-¢ Y a qué conclusién ha llegado usted en su estudio? -le pregunté.

El sacé sus papeles del escritorio y los empez6 a hojear.

-Mmh... mmh -decia a cada rato mientras los revisaba.

Después que acabd de hacerlo, me mir6 a los ojos y me dijo:

-Van a ganar.

-Eso ya lo sabia -le dije. Y agregué: -Pero ¢ cuanto tiempo va a tardar?

-Mucho -me dijo suspirando con resignacion.

-Eso también ya lo sabia... ¢(No sabe cuanto tiempo exactamente? -pregunté.



-No se puede saber con exactitudday que tomar en cuenta muchas cosas: las
condiciones objetivas, la madurez de las condis subjetivas, la correlacion de fuerzas,
la crisis del imperialismo, la crisis del socialismo, etcétera, etcétera.

-Mmbh -dije yo.

-¢ En que piensa, capitan?

-En nada -le contesté-. Bueno sefiarito, tengo que retirarme. Tuve mucho gusto
en conocerle. Sepa usted que puede tomar todo el tabaco que guste cuando quiera.

-Gracias capitan. Puedes tutearme si quieres -me dijo.

-Gracias Durito. Ahora voy a dar orden a mis compafieros de que esté prohibido pisar
a los escarabajos. Espero que eso ayude.

-Gracias, capitan, nos sera de mucha utilidad tu orden.

-Como quiera que sea, cuidese mucho porgue mis muchachos son muy distraidos y no
siempre se fijan donde ponen el pie.

-Asi lo haré, capitan.

-Hasta luego.

-Hasta luego. Ven cuando quieras y platicaremos.

-Asi lo haré —dije, y me retiré hacia la intendencia.

Es todo Mariana, espero conocerla personalmente algun dia y poder intercambiar
pasamontafas y dibujos. Vale.

Salud y otros colorines, porque con los que usaste seguro se acabo la tinta.

Desde las montarias del Sureste Mexicano,
Subcomandant®surgente Marcos,
México, abril 1994

* % %



The Story of Durito
and Neoliberalism

Responding to a letter from ten-year-old Mariana Moguel, Subcomandante
Marcos shares the story of his first conversation with Durito, thus marking the
beginning of an ongoing dialogue between them. During the period in which
this communiquZ appeared, the fighting of January 1994 had given way to nego-
tiations and the Zapatistas had returned to their base communities to discuss a ¢
of peace proposals offered by the government.

April 10,1994
To: Mariana Moguel
From: Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

Subcomandanta Mariana Moguel,

| greet you with respect and congratulate you for the new rank you acquired
with your drawing. Permit me to tell you a story that, perhaps, you will under-
stand someday. It is the story of ...

First published iha JornadApril 17, 1994. Original translator unknown.
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DURITO

The story | am going to tell you came to me the other day. It is the story of a
small beetle who wears glasses and smokes a pipe. | met him one day as | was look-
ing for my smoking tobacco and | couldnet find it. Suddenly, on one side of my ham-
mock, | saw that a bit of tobacco had fallen and formed a small trail. | followed it to
see where my tobacco was and to see who the hell had taken it and was spilling it.
A few meters away, behind a rock, | found a beetle sitting at a little desk, reading
some papers and smoking a tiny pipe.

«Ahem, ahem,Z | said, so that the beetle would notice my presence, but he paid
no attention to me.

Then | said, sListen, that tobacco is mine.Z The beetle took off his glasses, looked
me up and down, and told me angrily, *Please, Captain, | beseech you. Do not inter-
rupt me. Do you not realize that | am studying?Z

| was a bit surprised and was going to give him a good kick, but | calmed myself
and sat down to one side to wait for him to finish studying. In a little while, he gath-
ered up his papers, put them away in the desk, and, chewing on his pipe, said to me,
*Well, now, what can | do for you, Captain?Z

My tobacco,Z | replied.

*Your tobacco?Z he said to me.«You want me to give you a little?Z

| started to get pissed off, but the little beetle passed me the bag of tobacco
with his little foot and added, sDonet be angry, Captain. Please understand that you
canet get tobacco around here and | had to take some of yours.Z

| calmed down. The beetle was growing on me and | told him, sDonst worry
about it. lsve got more around somewhere.Z

*Hmmm,Z he answered.

«And you, what is your name?Z | asked him.

*Nebuchadnezzar,Z he said, and continued, sbut my friends call me DuritdYou
can call me Durito, Captain.Z

| thanked him for the courtesy and asked him what it was that he was studying.

«lsm studying neoliberalism and its strategy of domination for Latin America,Z
he told me.

»And what good is that to a beetle?Z | asked him.

And he replied, very annoyed, *Whatgood is it?! | have to know how long your
struggle is going to last, and whether or not you are going to win. Besides, a beetle
should care enough to study the situation of the world in which it lives, donst you
think, Captain?Z

ol donet know,Z | said. *But, why do you want to know how long our struggle will
last and whether or not we are going to win?Z

1 Nebuchadnezzar, the second king of the Chaldean dynasty of Babylonia (605D562 BC), was
known as a skilled field commander who conquered Jerusalem in 597 BC. During his reign, he
built the Ohanging gardensO of Babylon, one of the Seven Wonders of the World. He is referenced
in the Bible in Jeremiah, Ezekiel, and Daniel, where he is characterized as a champion warrior-
king divinely chosen by God. Durito literally means Olittle hard one.O
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«Well, you havenst understood a thing,Z he told me, putting on his glasses and
lighting his pipe. After letting out a puff of smoke, he continued,+To know how long
we beetles are going to have to take care that you do not squash us with your big
boots.Z

*Ah!Z | said.

eHmmm,Z he said.

*And to what conclusion have you come in your study?Z | asked him.

He took out the papers from the desk and began to leaf through them.
sHmmm ... hmmm,Z he said every so often as he reviewed them. After having fin-
ished, he looked me in the eye and said, *You are going to win.Z

«| already knew that,Z | told him. | added, «But how long will it take?Z

«A long time,Z he said, sighing with resignation.

«| already knew that, too . . . Donet you know exactly how long?Z | asked.

eIt cannot be known exactly. Many things have to be taken into account: the
objective conditions, the ripeness of the subjective conditions, the correlation of
forces, the crisis of imperialism, the crisis of socialism, etcetera, etcetera.Z

Hmmm,Z | said.

*What are you thinking about, Captain?Z

*Nothing,Z | answered. *Well, Mr. Durito, | have to go. It was a pleasure to have
met you. Know that you may take all the tobacco you want, whenever you like.Z

«Thank you, Captain. You can be informal with me if you like.Z

*Thank you, Durito. Now lsm going to give orders to mycomparierosthat it is
prohibited to step on beetles. | hope that helps.Z

«Thank you, Captain. Your order will be very useful to us.Z

*But regardless, be very careful, because my comparfieros are very distracted,
and they donet always watch where theyere going.Z

«l+ll do that, Captain.Z

*See you later.Z

*See you later. Come whenever you like, and wesll talk.Z

«l+ll do that,Z | told him, and went back to headquarters.

ThatOs all Mariana. | hope to know you personally someday and be able tt
trade ski masks and drawings.

Vale. Saludand more colored markers, because the ones you used surely
must have run out of ink.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

* % %

2 In Spanish, Opuedes tutearmeO (you can be informal with me) is an invitation to use the
familiar form of address, Otoe,O instead of the formal Ousted O
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Durito Il: Neoliberalism
Seen From La Lacandona

Almost a year after their first encounter, Marcos once again meets Durito. Some
weeks earlier, the Zedillo government had launched a two-pronged attack on
the Zapatista communities. While press agents claimed to have discovered
MarcosO Otrue identityO tanks rolled into Chiapas. Faced with an attack by some
60,000 soldiers, the EZLN and over 26,000 people from Zapatista communities
retreated into the mountains. The conversation in this new encounter dwelt par-
ticularly on the inhabitants of Prado Pacayal who, after enduring great hardship
in the mountains, returned to find their possessions, provisions, and houses
destroyed by the Army. Following this vivid account of the havoc wrought by the
army, Durito and Marcos examine the neoliberal policies behind the army offen-
sive. Here Durito puts forth his critical OmetatheoreticalO observation that
neoliberalism is a social crisis made theory and doctrine, and is thus Opure theo-
retical shitO

First published iha Jornagilarch 17, 1995. Original translator unknown.
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To Proceso, El Financiero, La Jornada, Tiempo
To the National and International Press
March 11, 1995

Sirs:

Here is a message demonstrating that man is the only animal that risks fallin
into the same trap twice. Indeed, it would be good if you would send a copy of
the much-mentioned law to the federal troof$iey donOt seem to have been
informed, because they keep advancing. If we keep withdrawing weQre going tc
run into a sign saying: OWelcome to the Ecuador-Peru borderO [tOs not that w
wouldnOt enjoy the trip to South America, but being in the middle of three fires
like that must not be very pleasant.

We are well. Here in the jungle one can appreciate, in all its rawness, the
transformation of man into monkey (anthropologists, abstain).

Vale. Saludand one of those crystals that lets you see the present and the
future.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Insurgente Subcomandante Marcos

PS.that asks just out of curiosity: What is the name of the general of the
Federal Army who, before retreating from tjeldPrado, ordered the destruc-
tion of everything useful in the houses of the indigenous people and the burning
of several hutsih Prado they earn, on average, 200 new pesos a month per fam-
ily; how much does the general earn for such a ObrilliantO military action? Will
they promote him in rank for Omeritorious serviceO? Did the general know that
one of the houses he ordered destroyed was To-itaOs house? Will this general
his children and grandchildren about this Oshining entryQ in his record of serv
ice?

What is the name of the officer who, days after having invaded and destroyec
houses in thejidadChampa San Agust’n, came back with candy and had himself
photographed as he gave it to the children?

1 The OLaw for Dialogue, Reconciliation and Dignified Peace in Chiapas,0 approved by the
Mexican Congress on March 11, 1995 and accepted by the EZLN on March 16, 1995, protected
the EZLN against arrest and harassment during the peace process.

2 Along-standing border dispute between Ecuador and Peru flared into armed conflict in 1995.
3 Ejidorefers to communally held land recognized in Article 27 of the Mexican Constitution.
The film Prado Pacagalonicles the return of people to the destroyed village (see Bibliography).
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What is the name of the officer, who, emulating the protagonist of Mario
Vargas LlosaOs ndraitale—n y las visitadmoaght dozens of prostitutes to
OattendO to the garrison that occupies Guadalupe Tepiyaaeuch do the
prostitutes charge? How much does the general in charge of such a OriskyO mili-
tary operation earn? How much commission does the Mexiaanale-Oget?

Are the prostitutes the same for the officers and the troops? Does this OserviceO
exist in all the garrisons of the campaign Oin defense of the national sovereign-
tyO?

If the Mexican Federal Army exists to guarantee national sovereignty,
shouldn®t they have accompanied Ortiz to Washington, instead of persecuting
Mexican indigenous dignity in Chiapas?

PS.that armor-plates its heart again to tell what followsThe 8th of
March, the inhabitants of Prado finish coming down from the mountains.
To-itaOs family was part of the last contingent. When they come to what was left
of their little house, each Prado familyOs scene is repeated in To—itaOs family: the
men, impotent and enraged, look over the little that is left standing; the women
cry and tear their hair, praying and repeating: OOh my God, oh my God0 while
they pick up the torn clothes, the few broken pieces of furniture, the food, spilled
and contaminated with excrement, the broken images of the Virgin of
Guadalupe, their crucifixes trashed alongside Ofast foodO wrappers from the U.S.
Army. This scene is now almost a ceremony among the inhabitants of Prado.
They have repeated it 108 times in the last few days, once for each family. 108
times th,e impotence, the rage, the tears, the cries, the OOh my God, oh my
God..O

However, this time there is something different. There is a tiny little woman
who doesnCt cry. To—ita didnCt say anything, she didnGt cry, she didnGt yell. She
walked over the rubbish and went directly to a corner of the house, as if looking
for something. There, in a forgotten corner, was a little teacup, broken, thrown
away like a warn-out hope. That little cup was a gift someone had sent her so
that someday To—ita-Alice could drink tea with the Mad Hatter and the March
Hare. But this time it isnOt a hare that To—ita finds in March. It is her house,

4 Pantale—n y las visita@@aeselona: Editorial Seix Barral, 1973), a novel by Mario Vargas Llosa,
examines the conflicts and contradictions that result from the enthusiasm of a junior officer dedi-
cated to following orders in the Amazon jungle. It was published in Eng@stptsin Pantoja and

the Special Ser{hizw York: Harper & Row, 1978).

5 The hospital in Guadalupe Tepeyac, originally funded by President Carlos Salinas de Gotari
through the structural adjustment progr@aiidaridadias turned into a brothel during the 1995
military offensive.

6 Guillermo Ortiz Mart'nez replaced Jaime Serra Puche as MexicoOs Minister of Finance follow-
ing the peso crisis and SerraOs subsequent resignation in December 1994. Ortiz immediately trav-
eled to the U.S. to reassure foreign investors and begin negotiating a bailout package for investors
in the Mexican capital market.
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destroyed on the orders of the one who claims to defend sovereignty and legali-
ty. To—ita doesnCt cry, she doesnOt shout, she doesnOt say anything. She picks
pieces of the little teacup and the little saucer that served as its base. To—ita leav
walks again through the torn and dirty clothes on the ground, through the corn
and beans strewn about the destruction, she passes by her mother, her aunts, &
her sisters who weep, and cry out, and repeat OOh my God, oh my GodO
Outside, near a guava tree, To—ita sits down on the ground and, with mud and a
little saliva, starts to stick the pieces of the teacup together again. To—ita doesn
cry, but there is a cold and hard glimmer in her eyes.

Brutally, as has been the case for indigenous women for the last 500 year:
To—ita is no longer a girl and becomes a woman. It is the 8th of March of 1995,
International WomenOs Day, and To—ita is five years old, going on six. The cold
and piercing glimmer in her eyes rescues, from the broken little teacup, sparkle
that wound. Anyone would say that it is the sun that sharpens the rancor that
betrayal has sown in these lands. . .. As if mending a broken heart, To—ita recon
structs, with mud and saliva, her broken little teacup. Someone, far off, forgets for
the moment that he is a man. The salty drops that fall from his face donOt mana
to rust his leaden heart. . ..

PS.that risks Othe most valuable thing | ownO (the account in dollars?): | reac
that now there is a OSubcomandante ElisaO a OSubcomandante Germin
OSubcomandante Daniel O and a OSubcomandante EduardoO so | have decide
make the following resolution: IOm warning the PGR that if they keep coming
out with more OSubsO | will go on a total f&strthermore, | demand that the
PGR declare that there is only one OSubO (fortunately, says My Other Self whel
he reads these lines), and that they clear me of all blame for the dollarOs weakn
against the Japanese yen and the German MARKS (note the narcissistic repet
tion).8 (And donGt send me to WarmanNplease!)

7 Prior to President ZedilloOs military offensive, the PGR Office of the Attorney General,
claimed to have discovered the identities of several Zapatista leaders in cities throughout Mexico.
The Ototal fastO is undoubtedly a reference to Carlos SalinasO one-day hunger strike on the pre
ous March 3. He protested allegations that he was involved in a cover-up of the assassinations of
PRI presidential candidate Luis Donaldo Colosio and PRI party official JosZ Francisco Ruiz
Massieu. Salinas also demanded exoneration from responsibility for the December 1994 peso
crash, despite having repeatedly ignored his own economistsO advice.

8 The government tried to blame the EZLN for the peso devaluation of 1994. In Spanish
German Marks are OMarcosO

9 Once a left-leaning intellectual specializing in indigenous social movements, Arturo Warman
was one of the architects of the revision of Article 27, allowing for the privatizagjhossr

communal lands. In 1995 he served the Zedillo administrat®ecastar'a de Agricultura Ganader'a

y Desarrollo Ruf8ecretary of Agriculture).
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PS.that acknowledges receipt of promises attached to a sonnet and returns
with ...

When, in disgrace with fortune and menss eyes,

| all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Feaured like him, like him with friends possessed,

Desiring this manes art and that manes scope,

With what | most enjoy contented least;

Yetin these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply | think on thee, and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heavenss gate;

For thy sweet love remembersd such wealth brings

That then | scorn to change my state with kings.
~William Shakespeare, Sonnet XXIX

PS.that tells about what happened February 17 and 18 of 1995, the eighth
and ninth days of the withdrawal. We were following the double point of a
lunatic arrow. OWaxing quarter, horns to the EastO | remembered, and repeated
to myself as we came out into some pastures.We had to wait. Above, a military
airplane rained down its purr of death. My Other Self starts to sing softly:

And we heard it strike ten and eleven,
twelve, one, two and three.

And hidden at dawn,

we were soaked by rain ...

| give him a threatening sign to shut up. He defends himself: OMy life is a
song by Joaqu’'n Sabina.O

Olt sure must not be a love songO | tell him, forgetting my own prohibition
on talking.

Camilo reports that the plane is gone.We go out into the pasture and keep
walking in the middle of a field still damp from the rain. | move forward, looking
upward, seeking on its dark side some answer to old questions.

OWatch out for the bullO || managed to hear Camilo warn me. But it was too
lateNlowering my gaze after a trip through the Milky Way, | met the eyes of a
steer that, | think, was as frightened as | was because he ran just like me, but in the
opposite direction.When | got to the fence, | managed to throw my pack over
the barbed wire.

10 Joagu’n Sabina is a Spanish singer and political activist.
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| stretched out to drag myself under the fence. | did it with such good luck,
that what | thought was mud was cow shit. Camilo was roaring with laughter.
My Other Self even got the hiccups. The two, sitting there, and me, signaling
them to shut up.

OSsshhh, the soldiers are going to hear us!O But no, they keep laughing. | ¢
a bunch of star-grass to clean the shit off my shirt and pants as best | can. | put c
my pack and go on walking. Camilo and My Other Self followed behind me.
They weren®t laughing anymore. When they got up, they realized that they hac
been sitting in shit. Attracting cows with such a seductive odor, we finished cross-
ing the wide pasture that had a stream running through it. When we got to the
wooded zone | looked at my watch. 0200. OSoutheastern time,O Tacho would sa
With luck and without rain, we would arrive at the foot of the mountain before
dawn. So it was.We went in by an old trail between big and well-spaced trees that
announced the closeness of the jungle. The real jungle, where only wild animals
the dead and guerrillas live. There wasnOt much need for a light; the moon stil
tore through the branches, like a white streamer, and the crickets hushed with
each step on the dry leaves.We came to the great ceiba tree that marked the ga
of entry; we rested a while and, now with the morning light, advanced for a cou-
ple hours more up the mountain.

The trail was lost at times, but despite the years gone by, | remembered the
general direction. OTowards the east, Otil you hit a wallO we said eleven? years
We rested beside a little creek that surely wouldn®t last in the dry season.We re:
ed awhile. | was awakened by a cry from My Other Self. | took the safety off my
weapon and aimed where the groan came from. Yes, it was My Other Self, grab-
bing his foot and complaining. | came near. He had tried to take off his sock
without thinking and had pulled off a piece of skin.

OWhat an idiotO | told him, Oyou have to soak it firstO

It was the ninth day with our boots on. Fabric and skin combine with damp-
ness and mud, become one, and taking off your sock is like skinning yourself. |
showed him how to do it. We stuck our feet in the water, and little by little,
pulled back the fabric. Our feet smelled like dead dogs and the skin was &
deformed and pale white mass. The disadvantages of sleeping with your boot
on.

OYou scared me.When | saw you grabbing your foot, | thought a snake had
bitten you,O | reproached him.

My Other Self paid no attention to me; he kept on soaking his feet with his
eyes closed. As if he were invoking something. Camilo began to hit the ground
with a stake.

ONow what?0 | asked him.

OSnake O said Camilo while he threw stones, sticks, boots and everything
found at hand. At last, a heavy stick lands a blow to the head.

We approached fearfully.

MocogBsays Camilo.
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Nauyac@ Isay.

Limping, My Other Self comes close. He puts on a knowing look when he
says, OltOs the fanBasN&r Four Noses.O

Olts bite is fatal and its venom very poisonousO he adds, imitating the tone of
a barker at a town fair.We skin it. Skinning the snake is like taking off its shirt.
The belly is opened like a lowigrre reltmpagaipper, the guts are emptied and
the skin comes off in one pieeelhe meat is left, white and cartilaginous. 1tOs
pierced with a thin stick and put on the fire. It tastes like grilled fismbil
like we used to catch in tH&in Nombnaver, eleven? years agte ate that and
a little pinolevith sugar that we had been giveAfter a little rest, we wiped out
our tracks and continued the march. Just like eleven? years ago, the jungle wel-
comed us as usual: raining. The rain in the jungle is something else. It starts to
rain but the trees act as a big umbrella, few are the drops that escape from
between the branches and leaves. Afterwards, the green roof begins to drip, and
then, yes, you get wet. Like a big watering can, it keeps dripping, raining inside,
although above it has stopped raining. The same thing happens with rain in the
jungle as with war: you know when it starts, but not when it ends. | went along
the way recognizing old friends: theapaadth its modest coat of green moss;
the capricious and hard rectitude of damtghe limp horse, the mahogany, the
cedar; the sharp and poisonous defense dfidpaydhe fan of thenatapilthe
disproportionate gigantism of the leaves opij@hat look like green elephantsO
ears; the vertical rise to the sky of ta@oltetBe hard heart of theanoltge
threat of thecheche@mOevil womanQ that, as its name indicates, causes a very
high fever, delirium, and severe pain. Trees and more trees. Nothing but brown
and green filling the eyes, the hands, the steps, the soul anew ...

Like eleven? years ago, when | arrived here the first time. And then | was
climbing this damned hill and thinking that each step | took was the last one, and
saying to myself, Oone more step and | dieO and | took a step and then another
and | didnGt die and | kept walking and it felt like the load weighed 100 kilos, and
what a lie since | knew that | was carrying only 15 kilos and OitOs just that youOre
a rookie,O said tlewmpasvho went to get me and they laughed with complic-
ity, and | kept repeating to myself that now for real the next step would be the
last and | cursed the hour when it occurred to me to become a guerrilla, and |
had been doing so well as an organic intellectual, and the revolution has many
tasks and all are important, and why did | have to get involved with this one, and
for sure at the next rest I0Il tell them here and no farther, and it would be better
for me to help them there in the city, and | kept walking and kept falling and the
next rest came and | didnCt say a thing, partly out of shame and partly because |

11 Cierre reltmpagéiterally a Olightning-bolt closure.O

12 Sin Nombreanslates as OWithout a Name O

13 Pinolas a toasted corn flour beverage.

14 Compass the diminutive otompadresich translates roughly as friends or comrades.
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couldnCt even speak, and gasping for air like a fish in a puddle thatOs too small,
| said to myself, all right, at the next rest 10Il tell them, really, and the same thing
happened and thatOs how | got through the 10 hours of that first trip on the trail
in the jungle, and late in the afternoon, they said, weOre going to stay here, and
let myself fall right there, and | said to myself, Ol made itO and | repeated, Ol ma
itO and we put up the hammocks and then they made a fire and then they madk
rice with sugar and we ate and ate and they asked me what | thought of the hill
and how did | feel and if | was tired and | only repeated, Ol made itO and they
looked at each other and said, OHeOs only been here one day and heOs alr
gone crazyQO

The next day | found out that the trail IOd covered in 10 hours with a 15-kilo
load, they could do in four hours and with 20 kilos. | didnOt say anything. OLetC
go0 they said. | followed them, and with each step | took | asked myself, ODid |
make it?0

Today, eleven? years later, history, tired of walking, repeats itself. We made it
Did we? The afternoon was a relief; a light, like that wheat that relieved me many
early mornings, bathed the spot where we had decided to camp. We ate aftel
Camilo ran across sonmafa de vigyo cabeza blajyédt turns out that there
were seven. | told Camilo not to shoot; maybe they were some running deer and
| thought that weOd come across them. Nothing, neithedaior deer.We put
up the tarps and the hammocks. After awhile, at night nowntdmeruchaame
to bark at us, and afterward, theyoor night monkey. | couldnCt sleep.
Everything hurt, even hope ...

PS.self-critique that shamefully disguises itself as a story for women who, al
times, are girls, and for girls who, at times, are women. And, as history repeat
itself once as comedy and again as tragedy, the story is called . ..

Durito II: Neoliberalism as seen from La Lacandona

It was the tenth day, with less pressure now. | distanced myself a little to put up
my tarp and move in. | was going along, looking up, searching for a good pair of
trees that didnst have a dead hanging branch above. So | was surprised when |
heard, at my feet, a voice that shouted,

Hey, watch out!Z

I didnet see anything at first, but | stopped and waited. Almost immediately a
little leaf began to move and, from under it, a beetle came out and began to
protest:

*Why donet you watch where you put your big boots? You were about to squash
me!Z he yelled.

That protest seemed familiar to me.

+Durito?Z | ventured.

15 Cara de viefiy cabeza blani@mslates as Oold manOs faceO or Owhite head O
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*Nebuchadnezzar to you! Donet be an upstart, know your place!Z answered the
little beetle indignantly.

Now | had no room for doubt.

«Durito! Donet you remember me?Z

Durito, | mean Nebuchadnezzar, just kept looking thoughtfully at me. He took
out a little pipe from between his wings, filled it with tobacco, lit it, and after a big
puff that brought on a cough that wasnet at all healthy, he said, sHmmm, hmmm.Z

And then he repeated, sHmmm, hmmm.Z

I knew that this was going to take awhile, so | sat down. After several more
occasions of shmmm, hmmm,Z Nebuchadnezzar, or Durito, exclaimed,

«Captain?Z

«The same!Z | said, satisfied to see myself recognized.

Durito (I believe that after being recognized, | could call him that again) began
a series of movements of feet and wings that, in the body language of beetles, is a
kind of dance of joy and to me has always seemed like an epileptic seizure. After
repeating several times, with different emphases, *Captain!Z Durito finally stopped
and fired the question | so feared:

«Got any tobacco?Z

*Well,I...ZI drew out the answer to give myself time to calculate my reserves.

Just then, Camilo arrived and asked me,

+Did you call me, Sup?Z

*No, ites nothing ... | wassinging and . . .and donst worry, you can go,Z | respond-
ed nervously.

+0Oh, good,Z Camilo said and walked away.

+Sup?Z asked Durito, surprised®

*Yes,Z | told him,snow Ism a Subcomandante.Z

+And is that better or worse than Captain?Z Durito asked insistently.

*Worse,Z | told him and myself.

| changed the subject quickly and held the bag of tobacco out to him saying,
*Here, | have a little.Z

To receive the tobacco, Durito performed his dance again, now repeating
*Thank you!Z over and over.

The tobacco euphoria over, we started the complicated ceremony of lighting
our pipes. | leaned back on my pack and just looked at Durito.

*You look the same as ever,Z | told him.

*You, on the other hand, look pretty beat up,Z he responded.

oltes life,Z | said, playing it down.

Durito started with his eHmmm, hmmm.Z After a while he said to me, *And
what brings you here after so many years?Z

*Well, I was thinking and since | had nothing better to do, | said to myself, why
not take a stroll around the old haunts and say hello to old friends,Z | responded.

«Even old mountains still turn green!Z Durito protested indignantly.

16 El Sup is a nickname for Subcomandante Marcos.

52



After that followed a long while of shmmm, hmmmZ and his inquisitive looks.

| couldnet take it any longer and confessed to him,

*The truth is that we are withdrawing because the government launched an
offensive againstus...Z

+You ran!Z said Durito.

| tried to explain to him what a strategic withdrawal is, a tactical retreat, and
whatever occurred to me in that moment.

+You ran,Z said Durito, this time with a sigh.

*Well, yes, | ran and so what?Z | said, annoyed, more with myself than with him.

Durito didnet press. He stayed quiet a good while. Only the smoke of the two
pipes formed a bridge between us. Minutes later he said,

oIt seems like theress something more thates bothering you, not just the sstrate-
gic retreat.sZ

«\Withdrawal,e sstrategic withdrawal,*Z | corrected him. Durito waited for me to
go on:

*The truth is that it bothers me that we werenet prepared. And it was my fault
we werenst prepared. | believed the government did want dialogue and so | gave
the order that the consultations with the delegates should begin. When they
attacked us we were discussing the conditions of the dialogue. They surprised us.
They surprised me .. .Z| said with shame and anger.

Durito went on smoking, and waited for me to finish telling him everything
that had happened in the last ten days. When | finished, Durito said,

*Wait here.Z

And he went under a little leaf. After a while he came out pushing his little
desk. After that he went for a little chair, sat down, took out some papers, and
began to look through them with a worried air.

*Hmmm, hmmm,Z he said with every few pages that he read. After a time he
exclaimed,

*Here itis!Z

*Herees what?Z | asked, intrigued.

*Donet interrupt me!Z Durito said seriously and solemnly. And added, *Pay
attention. You have the same problem as many others. It refers to the economic and
social doctrine known as sneoliberalisme .. .Z

«Just what | needed now. . .classes in political economy,Z | thought. It seems
like Durito heard what | was thinking because he scolded me:

+Ssshh! This isnet just any class! This is a treatise of the highest order.Z

That bit about «a treatise of the highest orderZ seemed exaggerated to me, but
| got ready to listen to it. Durito continued after some shmmm, hmmms.Z

eIt is a metatheoretical problem! Yes, you start from the idea that sneoliberal-
isme is a doctrine. And by eyou,* | am referring to those who insist on frameworks
that are rigid and square like your head. You think that eneoliberalismeis a capitalist
doctrine to confront the economic crises that capitalism itself attributes to spop-
ulism.e Right?Z
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Durito doesnst let me answer.

*Of course right! Well, it turns out that eneoliberalisme is not a theory to con-
front or explain the crisis. It is the crisis itself made theory and economic doctrine!
That is, *neoliberalisme hasnst the least coherence; it has no plans or historic per-
spective. In the end, pure theoretical shit.Z

*How strange . . . lsve neveiheard or read that interpretation,Z | said with sur-
prise.

«Of course! How could you, if it just occurred to me in this moment!Z says
Durito with pride.

*And what has that got to do with our running away, excuse me, with our with-
drawal?Z | asked, doubting such a novel theory.

*Ah! Ah! Elementary, my dear Watson Sup! There are no plans; there are no per-
spectives, only i-m-p-r-o-v-i-s-a-t-i-o-n. The government has no consistency: one
day wesere rich, another day weere poor, one day they want peace, another day they
want war, one day fasting, another day stuffed, and so on. Do | make myself clear?Z
Durito inquires.

«Almost . . .Z | hesitate and scratch my head.

And s0?Z | ask, seeing that Durito isnet continuing with his discourse.

eltss going to explode. Boom! Like a balloon blown up too much. It has no
future. Weere going to win,Z says Durito as he puts his papers away.

*We?Z | ask maliciously.

*Of course, swele Itss clear that you wonst be able to without my help. No, donet
try to raise objections. You need a super-advisor. Ism already learning French, for
continuityes sake.Z

| stayed quiet. | donet know what is worse: discovering that weere governed by
improvisation, or imagining Durito as a super-secretary in the cabinet of an improb-
able transitional government.

Durito attacks:

*| surprised you, eh? Well, donst feel bad. As long as you donet squash me with
your big boots | will always be able to clarify for you the road to follow in the course
of history, which, despite its ups and downs, will raise this country up, because unit-
ed . .. because united. . . Now that | think of it, | havenst written to my old lady,Z
Durito cracks up laughing.

«| thought you were serious!Z | pretend to be annoyed and throw a little branch
at him. Durito dodges it and keeps laughing.

Once calmed down, | ask him, “And where did you get those conclusions that
neoliberalism is crisis made economic doctrine?Z

“Ah! From this book that explains the 1988-1994 economic project of Carlos
Salinas de Gortari,Z he answers and shows me a little book with the Solidarity log®.

17 Begun in 1988, the National Solidarity Program, or PRONASBograma Nacional de
Solidaridadvas part of the economic reform strategy of President Salinas. It allowed the execu-
tive branch, through a network of Osolidarity committees O to use social spending in urban and
rural areas to strengthen its political power.
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*But Salinas isnet president anymore. . . it seems,Z | say with a doubt that
shakes me.

ol know that, but look who drew up the plan,Z says Durito and points out a
name. | read,

*Ernesto Zedillo Ponce de Leédn,Z | say surprised and add, *So there isnet any
break in the chain?Z

*What there is .. .is a den of thieves,Z says Durito, implacable.

*And s0?Z | ask with real interest.

*Nothing, just that the Mexican political system is like that dead tree branch
hanging over your head,Z says Durito, and | jump and look up and see that, sure
enough, there is a dead branch that is hanging threateningly over my hammock. |
change places while Durito keeps talking:

*The Mexican political system is just barely attached to reality with pieces of
very fragile branches. It will only take one good wind for it to come down. Of course,
when it falls, itss going to take other branches with it, and watch out, anyone whoes
under its shade when it collapses!Z

«And if there is no wind?Z1 ask, while | check whether the hammock is well tied.

«There will be . . . there will be,Z says Durito and looks thoughtful, as if he were
looking at the future.

We both remained pensive. We lit our pipes again. The day began to get under-
way. Durito kept looking at my boots. Fearful, he asked,

«And how many are with you?Z

«Two more, so donst worry about being stomped,Z | said to calm him. Durito
practices methodical doubt as a discipline, so he continued with his shmmm,
hmmm,Z until he let out,

+But those coming after you, how many are they?Z

*Ah! Those? Like about sixty ...Z

Durito didnet let me finish:

«Sixty! Sixty pairs of big boots on top of my head! 12Bedenaboots trying to
crush me!28He yelled hysterically.

*Wait, you didnst let me finish. They arenst sixty,Z | said. Durito interrupted
again: »Ah! | knew so much misfortune wasnet possible. How many are they, then?Z

Laconically, | answered, *Sixty thousand.Z

+Sixty thousand!Z Durito managed to say before choking on his pipe smoke.

«Sixty thousand!Z he repeated several times, wringing his little hands and feet
together with anguish.

«Sixty thousand!Z he said to himself with desperation.

| tried to console him. | told him that they werenst all coming together, that it
was an offensive in stages, that they were coming from different directions, that
they hadnst found us, that we had rubbed out our tracks so that they wouldnet fol-
low us. In short, | told him everything that occurred to me.

After a while, Durito calmed down and started again with his shmmm, hmmm.Z He

18 Sedenia the acronym for th8ecretar'a de la Defensa NéSmuretary for National Defense.)
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took out some little papers that, | started to realize, looked like maps, and began ques-
tioning me about the location of enemy troops. | answered as best | could. With each
answer, Durito made marks and notes on his little maps. He went on a good while after
the interrogation, saying shmmm, hmmm.Z A few minutes passed, and after complicat-
ed calculations (I say this as he used all his little hands and feet to do the figuring) he
sighs, sWhat this means is that theyere using sthe anvil and hammer,essthe slipknot,ssthe
rabbit hunt,eand the vertical maneuver. Elementary, it comes from the Rangerss Manual
of the School of the Americas,Z he says to himself and to méAnd adds,

*But we have one chance to come out well from this.Z

*Ah, yes? And how?Z | ask with skepticism.

*With a miracle,Z says Durito as he puts his papers away and lies back down.

The silence settled down between us, and we let the afternoon arrive between the
branches and vines. Later, when night had finished detaching itself from the trees, and
flying, covered the sky, Durito asked me:«Captain .. Giptain ... Psst! Are yowsleep?Z

*No. ... What isit?Z | answered.

Durito asks with pity, as if afraid to hurt me,

«And what do you intend to do?Z

| keep smoking; | look at the silver curls of the moon hung from the branches. |
let out a spiral of smoke and | answer him and answer myself:

*Win.Z

PS.that tunes in to nostalgia in the quadrant.
_ Onthe little radio, someone lets loose in a blues rhythm, that song that goes,
OAIIOs gonna be right with a little help from my friends . .20 [sic]

PS.that now, really, says goodbye, waving a heart like a handkerchief.
So much rain

and not even a drop

to sate the yearning. ..

ValeagainSaludand be careful with that dry branch that hangs over your
heads and that pretends, ingenuously, to shelter you with its shade.

El Sup, smoking. . and waiting.

19 The U.S.Army Rangers are elite combat units that can be rapidly deployed for infantry
assaults and special operations. The U.S. Military School of the Americas (SOA) in Ft. Benning,
Georgia trains Latin American military personnel in counterinsurgency, intelligence and anti-nar-
cotic operations. Graduates of the SOA have been responsible for many of the most notorious
human rights violations within Mexico and Latin America. Ft. Benning has been the target of
massive civil disobedience organized by School of the Americas Watch, a coalition of clergy and
laypersons founded in 1990 to work toward closing the school. On January 17, 2001 the U.S.
Congress renamed the SOA The Western Hemisphere Institute for Security Cooperation
(WHISC), a change both critics and supporters recognize to be purely cosmetic.

20 This passage appears in English in the original Spanish text. The [sic] is MarcosO notation.
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The Cave of Desire

During the flight from the governmentOs February 1995 military offensive, while
awiding guns, bombs, and in DuritoOs case, sixty thousand pairs of large boo
Marcos tells Durito the story of an ugly man and the Cave of Desire. During
those weeks of withdrawal, widespread protests in Mexico opposed the Zedillo
offensive. In massive demonstrations in Chiapas and Mexico City, hundreds o
thousands marched with banners, costumes and masks. The crowds chanted s
gans against the military attacks and in support of the Zapatistas. Such publ
actions in Mexico inspired demonstrations in over forty countries, often at
Mexican embassies or consulates. As a result, an embarrassed Mexican gove
ment halted its offensive and returned to a new round of peace talks in Sar
AndrZs. Fully aware of these important solidarity actions, Marcos includes thi
story within a letter of thanks to international supporters.

First published iha Jornaddarch 22, 1995. Originally translated by Bonnie Schrack.
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To the national weeklfProceso

To the national newspapEt Financiero

To the national newspapka Jornada

To the local newspaper of San Crist—bal de lasTGasas,
March 17,1995

Ladies and Gentlemen:

Another thank-you letter going out, this time for those abroad. LetOs see if
Gurr'a manages to read it, since heOs sending out nothing but lies all over
Europet We arenOt hiding from soldiers anymore, but now weQre fleeing legisla-
tors. ThereOs a helluva lot of them and they turn up where no one expects them.
It looks like they took that part about OverificationO sertotist might not
be bad; it may be the first committee that does more than buy crafts in San
Crist—bal. How are we doing in the Pan-American games? Too bad | couldnOt
attend. IOm sure | would have done very well in the Ocross-country raceO If only
you could see how much training theyOve put me through since February 10th!

Vale. Saludgand may the spring in your blood be destined for someone.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that, in mourning, cries.

| was listening on the little tape player to that tune by Stephen Stills, from the
albumFourWay Stretitat goes, OFind the cost of freedom, buried in the ground.
Mother Earth will swallow you, lay your body down .. O when My Other Self
comes running and tells me, Olt looks like you got what was coming to you .. O

ODonCt tell me the PRI has already fallen?0 | ask with hope.

ONo man! They killed you!O says My Other Self.

OMe! When? Where?0 | ask as | go through all my memories of where 10ve
been and what I0ve done.

OToday, in a confrontation. but theydon®t say exactly whereO he responds.

OOh, good! ... And did | end up badly hurt or really dead?O | insist.

1 JosZ ¢ngel Gurra Trevi-o was Secretary of Foreign Affairs from December 2, 1994 to January
5, 1998 when a cabinet shake-up precipitated by the Acteal Massacre of December 1997 resulted
in his transfer to Secretary of Housing and Public Finance.

2 As part of the Law for Dialogue, Reconciliation and Dignified Peace in Chiapas (see also note
8 in ODurito 110), a OVerification and Peace CommissionO of federal legislators was created to
mediate the peace talks in San AndrZs. The EZLN strongly voiced its opposition to the
Commission that put the Legislative branch in a position of mediating the conflict, stacking the
balance of power in the dialogue with six delegates from the Federal Government to two from

the EZLN. [La Jornadilarch 6, 1995]

3 OFind the Cost of Freedom,0 Crosby; Stills, Nash and Yaungjyay Streéitlantic Records,

1971.
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OReally, really dead thatOs what it says in the news,O says My Other Self anc
leaves.

A narcissistic sob competes with the crickets.

OWhy are you crying?0 asks Durito while he lights his pipe.

OBecause | canOt attend my burial. I, who loved me so much .. O

PS.that tells what happened to El Sup and Durito during the twelfth day of
the withdrawal, of the mysteries of the Cave of Desire, and of other unfortunate
ewents that today make us laugh, but at that time took away even our hunger.

OAnNd if they bomb us?0 asked Durito in the early morning on the twelfth
day of the withdrawal. (OThat was no withdrawal! It was pure flight!O says
Durito.) ItOs cold and a grey wind licks with its icy tongue the darkness of trees
and earth.

IOm not sleeping; in solitude the cold hurts twice as much. Nevertheless |
keep quiet. Durito comes out from under the leaf heOs been using as a blank
and climbs up on top of mine. To wake me up, he starts tickling my nose. | sneeze
with such emphasis that Durito ends up tumbling over himself onto my boots.
He recovers and makes his way back to my face.

OWhatOs happened?0 | ask him before he tickles me again.

OAnNd if they bomb us?0 he insists.

O¥s...well ...well ...vedll look for a cave or something like that to hide
ourselves in. .or weQll climb in a little hole . or weQll see what to doO | say
with annoyance, and look at my watch to insinuate that it isnOt the hour to be
worrying about bombings.

Ol wonOt have any problems. | can fit anywhere. But you, with those big boots
and that nose. . | doubt that youOll find a safe placeO says Durito as he cover:
himself again with a little huapac leaf.

OThe psychology of terrorO | think, with respect to the apparent indifference
of Durito regarding our fate . ..

OOur fate? HeOs right! He wonCt have problems, but me .. O 1 think. | get u
and speak to Durito, OPsstPsst . . Durito!O

O10Om sleeping,O he says from under his leaf.

| ignore his sleep and begin talking to him: OYesterday | heard Camilo and
My Other Self saying that there are a lot of caves around here. Camilo says h
knows most of them. There are small ones, where an armadillo would barely fit.
And there are some as big as churches. But he says there is one that no one da
to enter. He says there is an ugly story about that cave. OThe Cave of Desire0
says they call itO

Durito seems to get interested; his passion for detective novels is his ruin.

OAnNd what is the story of that cave?O

OWell . . . 1tOs a very long story. IOve heard it myself, but that was years a
now . ..l donGt remember it wellO | said, making it interesting.

OFine, go on, tell itO says Durito, more and more interested.
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I light my pipe. From amid the aromatic smoke comes the memory, and with
it ...

The Cave of Desire

*It happened many years ago. Itis a story of a love that was not, that was left just
like that. It is a sad story. . .and terrible,Z says El Sup sitting on one side, with his pipe
between his lips. He lights it, and looking at the mountain, continues. A man came
from far away. He came, or he already was there. No one knows. It was back in other
times long past and however that may be, in these lands people lived and died just
the same, without hope and forgotten. No one knows if he was young or old, that
man. Few saw him at first. They say that was because this man was extremely ugly.
Just to see him produced dread in men and revulsion in women. What was it that
made him so unpleasant? | donet know; the concepts of beauty and ugliness change
so much from one age to another and from one culture to another. In this case, the
people native to these lands avoided him, as did the foreigners who were the owners
of land, men and destinies. The indigenous people called him the Jolmash or Monkey-
face; the foreigners called him the Animal.

*The man went into the mountains, far from the gaze of all, and set to work
there. He made himself a little house, next to one of the many caves that were
found there. He made the land produce, planted corn and wheat, and hunting ani-
mals in the forest gave him enough to get by. Every so often he went down to a
stream near the settlements. There he had arranged, with one of the older mem-
bers of the community, to get salt, sugar, or whatever else he, the Jolmash, couldnst
obtain in the mountains. The Jolmash exchanged corn and animal skins for what he
needed. He would arrive at the stream at the time when evening began to darken
and the shadows of the trees brought forth night onto the earth. The old man had
a problem with his eyes and couldnet see well, so that, with the dusk and his illness,
he couldnet make out the face of the man who caused so much revulsion in the
clear light.

*One evening the old man didnet arrive. The Jolmash thought that maybe he had
mistaken the hour and arrived when the old man had already gone home. To make
no mistake, the next time he made sure to arrive earlier. The sun still had some fin-
gers to go before it wrapped itself in the mountains, when the Jolmash came near
the stream. A murmur of laughter and voices grew as he approached. The Jolmash
slowed his steps and silently came nearer. Among the branches and vines he made
out the pool formed by the waters of the stream. A group of women were bathing
and washing clothes. They were laughing. The Jolmash watched and stayed quiet.
His heart became his only gaze, his eyes his voice. It was a while since the women
had gone and the Jolmash stayed on, watching. The stars were already raining down
on the fields when he returned to the mountains.

*| donet know if it came from what he saw, or from what he thought he saw,
whether the image that was engraved on his retina corresponded to reality or if it
existed only in his desire, but the Jolmash fell in love or thought that he had fallen
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in love. And his love was not something idealized or platonic, it was quite earthy,
and the call of the feelings that he bore was like a war drum, like lightning that
becomes fierce rain. Passion took his hand and the Jolmash began to write letters,
love letters, lettered delirium that filled his hands.

*And he wrote, for example, *Oh, lady of the wet glimmer! Desire becomes a
haughty colt. Sword of a thousand mirrors is the yearning of my appetites for thy
body, and in vain its double edge rips the thousand gasps that fly on the wind. One
grace, long sleeplessness! One grace | ask thee, lady, failed repose of my grey exis-
tence! Let me come to thy neck.

«Allow that to thy ear climbs my clumsy longing. Let my desire tell thee, softly,
very softly, that which my breast silences. Do not look, lady-so-far-from-mine, at the
pitiful sight that adorns my face! Let thy ears become thy gaze; give up thine eyes
to see the murmurs that walk within me, longing for thy within. Yes, | wish to enter.
To walk with thee, with sighs, the path that hands and lips and sex desire. Thy wet
mouth, and I, thirsting, to enter with a kiss. On the double hill of thy breast to soft-
ly brush lips and fingers, to awaken the cluster of moans that hide within. To march
southward and to take prisoner thy waist in warm embrace, burning now the skin
of the belly, brilliant sun announcing the night that below is born. To evade, dili-
gently and skillfully, the shears on which thy grace goes and whose vertex promises
and denies. To give thee a tremor of cold heat and arrive, whole, to the moist stir-
ring of desire. To secure the warmth of my palms in the double warmth of flesh and
movement. One slow first step, a light trot next. Then the runaway gallop of bodies
and desire. To reach the sky, and then collapse.

«0One grace, promised weariness! One grace | ask thee, lady of the soft sigh!

e etme come to thy neck! In it | am saved, far off | die.

*One stormy night, like the passion burning his hands, a bolt of lightning burnt
down the little house of the Jolmash. Wet and shivering, he took refuge in the
neighboring cave. With a torch he lit his way in and found there little figures of cou-
ples giving and receiving, the pleasure worked in stone and clay. There was a spring,
and little boxes that when opened, spoke of terrors and marvels that had passed
and would come to be. The Jolmash now could not or would not leave the cave.
There, he felt the desire fill his hands once more and wrote, weaving bridges to
nowhere. ..

“Apirate am | now, lady of the longed-for port. Tomorrow, a soldier at war. Today,
a pirate lost in trees and lands. The ship of desire unfolds its sails. A continual moan-
ing, all tremor and wanting, leads the ship between monsters and storms.
Lightning illuminates the flickering sea of desperation. A salty dampness takes the
command and the helm. Pure wind, word alone, | navigate seeking thee, amidst
gasps and sighs, seeking the precise place the body sends thee. Desire, lady of
storms to come, is a knot hidden somewhere by thy skin. Find it | must, and mutter-
ing spells, untie it. Free then shall be thy longings, feminine swayings, and they will
fill thine eyes and mouth, thy womb and deep within. Free one moment only, as my
hands already come to make them prisoners, to lead them out to sea in my
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embrace and with my body. A ship shall | be and restless sea, so that thy body |
enter. And there shall be no rest in so much storm, the bodies moved by so many
capricious waves. One last and ferocious slap of salty desire hurls us to a beach
where sleep arrives. A pirate am | now, lady of tender storm. Donet await my assault,
come to it! Let the sea, the wind, and this stone-become-ship be witnesses! The
Cave of Desire! The horizon clouds over with black wine, now we are arriving, now
we go....

*So it happened, they say. And they say that the Jolmash never again left the
cave. No one knows whether the woman to whom he wrote the letters existed in
truth or was a product of the cave, the Cave of Desire. What they say is that the

Jolmash still lives in it, and whoever comes close becomes sick with desire .. .Z

Durito has followed the whole story attentively. When he sees | have fin-
ished, he says,

OWe have to goO

0G0?0 1 ask, surprised

OOf course!O says Durito, Ol need literary advice to write to my old lady .. O

OYouOre crazy!O | protest.

OAre you afraid?0 asks Durito ironically.

| waver.

OWell . .. afraid, really afraid no . .. but itOs veopld. . .and it looks like
itGs going to rain.and . .. yeddm afraid O

OBah! DonCt worry. 101l go with you and 10l be telling you where to go. |
think | know where the Cave of Desire isO says Durito with certainty.

OAll rightO | say, giving in. OYouOll be in charge of the expeditionO

OGreat! My first order is that you march in the vanguard, in the center
nobody, to disconcert the enemy, and | will go in the extreme rearguard O indi-
cates Durito.

OI? In the vanguard? | protest!O

OProtest denied!O says Durito with firmness.

OOK, soldier to the end, IOl go along.O

OGood, thatOs what | like. Attention! This is the plan of attack: first, if there
are many, we run. Second, if there are a few, we hide. Third, if there isnOt anyone,
forward, for we were born to die!O dictates Durito while he prepares his little
pack.

For a war plan it seemed too cautious for me, but Durito was the chief now,
and given the circumstances, | had no reason to object to prudence marching in
the vanguard.

Above, the stars were beginning to blur.

Olt looks like itOs going to rainO | say to DuritoNexcuse meNto the chief.

OSilence! Nothing will detain us!O shouts Durito with the voice of the ser-
geant in that Oliver Stone filfAlatoon

A gust of freezing wind and the first drops . ..
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OHaaalt!O orders Durito.

The drops of rain start to multiply . . .

Ol forgot to mention the fourth point of the plan of attack0 says Durito with
doubt.

OOh yeah? And what is it?0 | ask insidiously.

Olf it starts to rain . strategic withdrawal!O The last words are said by Durito
now in an all-out run back to camp.

| ran behind him. It was useless.We got soaked, and shivering, we reached th
little plastic roof. It rained as if desire had, at last, been unleashed . ..

Valeagain Saludand may the hunger for tomorrow be a desire to strug-
gle ...today.
El Sup, within, deep within, the Cave of Desire.

ItOs March, itOs early morning, and for being a dead man, | feel veeery well.

* % %

4 Oliver Stone®atooriOrion Pictures, 1986), a film about the horrors of war, is set in the jun-
gles of Viet Nam. A letter from Stone had just been published dornaddarch 3, 1995) in

support of filmmakers Javier Elorriaga and Maria OGloriaO Benavides, who were among those
arrested and accused of being Zapatista leaders. One year later, just prior to the First Continental
Encounter, Stone returned to Chiapas as part of a human rights delegation. StoneQs trip caused
him to miss the Academy Awards, for which his filiwon (Hollywood Pictures, 1995) had

received several nominations. At their meeting Marcos handed him an old pipe with a broken
stem, saying, OIOm afraid we can®t give you an Oscar here, but | would like to give you this. Mayt
you can get it fixed somewhere O (OStone Meets With Mexico RebelsO Associated Press: March
25,1996) The visit was very controversial: Stone criticized the governmentOs Oregime of terrorO
the Interior Ministry of Chiapas seized television reportersO footage of Stone in Chiapas, and
Nixonwas abruptly pulled from Mexican film theaters (OOliver Stone Film Pulled in Mexico

After VisitO Reuters: March 30, 1996).
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Durito Names Marcos
His Squire
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Reflecting on the governmentOs broken promises, Durito shows off his bullfight-
ing moves as ODurito el CamborioO claiming that Obullfighting is like politics,
although in politics the bulls can be really crafty and treacherous.O The Zapatistas
and the government continued to negotitite logistics and agenda in prepara-

tion for the dialogue of San AndrZs against the backdrop of an ongoing low-
intensity war. The Mexican Congress later stated that if peace talks did not
resume by April 10, the government could renew the February offensive.
Assuming his role as knight-errant amidst these tensions, Don Durito names
Marcos his squire, laments his misfortunes in love, recites poetry, and pokes fun at
the ignorance of the government.

First published iha Jornagapril 8, 1995. Originally translated by Bonnie Schrack.
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To the national weekliProceso

To the national newspapEt Financiero

To the national newspapka Jornada

To the local newspaper of San Crist—bal de Las Casas, Gbiapas,
April 4,1995

Sirs:

Here goes a letter and a communiquZ that confirm the anticipated meetings
(I imagine that by the time you get this, they will be about to take place). Finally,
the powers-that-be rejected our proposal of a more attractivé\&itere clear
that, as befits good thinking, the ee-ze-el-en should show signs of flexibility and
reason before the obstinacy of the government. ThatOs why we presented a ne
proposal that, we were sure, would be to more than one personOs liking:

A) Date: April 10, 1995, in the afternoon hours.

B) Place: Chinameca Hacienda, Morelos.

C) Sole point on the agenda: Mexican History.

We would have only placed three conditions on the meeting:

1. Thatthe government forces not shoot us in the face. This is because lat-
er it is a problem to identify the cadavers, and so that the obligatory photos do
not present our countryOs image as one of barbarity and irratidieditiast
point is very important, especially now when one must Keadsweek, The New
York Times, The Washington Rwst, other well-known publications of wide
national distribution (in the USA), to know whatOs happening with the Mexican
government.

2. That the order to fire be given by the legislators of the so-called
OCOMCOPAO (which, as everydagows, means OCommission for Connivance
and ParaphernaliaO), so that their Opeace-keepingO role is made clear.

3. That, when all is realized, the choreographer of the Chamber of
Deputies, Roque Villanueva, delights the honorable members with that refined
bodily expression that serves to convey the jubilation over popular and national-
ist measures.

| donOt know for what reason the powers-that-be rejected the proposal.
Wasn®t it good?

1 Due to the increased military presence in Chiapas, the Zapatistas proposed that the peace talk
be moved to Mexico City.

2 In addition to marking the date of the Mexican CongressO deadline to the Zapatistas, April 10
is the anniversary of General Emiliano ZapataOs assassination in 1919.

3 Since Zapata was shot many times at close range, it was hard to identify his body and there ar
many popular rumors that the body exhibited in Cuautla, Morelos was in fact the cadaver of his
close friend Jesces Delgado. Popular folklore later suggested that Zapata had survived.

4 COMCOPA: another acronym for COCOPA. See Introduction, page 6.

5 Roque Villanueva was the president of the PRIOs Executive National Committee at the time
this communiquZ was written.

65



Vale. Saludind a life preserver (for the holidays and for the ¢érisis).

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that, determined, enters the bullring.

I still can®t get down out of the ceiba. The moon is a bull in silver ornament
and, with a pair of sharpened horns, it charges to the east. | think that if | were
not a guerrilla, | would be a matador. | try then to take the night as a black cape,
but it has so many holes resembling stars that | desist in my attempt. | take from
my neck the faded bandanna, now more brown than red, and unfurl it with an
elegance that Stnchez Mej'as would e@ryckets and fireflies fill the shaded
front rows, the sun seats are empty for obvious reasons. | head to the center of the
bullring, which, as itOs the center of the crown of the ceiba, is safer and a few steps
away. Isummon the moon, trying some half veronicas with the cape. The moon-
bull stays faaway. ltOaexplicable that it doesnOt notice such a gallant matador. |
summon again. The public is impatient and a little weasel yawns with boredom.
Nothing; only a firefly charges, zigzagging. A wave of the red cape, spread out at
the waist, draws from the honorable members of the audience nothing more
than the continuous sawing of the crickets. The lunatic bull continues forward
without even turning. | sit down in a corner and sigh with sadness. My problem
is that neither women nor moons pay any attention to me . ..

Durito too has climbed up to the top of the ceiba, wondering whatOs taking
me so long. As soon as he gets comfortable, | quickly inform him of the situation.
Durito thinks that itOs easier to bullfight with comets; they come from where you
least expect, and theyQOre spirited like a Miura Hod.moon always stays on
course, and while this facilitates the final thrust, it doesnOt allow the matadorOs suit
to shine and the respectable aficionados tend to get terribly bored . ..

| admit he is right and give him the cape. Durito wants to show me some
passes that, he says, Federico Garc’a Lorca taught him. To my question as to
whether beetles also bullfight, Durito responds that one should know about
ewerything and that bullfighting is like politics, although in politics the bulls can
be really crafty and treacherous. OIn fact, they called me ODurito el Camborio®
and what they didnOt envy in others, they envied in meO hds@ygjoing on

6 OHolidaysO refers to the celebration of Holy Week, the week ending on Easter Sunday.

7 In the poem OLament for Ignacio Stnchez Mej'as,O Federico Garc'a Lorca eulogized a matador
who was killed in the bullring. Lorca, well known for his antifascist views and defense of the
gitang®r Spanish gypsies, was executed by General Francisco FrancoQs fascist troops in 1936 dur-
ing the Spanish Civil War.

8 The Miura bull, named for Eduardo Miura (its original breeder), is renowned for its courage

and spirit.

9 ODurito el CamborioQO is a reference to Antonio Torres Heredia, who appears in two poems by
Lorca. See Christopher Maurer, deederico Garcia Lorca: Selected Verse: A Bilingial Edition

(New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1996). The verse OWhat they didn®t envy in others, they
envied in meO appears in the poem OMuerte de Anto—ito el CamborioO
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like this when we hear voices at the foot of the ceiba.

OltOsvaoy@says Camilo.

ONo, itOs a badger, Othe lonerO0 says My Other Self.

OSee if you can get it in your sights to shoot itO instructs Camilo to My
Other Self while he loads the gun.

| stay still, smoking. My bullfighting moves will have to wait for better occa-
sions and less belligerent audiences for their skill to be demonstrated. Duritc
sighs in a flamenco tone, as there are no offerings from the spectators in the ar
na. Below, they get bored and leave ...

The moon finishes by charging the horizon, right into the dark cape of a
mountain.

Out of the corner of its eye the moon watches El Sup. He is wiping his face
with the cape. It couldn®t tell if he had been crying . ..

PS.that, although you donGt realize it, contains a mystery (enchanting, like al
mysteries):

This is the spot, oh heavens, | choose and hereby take in order to bewail the
misfortune in which you yourselves have placed me! Here is where the flooding of
my eyes will join the waters flowing in this tiny stream, and where, night and day,
my deep and unbroken sighs will shake the leaves of these wild trees, in witness to
and as symbol of the suffering experienced by my afflicted heart. Oh you, whoever
you may be, you rustic gods that dwell in this uninhabitable place, hear the moans
of this wretched lover, who by reason of a long absence and fancied jealousies has
been brought to this harsh wilderness, here to lament and complain of that
ungrateful beautyss cruel disposition, she who is the very end and finality of all
human loveliness! Oh you, nymphs and dryads, who love to live in the thick shrub-
bery of these mountains, may the graceful, lecherous satyrs, who long for you, but
always in vain, never ever disturb your sweet rest, so you can help me lament my
misfortune, or at least not yourselves grow tired of hearing it! Oh Dulcinea de
Toboso, day of my night, glory of my suffering, true north and compass of every
path | take, guiding star of my fate, so too may Heaven grant you whatever boons
you seek of it, and bring you to reflect upon the place and the condition to which
your absence has brought me, and grant me as much delight as my faithfulness
deserves! Oh lonely trees, from now on the only companions of my solitude, give
me some sign, by the gentle movement of your branches, that my presence here is
not disagreeable to you! And oh you, my squire, cheerful companion in both pros-
perity and adversity, never forget what you shall see me do, here, so you may tell
and recite it to she who is the sole cause of it alf®

10 Footnote by Marcos: OChapter XXV. Dealing with the strange things that happened to the
brave knight of la Mancha in the Sierra Morena, including his imitation of Beltenebros® penance
See Miguel Cervantd3pn Quijotgrans. Burton Raffel, ed. Diana de Armas Wilson (New York:

W.W. Norton and Co., 1999), 153.
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Durito recited it all by heart and with impressive intonation. Standing on a
little stone, and raising in his right hand a twig that | later learned was a sword,
Durito turned to look at me when he said that part about, OOh you, my squire,
cheerful companion, etcO | turn and look behind me to see if heOs referring to
someone else, but there isnOt anyone there.

OYes, you,O says Durito pointing toward me with his twig. OYou will be my
squireO

01?0 | say, visibly surprised.

Durito pays no attention to my question and continues, OFurthermore, it
isnOt a twig . itOs a sword . . . the only, the besExcalibur!O he says, brandish-
ing the twig.

Ol think you are confusing the times and the novels O | tell him. OThe begin-
ning of your speech seems an awful lot like a pdpbofQuijote de la Mancha
and Excalibur was King ArthurOs sword O | ended up hesitating over this last part,
trying to remember the video that Eva had calledStverd in the StehBurito
took advantage of my silence to attack:

OSilence, rogue! Knowest thou not nature imitates art? What difference does
it make if itOs Alonso Quijano or the page Artai6w, it is . . .Don Durito de
la Lacandofa

| laughed.

OAt what do you laugh, oh vulgar and ignorant person?0 reproaches and
threatens Durito.

OAt nothing,O | say, in a conciliatory manner. Ol was remembering that in the
files of the PGR, where they charged those alleged to be Zapatistas, thay put O
Candon&®

OThose ignoramuses of the PGR canCt even find the jungle of Chiapas, much
less the murderers of LDC, JFRM and Cardinal PosadasQO says Durito with
scornt

OAll right, but how did you become a knight-errant?O | ask, sitting down and
taking care not to get too close to OExcaliburO Durito sits down, too, lets out a
quixotic sigh, and laments, OOh, my ignorant squire, a woman is to blame for my
raving, the wound in my side, the reason for my sleeplessness, the cause of my
sorrow, and responsible for my misfortune.O

11 Sword in the Stdi®63, directed by Wolfgang Reitherman,Walt Disney Home Studios)

12 Alonso Quijano is the country gentleman of La Mancha who takes on the noble identity of

Don Quijote

13 In their February 1995 arrest warrants for suspected Zapatista leaders, the Mexican Justice
Department (PGR) incorrectly referred to the Lacandon region as OLa Candona.O

14 On March 23, 1994, while campaigning for the presidency, PRI candidate Luis Donaldo

Colosio was assassinated in Tijuana, Mexico. In August 1994, President SalinasO brother, Racel, was
jailed for ordering the assassination of his brother-in-law JosZ Francisco Ruiz Massieu. Cardinal
Jian Jesces Posadas Ocampo was assassinated May 24, 1993, in Guadalajara.
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Durito doesnCt let me protest over the OignorantO nor the OsquireO and co
tinues sadly to pour out his woes, Olt is good that | tell you my tragedy so that
your heart may learn to go with care and caution on the rugged road of love.
See, it is not for pleasure that my steps have carried me to such distant place
where solitude cuts like a sharpened knife and silence oppresses men and tl
heavens. Know well, my wretched squire, that it is divine law that a gallant
knight-errant must roam sadly through the world and through life, and die sigh-
ing for some absent Lady, who, adorable criminal, has robbed him, with only a
glance, of all judgment. Oh, but what a glance! A lightning bolt in the April sun!

A starburst at midday! A diamond that floats and kills! A sea all waves and cora
A desire that looking speaks! A mute plea of longing!O

| implore him to finish the story at once. OYou had better hurry because
weQe gone on for several pages and there wonOt be a newspaper that will publi
this. As it is, they say | only use the communiquZs as a pretext to send whateve
occurstome .. O

OBy my faith, you are right and there is truth in your words. | am certain that
there is neither newspaper nor book nor encyclopedia that could contain all the
fortunes and misfortunes that, lovesick, | have suffered. Not even the library of
OAguascalientesO would suffice for a love so great and aggrieved as pains
breast!O says Durito, his voice breaking.

ODonGt even worry about the library of OAguascalientes O they have it at
PGR nowQ | say to console him.

OThat sounds very good to me. That way those rogues and scoundrels wil
learn something of geography and spelling,0 says Durito, putting away his swor
and walking toward his little leaf. Night has clouded over all corners and one of
those rains that March splashes on April can be felt in the dampness of the winc

Disconcerted, | ask, OArenOt you going to continue the story?0

OItOs useless, there arenOt enough words to contain so much pain and sorr
says Durito as he covers himself with his little leaf. Before he covers himself com
pletely he tells me, ODonOt forget to have the mounts ready. Tomorrow we will
leave at daybreak, as is the law for when knights-errant ride. At dawn, so the
shine of our weapons puts the sun to shame when he dares to confront us and h
may be, thus, less savage O

Durito heaves a last sigh and is silent. | stay seated, ready to watch over th
sleep of my master, the valorous knight, ODon Durito de la LacandonaO | an
determined to defend his noble sleep against any adversity. Monsters and giar
will not dare disturb such noble repose. | have even found a branch that, with a
little imagination, resembles a fearful lance. It begins to rain, and like any self:
respecting squire, | abandon guard and master. | run and take refuge under m
shelter. Now dawn begins to arrive with its cold embrace and the rain isnOt stop

ping ...

15 The library of Aguascalientes built for the 1994 CND was destroyed by the Mexican Army
during their February 1995 military offensive.
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| canCt sleep. | havenCt been able to figure out where the devil IOm going to
find the mounts on which weOre to ride out tomorrow ...

PS.that, hanging from a reddish fringe, murmurs apologies in the ear (since
Baudelaire was taken prisoner by the PGR and hasnOt been pfeseted
offers, instead, that . ..

Poetry works with the sweetest
ideas, and becomes the sweetest,
the noblest, most sober and wise
Oh lady, delighting all eyes,
Accept my soul in these lines,
And by letting my earnest praise
enfold you, you earn yourself
Envy for the rest of your days,
And find your fortune raised
Higher than the moon in the skies.
,Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra'’

El Sup, in the middle of the bullring, waiting patiently for the clock to strike
five in the afternoon .18

* % %

16 Charles Baudelaire (1821-1867) was a French poet whose work critiqued bourgeois society
while searching for transcendence.

17 Cervante®on Quijotel66.

18 Lorca0s poem OLlanto por Ignacio Stnchez Mej'asO contains the refrain OAt five in the after-
noon, at five in the afternoonONthe hour at which the gored Mej'as died.
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Durito Ill: The Story of
Neoliberalism and the
Labor Movement

During the period of the new peace talks between the government and the
EZLN, Marcos and Durito discuss the relationship between neoliberalism and
the labor movement. Intimidated by the rank and file agitation and massive pub-
lic support for the Zapatistas, the government and its longtime labor boss Fide
Velfzquez had called off, for the first time in 75 years, the traditional May Day
celebrations and parade to Mexico CityOs Z—calo. Furious, with all the injure
pride of a passionate knight-errant, Durito proposes traveling on his steed, a tur
tle named Pegasus, to Mexico City to challenge Velfzquez to a duel.

To the weekly news magaziReoceso

To the national newspapEt Financiero

To the national newspapka Jornada

To the local newspaper of San Crist—bal de Las Casas, Gbiapas,
April 15,1995

First published iha Jornagapril 21, 1995. Originally translated by Cecilia Rodr'guez.
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Sirs:

Here is a communiquZ for vespers. In this place, April plays at disguising itself
like March, and May begins to flutter about some stray flowers, with their red
color resplendent amidst so much green. | cannot stop keeping and losing hope
among so many crickets. Meanwhile, | plan on founding the society of Tired
Lungs Anonymous. IOm sure it would be quite successful BUD, By the time
this happens, Holy Week will, once again, be an ordinary week. How much
longer will the lie prevail?

Vale. Salucand a mouthful of this fresh air thgt, they,say is breathed in the
mountains and that some displaced people call Ohope O

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that continues righting wrongs at dawn and offers to a far-away maiden
a little bouquet of red carnations hidden in a story called . ..

Durito IlI: Neoliberalism and the Labor Movement

The moon is a pale almond. Sheets of silver re-shape trees and plants. Zealous
crickets nail on the tree trunks white leaves as irregular as the shadows of the night
below. Gusts of gray wind agitate trees and uneasiness. Durito climbs up into my
beard. The sneeze he provokes makes the armed knight tumble to the ground.
Durito sits up with some difficulty. To the already imposing armor that is his body,
Durito added half a cololté shell (which is a species of wild hazelnut found in La
Lacandona) on his head and holds the top of a bottle of medicine like a shield.
Excalibur is sheathed and a lance (that looks suspiciously like a straightened paper
clip) completes his attire.

*Now what?Z | ask as | try, in vain, to help Durito with my finger.

Durito rearranges his body, | mean, his armor. He unsheathes Excalibur, clears
his throat a couple of times, and says in a presumptuous voice,

«Dawn, my battered squire! This is exactly the hour when night arranges its
vestments to leave and day sharpens its thorny Apolloss mane to appear to the
world! It is the hour when knights-errant ride off seeking adventures that elevate
their prestige in the absent gaze of the lady that prevents them, even for an instant,
from closing their eyes to seek oblivion or rest!Z

| yawn and let my eyelids bring me oblivion or rest. Durito becomes irritated
and raises his voice:

*We must go out to despoil maidens, take advantage of widows, come to the
aid of bandits and incarcerate the penniless!Z

1 MexicoOs Distrito Federal (Federal District), its seat of government, has some of the worst air
pollution in the world. The terms D.F. and Mexico City are used interchangeably, and it is also
referred to as theQudad de Pala€@City of PalacesO).
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«That menu sounds like a government program,Z | tell him with my eyes still
closed.

Durito appears to have no intention of leaving without waking me fully:

*Wake up, scoundrel! | remind you of your duty to follow your Master wherever
misfortunes or adventures may take him!Z

| finally open my eyes and stare at him. Durito looks more like a broken-down
army tank than a knight-errant.

To clear up my doubt | ask him,«And who are you supposed to be?Z

| am a knight-errant: not one of those whose names are never noted by Fame,
to render them eternal in her memory, but rather one of those who, despite and in
defiance of that same envy, and in the face of who knows how many Persian Magi,
Indian Brahmans, or Ethiopian Gymnosophists, has carried his name straight into
the temple of immortality, to serve as a model and example for all time to come,
whereby knights-errant will see footsteps they have to walk in, if they long to
attain the summit and highest honors that war and weaponry can bestow,Z? Durito
answers, assuming his most (according to him) gallant pose.

«lt sounds to me .. . it sounds like. . .like .. .Z | begin to say but Durito interrupts
me:

«Silence, foolish plebeian! Thou wouldst want to disparage me by saying that |
plagiarize my speeches fromThe Ingenious Gentleman Don Quijote of La Mancha
And certainly, since we are on this subject, | should tell you Sir, that you are wasting
space in your epistles. That nonsense of footnotes! If you continue on that course
youell end up like Galio, citing six or seven authors in one paragraph in order to cov-
er cynicism with erudition.Z

| feel profoundly wounded by comments so close to home and | change the
subject.

«That on your head. . . it looks like acololté shell.Z

o[t is a helmet, ignoramus,Z Durito says.

«Helmet? It looks like a shell with holes,Z | insist.

+ololté. Helmet. Halo. Thates the order, Sancho,Z Durito says as he arranges his
helmet.*

*Sancho?Z | stutter-say-ask-protest.

*Well, stop this nonsense and prepare to leave because many are the injustices
that my indefatigable sword must remedy, and its blade is now impatient to test
the necks of independent unions.Z As he says this, Durito brandishes his sword like
the regent of a capital city.

2 Footnote by Marcos: OBook One: Chapter XLVIINall about Don Quijote de La ManchaOs
strange enchantment, along with other celebrated events O See CBuaresjote324.

3 Galio is the protagonist of a novel that takes place during the Odirty warO carried out against
guerrilla forces by the Mexican government during the 1970s. See Hector Aguilarl@am’n,
Guerra de GalfjMZxico D.F: Cal y Arena, 1991).

4 Sancho refers to Sancho Panza, Don QuijoteOs squire and companion.
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*| think youeve read too many papers recently. Be careful, or theyell have you
committing suicide,Z | tell Durito while | try to delay as long as possible the
moment | get up. Durito, for a moment, abandons his 16th-century language and
explains, proudly, that he has secured a mount. Durito says it is as swift as light-
ning in August, silent as the wind in March, docile as the rain in September, and |
donet remember what other marvels, but there was one for each month of the
year. | appear incredulous, so Durito announces solemnly that he will do me the
honor of showing me his mount. | agree, thinking that this way | can sleep a little.

Durito leaves and is so long in returning that, in fact, | fall asleep . ..

A voice awakens me, sHere | am!Z It is Durito and he is mounted on the logical
reason for his delay: a little turtle! At a pace that Durito was bent on calling an «ele-
gant trotZ and that to me looked more like a very prudent and drawn-out one, the
turtle stopped in front of me. Mounted on his turtle (they call it « pegasug in
Tzeltal), Durito turns to look at me and asks, *So how do | look?Z

| stare at him and maintain a respectful silence before this knight-errant that
who knows what reasons brought to the solitude of La Lacandona. His appearance
is epeculiar.Z

Durito baptized his turtle, excuse me, his horse with a name that seems more a
delirium: Pegasus So that there is no doubt, Durito has written on the shell of the
turtle, with large and decisive letters, sPEGASUS. Copyrights Reserdead below
that, « Please fasten your seat beli.ljust canet resist the temptation of making a
comparison with the economic recuperation program when Durito turns his mount
so | can see his other side. Pegasus takes his time, so that what Durito announced
as a svertiginous spin of his horse,Z is actually a slow turn. A movement that the
turtle makes so carefully that anyone would say that he doesnet want to get dizzy.
After a few minutes, | can read on Pegasuse left flank Smokerse Sectiod,*Union
Charros not allowed? <Free advertising space.Z *For information call Duritoss
RJinshing.ZI believe, however, that there isnet much free space available because
the ad covers all the left and rear flank of Pegasus.

After praising the ultra-mini-micro entrepreneurial vision of Durito, the only
way to survive the wreckage of neoliberalism and NAFTA, | ask him,*So where does
thy future lead thee, my lord?Z

*Donet be a clown. That language only belongs to noblemen and lords and not
to vagabonds and plebeians who, were it not for my infinite compassion, would
continue in their hollow lives and would never be able even to dream about know-
ing the secrets and marvels of knight-erranthood,Z responds Durito while trying to
restrain Pegasus, who for some strange reason seems impatient to leave.

It seems to me that, for it being two in the morning, lsve already received
enough scolding, so | tell Durito, *Wherever you go, youell go alone. | donet plan to
leave tonight. Yesterday Camilo found tiger tracks and he says it must still be close
by.Z

5 The use otharra@onveys both the national image of the middle-class, landed horseman popu-
larized after the Mexican Revolution, and the popular moniker for bureaucrats.
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| believe leve found a vulnerable flank of our brave knight, because his voice
trembles when he asks,*Ti ... ti ...tiger?Z And he adds, after swallowing saliva with
audible difficulty, *And what do these tigers eat?Z

Everything. Guerrillas, soldiers, beetles . . . and turtles!Z This last part | say
observing the probable reaction from Pegasus. The little turtle must have really
believed it is a horse, because it did not seem to be alarmed. Actually, | thought |
heard a soft whinny.

*Bah! You say so just to frighten me, but you should know that this armed
knight has defeated giants disguised as windmills that in turn disguised them-
selves as armed helicopters. He has conquered the most impregnable kingdoms, he
has subdued the resistance of the most demure princesses, he has ...Z

I interrupt Durito. | know that he can take up pages and pages talking and then
lm the one who gets criticized by the editors, especially when the communiqués
arrive so late at night.

*Fine, fine. But tell me, where are you going?Z

+To Mexico City!Z Durito says, brandishing his sword. It seems the tripes destina-
tion surprises Pegasus, because he gives sort of a start, which for a turtle is like a
discreet sigh.

sMexico City?Z | ask incredulously.

*Sure! Do you think I would be deterred just because Comcopa didnet let you all
go?Z2

| wanted to warn Durito not to speak ill of Comcopa because the legislators are
so sensitive and then they get mad during the negotiations, but Durito continued:
*You should know | am a knight-errant, but more Mexican than the failure of the
neoliberal economy. Therefore, | have the right to go to the so-called «City of
Pdaces.«What do they want palaces for in Mexico City if not so that a knight-errant
like myself, the most famous, the most gallant, the most respected by men, loved by
women, and admired by children, should honor them by stepping foot inside?Z

eIt will be with your many legs,| remind you that besides being a knight-
errant and a Mexican you are also a beetle,Z | correct him.

*Regardless of my foot or legs, a palace without knights-errant stopping by is
like a child without a present on April 30th,’ like a pipe without tobacco, like a book
without words, like a song without music, like a knight-errant without a squire,Z
and arriving at this last point Durito looks at me fixedly and asks: «Are you sure you
donet want to follow me on this intriguing adventure?Z

«It depends,Z | say, pretending to be very interested, and adding, «It depends
what you mean by sintriguing adventure.sZ

«It means lsm going to the May Day parade,Z Durito says as if he were saying,
«lsm going to the corner for some cigarettes.Z

*To the May Day parade! But what if therees not going to be a parade?! Fidel
Velazquez, who has always worried about workerse pocketbooks, said there was no

6 COMCOPA, or COCOPA.
7 This day is celebrated in Mexico as the official ODay of the ChildO
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money for the parade® Some rumor-mongers insinuated that he is afraid that the
workers will get out of control and, instead of being grateful to the supreme one,
will only curse him with those words that cartoonists dislike. But itss a lie, the Labor
Secretary quickly said it was not out of fear, that it was just a sveeery respectable
decision from the labor sector, and....Z

*Whoa, whoa, stop your parade float! lsm going to the May Day parade because
I am going to challenge this Fidel Veldzquez to a duel. He is, as everyone knows, a
fierce ogre who oppresses poor people. | will challenge him to fight in the Azteca
stadium to see if that way the attendance will improve, because ever since they
fired Beenhaker (donst criticize me if itess misspelled, not even the directors of the
Ameéricas team can spell it, and theyere the ones who wrote his checks), no one goes
to the games anymore.? Durito is silent for a moment and looks pensively at
Pegasuswho must have gone to sleep, because it has been a while since he moved.
Suddenly Durito asks me, *Do you think Fidel Velazquez has a horse?Z

| hesitate a bit. *Well, hess acharro so itss very likely that he has a horse.Z

«Magnificent,Z says Durito, and digs his spurs into Pegasus.

Pegasus may think hess a horse, but his body is still that of a turtle and he has
the hard shell to prove it, so he doesnet even notice Duritoss cowboy exhortations to
get him going. After struggling a bit, Durito discovers that by hitting him on his
nose with the paperclip, excuse me, the lance, he can make Pegasus stretch out into
a full gallop. A «full gallopZ for this horse-turtle is about 10 centimeters per hour, so
one can see that it will take Durito a long time to reach D.F.

*At that rate, you will arrive when Fidel Velasquez is dead,Z | tell Durito as a
parting thought. *°

I should never have said it. Durito pulled back the reins and reared his horse like
when Pancho Villa took Torreon. Well, itss a good literary imagétin reality what
Pegasus did was to stop, which, at his rate was almost imperceptible. In contrast to
Pegasuse calm, Durito is furious when he tells me:

*Your problem is the same as what happened to the advisors of the labor
movement in the last decades! They recommended patience to the worker, and
they sat down to wait for the charroto fall off his mount, and did nothing to knock
him down.Z

*Well, not all of them sat down to wait. Some have struggled, and hard, to cre-
ate a truly independent labor movement.Z

*Those are the ones Ism going to see. lsm going to join them so | can show all of
them that we workers have dignity too,Z Durito says, who | recall once told me that

8 Fidel Velfzquez dominated labor relations for 60 years, co-founding the Mexican Workers
Confederation, or CTM Confederaci—n de Trabajadores Mexi&atos

9 Leo Beenhaker managed the AmZricas soccer team from Mexico City.

10 Veltzquez, popularly known as Othe mummyQO for his advanced age and tenure, was 95 at the
time of this communiquZ. He died in 1997.

11 The image of General Francisco Villa triumphantly entering the city of Torreon, Coahuila on
April 3,1914, marks a critical turning point in the Revolution, and is celebrated in photos and
paintings.
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he was a miner in the state of Hidalgo and an oil worker in Tabasco.

Durito leaves. He takes a few hours to disappear behind the bush thates a few
meters from my plastic roof. | get up and notice that my right boot is loose. | shine
my flashlight on it and discover that .. . the lace is missing! And itss then that | realize
why Pegasuse reins looked familiar. Now Isll have to wait until Durito returns from
Mexico. | look for a reed to tie my boot and | think that | forgot to recommend to
Durito to visit that restaurant with the tiles. I lie down again. Ites almost dawn . ..

Above, the sky stretches out, and with reddish-blue eyes, contemplates, amazed
that Mexico is still there, where it was yesterday. | light my pipe, | watch the last spi-
rals of night detach themselves from the trees, and | tell myself that the struggle is
very long and itis worth it . ..

PS.that with the face of a full moon looks toward the jungle and wonders,
who is this man that rides over a squalid shadow? Why does he not seek relie
Why does he endure new pain?Why so many journeys while standing still? Who
is he? Where is he going? Why does he say goodbye with such a noisy silence?

PS.to a CND that canCt decide whether to fight against the party-state sys-
tem or against itself.

| read somewhere that while the supreme government beats on both sides
the CND beats on itself. About that and other things, a few lines:

As the poet with the graying mustache who hides behind the piano writes,

Mexico is a joyful flower

That never sought a vase

A wild boar that brags

About its youth

A javelin at the heart of justice
The *xZ camouflaged as a *jZ

And so Manuel may be right when he says that the meetings of the
OCollective Centers of Civilian SupportO are like meetings of OAlcoholics
AnonymousO or OWeight Watchers.O Maybe there is more to learn from thes
meetings than from party assemblies.

After all, the CND was born with the idea of unity, not to enter into the
market of party clientelism. A plan that includes the greatest possible numbe
and quality of civic will was and is necessary. The CND had that plan. It
shouldn®t be the political arm of the Ee-Ze, or a new party, or a new white ele-
phant of the inconsistent Mexican left. It must be the space where the imagi-
nations and proposals for democratic change meet. And about these
imaginations and proposals, the freshest, the most audacious, come from civ
society, not from political society, that is, not from political organizations. Its

12 The Sanborns restaurant, located near the Z—calo, was the site of the famous meeting
between Zapata and Villa.
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flag is national, thatOs what it is, the one that rises above parties and armies.
From that space of encounter can come proposals to impose, with imagination,
on the government, on the parties, on the Zapatista army, and on itself. That
ship does not want to arrive at the port of power. In that sense, it does not
comply with the pragmatic and cynical premises of Galio-Machiavelli, but it
does want to arrive at the port of a country with no return to the shadows, a
country with democracy, liberty, and justice. Is there dead weight? Throw them
overboard! Will only a few remain aboard? Imagination will replace quantity
with quality! Civil society has much to learn from itself, and very little to learn
from political society (with its full spectrum of colors, flavors, and cynicisms). It
is not a space for those against the party, but it could be for those without a
party. This civil society will manage, in the midst of the threats of the dirty war
(although there isnOt, | believe, a war that can be called clean), to make the
Angel of Independence rappel off its column and begin to chat with Jutrez,
Columbus, and old grandfather CuahtZmoc, with the kind Diana hunting stars,
and a stray palm tree drunk with smoghis civil society will turn its non-
proposals into realities; civil dialogues in the middle of tanks, machine guns and
cannons; campaigns of humanitarian aid, in the middle of a profound crisis and
a generalized inflation, meant to relieve its most vulnerable and impoverished
flank, the indigenous. If the CND is not an ample space for this and other ini-
tiatives, the shapeless but effective irreverence of civil society will escape from
that straitjacket. And then? Correct, it will build its own meeting spaces. The
CND will become another acronym, added to the inefficiency of existing
acronyms. ThereOs still a lot to learn. This country has a lot to learn from itself.

PS.ToWhom It May Concern in the supreme government:

There is a type of lens cut so that it has many surfaces, like a multifaceted
prism. This lens is mounted on a small wooden viewfinder, like an eyepiece.
Looking through this lens, the light becomes many.When it is turned or moved,
it offers many new configurations. Is it the same light broken into many lights?
Are there many lights imprisoned in the eyepiece? Is it just confirmation that
there is no singularity even in the most apparent unity? Is it only one light or
many that one must be able to distinguish, recognize, and appreciate? And, final-
ly, thinking about the tiny eyepiece, is it a light with mangrcdframes] or a
singlemarcfframe] for many lights?

Valeonce agairSaludand only by arriving in hell will we know the answer.
El Subwith a red carnation in his lapel, playing at being a crystal and a mirror.

13 These refer to landmark statues on Reforma Boulevard in Mexico City: Benito Jutrez (first
Mexican President of the 19th century); CuahtZmoc (th@ laistaniemperor of the Aztec

Empire); Diana is the Roman goddess of the hunt and the moon, and sister to the sun god
Apollo. The Angel of Independence was built to commemorate 100 years of Mexican independ-
ence and has become a symbol of Mexico City.
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Duritoes May Day Postcard

After traveling to Mexico City to find Fidel Velfzquez, Durito participated, with
hundreds of thousands of workers, in the May Day protests that went on despite
government opposition. While the dominant theme of the protests was clearly
opposition to the neoliberal austerity programs put in place in the wake of the
Peso Crisis and the $50 billion investor bailout engineered by the International
Monetary Fund, President Bill Clinton, and President Ernesto Zedillo, there was
also tremendous support expressed for the Zapatistas in their struggle with th
government. This communiquZ recounts a postcard Durito sent back from
Mexico City telling of the demonstrations.

To the national weeklProceso

To the national newspapEl Financiero

To the national newspapka Jornada

To the local newspaper of San Crist—bal de Las Casas, Gbiapas,
May 5, 1995

Sirs:

Here go letters for the indicated recipients. | would appreciate your addition
of some special stamps and elegant envelopes. TodayOs celebration promises t
bloody: The absence of Durito and the continuing heavy rain promise skir-
mishes instead of a formal battle. The problem is getting worse because no on
wants to be the French. It is obvious that this is ansthanio

Vale. Saludand congratulations for May 10th to all those who still have a
mother3

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that gives an account of DuritoOs travels and advice.

Durito has sent me a postcard. It contains a photo of him, with Pegasus on
his left and the Monument of the Revolution on his right. The caption reads,
OWhich is slower? The left or the right?O Durito writes, in the postcard, that he
failed to find Fidel Veltzquez, but that he took part in the May Day march. He

First published iha Jornagilay 11, 1995. Originally translated for this volume by Harry
Cleaver and Marco l-iguez.

1 The Mexican defeat of the French at the Battle of Puebla in 1862 is celebrated on May 5th.
2 Thesexgniis the six-year term of office of the Mexican Presidency.
3 MotherQOs Day is celebrated in Mexico on May 10th.
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recounts the following: that when he passed in front of the American Embassy
he cried out, ODodge® Yankees No!O (Durito didnOt know that Valenzuela is
now with the San Diego Padreshat he doesnOt remember when he entered

the Z—calo or when he |éfihat a man, after observing him for a long time,
approached him and said, OExcuse me, | donOt mean to offend, but | cannot resist
the temptation to say that you look remarkably like a scarabO; and that there were
a whole lot of people there. OEVERYBODY was there O said Durito, and added,
with his eternal tendency to state the obvious, OThe only thing missing was a
revolution.O

PS.that explains the delay in consultations within Zapatista communities.

We are confused with respect to the government proposal: we are not sure
what is meant by the declaration of Gurr’a, this agent of foreign sales, who
brags about his duties as Secretary of Foreign Relations, while he demands the
regrouping of Zapatista Oinsurgents.O Insofar as he thinks that the conflict in
Chiapas is a Owar of inkO does he refer only to those Zapatistas who know
how to read and writé?f this is the case, then the three locations where they
want the Zapatistas to concentrate are far too many and it will be much cheap-
er for the government to care only for the literalieyou donOt believe me, ask
the ever-pleasing Del Valle, who laughs at the way our representatives speak
Spanish.

* k% %

4 Fernando Valenzuela, a famous baseball player from Mexico, played for the Los Angeles
Dodgers, sparking an enthusiasm among many Mexican fans known as OFernandomania.O

5 The Z—calo is the large plaza facing the Presidential Palace in Mexico City.

6 Speaking to 150 businessmen at the World Trade Center in New York, JosZ Angel Gurr'a said,
OThe shooting lasted ten days, and ever since the war has been a war of ink, of the written word
and a war on the InternetO See, OChiapas es Guerra de Tinta e IhteRefg@mApril 26,

1995.

7 The government proposal made at the end of the first new round of talks on April 23, 1995
included a demand that all Zapatista forces be concentrated in three locations. In return, the gov-
ernment offered to provide food, housing, healthcare and a partial pullback of its troops. The
EZLN returned from their communities to the second round of talks with a firm rejection of the
proposal. Instead, they demanded that the Mexican government withdraw its troops to where
they had been before the February 1995 offensive.

8 JosZ Del Valle was one of the Mexican government representatives at the negotiations. During
the negotiations, he and government representatives were often insulting and disdainful of their
indigenous counterparts. See MarcosO letter to the press publishiatmadan February 10,

1996, and included in this volume as OThe Riddle O See also OThe Story of the Hot Foot and the
Cold FootO
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On Bullfighting,
Détente and Rock

In this communiquZ, consisting almost entirely of postscripts, Marcos begins
where they left off before DuritoOs trip to Mexico City, recounting how he and
Durito el Camborio get down from the ceibaNwith Durito continuing his dis-
play of matador moves. Other postscripts include DuritoOs outline of 13 govern-
ment actions undermining peace negotiations and DuritoOs praise of Mexica
rock music in the light of his participation in a recent rock concert.

First published iha Jornagdi&lay 30, 1995. Sourc&ZLN Documentos y communi2atibsle
Agosto de 1995/29 de septiembre de 1995 (MZxico, D. F.: Ediciones Era, 1995), 306-309.
Originally translated by irflandesa for this collection.
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To the national weeklfProceso

To the national newspapEt Financiero

To the national newspapka Jornada

To the local newspaper of San Crist—bal de Las Casas, Gharapas,
May 24, 1995

Ladies and Gentlemen,

Here goes a self-explanatory letter. The May 10 fiesta at this camp was
embarrassing. It is rumored that we have no ancestors, or their equivalent.
Camilo, who is the best situated in this regard, has very few.

Vale. Saludgnd may the OshipmentO of hope travel a long distance.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that explains how, prior to DuritoOs trip, we got down from the ¢eiba.

When Durito finished teaching the matadorOs moves, he discovered that he
did not know how to get down from the ceiba either. As we always do when we
don®t know what to do, we lit our pipes. Durito began to hear a buzzing at one
side of the ceiba, and he started imagining that a new adventure was drawing
near.

OThe sixth bull! The time and place to write a brilliant page in this uppity
bullring!O Durito said, while walking to the center of the plaza. | picked up the
carnation that sweet girl with the Guadalajara eyes had thrown to me at the
beginning of the bullfight (ObullflightO Durito will then say). (1 already know the
carnation was sent on April 19, and | didnCt receive it until the 23rd, but | can use
the carnation however | wish. After all, it is my postscript).

OAh, squire! Think about whistlingpasodoblend prepare your eyes and
your pen, for what you are about to see merits a bullfighting chronicle like those
that are at least as festive as the marvels which inspire them O Durito ordered me.

OPay attention to what you are doing, they could be waspsO | warned him.
But Durito was inciting the improbable bull. Nothing. The snub made him
bolder, and he began hurling little branches at the tree across from him. The
buzzing grew. Expectation was mounting among the spectators. | was not able
to describe the magnificent image. Clumsy squire and worse chronicler, | could
write nothing about the solitary and ungainly figure of Durito, who had aban-
doned his cape and secured two little branches that, he shouted to me, were

1 ODuritoOs tripd to Mexico City for the May Day parade was detailed in ODurito 1110 and in
ODuritoOs May Day Postcard.O Prior to that trip, Marcos and Durito were up in a ceiba discussing
bullfighting and Spanish poet Federico Garc'a Lorca.

2 A pasodobtea two-step march played prior to the release of the first bull at the beginning of a
bullfight.
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banderillasThe Moon, amazed, had stopped to observe the denouement. A
milky ORoad to Santiago,0 full of sandy light, parts the expectaritiigtitie
to stand the tension, a star lets itself fall in a faint, and traces a weak ray of ligl
across the dark, nocturnal face. Durito begins running around and changes hi
pace; he raises two of his little hands,idhederillaglittering on high. The
buzzing comes together, the zoom-zodracomes ordered, consolidates and
approaches. The drum rolls @uprophecy. Almost an instant . . .

Durito suddenly veers from his headlong rush, and, in a hurried and unat-
tractive fashion, turns half-around and runs towards me with a shout:

OBees!O

| had managed to write: OThe bugle sounded the retreatO when Durito
arrives and is hanging from a braid that the moon left forgotten at one side of the
ceiba. When | realized what had happened, | threw the bullfight chronicle and
the pen down and leapt behind Durito. Killer bees were attackingl Nwleta-
zosor anything else could stop thémhey left my face with elephantiasis, and,
most certainly, Camilo and My Other Self will not be running to Guatemala.

Durito consoled me (he was untouched):

OLetOs get down! No? | wish you had taken care to have brought the chron.
icle, without having to go up and get itO

The pain | felt kept me from insulting him . ..

Section of postscripts in which a knight-errant (suspiciously resembling a
beetle) gives, to a squire of legendary nose and imprudence, council and though
of the type that expand the spirit and strengthen oneOs path.

PS.that continues to speak of the postcard received.

Durito says goodbye, warning me to be careful with the capitulators, former
opponents, former leftists, former revolutionaries, former guerrillas, former pro-
gressives, and those formerly in solidarity with the foreign revolution. OThey
make a religion of cynicism and end up serving the system they were criticizing
yesterday. They fight rebellion with the ferocity of those who see in a mirror
exactly what they are: thinking and prudent capitulators. They want to break the
mirror, not for what it means, but because it shows them the uselessness of ha
ing become Ocrazy personsO again.O

3 Banderillaare the two flagged sticks with barbed darts that are placed into the bull®s neck.
4 The Oroad to SantiagoO or OSt. James WayQ is the pilgrimage path through Europe to
Santiago de Compostella in Galicia, Spain. The road was called the OMilky WayO by pilgrims
who saw their earthly road mirrored in the sky. In Mexico, the Church®s influence led to the
celestial Milky WayNcalled the White Road in Mayan mythologyNitself being called the
Oroad to SantiagoO Bepul Vuh:The Mayan Book of the Dawn, tfalrige Dennis Tedlock,

2nd ed. (New York: Touchstone, 1996).

5 Muletditerally means Ocrutch.O A matador usetetaalarge red flannel cape supported

by a stick, for the final period of a bullfight in which he dispatches thdviditazoare espe-

cially graceful and well-executed passes witheta.

71 See ODuritoOs May Day Postcard O
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OWatch outO Durito continues, Ofor people like that, you can find them
ewerywhere. Excuse the paternal tone of these lines, but you are too ingenuous,
SanchoO

| remained, seeing the ending and thinking, OSancho?0

| wanted to answer Durito, but my time had been given to correcting the
errors of spelling, punctuation, and conceptual clarity in the text oElthe
Supren@®dZtente proposalGad been thinking of sendirfi Suprentais del-
egationOs text with spelling corrections. | hope the government appreciates this
dZtente measure; | am going to charge absolutely nothing for the spelling con-
sultation. Although | doubt itOs true, the government delegates appear to be
busier with their OheroicO fight against the CONAI than they are in analyzing
real dZtente measures.

Incidentally, IOm tempted to respondEt@Suprenisrgument that Oa great
momentO for dZtente was the ceasefire of January 12, 1994! It would appear
they have not been informed that Salinas de Gortari is no longer president.Why
do they claim as theirs a measure taken by another government? Will it be nec-
essary to go on a hunger strike in order for the current government to not
appropriate the good moves of the previous one, or to foist on them the errors of
the present oneé®ne could, for example, enumerate 13 government measures
that have gone against the dZtente process and that have put the country on the
edge of war. For example:

a) Backing the imposition of Robledo Rinc—n on Chiapas

b) MadrazoOs imposition in Tabasco

c) Harassment of trevenda—istaovement

d) Displaced perschs

e) The re-arming and sponsoring of the White Guards

f) The February 9 betrayal

g) The attacks against civilians in the military campaign

7 El Supremefers to President Ernesto Zedillo. The OdZtente proposalO was the proposal made
by the government at the second round of peace talks at San AndrZs SacamachOen de los Pobres,
May 12-15, 1995.

8 This is undoubtedly a reference to Salinas de GortariOs hunger strike. See note in ODurito 110
9 Eduardo Robledo Rinc—n, PRI governor of Chiapas, took office in 1994 over widespread
protests of election fraud.

10 Opposition to the corrupt regime and fraudulent election of Roberto Madrazo, the PRI
governor of Tabasco, led to a protest march to Mexico City under the banner of OExodus for
DignityO

11 Theavenda—istaovement emerged in support of Amado Avenda—o0s formation of a
OTransitional Government in RebellionO in protest to the fraudulent election of Robledo.

12 Zapatista communities were forced to flee in order to escape the brutality of the federal

Army, judicial police and the paramilitaries. The day this communiquZ was written, the National
Commission for Human Rights, or CNDHJomisi—n Nacional de Derechos iaermasced

the collaboration of the police and paramilitaries in the violent expulsion of people from their
communities. Sekea Jornagilay 24, 1995.

13 The White Guards are paramilitaries hired by ranchers to control local peasant labor forces.
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h) The slander against the CONAI

i) Harassment and threats against journalists

J) The lies in the media

k) The lack of seriousness within the government delegation

[) The racism and authoritarianism

m) The taking of dozens of communities and thousands of indigenous
as hostages

| could do so, but they say the number 13 is bad luck, so | better not . ..

PS.that explains the relationship between good sense, rock, festivals, and life.

OEveryone raved about my slam dancingO Durito boasts, while shining hi:
shell, after having attended the OSerpiente 120 festival.

OThere is nothing more foolish in all of Mexico today than being indigenous
or young or a rocker or a knight-errant or a beetleO Durito says. OAnd so the
most foolish of all Mexicans is your servant, because | am all five things, and a fe'
more that have nothing to do with the postscriptO

OMexican rock is an irreverent and reckless critique. Their songs have the
sharp edge of those who cannot help but cut tracks. But, in addition, their songs,
their work, their music-making find a reflection in, and of, the indigenous rebel-
lion in the Southeast. Through that complicated play of mirrors that is Mexican
life outside the circle of Power, the ski mask and a re-named peace come togeth
er in young people who have nothing in common other than their exasperation
at immobility and their longing to be better. All the groups and solo acts that
performed were foolish,O Durito says, who holds firmly to the thesis that good
sense is like ties: an elegant garrote that changes with fashion. He explains th
good sense turns love, music and life (OYes, in that order,O Durito warns) into a
instruction manual with abundant footnotes and produces loss of sexual appetite
Oln addition to other sorrows we suffer, SanchoO

PS.that asserts, boldly, that a mirror can reflect everything, except itself. |

OWe are not all Marcos. It is obvious that Marcos, at least, is not Marcos(
writes Durito, who, as can be seen, studied dialectical materialism in the polyeste
manuals

PS.that responds to LozanoOs and de AlamillaOssthreats:
Now look here, you vulgar, lowborn wretches! [ .. .] Tell me: what illiterate peas-
ant signed an arrest warrant against a knight like me? What kind of ignoramus is

14 The Serpiente 12 Festival was one of a number of concerts organized by a Mexico City band
for the benefit of the Zapatista communities.

15 A popular slogan at pro-Zapatista rallies has Bedn€somos Maboee are all Marcos.O

16 Antonio Lozano Gracia was the spokesperson for the PGR when it issued arrest warrants
against the EZLN in February 1995. Genaro Alamilla Arteaga was bishop emeritus of Papantla
who spoke out in support of the actions by the PGR and the Army.
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he, unaware that knights-errant are exempt from the application of all laws and
statutes, that for them law is their sword, statutes are their spirit, and edicts and
proclamations are their will and desire? Tell me, | say, who was the idiot who had no
idea that, on the day a manes dubbed a knight-errant and devotes himself to his rig-
orous profession, he acquires privileges and exemptions surpassing anything
granted by charters of nobility? What knight-errant has ever paid taxes,rent-tax,
kinges wedding-tax, land-tax,or paid a highway toll or a ship toll? When did a tai-
lor ever charge for making a knightes clothes? What warden, giving him lodging in
his castle, ever charged a knight for his bed? What king ever denied him a seat at his
table? What lovely maiden could keep herself from loving him and humbly surren-
dering herself to his will and his desire? And, finally, what knight-errant has there
ever been or will there ever be, in all the world, without the spirit to deliver 400
blows, single-handed, against 400 policemen, if they happen to get in his way?7

Valeonce moreSaludand remember that Ovirtue is more persecuted by the
wicked than it is loved by the goo#.O

* k%

17 Footnote by Marcos: OChapter XLV N in which the investigation into the helmet and the
saddlebag is concluded, along with other events of an equally veracious natureO See Cervantes,
Don Quijote314. In the quoted passage, Don Quijote is threatened with arrest for having stolen a
barberOs basin that he believed was an enchanted helmet.

18 Footnote by Marcos: OChapter XLVII N all ab@an Quijotele la ManchaOs strange
enchantment, along with other celebrated events O See Ceant€ayijote324.
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Durito 1V: Neoliberalism
and the Party-State System

While accompanying the Exodus for Dignity and National Sovereignty, a 41-day
protest march against electoral fraud from Tabasco to Mexico City, Durito writes
a letter to a fictional professor at the UNAM on the current crisis of the Mexican
political system and the question of a transition from PRIista one-party rule to
democracy. The Tabasco marchers were accompanied by Manuel L—pe
Obrador, the PRD candidate whose bid for governor was thwarted by fraud and
violence, and they were greeted in the Z—calo by CuahtZmoc Cfrdenas, forme
presidential candidate for the PRD. Durito explains why the Zapatistas have
refused to participate, and by doing so legitimize the political realm of formal
electoral politics. Instead, as he explains, the Zapatistas have called for a divers
of forms of political struggle, with their own being but one among many. Durito
IV and V are part oThe Book of Mirrpagpivotal document discussing the rep-
resentation of reality, history, politics and culture. Durito IV is the fourth chapter
of the first section, and its beginning references the first chapters.

First published iha Jornagduine 11, 1995. Originally translated by Cecilia Rodr'guez.
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Open your eyes and look into the mirror. No, donOt look at your reflection.
Direct your gaze below, to the left. There? Fine, pay attention and in a few
moments another image will appear. Yes, itOs a march: men, women, children, and
old people that come from the Southeast. Yes, itOs one of the highways that lead
to Mexico City. Do you see whatOs walking on the left side of the caravan?
Where? There below, on the ground! Yes, that very small and black thing! What
isit you ask? A beetle! Now pay attention, because that beetle is . . .

Durito trying to keep up. These folks from Tabasco, even after so many days
of walking and physical hardship, donOt seem tired. They walk as though they had
only begun this Exodus for Dignity and National Sovereignty this morning. Once
again, as before in the voice of the Zapatistas, a call to the entire Nation comes
from the Mexican Southeast. It is the same desire: democracy, liberty and justice.
In the heroic delirium of the Mexican Southeast, hope implies a fiatnieam
the unity of longing for a better futuré he dream of a place where the right to
dance is guaranteed by the Constitution.

Durito takes advantage of a break in the march, and overcome by the heat,
he seeks refuge under a small bush. After awhile, and having caught his breath, he
takes out paper and pencil. On a rock replacing the tiny desk he left in the jun-
gle, Durito writes a letter. Go on! DonCt be afraid! Look over DuritoOs shoulder
and read:

Zapatista Army of National Liberation
Mexico, May 1995

To:Mister So and So

Professor and Researcher

National Autonomous University of Mexico
Mexico, D.F.

From: Don Durito de la Lacandona,
Knight-errant for whom Sup Marcos is squire
Zapatista Army of National Liberation
Mexico

Sir:

It may seem strange to you that I, a beetle that carries out the obligations of
the noble profession of knight-errant, write to you. Do not be perturbed or seek out
a psychoanalyst, because | will quickly and promptly explain everything to you . It
turns out that you proposed that EI Sup write an article for a book (or something
like that) about The Transition to Democracy. The book (or whatever it is) would be
edited by the UNAM (which just about guarantees that no one will read it; espe-

1 Tahicanmutopian project for a new autonomous region comprised of the states of Chiapas,
Tabasco and Campeche, was promoted during this time by a network of small political groups
that were disillusioned with electoral politics.
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cially if the crisis in the publishing industry and the increase in the cost of paper are
taken into account). The agreement was that the exorbitant amount of $N 1,000
(one thousand new pesos) that UNAM pays for the written scollaborationZ would
be delivered in its equivalent dollars or Italian liras to the workers of Fiat in Turin.
We have learned as well that the Italian workers in the COBAS have already
received this amount from the Zapatistas in solidarity with the struggles of
European workers? You have complied, the Fiat workers have complied, and the
only one here who has failed to do so is El Sup, because | remember the deadline
well and El Sup has not written anything. January of 1995 arrived, and El Sup was
naively going on about the government being, in fact, inclined to the dialogue, and
that is why he did not write the assignment. The betrayal of February snapped him
out of it and made him (EIl Sup) run until he arrived at my side. Recovered from the
disillusionment, he told me about his commitment to write the article and asked
me to help him as he was in such a grave predicament. |, dear sir, am a knight-
errant, and we knights-errant cannot refuse to help the needy, no matter how
large-nosed or delinquent the helpless soul in question is. So | willingly agreed to
grant the help that was demanded of me and that is why | am writing to you and
not El Sup. Surely, you must wonder why, if | received the task in February, | am writ-
ing to you in May. Just remember, as a journalist pointed out, this is the srebellion of
the hanged.Z

| should also warn you that | write veeery seriously and veeery formally, so do
not expect to find my writing style full of jokes and irreverence like El Supes, that so
scandalizes the government delegates. That is why | am late. Do not be irritated, it
could have been worse, you could have had to wait for EI Sup to write to you one
day. But it is not worth the risk to wait for such an improbable publication, so here |
send you this long boring essay that has the theme | proposed, and that, if memory
serves me, is entitled . ..

The Transition To Democracy According To The Zapatistas

Some would prefer to say, *According to the Neo-Zapatistas,Z but as Old
Antonio already explained in *The History of the Questions,Z here the Zapatistas of
1994 and those of 1910 are the sanfe.

2 Comitati di base COBAS, are militant rank-and-file worker organizations active in a variety

of sectors that have challenged the established trade unions and the austerity measures of the
Italian government since the early 1980s.

3 ORebellion of the hangedO refers to the 1954 &ilRebeli—n de Los ColfRelosllion of the
Hangexdirected by Alfredo B. Crevenna and starring Pedro Armendiriz. Based on the novel by
B. Trawen, who also wrot@he Treasure of the Sierra Ntaglfign depicts a rebellion of loggers

deep in the jungle of Chiapas working in semi-slave conditions. See B. Ttawdebellion of the
HangedNew York: Hill and Wang, 1972).

4 OThe History of the QuestionsO appeared in a communiquZ publishetbimaddecember

13, 1994. See EZLNDocumentos y comunicados 2:15 de agosto delé @ept@dnbre de 1995
(MZxico, D.F: Ediciones Era, 1995), 153-165.
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| will proceed to explain how we view the current political situation, democra-
¢y, and the transition from one to the other.

*The Current Political Situation:
The Party-State System, Principal Obstacle to a
Transition to Democracy in MexicoZ

In present-day Mexico we are faced with a structural deformation that cuts
across the spectrum of Mexican society, as much in what are called the social class-
es, as in its economic and political aspects, including its urban and rural geographic
sorganization.Z This «deformation,Z in reality a consequence of the savage capital-
ism at the end of the 20th Century, masks itself in what is called *NEOLIBERALISMZ
and bases all its development on the permanence and intensification of said defor-
mation. Any effort to sbalanceZ this deformation by Power itself is impossible and
never goes beyond cheap demagoguery (Procampo) or the most complete attempt
at fascist control at the national level: The National Solidarity Program (Pronosol).
We mean by this that the social simbalanceZin Mexico is not a product of excess or
a problem of budgetary adjustment. It is the very essence of the system of domina-
tion; it is what makes it possible. Without this imbalance, the entire system would
collapse.

We will not refer to economic and social «deformations,Z but only to the politi-
cal ones in a very hurried manner: the political system of Mexico has its historical
basis, its present crisis, and its mortal future, in that deformation called «the Party-
State System.Z This is not just about the marriage of the government and the Party-
State (The Institutional Revolutionary Party) but of an entire system of political,
economic and social relations that invade even the oppositional political organiza-
tions and what is called scivil society.Z

Ewen in the best of cases, any attempt at equilibrium by political forces within
this system does not go beyond a good intention that encourages the democratiz-
ing sectors within the PRI and some members of the opposition. The only way this
political system has survived until now is by maintaining a brutal imbalance. On
one side is all the force of the state apparatus: the repressive system, the mass
media, big capital, and the reactionary clergy under the banner of the PRI. On the
other is a fragmented opposition that is challenged primarily from within. In the
middle, or better yet, on the margins of these extremes, are the vast majorities, the
Mexican people. Both forces, the Party-State system and the organized opposition,
bet on that third actor which is the Mexican people, on their absence or presence,
on their apathy or mobilization. To immobilize it, all the systemes mechanisms are
put into motion; to mobilize it, the oppositiones political proposals (legal or illegal,
open or clandestine) are engaged.

Any attempt to equalize the imbalance within the system is impossible.
Equilibrium means the death of the Mexican political system consolidated for more
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than 60 years. Within the erules of the gameZ of the system it is not even possible
to concede to a new, more just model of social organization, or to a party system.
Just as the dream of free play between supply and demand cannot become reality
in an economic system increasingly dominated by monopolies, the free play of par-
ty politics cannot become reality in a system based on the monopoly of politics: the
Paty-State system.

Peamit me to leave this point as noted (that is, as a problem and not a solu-
tion). Permit me to postpone, for an improbable moon, further explanation. For a
more profound characterization of the Party-State system you can refer to more
brilliant and forceful analyses (said without sarcasm) by excellent analysts. We are
only pointing out one difference with respect to other positions that, in all likeli-
hood, will be presented in this book you are preparing; namely, that any attempt
to ereformZ or *balanceZ this deformation is impossible FROM WITHIN THE PARTY-
STTE SYSTEM. There is no schange without rupture.Z A profound and radical
change of all social relations is necessary in todayss Mexico. A REVOLUTION IS NEC-
ESSARY, a new revolution. This revolution is possible only from outside the Party-
State system.

sDemocracy, Liberty and Justice: Foundation for a New
Political System in MexicoZ

The triptych of Democracy-Liberty-Justice is the foundation of the EZLNes
demands, included within its primarily indigenous base. One is not possible with-
out the others. It is not about which comes first (an ideological trap whispers in our
ear, «Letss postpone democracy, justice firstZ). It is more about the emphases or the
hierarchy of expression, about the dominance of one of these elements in different
historical eras (somewhat precipitated in the year 1994 and in what we have seen
of 1995).

I will refer now to this thing about a REVOLUTION that we pointed outin a let-
ter to the media on January 20, 1994, when government forces tightened their grip
on our troops and our leadership was *huntedZ by commando units of the Federal
Army:

*We believe that revolutionary change in Mexico will not be the product of only
one type of action. That is, it will not be, in a strict sense, an armed revolution or a
peaceful revolution. It will be, primarily, a revolution resulting from struggle on var-
ious social fronts, with many methods, under different social forms, with varying
degrees of commitment and participation. And its result will not be that of a tri-
umphant party, organization or alliance of organizations with its specific social pro-
posal, but rather a chance for a democratic space for resolving the confrontation
among diverse political proposals. This democratic space for resolution will have
three fundamental premises that are now historically inseparable: democracy, in
order to decide upon the dominant social proposal; the freedom to subscribe to one
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or another proposal; and justice, to which all proposals should conform Z(January
20,1994)

Three points in a single paragraph, three points as dense as bittepozol® El
Supes style: conceptual obscurity, and ideas that are difficult to understand and
harder to digest. But, | will allow myself to develop what he barely outlined. It
addresses then, three points that contain an entire conception of revolution (in
lowercase letters, in order to avoid polemics with the multiple vanguards and
guardians of sTHE REVOLUTIONZ):

The first point refers to the nature of revolutionary change, of this revolution-
ary change. It is about a nature that incorporates different methods, diverse fronts,
various forms and distinct levels of commitment and participation. This means that
all methods have their place, that all fronts of struggle are necessary, and that all
levels of participation are important. It is about, then, an inclusive conception that
is anti-vanguard and collective. The problem with revolution (note the lowercase
letters) is no longer a problem of THE organization, THE method, THAudillo” (note
the uppercase letters), it becomes rather a problem that concerns all those who see
revolution as necessary and possible, and in its realization, everyone is important.

The second point refers to the objective and the result of that revolution. It is
not about seizing Power or the introduction (by peaceful or violent means) of a new
social system, but about something that precedes both. It is about successfully con-
structing the antechamber of the new world, a space where, with equal rights and
responsibilities, the different political forces «fight forZ the support of the majority
of society. Does this confirm the hypothesis that the Zapatistas are sarmed
reformists?Z We do not think so. We are only pointing out that an imposed revolu-
tion, without the endorsement of the majority, ends up turning against itself. |
know that this is a theme worthy of pages, but since this is only a letter, | am only
making points to be developed on other occasions or to provoke debate and discus-
sion (which seems to be the Zapatistase+specialty of the house.Z)

The third point is about the characteristics, not of the revolution, but of its

5 The Clandestine Revolutionary Indigenous Committee-General Command of the Zapatista
National Liberation Army (CCRI-CG) of the EZLN issued four communiquZs on January 20,
1994 that were published i Jornagdanuary 25, 1994. The communiquZ addressed to

Mexican and international civil society outlines the Zapatista demands and forms of struggle. See
EZLN, Documentos y comunicados 1 de enero/8 de agodttZsied, 928 : Ediciones Era,

1994), 95-106.

6 Pozois a fermented corn drink that Mayan peoples have developed and used over generations
for its nutritional and medicinal benefits, particularly with intestinal ailments. It is also one of the
new Chiapan resources targeted for exploitation. In 1999, the Dutch corporation Quest
International and the University of Minnesota jointly obtained US patent #5919695Nnot for

the pozoltself, but rather an active component that the drink contains, thereby violating indige-
nous rights to the knowledge used to devglopalSee OBiopiracy: A New Threat to

Indigenous Rights and CultureO (San Francisco: Global Exchange, 2000).

7 Caudilldranslates as OchiefO or OleaderO and often refers to a military leader who exercises
political power.
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results. The resulting space, the new political relationships, should fulfill three con-
ditions: democracy, liberty and justice.

In summary, we are not proposing an orthodox revolution, but something
much more difficult; a revolution that makes revolution possible . ..

A Broad Opposition Front?

The fragmentation of the forces opposing it allows the Party-State system to
not only resist attacks, but also to co-opt and weaken the opposition. The principal
concern of the Party-State system is not the radicalism of the forces that oppose it,
but their eventual unity. The division of political forces against the regime allows
the Party-State System to negotiate or fightZ to conquer the political sislandsZ that
form in opposition. They apply a law of war, the *economy of forcesZ: a diffuse ene-
my of small nuclei that is beaten by concentrating forces against each nucleus, iso-
lating it from the others. These opposing nuclei do not consider themselves as
confronting ONE enemy but MANY enemies, that is, they emphasize what makes
them different (their political proposals) and not what makes them similar (the
enemy that they confront: the Party-State system). Of course, we are referring here
to the real opposition, not to the puppets. This dispersion of opposing forces allows
the system to concentrate its forces to besiege and conquer (or annul) each
sisland.Z

The unity of these «islandsZ would be a serious problem for the Party-State
system, but it alone (unity) would not be enough to see the regime defeated. Still
missing would be the presence and action of the sthird element,Z the Mexican
people. Yes, that is in lowercase, avoiding its definition and sanctification. Does
this third element have a definitive characteristic as a social class? Yes, but not the
one that jumps out at first. What prevails is its skepticism and mistrust of politics,
that is, of political organizations. In saying sMexican people,Z we point out a prob-
lem and not a solution. A problem, yes, and a reality that presents itself with an
obstinacy that overcomes all theoretical schema on one side, and corporate con-
trols on the other.

The unity of these sislandsZ faces many obstacles. One of them, not the only
one but an important one, is the difference in the character of that unity. A unity of
exploited classes, or of organizations of exploited classes, versus a multi-class unity.
This is where the subdivisions emerge.

Is a parallel construction of both fronts possible or does one counter the other?
We believe it is possible, that they do not counter one another. But in any case, it is
best to ask the third mirror, the one to be «liberatedZ or sredeemed.Z Ask, respond.
Speak, listen. A dialogue, then. A national dialogue . ..

(End of the article, commitment fulfilled).
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That is all, sir. lsm sure my literary style deserves to be printed under the slogan
«Through my people, rock music shall speak,Z and not like that of my shield-bearer
who, although he is loyal and honest, tends to view life as if it were a game of glass
and mirrors .. 8

Vale. Saludand courage! The looking glass is just over there. All we have to do is
findit...

From who-knows-what kilometer on who-knows-what highway, but, we are,
indeed, in Mexico.

Don Durito de la Lacandona

* k% %

8 This is a play on the UNAM motto introduced by JosZ Vasconcelos in PaRin{raza
hablart el esp@ifhrough my people the spirit shall speak).

94



S e LI i ey K e

Durito V: Durito in Mexico City

e e | i
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In this second section of tiB®ok of MirrqiBurito wanders Mexico City after

the OExodus for DignityO protest march and writes to Marcos about his disillu-
sionment with the loneliness and fear of the city. He then narrates his encountel
with a ballerina in a storefront window, and of the liberating effects of music.
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The Day to Come:
The Looking Glass to See from the Other Side

Scratched on the other side, a mirror stops being a mirror and becomes a piece of
glass. Mirrors are for seeing on this side, and glass is for seeing whates on the other side.

Mirrors are for scratching.

Glass is for shattering .. .and crossing to the other side ...

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that, image of the real and imaginary, seeks, among so many mirrors, a
piece of glass to shatter.

Dawn. Mexico City. Durito wanders through the streets bordering the
Z—calo. With a tiny trench coat and a hat cocked like Humphrey Bogart in
Casablandaurito tries to pass unnoticed. Neither his outfit nor his slow crawl is
necessary, as Durito sticks to the shadows that escape from the bright store win-
dows. Shadow of the shadows, silent walk, cocked hat, dragging trench coat.
Durito walks through the Federal District dawn. No one notices him. They
don®t see him, and not because he is well disguised or because that little, tiny
Quixote dressed as a 500s detective is barely distinguishable from the mounds of
garbage. Durito walks alongside papers dragged by someoneOs feet or by a gust of
one of those unpredictable winds of the Mexico City dawn. No one sees Durito
for the simple reason that, in this city, no one sees anyone.

OThis city is sickO Durito writes to me. Olt is sick of loneliness and fear. It is
a great collection of lonelinesses. It is many cities, one for each inhabitant. 1tOs
not about a sum of anguish (do you know of any loneliness that isnOt full of
anguish?), but about a potentiality. The number of lonely people that surrounds
it multiplies each experience of loneliness. It is as if the loneliness of each one
were to enter one of those OHouse of MirrorsO that you find at the local carni-
vals. Each loneliness is a mirror that reflects other loneliness, that like a mirror,
repels loneliness O

Durito has begun to realize that he is in foreign territory, that the city is not
his place. In his heart and in this dawn, Durito packs his bags. He takes this route
as if it were an inventory, a last caress, like the one a lover gives when he knows it
is farewell. At times, the number of people passing by diminishes while the ulu-
lation of the patrol car sirens increases, startling outsiders. And Durito is one of
those outsiders, so he ducks into a corner each time the flashing red and blue
lights pass through the street. Durito takes advantage of the complicity of a door-
way in order to light his pipe with guerrilla technique: barely a spark, a deep
breath, and the smoke enveloping gaze and face. Durito stops. He looks and
watches. In front of him, a store window is still lit. Durito looks at the large glass
and what is offered behind it: mirrors of all shapes and sizes, porcelain and glass
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figurines, cut crystal, tiny music boxes. OThere are no little talking boxes,O Duritc
says to himself without forgetting the long years spent in the jungle of the
Mexican Southeast.

Durito has come to say goodbye to Mexico City and he has decided to give
a gift to this city that everyone detests and no one abandons. A gift. This is
Durito, a beetle of the Lacandona in the middle of Mexico City.

Durito says goodbye with a gift.

He makes an elegant magicianOs gesture. Everything stops, the lights go
just like candles do when a gentle wind licks their face. Another gesture, and &
streetlight becomes a spotlight illuminating one of the music boxes in the store
window. A ballerina with a fine lilac costume keeps a perpetual position with her
hands intertwined above her, her legs together as she balances on point. Durit
tries to imitate the position, but it doesnOt take long for him to become entangled
with all the arms he has. Another magical gesture and a piano the size of a pac
of cigarettes appears. Durito sits in front of the piano and puts on it a mug of beel
that he got who knows where, but it must have been a while ago because itC
already half-empty. Durito cracks his knuckles and does some of those digita
gymnastics like barroom piano players do in the movies. Durito turns toward the
ballerina and nods his head. The ballerina comes to life and bows. Durito hums
an unknown tune, begins to tap a beat with his little legs, closes his eyes and stal
to sway. The first notes begin. Durito plays the piano with four hands. From the
other side of the glass, the ballerina begins a turn and slowly raises her right le
Durito leans over the keyboard and attacks with fury. The ballerina executes the
best steps that the prison of the little music box will permit her. The city vanish-
es. There is nothing, only Durito at his piano and the ballerina on her little music
box. Durito plays and the ballerina dances. The city is surprised, its cheeks red
den like when one receives an unexpected gift, a pleasant surprise, some goc
news. Durito gives the best of his gifts: an unbreakable and eternal mirror, &
good-bye that doesnOt hurt, that heals, that cleanses. The performance lasts on
few moments, the last notes fade off just as the cities that populate this city tak
shape. The ballerina returns to her uncomfortable immobility, Durito turns up
the collar of the trench coat and takes a gentle bow towards the store window.

OWill you always be on the other side of the glass?O Durito asks her an
wonders. OWill you always be on the other side of my here and will | always be
on the other side of your there?

Csalugand until forever, my beloved troublemaker. Happiness is like a gift, it
lasts as long as a flash and itOs worth itO

Durito crosses the street, arranges his hat and continues to walk. Before turn
ing the corner, he turns towards the store window. A star-shaped hole adorns the
glass. Alarms are ringing uselessly. Behind the window the ballerina on the little
music box is no longer there ...

OThis city is sick.When its illness becomes a crisis, it will be cured. This col-
lective loneliness, multiplied by millions and realized, will end by finding itself
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and finding the reason for its impotence. Then, and only then, this city will lose
the gray that it wears and will adorn itself with the brightly colored ribbons that
are abundant in the countryside.

OThis city lives a cruel game of mirrors, but the game of mirrors is useless
and sterile if there is not a clear glass as a goal. It is enough to understand it, and
as I-donOt-know-who said, struggle and begin to be happy ...

OIOm coming back, prepare the tobacco and your insomnia. ThereOs a lot to
tell you, SanchoO Durito ends the letter.

ItOs morning. A few piano notes accompany the coming day and Durito who
is on the road. To the west, the sun is like a rock shattering the clear glass of the
morning ...

Valeonce agairSaludand leave surrender for empty mirrors.

El Sup getting up from the piano and looking, confused by so many mirrors,
for the exit. . . or the entrance?

* k%
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Duritoes Return

T s e o YRR TR e

Returning from Mexico City, Durito tries to tell a story about how the magician
Merlin appeared to him, but Marcos protests that he already knows the story
from Don QuijoteDurito and Marcos, along with Camilo and MarcosO OOther
Self O form a study group on politics and culture beginning with a session on
criticism and self-criticism. This communiquZ follows the EZLNOs catidor a
sultaa national and international plebiscite on Zapatista politics and coincides
with the meeting of the National CitizensO Consultation (June 30- July 1), in
which over 800 non-governmental organizations proposed a national dialogue
regarding economic, political and social reforms of the state.

First published iha Jornagddine 30, 1995. Originally translated by Cecilia Rodr'guez.
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To the national weeklfProceso

To the national newspapEt Financiero

To the national newspapka Jornada

To the local daily of San Crist—bal de Las Casapo

Jine 30, 1995

Sirs:

Here are a communiquZ and letters to their respective addressees. June left us
after pretending it was turning May when it was turning July. In fact, according
to the OefficientO PGR, this June would be my birthday, and according to the
complicated computers of the PGR, | would turn 38 years" bldolemnly
declare that | have not received (yet) a single gold coin of the 38 to which | am
entitled. Camilo laughs and says OWhat-38-youOre-more-like-83.0 Well then, it
should be 83 gold coins or their equivalent in BDI.

Vale. Saludind | say what is needed to solve that puzzle is ... shame.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that tells of DuritoOs return and of other unhappy (for me) events.

ONo, no and noQO | answer Durito who has started a story with an account of
how Merlin appeared to him with a skull®s face and a bony body, to reveal the
secret of the enchantment of Dulcinea de la Lacaridona.

OWhy do you say OnoQ if you still donOt know what 1Om going to ask you?0
says Durito.

OBecause | already know that story from Part 2 eh¢femious Hidalgo Don
Quijote de La Manciwhere Merlin tells Sancho Panza that he should give him-
self 3,600 lashes on his buttoeks O

And then | remember not SanchoOs donkey nor the winged OClavile—o [little
peg] the FleetO (which is a suitable name because itOs made of wood, it has a peg in
its forehead, and it goes fast, so as far as names go it can certainly compare with
your famous ORocinante,O upon which the noble knight defeated the giant and
bewitching Malambruno), but rather the mounts he must have suffered with on
previous path&l Salvajavho was as his name indicates inclined to take off into

1 In February 1995, the PGR claimed to have identified Marcos as Rafael Sebastitn Vicente
GuillZn, as a pretext for their military offensive.

2 UDI or unidad de inversis-am accounting unit fixed daily in Mexico and designed to index
loans against inflatiorJ@i) eflect the changes in the price level against loan principal.

3 Dulcinea del Toboso was the noble nhame bestowed by Don Quijote on the peasant girl
Aldonza Lorenzo converting her into a princess and lady for whom he could perform heroic
deeds.

4 Actually, Merlin calls for 3,300 lashes. See CervBateQuijot€Chapter 33, p. 549)
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dense woods when he wanted to be free of his rider, or who would throw himself
on the ground and escape saddle and burden whenever both annoyed him.

El Pumafamished horse, as skinny as a hat-rack who barely served to keej
others company and who, so they tell, died of melancholy in a p&$tGteoco
who, if seniority were worth military rank, would be a commander. Old and
noble horse that with a blind right eye managed with his left to clear steep banks
and quagmires, which were so abundant on the roads baclkEihéajerpa
high-stepping and spirited burEl.Tractgm brilliant black stallion with an ele-
gant and obliging step, a gentleman on the hills of sloping smooth stones ant
slippery and broken promises.

PS.that tells how criticism and self-criticism. . . take shape?

A lazy cloud reclines among the trees and the moon pierces it with thou-
sands of white pins. A fire beetle that forgot that itOs already June, serpentin
dubiously between the campfire and the red-gray of the cigarettes. An ordinary
dawn, an ordinary mountain, some ordinary men.andbeetle?

OYou have a beetle on your shoulderO Camilo tells me. IOm not surprised ar
respond,

OAnNd you have a tick on your neck, and My Other Self, a spider on the ear,
and | donCt say anything. Besides, itOs not a beetle; itOs a little parrot that spea
French .. O Durito looks at me, surprised, but he is not intimidated and conse-
guently begins to recite:

Ma pauvre muse, helas! Queas-tu donc ce matin!
Tes yeux creux son peuplés de visions nocturnes,
Etje vois tour a tour réfléchies sur ton teint

La folie et Ishorreur, froides et taciturnes®

And then he adds, forcibly:
We are not ten, hor are we a hundred,

we are about three,
count us well!

5 See Cervantd3pn Quijotgn.568. Don Quijote called his horse Rocinante because the name
Ostruck him as a truly lofty name, resonant, and also meaningful, because an old horse [rocin] we
exactly what it had been, before [ante], while now it had risen to be first and foremost among all
the old horses in the worldO (p. 15). Malambruno, a giant and evil magician, appears in Volume II,
chapters 39-41.

6 From the poem Iy Muse Mala@€The Sick Muse) in Charles Baudeldirs Fleurs du Mal

(The Flowers of Evil) (1855) (Paris: Editions Gamier Freres, 1959), 16-17. This first stanza of a
poem that juxtaposes the insanity and horror of modernity to healthier and lustier antiquity
reads, OMy poor muse, alas! whatOs wrong with you this morning?/Your empty eyes are full of
nocturnal visions/And | see reflected in your countenance, one after another,/madness and hor-
ror, cold and taciturn.O
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The OcellO of three is meeting and Durito has decided to contribute his non-
sense about life imitating art and so he joins in the session.

OWerenGt there four three musketeers?O Durito asks me when | object to his
attending the meeting of the cell. | agreed and Durito takes the affirmation as
approval and here we are ... The three of us who are four.

The first point on the agenda is to name our cell of political study and cul-
tural activities. In honor of Ettore Scola we call ourselves the Odirty, ugly and
bad ®But there were protests. Camilo said that we might be dirty and ugly, but
that part about being bad was a simplistic and Manichaean vision. Camilo pro-
posed changing ObadO for OrudeO and it came out the Odirty, ugly, bad, and rude.O
Criticism and self-criticism usually provoke a profound silence that reveals com-
plicity.

But today there are a lot of mosquitoes, a sign of rain, and no one wants to
leave the fire or the smoke, so My Other Self begins a session that promises to be
like a dialogue between the ee-zee-el-en and the supreme government: Ol criti-
cize myself for gathering firewood when it was El SupOs turn and in this way |
have encouraged his laziness and his playing the fool with his stories about bee-
tles and knight-errantryO | remain calm and respond with a conciliatory: Ol crit-
icize myself for always picking up after My Other Self and thus promoting his
carelessness, laziness, and screwing-up.O Camilo doesnCt criticize or self-criticize;
he only enjoys hearing how My Other Self and yours truly exchange criticisms
disguised as self-criticisms. We would have spent all night like that if it had not
begun to rain. The wood gets wet, the fire goes out ...

The appointment of a secretary of the cell remained pending because
Durito, that is, the parrot, argued that the electoral registry had to be purged.

PS.that declares, | acknowledge receipt of a notebook (that they say was sent
back in April) with a reproduction on the cover of Pablo PicassoOs oil painting
entitledConsultan the cover.

On the first page it reads, OFor sonnets and other things. Take good care of
yourself O | christened the notebook with the following: OIf | knew how to write
sonnets | would not have taken up arms, and if | took good care of myself |
would not be here. Signed, El SupOAnd | went on to use the notebook for Ooth-
er things.O

Valeonce agairSalugand if our eyes shine, what does it matter if night suf-
focates us?

7 The film Brutti sporchi e cati@76) also known &dgly, Dirty and Baak Down and Dirty
written and directed by Ettore Scola, portrays a family struggling in a Roman shantytown while
each dreams of ways to eliminate the others.
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El Sup blowing out the little candles on the cake, just to show he still can . ..
(Durito says that blowing out candles with sneezes doesnOt count. | told him the
making mud pies just to thicken the pee-gee-arOs soup doesnOt count).

* k%
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Durito VI: Neoliberalism, Chaotic
Theory of Economic Chaos

In this communiquZ Durito continues his reflections on neoliberalism. Taking
on the role of Sherlock HolmesO hitherto unknown mentor, DuritoBE®Ip

that he has discovered that the government cabinet is secretly directed by Oan
invisible element® whom he identifies as character X or Ostupid improvisation.O
This improvisation or Oneoliberalism made political doctrineO is faithfully car-
ried out by Ojunior politicians,O who have been trained abroad and who have
successfully created a Ovirtual realityO hiding poverty and repression in Mexico.
This communiquZ follows the fourth round of negotiations between the gov-
ernment and the Zapatista delegates that ended on July 6, 1995.

To the national weekl{Proceso

To the national newspapEl Financiero

To the national newspapka Jornada

To the local newspaper of San Crist—bal de las Casas, Ubiapas,

First published iha Jornagdauly 20, 1995. Originally translated by Peter Haney.
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July 17,1995
Ladies and gentlemen:

This is Durito writing you becaud#l SupisnGt here right now. He climbed
up the highest hill and is there, watching the horizon. He hopes the presents tha
are going to arrive for his birthday will be so numerous theyOll need Othe
Grandmother of all CaravansO to reach the mountains of the Mexican Southeas
He says weOll be able to best appreciate the long line of trucks from afar. Po
guy! He doesnCt realize that everyone already knows his birthday is the 30th «
February.

Well, here go the communiquZs and a postscript that | found traman
here.

Finally we can breathe easily! The government has now declared that with-
in two years, we will all be veeery happy. Now the only thing left to figure out is
who can endure the 730 days that separate us from Paradise.

Valethen.Salugdand | hope theyvdonf)t put Mej'a Bar—n on the government
team for the dialogue in San AndrZs.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast,
Don Durito de la Lacandona

PS. that salutes the wheat that, like a flag, flutters in the wind of an ordinary
dawn.

To the west, the moon drops down between the open legs of two hills and
rests its cheeks at the vertex, where the river stirs up its sex, dripping a serpentir
murmur. Some clouds, excited, rub their wetness against the trees. To the eas
there are lightening bolts and tremors, the crickets sound their alarms, and now
only a few scattered stars will be surprised by the storm that is announced to th
south. The vigilant airplane purrs its threat and becomes distant.

Another dawn of waiting and tobacco. Everything is calm. An excellent
occasion for the uninvited (as usual) appearance ofE

Durito VI! (Neoliberalism: The Catastrophic Political
Management of Catastrophe)

A firefly glows on Duritoss shoulder. A stack of newspaper clippings serves as a
bed-chair-desk-office for my master, the illustrious Don Durito of the Lacandon
Jungle, greatest representative of the noblest profession that any human being has

1 Following two defeats to the United States, in both the U.S. Cup and the World Cup, the
Mexican Soccer Federation (FMF) fired Mejia Bar—n, MexicoOs head soccer coach, in July of
1995.
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ever practiced: knight-errantry. Through the pipe smoke, | observe and guard the
last and greatest righter of wrongs, the renowned knight for whose safety | lose
sleep, and for whom | keep myself alert and ready in case... y-a-a-a-a-awn.

«Yawning again, knave!Z Duritoss voice interrupts a blink that, he says, lasted for
hours.

«| wasnst asleep!Z | defend myself, «| was thinking...Z | look at my watch and |
notice that...

+Ites three o-clock in the morning! Durito, canst we go to sleep?Z

*Sleep! You think only of sleep! How can you aspire to achieve the highest level
of knight-errantry if you spend the most opportune hours sleeping?Z

*Right now, | only aspire to sleep,Z | say as | yawn and make myself comfortable
again on the backpack that serves as my pillow.

*Do so, then. Until Apollo shreds nightes skirt with his golden knives, | will
devote myself to thoughts of the highest and most dignified lady that any knight
has ever chosen for his flag and desire, the one and only, the best, the one without
equal, the... are you listening to me!?Z | hear Durito shout.

«Hmmm,Z | respond, knowing that | dont need to open my eyes to notice that
Durito must be standing on the stack of newspaper clippings, with Excalibur in his
right hand and his left on his heart, and the other right on his waist, and the other
adjusting his armor and the other... | donet remember how many arms Durito has
anymore, but theysre more than enough for the gestures he needs to make.

«And what keeps you up, my lazy squire?Z Durito asks with obvious intentions
of keeping me awake.

*Me? Nothing, if not for your midnight speeches and studies... Seriously, what
is it you were studying?Z

«The government cabinet,Z Durito responds, returning to his papers.

*The government cabinet?Z | ask with surprise, doing what | didnet want to do,
that is, open my eyes.

*Of course! | have discovered why the members of the cabinet contradict each
other, each one pulls in his own direction and, apparently, forgets that the boss is...

«Zedillo,Z | say, losing interest in the talk.

*Wrong! It isnet Zedillo,Z says Durito with satisfaction.

*No?Z | ask at the same time that | look for the little radio in my backpack so |
can listen to the news. *Did he resign? Did they get rid of him?Z

*Negative,Z says Durito, enjoying my sudden activity. There it is, just where we
left it yesterday.Z

+S0?Z | ask, now completely awake.

*The head of the government cabinet is a character who, for the sake of con-
venience and discretion, | will now call, *Character X.«Z

«Character X?Z | ask, remembering Duritoss enjoyment of detective novels. And
how did you discover him?Z

«Elementary, my dear Watson.Z

*Watson?Z | manage to stammer upon seeing that Durito has turned around the
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cololté shell that he uses as a helmet, and | see that it now looks like a rapperss cap
(although he insists that ites a detectivess hat). With a tiny magnifying glass, Durito
examines his papers. If | didnst know him so well, I«d say he isnet Durito, but rather...

«Sherlock Holmes was an Englishman who learned from me how to gather
apparently inconsequential details, unite them into a hypothesis, and look for new
details that would confirm or refute it. Itss a simple exercise of deduction like those
that | practiced with my pupil Sherlock Holmes when we would go out carousing
through the slums of London. He would have learned more from me, but he went
off with some Conan Doyle who promised to make him famous. | never found out
what became of him.Z2

*He became famous,Z | say with sarcasm.

«| donet suppose he became a knight-errant?Z asks Durito with some interest.

*Negative, my dear Sherlock, he turned into a fictional character and became
famous.Z

*You are mistaken, my dear and big-nosed Watson, fame can only be reached
through knight-errantry.Z

<All right, letss leave this and get back to the subject of the government cabinet
and the mysterious *Character X.«What about that?Z

Durito begins to review his newspaper and magazine clippings.

sHmmmf Hmmmf Hmmm!Z exclaims Durito.

*What? Did you find something?Z | ask on account of the last admiring shmmm.Z

*Yes, a photo of Jane Fonda iBarbarella Z says Durito with a look of ecstasf?.

«Jane Fonda?Z | ask-get up-fidget-quiver.

*Yes, andau naturel,Z he says with a prolonged sigh.

A photo of Jane Fondaau naturelZis enough to wake up anyone with a little
self-respect, and leve always respected myself, so | get up and ask Durito for the clip-
ping, who refuses to give it to me until | swear that | will listen to him attentively. |
swore and swore again. What else could | do?

*Fine. Now give me your attention!Z says Durito with the same emphasis with
which he chews on his pipe. He puts one of his many pairs of hands behind his back
and begins to pace up and down in a straight line as he speaks:

eLetes say that we have an ordinary country whose name is accented on the ante-
penultimate syllable and that is located, by chance, beneath the empire of stripes and
turbulent stars. And when | say, sbeneath,Z | mean just that, sbeneath.Z Letss say that
this country is struck by a terrible plague. Ebola? AIDS? Cholera? No! Something more
lethal and more destructive... neoliberalism! Fine, lsve already told you before about
this sickness, so | wonst stop to repeat myself. Letss suppose now that a young genera-

2 Arthur Conan Doyle (1859D1930) earned a medical degree from the University of Edinburgh
in 1885, but, like his character Dr.Watson, was not fully taken with the medical profession and
took to writing novels, including the famous series highlighting the brilliant detective work of
Sherlock Holmes.

3 Jane Fonda, model, actress, and political activist, starred in the science fictiBarblasdia:

Queen of the Galg#p68; Roger Vadim, director).
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tion of ¢junior politicianse has studied abroad the way to ssavee this country in the only
way that it conceives of its salvation, that is to say, without knowing its history and
hitching it to the caboose of the fast train of brutality and human imbecility: capital-
ism. Letes suppose that we manage to get access to the notebooks of these students
without a country. What do we find? Nothing! Absolutely nothing! Does this mean
theyere bad students? By no means! Theyere good and quick students. But it happens
that theysve learned one and only one lesson in each subject that they studied. The
lesson is always the same: “Act like you know what youere doing.e*This is the funda-
mental axiom of power politics under neoliberalism, their teacher has told them.
They asked, “And what is neoliberalism, dear teacher?e The teacher doesnst respond,
but I can deduce from his perplexed expression, his red eyes, the drool that drips from
the corners of his mouth, and the evident wear on the sole of his right shoe, that the
teacher doesnet dare tell the truth to his students. And the truth is that, as | discov-
ered, neoliberalism is the chaotic theory of economic chaos, the stupid exaltation of
social stupidity, and the catastrophic political management of catastrophe.Z

| take advantage of Durito stopping to re-light his pipe to ask,

*And how did you deduce all of that from the teacheres face, drool, eyes, and
shoe-sole?Z

But Durito doesnet hear me, his eyes are shining, and | donst know if ites from
the lighter or from what he says next:

*Fine. Letss move on. The aforementioned students return to their country, or to
what remains of it. They arrive with a messianic message that nobody understands.
While the respectable decipher it, they make off with their booty, which is to say,
power. Once they have that, they start to apply the only lesson they ever learned:
«act like you know what yousre doing,Z and they use the mass media to acquire that
image. They obtain consummate levels of pretense, to the point of constructing a
virtual reality in which everything works to perfection. But the «otherZ reality, the
real reality, followed its course, and something had to be done. Then, they started to
do whatever occurred to them: this way one day, that way the next. And then...Z
Durito stops, examines his pipe and looks at me in silence...

+And then what?Z | urge him on.

*And then... the tobacco ran out. Do you have more?Z he answers me. | donst
want to stop to warn him that the strategic reserve is about to run out, and | throw
him the little bag | have at hand. Durito refills his pipe, lights it, and continues.

*Then it happens that they lose their understanding of the real reality and they
start to believe that the virtual reality that they created with lies and pretense is
the erealZ reality. But this schizophrenia isnet the only problem. It turns out that
each student started to create his own virtual srealityZ and to live according to it.
Thates why each one dictates measures that contradict those of the others.

«That explanation is pretty... hmmm... lets say... bold.Z

Durito doesnet stop and continues with his explanation.

*But therees something that gives coherency to all that governmental incoher-
ence. l*ve been analyzing several clues. | read all of the cabinetss declarations, | clas-
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sified all of its actions and omissions, | contrasted their political histories, | request-
ed and obtained even their least important acts, and | arrived at a very important
conclusion.Z

Durito stops, takes in air to give himself importance and lengthens the pause
so | will askf

*And what is that conclusion?Z

*Elementary, my dear Watson! Theress an invisible element in the cabinet, a
character that, without making itself known, gives coherence to and makes sys-
temic all the braying of the government team. A boss to whose command everyone
submits. Zedillo included. That is to say,*Xe exists, the real governor of the country in
question...Z

*But who is the mysterious *Character X?+Z | ask, unable to hide the shiver that
runs up my spine as | imagine that it might be...

+Salinas?Z

*Something worse...Z says Durito, arranging his papers.

«Worse than Salinas? Who is he?Z

*Negative. Itss not a *hes; itss a *she,sZ says Durito, puffing on his pipe.

A shee?Z

«Correct. Her first name is Stupid and her last name is Improvisatiorf And take
note that | say, *Stupid Improvisation. Because you should know, my dear Watson,
that there are intelligent improvisations, but this isnst the case here. *Ms. X« is the
stupid improvisation of neoliberalism in politics, neoliberalism made political doc-
trine; that is to say, stupid improvisation administering the destinies of this coun-
try... and of others... Argentina and Peru, for example.

*So youere insinuating that Menem and Fujimori are the same as..?7

el'm not insinuating anything. lsm affirming it. Just ask the Argentine and
Peruvian workers. | was analyzing Yeltsin when my tobacco ran out®

*Yeltsin? But wasnet it the Mexican government cabinet you were analyzing?Z

*No, not only the Mexican one. Neoliberalism, as you should know, my dear
Watson, is a plague that afflicts all of humanity. Like AIDS. Of course, the Mexican
political system has an enchanting stupidity that is difficult to resist. But neverthe-
less, all of these governments that are ravaging the world have something in com-
mon: all of their success is based on a lie, and therefore, its base is only as solid as
the bench youere sitting on.Z

| get up instinctively, examine the bench of logs and reeds weeve constructed
and make sure ites solid and firm. Now more relieved, | tell Durito,

*But letes suppose, my dear Sherlock, that the bad guys are able to maintain their
lie for an indefinite period of time, that that false base remains solid and they keep

4 The noun is feminine in the original.

5 In 1995, Carlos Menem, a member of ArgentinaOs Peronist Party, was president of Argentina.
Alberto Fujimori had been president of Peru since July 28, 1990.

6 Boris Yeltsin, as president of the Russian Federation since 1991, led the implementation of
IMF-designed neoliberal policies.
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harvesting successes.Z Durito doesnet let me continue. He interrupts me with an...

siImpossible! The foundation of neoliberalism is a contradiction: in order to
maintain itself it must devour itself and, therefore, destroy itself. Thates why there
are political assassinations, underhanded blows, contradictions between the acts
and the statements of public functionaries at every level, battles between einterest
groups,*and everything else that keeps stockbrokers up at night...Z

eIt used to keep them up at night. | think now theyere getting used to it,
because the stock market is on the rise,Z | say with some skepticism.

*Itss a bubble. It will burst before too long. Mark my words,Z says Durito as he
smiles with a know-it-all air and continues:

*What keeps the system going is what will bring it down. Ites elementary. All you
have to do is read G. K. Chestertonss *The Three Horsemen of the Apocalypsesto under-
stand it. Itss a detective story but, as is well known, life ends up imitating art’

*Sounds to me like your theory is pure fant-...Z | hadnet finished speaking; as |
sat down on the log bench, it collapsed with the muffled sound of my bones hitting
the ground and the not so muffled curse | uttered. Durito laughs as if hess about to
choke. When he calms down a bit, he says,

*You were going to say that my theory is pure fantasy? Fine, as you can appreci-
ate from your current lowly position, life proves me right. History and the people
will also give their two cents worth.Z

Durito considers his talk over and lies back against the newspaper clippings. |
donet even try to get up. | pull my backpack over and get comfortable again. We stay
silent, watching how to the east, as honey and wheat pour through between the
legs of the mountain. We sigh. What else could we do?

Vale Saludand may neither history nor the people take too long.
El Sup with a tender pain in his side.

7 This story by Chesterton refers to a paradox related by a government official named Mr. Pond.

In this riddle about obedience and contempt, Pond recounts the fate of Prussian Marshal Von
Grock, who sends an aide to prevent the release and bring about the execution of a celebrated
Polish poet, Paul Petrowski. Upon learning of the poetOs imminent death, a Prussian prince and
admirer of Petrowski orders the swiftest rider of the White Hussars to overtake GrockOs aide and
stop him. Grock, learning of this intervention and determined to eliminate the Polish nationalist,
sends a second rider to prevent the PrinceOs orders from reaching the executioner. GrockOs first
rider, discovering the Hussar upon him, turns, fires, and kills the Prince®s messenger. GrockOs sec-
ond rider, unaware of these events and mistaking GrockOs first rider for the PrinceOs Hussar, shoots
and kills him, thus bringing about the downfall of GrockOs own plans. Through the obedience of
both aides the Pole survived and was released. G. K. Chesterton, OThe Three Horsemen of the
ApocalypseQ ifhe Paradoxes of Mr. Rdelv York: Dodd, Mean, and Company, 1937), 3-27.
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Durito, Chibo the Killer
Tarantula, and the Plebiscite

In this transcript of a ODurito ProductionsO video entited OThe National
Plebiscite for Peace, Democracy and National Dialogue,O Durito stars with El
Sup and Chibo, a killer tarantula who represents the Mexican party-state systen
Together, they introduce the Plebiscite, or Consulta to national and internation-
al audiences, outlining its purposes, the questions it poses, and the people ar
organizations involved with its execution. The production was aired on
Ozapatista Television O that is, via videotape screenings in public spaces throug
out Mexico and abroad.
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August 8, 1995

Well now, weOre going to introduce the stars of this exciting episode of the
National Plebiscite for Peace and Democracy. As leading man we have Durito. In
the role of El Sup we have El Sup himself. And in the role of Chibo, the killer
tarantula, who for the moment will represent the party-state system (note its
beautiful figure and spontaneous congeniality). Be careful, Ocamera,0 because if
Chibo decides to strike, then thereOll be no video, or anything else. Over and out.

Well, weOre going to begin this explanatory program with a series of ques-
tions and themes that Durito has suggested to help with the realization of the
plebiscite. He proposes (for those who donOt normally listen to or understand
beetle language), he proposes that, well, an important point to reference is the
relationship that exists between the EZLN and civil society, and the entire
national situation. In order to explain the National Plebiscite, we issued the
Second Declaration of La Lacandona when we realized, or reflected on the role
civil society has had in stopping the war and that it has also had in a process of
demaocratization, a process that has not yet begun to concretize, a process that has
not yet ceased. In one of the points of the Second Declaration of La Lacandona,
we said that it would be necessary to openNthat we would openNa national
dialogue with civil society, and so as a first step we proposed a National Plebiscite
in Aguascalientes, Chiapas. Today, August 8, 1995, marks one year since the time
when there was that rain that washed clean many things in Aguascalientes,
Chiapas near the community of Guadalupe Tepeyac, which is today occupied by
the federal army.

So as part of this national dialogue, we also thought it important to describe
this National Plebiscite that we are convening, where we ask a series of questions
that try to make more explicit the significance of each of them. But a series that
tries, above all, to find outNor to listen toNwhat civil society thinks about our
banners, our struggle, and above all, about the steps that we must follow or that
we must take now. Since we cannot listen to or personally meet with each and
ewery one of the people who have something to say to Mexican civil society and
international civil society, we thought that this was one of the forms we could try
out to see if it would be effective or would allow for a serious dialogue on some

1 The publication date is taken from the text. Translated for this volume by the AZ Editorial
Collective. The text is an extract from the transcript of MarcosO remarks in the_aidzan©

sulta nacional por la paz y la democracia y el ditl@@bhesitibmnscripts were done by

Revista Inprecor para AmZrica Sateathe video is nearly 90 minutes in length, with a tran-
script of more than 10,000 words, it has been edited to include only those passages that feature
Durito. A half-hour version of the video was shown in the plaza of the Cathedral of San
Crist—bal de las Casas, as part of the commemoration of the first anniversary of the CND. A
full-length version was shown in the Opera Movie Theatre in Mexico City where the celebra-
tion ceremony was double: the first anniversary of the CND and the 18th anniversary of the
Eureka Committee, a support group for political prisoners headed by Rosario Ibarra de Piedra.
2 In August 1994, a torrent of rain brought the CND to a close.
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guestions that are very concrete, very simple, and very defined in respect tc
whether one is in agreement or not, or whether one can say yes or no in regard:
to what is being asked.

[Continued reflection on the purposes and processes of the plebiscite.]

Durito has insisted that it is necessary to situate the plebiscite in a nationg
context. HeOs adamant that itOs a desperate maneuver of the EZLNNthat we(
been corralled, and that this is just about the last card we can play against wi
since breaking off dialogue with the government.We think the situation is more
complexNthat itOs not possible to discuss the struggles of the EZLN concretely
or particularly, or in isolation (and what the government wants to do is isolate
us), without referring to, or situating ourselves in respect to the problems facing
democratic forces at a national level.

[Elaboration of the Mexican national situation with President Zedillo carry-
ing on SalinasO legacy of political control and repression of opposition, particula
ly as seen in Guerrero and Tabasco.]

We had long ago perceived this national contexaind called for the for-
mation of a national liberation movement. In reality, what is needed is an inter-
nal dialogue among the opposition forces. IOm not referring just to political
opposition forces. There is a strong citizens® movement, which is much respec
ed, that is opposed not to the regime, but to anti-democratic ways of doing pol-
itics; and it must be recognized, say what they will, that in this sense an
organization like Alianza C'vica has earned everyoneOs respect, although itOs &
accused of being an arm of one political party, or that itOs been infiltrated by
another. But in the end, it has demonstrated that a citizensO group can organi:
themselves to be vigilant of power. Its record is beyond reproach.

Durito would like me to touch on our relationship with Alianza C'vica ,
because he tells me that there have been rumors of tension among Alianz
C'vica, the Convention, and the EZLN. Since we first solicited their participa-
tion in the organization of the plebiscite, our relationship with Alianza C'vica has
always been very respectful. TheyOve made their observations known to us, a
the differences they had with what weOve proposed. Together weOve come to :
agreement, and the questions and the organization of the plebiscite were mad
by mutual accord. There was never any trouble of any kind, and they did not in
any way impose on us their decisions or point of view. They have always been
very clear that they were ready to subject themselves to what we expressed. BL
we could not be blind to the series of proposals they made, to their need to
maintain their neutrality, nor to the fact that the credibility of this plebiscite
would lie with that neutrality.

So weOve laid out the national context, which Durito once defined as:
improvisation at a national political les/hen Power improvises, it has to pull

3 See ODurito 11O
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out all the arms it has on hand. On the one hand it has the mass communications
media, above all the electronic mediaNI mean to say, the lieNand on the other
hand, it has the army and the police. If you improvise or you cannot plan, then
you work with the things you have on hand. So, in this sense, the question is not
Oif weQre going to dialogue with the government; O itOs Oif weOre going to dialogue
amongst ourselves O And because of that | want to insist that the plebiscite is not
the endpoint of anything, nor is it a watershed after which everything will
change.We think it is a process.We donOt want the same mistake that was made
with the National Democratic Convention (CND), which we conceived from

the beginning as a process that had to proceed advancing or proceed receding as
any process, but which people thought would have immediate and spectacular
results. The grand initiation of August 8 later seemed to become a battleground
for infighting.We also want to say that the National Plebiscite needs to be part of

a broad movement, including a process of referendums or a series of plebiscites
that will be and that are necessary. Among these there is the need to put forth
serious questions with respect to Mr. SalinasO successor in power, to point out that
Mr. Zedillo is there as the figurehead, but that the power is still held by Mr.
Carlos Salinas.

And so, in an effort to conclude this theme, Durito tells me that he wants to
clarify a mirror that is making itself known in the national movement for
democracy, which is the issue of whether to speak withdine@br the ®an-
do®within the governmentWe think, well, letOs look at Chibo the killer taran-
tula. Here, IOm going to tell you a story: Chibo is a tarantula who is also named
Hierba, her bite is fatal and her venom is venomousNas they say at the carnival.

If Chibo encounters another of her type she will kill it. It is only during the time

of heat or during the time of the elections that two of her kind will get along,

but the rest of the time they spend fighting so that they alone survive. In this case,
she survived because she killedchenpa—efnatOs why she thinks sheOs made-
to-order for the role of the party-state system in this interesting film that the
Zapatista Army of National Liberation is making for the appreciation of young
and old alike. Therefore, | insist that the option is not to speak with the govern-
ment, but that the option this country needs to move forward is to Ospeak
amongst ourselvesO (and by Oamongst ourselvesO | mean to say the democratic
forces, not just those who suppose and self-proclaim themselves revolutionaries,
but all the forces that want a transition to democracy, that want a better country).

In other words, we could speak and dialogue amongst ourselves and we
could bring ourselves to agreement or we could carry on separately, each one for
his own cause, opposing one another, thus allowing this government double-
speakNlie-repression . lie-repression . . .Nas they govern, or act like they gov-
ern, the country. The economic crisis is not just a result of this form of

4 Playing on the different strategies undertaken by repressive regimes, OduraO connoting hard and
OblandaO meaning soft, i.e., iron fist and velvet glove.
5 Hierbaranslates literally as Oweed O figuratively as OtroublemakerO

114



government; the political crisis 1S the form of government, itOs whatOs governin
this country. Maintain the crisis: that is what paralyzes democratic forces, you
keep them fighting each other. As for how theyOre going to take advantage of thi
crisis, or how theyOre going to go forward, we say: letOs move the discussion frc
this terrain, this terrain that has no more future than the future of division, co-
optation, isolation or self-annihilation. And in reality, the position of the govern-
ment in relation to the EZLN is just that: Oeither we co-opt them or we
annihilate them, pick one OWe think that we need to move the discussion from
this terrain; the transition to democracy will not be decided with the govern-
ment; the transition to democracy will be decided amongst the democratic forces
and so we are proposing a way, in this case the plebiscite.

[Here Marcos addresses each of the questions on the plgbiscite.

This is what we want to say for now about the plebiscite. Some day, if we
ewer get the chance, we could prepare another video and send it to you, but |
think that youOll be bored enough with this one, which must run about an hour,
hour and a half. But | think weOve touched on the most important points. We
want to send, of course, greetings to all the conventioneers out there; it doesn(
matter which political group theyOre with or which convention it is, (they say
there are already two conventions).We want to congratulate you on your birth-
day, the celebration of your first year today on August 8th, and we want to wish
that, well, that you understand ZapatismoOs way of viewing things: that no suc
cessful process is fast or has a smooth path, but it has difficulties, costs, and ta
time. Durito has told me to get him when | get to this part, because he wants to
invite the Mexican people, and everyone possible, to participate in the organiza-

6 The plebiscite read: O1) Do you agree with the principal demands of the Mexican people and
the EZLN for: land, housing, jobs, food, health, education, culture, information, independence,
democracy, liberty, justice and peace? 2) Should the different democratizing forces [in Mexico]
unite in a broad-based opposition front to struggle for the 13 principal demands? 3) Should a
profound political reform be made [in Mexico] in terms which guarantee: equity, citizen partici-
pation, including non-partisan and non-governmental organizations, respect for the vote, reliable
voter registration of all the national political, regional and local forces? 4) Should the EZLN be
converted to a new and independent political force? 5) Should the EZLN unite with other forces
and organizations and form a new political organization? 6) Should women be guaranteed equal
representation and participation at all levels of civil and governmental responsibilities? These
questions can be answered Oyes O 0Ono0 or OI donOt knowO Add other comments if you wishO (
1.2 million Mexicans, and more than 100,000 people from outside of Mexico participated in this
plebiscite with the following results: 97.5% of national voters expressed agreement with the prin-
cipal demands of the EZLN; 92.7% agreed that all the democratic forces in the country should
unite in a broad social and political opposition front in order to fight for those demands; 94.5%
approved of a Oprofound political reformO in order to guarantee democracy; 52.6% suggested th
the EZLN should convert itself into a new and independent political force; 48.7% suggested this
should be done through a unification process with pre-existing organizations; and 93.1% agreed
that women should be guaranteed equal representation and participation at all levels of civil and
governmental responsibilities.
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tion of the plebiscite with Alianza C'vica and in the promotion of the plebiscite
with the National Democratic Convention and other forces that want to gather.
Though they may not be conventioneers, nor from Alianza C'vica, it seems that
those who want to promote the plebiscite should do it. So for the pleasure of his
admirers, Durito is going to say this with his own words. [Beetle language is
heard here.]

And I, for my part, well, | want to encourage all those who are listening to
participate. You have nothing to lose and you have much to win. And your sup-
port, your participationNwhether it be in the promotion of the plebiscite, in its
organization, or in the marking of the ballotNis participation in the new nation-
al history of this country, that is being made despite the government. In other
words, despite the stupidity, reason will begin to seek its own pathways.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast, for Zapatista Television,
El Sup.

* k%
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The Story of the Little Mouse
and the Little Cat

In this letter to a gathering of European Zapatista supporters in Brescia, Italy
Durito tells a story about a mouse who got fed up with a cat that continually
blocked his efforts to satisfy his desires. The letter was written at the beginning o
the National Plebiscite in which over 1.2 million Mexicans and nearly 100,000
people outside of Mexico participated. In another letter, written the same day
and addressed to a National Peace Conference, the CCRI denounced the
Mexican governmentOs continuing blockage of real negotiations.

First published iha Jornag&eptember 4, 1995. Originally translated by Eduardo Vera.
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August 27,1995

To the men and women in solidarity with Chiapas, Mexico, meeting in
Brescia, Italy

To the peoples of the world

Brothers and Sisters:

Don Durito de la Lacandona, knight-errant, righter of wrongs, the restless
dream of women, the aspiration of men, the last and greatest example of this race
that made humanity great with such colossal and selfless feats, beetle and warrior
of the moon, writes to all of you.

| have ordered my loyal squire, the one you call OSup Marcos,O to send you a
greeting in writing with all the requirements demanded by todayOs diplomacy;,
excluding the forces of intervention, economic programs and the flight of capi-
tal.

Nevertheless, | have wanted to write some prose with the single goal of con-
tributing to the enrichment of your spirit, to be of one mind with good and
noble thoughts. That is why | send you the following story that is certainly full of
rich and various feats. The story forms part of the colle@tories for a
Suffocating Nigbf improbably near publication) and itOs called:

The Story of the Little Mouse and the Little Cat

There once was a little mouse who was very hungry and wanted to eat a little
bit of cheese that was in the little kitchen of the little house. And so the little
mouse went very decidedly to the little kitchen to grab the little bit of cheese, but it
happens that a little cat blocked his way and the little mouse became very fright-
ened and ran away and he couldnet get the little cheese from the little kitchen. So
the little mouse was thinking of how to get the little cheese from the little kitchen
and said to himself,

ol know, I«ll put a little dish with a little bit of milk and then the little cat is going
to start drinking the little bit of milk because little cats like a little bit of milk very
much. And then, when the little cat is drinking the little bit of milk and is not paying
attention, Ill go to the little kitchen to grab the little bit of cheese and I¢ll eat it.
Veeery good idea.Z

And so he went to look for the little bit of milk but it turns out that the little bit
of milk was in the little kitchen and when the little mouse tried to go to the little
kitchen the little cat blocked his way and the little mouse was very frightened and
ran away and he couldnst get the little bit of milk. So the little mouse was thinking
of how to get the little bit of milk in the little kitchen and he said to himself,

*| know, Ism going to throw a little fish very far away and then the little cat is
going to run to eat the little fish because little cats like little fish a lot. And then,
when the little cat is eating his little fish and is not paying attention, lsm going to go
to the little kitchen to grab the little bit of milk to putin a little dish and then when
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the little cat is drinking his little bit of milk and is not paying attention, I+ll go to the
little kitchen to grab the little bit of cheese and I+l eat it. Veeery good idea.Z

And so he went to look for the little fish but it happened that the little fish was
in the little kitchen and when the little mouse tried to go to the little kitchen, the
little cat blocked his way and the little mouse became very frightened, and ran
away and he couldnet get the little fish.

And then the little mouse saw that the little bit of cheese, the little bit of milk
and the little fish, everything that he wanted was in the little kitchen and he could-
nst get there because the little cat impeded his way. And then the little mouse said
*Enough!Z and he grabbed a machine gun and riddled the little cat with bullets and
he went to the little kitchen and he saw that the little fish, the little bit of milk and
the little bit of cheese had already gone bad and could not be eaten, and so he
returned to where the little cat was and cut him into pieces and then he made a
great roast and invited all his friends and they had a party and ate the roasted little
cat, and they sang and danced and lived very happily. And history began ...

This is the end of the story and the end of this letter. | remind you that the
divisions between countries only serve to create the crime of OsmugglingO and 1
justify wars. ItOs clear that at least two things exist that are above borders: one
the crime that, disguised as modernity, distributes misery on a global scale; th
other is the hope that shame exists only when one fumbles a dance step and n
ewery time we look in the mirror. To do away with the first and to make the sec-
ond flourish we need only to struggle and to be better. The rest follows on its
own and is what usually fills libraries and museums.

It is not necessary to conquer the world, it is enough to build it anew . ..

Vale. Saludind know that for love, a bed is only a pretext; for dance, a tune
is only an adornment; and for struggle, nationality is merely a circumstantial acci
dent.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Don Durito de la Lacandona

PS.Excuse the paucity of these letters. It happens that | must hurry to pre-
pare an expedition to invade Europe this winter. How do you feel about a land-
ing by next January 1st?

* * %

1 The plan to invade Europe is elaborated in ODurito to Conquer Europe O
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Of Trees, Transgressors,
and Odontolog

Durito has given Marcos a copydie Rituals of Chaesdtten by cultural crit-

ic Carlos MonsivtisThe gift of the book and the subsequent correspondence
with Monsivtis led Durito and El Sup to examine the role of intellectuals in
Mexican politics, both those who play the game under the banner of Oefficien-
cyO and those who seem to seek alternatives to current one-party rule. Against
Machiavellian strategies in which apparent change (of the party in power) hides
the essential continuity of Power, Marcos introduces the Zapatista political pro-
gram, highlighting the necessity of a political space for the construction of
entirely new political relationships, including a new political morality as in the
Zapatista maximnaandar obedecié(@lead by obeyingO).

First published iha Jornagddnuary 14th, 1996. Originally translated by Cecilia Rodr'guez.

1 Carlos Monsivitikps rituales del ¢igxico: Procuradur'a Federal del Consumidor, 1995).
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September-November of 1995

To: Carlos Monsiviis,

Mexico, D.F

From: Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
Mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Chiapas, Mexico

Maestro:

Sir, | send (yod) greeting and acknowledge receipt of the biuk Rituals
of Chaos$read it quickly at one of those impasses that the Supreme Government
calls the Dialogues of San AndrZs.

Vale. Saludand letOs see if by following Alice you will manage to find the
Red Queen and solve the enigma that the last postscript invites you to do.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast,

Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that recalls, a little late, the principal reason behind this chaotic epistle anc
is first entitled

Rorrim Eht Dna Otirud
(Politics, Odontology, and Morality)

In that instant | saw the Apocalypse face to face. And | understood that the holy
terror about the Final Judgment lies in the demonic intuition: one will not live to
see it. And | looked over my shoulder at the Beast with seven heads and ten horns,
and among its horns ten diadems, and on each head a blasphemous name. And the
people applauded it and took pictures and videos, and recorded its exclusive decla-
rations, while, with a clarity, which would become a painful burden, | had the belat-
ed realization: the most horrible nightmare is the one that excludes us definitively.

,Carlos Monsivéis, The Rituals of Chaqg. 250?

The period is the hinge that binds two mirrors that, face to face, spread out
to the sides like wings to fly over an era of chaos. A hinge; that is the point.

OLook on page 2500 Durito says, as he unpacks his bags.

And | look hurriedly and murmur,

2 Throughout the original text, Marcos plays with the formal Oymi€pand informal Oyou®

(topwith the pronoun in parentheses. This translation uses OsirO and OyouO to distinguish betwee
the formal and informal.

3 The Dialogues began in April 1995 in San AndrZs Larrtinzar, renamed San AndrZs
SacamachOen de los Pobres by the Zapatistas. These discussions resulted in a series of agreen
between the government and the EZLN known as the San AndrZs Accords, which were signed
by both parties on February 16, 1996.

4 This reference appears in the original text. See Monsivtis, 1995.
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OPage ...250...hmmm ...yes, here it isO | say with satisfaction.

OOr the one which includes us momentarily,()l think, while Durito insists on
hauling his little piano on top of his even smaller desk to show me how the small
sustains the large, in history and in nature. The argument collapses with the piano
and Durito tumbles down, landing after this spectacular feat with the piano and
the desk on top of his shell. | finish reading that part of the book and look for my
pipe, my tobacco, and Durito (in that order). Durito has no intention of coming
out from under the catastrophe that he has on top of him, and a small column of
smoke announces two things: the first is the location of my tobacco, and the sec-
ond is that Durito is alive.

Lighting a pipe and remembering are the same thing. Something about the
bookOs passage takes me back many years. It was a sweet and simple time. All we
had to worry about was food. The books were few but good, and re-reading
them was like finding new books within old ones. And this is relevant because
Durito has brought me this book as a gift, and has pointed out a passage on
page 250 to tell me something that will have to wait until later because there
are more important things to point out now; for example, that books are made
of leaves, and leaves, attached to some branches and roots, make trees and
shrubbery. Trees, as everyone knows, are for guarding the night that by day is
idle. Among branches and leaves, the night shares her fullness the same way in
which a woman shares her curves inside moist and breathless embraces. Trees,
notwithstanding this sensual mission, make time for other things. For example,
they often house the most varied kinds of mammals, birds, insects and other
creatures found in nursery rhymes. Sometimes, trees also house masked men.
This refers to, so there is no doubt, delinquents and transgressors. Their con-
cealed faces and the fact that they camp in trees leaves no room to doubt their
character as persecuted beings. Such men live together with the night, by day,
in the trees. That is the reason for their passion and drive to love the branch. ItOs
also true that beetles often rest in trees like . . .

Durito interrupts me from the depths ofNhe now makes clear to meNthe
modern sculpture made by his piano and desk on top of his head.

ODo you have a lighter?0

OThat sculpture should be called something like OChaos on a Smoking
BeetleOO | tell him as | throw him the lighter.

OYour gibes don®t offend me. They only prove your ignorance. ItOs clear
youOve never read Umberto Eco on artistic work in progféss lovely sculp-
ture is the best example of modern and revolutionary art, and it shows how the
artist so commits himself to his work that he becomes a part of itO

OAnd whatGs it called?0

OThatOs the tricky part. The audience must title it. That is why it is a work Qin
progress O As you know my dear OWatson,0 Oa work in progressQ is not finished b

5 Durito may be referring to Umberto E@®@penWorkCambridge: Harvard University Press,
1989).
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becomes OcompleteO within the process of circulation and consumption in th
artistic market. Elementary. In this way the spectator ceases to be so and becom
aOco-authorQ of the work. Zedillo, for example, can title this work something like
My Government Progeand put it in Los PinosSalinas de Gortari could title it

My Economic and Political Legackiouse it at Almoloyaand the neoliberals
could call itOur Proposal for a NewWorld @uderyou . . . what would you call

it?O Durito asks me.

| analyze it with a critical eye and answer, OHmmisomething likeBeetle
Entombed Beneath a Little Piano and@ Desk

OBah! ThatOs too descriptiveO Durito reproaches.

As we talk, the rituals of the night unfold slowly: the sound of the airplane,
the pipe smoke, the solitude, the discreet gossiping of crickets, the intermittent
and luminous blinking of fireflies, the heaviness of the heart, and above, the star
made dust along the Road to Santiago.

Maybe itOll rain. The past months have been as inconsistent as the rain; ev
the calendar seems disoriented and canOt quite find itself amid such unstal
ewents. Durito asks me for the name of the bookOs author.

OMonsivtisO | answer.

OOh, Carlos!O Durito says with a familiarity that surprises me. | ask if he
knows him.

OOf course! The historical essay is a genre we shiang itObetter if you
keep writing. | have other things to doO Durito answers.

| pause, because in beginning this letter, IOve suddenly remembered that
haven®t yet resolved the dilemma of the informal Oyou® and the formal Oyou(
is to say how | should address you (sir). Durito firmly maintains an axiom, a pil-
lar of his conception of the world: there is no problem so big that you can®t pon-
der it for a while. And so with that philosopliicrpusOs decided, once again, to
leave the solution of this dilemma pending and continue with the gentle pendu-
lum that takes us frogouto sit

And then | decide. | chew on my pipe with determination. | take on the
look of a Southeastern-governor-willing-to-defend-the-popular-will-at-all-
costs-who-sees-how-things-are-and-it-just-so-happens-that-l-am-the-popular-
will, and undertake the rigorous task of writing to you (sir).

What a sight | must be! Too bad | have no witnesses (Durito is already snor-
ing beneath the ruins of his exhibit), too bad | sent off all the mirrors in that doc-
ument called something likdirrors: Mexico Between the Nights of Day and th
Crystal of the Moowhat? That wasnOt the title? Oh well, no matter. The thing
6 Los Pinos is the Presidential Palace of Mexico.

7 Almoloya de Juirez is a‘maximum-security federal prison. . o

8 Fora di§cussion of the ORgad to Santiago,Q also known as OSt. James WayO or OThe Milky
WayGOsee, OOn Bullfighting, DZtente and RockO o

9 This document first appeared as a serles Jornaddune 9, 10, 11, 1995) titl€éaMZxico: La

Luna entre los espejos de la noche y el crié@edells&ZLN Documentos y comunicados 2
(Mexico City: Ediciones Era, 1995), 367-385.

123



is | need a mirror right now to check if | have that delirious glow of a genius get-

ting ready to abort his best idea. What? A self-defeating goal? Why? Because of
the Oabort?0 But no! You (sir) must agree with me that the best ideas are those
that are never expressed. The moment they enter the prison of language, ideas
are materialized, they become letters, words, phrases, paragraphs, pages . . . even
books if youOre careless and let them loose. And once there, ideas become quan-
tifiable, they can be weighed, measured, compared. Then they become really bor-
ing, in addition to turning independent and not following orders of any kind. |
understand that to you (sir) it is unbelievable that orders are not carried out, but
for military bigwigs like yours truly it is a real toothache. Teeth, as all scientists
with PhDs know, are pieces of bone that serve to give jobs to dentists, so that the
toothpaste industry flourishes, and so that the profession of shameful torturer
exists: odontology. The word OodontologyO is an idea made language and
become measurable and classifiable: it has ten letters, carries its stress on the third
syllable, and is as heavy as the bill that must be paid after you leave the office ...

ODefinitelyO says Durito.

OWhat?Q is the only thing | can think of saying after DuritoOs sudden inter-
ruption.

OThere(s no doubt. This plebiscite excludes beetles,O Durito continues, who
apparently was not asleep and continues reviewing papers even under the chaos
that overwhelms him.

OThis plebiscite excluded us beetles and that is a form of racism and
apartheid. | shall take my protests to the appropriate international organizations.O

ItOs useless to try to give Durito explanations. He insists that what he calls
Othe Seventh QuestionO was missing, the wording of which was more or less:
OAre you in agreement that knight-errantry should be added to the National
Registry of Professions?0

| explain to him that | sent various postscripts making discreet insinuations
to the CND and the Civic Alliance, but no one took the hint.

OI1tGs infuriating that that question is missing. ItOs a matter of aesthetics.Whose
idea is it to have a plebiscite with six questions? Even numbers are not aestheti-
cally pleasing. Odd numbers, on the other hand, have the charm of asymmetry. It
surprises me that someone as asymmetrical as you, my large-nosed squire, should
not have noticed that detail beforeO

| pretend to be offended and keep silent. An atrocious noise is heard from the
north. Lightning rips the dark curtain that dilutes the distance between moun-
tains and sky.

Durito tries to console me by telling me a story (itOs difficult to understand
him beneath the modern sculpture) about how he once had a practice that spe-
cialized in the big toe of the left foot. | don(t fail to appreciate the subtle insinu-
ation which Durito offers in order to help me concentrate on the subject of this
letter, which was something like OEthics and Political Parties,O or OPolitics and
MoralityO or OThe New Left, New Morality and New Politics,O or OWe are all
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Prigione® or . .. A lightning bolt just struck that rivals the apocalypse, and
Durito says that it serves me right for picking on the papal nuncio, and I tell him
that 10m not picking on the nuncio, IOm just looking for a re-e-e-ally good title
for this epistle, so good that even some ambassador will copy it.

OHow about this one ...OThe Lovely Lie and the Lost Cau3®

Durito says that what IOve lost is my mind, that heOd rather go back to slee
and that | should wake him when civil society arrives to rescue him from the
ruins. | realize then that I now have all the necessary elements for the epistle: title
characters (political parties, the ambassador, the papal nuncio, the political spe
trum and civil society), a polemic (the one about the relationship between
morality and politics) in which to stick my nose, of which | have more than
enough. Now | only need a subject to justify the stationery, the stamps, the
request to Juan Villoro of thea Journada Semémak the host of such a Olove-
lyO story, and the pretext to renew that amiable epistolary exchange which we
began on the eve of the Convention a yeartaBa you remember (sir)?

My Other Self comes near and says that if IOm going to enter into polemics
| should be serious about it, because one shouldnOt play with nuncios an
Machiavellians. OAnd if you donOt believe me just ask Castillo Peraza, who:
political ethics demonstrated his effectiveness in Yucatan,0 says My Other Self
he leaves to check on the be&ns.

Every polemic is a nightmare, not only for the polemicists, but above all for
the readers. ThatOs why it occurs to me that itOs not worth it, especially when
remember that prophecy of a certain Salinista intellectual (who now has amne-
sia) in December of 1993, who augured great successes for Salinas in 1994, sir
he had Oall the marblesO in the bag.

But it occurs to me that | cannot remain a spectator and that | should take
sides. So | take sides, in this case, for those who do not have a side, and wit
Durito we make a OwaveO and donGt think itOs a pitiful OwaveO; with all Durit
pairs of hands and feet it aimost looks like a OwaveO of Mexican fans during tt
penalty kicks at the World Cup.

But Durito must be dreaming about Brigitte Bardot because heOs let out
sigh that sounds like his last, so | canOt count on him and it would be better tc
concentrate on the discussion at hand. And in this discussion, the most importan
thing is the relationship between morality and politics, or better yet, between
morality and political parties, or even better, between politics and power.

10 Archbishop Girolamo Prigione waapal nunctbe diplomatic and ecclesiastical representa-

tive of the Pope in Mexico.

11 Juan Villoro has published a number of short story collections, translated such authors as
Graham Greene and written for publications sudteass, Proceso, Uno Misdddba Jornada

12 Carlos Castillo Peraza, president of the PAN, challenged the May 1995 election of PRI candi-
date Victor Cervera Pacheco over Luis Correa Mena for governor of Yucatan. Earlier in March,
the PAN refused to allow the peace talks as part of the Law for Dialogue, Reconciliation and
Dignified Peace to be convened in Mexico City. aelornagilarch 3, 1995.
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However, there is reasoning that goes beyond this, and the problem of the
relationship between morality and politics is hidden (or displaced) by the prob-
lem of the relationship between politics and Osuccess,O and between politics and
OefficiencyO Machiavelli is revived by the argument that, in politics, the Osuperi-
orO morality is OefficiencyO and efficiency is measured in shares of power, that is,
in the access to power. From here, one leaps over the previous juggling of
Machiavellian rhetoric, to define democratic change as if the political opposition
were to govern. The National Action Party is the example, they say, of this polit-
ical Osuccess 0 this political morality.

But then it is adjusted and given color: the accumulation of power, they say,
serves to contain the antagonism that pluralistic societies keep within themselves.
Power is exerted to defend society from itself!

Fine, letOs leave this new referent for measuring political efficiency for later,
and return to the original. Not to argue with those who measure OsuccessO and
political OefficiencyO by the number of governorships, mayorOs offices, and con-
gressional seats, but rather, to reclaim that sign of OsuccessO that has so many fol-
lowers on the current government team, that is, on Carlos Salinas de GortariOs
team.

Is political OsuccessO defined in terms of efficiency? Is a politics more suc-
cessful the more efficient it appears? In such a case, Carlos Salinas de Gortari
deserves a monument and not a police investigation for his alleged complicity in
the magnacides of J. E Ruiz Massieu and Luis D. C#ldsi®.politics were
OefficientO to the point that he kept the entire country living in a virtual reality
that was, of course, shattered by real reality. Knowledge of reality was acquired
through the media. A great OsuccessO to be sure. The political and economic
OefficiencyO of Carlos Salinas de Gortari won him the applause of National
Action and of intellectuals now orphaned; and not just from them; powerful
businessmen and high-ranking clergymen now complain of having been
deceived. Together they delighted in having Oall the marbles.O The consequences
of the Salinista OsuccessO are suffered today by all Mexicans, and not just the
poorest ones.

Atfter all, isnOt Opolitical efficiencyO as perennial in Mexico as a presidential
term? Sometimes it doesnOt last as long. The government of Ernesto Zedillo is an
excellent example of OsuccessesO as durable as the pages of a calendar withou
photos.

The other stated problem, the one of sharing power, was to point out that
the efficiency of democratic change lies in the alternation of power. The alterna-
tion of power is not synonymous with democratic change, or its OefficiencyO but

13 JosZ Francisco Ruiz Massieu, former PRI party leader, was murdered on September 28, 1994,
On February 28, 1995, Attorney General Antonio Lozano Garc’a arrested Racel Salinas de

Gortari on charges of ordering the murder of the PRI official. Luis Donaldo Colosio, anointed as
President SalinasO successor, was assassinated on March 24,1994, while campaigning for the presi-
dency in Tijuana, Mexico.
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with bribes and divorces in the planning stages. The politics followed by
National Action in Baja California, Jalisco, and Chihuahua, are far from being
OanotherO way of practical politics, and they are sufficiently authoritarian so as
try to regulate the length of skirts (Guadalajara) and the uncovering of the
human body (Monterrey).

The alternation of power is a separate problem and is perhaps on the
rebound from the polemics of the maestro Tomfs Segovia with one Mat'as
Vegoso: OWell, the bipartisan government ideal is tied to this position, perhap:
not just because bipartisanship is its only essential manifestation, but because
least until now it is the clearest concrete manifestation of not an OideologicalO t
a Otechnical® governmefihe first thing | have to say (and perhaps itOs not the
most important) is that this position confirms most clearly the continuation of
ideologies and surely not their end. The conviction that a Otechnical government
is better than an OideologicalO one is in itself an ideology, or a belief that conditio
and distorts the image of reality, in exactly the same way that the conviction that
OpositiveO truth is better than OmetaphysicalO truth, is in itself a metaphysical
victionO

(Certainly, | interject, now there is talk of OtripartisanshipO but the problem
remains.) Tomfs Segovia continues:

Oln the same way;, | give you this friendly advice in order to defend neoliber-
alism: don®t forget that it is an ideology and nothing more than an ideology.
Don®t you understand that this is the most astute trap of ideology? There is nott
ing more ideological than to say: OEveryone else is ideological; | am lucid OO

Here | could cite in my favor those arguments of the maestro Tomts Segovia
opposing Mat'as Vegoso, but in addition to not having Tomts SegoviaOs author!
zation to do so, that argument leads me to another problem: the morality of
immorality (or should | say OamoralityRfjatis Mutandithe ideology of no
ideology. And from here we can jump to the problem of knowledge, and intel-
lectuals who produce and distribute that knowledge.

The process followed by some intellectuals is typical: from the critique of
power to critique from a position of power.

With Salinas they showed that knowledge is ready to serve power. Then they
collaborated to give him theoretical substance. Their logic, no matter how you
looked at it, arrived at the same result: power is not mistaken in analyzing reality
and if it is mistaken then it is a problem with reality and not power.

It is a painful truth, itOs true, but inevitable; power has not only managed to
surround itself with a group of ObrilliantO intellectuals; it has also produced :
corps of analysts capable of theorizing, from now on, the future solidification of
power (be they images of the PRI or the PAN reflected in the mirror of power).

14 Celebrated for his poetry, Tomts Segovia is known for his work as a literary editor, translator,
professor and columnist floe Jornada
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Machiavelli is now the head of a group of intellectuals who seek to give the-
oretical-ideological support to the repression to come (Porfirio D’azOs grandson
andRebellion of the Pipdtiane enlisted in their causeThis is the fundamen-
tal contribution of its elite; it has succeeded in evolving from the justification of
a stupid system to the theorization of the imbecility yet to come. Not to mention
that they are the new kind of organic intellectuals in power. They are capable of
seeing beyond power. They represent the image of what the organic intellectual
of neoliberalism aspires to be. They will drop out of school ...

| stop here in order to reload my pipe and rest my back. Now a gray haze
adds a new curtain to the heavy backdrop of night. There are noises from
beneath DuritoOs Owork in progressO evidence that he is not asleep and is still
working. A small column of smoke rises from between the drawers of the desk
and the piano keys. Somewhere beneath that jumble that aspires to be a sculp-
ture, Durito is reading or writing.

In the fire, the dance of colors goes out and little by little turns black. On the
mountain, sounds and colors continually change. And what to say about the
inevitable turning of day into afternoon, of afternoon into night, of night into
day ...

IOve got to get back to writing and thatOs what | do. Machiavelli is revisited
and converted not into a guide but into an elegant garment that disguises cyni-
cism as intellectualism. Now there is an ethic of Opolitical efficiencyO that justifies
whatever means are necessary to obtain OresultsO (that is, shares of power). This
political ethic should distance itself from Opersonal ethicsO whose OefficiencyO is
zero since it is measured by loyalty to principles.

Once again, efficiency and its Oresults O in addition to the subject of political
morality, are restricted to Opersonal ethicsO to the ideology of the Osalvation of
the soulO In opposition to the Omoralists O Machiavelli and his contemporary
equivalent propose their Oscience their OtechniqueO: efficacy. One must abide
by efficiency.

This Onon-ideologicalO doctrine has followers and OpractitionersO | mean,
besides the Salinista and neopanista intellectuals. Before the applause of the intel-
lectuals who have no memory, the ambassador unfurls with all its details, the doc-
trine of cynicism and efficiency:

If | strike him, he speaks;
if | speak to him, he strikes me.

The ambassador does not represent himself, | mean, not only himself. He
represents a political position, a way of doing politics that already characterizes
this undefined path that is the first eleven months of the Salinas administration
without Salinas. The ambassador is part of the neocorpus of presidential Oadvi-

15 Carlos Tello D'az,a rebeli—n de las cgMididiso, D.F: Cal y Arena, 1995). Marcos has
changed the title frorna—adds ca—er'as pipeline.
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sorsO who recommend to Zedillo to strike in order to speak. The price he pays,
they say, can be covered up with an adequate manipulation of the media.

| donGt remember the name of the movie (maybe the maestro Barbachan
remembers it), but | do remember that one of the main actors was Petets~onda.
| do remember the plot clearly. It was, more or less, about a group of brilliant
Harvard students who raped a girl. She accused them in court and they coun-
tered that she was a prostitute. Their lawyer defends them by citing their brilliant
grades and good families. They are acquitted. The girl commits suicide. As adults
the OjuniorsO look for Ostronger emotionsO and they dedicate themselves
OhuntingO couples on weekend vacations. The OhuntQO is not figurative; after tt
obligatory rape, the OjuniorsO set the couple free in the country, and then hun
them down with shotguns.

| donOt remember the ending, but itOs one of those where justice is done
where Hollywood tries to resolve onscreen what goes unpunished in reality.

Now, the modern OjuniorsO have found that they have a country with which
to play. One of them is at Los Pinos and the other was in Buédrey get
bored with Nintendo so they try hunting down Othe bad guysOin a game of real
war. They give their prey time to escape, and move their OpiecesO to pen them ir
and make the game more interesting. But it turns out that the country is not
ready for games and mobilizes in protest. The OjuniorsO find themselves in
quandary because the game grows longer and they can{t catch the Obad g
Then the ambassador appears to get them out of (?) their predicament: Olt was -
planned O he tells us, Othe dead are not dead, the war is not war, the displaced
not displaced, we always tried to talk and we only sent tens of thousands of sol
diers so that we could tell the Obad guyO that we wanted to talk O A pathetic arg
ment for the aforementioned government.

Meanwhile, reality looms. . and the media tries to dominate reality. Lapses
of memory begin to multiply within government discourse; the stock market
crash is forgotten, the devaluation, the OnegotiationsO of San AndrZs as a shc
case to flaunt the true indigenous politics of neoliberalism, instability, mistrust
and suspicion, ungovernability and uncertainty. They forget what is primary,
according to Machiavelli; theyOve had no results, they havenOt been Oefficient

They forget that they defend a lost cause, and the ambassador knows that b
he forgets it when itOs time for exclusive interviews. The latest declarations of th
government are clear; they forget reality, that is, they forget that each time there
are fewer who believe in lovely lies and who are ready to bet on lost causes . ..

16 Miguel Barbachano Ponce has published numerous essays, plays, and novels. He has also
contributed as drama and film critic to a number of journals inclididgrnada

17 The film referred to here ios Cazadoraso known a®pen Seas(tb74), directed by

Peter Collinson.

18 Bucareli is the location of the Palacio de Cobian, the residence of the Secretar’a de
Gobernaci—n or Interior Ministry.
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Meanwhile, the modern Machiavellians complain about our little morality
and they prescribe that in politics there are no good or bad guys, and, therefore,
the issue cannot be settled with the classification of factions.

And here they hit the mark, but only in reference to the relationship
between ethics and politics, that it is not an issue easy to resolve with the defini-
tion of factions: bad guys vs. good guys. That is, Oif the Machiavelli of Salinista
intellectual nostalgia is bad, then we, who do not agree with him, are goodO It
remains tempting to take the polemic in that direction, but | think that when
you (sir) pointed out that Oif efficiency in the neoliberal manner has brought us
to the present tragic situations, the cult of doctrinaire purity, without such costly
results, has not taken us very far eitherO (Carlos Momsivdésmmber 966)?

You (sir) pointed out a new problem that is worth pursuing.

From the Left, the alternative to Machiavelli is not very attractive, thatOs true.
But thatOs not the problem; itOs not Odoctrinaire purityO or not only that. ItOs also
something else: the complicity of a mirror that is offered as an alternative and
simplifies all its political relationships (and human ones as well, but thatOs another
matter) into an inversion. This is the ethical foundation of OrevolutionaryO sci-
ence: OscientificO knowledge produces a morality inverse to capitalism. It propos-
es impartiality against egoism; collectivity against privatization; the social being
against individualism.

But this mirrored knowledge, like moral fundamentalism, doesnOt contribute
anything new. The inversion of the image is not a new image, but an inverted
image. The alternative political (and moral) proposal is a mirrored reflection:
where the right is dominant, now the left will be; where itOs white, black; where
the one from above, the one from below; where the bourgeoisie, the proletariat;
and so on. The same, only inverted. And this ethic was (or is) the one that was
engraved (or is engraved) in the full spectrum of the left.

| agree. The modern Machiavellians say, and say well, that we offer nothing
better than they do: cynicism and effectiveness. That we criticize them with a
new OmoralityO that is as criminal as theirs (well, they don®t say that theirs is a
criminal morality, they only say that ours is) and that we try to reduce politics to
a struggle between black and white, forgetting that there are many shades of gray.
ItOs true, but our critique is not only that the morality of the resurrected
Machiavelli is cynical and criminal, we also point out that it is not efficient . ..

Durito interrupts again to recommend prudence to me when discussing
morality.

OYour immorality is common knowledge,O Durito says, trying to justify his
indescribable failure in bringing me some videos that | asked him to bring, ones
with a lot of XOs, from the capital.

OWeOre not talking about OthatO kind of morality. And stop preaching to me as
if you were a Panista mayorO | defend myself.

19 Carlos MonsivtisSobre la cacer'a de lectores indeSFabless@66 (May 8, 1995), 48.
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O1Gd never. But itOs my duty to reproach you for your warped cinematic pref
erences. Instead of those immoral videos, here, | brought you something more
edifying. TheyOre pictures of my trip to the D.FO

This said, Durito tosses me an envelope. In it there are pictures of different
sizes and subjects. One of them is of Durito at Chapultepe® Park.

OYou donGt look too happy in this picture at the zooQO | tell him.

Durito answers from under the desk and he tells me that the picture was tak-
en after he was detained by a zoo guard. It turns out that the man mistook
Durito for a miniature rhinoceros and was determined to take him back to a
cage. Durito tried diverse and varied defenses dealing with botany, zoology,
mammals, insects, knight-errantry, and | donOt know what else, but he ended u
in the rhino pit. He escaped somehow, the moment the guard took his break.

He was so happy to be free he decided to take this picture where he looks
like a white rhinoceros. He was that pale. From fear, he says.

And then there were several pictures with Durito in various poses and in
typical urban settings.

For example, there was a picture of Durito among many feet. He made me
take note that none of the feet wore boots, and thatOs something that Duritc
applauded. | told him not to be so enthusiastic, that back then, Espinosa had no
yet shown his hooves.

After that one, there was a picture with a lot of people. Durito explains to me
that he took that one just so | wouldnOt feel so lonely.

The next one was of Durito and another beetle. In the background you
could see what looked like the OislandsO of the Ciudad Universitasked
him who the other guy was.

OltOs not a he, itOs a she O he answered with a drawn-out sigh.

There were no more photos. Durito was silent and all you could hear were
sighs emanating from the sculpture. | return to MachiavelliOs indignation at oul
critique of his efficiency.

Does this critique mean, in light of that morality, that we offer an alternative?
Is this the blasphemy that terrifies the adopted and adapted Machiavellians?
new morality? A better morality? More successful? More efficient? Is that what
we offer? Negative. At least not to what refers to us Zapatistas.We believe that i
is necessary to construct a new political relationship, that the new relationshi
will not only have one source (neozapatismo, in this case), and that the new rela
tionship will produce effects in and of itself. So new that it will not only define a
new politics, but new politicians as well. A new way to define the political arena
and those who do well in it.

| wonCt insist much on why the new political morality cannot be born from
neozapatismo; suffice it to say that our reason is also the old one.We have resot

20 Chapultepec Park is a four square-kilometer open-air park, containing the National Museum
of History, the Museum of Anthropology, and Chapultepec Castle.
21 Ciudad Universitaria (University City) is the UNAM campus and surrounding area.
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ed to the argument of weapons (no matter how much J. Casta—eda, for the sake
of rescuing his book from a publishing disaster, denies them and claims that we
are an army in name only), and with them, the argument of fofte fact that

the weapons are few or old or that theyOve hardly been used changes the situation
only a little if at all. The fact is that we were, and are, willing to use them.We are
willing to die for our ideas, itOs true. But we are also willing to kill. That is why a
new political morality, or better yet, a political morality superior to the one that
weighs us down today and the better part of tonight, can not emerge from a
OmaimedO army, no matter how revolutionary, heroic, etc. it may be. She, the
night, still holds some surprises, and IOm sure that many more brains will be
racked trying to understand that . . .

OThings are not that simple,O Durito says. Olt may be that | didn&t bring you
the videos you wanted and thatOs why you want to lay on my noble shoulders the
weight of a blame much heavier than this piano and desk. But | should say in my
own defense that instead | brought some things for the Zapatistas: bracelets,
headbands, earrings, barrettes ... | worked ten nights straight to get all of that .. O

Speaking of nights, this night displays the sharp horns of a moon-bull that,
new, returns from the west. Her clouds are absent now, and without a cape to
help her, the night fights the bull alone and in silence. Her spirit is not daunted
by the storm announced to the east, and among her resources she wears as many
sequins as the suit of the best matador.

And there | was, seeing if | would rise to her defense, even though there was
no wheat in the stands, when | was held back by the wide smile that, drawn
between her horns, the moon offered me. Ten times | begged her pardon, and
ten times the stars demanded that | continue to take up the task.

Then | tossed my writing aside and moved towards the center of the noctur-
nal bullring, asking Durito first to playpasodoblée said | should return to fin-
ish the letter because 10d already taken too much time to write it, and he, Durito,
wasnQt thinking of helping me. There was nothing more to say, the bullfight was
left for later and | returned to my writing and the problem of political morality.

The thousand heads that the light made visible through the nightOs wall began to
stir slightly . ..

Where did | leave off? Oh yes! By our critique | am not implying that, con-
trary to Machiavelli, we are better, more acceptable, or superior. But we do say
that it is necessary to be better. The problem is not which political morality is
better or more efficient, but what is necessary for a new political morality.

In any case, itOs not the nuanced cynicism of those intellectuals anxious for a
theoretical support of chaos that will produce a better or more efficient political

22 Immediately following the January 1994 rebellion, Mexican intellectual Jorge Casta—eda dis-
missed the Zapatistas as Oarmed reformists O See Jorge G. Casta—eda, OThe Chiapas Uprising,0
Angeles Timglanuary 3, 1994). See also Jorge G. Castait@pia, Unarmed: The Latin American

Left After the Cold Waiew York: Vintage Books, 1994). In 2000, Casta—eda went on to become
Secretary of State under the Fox administration.
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morality. In terms of political parties, Machiavelli runs a complicated scale of
compensation: once formalized as alternatives to power, all of their pettines:
(secrets, negotiations, opportunism, pragmatism, and betrayals) do not weig
enough to shift the balance of real power in their favor.

But it turns out that the nature of that OpettinessO doesnCt take long to exa
its historical dues. And the higher the position reached with all that Olittle and
great political savvyQ the more dues history demands. Once again, Carlos Salin
de Gortari is the model-made-history lesson (that, it seems, no one in the polit-
ical class wants to learn).

Is it a better world that we offer? Negative: we do not offer a new world.
Machiavelli does, and he says that it is not possible for it to be better, that we
should resign ourselves to the fact that the grays that inhabit Mexican politics dc
not become so antagonistic, and that they fade into new shades of gray, mor
diluted, that is, more gray.We disagree, and not just because of the sad perspecti
that the mediocrity of Oneither one or the otherO offers, but because it is a lie, i
has no future, and sooner or later, reality sets in, with the stupidity that reality
often assumes, and it begins to ruin the halftones and sharpens the most neut
grays ...

OSeven questions. That would be the right thing to do,O Durito says, who, as
is evident, hasnCt forgotten his disagreement with the National Plebiscite. | try tc
distract him and ask him about Pegasus. DuritoOs voice cracks when he answ
me.

OWhat happened to Pegasus is part of that daily tragedy that lives and dies
the D.F. Pegasus was an amiable and intelligent beast, but too patient for the tra
fic of Mexico City. | had disguised him as a compact car after he refused to dis-
guise himself as a subway car because of all that skidding in the rain. Things we
going well, but it turns out OPegasusO was a OPegasaO and she fell in love wi
Ruta 100 bus. The last time | saw her she was panhandling for the resistanc
fund2z But | donGt regret it, IOm sure she will learn good things there. She sai
sheOd write, but she wonOt know where to send the letterO

Thunder shakes the sky. Out of the corner of my eye | look over at Durito.
Silence and a cloud of smoke surround the sculpture. | try to cheer up Durito

23 Ruta 100 is the bus line that serves many of the impoverished communities in the outskirts
of Mexico City and functions as part of SUTAUSndicato onico de Trabajadores del Autotransporte
Urbangan independent urban transportation union. The union resisted the government®s efforts
to privatize transportation in Mexico as well as attacks on its leadership for their support of the
Zapatistas. On April 8,1995, in an effort to destroy SUTAUR, the government declared Ruta

100 bankrupt due to corruption and mismanagement, and arrested six top leaders. On April 10,
Luis Miguel Moreno G—mez, chief of Ruta 100, was found murdered in his office with two gun-
shot wounds. Many refused to believe the government claim that he committed suicide. The
Zapatistas directly addressed Ruta 100 in a communiquZ in which they explained their initial
silence and their unequivocal support for their struggles. See OAI Sindicato de Ruta-100,0
Jornadaugust 9, 1995. See aB@LN 2, Documentos y comunicados 15 de agosto/29 de septiembr
de 1999MZxico, D.F: Ediciones Era, 1995), 427.
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and ask him to tell me more about his trip to the capital.

OWhat can | tell you? | saw what is seen in any city, large or small; injustice
and anger, arrogance and rebellion, great wealth in the hands of a few and a
poverty that each day swallows up more people. It was worth seeing. For many,
fear is no more; for others it disguises itself as prudence. Some say it could always
be worse; for others the situation will never be so desperate. There is no una-
nimity, unless it is in the repudiation of everything which is governmentO

Durito lights his pipe and continues:

OOne early morning | was about to fall asleep in one of the few trees on the
Alameda* It was another city then, different from the one that lives by day. From
high in the tree | saw a squad car patrolling slowly. It stopped in front of a
woman, and one of the officers stepped out of the car. His demonic look gave
him away. My intuition never fails: | knew instantly what was going to happen.
The woman didnOt move and waited for the officer as if she already knew him.
Silently, she gave him a roll of bills and he put it away looking from side to side.
He said goodbye, trying to pinch the womanOs cheeks but she brushed his hand
away busquely. He returned to the vehicle. In an instant the squad car pulled
away .. O

Durito is quiet for a long time. | suppose he finished and has returned to his
paperwork, and | should return to mine: instead of arguing which political
morality is better or more OefficientO we could talk and argue about the necessi-
ty of fighting for the creation of a space in which a new political morality can be
born. And here the problem resides in the following:

Should political morality always be defined in opposition to the problem of
power? Alright, but itOs not the same as saying Oin opposition to the taking of
powerO Perhaps the new political morality is constructed in a new space that is
not the taking or retaining of power, but serves as the counterweight and oppo-
sition that contains it and obliges it to, for example, Olead by obeying.O

Of course, to Olead by obeyingO is not among the concepts of Opolitical sci-
enceO and it is scorned by the morality of OefficiencyO that rules the political acts
from which we suffer. But in the end, confronted by the judgment of history, the
OefficiencyO of the morality of cynicism and OsuccessO remains naked unto itself.
Once it looks itself in the mirror of its Oaccomplishments,O the fear it inspires in
its enemies (who will always be in the majority) turns against itself.

On the other side, the side of the OpureO the saint is discovered to be a
demon, and the inverse image of cynicism discovers that it has made intolerance
change direction and religion into exchange rate and political project. The puri-
tanism of National Action, for example, is part of a sign that it remains unex-
hausted in the Mexican Right.

24 One of MexicoOs finest parks, the Alameda sits between Avenida Hidalgo, Avenida Jutrez,
Calle ¢ngela Peralta, and Calle de Doctor Mora. Located amidst its renowned sculptures, foun-
tains, and monuments is the Diego Rivera Mural Museum.
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Well, dawn is approaching, and with it, the time for goodbyes. Maybe | did-
nOt understand the argument/controversy/polemic that the resurrection of
Machiavelli invited, and | see now that | presented (and did not resolve) more
polemical lines than the original. And | donCt think thatOs bad; it probably is, ir
any case, not too OefficientO

Surely the debate may continue, but itOs unlikely to happen face-to-face giv-
en ski masks, persecution and military siede the words of Mu—oz-Ledo, Ol
don®t believe that he, Marcos, is someone who will remain on the countryC
political scene.O Did he already have a OpactO with Chuayffet? A Odisappearan
like the ones ordered from the Ministry of Government of Chiapas, by that oth-
er great PRD member, Eraclio Zepeda?

In the meantime, Power will continue to promise us the Apocalypse as an
equivalent to change. He deduces that it is better to avoid it and resign ourselve
to it. Others adduce, by their silence, that the Apocalypse is eternal and that chac
is not about to come, but that it is already a reality .. .

| donOt know how to finish this, so | turn to Durito for help. The spectacle of
his sculpture silhouetted against the stormOs lightning bolts is astonishing. T
sudden bursts of light make the darkness that covers it more contrasting. Mayb
thatOs why | didnOt see Durito come out from behind the ruins, and for a momen
| thought something extraordinary had happened. Durito was now smoking, sit-
ting on top of the little piano.

OBut, how did you get out from under there?0

Olt was very simple. | was never down there. | moved to one side when the
piano started wobbling. In an instant, | decided that no work of art deserves to be
on top of my body. Besides, | am a knight-errant, and for that you need to be a
soulful artist and there are few of those. Alright, what troubles you, my dear
OWatson0?0

Ol donGt know how to end this letterO | say with embarrassment.

OThatOs an easy problem to solve. Finish the way you started.O

OHow did | start? With a period?0

OYes. ItOs elementary my dear OWatson QitOs in any book of mathematical |

OMathematical logic? And what does mathematical logic have to do with
political morality?0

OMore than you think. For example, in mathematical logic (not to be con-
fused with algebra) the period represents a conjunction, an and. The period is the
same as an and. To say A and B, or A plus B, you write A.B. The period is not the
end; it is a sign of unity, of something that increases. It only defines the X num-

25 Emilio Chuayffet resigned @scretar'a de Goberrn@éexican Interior Minister) on January
3,1998, as a result of political pressure following the massacre of 45 people in the town of Acteal
on December 22, 1997. He was replaced by Francisco Labastida Ochoa. Porfirio Mu—o0z-Ledo
was elected president of the PRD on July 1993 and held office until July 1996 when he was
replaced by Mario Saucedo PZrez. Eraclio Zepeda was apSaiatetira de Gobierno de Chiapas
(Secretary of State of Chiapas) in 1994.
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ber of paragraphs between one period and another, where X is a number that the
mirror does not alter and reflects faithfullyO Durito says as he arranges his papers.
To the west, the sun uncovers clouds and seizes the sky.

And things as they are, | end this postscript with a period and, according to
Durito, | donOt end but | continue.

Valewell:and . ..

PS.that invites you to solve the enigma that contains its central theme:
Instructions:

Frst. Through the Looking Glass (and what Alice found therdewis Carroll,
Chapter Il,*The Garden of the Live Flowers.Z

Second. Each period marks the end of a paragraph.

Third. Punctuation marks donet count.

Fourth. Numerical chaos in the logic of the number in the mirror:

1411.14-110.9-109. 247-107.

11-104.25-103.47-97. 37-96. 3-95.

14-94. 3-89. 24-87. 22-86. 6-85.

10-84.48-82.21-81.43-79.55-78.

10-77.49-76.83-72.21-71. 42-64.

6-63.27-62.52-61.63-59. 13-58.

11-57.3-56.6-54.101-53. 141-51.

79-50. 35-49. 32-49.51-46. 11-45.

88-44.12-43.12-42. 31-41. 3-40.

24-39.15-38.20-37.18-37. 17-36.

27-35.22-33.111-32.7-32.115-31.

20-31.12-31.5-31. 68-30. 46-30.

31-30. 12-30. 9-30. 54-29. 45-29.

12-29.49-28. 20-28. 9-28. 40-27.

15-27.42-22.111-21.91-21.29-21.

3-21.34-20.6-20.81-19.66-19.

44-19.36-19.18-19.11-19.123-18.

90-18. 80-18. 76-18. 65-18.43-17.

4-17.51-15. 48-15. 28-15. 16-15.

47-14.20-4.8-14.3913.12-13.

55-12.54-12.53-12.18-11. 43-10.

25-10.41-8.9-6.6-4.1-1.

Fifth. In the mirror, chaos is a reflection of logical order and logical order is a
reflection of chaos.

Sixth. A.A=?

Seventh. There are seven mirrors: the firstis the first. The second and third open
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the mystery of the chaos that is ordered in the fourth. The fourth is constructed
with the fifth and the sixth. The seventh is the last one.

Vale once ggainSaIudand as you can see (given trees, transgressors anc
odontology), itOs not so easy.

love the branch

Subcomandante Marcos

EZLN

Mountains of the Mexican Southeast

* % %

26 The original Spanisaimar a la ranga palindrome.
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The Story of the Hot Foot
and the Cold Foot

During a Zapatista Red Alert issued in the wake of the governmentOs arrest of
Femando Y1—ez Mu—o0z on October 21 and in response to conflicts between the
EZLN and the PRD over elections, Durito tells Marcos a story about how those
who fight each other may be defeated by a common enemy. Then, in response
to a newspaper article complaining about his frequent appearance in MarcosO
communiquZs, Durito furiously demands a National, International and Inter-
planetary plebiscite on his popularity. As it happened, on the day this letter was
written, the government dropped charges against Yi—ez and the day it was pub-
lished the EZLN called off the Red Alert.

First published iha Jornag@ctober 20, 1995. Originally translated by Eduardo Vera.
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October 27,1995
To the National and International Press

Sirs,

Here goes a communiquZ.WeQOre not going to run anymore. ItOs our custor
to flee only once a year and for 1995 we did that in February.With regards to the
judicial police, they deserve the national agronomy prize for their ability to
OplantO evidence.Whatever the case, the key question is:Who gave the orders 1
the arrest? And this question begs others, for example: Who benefits from the
failure of the dialogue process in Chiapas? Send the answers (if anybody h
them) to the Secretary of State, where they are already known . . . they just neec
confirmation. Anyway, theyOve already ruined the World Series for me, although
in baseball (as in politics) the best does not always win. If you donOt believe m
ask Castillo Peraza. No, better not ask him anything. HeOs liable to think youd
flirting with him. ThatOs what illiteracy gets you!

Vale. Salucgnd may you always walk with a notary public at your side to
certify that youOre not carrying more arms than God gave you.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
Mexico, October 1995

PS.that accepts all scoldings that donOt come from the mediocre arroganc
that reigns in certain political parties.

The dawn is just beginning to appear. Cold and darkness blanket the watch
of a gallant knight-errant and the sorrow of his wretched squire. There is no one
to greet the moon and a bolt of lightning is followed by thunder. Mud is
renewed with rain and wheat with a kiss. Durito reviews the newspaper, chews
on his pipe, and directs a look of reproach my way.

OSo thou hast provoked a scandal of historical proportions!O he says, puittir
down the newspaper.

OMe?0 | say, pretending that | am veeery busy with my torn boot.

OSurely! Who else? You have demonstrated once more that your speech hs
the same quality as a stampede of elephants inside a china shop. And not or

1 After the PAN won the mayoralty of Tuxtla Gutierrez, the capital of Chiapas, Marcos took an
indirect shot at the PRD, commenting in a press conference that,0The PAN is PowerQs only real
option to offer an alternative to the PRI in this countryO and, OThis is not desirable, | repeat, but

it is the only organized force of opposition that can succeed to power and itOs PowerOs only alter
native, but not the nation®s.O PAN leader Carlos Castillo Peraza responded that MarcosO comme
were in recognition of the serious political work of the PANistas, but that he wouldn®t accept
flattery from someone who was so fickle in their compliments. See Guadalupe Ir'zar, OPAN, Only
Option to Power@eforméOctober 18, 1995), 1.
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that, your clumsiness has allowed an avalanche of mediocre people to declare
one-and-a-half stupidities about the half-stupidity that you said .. O

Ol ... was misunderstood! | did not want to say what | said, but to say
what | did not say, and that is why | did not say what | wanted to say and said
what | did not want to say .. O | defend myself while hiding my shame in the
hole in my boot, the left one of course.

ONonsense! This reasoning has the same logic as that of a PRI representa
tive explaining his vote against the reduction of sales tax.O

| remain quiet and start to draw spirals and little circles on the ground with
a short stick. Durito feels sorry for me and pats my shoulder. To do this, Durito
must climb on my arm and loosen his chinstrap. He sits next to my shirt collar,
and says,

OOh my dear and clumsy squire, speaking is slippery and problematic. In
reality, itOs only worth the trouble to speak to a womanNthe only being with
whom it is gratifying to be slippery and get into trouble. And to speak to a
woman one must whisper in her ear. That way, what matters is not so much
what one says, but the warmth of coming close to her neck. In politics, words
hold a thousand traps and tangles, and not only those that are spoken to us, but
also the ones that we speak. And now that we are speaking of politics, IOm
reminded of a story that might be good for that book you are preparing, which
is entitled, if | remember correctBtories for a Suffocating.Night

| sigh, resigned to tolerating another of DuritoOs stories, but he thinks that
itOs because of the shame of my declarations against Don Porfirio, so he contin:
ues: He clears his throat and orders me to take paper and pencil, and | write
while he dictates the story that is called . ..

2 The Mexican national sales tax was raised from 10% to 15% during March 1995, as part of
the national recovery program PARAUSEE (Program to Strengthen the Unity Agreement to
Overcome the Economic Emergency). The program also included the removal of price con-

trols and subsidies for basic foodstuffs such as milk, tortillas, and beans, as well as gradual price
hikes on energy (natural gas, oil, etc.). In the December 1997 budget debates, the PRD pro-
posed returning the tax to 10%, arguing that the measure was intended to be temporary and
that a tax on consumption is fundamentally regressive, but the PAN sided with the PRI and

killed the proposal.

3 PRD leader Porfirio Mu—0z Ledo criticized the Zapatista call to abstain from the elections.

He claimed that this move hurt the PRD more than any other party and that as many as 20
municipalities may have been lost because of it. In response, Marcos stated that Othe difficult
conditions of militarization, harassment and persecution in the state forced our organization

not to participate or to call on people to participate in this procegki—0z Ledo also forgets

that the EZLN did not take up arms so that the PRD could assume powaemind him

and the rest of the country that our arms are not in the service of any political party. HeOs mak-
ing a fool of himself treating us as if we were the armed faction of the PRD, as if we had an
obligation that we have never had O See Guadalupe Ir'zar, OMarcos Lashes out at Mu—oz LedaC
ReforméOctober 18, 1995), 1.
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The Story of the Cold Foot and the Hot Foot

*There once were two feet together. They were together, but not united. One
foot was cold and the other was hot. And then the cold foot said to the hot foot,
*You are very hot.e And the hot foot said to the cold foot, *You are very cold.c And
thates what they were doing, that is, fighting each other, when Hernan Cortés
arrived and burned them both.Z*

Ols it over?0 | ask, incredulously.

OOf course! ItOs a storyNnot one of your press conferences,O he answers.

| just look at him with reproach. He says, OOkay, okay, youOre right. Let me
think .. . Hmmm, Hmmm, | know! Below that write: And Hernn Cortes
lived happily ever after. And thatOs the endNexcept this storyOs not overO

ONo0?0 | ask while | put the paper in my pocket.

OOf course not! There are still many cold and hot feet, so Herntn CortZs
could end up having a veeery disagreeable surprise O

OSpeaking of disagreeable things,O | interrupt, OtheyOre complaining about
you in some newspaperQO

OAbout me? Who dares complain about the knight-errant longed for by
countless damsels of all ages, dreamt of by children big and small, and respect-
ed and admired by all the noble men that have ever lived?0

OWell, they donOt exactly complain about you. All they say is enough
already with Durito. Durito over here, Durito over there. Anyway, they suggest
that | leave you out of my letters and that . . O Durito does not allow me to
continue and shouts in my ear:

OShut up insolent rogue! It could only occur to a good-for-nothing like
you that respectable people would not enjoy and find relaxing solace and
noble lessons in stories of my great feats, my undeniable charm, and the pro-
found wisdom that is abundant in my discourse.O

OBut Durito! It is not | who has thought of such absurdity! Consider that
there could existNitOs just a hypothesisNsomeone in whom you donOt gener-
ate the same enthusiasm as .. O

Durito interrupts again, OWell, | concede that it is possible that some being
exists that may not be interested in me or my marvels. So we should do some-
thing to determine the rating that you have, insolent yokel, and the one that |
have, a high knight-errant.

Ol agree with the Oerrant® but allow me to doubt the Ohigh OO

4 The conquistador Herntn CortZs invaded Mexico in 1519. By 1521, he was able to form
alliances with indigenous groups, primarily the Tlaxcaltecans, to capture the imperial city of
Tenochtitlan. CuauhtZmoc, nephew of Moctezuma and a successor to the throne, was captured
and tortured in order to reveal the whereabouts of MoctezumaOs treasure.When he refused to
submit, Cortez applied boiling oil to his feet.
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OIOm referring to the height of my ideals, cretinO

OWell, what do you propose?0

OA plebiscite O

OA plebiscite? But Durito. theyOre going to say itOs a joke .. O

ONot another word! A plebiscite it will be. National, International and
Interplanetary. And these will be the questions: First: should El Sup eliminate
DuritoOs stories from his letters? Second: should the despicable being who dared
to demand the disappearance of DuritoOs stories die in the flames of an inferno
that would make DanteOs look like an icebox? These two questions are to be
answered: OYes O ONo O or Ol donbt knowdO

OAnd where should the ones who want to respond send their answers?O | ask
skeptically.

OTo my office: ODon Durito de la Lacandona, Little Huapac Hole Number
69. Mountains of the Mexican Southeast, Chiapas, MexicoOO

| see that Durito is very determined, so | suggest that he clarify some matters.

OAnd what are the minimum and maximum age limits for participating in
this Oconsultation0?0

OThe minimum is six months old. The maximum is a minute before taking
your last breath.O

OBut Durito, do you think that at six months somebody could answer these
questions?0

OOf course! At six months | was already composing some of those sonnets
that make a moist and feminine womb provoke tempests andNparadoxicallyN
offer tranquilityO

OBut you are a beetle!O

OEven more in my favor! No more discussion! Elaborate the convocation
and add that all females may adorn their ballot with their best sigh .. . Although,
on second thought. . noNbetter not mention sighs. . because surely so many
would arrive that theyOd turn into a hurricane that would leave Roxanne in the
category of Oinopportune breez8g€er for them to send red carnations.
Maybe we can start a business exporting them .. .Well, what do you think?0O

Ol think youOre delirious; that youOve gone mad 0 1 tell him.

OMy dear and scraggly squire! It takes a certain dose of delirium and madness
for the dawn to break O Durito says while he returns to his place and covers him-
self again with his little huapac leaf, but not before drawing a huge 0690 on top
of it.

OLet me know when the answers start arriving. Hell! | wonOt even be able to
sleep because of the sweet anticipation .. O Durito says seconds before starting to
snore as if he were a chainsaw with no muffler.

5 Tropical Storm Roxanne struck southeastern Mexico for two weeks in mid-October.With
winds up to 115 mph, the storm reached hurricane levels twice, killing fourteen and leaving as
many as 300,000 people displaced.
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| remain quiet. | light my pipe and slowly inhale a memory. Above, dawn dis-
solves its last gloomy grays, far away day takes a bite of the horizon and the co
turns tepid here. .in the mountains of the Mexican Southeast . ..

ValeagainSalugand may the madness and the delirium multiply.

El Sup yearning for the flower with which October decorated the ceiba.

* k%
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On Love

A few days before the second anniversary of the EZLN uprising, Durito reflects
on To-itaOs statement on the nature of Love.We first met To—ita, a five-year-old
girl from the community of Prado Pacayal, in ODurito 110 where Marcos relates
how she had found her teacup broken amidst the debris of her home left by the
Army offensive of February. Here To—ita uses the breaking and repair of teacups
as a metaphor for the anxieties of love. Durito, for his part, prefers the metaphor
of a scale. MarcosO account of these reflections is attached to two communiquZs
by the CCRI: the first on the upcoming celebrations inaugurating four new cen-
ters of resistance or Aguascalientes in the communities of Oventic, La Garrucha,
Morelia and La Realidad, and the second on the governmentOs response:
increased military pressure.

First published iha JornagBecember 26, 1995. Originally translated by Cecilia Rodr'guez.
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December 23, 1995
To the National and International Press

Sirs:

Here go a couple of communiquZs. | know well that you have had a lot of
work chasing after ex-presidents and their cohdtrisas to be expected. The
only thing that is surprising is the amnesia of the zealots of the First World,
modernity and other lies. On the other hand, it is paradoxical that he who
denounced us for using masks has now become the most popular mask for sa
on the Mexican streets.

They tell me that there are now pi—at@%ould you send one for the post-
posadas(It turns out that with these tanks, planes and indigenous time, the
posadase going to be held around February.)

Valesaluchnd hope that in January they donOt make a pi—ata out of the peo-
ples

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
Mexico, December 1995

PS.that speaks of love, indifference and other foolishness.

To—ita comes to brag about her new teacup. Without mercy, she lets me
haveit ...

OLove is like a teacup that each day we drop on the floor and it breaks into
pieces, at dawn the pieces are back together and with a little moisture anc
warmith, they stick together and the teacup is like new again. The person who is
in love spends his life fearing the arrival of the terrible day when the little cup will
be so broken that it will no longer be possible to put it back togetherO

1 After his failed hunger strike (see note in ODurito 110) former president Carlos Salinas disap-
peared into self-imposed exile. He was sighted by reporters in the Bahamas, Switzerland, Cuba,
the United States, and Ireland.

2 Street vendors in Mexico City hawkpi-atasr paper machZ dolls of ex-president Salinas,

often in prison uniform.

3 Posadditerally means OinnO or Osmall hotel O In this context, theoadasfers to the

annual fiestas around the re-enactment of the night that Mary and Joseph searched for lodging ir
Bethlehem.

4 On December 23, 1995, the CCRI-CG released a communiquZ that detailed the intensifica-
tion of Mexican military mobilizations. Military patrols included tanks, artillery jeeps, combat
planes, and artillery helicopters. The communiquZ denounced the government for these actions,
highlighting the armyOs harassment of Oventic, La Garrucha, Morelia, and La Realidad, all sites o
the new Aguascalientes. $eeJornagBecember 26, 1995.

5 There were rumors that the Mexican government would launch an official offensive against
the Zapatistas on January 1,1996. See communiquZ issued by the CCRI-CG, pulliahed in
Jornagd®ecember 26,1995
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She leaves the way she came, reiterating her denial of a kiss that, now more
than ever, Oburns a lotO

OLove is no more than a complex scaleO says Durito. OOn one side you put
the good things and on the other the bad ones. Love endures as long as the good
outweighs the bad. The one who loves spends his life accumulating weights and
concerns on the good side. He pays so much attention to that weight that he for-
gets about the bad side. He will never understand how a weight, that was barely
the whisper of a feather, shifted the balance in favor of indifference, in a categor-
ical, definitive, irremediable manner . ..

| was left thinking and smoking. The moon was a pearly fingernail, a salil
swollen with light on the evening boat. A naked edge appeared along the moun-
tainOs peak and then it was launched with such force that its path mistreated not
a few stars.

Valeagain. Happy New Year; | hope that now it will really be new.

Sup Marcos

El Sup preparing a gift for Durito whom, as almost no one knows, this
December celebrates years of confounding and criticizing me.What if | give him

some scotch tape to cover his mouth? | donOt know about him, but | would sleep
veeery well . ..

* k%
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The Story of Dreams

Marcos vividly describes Durito and his role in helping the EZLN cope with the
difficulties of war.Written on Christmas Day, this communiquZ reflects growing
tensions the Zapatistas faced in the aftermath of the first two rounds of the Sal
AndrZs negotiations on Indigenous rights and culture, and as the Mexican Army
sought to intimidate them during the inauguration of four new
OAguascalientes.O He closes with a story told to him by Old Antonio about the
importance of dignity and dreaming.

First published January 2, 1996. Originally translated by irlandesa for this vollEAENSee
Documentos y comunicados 3: 2 de octubre de 1995 / 24 8@ (Mdixide,D. F.: Ediciones
Era, 1997), 72-75.
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December 25, 1995

In the oppressive solitude of the first years of the Zapatista war, an odd char-
acter presented himself in our camps. A little beetle, a pipe-smoker, a good read-
er and even better teller of tales, set himself to the task of easing the cold dawns
of a combatant, El Sup.

With the legal name of ONebuchadnezzarQ the little beetle chostte
guerref ODuritoO because of the hardness of his skin. Durito, like all children, has
thick skin. And in the same way, Durito chose as his first interlocutor the child
we have within, whom we have forgotten, along with our principles.

One dawn, ten years later, almost at the end of the military retreat which had
been forced upon us by the betrayal of February, Durito found us once again, and
once again he inspired the best that human beings possess: their capacity for
wonder, their tenderness, their aspiration to be better ... as well as other qualities.

At times a detective, at times a political analyst, at times a knight-errant, and
at others a writer of letters, Durito speaks to us, offering us a mirror of the future
that shows us what we can be. Tliades for a Suffocating Mighbegun in order
to lighten hearts made heavy by the unknown. Through them, Durito opens a
wound in our chest, a wound that hurts and that relieves, a painful wound, but
one that allows us to breathe better.

Self-proclaimed knight-errant, with the new title of ODon Durito de la
LacandonaO this little beetle resolves to travel the paths of the world in order to
right wrongs, to rescue damsels, to relieve suffering, to support the weak, to
instruct the ignorant, to humiliate the powerful, to raise up the humble. Always
full of vitality, Don Durito de la Lacandona is the greatest knight-errant who has
ewer lived. He lives, astonishing the stars that discover him in the forest dawns.
News of his deeds have now gone round the world, and millions of women sigh
for him, thousands of men speak his name with respect, and hundreds of thou-
sands of children revere him.

Don Durito de la Lacandona describes some of his adventures and thoughts
to us, and tells us disconcerting tales that have a thousand-and-one interpreta-
tions, that teach and that relieve the innumerable nights of suffocation in the
mountains of the Mexican Southeast.

Durito will be ten years old in this month of December, 1995. He only
awaits the results of the Intergalactic Plebiscite that he called in order to know if
he will continue to astonish us with his wonders or if he will be lost again among
numerous paths that cross the mountains of the Mexican Southeast.

Today, December 25, 1995, | salute the greatest and the best practitioner of
knight-errantry, Don Durito.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

1 For the genesis of that plebiscite, see OThe Story of the Hot Foot and Cold FootO
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PS.that teaches one to dream or, that which is the same, to struggle.

Old Antonio was sharpening his machete and smoking in the doorway of his
hut. | was dozing by his side, covered by the buzzing of crickets and weariness
Jist like ten years before and ten years after, the smoke of Old AntonioOs cigare
rose in the still air. The sky was a nocturnal sea, so large that one could see ne
ther beginning nor end. The moon had floated into view a few minutes earlier.
A cloud of light marked the point of the hill that would be a balcony for a silvery
flirtation, a springboard for a clean dive, a platform for a new flight. A golden
sliver subtly winked the glen that awaited it into being. Afterwards, there was the
change from gold to silver, and from there to pearly white. With swollen and
mended sails, night launched itself and sailed on. Below, silence and nostalg
waited.

December 1975, 1985, 1995. Always, the sea opens to the East. It was no
raining, but the cold dampened the clothes and the restless dreams of the ligt
sleep of slow suffocation. Old Antonio confirmed out of the corner of his eye
that | was awake, and he asked me:

OWhat did you dream?0

ONothingO | told him as | looked for my pipe and tobacco in my cartridge
belt.

OBad, then. One dreams and one learns. Dreaming, one knowsO Olc
Antonio replied as he returned to the slow caress of the file across the tongue
shaped blade of his machete.

OBad? Why?0 | asked, now lighting my pipe.

Old Antonio stopped his sharpening and, after testing the edge, put the
machete to one side.With his hands and his lips he lit a cigarette and began
story.

The Story of Dreams

*The story Ism going to tell you was not told to me by anyone. Well, my grand-
father told it to me, but he warned me that | would only understand it when |
dreamed it. So Ism telling you the story that | dreamt and not the one my grandfa-
ther told me.Z Old Antonio stretches his legs and rubs his tired knees. He releases a
puff of smoke that clouds the reflection of the moon in the length of steel resting
across his legs, and he continues. ..

«In every furrow of the skin that is borne on the faces of great grandparents,
our gods are kept and they live. It is a faraway time that comes to us. The truth of
our ancestors travels through time. The great gods speak through the oldest of the
old and we listen. When the clouds settle over the land, barely grasping the hills
with their little hands, then the first gods come down to play with the men and
women,; they teach them true things. The first gods reveal little with their faces of
night and cloud. Dreams are what we dream in order to be better.

*Through dreams, the first gods speak to us and teach us. The man who does
not know how to dream himself remains very alone and he hides his ignorance in
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fear. So that they could speak, so that they could know and be known, the first gods
taught the men and women of the corn to dream, and they gave themnahualesso
they could walk through life.?

*The nahualesof the true men and women are the jaguar, the eagle and the
coyote. The jaguar in order to fight, the eagle so that dreams fly, the coyote in order
to think and to pay no attention to the tricks of the powerful.

«In the world of the first gods, those who formed the world, everything is a
dream. The earth on which we live and die is a great mirror of the dream in which
the gods live. The great gods live all together. They are equals. Not one is above or
below the other. It is injustice, which makes itself government that splits the world
and puts a few above and many below. Itss not like that in the world. The true world,
the great mirror of the dream of the first gods, those who created the world, is very
large and everyone fits equally. It is not like the world of today that they make too
small so that a few stay above and many remain below. The world of the present is
not complete; it is not a good mirror reflecting the world of dreams where the first
gods live.

*Thates why the gods gave the people of the corn a mirror that is called dignity.
In it, men see themselves as equals, and they become rebels if they are not equal.
That is how the rebellion of our first grandparents began, those who now die in us
so we might live.

*The mirror of dignity serves to defeat the demons that spread darkness. Seen
in the mirror, the man of darkness sees himself reflected as the void that forms him.
As if he were nothing, the man of darkness, the de-equalizer of the world, becomes
undone in front of the mirror of dignity.

*The gods set out four points so that the world could lie down. Not because it
was tired, but so men and women would walk as equals, so that all would fit, so
that no one would put themselves above the other. The gods set out two points in
order to fly and to be able to stand on the earth. The gods set out one point so that
true men and women could walk. Seven are the points that give meaning to the
world and work to true men and women: front and back, one side and the other,
above and below, and the seventh is the path we dream, the destiny of the men and
women of the corn, the true ones.

*The gods gave mothers a moon in each breast so they could nurture new men
and women with dreams. History and memory come with them; without them,
death and neglect eat up everything. The earth, our great mother, has two breasts
so that men and women may learn how to dream. Learning to dream, they learn
how to become great; to become dignified, they learn to fight. That is why when
true men and women say, swe are going to dream,e they are saying, and they are
saying to each other, swe are going to fight.eZ

2 According to Mayan tradition, the Gods made human beings out of corn. See Part Four of
PopulVuh:The Mayan Book of the Dawn afdrife,Dennis Tedlock, 2nd ed. (New York:
Touchstone, 1996Nahualeare guiding animal spirits that embody abilities and wisdom accessi-
ble only to those who understand them.
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Old Antonio fell silent. He fell silent or | remained asleep. | am dreaming that
| dream, | am dreaming that | know, | am dreaming that | understand ...

Above, the bosom of the moon offers milk on the road to Santi&ge.
dawn was queen and everything was ready for doing, for dreaming, and for
struggling.

El Sup, packing memories and bullets.

* k%

3 ORoad to SantiagoO refers to the Milky Way. See note in OOn Bullfighting, DZtente and
RockO
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The Story of the Bay Horse

From January 1-8, 1996 the National Indigenous Forum is held in San Crist—bal
de las Casas. The Forum, called by the EZLN and its advisors, was designed to
receive the opinions and thoughts from indigenous peoples throughout Mexico
whose decisions and proposals were to be taken up by the EZLN in the San
AndrZs talks. The Forum was attended by 24 comandantes of the EZLN, and
nearly 500 representatives of more than 30 indigenous groups. Attending in dis-
guise, Durito tells Marcos a story of a bay horse who changes the rules of the
game. In his Closing Address to the Forum, Marcos explains DuritoOs recent
silence while waiting for the results of the plebiscite on his popularity.

First published iha Jornagdnuary 10, 1996. Original translator unknown.
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San Crist—bal de Las Casas

Jamiary 9, 1996

Through my voice speaks the voice of the Zapatista Army of National
Liberation

Brothers and Sisters:
We want to say a few words to those present at this National Indigenous
Forum.

I. Advisors

During the first days of January, there exists, in many of our indigenous com-
munities in Mexico, the custom of reading how the months of the coming year
will be. This knowledge tells when to prepare the earth, when to plant the seed
and when to harvest. Among the most ancient Mayans, this practice was known
asXoc-kiror Othe counting of the days.O

And they were, as today there are among us, the most knowledgeable mer
and women: thé:-menOthose who know@heseh-merhad great knowledge
that they had learned in their dreams. Through dreams the gods taughéime
the knowledge of the world. In this way, they could find things that were lost,
cure sickness with their herbs and their prayers, and see the future by readin
their sacred stones or counting grains of corn. But their main responsibility and
concern was to help ensure, with their guidance, a good harvest.

Today we have oun-menthose men and women of knowledge who make
up the body of counselors of the EZLN in the search for a peace with dignity.
These men and women are the ones who organized this forum that allowed us
to find one another and build the bridge of the seventh rainBtwey dreamed
together of the great gods, the ones who gave birth to the world, the very first
ones, and from them they learned their great words and their best thoughts.
These men and women have been able to find things that were lost, like words,
like reason, like unselfishness, like dignity. They have been able to cure that mos
mortal illness that exists, oblivion. These men and women can read the future by
reading what their hearts say and counting grains of corn, which in todayOs worl
are called hearts.

But, just like our ancierft--mertheir principal responsibility and concern is
to help us with their guidance to ensure a good harvest. Therefore we want to
ask you, the attendees of this National Indigenous Forum, to join us in this salute
that we give to our advisors and that, together, we ask that with their wisdom
they help bring about a good harvest in the sowing of words and understanding

1 OH-menQis an indigenous word, pronounced OachemenO

2 OThe Story of the Seven RainbowsO was told by Marcos two days earlier at the ForumOs plen
ry session on January 7, 1996, and publishieal Jornaddanuary 8, 1996). See also EZLN,
Documentos y comunicados 3, 2 de octubre de 1995/24 de ef\draide, TOB7Ediciones

Era, 1997), 94-98.
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of dignity that we fulfill today. We ask that they calculateXtbe-kinwell, that

they calculate well the counting of the days so that our harvest may be good and
the hearts of the brown men and women who first lived on these lands may nev-
er lose hope.

Some of our advisors are not here today; they have not been able to accom-
pany us on this bridge that begins today for different reasons. But there is one
group of ourh-merthat is not here because they are imprisoned.

They are accused of the crime of belonging to an organization with which
the government dialogues under the protection of the law. By keeping them
imprisoned, the government violates the law that obliges it to talk and not to
fight. That is why these men and women who are our advisors, our counselors, are
not here with us on this good road.We, the Zapatistas, want to ask all of you to
send, together with us, a salute to these, our imprisoned advisors. And we ask that
we all greet them, as is the custom in our indigenous communities, with applause.

. Participants

The task of planting the seeds of the words that we have gathered in these
days falls to us, the participants of this National Indigenous Forum. Here, in the
Valley of Jovel, where today reign the intolerance, racism and stupidity that
exclude, we have come together to speak and get to know one aibthbave
gathered up the seed.We must prepare what we are planting: the future. Today
we nust live in a country that is not like the one of our ancestors. Today we live
in a country with a government that wants to deliver us to foreign lands, sold as
though we were animals, things.We, the indigenous people, are bad merchan-
dise, they say. The great Power of money does not want to buy merchandise that
does not produce good profits. And we indigenous people do not produce good
profits. We are a bad investment. That is why the government shopkeeper gives
us oblivion and repression for free, because he canOt get a good price if he sells it
to us. Today the shopkeeper said he was going to modernize his store and he has
to eliminate all of the merchandise that is unattractive and we, with our dark skin
and this desire to stay close to the earth, which makes us pretty short, are not
attractive.

They want to forget us. But it is not only the indigenous who are threatened
by this forgetfulness, there are also many other Mexican men and women who
are unattractive because they canOt be priced in dollars. They who are not indige-
nous, and we who are, have been condemned to oblivion. They sell our entire
house and with it, our history. If we want to save ourselves from oblivion, we
must do it together, united. Today the hope of this homeland that hurts us has an
indigenous heart; it is up to its brown skin to start to save it from oblivion. It is no
longer enough to die, this we have learned for five centuries. Now it is necessary
to live for ourselves and to do so together with the others who are also us.

3 San Crist—bal de las Casas, the colonial capital of Chiapas, is located in the Valley of Jovel.
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The past is the key to the future. In our past we have thoughts that can serve
to construct a future, where we fit without getting squeezed as much as those
who live above us squeeze us today. We will find the future of the homeland by
looking to the past, to those who first sheltered us, to those who first thought of
us, to those who first made us.

We have to prepare for the planting.We must become rain, we have to be like
the Chaacobr gods of rain who came out of the cenotes and met in the sky to
travel from there by horse, each one with his sacred gourd full of water, watering
the earth from one side to the other so that all might have life-giving rain.

If the rain doesnOt come, then we will have to squat down like our ancestors
and sing like frogs do before it rains and shake branches as if a stormy wind wel
beating them and someone will play the rol&fiu-Chaathe principal god of
rain, with his lightning rod and sacred gourd.

We have to sow and cultivate ourselves. Gone are the days when stones wer
soft and could be moved with a whistle, when it wasnOt necessary to labor tc
plow the cornfield, and one grain of corn was enough to feed a whole family.
Since the chief was defeated by a foreigner at Chichen ltza, the good times hav
ended and the bad times have begun. The ancient chief entered a tunnel that lef
east from Tulum descending below the sea, and then the foreignBgzuhe
took power. Now we have to return so that reason can reign again in out lands.
We will do this by sowing our word.

We are our earth.We understand well how the earth and we are one. In old-
en times, four spirits protected the planting field, what we cattifpaand there
were another four that cared for the village, there was one for each of the crosse:
planted at the corners of the village. Thacehualesir most ancient ones, had
seven directions; the first four were the corners ahitgzor the village, the fifth
was the center and each community was accustomed to marking it with a cros:
and, generally, a ceiba tree. The sixth and seventh directions were up above an
down below. In addition to the four guardians of their field and the four of their
village, each person had their individual guardian. To represent the five points, the
four corners plus the center, our ancestors used a cross. As time passed the fi
point was lifted, and the four corners became five and then it was the five-point-
ed star that represented the guardian of the people and the planting season.

Guardian and heart of the people, Votin-Zapata, is also the guardian anc
heart of the word.He, the man, the five-pointed star represents the human
being, he. Now that we have spoken and listened, he is happy, the happy heart o
Votfn-Zapata, the guardian and heart of the people.

4 Chichen ltza was a Mayan city-state of the post-classic period, located in the northern Yucatan
Peninsula. Tulum, also known as The Fortress (El Castillo), is a Mayan site dating from the late
post-classic period, situated on the coast of the Yucatan Peninsula, near the present-day resort
town of Cancun.

5 Votin-Zapata is the syncretism of Votin, the Mayan God known as the guardian of the people,

and Emiliano Zapata, who rose up to fight for all Mexicans during the Mexican Revolution. See
the communiquZ that first appeared.anJornadan April 10, 1995.
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Brothers and Sisters:

Each of us has our owmilpaour piece of land, but we all belong to the
same people, although sometimes we speak different languages and we wear dif-
ferent clothes.We invite each of you to plant in your own place and in your own
wayWe invite you to make of this Forum a good planter and we will see to it
that the seed reaches everyone and that all the earth is well prepared.

Here we have listened to wise people and good planters suchMieur
brothers and sisters whose position on autonomy has been a bridge between
brothers and thoughts. With great truth dotonacandHuichobrothers have
also spoken. From the states of Guerrero, Veracruz and Oaxaca, brown and digni-
fied voices reach us speaking the word that is persecuted by Power and yet, still
wise. OurChinantedarothers speak through the wisdom of the woman repre-
senting them. ThéVlazatecoBlixtecoand Zapotecdwmve opened the eyes and
ears that our heart possesses but sometimes forgetShatmms, Chochos,
Chontales, Cuicatecos, Mayans, Nahuatl, Nanhu, Otom’es, Popoluca, PurZhpec
Chocholtecos, TarahurmadaheTepehuase also light and color with their word.

Our Zapotedorothers from the United States also have given us the benefit of
their thought. All who are seven, you, we, the brothers and sisters that we are.

All of them, you have undergone great suffering to get here, to speak with
each other and, with us, to listen to each other and listen to us.We know it, but
many others don®t. You all came without our material help; your communities
supported you so you could come here. And you always knew that you werenOt
coming to receive any land, money or promises. You always knew that you
wouldn®t leave here with anything material for you and your community. You
always knew that you were coming to give your word and your example. And
knowing all this, you made it here. And ragmpa—eros-jéfiescommanders of
the CCRI-CG of the EZLN, have ordered me to thank you in their name and
in mine for all that is known and for all that is unknown.We want to thank you
for having made it here, for having spoken and having listened, for reaching the
good agreement that guides our path.

We have nothing material to give you; all we have is our greeting, which we
ask that you accept as all greetings should be accepted, that is, as a gift.

I1l. Guests and Observers, CICR, Mexican Red Cross and Cordons of Peace

As an observer at this National Indigenous Forum, a character has been pres-
ent, who, timid as he is, slips away from the room at this moment. | refer to the
very great and much loved Don Durito de la Lacandona, knight-errant and
noble lord who rides the mountains of the Mexican Southeast. The highest and
most dignified representative of the lofty and gallant profession of knight-

6 CICR is the Spanish acronym for the International Committee of the Red Cross. Peace
observers organized to protect the EZLN leaders formed one of three different walls of people
around the building where the peace talks took place; the other two were made up by the Red
Cross and the Military Police.
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errantry, the always lively Don Durito de la Lacandona has asked me, being as
am his squire and companion, to say a few words to you in his name. Due to one
of those promises that knights-errant should make and fulfill, Durito has had to
keep silent for some time, awaiting the results of the intergalactic plebiscite tha
he convened.l should say, taking advantage of his absence and that he wonC
hear me, that his silence was pretty strident and he never gave me a dawnOs r
which, | believe all valiant squires deserve.

It happens that early this morning | was smoking and trying to think of how
to tell you all that we thank you for coming, when suddenly | see that beneath
the door something that looks extraordinarily like a beetle enters. It took me a
moment but then | recognized. Durito!

Dressed in an old and torn coat, with a hat down to his eyes that in my esti-
mation was too big for him, and a cane in his hand, Durito quickly told me that
he was incognito to avoid his many admirers and he made it clear that it wasnOt
cane he was carrying, but Excalibur, his righteous sword, camouflaged as a can

OThe ones you need to avoid are the agents of the national security, the
PGR, military intelligence, the CIA, the FBI and the etceteras who usually show
up to these types of events O | told him, alarmed, as | watched him swipe a bag «
tobacco.

OQuicklyO he tells me, OWrite down what IOm about to dictate because
have to leave!O

And without giving me a chance to ask the reason for his haste, Durito dic-
tated to me the story called . ..

The Story of the Bay Horse

There once was a bay horse that was brown like a bay bean, and the bay horse
lived in the house of a very poorcampesinoand the poor campesinohad a very poor
wife and they had a very skinny chicken and a lame little pig. And so, one day the
very poor wife of the very poor campesinosaid: *We have nothing more to eat
because we are very poor so we should eat the skinny chicken.Z And so they killed
the skinny chicken and they made a skinny chicken soup and ate it. And so for a
while they were fine but the hunger returned and the very poor campesinotold his
very poor wife: *We have nothing more to eat because we are very poor so we
should eat the lame little pig.Z And so the lame little piges turn came and they killed
it and they made a lame soup out of the little lame pig and ate it.

And then it was the bay horsess turn. But the bay horse didnet wait for this sto-
ry to end; and he fled and left for another story.

le that the end of the story?O | ask Durito, unable to hide my discomfort.
OOf course not. DidnOt you hear that the bay horse left to go to another sto-
ry?0 says Durito as he prepares to leave.

7 The plebiscite was demanded by Durito in the OStory of the Hot Foot and Cold FootO
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OAnd so?0 | ask exasperated.

OAnNd so nothing, you have to go look for the bay horse in another story!O he
says adjusting his hat.

OBut Durito!O | say, attempting a protest that | know will be useless.

ONot one more word! You tell the story the way | told it to you. | canOt
because | have to leave on a secret missionO

OSecret? And whatOs it about?O | ask lowering my voice.

Olnsolent knave! DonOt you understand that if | tell you what itOs about it
stops being secret Durito manages to say as he slips away under the door.

Durito already knows the results of the intergalactic consultation that ended
with the year of 1995. He already knows that his victory was resounding and
indisputable and that | have been condemned to narrating his great feats and
marvels. That is why Don Durito de la Lacandona has already left to right
wrongs and to astound the entire world with his achievements. The greatest thief
of feminine sighs, the aspiration of men, admired by children, the great Don
Durito de la Lacandona now returns to us. | know well that many of you rejoice
at his return, but as for me, it doesnOt please me at all to have to be the writer of
such absurd and marvelous stories like theSeories for a Suffocating.Night

IV. The Press

Finally, we want to thank the press that has also sacrificed to cover this
Forum. And we want to make it clear that we are referring to the true press and
not the police who hide behind a press badge.We know that weOve been some-
what inattentive and discourteous; some of you have even said this is the press
politics of the EZLN. But today we repeat what we told you almost two years
ago here in San Crist—bal at the Cathedral talks: the press has had an important
role in holding back the war and opening a path for dialogue and peace.

The press acted like a great mirror so that this country that is still called
Mexico could see its true image reflected in a war against oblivion.We know that
you are doing your job and that you do it with interest, professionalism and
pride.We also know that, many times what is made public is not what you pro-
duced but only what suits Power and money.

Some of you complained yesterday that there were no political declarations
that were newsworthy. You complained that EI Sup only came to write literature
with the stories of Old Antonio. So now we want to make a very clear political
declaration, as are all the political declarations of the EZLN. And, in view of the
audiovisual media present here, the declaration will come in the following, as a
rough draft of a video script . . .
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PS.disguised as a video-clip.

First, a distorted image and a long and bothersome screech in the audio
Afterward, the image comes into focus and in the background you can hear that
song Gartas Marcadadhe images pile up: Power laughing approvingly, has-
tening its historic and definitive triumph in the last minutes of 1993. An army of
shadows creeps in amid the cold and dampness. Power looks in the mirror an
finds itself eternal and omnipotent. The great wise ones predict for him great tri-
umphs, praise and robust statues throughout the land. A killjoy has promised him
OYou will rule until the jungle walks toward your palaceO A handful of shadows
multiplied in the mountains. Power knows that it is impossible for the jungle to
walk and its confidence and euphoria are confirmed. The great wise ones are ¢
his side and pick up the crumbs of the feast.With wooden guns walks the collec-
tive shadow in the dawn of the beginning. In the dawn of 1994, the indigenous
people come down from the mountains. They go to the palace of Power to claim
death and oblivion. In their rifles made of wood walk the trees of the jungle.
Power trembles and begins to die. A stick rifle has wounded it mortally. The end
and the beginning.

And if this video-clip too closely resembles William Shakespdacis@sh
itOs not my fault. Perhaps it belongs to the great gods who during these times a
restless in Chiapas and choose to travel in other worlds and in another time
because thatOs how playful and mischievous these gods are, the greatest, the
who bore the world, the first ones.

Thank you very much.
From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast

Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
Mexico, January 1996

* k%

8 Crartas Marca@®Marked CardsO) is a popular song from the movie of the same title starring
Pedro Infante (1948), directed by RenZ Cardona.
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Durito to Conquer Europe

In a letter to the Fifth European Encounter in Solidarity with the Zapatistas,
which took place in Paris on January 26-28, 1996, Marcos warns NATO that
Durito is still thinking about embarking on the conquest of Europe. His letter
also contains the First Declaration of La Realidad calling for Continental
Encounters in the spring of 1996 and then an Intercontinental Encounter against
Neoliberalism and for Humanity in the summer to take place in the Zapatista
autonomous communities. This letter was sent during the EZLN consultation
with Zapatista base communities regarding the agreements reached at the San
AndrZs negotiations on Indigenous Rights and Culture.

To the ComitZ de SolidaritZ avec les Peuples de Chiapas en Lutte
To those attending the Fifth European Encounter of Solidarity with the
Zapatista Rebellion, Paris, France

This sounded nonsense to Alice so she said nothing, but set off at once towards
the Red Queen. To her surprise, she lost sight of her in a moment, and found herself
walking in at the front door again.

First published January 30, 1996. Originally translated by irlandesa.SaukBocumentos y
comunicados 3 (2 de octubre de 1995/24 de ener(M#xit®9D)F.: Ediciones Era, 1997), 129-
131.
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A little provoked, she drew back and, after looking everywhere for the Queen
(whom she spied out at last, a long way off), she thought she would try the plan,
this time, of walking in the opposite direction.

It succeeded beautifully. She had not been walking a minute before she found
herself face to face with the Red Queen, and full in sight of the hill she had been so
long aiming at.

*Where do you come from?Z said the Red Queen. sAnd where are you going?
Look up, speak nicely, and donet twiddle your fingers all the time.Z

Alice attended to all these directions, and explained, as well as she could, that
she had lost her way.

«| donet know what you mean by your way,Zsaid the Queen; «all the ways about
here belong tome. . .Z

.Lewis Carroll *

Brothers and Sisters:

In the name of mycompa—erd® men, women, children and elders who
make up the Zapatista Army of National Liberation, | am writing you to greet
you and to welcome the celebration of this Fifth European Encounter of
Solidarity with the Zapatista Rebellion.

You should know that we have not been able to send any of our Zapatista
compa—eraad no one will be representing the EZLN at this Fifth Encuentro.
Currently we find ourselves in the process of internal consultation in the
Zapatista indigenous communities in order to respond to the proposals of the
accords reached at the dialogue at San AndrZs SacamachOen de los Pobres.
why it has been impossible for us to attend your Fifth Encounter. Nor have we
been able to ask anyone (nor will we) to carry our voice to you. That is why we
will again use the epistolary medium so that you can hear us.

Attached to this greeting you will find whatOs known aBiteeDeclaration
of La Realidathat calls for the celebration of the First Intercontinental
Encuentro for Humanity and Against Neoliberalism.We wish to ask you to read
it and, if you are in agreement, to sign it, next to the EZLN, so that, united, we
summon the people to this encounter to find humanity and each?other.

We know that you have many issues to deal with at your encounter, but we
implore you to take some time for this matter of the encounter that Durito calls
OintergalacticO

Concerning this point, we wish to tell you the following:

We propose that the Organizing Assembly for the Intercontinental
Encuentro for Humanity and against Neoliberalism of the European Continent

1 Lewis CarrollThrough the Looking GleésDonald Grey (New York:W.W. Norton & Co.,

1992), chapter 2: OThe Garden of Live Flowers O 123-124.

2 The First Intercontinental Encounter, held in Chiapas at the end of July 1996, was attended by
over 3,000 activists from more than 40 countries.
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be held the first week of April 1996 in Berlin, Germany.

We also say to you that this is just a proposal, and, of course, we will accept if
you choose another venue. In any case, be it in Berlin or some other place, we ask
you to support the host group.We must begin to instill a new political culture
where unity produces effects. And what better demonstration of that new poli-
tics than having that assembly (and those of the other continents) be the result of
an international effort, and not just that of the host country. Is it not an attempt
to form an international of hope? Well then, let us also smash the borders in
another sense.

| would like to explain why we are proposing that the venue for the
European organizing assembly be in Berlin. | could say that | plan to get the
CCRI to send me as a delegate, or that | have always wanted to visit Germany, or
that it is a narcissistic strategy for self-promotion (becauselefitsehe OmprksO
This is all true, but it is not the fundamental reason.

As the First Declaration of La Realidad says, the powers have sold us a lie as
a truth, the lie of our defeat.Without much caring about defeating us in fact, the
powers have devoted themselves to making us believe that we are defeated.Who?
We, you, all of us who believe that a world is possible and necessary where
democracy, liberty and justice would leave their comfortable utopias and
libraries, and would come to live (and to struggle, which is a splendid way of liv-
ing) with us.

On top of the lie of our defeat, the powers have constructed the lie of their
victory. And the powers have chosen the Berlin Wall as the symbol of their
omnipotence and immortality. Upon the ruins of the Berlin Wall, the powers
built a larger and stronger wall: the wall of despair.

The wall continues there, it is part of history, but it does not mean the defeat
of hope, or the victory of cynicism. In Berlin there is a fragment of the broken
looking glass that we inherit as history.

As Alice discovers, that in order to reach the Red Queen she must walk
backwards, so too we must turn to the past in order to move forward and to be
better. In the past we can find the paths to the future. And we, you, have no
greater aspiration than the future. That is why the past is important. If something
new is born, it is because something old is dying. But, in the new the old can
extend itself and it can consume the future if we do not contain it, become
familiar with it, speak to it, listen to it, in sum, if we cease to fear it.

A symbol? Yes, a symbol.Why not pull something up from the remains of the
old? What do we have to lose? Nothing, other than fear, shame, regeatsl
nightmares.

3 The proposed meeting became the First European Continental Encounter that, along with
similar meetings in America and Asia, prepared the way for the Intercontinental Encounter later
that summer.

4 This is a play on words; in Spanish, German marks aremaliens
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Why not begin with a symbol? Why not begin to walk once more there, in
the symbol that the powers maintain as the end of history and the eternity of
their mandaté®hy not take that broken piece of the mirror in our hands?
Perhaps we shall hurt our hands, but perhaps we shall manage to see, through ol
of the cracks in its reflection, the window that we seek, the one that we long for,
the one that we deserve ...

Berlin. The first week of April in the year 1996. Seven years later. Seven
times seven walking to seven. Berlin.Why not?

Good, | repeat our greetings and wishes that everything goes well at your
Fifth European Encounter in Solidarity with the Zapatista Rebellion.

Vale. Saluind may we, together, encounter the Red Queen.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that alerts NATO.

Durito has not abandoned his idea of landing and beginning the conquest of
Europe. He has invited me, but | have many reservations. The vessel he is prepa
ing looks too much like a can of sardines. And besides, IOm afraid he wants to ta
me so that | can serve as oarsman, and, for me, any dampness that is not femini
makes me seasick . ..

* k%

5 Francis Fukuyama, a political science professor and senior researcher at the Rand Corporatior
popularized the notion that with the fall of Soviet Communism humanity has arrived at the Oend
of historyO See Frances Fukuyama, OThe End of Hidtati®#@l Interekb (1989), 3-18.
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To Lady Civil Society

Citing chivalric code, Durito argues with EI Sup on how to properly address a
OLadyQ in this case a character called: Lady Civil Society. Marcos, commemorat-
ing the first year anniversary of ZedilloOs treacherous military invasion of indige-
nous communities in La Lacandona, salutes civil societyOs important role while
condemning the imprisonment of civilians alleged to be Zapatistas. In closing,
Marcos offers Lady Civil Society a red flower that Durito proposes be a carna-
tion.

February 1996
To National and International Civil Society

Brothers and Sisters:

| write to you in the name of my Zapatistampa—erbrite to you so that,
together, we remember that we have memory to remember that we must
remember ...

A year ago, maybe some will remember, government officials (including the
so-called president of the republic) trampled over each other to make declara-
tions against the Obad guysO of the movement (that is, against the Zapatistas), the
military chiefs trampled over each other to make declarations about their Oover-
whelmingO military victories (such as the destruction of libraries, hospitals and
dance halls), and we trampled over each other in our withdrawal into the moun-
tains which we had already rehearsed in 1989. Among all the traffic and tram-
pling, there was an OactorO (thatOs how they now call someone who takes action)
with no particular name or distinctive face. An EZLN OtransgressorO? No, some-
thing else, something better. It was a character that now receives the disdain of
big politicians and OintellectualsO (those who used to trample over each other to
pay honor to Carlos Salinas de Gortari and who now trample over each other to
ask that public opinion not lead to Opolitical and moral lynchingsO of their illus-
trious former heads of stateand of their not so illustrious OintellectualsO). The
character who is spared existence and efficiency is a bothersome and disconcert-
ing character because there is no schema that locates him (which is a more sub-
tle way of saying: Othat co-opts himO), nor a definition that suits him. The most
heroic character at the end of this century in this country whose rulers are deter-
mined to make disappear: lady civil society. Already Durito and My Other Self
are on top of me (the first on top of my right shoulder and the second climbing
on top of my left shoulder) criticizing me for the OladyO civil society . ..

First published iha JornagBebruary 10, 1996. Originally translated by Monique J. Lemaitre.
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ODonGOt masquerade as a feministO My Other Self says. OYour machism:
public knowledge O

Durito doesnOt question making her a woman, but rather my use of lower-
case letters.

OYou ought to know, my large-nosed squire, that knights-errant never refer to
any female with a rank as high as OLadyO without the capital letter to introduce
her, and this is so not only because one must proceed cautiously with womer
(especially if they are formidable), but because the supreme profession of knigh
errant has no higher calling than to turn every young maiden into a lady. So
amend that letter and mend your conscience because the lady, if she is indeed
lady, will choose to pardon you .. O Durito continues reading a detective novel
that Manuel Vizquez Montalbtn sent for his review.

So be it. Like a good squire | abide by what Durito said and | hope for a
benevolent judgment for what was said by My Other Self.Where were we?

Oh, yes! In that Lady Civil Society (Durito leans over again and tells me that
capitalizing the OLO of OLadyO is enough and that thereOs no need to exagger
well, in that Lady civil society didnGt join (a year ago) the generalized trampling
Instead of staying at home, or at least on the sidewalk, civil society took to the
streets and organized the streets (is there any mayor or city regent who can bog
the same?) and turned them into first a brook and then a river and, if theyOre nc
careful, she wasnCt far from turning them into a sea, complete with its sirens (fc
fog and the other kind as well).With civil society sailing upon itself (or does any-
one award himself the honor of having organized it: | mean, aside from Mu—oz
Ledo?), the government stopped trampling over itself in its declarations anc
returned to its routine of contradicting itselfhe military stopped trampling
over themselves in the destruction of libraries (Obecause there were none left
say the generals). And we Zapatistas stopped trampling over ourselves in ot
retreat (Obecause there was no where else to goO says Camilo). The dialog
returned, but this time along a longer and more tiring road. The OfeatO of
February 1995 (which is the one Mr. Lim—n Rojas wants to avoid when he says
that Chiapas wonOt appear in textb®GiBecause we are going to make Chiapas
disappearQ insists the smiling Del Valle, Oand all that will be left of the Zapatist
will be theirzapatdsthat is why we have to abbreviate their name and situate

1 A Catalonian leftist, Manuel Visquez Montalbin is one of SpainOs best-known mystery writers
His main character, gourmet private eye Pepe Carvalho, roams the mean streets of Barcelona
observing and critiquing the venality and corruption of Spanish business, politics and sports. The
Carvalho novels includéhe Angst-Ridden Exec\(fi9&7) Southern Sga979)Murder in the

Central Committg981) Offsid¢1988) andhn Olympic Deaifi992). He published a book-

length interview with Subcomandante MardelsSe—or de los Espejd®99 and a collection of

his writings concerning Chiapas and the Zapatistas appears on the Montalbtn website:
www.vespito.net/mvm/chiapas.html.

2 Mu—oz LedoOs reaction to the February 1995 military offensive is described in OThe Story of
the Hot Foot and the Cold FootO

3 Miguel Lim—n Rojas was Secretary of Public Education when this communiquZ was issued.

165



those that we recognize as interlocutors in the future weOre planning for themO).
They will be left, along with thousands of indigenous people without houses or
lands, a bunch of civilians imprisoned in the jails that the government has been
building forzapatoand Zapatistas, since the time of Venustiano Carranza.

The alleged Zapatista prisoners, imprisoned because they are OallegedO and
because they are Zapatistas. Imprisoned are those who want a free, just and dem-
ocratic country. Free are the presumptuous corrupt ones, free to be corrupt and
to be presumptuous. Free are those who sold a NationOs freedom, those who
mocked justice, those who defined democracy as OthatOs bullshit .. O

The alleged Zapatista prisoners, imprisoned by Mexican soldiers. By
Mexican soldiers who decorate their service records with the expulsion of the
inhabitants of Guadalupe Tepeyac, with the destruction of Prado, with the dem-
olition of the library of OAguascalienteBYMexican soldiers like those who
spend their salary on the prostitutes that their superiors OadministerO By
Mexican soldiers who do not understand why when the children of Guadalupe
Tepeyac insult each other, they call their offenders OsoldiersO. By Mexican sol-
diers like those in the crews of the three helicopters that OdisappearedQ in January
1996 without a trace. By Mexican soldiers like . ..

Mexican soldiers who form the ranks of the Federal Army realize they were
deceived. For years they were taught that their duty was to defend the homeland
and now they find themselves pursuing indigenous people (like themselves) in
Chiapas, Tabasco, Guerrero, Veracruz, Oaxaca, Hidalgo, Chihuahua, Michoacan,
Campeche, Yucatfn, Jalisco, Nayarit and in any state of the federation suspected
of being a place where poor Mexicans reside.

But didnGt the politicians tell them that it was a question of only one group
of Otransgressors of the lawO whose strength was limited to four municipalities?
DidnCt they teach them that one they called OGeneralONlast name Ctrdenas, first
name LizaroNreturned to Mexico what belonged te Rfom the news, the
Mexican soldiers find out that the oil wells they are taking in Tabasco will not be
for Mexicans, but for a client with a different flag than the one with the eagle
devouring a serpenfrom the news they find out that the oil profits that are the
goal of Operation Rainbow in La Lacandona already have a destination and that

4 \enustiano Carranza became First Chief during the Mexican Revolution and in

1917 the first Constitutional President of Mexico.

5 See ODurito 110 regarding military attacks on Prado Pacayal during the February

1995 offensive.

6 Following a labor dispute with foreign companies in 1938, former President Ltzaro Ctrdenas
nationalized all petroleum holdings.

7 The Zedillo administration used revenues from petroleum to cover its debt as part of the agree-
ment for the $50 billion investor bailout provided by the U.S. in response to the peso crisis.

166



the future owner speaks a language foreign to this history and thédeosoils;

the news, they learn that the U.S. government is militarizing the border with
Mexico while they, the Mexican soldiers are ordered to militarize the borders of
Mexico with Mexico; from the news, they learn that their OCommander-in-
ChiefO OMr. PresidentQ is getting the highest homage that Europe bestow
upon. .. asalesmanMexican soldiers begin to question what they are doing
persecuting Mexicans. Where did the homeland and its history go, where did
honor and shame go ...

But we werent talking about soldiers. At least we werenOt talking about so
diers armed with guns (or Owith sticks,O says Durito, who insists that the boot
are the problen?.We were talking about Lady civil society, and of how, when
no one knew what to do (IOm talking about politicians and members of the mil-
itary regardless of their leanings or uniform), she knew what to do, andNsur-
prise, she did it! When the time and smell of gunpowder and blood, salty like
sweat, had passed, and after we sent those letters to national and international ci
il society, someone wrote to me and, among other things, asked me why we
insisted so much in addressing civil society, since it was an entity that didnOt ex
(Ofor those in power, what cannot be accounted for doesnCt exist,O says My Ott
Self, who has a flair for axioms and skepticism), and that we were naive to hope
for something from civil society that it could never achieve: the transition to
democracy.Well, | told myself (because | didnOt even answer the letter in writing)
we have never hoped that civil society will achieve the transition to democracy.
What we have hoped for, and still hope for, is that civil society may achieve
something somewhat more complicated and as indefinable as herselfNa nev
world. The difference between now and then is that now we want to participate
along with her in that dream that may deliver us from the nightmare.We donOt
seek to direct her, but neither to follow her.We want to go with her, march by
her side. Are we hopelessly nasve? Maybe, but against OrealistO cynicism, nas\
may produce, for example, a January 1st, and just look at the heap of dreamn
brought about by one January 1st. So, we have nothing to lose: Lady civil society
and the Zapatistas share the contempt the big politicians have for us, we share «
indefinable face and diffuse name; why not share a dream? Believe me, no matt
what happens when we awake, it will always be better, infinitely better than the
nightmare we are now suffering . ..

8 The Rainbow Task Force is the name for an elite counter-insurgency force developed to com-
bat guerrilla forces as part of a strategy of low-intensity war. It operated in conjunction with oth-
er elite units, including the Aztec 7 Task Force designed to battle the Odrug warO and the South
Gulf Force organized to protect PEMEX oil wells and hydroelectric installations.

9 In late January 1996, Zedillo traveled to London and Madrid, where he was granted audiences
with heads of state and representatives of the European Union, to lobby for trade agreements
with Mexico.

10 Although the EZLN is a community that has taken up arms, not all members are able to car-
ry guns. Remarkably, many Zapatista insurgents used pieces of wood carved to look like weapon:
during the January 1, 1994 offensive.
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Well then, allow me to salute through these letters, those men and women
who are Zapatista political prisoners; allow me to salute their determination and
their dignity. Allow me to salute the indigenous people of Chiapas, those men
and women who have preferred a dignified example to a comfortable surrender.

But, above all, allow me to salute Lady civil society, the men and women
who do not exist, who have no name, who are without a face. Allow me to thank
them for existing, for having a little-known name, and having a face like any oth-
er. Allow me to give them a present, not a promise nor an intention, a flower, yes.
A red flower. Red, not for blood or for ideas. Red just because, because | didnOt
find any other. Red because itOs the color the moon turns when she blushes, full-
faced, if she looks at herself in the mountain®s mirror, and the mountain gives her
back, as well, the best image of herself. A red flower that, carefully considered, is
also a promise and an intention . . .

Vale. Saludand may that red flower never lack water or hope . ..

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that polemicizes. Durito has shown enthusiasm about the red flower. He
proposes a carnation that goes well with knight-errantry, in addition to bullfight-
ing. My Other Self is more traditional and leans towards roses. | say that there is
no rose or carnation that can equal that moon that blooms up above, nor a gift
bigger than the one that, without possessing it, we already have ...

* k%
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The Riddle

Durito appears in the postscript of this communiquZ to give another clue to

solve the riddle that first appears in OOf Trees, Criminals and OdontologyO an
continues in ODurito on Cartoonists O This clue comes while the Zapatistas ar
consulting with their base communities of support regarding the first table of the
San AndrZs Accords on Indigenous Rights and Culture.

February 1996
To the National and International Press

Ladies and Gentlemen:

| am sending this letter along with a communiquZ to a familiar addressee.

| hope you will know how to interpret my lamentable and long absence
from the epistolary medium.With such companions as were present, abstentior
was best. Now that, it seems, they have calmed down a bit, it is possible to relaps
into so amiable a vehicle of expression. | am sure that you have already solved tt
riddle of the postscript ORORRIM EHT DNA OTIRUDO and that, of course,
you will not tell me. For those who are still struggling, here is another clue (the
previous one was in the letter-salutation to the Fifth European Gathering in
Solidarity with the Zapatista Rebellion): there are seven times seven the sevel
mirrors. Simple, no? The governmental protests against the U.S. militarization of
the northern border OforgetO the national protests against the governmental mi
itarization of the entire country. Why do they militarize Chiapas, Tabasco,
Guerrero, Veracruz, Puebla and Oaxaca? To cover the backs of the governors i
league with Salinas? Well, then soldiers need to be sent to Tamaulipas, Nuev
Le—n, Chihuahua (yes, | know that it is dominated by the PAN, but for that very
reason), and, Obut of courseO the well-promoted (in Europe) Aguascalientes.

Vale. Saludind please! tell the PRI not to assassinate any of its high officials
before the Zapatistas finish consulting with their communities.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
Mexico, February 1996

First published iha Jornadan February 10, 1996. Original translator unknown.

1 On February 16, 1996, after consulting with their communities, the EZLN, represented by 17
comandantsigned the Accords of Indigenous Rights and Culture, which the government would
later refuse to honor. Regarding assassinations, see note in ODurito Names Marcos SquireO
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PS.that the early bird gets.

Durito says that in the next episode he will solve the riddle. ThereGs nothing
to it, with all his hands and feet calculations are a breeze. To whomsoever solves
it on their own, weQll give, at no cost whatsoever, a two-hour long talking session
with the ex-leftist, ex-GCl, ex-Trotskyite, ex-ultra, ex-MAP, ex-Oforty-ninerO
ex-Punto Crticand ex-smiley face, Jorge Del Valle.

* k% %

2 As a faculty member at the UNAM, Del Valle participated in the 1968 student uprisings and
was also a member of the Internationalist Communist Group or GCI (Grupo Internacional
Comunista) and other leftist groups.
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Durito on Cartoonists

As the second round of the San AndrZs negotiations on Democracy and Justic
begin between the EZLN and the government, Durito and Marcos discuss car-
toonists. Unfortunately, the topic becomes all too appropriate as the government
negotiators refuse to discuss any of the EZLNOs proposals and remain alm
completely mute, turning the meetings into a caricature of negotiations. At the

same time, in moves that revealed the governmentOs hypocrisy in even pretendil
to negotiate, the police launched large-scale attacks against peasant squatte
killing three, while the military intensified its harassment in the villages.

March 21, 1996
To the National and International Press

Ladies and gentlemen

Yes, a communiquZ. | also wanted to remind you that, exactly one year ago,
| wrote to ask who was the author of OThere are days when spring invades u
through the smallest wound,O and to date you havenOt answered me. And, whi

First published March 22, 1996. Originally translated by irlandesa. &#irdeDocumentos y
comunicados 3: 2 de octubre de 1995/24 die B9@TqMZxico, D. F.: Ediciones Era, 1997),
198-201.
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you are busy with falling helicopters and falling governors and placing bets on
whether or not | will respond to Peace, the former confirms what Galeano wrote
and says, | believe, Olt was not pain, but it was painful. It was not death, but it
killed @You may pay no attention to me, but it is my duty to warn you that there

is no analgesic or coffin for that pain.

Vale. Saludind may OforeverO be synonymous with OnewO

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that reiterates his poetic mediocrity. | was going to write, OThe moon
was a milky tooth in the nocturnal mouth of the jungle, a silver scarf fluttering
alone, a diadem of light for those black and star-studded tressesO | was going to
write that OA cloud flung the moon from the night like a dirty rag.O | was going
to write any one of these things, but it occurred to me that you had surely seen
them already at the movies and so | am only going to write, OFirst quarter moon,
relative humidity of so many millibars, partly cloudy with moderate winds from
the south to the north .. O

| was mending my boots and my heart when Durito arrived and told me
that he had his contribution fé Chamuc@ady:

0S0?0 | asked him, without even turning around to look at him so as not to
be distracted because when you have a needle in your hands, itOs like having a
sigh on your skin, that is, it can hurt.

OWhat do you mean, 0So0? DonCt you know that | now dedicate myself to
artistic cartoons? Besides, what are you complaining about? WasnCt it you who
told that cartoonist named Wolinski that the world would be better off if it were
governed by cartoonists?0

Ol not only said it, but | reaffirm it. Here in Mexico itOs preferable to be gov-
erned by a cartoonist than by a cartoonO

1 Uruguayan writer Eduardo Galeano, an outspoken critic of the dehumanizing effects of glob-
alization, is the author of numerous works and a regular contributariornada

2 El Chamuas a popular Mexican magazine of political cartoons, lampoon, and satire.

3 On December 15, 1995, near the Zapatista community of La Realidad, Marcos gave an inter-
view to Francoise Escarpit, a writer for the French left-wing newsi@gemanjt well as

George Wolinski and Cyrin, cartoonist and editor, respectively, of the French humor magazine
Charlie Hebdim the course of the interview, Marcos remarked that cartoonists Oare the only ones
who can laugh at themselves in the mirror. Politicians, when they see themselves in a mirror, see
someone who listens to them: like [French President] Chirac who, seeing himself in a mirror, sees
a man who accepts his arguments in favor of the bomb.When a woman sees herself in a mirror
she smiles or she begins to.cryWhen children see themselves in a mirror, they look for what

is behind it . . . Only cartoonists laugh . The World would be better if it were governed by car-
toonists!O This passage, along with other excerpts from the French interviews, was subsequently
published irEl Chamug@:2 (March 10, 1996), 15-20.
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OYou are right about that, and that makes me even more rightO

OButO | interrupt him, OitOs one thing to be governed by a cartoonist, ant
quite another to be governed by a cartoonist beetle. LetOs just say, like my gran
mother used to say, thatOs all we need!O

OWhat you need is a brain and a good sense of humor0 Durito says, offen
ed, but not enough to withdraw and let me finish the last (for now) patch. | keep
quiet and pay veeery close attention to the final stitches.

Durito does not surrender (a true Zapatista beetle), and charges ahead:

OThat stuff about your having a sense of humor is a myth lacking ingenuity.
No wonder they say that youOre in your twilightO Durito says, rather cuttingly.

Olt would be OWe are in our twilight® because, may | remind you, we are ir
this together. If we rise, we rise together, and if we fall, we fall togetherQ |
respond, while | make the last knot (for now).

OAlright already, the only thing left for you to say is OTill death do us part(
Besides, may | remind you that the intellectuals are repeating their criticism of
your pretentiousness, and thatOs even without any mention or postscript abol
spring, and that reiteration has occurred to you in March for two years in a rowQO
Durito says, while settling himself at his desk.

Ols that an attempt at censorship?0 | say, standing up and stomping tl
ground with my boot, to see if the patches held and to remind Durito that the
war, that is, the nightmare of boots, has not ended. Durito doesnOt even notice
spreads a long parchment out on his desk and looks at it through the smoke fron
his pipe. After a bit, he says to me,

OAh, my pale and haggard squire! You don®t understand anything! 1tOs no
question of censorship, but of good taste. Understand that you shouldnOt confus
them: the wall that separates the pretentious from the sublime is thinner than the
web of that spider that you have on your capO The spider had already, in effec
woven an irreverent hammock between the faded, yet respectable, stars on m
cap. | put up with it for a bit, but when it wanted to extend its domain to my
nose, | said myYa bast&and with a sublime sneeze, | sent it flying. Durito
laughs.

OAnNd, besides reading intellectuals, how am | going to know whether | write
pretentiously or sublime things?0 | asked, between repeated sneezes.

OltOs veeery simple. When you write, you write pretentiously. And when |
write, | write sublimely. If you write Olove you accompany it with a pennant
from Irapuatd. And if |, the great and sublime Don Durito de la Lacandona,
write OloveO | accompany it with one of those lightning bolts that announce
storms and shipwrecks. ItOs elemental; itOs in all the treatises on aesthetics O D
says, while scribbling on the parchment.

4 Irapuato, a city and municipality in the Mexican state of Guanajuato, is sometimes seen as a
symbol of Mexican provincialism.
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| sneeze in response and hide the little piece of paper where | had written,
Olt is not to mark the beginning of the hips of the moon, or to promise the
wheat that your womb announces, nor to swell up soon with the life to come.
Your waist exists only because of and for my embrace .. O

Above, the rain purrs . ..

PS.that fulfills the promise.
Durito sent a cartoon to Naranjo and another to MonsiAel the parch-
ment? | found it a little later. In it could be read the ...

Preliminary, provisional, dispensable, predictable
preconceived and premature instructions for solving
the riddle of «Durito and the MirrorZ:

Hrst. Takethe pages of La Jornada Semanalvhere that delirium of anarchy
appears which the Sup disguised as a letter to Carlos Monsivais, and spread it out
on the floor, being careful that the four corners are turned towards the four cardi-
nal points, according to the following instructions: the top right pointing to the
South, the lower left corner pointing towards the North, the top left corner pointing
towards the East, the bottom right corner pointing to the West.

SecondTake off your shoes (that is if the crisis hasnet already removed them for
you), and, barefoot, stand right in the middle and on top of the spread-out newspa-
per.

Third. Now, dance, whistling that tango that says, *In my tumble downbhill, illu-
sions of the past, etcetera.Z (No, it doesnet matter if you have a bad voice. Wesre solv-
ing a riddle, not doing an audition to play a well-known ex-president.)

Fourth. That done, and if the newspaper hasnst been torn, make a little paper
boat or a little airplane out of the same material.

Fifth. If you made a little paper boat, then take a pill for seasickness, and
embark through the dampness of your choice.

Sixth. If you made a little paper airplane, then close your eyes to avoid getting
vertigo, and hang from that odor which your dampness of choice tends to have.

Seventh Now, turn on your computer and start to play the game that you most
enjoy. (Note: if you donet have a computer, you can replace it with an abacus.) Yes, |
know that the riddle wonet be solved this way but, instead, youell have some fun for
a while.

Good, thates all for now. Donet forget to send your solutions to our address for
intergalactic correspondence: Little Huapac Leaf #69, Mountains of the Mexican
Southeast, Chiapas, Mexico.

5 Naranjo, a prominent Mexican political cartoonist regularly publisHeaesmdLa
Jornadéle is also mentioned in MarcosO letter to Monsiviis included in this collection as OOf
Trees, Transgressors, and OdontologyO
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Last minute note. Due to the tumult of protests we received at the prospect
of having to listen to the ex-gentleman Del ValleOs Owitticisms O we have chang
the prize for solving the riddteNow the reward is a voucher for a drink and a
sandwich (so that Mr. Zedillo no longer fails you in economy), which can also be
cashed in if you mention that the PAN, the PRI and the PRD will succeed in
becoming OcentristO parties, and that you, my dear reader and permanent can
date to take an unusual exam, realize that you are at the.végttom.

Who would say that ©97 is being decided in the spring of 0962 Quirks of th
calendar, | believe.

* * %

6 See note in ODuritoOs May Day Postcard O
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Durito 1X: Neoliberalism,
History as a Tale...Badly Told

Durito helps Marcos write his presentation to the First Continental Encounter
against Neoliberalism and for Humanity, held in Chiapas in April 1996. Here,
Durito points out how neoliberalism reduces history to a poorly written tale that
glorifies the powerful and ignores everyone else. In the tale of neoliberalism, he
argues, only money counts and dignity is bought and converted into a commod-
ity. After a brief digression on Mexican rock bands and a display of his personal
style of dance, Durito finally hands ElI Sup his own, one-sentence paper on
neoliberalism, and introduces the notion of ODuritismo.O

First published iha Jornadapril 10, 1996. Originally translated by Esther Rodr'guez and
Robin Yeamans. OTaleO is a translatibistafriefda comic book or simplified storybook with
illustrations.
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Zapatista Army of National Liberation
Mexico, April 6,1996
La Realidadmerica

| saw that the moon was slowly beginning to deflate, like those old balloons
that get tired of holding air and shrink, little by little, like the spirit shrinks when
goodbyes draw near. | was thinking that, perhaps, the night was walking so muck
that the edges of the moon were being worn away by its grinding feet and that
the stars are nothing more than the dust left behind. | was thinking of those
things and, of course, nothing occurred to me about what to say on neoliberal-
ism at one of the tables of the continental encouantdr| knew well that we had
already committed ourselves, and anywaph®athinking about that, but instead
| was looking at the moon, trying to guess what she could be announcing or
what was hiding that deformity that made Blerink. | was surely in what one
might call a state of Olunatic irresponsiBilityen a black, shiny object fell on
my nose. It bounced and landed on my feet, it began to climb up my pants and it
wasnOt until it reached my right knee that | was able to make out a figure very
similar to a beetle. And yes, it could well be considered a beetle if it were not for
the unfolded paper clip that he carried in one right hand, the little lid of a flask
that he carried in another right, the small twig that was bound to his belt, and the
cacatghell that he wore on his head. | should say that the single horn that jutted
out in the middle of his face could well cause one to confuse this being with a
unicorn, but no, it was clear as the moon that will keep us awake tonight that this
was not a unicorn. | declared myself firmly disconcerted and, as always when
find myself firmly disconcerted, | devoted myself to sneezing with that vivacious
and frolicsome style that has caused the joy and delight of small anphzig
macists. One of the sneezes fully reached the figure that had already managed
climb two inches above my knee. He went down to the ground, and again began
the ascent, but this time up the left leg. | pretended not to notice and | amused
myself looking at how the moon, worn away and all, was flinging clouds to one
side and another. Suddenly | heard a voice telling me,

Ol1tGs common knowledge that going by way of the right one always ends u
falling down. Going by way of the left usually takes work, but at least one gets
there O

| thought that it was the voice of some of the presenters in this Continental
Encounter, and that the wind had been able to catch in a ripple a fragment of
what was said and that it had allowed it to fall right above me when | was occu-
pied with moons and astral erosion. | would have been satisfied with this veeery
logical explanation if it were not for something pricking me in the neck and |
could see, on my left shoulder . ..

1 La Realidaliterally means OrealityO but it is also the name of a Zapatista community in the
Highlands of Chiapas. MarcosO use of the term OAmericaO designates both American continent
together, not just the United States.
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DURITO IX
(Neoliberalism: History as a Tale .. Badly Told)

«| am speaking to you, brainless simpleton,Z says Durito while he reiterates his
pricks with the paper clip against my neck.

*And it is not a paper clip, ignorant plebeian, it is a knight-errantes lance,Z says
Durito while he finally leaves his paper clip, | mean his lance, to one side and takes
out his pipe and lights it. | take advantage of the pause to tell him,

«Durito, ites a good thing youeve come. Listen, | have a big problem ...Z

«Just a moment!Z says an indignant Durito. *Since when are squires here
allowed the sacrilege of directing themselves to their masters and sires, the
knights-errant, in such disrespectful and inappropriately equal terms? Have you
forgotten, pale and big-nosed rogue, what | have taught you of the sacred laws of
knight-errantry?Z

The epaleZ and the srogueZ offended me. As for the <big-nosed,Z | was not
offended because one should not hold a grudge against nature. | began to
protest. ..

*But, Durito .. .Z

*No ebute nor any <Duritoe! | am the great and sublime Don Durito de la
Lacandona, the highest example of knight-errantry, the supreme righter of wrongs,
the dark object of desire of all women who consider themselves so, the superior
status to which all honest males aspire to rise, the hero of children, the comfort of
old men, the best and only one!Z says Duritavhile he unsheaths his twig, pardon,
his sword «Excalibur,Z sucks in his chest and sticks out his belly, pardon, | meant the
other way around, although the truth is that with Durito, it is very difficult to make
out which one is his chest and which his belly. Well, in any case, Durito looks truly
indignant, so | had better opt for a conciliatory attitude.

And should | address you, pardon me, address THEE, with all those qualifiers?Z

*That you should, but this morning | arose magnanimous and generous, So you
can call me «Don DuritoZ or simply *Sir.Z

*Okay, Don Durito or simply Sir, | was telling your grace that | have a serious
problem that distresses my soul and clouds my vision with anxiety,Z | said, and |
accompanied my words with a bow, because of that business about the relation-
ship between plebeians and noblemen.

*Well, thates better,Z says Durito, now seated on the edge of my shirt collar, suf-
ficiently close to leave my line of sight, and to manage to wound me with the lance
if the circumstances and his mood deem it necessary.

*And what is the problem that brings so much anguish to a soul as simple as
yours? Are you, perhaps, lovesick?Z

*No,Z | responded decisively. *Well, not only that,Z | continued doubtfully. *Well,

I mean, that is, you see, well, it really is something else,Z | ended, firmly emphasizing
my indecision.

*Well, stop stammering and spit it out. 2Durito becomes impatient.

178



*Well, it turns out that | have to write a paper for the American continental
encounter for humanity and against neoliberalism. Thates one thing, but the prob-
lem is that | have not thought of a topic to develop. | have here some drafts that |
made . ..,Z | say while | take out a file of papers.

Durito snatches them from me immediately and begins to review them with
impatience.

eHmmm, hmmm, hmmm,Z murmurs Durito while he chews on his pipe. |
already know what those shmmmsZ mean, so | sneeze to urge Durito to hurry.
Durito just takes out a little umbrella, and continues his reading. After awhile, he
remains silent, and he looks fixedly at me.

«And well?Z | ask him, impatiently.

Rather you should ask, *And bad?+Z says Durito and continues, *Your prose, my
illiterate squire, is lamentable. Your resemblance to my colleague Cyrano de
Bergerac is limited to the exaggerated promontory that you wear as a nasal
appendage? Although one must duly recognize that, in size, yours notably surpass-
es that of Bergerac.Z

*Well, its best we not speak of promontories, my illustrious gentleman,Z | say
as | sneeze with such emphasis that the storm of a while ago is forgotten.

Fine, itis common knowledge that it is neither the time nor the way to speak
about mirrors, so lell continue,Z says Durito, putting away the little umbrella and
putting on an asbestos suit.

*Hmmm. This part about the economy is too political, this one about culture is
very economical, the political one is very cultural, and the social one has everything
except society. So, what we have. . . itsuseless!Z

«| already know that. The question is, how do we solve the problem?Z | reiterate
my impatience to him.

*Not to worry. You have before you the greatest and most wonderful righter of
wrongs the world has ever seen. | will see you through this predicament, into which
your proverbial inexperience has put you,Z says Durito while he throws my papers
into the latrine nearest to his heart.

With bitterness and pain upon seeing how my papers flounder in the simile of
neoliberalism, | tell him,

«And how do you plan to solve the dilemma, my lord?Z

*Veeery easy. | have with me a magic potion that a great sorcerer of the
Amazons gave me. It has wonderful properties, and it can make miracles happen,Z
says Durito while he extracts from his shell a tiny bottle of sherry.

2 The original Spanish suggests a pudnioiz©gum 0 ardiicle©ubbish.O

3 Cyrano de Bergerac, the central character in Edmond RostandOs 19th-century novel by that
name, not only had a huge nose, but was a skilled writer whose words won the heart of a woman
he lovedNfor another.

4 At the suggestion of the EZLN, discussions at the first continental and intercontinental
encounters were organized around the Osacial,0 Opolitical O OeconomicO and OculturalO dimen
of, and struggles against, neoliberalism.
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| ask, *And if one drinks that liquid, can he understand neoliberalism and con-
struct an intelligent alternative?Z

*Of course not! This liquid works wonders on the luster of any type of shell. It
has given me a looke that has caused a furor among the respectable,Z says Durito
while he throws the liquid on his back and rubs it in with my bandana, well, with
what remains of it.

*But, Durito . .. what does the shine of your shell have to do with neoliberal-
ism?Z | say, forgetting all the protocol of knight-errantry.

*Quiet! Attention everyone! Quick! Pen and paper! Take note for | am about to
speak!Z says Durito, going to a pasture that, if not for fifteen million ticks and four
cows, was vacant of any listeners.

Durito clears his throat and puts on some eyeglasses that | had not seen on him
before. One of the bullets that he carried in the chinstrap of his helmet is his impro-
vised pulpit and, without any paper, he begins to speak, directing himself to the
mirror that we all are:

*In neoliberalism, my squalid squire, history becomes an obstacle because of
what it represents of memory, graduate students are promoted into forgetfulness
and the meticulous statistics of the trivialities of Power become the object of study
and of great and profound dissertations. Power converts history into a badly told tale,
and their social scientists construct ridiculous apologies with, indeed, a theoretical
scaffolding so complex that they are able to disguise stupidity and servility as intelli-
gence and objectivity. In the tale of neoliberalism, the powerful are heroes because
they are powerful, and the villains to be eliminated are the sexpendables, that is to
say, Blacks, Asians, Chicanos, Latinos, the indigenous, women, the young, prisoners,
migrants, the ones who have been screwed over, homosexuals, lesbians, the marginal-
ized, the elderly, and, very especially, rebels. In the tale as told by Power, the happening
that is worth something is the one that can be recorded on a spreadsheet that con-
tains respectable indices of profit. Everything else is completely dispensable, especial-
ly if that everything else reduces profit.

*In the tale as told by Power everything is foreseen and determined ahead of
time: the bad can be bad, but only to contrast with the power of good. The ethical bal-
ance between good and evil transforms into the amoral balance between Power and
the rebel. For Power, money carries weight; for the rebel, dignity carries weight. In its
tale Power imagines a world not without contradictions, one with all the contradic-
tions under control, administrable as escape valves that let off the social pressures
that Power provokes. In its tale Power constructs a virtual reality where dignity is
unintelligible and not measurable. How can something have value and carry weight
that is not understood and that doesnet change? Ergo, dignity will be defeated, irre-
mediably, by money. So *no problem,sthere can be dignity because money will already
take charge of buying it and converting it into merchandise that circulates according
to the laws of the market . .. of Power. But, itturns out that the tale as told by Power is
just that, a tale, a tale that disdains Reality and, therefore, a badly told tale. Dignity
continues escaping from the laws of the market and begins to have weight and value

180



in the place that matters, that is to say, in the heart .. .Z

Durito takes a deep bow. The crickets applaud loud and long, figuratively speak-
ing. | venture a,

*Well, itss dense .. .Z

«Silence! Donet ruin art with your trivialities and addendums!Z protests Durito
while he puts away his glasses. Then he continues:

«l hope that you have taken note of everything and that this brilliant disserta-
tion helps you out of your jam.Z

«Actually, | believe that it has confused me more,Z | say, trying to hide the fact
that | didnet write a single letter.

*Youere hopeless. Your reasoning is as limited as your nose is limitless. Better we
leave that matter in peace, and inform me of the latest happenings,Z says Durito
with resignation.

| take out my notebook, stand at attention and report,

«E| Serpiente Motorizadoe has said that they propose La Realidad be electrified
and that its first installation will be . .. an electric chair that will be at the disposal
of all those who perform the sslam.sZ

*Ah! Cosas veredeSancho!Z muses Don Durité.

*Moreover, everyone says that the best musician in El Serpiente Desvielada is La
Flama and the only thing that he plays is the horn,Z | say while | load a round, just in
case anyone wants to kill me.

*What that «Serpiente de Hoy No Circulae needs is for I, the great Head-Banger
Durito, to incorporate myself as artistic director.Z

*Will they learn to play like that?Z | ask while | prepare the hard rock version of
Cartas MarcadasZ in case we have to do a snumber.Z

*Donet even think about it, however, lsm sure that our concerts will be filled to
capacity with those who come to admire my style ofbaile, which | call sDuritoss
Dance.sWacha bata,look at this beautiful move!Z says Durito as he begins a kind
of epileptic seizure’

I remind the great and never prudent Don Durito de la Lacandona that it is not
the time go twisting things around and that we have to solve the problem of the
paper for humanity and against neoliberalism. The reminder takes me many

5 Throughout this story Marcos and Durito are garbling words, and using hybrid slanglterms.
Serpiente Motoriz&d@he Motorized SnakeO) is the name of a musical group that attempted to
raise money for Zapatista communities. The group is referre@t&agpiente de Hoy No Circula
(OThe Snake that doesnOt drive todayO) a play on Mexico City pollution-control campaigns that
rotate driving privileges, and EsSerpiente Desvie[@Ehe Broken Down SnakeO). The English
OslamOin the Spanish original is presumably a reference to slam-dancing. Marcos has often sai
that OCartas MarcadasO (OMarked CardsO) is his favorite song. See note in OThe Story of the E
HorseO These items are referencddldade las monta—as del sureste f\sidancPlaza y

JnZs, 1999), 20-21.

6 (Cosas vere@agphrase connoting archaic Spanish and popularly attributed to Don Quijote,
translates literally as Othe things you will seeO

7 Wata batdis Cal— for OCheck it out, man!O
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sneezes because Durito mistakes the first ones for applause.

«Ahem, ahem,Z says Durito while he readjusts his helmet and again sheaths
«Excalibur,Z which had simultaneously played the roles of guitar, piano, drums and
electronic synthesizer. The paper clip stops being a stand-up microphone and is
once again the fierce lance of the knight-errant.

*You are right. It is necessary to return to the prosaic things of this world. | have
foreseen your incompetence . . .Z This said, Durito takes some papers out from |
donet know where.

*Here is my paper. Make five million copies and distribute them throughoutLa
Realidad,Z says Durito while he tosses the pages to me.

*If you speak of the community La Realidad, that will be too many copies, and if
you speak ofthe real reality thatell be too few,Z | say while | thumb through his writ-
ing. The title is:

*Promissory Elements For An Initial Analysis As The First Basis Of An Original
Approach To The First-Born Fundamental Considerations Concerning The Supra-his-
torical And Supercalifragilisticespiralidocious Foundation Of Neoliberalism In The
Decisive Juncture Of April 6, 1994 At 01:30 Hours On-The-Dot, Southeastern Time,
With A Moon That Tends To Empty Itself As If It Were The Pocket Of A Worker At The
Peak Of Privatization, Monetary Adjustments And Other Economic Measures So
Effective That They Provoke Encounters Such As That O& RealidadFirst Of 17,987
Parts).Z

The paper is quite concise. In fact, it is composed of a single sentence that goes
like this:

*The problem with globalization under neoliberalism is that bubbles have a
tendency to burst.Z

| scratch my head after reading. Durito becomes restless:

OWell? What do you think?O

OWell, what can | tell youO | respond carefully. OAt least let us recognize that
the workshop coordinators will not have to struggle with the synthesis.O

OCome on. DonGt be stingy with your praise! And do not fear, my modesty is
proverbial. You can say that it is clear, overwhelming, illuminating, clarifying,
undebatable, definitive and defining. You can add that itOs at the forefront of a
new scientific paradigm, that itOs no longer a secret who will win the Nobel prize
in economy, that a new science is born, that ODuritismoO will revolutionize all
research and all economic models, that world history will from now on be
organized as Obefore DuritoO and Oafter DuritoO

ONoQ | say hurriedly, OletOs not exaggerate.O

8 At the beginning and end of this article Marcos makes a play on the double-meaning of the
Spanish@lobg@which translates literally as both balloons and globes, and evokes speculative
financial bubbles.
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OWell O says Durito sliding down one of my guns, Ol have to leave becaus
there is going to be a concert, and it is known that a serpent on wheels, without
me, will end up with flat tires.O

Durito leaves. The moon takes overhead a cloud of petticoats and its blush
stains the edges. Underneath there are men and women dreaming, wheat cele
brates existence, and | sigh as if ending, as if continuing, as if beginning .. .

Vale. Salucgnd do not be sad. The moon and hope always return. And do
they give up? Never!

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS. In La Realidad, during the Continental American Encuentro for
Humanity and Against Neoliberalism, Old Antonio discovered that all those
who had boarded the boat were the same ones who had been excluded, foreve
from all the boats.

And that is why they boarded, Old Antonio told Subcomandante Marcos,
because those men and womenNyoung people, some prisoners, most of then
indigenousNOno longer wanted to follow orders, but to participate, whether as
captains or sailorsO and to make the boat move forward, towards a greater futur
with seriousness and joy, meeting as full human beings.

But indeed, warned Old Antonio, between cigarettes, there will be many
shadows, and it will take much work to find the midnight sun, Othat which joins
word and desire about itself. That is why | wanted to tell them not to go, that, if
they remained, they would also see the moon turn itself into drum and beat
desire with the wind. And they would see that the crickets are nothing more
than lazy stars who are constantly complaining about having fallen down, that
the fireflies paint teardrops and that the light can be perceived in even the dark-
est corners of the nightO

* % %
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Durito on Liberty

Appealing for support from civil society, Marcos offers OdefinitionsO of three
words: Liberty which Durito compares to daybrea8trugglewhich Old
AntonioQs likens to a circle &fistorywhich Marcos describes as scribbles in the
sands of time. This communiquZ was written during increasing repression against
the EZLN and Zapatista communities in conjunction with the governmentOs
sabotage of the March negotiations at San AndrZs on Democracy and Justice. It
also follows the EZLNOs convening of the First Continental Encounter in La
Realidad in April.

To National and International Civil Society
May 18,1996

Wherever You May Be Found:

Excuse me, Lady Civil Society, for distracting you from your numerous
activities and countless anxieties. | am only writing to tell you that we are here,
that we continue to be ourselves, that resistance is still our flag and that we still
believe in you. Whatever may happen, we shall continue to believe. Because
hope, my lady of many faces and great name, is now an addiction for us.

Thy grace will now know that the horizon is becoming overcast, with a gray
fading to black with the same alacrity with which our history is being sold.
Nonetheless, know that liberty is still there, ahead, that it continues to be neces-
sary to struggle, and that history still waits for the one who shall complete the
plans. That is how things are. Fearing that we shall not see you again, accept these
three straightforward, simple definitions, which very much suit days as tragic as
those which are awaiting us:

LibertyDurito says liberty is like the morning. There are those who wait for
it to arrive while sleeping, but there are also those who stay awake and walk
throughout the night to reach it. | say that we Zapatistas are addicts of the
insomnia of which history despairs.

StruggleOld Antonio said struggle is like a circle. One can begin at any
point, but never end.

HistoryHistory is no more than the scribbling that men and women write in
the sands of time. The powers write their scribbles, they praise them as sublime
scripture, and they worship them as the only truth. The mediocre are limited to
merely reading the scribbles. He who struggles smudges the pages as he passes
The excluded do not know how to write. . yet.

First published May 20, 1996. Originally translated by irlandesa..&ailise Documentos y
comunicad8s2 de octubre de 1995/24 de enero de 1997 (MZxico D.F: Ediciones Era, 1997).
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Accept, my lady, these three flowers. The other four will arrive.laiéthey
arrive at all.

Vale. Saludand remember that wisdom consists in the art of discovering
hope behind the pain.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.I forgot to warn you, my lady, to not be deceived by officials, columnists
and etceteras that infinitely echo the lie. Nothing is resolved; everything is shat-
tered. And there are, essentially, two gambits: theirs, that of war, which bets on
your continuing to remain indifferent; and ours, that of peace, which bets on
your dancing up a storm, which will make everything tremble, exactly as love
trembles, when it is true.

PS.that translates:

The translators in Paris are asking if, in the American Continental
Encounter, | said, Ozapatismo is an institution.O | said Ozapatismo is an intuitior
but, if zapatismo ends up being an institution, then it is a bad intuition. The
GocadorO mon clemees from foc@or flashlight, and not fromfé@&or seal,
whose wetness | shall not speak of, or else | will be in trouble with the feminists.
Onward, then.

* % %
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Duritoess Comment on Hunger

Writing to the National Campaign for Peace and Against Hunger, Marcos takes
the opportunity to reaffirm the Zapatista commitment to struggle for peace and
against the violence of the federal government. He also shares a brief dialogue
with Old Antonio about hunger and hope. Durito appears at the end of this
communiquZ lightening the mood with a demand for a Campaign for Pecan Ice
Cream for My Beetle.

Jine 1996

To: The National Campaign for Peace and Against Hunger, Grain for My
Brother

Brothers and Sisters:

We want to take advantage of your meeting to send you greetings and our
appreciation of the concerns around which you have organized and gathered
together.

First published iha Jornagdine 9, 1996. Originally translated by irlandesa.

1 The Caravan,n grano para mi her®@cain for My Brother), left Mexico CityOs Z—calo
with food and supplies for the communities of Chiapas on July 10, 1996.
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A few weeks ago, in response to the government campaign that was hiding
its interest in resuming the fightingNbehind a so-called campaign against drug
traffickingNour Indigenous leaders of the CCRI-CG of the EZLN decided to
respond with the campaign OFor Indigenous Peoples: No to Soldiers and War, Ye
to Corn and Peace O Since 1994, the EZLN has responded with peace initiative
to each war initiative made by the government. You are familiar with them. Time
and again the Zapatista communities have declared themselves to be for a dign
fied peace; the governmentOs peace is synonymous with death or surrender. Tt
is why we cannot reach an agreement.We rebel indigenous people have decide
to resist, to not make war, but also not to surrender.We believe that our position
is understood by many Mexicans and honest people in other countries.We alsc
know that we are not the only ones who are resisting and who are rebels.
Throughout the territory of the Mexican nation, points of resistance and rebel-
lion exist that do not acquiesce to the Opposition, but long to build something
new and better. Here, in the mountains of the Mexican southeast, thousands o1
Tzeltal, Chol, Tzotzil, Tojolabal, Zogque and Mam families resist, as they have
resisted for hundreds of years, with patience and hope. You, through your efforts
make it possible that both patience and hope become strong and are healing.

Here there is a race between time and life. OThis is the time of hunger. And,
through hunger, time tries to kill man. Only hope relieves man from timeOs
wound,O Old Antonio said when, on an early morning in June ten years ago, he
saw the corn barely rising up in the field. OThere is no corn in the huts or in the
fields. It is a time of hunger, of waiting. Look how the corn is beginning to paint
the fields green, look how the rain is beginning to relieve the dryness and the
hardness. The two, corn and rain, are telling us that we must wait, that one must
resist, that one doesn®t have to die. The time will soon come when the corn
reaches the huts and the tables of the true men and women, the time will come
when the rains wash away the sorrow from the hard ground. But while the time
of time is arriving, many will die because hunger and sorrow defeat them.O Old
Antonio had just buried one of his children. OShe didnOt make itO Old Antonio
said, after putting up the cross, bound with reeds that marked a little girlOs grav
the child whom Do—a Juanita and he, Old Antonio, had brought to life.

OHunger and man, man and hunger. ThatOs what those two opposites wel
named, thatOs what the very first gods called them, those who gave birth to th
world, to death and to lifdjungewas called deatlife was called man. There
must be some reason .. .0 Old Antonio said after seeing, with despair, how the
corn was just a few centimeters above the ground. He lit his pipe and, now walk-
ing towards the hill, he invited me to accompany him to seek the edible roots
used to distract death.

Yes, | know this memory of Old Antonio has nothing to do with your meet-
ing, but it came to me when, on the hill facing me, | saw a newly sown cornfield
and three helicopters staining the horizon. Those helicopters carry soldiers; the)
don®t carry corn. They promise hunger and death, theyadiaypeace and life.
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For Peace and Against Hunger: IsnOt that what your campaign is called?0

OThatOs what itOs called, O Old Antonio tells me (who is a good distance ahead
of me now, since my clumsy way of climbing hills is now legendary in the
mountains of the Mexican southeast). OOr what is the same thing: For Man and
Against Death,0 Old Antonio says while he waits for me, as usual, that is, smok-
ing. And, as everybody knows, no one can beat Old Antonio when it comes to
translating struggles and hopes ...

Yes, | know | wandered off the topic and | should limit myself to just thank-
ing you and telling you that we are waiting here for you, but now you see how,
rain, suffocation, sleeplessnesand Old Antonio appear in the dawn of June.

Well then, here it is:

Thank you brothers and sisters.We are waiting for you here.

Vale. Saluchnd may those who should win in the struggle against hunger,
win, that is, the children.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.Durito wants to know when someone will think of having a campaign
called OPecan Ice Cream for My BeetleO | told him it doesnOt rhyme, but Durito
said that when faced with pecan ice cream, meter is allowed certain poetic
license.l gave him some tobacco. Olt doesnCt taste the sameO Durito objects, but
he refills and lights his pipe, and he continues writing. OWhat are you writing?O |
ask him. OAh! A surprise,O he says as he shelters himself from the rain under a lit-
tle leaf.

* k%

2 QUn helado de nuez para mi es€isihajoriginal Spanish version of the slogan.
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Big Sharks and Little Fishes

Once again, the great Don Durito de la Lacandona helps Marcos prepare a pres
entation. This time it is on OCulture and Media in the Transition to DemocracyOQ
for the First Intercontinental Encountdéhat was hosted in five different
Zapatista communities at the end of July 1996. Durito recounts a story he
claims to have dictated to Bertolt Brecht back in the 1940s about what would
happen if Osharks were peopleO He then goes on to elaborate that story on t
little microcomputer, adding revolt to a parable of divided communities. This
elaboration was written during a period in which state funding and the provision
of arms and training was expanding the presence of paramilitary forces such .
Los Chinchulines and Paz y Justicia as part of a counterinsurgency strategy aim
at splitting local communities and terrorizing Zapatista supporters.

Jily 1996

July reaps the humid legacy of the June night and, nonetheless, allows a bi
of sun to slip into the gray day. The moon offers, as consolation for its absence
the nostalgia of ceiba trees and jungle mud. A failed military intelligence satel-
lite grows bored and yawns ostentatiously. Down below, it makes out men and
women talking and listening, walking, tripping and walking once more, seek-
ing. They are seeking many things, for example, they are seeking to find what
they are seeking. They seem happy in this search. Nothing special is seen i
them, they seem to be ordinary men and women.Well, it seems that one of
them is particularly large of nose, but, aside from those details, everything
seems normal. Yes, we could say that Power can rest easy. No important dang
is detected; there are no weapons, or anything like that, only words. Good, |
believe today will be a normal day, a day and a night with men and women
talking.

Just a minute! What is that sneaking through the crack of the door of the
one who is called El Sup? Is it a cockroach? No. The satelliteOs powerful elec
tronic machinery begins to analyze all the data: size, specific weight, texture
form, velocity, rhythm and all the etceteras which this complicated software has
incorporated in order to justify its elevated price. In a matter of seconds, the
space computer finishes confirming the data, and it begins its correlation with
the gigantic file that contains all the data of all the proven probable enemies of
Power and of their daily habits. Suddenly the alarms sound, and the colored
bulbs light up. One would think it was a Christmas tree, if it were not for the
fact that one can read, clearly, on the screen: OSupreme danger!O The compt

First published iha Jornagauly 5, 1996. Originally translated by irlandesa.
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er seems to be cybernetically terrified. In the great capitols, the arrogant acti-
vate their super-defense plans. The financial centers register the worst catastro-
phe in their histories. Heavily armed military units take up nervous positions at
all the borders.What is happening? The answer appears on all the screens.

OSupreme danger! Durito. Supreme danger! DuritoO

Read ODO for ODon and for Durito, Righter of wrongs® OEO for
OExceptional BeetleO and for OEmergencyO OAO for OActive Knight-errantryOQ
and for ... OAlert, maximum alert!O

OThat satellite is an imbecileO Durito tells me, taking off his raincoat and
leaving a tiny puddle of water on the floor. OLook at them, confusing me with a
cockroach .. O

OWhat are you reading?O Durito asks, sitting now upon one of my shoulders
and lighting his tiny pipe. | do not respond, showing him the title page of the
book, which reads:

OBertolt Brechiales from the Caleris. 19.WednesdayO

OAN! My colleague, Bertolt . . O Durito sighs, while he starts going through
my pack.

OAnd might | know what youQre looking for?O | ask, closing the book.

OTobacco0 Durito responds laconically.

Ol donCt have anyO | lie, but itOs useless now. Durito found a black tobacco
pouch and prepares to fill his knapsacks.

OAnd might | know how you came to be here?O Durito begins to transform
himself as his lecture progresses.

Ol am the great Don Durito de la Lacand&id’o Cidreborn, he who
took up the sword at just the right moment. | am the lord and gentleman of the
unutterable and passionate dreams of women of all ages. He for whom, when he
passes by, men take off their hats and recognize their own imperfections. The
hero who renders all superficial neoliberals inconsequential in childrenOs imagi-
nations. | am the fortunate one, he whose sword exceeds the exploits of Don
Rodrigo D’az de Vivar, of Minaya, of Mart'n Antol'nez, of Pedro Bermoedez and
Mu—oz Gustioé.| am he whom the villain in Ireland fears, the nightmare of the
thief hiding in Manhattaf.l am the one who was born at just the right
moment. | am the last and first hope of all the poor wretches and large-nosed
swordsmen who wander about without destiny or reason. | am .. O

1 Eugen Berthold Friedrich Brecht, the German Marxist poet and dramatist, fled Nazi Germany
in 1933, arriving in the US in 1941 only to become a target of McCarthyism. In 1949 he
returned to Berlin and founded his own theatre compatgs from the Calendar
(Kalendergeschigtaerollection of stories and poems written during his exile, evokes the tradi-
tion of popular alimanactales from the Caleraglish translation by Yvonne Kapp and

Michael Hamburger (London: Methuen, 1961).

2 Rodrigo D'az de Vivar, a great medieval folk hero of Spain, was born near Burgos about 1040
and died in 1099. Known by the honorific titte Cid, his exploits are recounted in the epre

Song of El Cid (El Cantar de M’o il%0). Minaya Alvar Fanez, Mart'n Antol'nez of Burgos,

Pedro Bermaedez and Mu—oz Gustioz were knights who followed El Cid to battle.
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OA beetle who can be confused with a cockroachO | say, resentfully. Duritc
stops his speech and turns around to look at me, taken aback.

OWhatOs going on with you?O he asks, after a puff. | feel ashamed and tell h

OltGs that | have to give a presentation at the Table on Culture and Media it
the Transition to Democracy, and | donOt have anything readyO

OAh! | knew it! You find yourself in a serious predicament, and your
anachronistic pride prevents you from turning to the best and supreme paradigrm
of the sublime art of knight-errantry. And tell me, my elephantine squire, why do
you allow anguish to weigh you down? Are you not aware, perhaps, that it is pre-
cisely to come to the aid of the helpless, that wise destiny has chosen well amon
human beings: those who combine ingenuity, valor, a gallant presence, goodnes
of heart, intelligence, boldness and .. O

OA hard shell?O | interrupt, because | well know that Durito can spend entire
hours talking about the virtues that knight-errantry requires and demands, but
eweryone knows that the time period for appearing at the tables is limited to a
few minutes. Durito stops and falls into my trap.

OWell, a hard and shining armor is needed by every knight-errant. Everyone
knows that, and | do not see why nature in her wisdom did not take that into
account. But, where was 170

OYou, Sir, were going to help me with the presentation for the Table on
Culture and Mass Media,O | hurry him.

OYes?0 Durito hesitates. OAlright, so it shall be. | do not believe that an ignc
rant squire would dare deceive his masterO

ONever, my lordO | say, with deep reverence.

OGood, let me consult and see what | can find to help you with such a
ridiculous themeO Durito gets down from my shoulder and onto the table.
Durito takes a teeny-tiny, mini-microcomputer out of his knapsack. | cannot
help but be surprised and say:

ODon(t tell me you have a computer?0

OOf course, you rogue! We knights-errant must always be modernizing our-
selves in order to better carry out our work. But do not interrupt me .. O Durito
begins typing and typing. Someone later wrote that the moon was full that night.
A bit later | woke up from a nightmare | was having. In it, Zedillo was re-elect-
ed by a wide margin in the year 2000, after an intelligent election campaign
focused on the well-being of the family, social peace and fighting corruption.
Startled, | looked all around me. Durito was still typing at the small table.
Between yawns, | asked him,

3 The Ovillain in Ire[and(') is undoubtedly Carlos Salinas de Gortari, who fled Mexico amidst
public outrage. The Othief in ManhattanO is likely his brother Racel Salinas de Gortari, who was
charged with involvement in the narcotics industry and with shipping millions of dollars of pay-
off money to Switzerland. Seized by US officials and extradited to Mexico in 1999, he was found
guilty and sentenced to 50 years in prison.

4 The first Intercontinental Encounter was organized around a sariesadr OtablesO that
functioned as workshops.
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ODid you find something for the presentation yet?O

OPresentation? What presentation?O Durito asks, without taking his eyes off
the mini-microcomputer screen. Desperately | tell him,

OWhat do you mean, what presentation? The one on Culture and Media!
What, you werenOt looking for it in your computer?0

OLooking in the computer?O Durito says, not asks, mimicking Olivio. He
continues, without turning around to look at me, and says,

OOf course not! What IOm doing on the computer is playing. They just gave
me a program where the beetles defeat the boots .. O

| begin to whine:

OBut, Durito, if you donOt get me a presentation for this table, they are going
to tear me to bits at the coordinators® meeting. They already have it in for me ...
sniff. .. sniff. . . sniffO

ONow, nowO Durito consoles me, putting his little palms on my shoulder.
ODonGt worry. | will know how to rescue you from such a grave predicament .. O

OYouOll make me a written presentation?0 | ask him, hopefully.

ONo, no way! | will give you a written excuse so that the coordinators will
not hit you so hard. Especially since all of us are into strengthening the path of
peace .. Ol sigh in resignation. Durito looks at me for a bit, and then says,

OAlright, donGt be like that. Here is the presentation.O Durito picks up some
written pages and shows them to me.With ill-disguised anxiety, | take them, and,
babbling, try to express my gratitude:

OThank you, Durito! You donOt know how much . . . just a minute! WhatOs
this about the presentation being signed by Don Durito de la Lacandona and
Bertolt Brecht?0

OWhatOs so odd about that?O Durito says, lighting his pipe again. OYouOve
never heard of joint presentations? Well, this is one of them .. O

OBut, Durito, Bertolt Brecht died many years ago .. O | reproach him.

OForty, to be exact. | know, we had begun the presentation at the end of
World War 11, and then we couldnCt finish it. But | should warn you that Brecht
only transcribed what | was dictating to him. Something very similar to what
you are doing right now. But do not make that detail public. It would not be fair,
during the homage to the 98th anniversary of his birth, for it to be known that
some of BertoltOs texts are, in fact, mineO

ODurito .. Ol say to him, with incredulity and reprobation. He doesn{t take
the hint.

ONo, say nothing. Do not insist on making public the debt that universal cul-
ture owes me.We knights-errant must be modest, so do not let it be known that
the presentation is mine alone. | wrote here that it is from both. In addition, in
order to lend credibility to the collective work, | will separate the text that was
published in 1949 and, in another part, what | added these last few hours. And
now, if you will pardon me, | must retire because during these cold and helpless
nights, | must see if some damsel requires the aid of my strong arm.O
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Durito would not listen to my protestations. He scurries underneath the
door and once more sets World Powers trembling. | anxiously review the presen-
tation. The title is convincing:

Joint presentation by Bertolt and Durito, in which itis
explained why wisdom consists not in knowing the
world, but in intuiting the paths which must be
followed in order to be better.

Dedicated to the children, Dalia and Martina,
of Tlaxcala and to the prisoners accused of being Zapatistas.

Part |
Where Bertolt responds to the question:

What would happen if sharks were people?

«If sharks were people,Z the landladyes little daughter asked Mr. K, swould they
be nicer to the little fishes?Z

«Certainly,Z he said. *If sharks were people, they would build enormous boxes
built in the sea for the little fishes, with all sorts of things to eat in them, plants as
well as animal matter. They would see to it that the boxes always had fresh water
and, in general, would take hygienic measures of all kinds. For instance, if a little fish
injured one of its fins, it would be bandaged at once, so that the sharks should not be
deprived of it by an untimely death. To prevent the little fishes from growing
depressed there would be big water festivals from time to time, for happy little fish-
es taste better than miserable ones. Of course, there would also be schools in the big
boxes. In these schools, the little fishes would learn how to swim into the sharkse
jaws. They would need geography, for example, so that when the big sharks were laz-
ing about somewhere they could find them. The main thing, of course, would be the
moral education of the little fishes. They would be taught that the greatest and
finest thing is for a little fish to sacrifice its life gladly, and that they must all believe
in the sharks, particularly when they promise a splendid future. They would impress
upon the little fishes that this future could only be assured if they learned obedi-
ence. The little fishes would have to guard against all base, materialistic, egotistical
and Marxist tendencies, reporting at once to the sharks if any of their number man-
ifested such tendencies. If sharks were people they would also, naturally, wage war
among themselves, to conquer foreign fish boxes and little foreign fishes.

5 The following passage reproduces OIf Sharks Were People,O one of the OAnecdotes of Mr.
KeunerO that make up the last stor¥aes from the Caleridaviarcos® communiquZ, the
Spanish translation of the German widieghsches given akombressually translated into

English amenYvonne KappOs translatiomeinschers OpeopleO is more accurate and we have
used her translation of the Brecht text. The original can be found in Bertolt Biéxt; \ol.

18, Prosa &Ertste Auflage: Suhrkamp Verlag, 1995), 446-448.
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They would let their own little fishes fight these wars. They would teach the lit-
tle fishes that there was a vast difference between themselves and the little fishes
of other sharks. Little fishes, they would proclaim, are well known to be dumb, but
they are silent in quite different languages and therefore cannot possibly under-
stand each other. Each little fish that killed a few other little fishes in war,little
enemy fishes, dumb in a different language,would have a little seaweed medal
pinned on it and be awarded the title of Hero. If sharks were people, they would
also have art, naturally. There would be lovely pictures representing sharkse teeth in
glorious colors, their jaws as positive pleasure grounds in which it would be a joy to
gambol. The sea-bed theaters would show heroic little fishes swimming rapturous-
ly into sharkse jaws, and the music would be so beautiful that to its strains the little
fishes, headed by the band, would pour dreamily into the sharkse jaws. There would
also be a religion, if sharks were people. It would teach that little fishes only really
start to live inside the bellies of sharks. Moreover, if sharks were people, not all little
fishes would be equal any more than they are now. Some of them would be given
positions and be set over the others. The slightly bigger ones would even be
allowed to gobble up the smaller ones. That would give nothing but pleasure to the
sharks, since they would more often get larger morsels for themselves. And the big-
ger little fishes, those holding positions, would be responsible for keeping order
among the little fishes, become teachers, officers, box-building, engineers and so
on. In short, the sea would only start being civilized if sharks were people.Z

Here the text published in 1949 ends, which the history of literature attrib-
utes to Bertolt Brecht. Durito added the following in 1996:

Part Il
Wherein Durito tries to demonstrate that flags can
offer refuge and a new world to a bay horse, and tells of

other marvels that the wheat would understand.

But there would be, most certainly, among all the little fishes, some who would
leave behind the meager «|Z that the sharks had taught them, and who would raise,
quite high, the flag of »weZ that would grant the yearning for freedom and for
being better beings. And the mere fact of raising that flag in such a watery medium
would itself be something that would make them better. And so great was their joy
that they would discover themselves made even better, and they would try to talk
and the first word they would speak would be liberty.Z And they would use the
flagstaff, but not to lead a rebellion that would destroy the sharks and supplant
their power with that of the little fishes. No, they would use the flagstaff as a bat-
tering ram, and they would break apart all the boxes of the sea, and everything in
the sea would be emptied and there would be neither sharks nor little fishes, rather
crabs and sailors and relatives of beetles, and those who know that the best way to
advance is to go backwards. In a word, there would finally be a struggle in the sea
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for a new culture, a culture that would do without sharks and little fishes and
would remake everything anew, without fisheries or jails. A culture that would not
always have to imagine people in a condition other than human in order to sup-
pose them good and better, always. A culture which has room for the lost bay horse
who rides, still, seeking a story where he can be horse and bay without anyone
demanding that he stop being so or that he change his color.

End of the Joint Proposal which Bertolt Brecht and Don Durito de la
Lacandona made for the Table on Culture and Media in the Transition to
Democracy. Berlin-San Crist—bal, 1949-1996.

| am getting nervous. | donOt know which is worse: not submitting any pres-
entation at all, or submitting the presentation by the Bertolt-Durito duo. Then |
decide to resolve the dilemma through a scientific method that my brother
taught me. | take a coin out of my wallet and flip it up in the air. How did it fall?
| paid no attention.When | came back to this table, the money had not yet fall-
en.On the other hand, | also believe DuritoOs presentation in this forum will have
unexpected repercussions. Tomorrow the newspapers will carry the news of ¢
profound financial crisis, and of the obvious nervousness in all the armies of th
world. No one will be able to know that the cause was a smoking and talkative
beetle, knight-errant and astute critic of neoliberalism, who, righting wrongs,
aiding damsels in distress and winning the loves of moons, wanders through th
mountains of the Mexican southeast, still believing that there is no better enter-
prise than fighting injustice, nor any prize greater than the feminine smile which
this hopeful bridge has tried to evoke.

Vale. Saluchnd may the sea that is multiplied in the mountains have moon
and skin.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
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Presentation in Seven Voices
Seven: Politics and Bolsag
(Theirs and Ours)

In the opening address at the First Intercontinental Encounter, Marcos presents a
paper he found in a bottle. The paper is dedicated to the prisoners accused of
being Zapatistas and to all the prisoners of the world. Later, Durito explains the
relationship between neoliberalism, slippers, combs, toothbrushesl sz

Spanish the worbolsaefers to money or goods such as stocks and bonds, but

can also refer to flexible containers such as bags, backpacks, sacks, and purses. He
claims thatbolsagan be classified into two types, OtheirsO and OoursO Also
included in this communiquZ are the stories of Olivio and Old Antonio as well

as musings on the writings of Julio Corttzar.

First published by Monique J. Lemaitre online at Chiapas-L 9/14/96. Original translator unknown.
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July 31,1996

Prologue

This presentation is to be delivered at Table 1 of the Intercontinental
Encounter for Humanity and against Neoliberalism. Everyone knows that the
so-called Table 1 (OtableO is a euphemism with which stuizmatuddsope
to amuse the conference guests at the Encounter and to make the tender quag
mire of La Realidad seem more friendly) is named OOf Combs, Toothbrushes.
Slippers and other concepts of a New Political ScienceO. ..

What? ThatOs not what itOs called?

What is it called then? OWhat politics do we have and what politics do we
need?0

Really?Well, itOs obvious that this thing aBapatondsaving a lot of imag-
ination is another myth, | mean, another myth besides that nose which thinks it0
so great.Well, letOs leave that for later. This is a prologue and should do what :
prologues do, that is, try to convince the reader or listener that what follows is
worth the trouble (or to console him, in case he becomes disillusioned when he
realizes that what follows the prologue isnOt worth it); its contributions to the
political debate are indisputable and overflow with wisdom, conviction and oth-
er spices. The way in which this presentation comes to this Encounter and to this
table is something that certainly merits another intergalactic encounter. But that
will have to wait until we all recover from this intercontinental delirium that
some dreamer calls OencounterO While that happens, | will give you a brie
account:

This writing was found inside an empty liquor bottle, discovered in the mid-
dle of one of those storms that lashes the embragdidioé the mountain gives
us. The other Julio who continues to give us embraces, Julio Corttzar, held his
own interplanetary Encounter all in one day, and moreover, gave himself the lux-
ury of teaching us to travAround the Day in Eighty Worlds

In one of those worlds, Julio sent us his own presentation, which he called:
OPersonal CodaO

For this, Madam, | told you that many would not comprehend this chameleones
promenade over the multicolored carpet, and that my preferred color and orienta-
tion can only be perceived if you look closely: anyone would know that | live on the
left, on the red. But | will never speak explicitly of these preferences,or then again,
maybe | will. | donst promise anything nor do | negate anything. | believe that | do

1 Throughout the communiquZ, Marcos plays with the word Zapatistas. The Spanish- suffixes
udoand-onare used to express an abundant or excessive quality of the rodiapatdroefers
literally to those who make and repair shoes.

2 Argentine expatriate Julio CorttzarOs experimental proseAmocimdshe Day in Eighty
WorldgLa vuelta al d'a en ochenta m8iglos<X| Editores: Mexico, 1967), juxtaposed fantasy
and reality with a commitment to social activism. The proper rdati@s juxtaposed with the

word julio, Spanish for July.

197



something which is better, and that many understand,even a few police chiefs,,
because nobody is irredeemably lost, and because many poets continue writing
with chalk on the jail walls of the north and of the south, of the east and of the
west, of this horrible, lovely earth.?

Things being the way they are, thereOs no harm in commemorating that Julio
this July, and with two Julios, remembering all the prisoners in all the police stations
all over the world. I know that a prologue is not the place to dedicate a piece of
writing, but it seems that the two Julios have conspired to disrupt the pleasant rou-
tine of the mountains of the Mexican Southeast with a message in a bottle. If a bot-
tle with a message can be found in the middle of a storm in the mountains, then
surely a dedication can be found in the middle of a prologue. Therefore, and given
the messages, bottles, Julios and police stations, this presentation is dedicated ...

To those prisoners accused of being Zapatistas and,
through them,
To all the political prisoners of the world.

To all the disappeared Zapatistas and,
through them,
To all the politically disappeared of the world.

Fine, letOs continue with the writing that we found in a bottle and that is pre-
sented today at Table 1 of the First International Encounter for Humanity and
Against Neoliberalism. And since weOre already talking about encounters, some-
one would be doing a lot for humanity if they were to tell Bagpaterasot to
use such long names to refer to their acts of madness. The name of this
encounter is so long that when you get to the part that says, Oagainst
NeoliberalismO you are so tired that, believe me, itOs enough to make you want to
do anything except confront something.

Where was 1?

Oh, yes! The presentation we found inside a bottle.Well then, although the
text has no date, computerized scientific studies have determined that it could
have been written on any day, in any part of the world, and by any of the human
beings that are or have ever been in the world. Nevertheless, the most important
thing has not yet been clarified. The greatest centers of repute and ill repute have
been consulted, but all to no avalil. It has not been possible to determine who
emptied, to the last drop, the contents of that bottle or what strange dance pro-
voked in this improbable being the joy that he was able to find in the liquid, and,
eweryone knows, actually, that human beings already carry joy where it should
be, that is, in their feet .. .

3 The translation here is by irlandesa/Aeand the Day in Eighty Wottdsis. by Thomas
Christensen (San Francisco: North Point Press, 1986), 189
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Chapter |

Where Olivio explains why therees no need to fear
airplanes, helicopters and other terrors with which
Power intends to punish the rebel dignity of the

indigenous Zapatista people

A few days ago, in one of the American corners of the world, a group of persons
held a meeting. A friend of mine was there. | had received notice via email that a
group of dignitaries would meet to toast and salute Zapatista rebelliousness. | didnst
know whether to be thankful or regretful about the toasting, but either way | took
advantage of it to return the greeting with a letter, and to ask for a cup of coffee
from the kitchen. It wasnet because | went for a cup of coffee, | only wanted a friend-
ly pretext to refuse the toast, in case they would offer me a drink. Yes, | know you
canet drink a toast by email, but with the advances in technology you never know.
They say that in Mexico there is a guerrilla movement that used a fax to declare war
against the supreme government, and utilizes the Internet and satellite communica-
tion to make its declarations known. *Cosas veredeSancho,Z Durito would say, who
fortunately is not in this, but another chapter. 4

Now through this mud, pardon me, | meant through this land, walks the friend
in question. lem not trying to impress you, but the friend has been a friend of mine
for many years. Of course, he didnet know that he was my friend. He arrived a long
time ago. He arrived like good friends do, that is, through letters. The friend, whom |
will call smy friend,Z taking advantage of his being trapped now in the mud and
unable to protest, says that in the world, words of resistance are numerous and
sound like the dense rain now falling on the roofs of the Zapatista indigenous peo-
ple, on the roofs now shared by thousands of dignified men and women from
around the world. The friend is one of those who look for rain in the world. He walks
along, like others walk, gathering little drops of the rain of resistance that falls in
America. In Africa, in Asia, in Oceania, in Europe, there are other seekers of rain, of
stories of resistance that find no place in the history full of omissions, written by
the dry power of Arrogance. | believe that all the seekers of rain who have come
here realize that we have all gathered to rain on ourselves, and that we realize that
the rain can be friendly if the word that gets us wet is our sister. So we can say that
this is an encounter of rainmakers, a wet way of saying that it is an encounter of
brothers and sisters.

Once, | wrote to my friend, telling him about Olivio. | told him that:

Olivio is a Tojolabal child. He is not yet five years old, still threatened by the high
infant mortality rate that annihilates thousands of indigenous children in these
lands. The risk that Olivio will die from a curable disease before the age of five is the
highest in this country called Mexico. But Olivio is still alive. Olivio presumes to be a
friend of the «ZupZ and to play soccer with Major Moisés. Well, to say he plays soccer
is arrogant. Actually, the Major limits himself to kicking the ball just far enough to

4 See note in ODurito IXO.
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free himself from an Olivio who thinks, as any child would, that the most important
job of a Zapatista officer is to play with children.

| observe from a distance. Olivio kicks the ball with a determination that chills
you to the bone, especially if you imagine that your own ankle could be the target
of that kick. But no, the target of Olivioss kick is a little plastic ball. Well, this is also a
figure of speech. In reality, half of the kick and its force end up in the mud of
Chiapase reality, and only part of it sends the ball on its erratic and short trajectory.
The Major then gives a powerful kick and the ball passes by me and goes a long
way. Olivio runs after the sphere with resolve (this, and what follows, should be read
with the voice of a sports announcer.) He nimbly dodges a tree-trunk and a not-so-
hidden root, prancing and dribbling past two chuchitos(spuppiesZ for the people of
Chiapas) who were fleeing in terror on their own before the implacable, deter-
mined and lightning advance of Olivio. The defense had stayed behind (well,
*YeniperrZ and Jorge are sitting down and playing in the mud, but what | mean is
there is no enemy in front of him) and the opposing goal post is unarmed before an
Olivio who grits the few teeth he has and lines up the ball like a derailed locomo-
tive. An expectant hush falls over the crowd in the stands. . . Olivio catches up,
finally!,to the ball, and just when the whole galaxy is expecting a huge kick that
will rip through the net (well, the truth is that behind the supposed enemy goal
posts there is only a sunflower with branches, thorns and reeds, but they serve as a
net), and just when the cry of sgoooallZ begins to rise from the gut up to the throat,
and everything is ready for the world to demonstrate that it is worthy of itself, just
then Olivio decides that he had run after the ball long enough and that a big black
bird flapping around overhead canet do so with impunity, and suddenly Olivio
changes direction and profession and heads for his slingshot to kill, he says, the
black bird and bring something to the kitchen and to his belly. It was something,
how can | describe it? . . . something anti-climatic (svery Zapatista,Z my brother
would say), so very incomplete, so very unfinished, as if a kiss were left hanging on
the lips without anyone doing us the favor of collecting it.

| am a discreet, serious and analytical fan, who goes over the percentages and
records of teams and players, and who can explain perfectly the logic behind a tie, a
triumph, or a defeat, no matter which it is. In effect, one of those fans who after-
wards explains to himself that therees no need to be sad about the defeat of their
favorite team, that it was to be expected, that theyell turn it around in the next
game and other etceteras that deceive the heart with the useless work of the brain.
But in that moment | lost my head, and like a fan who sees the supreme values of
the human race betrayed (that is, those that have to do with soccer), | jumped from
the stands (actually, | had been sitting on a log bench) and, furious, | headed
straight for Olivio, to protest his lack of honor, professionalism and sportsmanship,
and his ignorance of the sacred law that demands that soccer players owe every-
thing to the fans. Olivio sees me coming and smiles. | stop myself dead in my tracks,
frozen, petrified, immobile. But donet believe for a moment, my friend, that | stop
out of tenderness.
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Itisnet Olivioes tender smile that paralyzes me.

Ites the slingshot that he has in his hands . ..

Well yes, friend. | already know that itss quite evident that Ism trying to create a
simile for you of the tender fury that makes us soldiers today so that, tomorrow,
military uniforms will only be good for costume parties, and so that, if someone had
to put on a uniform, it would be the kind used for playing, for example, soccer ...Z

That was the 8th of this wet julio,and as the other Julio says, nature imitates art.
So it was that a few days later, today, | found Olivio using his shoes the way they
should be used, that is, to kick a ball. Olivio was running after the ball just as a Special
Farces military plane was passing over Ladlidad. Olivio tripped over a rock and fell.
Olivio fulfilled his duty with complete integrity, that is, he began to cry with a dedi-
cation worthy of admiration. Thates where we were, that is, the plane searching for
transgressors of La Realidad, Olivio crying, and me smoking under a tree, when the
incredible took place: Olivio stopped crying and began to laugh.

Yes, it turns out that Olivio was taking a breath in order to renew his screaming
when he lifted his head and he stayed watching the military plane. He then sus-
pended his inhalation and stopped it short with a smile. | made a face that said: I
always told you | thought that kid would end up going crazy.Z But donet think that |
have a heart of stone. Immediately, | ordered a red alert and sent an intermediary to
the UN to request a child psychiatrist. | wasnet about to leave Olivio alone with his
madness; | thought it would be good if he had company. But because the UN acts
rapidly only when authorizing the deployment of multinational armed forces, |
thought it best to carefully approach Olivio in order to discover the irrationality of
his delirium. At a prudent distance | stopped and very tactfully asked him:

*How come you were crying a while ago but now you are laughing?Z

Olivio smiled and got up, telling me:

«| looked at the soldieres plane. If | fall down, well, | cry and then | get back up.
But that airplane, if it falls, it wonst cry or get back up.Z

Olivio went after the ball. | ran back, canceled the red alert and the intermedi-
ary to the UN, and | sent a war report to the CCRI to inform them that we were
going to win, and that they should prepare for the promotion of Olivio to, at least,
Division General.

Olivio doesnst seem excited about his imminent promotion. On the contrary,
later he is pestering me, trying to convince me that, as he says, we should make a
big, big ladder so we can climb up to the night and play ball with the moon ...
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Chapter Il
Where the rain, julio and Old Antonio announce the

present, but 10 years before

It rained lying down. | mean that the rain almost laid down when the wind took
her by the waist. Old Antonio and | had gone out hunting that night. Old Antonio
wanted to kill a badger that was stealing the corn that had begun to appear in the
milpa. We waited for the badger to come, but in his place came a wind and a rain
that obliged us to take refuge in the almost empty barn. Old Antonio made himself
comfortable in a corner further inside, and | sat down in the doorway. We were both
smoking. He snoozed and | watched how the rain was leaning from one side to
another, following the steps marked for it by the dance of a wind more capricious
than usual. The dance ended, or it moved to another spot. Soon, nothing was left of
the rain except the deafening competition between the crickets and frogs. | went
out, trying not to make any noise so as not to wake Old Antonio. The air remained
humid and hot, as it must remain when desire ends the dance of bodies.

+Look,Z Old Antonio tells me, and stretches out his hand towards a star that
barely peers out from behind the curtains made by the clouds in the west. | look at
the star and feel I-donst-know-what kind of sorrow in my chest. Something like a
sad and bitter solitude. Nevertheless, | smile and before Old Antonio can ask me, |
clarify:

| was remembering a proverb that goes more or less like this: *When a finger
points out the sun, the fool looks at the finger.<Z Old Antonio laughs wholehearted-
ly and says:

*He would be even more foolish if he looked at the sun. He would end up blind.Z
The overwhelming logic of Old Antonio leaves me stuttering the explanation of
what | suppose the proverb means. Old Antonio keeps on laughing, | donst know if
at me, at my explanation, or at the fool who looks at the sun when a finger points it
out. Old Antonio sits down, lays his gun to one side and forms a cigarette with
something like a roller that he took from the old barn. | understand that itis time to
be quiet and listen. | sit at his side and light my pipe. Old Antonio takes a few puffs
on his cigarette and begins to rain words with only the smoke to soften their fall.

*A while ago | wasnet pointing out the star to you with my hand. | was thinking
about how far | would have to walk so that my hand could touch that star up there.
| was going to ask you to calculate the distance between my hand and the star, but
you came out with that stuff about the finger and the sun. | wasnet showing you my
hand, nor the star. The fool that your proverb talks about doesnet have an intelligent
alternative: if he looks at the sun and doesnet go blind then he will stumble a lot
from looking up; and if he looks at the finger he wonet find his own path, heell either
remain standing in one place or following the finger. In the end, both are fools: the
one who looks at the sun and the one who looks at the finger. Walking, well, living,
is not done with great truths that, if you measure them, turn out to be pretty small.
The night will come when we will begin to walk through it to reach the day. If we
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only look at what is near, then we will only end up walking a short distance. If we
only look at what is very far off, then we will stumble a lot and lose our way.Z Old
Antonio rests his word. | ask:

«And how will we know to look far and near?Z

Old Antonio relights his cigarette and his voice:

*Speaking and listening. Speaking and listening to those who are near.
Speaking and listening to those who are far away.Z

Old Antonio stretches out his hand again towards the star. He looks at his hand
and says:

*When you dream you have to see the star up there, but when you fight you
have to see the hand that points out the star. That is living. A continuous lifting and
lowering of your sights.Z

We returned to Old Antonioss village. Dawn was just beginning to clothe her-
self with morning when we parted. Old Antonio came out and accompanied me as
far as the gate to the pasture. When | was already on the other side of the barbed
wire | turned to him and told him:

«Old Antonio. When you stretched out your hand towards the star | didnst see
your hand or the star . ..Z Old Antonio interrupts me:

+Oh! Very good, then you saw the space between the one and the other.Z

*No,Z | told him. I didnst see the space between one and the other either.Z

*What, then?Z

| smiled and began to move away when | shouted:

ol was looking at a badger that was between your hand and the star . ..Z

Old Antonio looked at the ground for something to throw at me. | donst know if
he couldnet find something or if | was already too far away for him to hit me.
Anyway, | was lucky he wasnet still carrying his gun.

I went walking along, trying to look near and far. Above and below, the light
brought night and day together, the rain linked July with August, and the mud and
the stumbles hurt a little less. Ten years later we would begin to speak and listen to
those whom we believed to be far away. All of you . ..

Chapter Il

Where the illustrious and noble Don Durito de la
Lacandona explains the strange relation between
combs, slippers, toothbrushes, bolsas (theirs and ours)
and the Intercontinental Encounter for Humanity and

Against Neoliberalism

Itis gray up here. As if the night and the day were lazy, one to leave and the oth-
er to arrive. A dawn gone on too long, so much time without night or day. There
below, close to that young ceiba tree with the big canopy, weapons and dreams
keep vigil. However, everything around here seems normal. Therees mud, wandering
lights, and skillful shadows. Only around the ceiba tree can one make out some
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movement. A powerful lens permits one to distinguish a seated man who is speak-
ing and gesturing. It seems hess alone, and yes, a little crazy. But .just a moment!
Whates that at his side? A suit of armor from a museum of miniatures? A broken-
down little war tank? An armored and mobile mini-bunker? A tiny warship run
aground on reality? A... A... Abeetle?

Veeery funny, veeery funny,Z says Durito as he looks up defiantly. | lift my eyes
upwards and see only the gray above the dark green of the ceibass canopy.

«To whom are you speaking?Z | ask, after listening to more complaints and chal-
lenges from Durito.

eltes that impertinent satellite that doesnet even know how to distinguish
between a war tank and a brave and valiant knight-errant.Z Durito makes an
obscene gesture towards the satellite and then turns to me and asks: *Where were
we, my down-trodden squire?Z

*You were about to tell me ... how to get out of the problem lsm in.Z

*Oh! That. .. lunderstand that an impoverished heart like the one you carry in
your battered chest is incapable of understanding the goodness that destiny con-
fers upon you, placing you at the side of a knight-errant like myself. Thou must
understand, miserable and foolish mortal, that the great gods have forged the des-
tinies of humanity with threads of steel, and that evil sorcerers, besides speculating
in the stock markets, have made terrible knots with those threads, so as to oppose
the natural kindness of great do-gooders and to delight in the suffering of little
people like thyself. Well, | mean little, not counting thy nose. But the powers of good
have not abandoned their children to the perverse will of those wizards. No, to cut
those terrible knots of pain and misfortune, to weave history with honesty, to right
wrongs, to aid the destitute, to teach the ignorant, in sum, so that humanity does
not shame itself, thates why knights-errant are here. If thou wouldst understand
this thou wouldst doubt not the wonder of my arm, the wisdom of my word, the
lightin my eyes .. .Z

« ...and the big problems you get me into,Z | interrupt Durito. He hesitates and
| take advantage of it to practice the old and dear sport of the reproach: sbecause it
is my duty to remind thee, my illustrious knight-errant, that it was the wonder of
thy arm, the wisdom of thy word, and the light in thine eyes, which set thy hand
and seal to the letter of convocation and invitation to the Intercon-tinental
Encounter in that absurd part about slippers, combs and toothbrushes. Besides,
they all say that it is a cheap plagiarism of Cortazaresronopios. . .2

Durito doesnet ignore the criticism and counter-attacks:+They lie! How can they
say that, if it was I, the great Don Durito de la Lacandona, who showed Julio the
richness that beetles embody?Z

Now it is | who interrupts: *No, that would be the cronopios...Z

5 Corttzar®historias de cronopios y {Baxaelona: Bolsillo, 1970) is a collection of surreal
vignettes and drawings. See Cortfaamopios and fajRasl Blackburn, translator (New York:
Pantheon Press, 1969).
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*Cronopios or beetles! «Tis the same! Tell me quickly, who is the scoundrel that
dares insinuate that my brilliant writing owes something to another,Z Durito draws
his sword.

| try to collect on some outstanding debts and tell him:

*Hees not a scoundrel. Whates more, ites not a he; itss a she. And she doesnst
insinuate that there was plagiarism. She declares it, and signs her name to it with
no shame whatsoever.Z

Durito remains pensive for a while:

+A she?Z Well, maidens may say whatever they want without fearing the fury of
my Excalibur. It must be the malevolence of some perverse sorcerer who has
worked evil magic on her, and has put evil thoughts where, surely, only kind
thoughts for my person had previously been cherished. Yes, that must be it, because
everyone knows that womankind cannot but sigh with admiration and secret
desire when they hear the name of the greatest knight, that is, me. So theress noth-
ing to do but wait for the effects of the dark brew that the sorcerer must have
administered to wear off, or for me to find him and then, yes, the force and justice
that empower my arm will cause him to withdraw the sorcery, and the problem will
be solved. So why donet we leave thafuliofellow in peace, maybe hesll get this julio
not to drown us with so much rain.Z

Durito sheaths his twig, or his sword, depending on the imagination of the
satellite that, he says, is spying on him. | donet give up. | change my strategy:

*So be it, my lord and guide. May that wretch who has spoken ill against you be
promptly freed of the sorcery, and once again surrender adoration to you. And if
not, then may a terrible punishment fall upon her, may she obtain work as a
spokesperson for one of the neoliberal governments that pummels the world, may
they give her the post of psychiatrist for the powerful criminals who believe they
govern the planet, may ...Z

«All right! All right! All right! Thates too much punishment for that beauty!Z
Durito becomes magnanimous. | continue:

*As for my problem, lord of wisdom, | beg you to save me because the
Encounter is already a reality in La Realidad and everyone is waiting for a satisfacto-
ry explanation of the requirement for slippers, combs and toothbrushes ...Z

*An explanation?Z Durito looks at me with (itss worth being redundant) hard-
ness.

*Yes. The invitation says that all the gullible ones, pardon me, all the guests at
the Encounter, will find here the reason for that strangeness.Z | say trying to calm
him down.

*Fine. If it is written, written it is. And it is the rule that we comply with what is
written. So write down what | am about to dictate. You should do it meticulously
because it is a contribution that will revolutionize political science, and moreover,
will serve to distract the attention somewhat from accusations of plagiarism and
other sorceries.Z

I immediately took out a ballpoint pen that, of course, had no ink. Durito
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noticed at once, and took out from who-knows-where an elegant ostrich quill and
an inkwell.

«And this?Z | asked, looking alternately at the quill and the inkwell.

*Ah! A gift from an African beetle,Z said Durito putting on airs.

“African?Z

*Yes. You donet think that youere the only ones holding an Intercontinental
Encounter? We beetles are meeting as well,Z says Durito.

| didnet try to find out more. | donet even know if there are beetles in Africa. What
worried me was resolving the enigma of the slippers, combs and toothbrushes, so
without further delay, | wrote down what Durito dictated to me, which is entitled:

Durito The-Next-Number
(Neoliberalism, Slippers, Combs, Toothbrushes and

Bolsas)

*Bolsa®Z | asked, *But the invitation didnet say anything aboutbolsas. . .Z

*No? Well, therees the problem. | believe | forgot to put inbolsas lsm sue that,
with the bolsas everyone would have understood that part perfectly. Fine, fine,
donet interrupt me again. Write, write!Z Durito hurries me. | had doubts but | contin-
ued writing down what follows below:

a) Slippers are an alternative to boots. If you had paid attention to me, you
wouldnet have brought all those different types of big boots with which you try, in
vain, to defend yourselves from the mud. Boots or slippers get full of mud just the
same, and they slip with the same enthusiasm. Right? Boots are useless, and more-
over, dangerous. So you should have brought some slippers and that way, at least,
you would have had a good excuse for spending so much time on the ground and
being so muddy®

b) In addition, one should argue that slippers can be taken off with complete
ease, comfort and speed. Lovers and children will agree that Ism right, among other
things, because the only beings that can understand the profundity of this message
are children and lovers. Besides, winter is approaching and we need to keep warm.
With slippers, we will make an overcoat that will cause a furor in the world of fash-
ion. Ergo, there should be an Intercontinental Encounter for Slippers and Against
Boots. That name is just as long as the other and, believe me, more definitive.

c) Combs are very useful in events of this kind, where nostalgia is a contagious
disease. Using a little piece of paper and blowing just right, you have a musical
instrument. With music you can make the heart and feet happy. Therees nothing like
slippers for this thing called dancing. With happy hearts and feet you can dance. And
dancing is a happy type of encounter and, letes not forget, this is an encounter.

d) Ergo, combs are indispensable for all Intercontinental Encounters for
Humanity and Against Neoliberalism. Oh! Theysre also good for combing hair.
Toothbrushes are an invaluable aid in scratching your back. They come in many col-

6 It rained continually during the five days of the Encuentro.
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ors, shapes and sizes. Although theyere different, they all fulfill the function of a
toothbrush, which, as everyone knows, is to scratch oness back. Everyone will agree,
and | propose as an item of resolution for the final plenary session, that scratching
is a pleasure. Ergo, toothbrushes are rather necessary for Intercontinental
Encounters for Humanity and Against Neoliberalism. Slippers demonstrate that
logic and boots are of no use when it comes to dreaming and dancing. Combs
demonstrate that everything is a pretext for music and love. Toothbrushes demon-
strate that one can be different and equal.

e) Dance, music, pleasure, and being conscious of the other: these are the
banners for humanity and against neoliberalism. Anyone who doesnst understand
this surely must have cardboard for a soul.

f)  Bolsascan be classified into two types: theirbolsasand our bolsas

1) Theibolsasare known as sstock marketsZ and, paradoxically, distinguish
themselves because they lack value. Usually they are full of holes, to speculatorse
advantage, and they have the sole virtue of provoking the insomnia and night-
mares of our government officials.

2) Ourbolsasare known as bolsas and as the word indicates, theyere good
for holding things. They usually have holes caused by neglect, but they are mended
with hope and embarrassment. They have the enormous virtue of holding tooth-
brushes, combs and slippers.

g) Finale fortisisma A bolsathat canst hold a toothbrush, a comb and slippers, is
a bolsathat isnet worth having.

Here are the seven defining and definitive points for humanity and against
neoliberalism. Tantan. Ites finished.

Chapter IV
Where the famous knight-errant converses with his
large-nosed squire, bags are packed and other mar-

velous or terrible things are announced

Durito has finished putting the saddle on Pegasus who, for a turtle, is quite
restless. Durito has not stopped talking. At times it seems hess talking to Pegasus, at
times it seems hess talking to me, and other times it seems like he is talking to him-
self. Is Durito convincing us that ites time to leave, or is he convincing himself?

*Not so fast, for now there are no more birds in last autumnes nest. | was mad
and | continue to be . . .Z Durito, as can be seen, adapts literary history as suits him
best.’

7 This is a play oBon Quijot@sying words to Sancho Panza: ONot so fast, for now there are no
more birds in last autumn®s nest. | was mad and now | am sane. | was Don Quijote de la Mancha
and now, as | have said, | am Alonso Quijano the Good.O The passage is from OChapter LXXIV
(74)Nhow Don Quijote fell sick, and the will he made, and his death.O CervaateQuijote

744,

207



Durito comes and goes with a bustle that, if it were not for his seriousness,
would look like a complicated dance. | have become sad because at the hour of
packing lsve noticed that what | have is very little. However, | have some wheat, and
that is enough. Durito, on the other hand, has made several trips for books, from his
little leaf to Pegasugback.

«Can it be known where wesre going?Z | ask Durito, taking advantage of his hav-
ing stopped to rest. Durito hasnet caught his breath yet, so he makes an indefinite
gesture, pointing in no particular direction.

*And is that very far?Z | ask.

Durito is finally able to speak and says:

*The duty of a knight-errant is to travel the world until there no longer exists a
corner with unpunished injustice. The duty remains in all parts and in none. It is
always near and can never be reached. Knight-errantry rides on until it reaches
tomorrow. Then it rests. But soon it resumes the march, because morning has con-
tinued on ahead and is already a good stretch ahead of it.Z

*And what must we bring with us?Z | ask, now a little more serious.

*Hope . . .Z Durito answers me and points to thebolsa that he carries in his
chest. As he mountsPegasushe adds:

*We donet need anything else. Thates enough .. .Z

Chapter V
Where the moon rehearses a dance that has a lot of
copulation and joy

Full again, the moon tries to reveal her coquetry from behind the high bar of the
eastern mountains. With care, she gathers up her large and full skirt, puts her little foot
forward and climbs the back of the mountain like a staircase. When she reaches the
top, she extends her white petticoat and spins around. Her own light bounces off the
mountaines mirror and gives the gift of lilac and blue colors. Always spinning, a wind
caresses her face and lifts her up high. With blind and useless eyes, the wind tries in
vain to make out her belly that the rain has moistened. And the moon does not look at
the wind, but not because shess blind. She only looks at herself, at the reflection that a
little puddle of rain offers her from the reality below. Finally, the moon yields her hand
and waist to the wind. Now they spin together. They spend the night together.
Dancing. Wet and happy. But the nocturnal dance floor is now leaving and the moon
tires after a few hours. Until he lays her on the eastern mountain, the wind carries her,
always by the waist. Always blind, the wind tries to give her a goodbye kiss on the
cheek, but he makes a mistake and it is her lips that he brushes against. He makes a
mistake? The moon forgives him but she should hurry. Before letting herself slip to the
west, the moon sees two figures, one small and round, the other tall and awkward. The
moon doesnst know if the figures are coming or going, but she knows theyere walking.
Thates why she gives them the touch that, just before she hides, makes one think for an
instant that the two characters are going upwards, to the moon.. ..
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Chapter VI

Where the narrator digresses, rain and moon in the

middle, on the sorrows, pains and the etceteras that
weigh down the soul of the humans who walk there,

himself included.

The moon barely appeared, perhaps to renew a promise disguised as a flower.
But, jealous as she is, the rain brought her behind clouds and mist. That was a dawn
for which solitude would ache. The narrator is alone, so he feels he has the right to
stop narrating what is happening or what is dictated to him, and he decides to
extract, with a sharp corkscrew of letters, a sorrow that clouds his vision and step.
The narrator speaks. No, itss more like a whisper:

How | wish to have the air as my homeland and tomorrow as my flag! So many
people and so many colors! So many words with which to speak of hope!

Would this be the moment to speak of death? Because there are those who
have died a fighting death so that | could think of the many people, the many col-
ors, the many hopes.

Is this the place to speak of our dead ones? No?

Who will tell them, then, that there was live blood that died dreaming, that one
day some of the best men and women that this century has borne would arrive
here? Who will ask a souvenir of all those people, a sforget-me-notZ for those
Zapatistas fallen in combat for humanity and against neoliberalism? Where are the
chairs so that they, our dead, can sit down with us? The presentation of their blood
in the streets and in the mountains,at which conference table is it registered?
Who is the moderator in the silences of those deaths? How can you put a price on
the blood of those dead who gave us a voice, a face, a name and a tomorrow?

Can | speak? Can | speak about our dead at this celebration? After all, they made
it possible. It can be said that we are here because they are not. Canet it?

I have a dead brother. Is there anyone who doesnet have a dead brother? | have
a dead brother. A bullet to the head killed him. It was at dawn on the 1st of January
1994. That bullet was up very early. The death that kissed the forehead of my broth-
er was up at dawn. My brother used to laugh a lot but now he doesnet laugh any
more. | couldnet keep my brother in my pocket, but | kept the bullet that killed him.
On another day at dawn, | asked the bullet where it came from. It said: sFrom the
rifle of a soldier of the government of a powerful person who serves another pow-
erful person, who serves another powerful person, who serves another all around
the world.Z The bullet that killed my brother has no homeland.

The fight that must be fought to keep our brothers, and not bullets, in our pock-
ets has no homeland either. Thates why the Zapatistas have many and big pockets
in their uniforms. Not for keeping bullets. For keeping brothers Thates what all bol-
sas should be for.

8 This passage was read by Mumia Abu Jarfapitistab documentary by Big Noise Films
(1996).
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The mountain is also abolsafor keeping brothers. Sometimes the mountain
seems like the sea. Sometimes the night seems like the morningzl mar. La mar. El
mafiana. La mafiana.The sea and the morning have no sex. Maybe thates why we
fear them, or maybe thates why we desire them.

How painful itis to leave! What sorrow to stay!

lsm leaving now. | just wanted to tell you one thing:

The heart is abolsawhere the sea and the morning fit. And the problem is not
in how to put the sea and the morning in your chest, but in understanding that the
heart is just that, a bolsafor keeping the sea and the morning. ..

The narrator leaves. Together with the night he leaves. Together with the rain
he leaves. Together withjulio he leaves. The other Julio remains to organize the mis-
sion to be carried out inAround the Day in Eighty WorldsJulio prepares for a trip:

The trip to a country of cronopios:

Of course, the traveling Cronopio visits another country and one day, when he
returns to his own, he will write the memories of his trip on little pieces of different-
colored paper, and he will distribute them at the corner of his house so that everyone
can read them. To the Famas hesll give little pieces of blue paper, because he knows
that when the Famas read them they will turn green, and nobody can ignore that a
Cronopio likes the combination of these two colors very much. As for the Esperanzas,
those who blush a lot upon receiving a gift, the Cronopio will give them little pieces
of white paper, and that way hopes will be able to shield their cheeks, and the
Cronopio, from the corner of his house, will see diverse and pleasant colors that will
disperse in all directions, taking with them the memories of his trip.

Epilogue
Where it is explained why the accounts donet add up
and itis demonstrated that addition and subtraction
only work if theyere for adding hopes and subtracting
cynicisms

Yes, | know that the title of this is sPresentation in Seven Voices Seven,Z and
there are only six voices and it canet be that ites already over because the title is very
clear, and it even repeats seven times that there are seven voices seven. But my
master and lord, the knight-errant who is a wizard in love and a sorcerer in combat,
Don Durito de la Lacandona, tells me that weere leaving, that we should leave, that
the seventh voice is the one thates worth it and counts, and that one, the seventh
word, belongs to each and every one of you.

So goodbye, and | hope that someone writes to tell us how all this turned out.

Vale. Salud, and know that if the thieves ask for us for ourbolsasor our lives,
theyell have to take our lives.
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From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast,
El Sup Marcos
Planet Earth, July 1996

PS.Durito has already left on his spirited Pegasus. Pegasus is a turtle that suf-
fers vertigo at velocities greater than 50 centimeters per hour, which means that it
will take some time to reach the exit. So | have time to tell you that you are wel-
come to the mountains of the Mexican Southeast, the place where thebolsasthat
are truly of value are ours, yours, and everyone who we are ...

Saludonce agairSalugdand may you have much hope and the humility to
repair your baggage, pockets and sleeping bags.

El Sup, disconcerted because he forgot which is the entrance and which is
the exit.

* % %
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Love and the Calendar

Writing from the top of the ceiba, Marcos finds a bottle containing a letter
from Durito. The letter includes a story composed for the latterOs forthcoming
book, Stories for a Sleepless Salihicke tells how a man who was always late
missed his own death. DuritoOs letter ends with a postscript warning tha
Ofierce storms are comingO The previous June, the Popular Revolutionary
Army, or EPR Ejercito Popular Revolucipnzaith emerged in Guerrero and
carried out attacks in seven Mexican states just prior to the September 1s
Presidential State of the Nation Address. On September 2nd, the EZLN sus-
pended peace talks acting Oon orders from their base communitiesO wh
doubted the governmentOs sincerity in the negotiations and demanded respe
for Zapatista delegates. In the coming weeks, they reported increased haras
ment of the communities, and military advances towards the EZLNOs mountair
camps.

First published in La Jornada, September 20,1996. Originally translated by Susana Saravia.
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Morning voyage aboard communiquZs
To the National and International Press
September 18,1996

Ladies and Gentleman:

I am still on top of the ceiba. | made a paper airplane out of the commu-
niquZs and | launched it with great force. Almost immediately it started to rain.
OYou should have made a paper boat!O My Other Self yelled at me from a
schooner. In the distance, daybreak amicably ceded its place to a lazy dawn.

Vale Salug and who can predict tomorrowOs flower from todayOs bare
ground?

From the mountains of Numangtia
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

The Recurrent Postscript:
The ceiba is the mast of unstable sailing.

| was at the highest point of the mast (yes, | know itOs a ceiba branch, but the
two look alike), checking the horizon, when there in the distance was a fleeting
spout, alight in the lightning that gave it life. The night was a dark storm and, yet,
the moon could just barely be seen charging towards the east. A reflection
reached the sea so that a small bank of white sand could be seen. ItOs true that the
sea at night holds surprises, but to spot a white sandbank is extremely rare.What
| mean is that itOs not unusual to spot data banks, financial banks or even blood
banks, but never a white sandbahkeached for the telescope and aimed for X
shipOs bow, where the moon had illuminated the beach, but there was nothing,
only the black yawn of a nocturnal rain. A lightning bolt again made visible that
foamy spout but now on the port side. | turned in that direction and was able to
distinguish a large white mass. Wait a minute! Now the watery spout is again
portside! Is this a pirate ship or a merry-go-round? Hmmmveything indi-

1 The citizens of Numancia, an ancient city in what is now Northern Spain, committed mass
suicide rather than be overrun by the Romans in 134 B.C. In a communiquZ dated September 7,
1996, Marcos quotes Miguel Cervarfe@Encirclement of Numabiae right of the strongest

is the violation of the essence of the right. The power (Rome) is the enemy of morality and of
liberty (Numancia). Numancia speaks to the condemned of the Earth not to drive them to sui-
cide, but to resistance and the final victoryQ 8dernadi995/24 de enero de 1997 (MZxico,

D. F:Ediciones Era, 1997), 377-79.

2 Marcos revives a metaphor used in OThe Long Journey from Despair to Hope O which speaks
of Oneoliberal chants of 24 mermaids, of reefs of gold, of grounding on sand banks of depression
and of other dangers that threaten the pirates on high seasO originally published in the
Anniversary Supplement & Jornad&eptember 22, 1994).
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cates that the sandbank moves. Hmmm aim my one eye on the telescope
and, focusing, say to myself that, if itOs not a white sandbank thatOs moving, th
it could very well be a whale. Yes, a white whale like Moby Dick! Yes, it is he!
Who else would present himself with such impunityNC—rdoba Montiya?

itOs not one of those pirates we talk about. Yes, itOs Moby Dick. And here | am, &
alone. That last sailor was drowned by a hurricane.Well, actually, it was a woman
but in this case itOs the same thing. | chased Moby Dick away with that saying b
Pawese that goes:

There is no voice that breaks the silence of the water
under the dawn.

And nothing that makes it shiver

under the heavens. Only a tepidity that dilutes the stars?

The ceiba tree is a coin-toss.

| was on top of the ceiba tree, thinking about how to get down in a way that
my pride and my backside would both come out unscathed, when My Other
Self arrived and, without much ado, blurted out, OEveryoneOs. sajfimyOre
saying that the supreme one says that the coin has been tossed, and that it ca
up tailsNand that now theyOre going to beat yours because your OHa!O hurt h
more than theYabastdbf 9401 didnOt even flinch, | just started trying to figure
out where in the ceiba tree there was room for a tomb. It was no use. Ol have to
get downQO | tell My Other Self. He looks at me with irony and asks, OAre you
afraid?O ONever ever0 | respond, Obut over thereQ (I point to the horizon) C

looks like better times are coming. If | stay up here IOIl miss the best part .. O

3 C—rdoba Montoya, Former Chief of Staff to Carlos Salinas, wielded an exceptional amount
of power for the office. Suspected of involvement in the Colosio assassination, narcotics traf-
ficking and other crimes associated with the administration, he was questioned by the Mexican
Congress the day this communiquZ appearkd dornada

4 Cesare Pavese, the Italian poet and author, also translated English and American literature
including the work of Melville. In 1935, on charges of Oanti-fascist activities,O he was confined
for three years in the isolated village of Brancaleone. There he completed his best-known
work, Lavorare Stajgeoving critique of fascist Italy first published in 1936Hseé Labor

William Arrowsmith, trans. (New York: Grossman Publishers, 1976). The quoted text is from

the poemCreazionél 935).

5 This OHa!O appears to be a reference to MarcosO letter to President Zedillo published in
Jornadan September 3, 1995. Responding to the illegitimacy of $egdndo Informe de
Gobierr@OSecond Government ReportO) on the peace talks, Marcos states that the Zapatistas
hopelessly await indications of the governmentOs will to bring about peace, claiming that they
Oseem to have created a climate of terrorO and Oseem to think they have enough public opin-
ion on their side that they can now attack the Zapatistas.O Olf that is the case,O he concludes,
Othen weOll see you in helllO
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A ceiba tree is an island aspiring to fly.

A bottle arrived floating on the crest of a cloud and got stuck in one of the
branches of the ceiba. | carefully moved closerNa fall from this height would be
as hard as when the system crashed in 1988Nand grabhsaite would sup-
pose, the bottle had a message inside. | took it out and found the following letter
from Durito:

My dearest Cyrano in decadence:

| have learned that once again you find yourself prisoner on top of the ceiba
tree. This happens when you get carried away with your nonsense about mirrors
and falling upwards. At the moment, it is impossible for me to come rescue you. |
am veeery busy with the writing of the second volume ofStories for a Suffocating
Night. As of now, they will be titled Stories for a Sleepless Solitud¢erein | send you
a sample so that you can retain an editor.

Love and the Calendar

There was once a man who was always late for everything. And it was not
because he was lazy or slow, or that his watch was behind, or that it was a bad
habit. It was because this man was living in another time, before time. Not much,
really, but always a little. For example, when the calendar marked the month of
September, this man was walking in an April morning. For that reason, his spring
never coincided with its opposite. Death, however, continued to be obedient to the
passing of time and went about delivering absences as the allotment of peopless
days and nights would run out. But since this man was never on time, well, he
always arrived late to the hour of his death and could never meet up with her,
because Death had to follow the calendar. Death knew that she was leaving that
one pending,that this man should already be dead and yet, owing to his tardi-
ness, was still alive. The man got tired of living and walking, which in this case is the
same, and set out to look for Death so that he could die. And so time and untimeli-
ness pass each other, Death, hoping for the man to arrive so that she can take him,
and the man, hoping to meet Death so that he can die. There is no day on the cal-
endar for those two wishes to meet.Tan-tan.

What do you think? No, leave your praises for later. Well, | give you my leave. |
will write you later, my decadent and large-nosed squire.

Don Durito de la Lacandona

6 The 1988 Presidential elections were marked by widespread fraud in a multitude of forms.
Most notably, the federal electoral commission reported a computer Osystem crashO while votes
were being tallied. The system remained down for a week, during which time it appeared that
opposition votes were destroyed. Although PRI candidate Carlos Salinas was pronounced the
winner, PRD candidate CuauhtZmoc Cardenas is believed to have won 39% of the popular vote
to SalinasO 37%. Ten days after the official results were announced, more than a half-million peo-
ple protested the election fraud in Mexico CityOs Z—calo.
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PS.Donst forget to hold the rudder firm; they say fierce storms are coming.

End of the letter from Durito. No comment.

* % %
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The Story of the Magical
Chocolate Bunnies

In homage tdrhe Good, the Bad and the, Dghjito writes Marcos a fable allud-

ing to the governmentOs spin on the EPR and the EZLN. The governmentOs
attempt to dismiss both groups prompted Marcos to state that the Zapatistas
would not play the OgoodO rebels to the EPROs ObadO rebels. The communiquZ
stresses the terror of the continued low-intensity warfare, and the contradictions
of the governmentOs expressed desires for peace while it continued to build up
the military presence in the region and sent disingenuous representatives to the
peace negotiations. Refusing to be boxed in,the EZLN announced that it would
walk out on the peace talks. It also announced plans to send representatives to
Mexico City to participate in the first National Indigenous Congress convened

by the EZLN and other indigenous groups to discuss the San AndrZs Accords on
Indigenous Rights and Culture that had been signed on February 16th. The
government reacted to the announcement by threatening to arrest any Zapatistas
who left Chiapas.

First published iha Jornag@ctober 3, 1996. Originally translated by Cecilia Rodr'guez.
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To the National and International Press
September 29, 1996

Ladies and Gentlemen:

We would greatly appreciate your attention to the attached communiquZs.
Long live the unintentional humor of the Chiapas PRIista! The indigenous peo-
ple of the PRI of thegjidoSan Caralampio in the Ravine of R'o Perlas told the
COCOPA very seriously, when they were visited, that, yes, they did receive help
from the government: solar cells (which power four light bulbs and a tape
recorder) and a sheep farm. In one of the poorest states of the country, with &
large indigenous population and natural resources far beyond any country o
Central America, the Mexican government renews its aspirations: for the pro-
ducers of electricity, solar cells as alms; for those who rose up in arms for dignity
sheep as future promises. OWish they were all like thatO sighs Mr. Ruiz Ferro,
thief among thieves, who today dispatches messages from the governorQOs pal
of Chiapas and dreams about providing for the indigenous people like animals.
OWish they were all like thatO sigh the two policemen, Eraclio Zepeda and Uriel
Jaquim3 OBut, theyOre not all like thatO counters Comandante Rolando, an
indigenous Tzeltal rebel who sharpens his machete and is sure that what rur
through his veins is not the blood of a sheep, but of a human being.

Vale Salud and as Benedetti says, OHe/who/hugs/his/bosom/hugs/
insanity®

From under one of the beds at Numan¢mding, of course)
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
Mexico, September 1996

1 Attached were two communiquZs: a thirteen-point document announcing the reasons for a
Zapatista walkout of the peace talks; and another very brief missive, where Marcos responds to
arrest threats by stating that the government was continuing to try to annihilate the Zapatistas,
and concludes, OThis is our response. First and only: UUUUY!!IIG(Ouch!)

2 Ruiz Ferro was Governor of Chiapas at the time.

3 Chiapas state officials Eraclio Zepeda and Uriel Jarquim presided over numerous violent police
actions in which over 100 people were killed and many others were wounded or displaced.
Zepeda, who had been a well-known poet, left-wing activist and prominent opposition figure,

was appointed to the position of Government Secretary in 1994 by then-Governor Eduardo
Robledo Rinc—n.

4 Uruguayan author and journalist Mario Benedetti, a well-known intellectual involved in the
resistance to his countryOs right-wing dictatorship during the 1970s spent more than a decade in
exile throughout South America and Europe. This poénte@sidad{Intensity), is fronEl Amor,

Las Mujeres y LaViBuenos Aires: Compan’a Editora Espasa Calpe, 1995) The Spanish reads:
Quuien/pecho/abarcalloco/aPeigtiay on the idiomatic expressiaui@n/mucho/abarca/poco/apri-
et@(one should not bite off more than one can chew).

5 See note in OLove and the Calendar®O
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PS.that sneaks a glance at El SupOs log:

September 27, 1996. It is the 1000th dawn of the war. The moon barely started
to be full. An eclipse tried, in vain, to hide it. It was stained a faint red. For a moment
the moon appeared to be a sun, the sun of midnight. We have in these 1000 days
opened spaces in the country, on the continent, and in the world. The challenge we
launched was not a small one; now we cannot hold ourselves back.

September 28, 1996. The 1001st dawn of the war. From the top of the ceiba a
great distance can be seen. There are lights in the west. A city? Apparently. It begins
to rain. At first the rain hurts the face. Later of course it heals, but at first it hurts. |
was smoking nostalgias and trying to remember a poem, when.. ..

*What youere thinking of doing is not wise,Z says My Other Self.

*Really?+| answer him, as | finally recall my Pavese and say, *The streets are like
women, when mature they are firm.Z 1 donet know if | had already said, *When the
rain begins, it hurts the face. The same as the nightZ

PS.that gets dizzy.
| read that a marina is a port that cloaks and protects one from hurricanes.
That is what | need now. A marina.

PS.that jumps ahead of itself. .
Headline of the major regional and national dailies: OCivil Society Demands
that Bernal and Del Valle Declare Themselves Policemen or Negotiators.O

The Recurring Postscript
The ceiba is a mailbox.
Correct. Another cloud, another bottle, and another letter from Durito:

My beloved, persecuted and harassed Cyrano,

It is my duty to tell you that your time is coming to an end. That ceiba is an
excellent target for mortars, grenade launchers, snipers, cannons and machine
guns,not to mention satellites. At the end of this letter you will find an infallible
recipe for climbing out of ceiba trees. Follow it to the letter and soon you will find
yourself on the ground.

6 Qe strade sono come le donne, matu@isdfemrtbe poenGrappa a settemulished in

the collection_avorare starfelard Labor, 1936). For more on Pavese see note in OLove and the
CalendarO

7 Marco Antonio Bernal GutiZrrez and Jorge Del Valle were two of the primary negotiators rep-
resenting the Zedillo administration at the San AndrZs Peace Talks. During an interview on
Televisa (MexicoOs dominant television network) shortly before the appearance of this commu-
niquZ, Bernal threatened to arrest any Zapatistas who would leave Chiapas .
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With the understanding that you will not last much longer and all that (letes
just say youere not a very appealing client for life insurance agencies), | recommend
that you speed up the contacts for the publication of my next book Stories for a
Sleepless Solitud&eeing as time is coming to an end, | send you now another story,
which is part of a special section called *Stories for Getting Pregnant.Z It speaks for
itself; one has only to read it. Here goes then:

The Story of the Magical Chocolate Bunnies
Neoliberalism, Rabbit Libidos, and Children
(Duritoes homage to the Western: Remember
*The Good, the Bad, and the UglyZ?)

There were once three children: one was good, one was bad, and the other was
El Sup. Walking from different directions, they all met up at a house and went in
together. Inside the house there was only a table. On that table were three white
plastic containers (like they use for ice cream or sorbet), one for each child. Inside
each white plastic container (note: no trademark or logo) there were two chocolate
bunnies and a piece of paper. The paper said,

Instructions for the use of the two chocolate bunnies:

After 24 hours, this pair of chocolate bunnies will reproduce themselves and
will have a new pair of bunnies. Every 24 hours, the pairs of chocolate bunnies
inside this white plastic container will multiply into another pair. That way the
owner will always have chocolate bunnies to eat inside this magic plastic container
(the kind used for ice cream or sorbet). The only condition is that there must be at
all times a pair of chocolate bunnies inside this plastic container, like the ones used
for ice cream or sorbet.

Each child took his white plastic container,you know, the kind used for ice
cream or sorbet.

The bad child could not wait for 24 hours and ate his two chocolate bunnies. He
enjoyed the moment, but he had no more chocolate bunnies. Now he has nothing
to eat, but the memory and nostalgia of the chocolate bunnies remain.

The good child waited for 24 hours and was rewarded with four chocolate bun-
nies. After another 24 hours he had eight chocolate bunnies. As the months passed,
the good child opened a chain of chocolate bunny stores. After a year, he had
branches all over the country; he associated with foreign capital and went into the
export business. He was eventually named *Man of the YearZ and became
immensely rich and powerful. He sold the chocolate bunny industry to foreign
investors, and became an executive of the company. He never tasted the chocolate

8 Directed by Sergio Leone and starring Clint Eastwiteel Good, the Bad and the (191§6)
is the third of LeoneOs famed trilogy of OSpaghetti Westerns.O
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bunnies, in order to not diminish his profits. He no longer owns the magic white
plastic container. He doesnst know the flavor of chocolate bunnies.

The Supchild took out the chocolate bunnies and put some nutice cream in the
white plastic container, the kind used to hold ice cream or sorbet. Changing the
premise of the story, he packed half a liter of nut ice cream in his backpack and
ruined the moral of the story of the chocolate bunnies by deducing that all final
options are a trap.

Neo-moral: The ice cream with nuts has dangerous potentialities against
neoliberalism.

Questions for reading comprehension:

Which of these children will become president of the republic?

Which of these children will belong to an opposition party?

Which of these children should be killed for violating the law for dialogue, rec-
onciliation, and a peace with dignity in Chiapas?

If you are a woman, which child would you prefer to give birth to if you were
pregnant?

Send your answers to *Huapac Hole #69+ with copies to the Interior Ministry
and the COCOPAIan-tan. The End.

Well? What do you think? Oh, come on now. Do not refrain from saying it is
marvelous! | look forward to you getting me a good editor, one of those who organ-
izes readings with Carlos Monsivais and etcetera. Over and out.

Don Durito de la Lacandona

PS.Oh! | almost forgot about the recipe for getting down from the ceiba. Itss
simple, just follow the eInstructions for Getting Down from the Top of a Ceiba.Z Are
you sure you want to get down? Walk to the edge with your eyes closed. Do not fear
(although a parachute certainly wouldnet be a bad idea right now). You will soon
arrive at your destination (?).

End of DuritoOs letter. Nothing to add.

From the ceiba to the ground there is the same distance as that between
despair and hope.

| fell down. | don®t know why they accuse us of violating the law. ItOs clear
that among others, the law of gravity is rigorously observed by our stubborn
flight.

PS.that worries.

| think that little gray man who barks so much about arresting us if we leave
really has something to worry about now. Look at the postmark on DuritoOs let-
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ter. It comes from Mexico City along with a postcard from the Templo Mayor.
ItOs postmarked September 16th and it wouldnOt surprise me if, among so ma
war tanks, Durito went unnoticeg.

PS.for political columns:

According to confidential reports, Mr. Bernal will soon leave his position
with the government delegation in San AndrZs. Upset because now it is impos-
sible for him to become a PRI candidate for the governorship of Tamaulipas
(given that the statutes changed), Bernal aspires to replace Chuayffet. (Bernal
the one who writes the communiquZs of the Interior Ministry, thereby explain-
ing their poor quality.) To his closest colleagues (Del Valle and Zenteno), Bernal
has confessed that if he does not become the Secretary of the Interior Ministry
he will ask to be admitted to the FZLIN\What should we do?

PS.that says goodbye:

Olivio just left saying,Abli—s Compa—ero Subcomand&méh&aphy is
this happening to me? I, who always dreamed of imitating a James Bond intro-
duction, like in his first movie, and saying OMy name is Marcos, Subcomandante
Marcos .. O

Valewith nuts2 Salugand OWhat is that which shines in the highest halls?O
Sup Marcos

The Sup hiding under a bed, not because heOs afraid of being killed, bu
because, he says, the bed is much too wide, especially when one is alone . ..

* k%

9 The ruins of the Templo Mayor, the main temple of Tenotchtitlan, are today a museum.
Mexico CityOs Z—calo and federal and local seats of government were built around it.

10 The September 16 celebration of Mexican Independence by hundreds of thousands in the
Z—calo was marked by an exceptionally large show of military force.

11 During the PRIOs XVII Assembly in Mexico City (September 20-22, 1996), party statutes
were changed to favor candidates with over ten years of party militancy or having previously held
electoral office, a move ostensibly designed to reduce favoritism.

12 Throughout these stories Marcos often signs offvalighde nuea,play onale otra veasu-

ally translated asaf@once againO

13 The first line in Garc’a LorcaOs pobtugdto de Amor (a Magarita M@fsanRomance

Gitano.
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The Seashell and
The Two People

pRE

Durito sends Marcos a letter with a treatise and two stories. OThe SeashellO is
DuritoOs theory on the CND and the construction of the first Aguascalientes.
OThe Story of the Two PeopleQ is for inclusion in DuritoOs forthcoming book
Stories for a Sleepless Sdlitadetter appears during a phase of the negotiations
between the Zapatistas and the Mexican Government that involved OtripartiteO
talks among the EZLN, COCOPA and CONAI, aimed at creating an
Implementation and Verification Commission for the San AndrZs Accords signed
the previous February. On November 7, 1996, two weeks after this communiquZ
was written, the formation of such a Commission was announced and was to be
installed in San Crist—bal. But less than a month after the announcement, the
Government reneged on its commitment to the Accords, and the effort to form
such a Commission was abandoned.

First published iha Jornag@ctober 24, 1996. Originally translated by Cecilia Rodr'guez.
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October 23, 1996
To: International and National Civil Society
From: Sup Marcos

Madam:

Yeah, itOs us again. But donCt be disturbed. Not yet. Now we write to thank
you for the disturbing joy that took Comandanta Ramona and, with her, all of
us, to the center of Power in Mexico. WeOve seen some of the images of thos
days when the entire Mexican political system trembled as our most powerful
weapon passed. And we also learned about the National Indigenous Congres
and about its frank call to the struggle summarized by the subversive banner ¢
ONever again a Mexico without dsf®s, that OusO is an invitation difficult to
resist.Well, | believe whatOs next is, ONever again a world without us.O DonGt y
think? Of course, everything turned out fine. And you are right; it was like a par-
ty. Of course it must have ruined more than one personOs lunch, but you know
that such things happen.

Do you know what? Something very strange is happening in this country.
When you show no signs of life and wrap yourself up in problems you believe to
be only yours, Power smiles and leaves everything for later, but the moment you
engage in speaking and in taking to the street and in dancing, the supreme gov
ernment is overcome with a strong urge to dialogue and to show it is serious
about wanting to resolve the problems. No, | don®Ot know why this happens, but
itOs so nice when you go out and dance to that little tune that goes like . . . what
was that tune? Yeah, thatOs the one!

Well then, | also write to tell you that we continue in the dialogue, and today
(I write these lines at dawn) we finished this first encounter they call OtripartiteC
because one is supposed to divide oneself into three in order not to lose sight ¢
the local, the national, and the galactic. And speaking of galaxies, IOm going ba
to the ceiba. No, itOs not that IOm afraid that Heriberto has eaten all the candy
my absence, or that Eva has organized feminist seminars with that Pedro Infant
movie calledVhat Has ThatWoman Done ToddamnaOam, sheOs done nothing
to me, thatOs just the name of the movie. Neither am | returning to the ceiba
heights because | want to avoid OlivioOs killer soccer kicks or YeniperrOs que
tions, and believe me, one is just as dreaded as the other. No, it turns out that . .

1 In Spanish, OsocietyQO is a feminine noun, and thus the feminine form of address.

2 Despite government threats to arrest any Zapatistas who traveled outside Chiapas, Comandan
Ramona went to Mexico City for the founding meeting of the National Indigenous Congress
(October 8-12, 1996). The sojourn of Ramona, who had become famous during the first negoti-
ations of 1994 and had medical reasons for traveling to the capital, received much attention in the
national and international press. See also OThe Story of the Magical Chocolate Bunnies.O

3 Pedro Infante starred in Ismael Rodr'guezOs 1994 Tilda Mtquina 2 (AQuZ te ha dado esa
nmujer?)
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well .. .you know ...inthe end, itOs just thatHavenOt ydueard the one about
the October moon being bigger, etc., than all others? Yes, well it turns out that
early the other morning | got by security andNo . .. Really, the only thing |
caught was a cold so bad that every time | sneezeell, the shake-up of
Jamary 1st was nothing in comparison. Okay, the thing is, | escaped because
when | am here they keep me inside four white walls where my friends donOt
come to see me, not from time to time, not one-by-one, not two-by-two, not
from six to seven. | got out, and before | was captured by security | managed to
catch sight of a moon, which reminded me of another moon two years ago . . .
And on that dawn, like this one, the moon was a solitary breast vanishing
behind the nocturnal hand of desire. But on this dawn | re-read DuritoOs last let-
ter, and | should warn you, Durito has a marked tendency for philosophical dis-
course, so along with the letter comes what follows and is self-explanatory only
from its title because itOs called ...

The Seashell of the End and the Beginning
(Neoliberalism and Architecture or the Ethics

of the Search versus the Ethics of Destruction)

In the Lacandona, in the southeastern Mexican State of Chiapas, there is a
deserted village surrounded by well-armed military posts. The name of this aban-
doned village was Guadalupe Tepeyac. Its inhabitants, indigenous Tojolabales, were
expelled by the Mexican governmentss army in February of 1995, as the federal
troops attempted to assassinate the leadership of the Zapatista Army of National
Liberation.

But it isnet the painful exile of these indigenous people, who paid for their rebel-
lion by living in the mountains, that | wanted to talk to you about. | wanted to talk to
you about an architectural masterpiece that was born on the outskirts of the then-
living Guadalupe Tepeyac in July and August of 1994. llliterate for the most part and
with a third grade education among the most seducatedZ of them, the Tojolabal
architects raised in 28 days, a structure capable of holding 10,000 participants in
what the Zapatistas called *The National Democratic Convention.Z In honor of
Mexican history, the Zapatistas called the place of the encounter sAguascalientes.Z
The giant meeting place had an auditorium for 10,000 seated participants, a stage
for 100, a library, a computer room, kitchens, lodgings, and parking lots. They say it
even had an «area for holding any troublemakers.Z

Well, this is all rather anecdotal and one can learn more about it through other
means (there are books, reports, photos, videos and movies from that time). What |
want to point out now is a detail that went unnoticed by all those present at the
1994 Aguascalientes of Guadalupe Tepeyac (this Aguascalientes was destroyed in
February 1995). The detail | refer to was so large that, ironically, it couldnet be easily
discerned at first glance. It is this gigantic and unnoticed detail that is the subject
of this essay.
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It turns out that the auditorium and the stage were in the middle of a giant
seashell going and coming, without end or beginning. Let me explain; donst get
frustrated. The indigenous Zapatistas had raised a more or less conventional audi-
torium: a sort of stage that looked like the keel of a ship,a flat part in front with
chairs, and a gallery with wooden benches (taking advantage of the slope of a hilf).
Allin all, nothing extraordinary. If anything was interesting, it was that the benches
were mounted on forked branches and tied with vines. There was no metal in the
gallery.

When they began to construct the lodgings, the library and other facilities, the
indigenous Tojolobales of the Zapatista rebellion, now makeshift architects, began
to construct houses in an apparent disorder that, or so thought the Sup then, were
only scattered about the surroundings of the gigantic auditorium. It wasnst until he
was assessing the capacity of each building, that the Sup noticed that one of the
houses was scrooked,Z that is, it had an inexplicable break in one of its edges. He
didnet pay much attention. It was Comandante Tacho, a Tojolabal, who asked him,

*What do you think of the seashell?Z

*What seashell?Z the Sup answered, following the Zapatista tradition of
answers that are questions, the eternal game of the question to the mirror.

sWell, the one that surrounds the auditorium,Z answered Comandante Tacho
as if he had said, sThe day has light.Z The Sup only stared back at him and Tacho
understood that the Sup did not understand what he meant, so he took him to the
«crookedZ house and showed him the roof where the cross-timbers made a capri-
cious break.

+This is where the shell curves,Z he told him.

The Sup must have put on a *So?Z face (similar to the one you must have now),
which is why Comandante Tacho hurried to make a drawing in the mud with a stick.
Tachoes drawing showed the location of all the buildings that surrounded the audi-
torium and yes, thanks to that break in the «crookedZ house, the whole thing looked
like a seashell. The Sup agreed in silence after looking at the drawing. Then
Comandante Tacho left to see about the tarp that would cover the auditorium in
case it rained.

The Sup was left standing there, in front of the scrookedZ house, thinking that
the «crookedZ house was not really scrooked.Z It was only the broken curve of the
seashell that needed to be drawn. He was doing that when a journalist approached
him and asked, looking for a response of profound political content, what
Aguascalientes meant to the Zapatistas.

«A seashell,Z answered the Sup laconically.

*A seashell?Z he asked, and looked at him as if he hadnet understood the
question.

4 This vision of the auditorium as a ship was a metaphor around which Marcos wove his open-
ing address to the CND.
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*Yes,Z he told him. And, showing him the point of the break of the «crookedZ
house, the Sup left.

Yes, | agree with you. The seashell of Aguascalientes could only have been dis-
cerned from above. Whates more, only from a certain height.

I mean, you had to fly very high to discover the Zapatista seashell that was being
drawn on these poor rebel lands. On one of its edges, there was a library and on
another the old safe house.Z The history of that ssafe houseZ is similar to that of the
EZ N in the Mayan indigenous communities. That little house was built far from the
village, so no one would see them, the first Tojolabales who joined the EZLN. There
they held meetings, they studied, and they gathered the tortillas and beans that
they would send to the mountains where the insurgents were.

So, there was the Mayan seashell. The spiral with no beginning or end. Where
does a seashell begin and end? At its most inner or outer part? Does a seashell go in
or out?

The seashell of the Mayan rebel leaders began and ended at the ssafe house,Z
but it also began and ended at the library. The place of the encounter, of the dia-
logue, of the transition, of the search,that was the seashell of Aguascalientes.

From what sarchitecturalZ tradition did the indigenous Zapatistas borrow their
idea of the seashell? | donst know, but surely the seashell, that spiral, is as inviting in
coming as itis in going, and in truth, | wouldnet dare to say which part of a seashell
begins or ends it.

Months later, in October of 1994, a small group from civil society arrived at
Aguascalientes to complete the installation of electricity in the library. They left
after a few days of work. That particularly cold and foggy morning, the moon was a
promise upon which to rest the cheek and desire, and a cello bled a few notes at
midnight in a light mist. It was like a movie. The Sup watched from a corner, pro-
tected by the shadows and the ski mask. A movie. The beginning or the end of a
movie? After that group left, no one else returned to Aguascalientes until the party
at yearss end. Then they disappeared again. On February 10, 1995, air-transported,
Federal troops took Guadalupe Tepeyac. The first thing they did when they entered
Aguascalientes was to destroy the library and the safe house, the beginning and
end of the seashell. Then they destroyed the rest.

Fa some strange reason, the breaking-point of the crooked house remained
standing for several months afterward. It is said that in December of 1995, it fell
only after other Aguascalientes were born in the mountains of the Mexican south-
east’

All of the above shows that the ethics of Power are the same as that of destruc-
tion, and the ethics of the seashell are the same as that of the search. And this is
very important for architecture and for the understanding of neoliberalism. Right?

5 The OotherO Aguascalientes were the five autonomous villages that hosted the Intercontinental
Encounter in the summer of 1996: La Realidad, La Garrucha, Morelia, Oventic and Roberto
Barrios.
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ThatOs how DuritoOs thesis ends, which, as you can tell, is only for academics

So what is all this about beetles, seashells, and blushing moons?Well, the tru
is that ten years ago on a morning in October, Old Antonio explained to me that
a seashell is used for seeing within yourself and for jumping up, but 10l tell you
about that on another occasion. | share with you now DuritoOs thesis because h
very demanding about what he means when he says, OHumanity should benef
from my great knowledge O

Yes, youOre right. | also think that, for a beetle, heOs very pedantic, but F
argues that knights-errant are not pedantic, but simply knowledgeable about the
strength of their arms and the size of their talent, especially when it comes to
beating up scoundrels and picking on rogues.

And so madam, | say goodbye.We hope you dont forget that weOre still [ou
here.Well, we hope that at least you donOt forget too soon.

ValeSalugand the unanswered question is: if one is inside the seashell, which
way should one go? Towards the inside or the outside?

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
Mexico, October 1996

PS.that fulfills its editorial duty - Oh! | almost forgot, in DuritoOs letter there
is a story that, supposedly, | should add to his Bomtes for A Sleepless Splitude
in the section called OStories For Deciding.O Here goes then, the story is called

The Story of the Live Person and the Dead Person

Once there was a live person and a dead person.

And the dead person said to the live person,

My, | envy you, so restless.Z

And then the live person said to the dead person,

My, | envy you, so tranquil.Z

And so they were, envying one another, when suddenly, at full gallop, a bay
horse at bay went by.

End and moral of the story: | reiterate that every final choice is a trap. Itss neces-
sary to find the bay horse at bay.

Don Durito de la Lacandona

(For fan letters, interview requests, carnations, and signatures of support for
the <Beetle Anti-Big-Boots SocietyZ please write to sLittle Huapac Hole #69,
Mountains of the Mexican Southeast (right next to where the Sup lives).Z Please
note for phone calls: if the answering machine doesnet pick up, donet worry. Ites
because | donet have one.)

231



Valeonce agairSalugand since weOre talking about the traps of final choic-
es everyone will agree with me that when it comes to choosing whether to
come or go.. .itOs always better to come . ..

The Sup with the flu and, obviously, something of a fever.

* k%
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Never

o R AR i

On November 29, 1996, COCOPA, CONAI, and the EZLN submitted a pro-
posal for constitutional reforms to MexicoOs Secretary of the Interior Emilio
Chuayffet. The suggested reforms focused on autonomy and indigenous rights ii
the San AndrZs Accords of February 1996. Despite ChuayffetOs initial positiy
reaction, on December 5th he rejected the possibility of any constitutional
reforms. In response, Marcos issues an urgent telegram calling for an intercont
nental dance to create a rainbow. He also shares a letter from Durito that tells th
story of OForever NeverO This communiquZ marks the last appearance of Durit
in the EZLN communiquZs for a period of almost three years.

First published iEEZLN, Documentos y comunicades,ibre de 1995/24 enero de 1997 vol. 3
(Mexico D.F: Ediciones Era, 1997): 415-416. Originally translated by irlandesa.
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December 8, 1996

URGENT TELEGRAM

For: National and International Civil Society
From: Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos
CCRI-CG of the EZLN

Madam:

Saludgreetings. Stop. Bow to you many times. Stop. Supreme government
with amnesia. Stop. Forgotten agreements.

Stop. Renewed excuses. Stop. Probable need for more Indian blood in order
to refresh memory. Stop. Your presence is urgent. Stop. An intercontinental dance
may serve to refresh memory. Stop. The grays hope to win. Stop. Rainbow need-
ed urgently. Stop. If there is a dance | want one. Stop. Sigh. Stop. After you. Stop.
Sigh. Stop. Hand in hand and hand on waist. Stop. Sigh. Stop. 1, 2, 3. Stop. Sigh.
Vale Stop.SaludStop. May the dance paint floor-to-ceiling. Stop and End.

The Sup, thinking telegraphically and naively, that the periods and hyphens
mark a tune for dancing and a path for walking.

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast
Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

PS.that announces the reappearance of a beetle remembered among so
many forgotten agreements.

A letter from Durito arrived. He says he is returning in order to return the
memory of the scoundrels who have come back for their jurisdictions. He says
he may be a little late because Pegasus (his turtle, | mean, his mount) gets vertigo
at high speeds (you know, those above 50 centimeters per hour), and because he
has many gifts (among them a lock of hair which holds promise according to
Durito). He also says someone should save him a dance, that with that Ohand in
hand and hand on waistO he has many hands left over and asks if he can put them
(his hands, of course) where the sighs become stereophonic. He says other things,
which morality and good behavior do not permit me to repeat if the stocks of
the Lilliputian vendor are to keep their value (I mean what if we are sued).

Ah! He also adds a story whose text says:

The Story of the Forever Never
Once there was a he who was all night. Shadow of shadows, solitary step, he
walked many nights in order to find her. Once there was a she who was all day.

1 On February 1,1997, 10,000 Zapatistas marched through the streets of San Crist—bal demand-
ing that the accords be respected. On March 4, COCOPA withdrew its constitutional reform
proposal from legislative consideration.
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Twinkle of wheat, pure dance, she walked many days in order to find him. They
looked for each other much, he and she. The night pursued the day much. They both
knew, he and she, of the search that could not be found. It seemed it would never
happen, it seemed impossible, it seemed never, ever. . .And then the dawn came,
for him and her. Forever, never . ..

Tan-tan.

DuritoOs letter ended with this story. |, meanwhile, have already asked fol
sanctuary against being forgotten.

Valemade of nuts with nutmegalugdand hope that the dawn will arrive
soon and forever ...

The Suplooking at a photo of ChZ, which inexplicably, smiles. (ChZ does, of
course.)

* % %
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The Hour of the Little Ones,
Pat |: The Return of ...

More than three years since he set out to visit Mexico City, Don Durito, now a
pirate, returns to visit Marcos after a long voyage to Europe. In the fall of 1999,
amidst increasingly violent repression against Zapatistas in Chiapas and against
students in Mexico City on strike against neoliberal policies at UNAM, Marcos
releases this five-part communiquZ. These letters form part of a series known as
OSiete Veces DosO (Seven Times Two), emphasizing solidarity with other nation-
al and international struggles, and dealing particularly with various struggles of
the little ones: flood and earthquake victims, Latinos in the United States, homo-
sexuals and students.

First published iha Jornag@ctober 18, 1999. Originally translated by irlandesa.
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October 12,1999

For Don Emilio Krieger, who was always with the little ohes.

For the children of OEI MolinoO (of the Francisco Villa Popular Front) who
lost their homes in a fire.

In the letter box of time there are joys
that no one shall call for / that no one will ever
claim / and they will end up faded,
yearning for the taste of the elements
and nonetheless / from timees letter box
loose epistles will suddenly depart,
ready to settle into some dream
where chance fears are waiting.
.Mario Benedetti 3

1tOs just barely raining, a humid and cold breeze. However, the beating of the
rain against the mountain over the last few days has been so much and so stro
that it has left her more than a little dented, and there are scars that have entirel
ruined her skirt. But, well, after such a storm, this drizzle is welcome. It is the
time of the rains. The time of the little ones.

A good man has died.What can one say when a good man has died? Som
children, who fearlessly opened their homes to receive one thousand one hun-
dred and eleven faceless ones, have lost their homes.What can one say wher
child loses her home? One says nothing; one is only silent. Because many time
sorrows are for keeping silent. Nonetheless, attempting some relief, the little one:
from this side of the blockade extend their bridges, like hands, to where the good
man is missing, and to where doors and windows are missing, to open up to the
other forgotten and little one, the dignified and rebel other. They build their
bridges to walk with others, to be close, to not forget. Perhaps that is why, unhur-
riedly, the shadow tenderly hones the first two letters of this fourth epistle, seek-
ing to coax a smile amidst so much pain that is suffered there.

Down there, the candle reiterates its vocation as a beacon for that sailor in
the mountain who, lost, navigates the shadows of dawn. Yes, letOs go, but be cat

1 Emilio Krieger Visquez, a nationally known constitutional lawyer responsible for many legal
actions in defense of the poor and of human rights, died September 19, 1999. He founded the
National Association of Democratic Lawyers or ANAD (Asociaci—n de Abogados Democriticos),
and was one-time president of the Federal Electoral Institute, or IFE (Instituto Federal Electoral).
His public writings in defense of human rights and against the Salinas administration led to
attacks on him and his wife in April 1994. He was invited to the Zapatista ODialogue with Civil
SocietyO in October 1998.

2 On September 22,1999, a fire destroyed more than 800 homes in the community of El
Molino in Mexico City.

3 See Mario BenedetBuz—n del tienjatfaguara, Madrid: 1999). See also AngZlica AbelleyraOs
interview with Benedetti about the ZapatistakanJornaday 12, 1997).
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ful with the mud and those puddles. YouOre going slowly? Well then, 10l go ahead
and from there 101l show you the way. Good, here | am. Yes. The shadow is alone
once more. No. .. list a minute . . There seems to be someone else. That can-

dle wonGt stop flickering! No, IOm not able to see who else is there, but itOs obvi-
ous that thereOs someone, because the shadow is speaking to him. No, it must be
refusing him, because it does nothing but repeat Ono, no and no.O Wait, 101l go
over to that corner to see better. There, thatOs it. Hmmm. | believe our favorite
shadow has gone crazy. No one can be seen around here. And it, with its Ono, no
and noQ In short, it was to be expected, so much rain and so much early rising
would drive anyone crazy. What? But | already told you no one was there! |
should move closer? And if he sees me? All right then, slowly and discreetly. No,

| tell you, there®s no one. Just a minute! Wait! Yes, | can make something out
now ... There, in a corner! Yes! What a relief! It hasnOt gone crazy, no.What hap-
pened is that it was so small | didnOt notice it . . .What? Who is it speaking with?
Well, then. . . youOll see. Do you really want to know? Yes?.\\alell, with a

beetle!

Durito!
Letter 4a

ONo, no and no!O | tell Durito for the umpteenth time.

Yes, Durito has returned. But before explaining my repeated OnoQ | should
tell you all the whole story.

Early the other morning, when the rain formed a stream right in the middle
of the hut, Durito arrived onboard a can of sardines that had a pencil stuck in the
middle, and, on it, a handkerchief or something like that, which | would later find
out was a sdlOn the highest part of the mainmast, excuse me, of the pencil, a
black flag was flying, with a fierce skull resting on a pair of crossbones. It wasnOt
exactly a pirate ship but, well, at least a pirate sardine can. The thing is that the
ship, or the can, landed right at the edge of the table, and it did so with such a din
that Durito came flying out and landed right on my boot. Durito composed
himself as best he could and exclaimed,

OToday ...today ...O he turns around to look at me and says, OHey, you, car-
rot nose! Tell me the date promptly!O

| hesitate, a bit for wanting to embrace Durito since heQd returned, another
little bit for wanting to kick him for the Ocarrot noseO thing, and another bit
more for ...for...the date? ...

OYes! The date. That is, day, month, current year. Wake up, fool, for it seems
that youOre in the presidential debates! Give me the date!O

| look at my watch and say, OOctober 12,1999.0

4 DuritoOs plan to sail to Europe in a sardine can was first mentioned in January 1996 in ODurito
to Conquer EuropeO
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OOctober 12? By my faith, nature imitates art! Good. Today, October 12,
1999, | declare discovered, conquered and liberated this beautiful Caribbeat
island that answers to the name.obf . . .quick, the name of the islang!O

OWhat island?0 | ask, still disconcerted.

OWhat do you mean, what island, fool? Well, this one! What other one would
it be? There is no pirate worth his salt without an island for hiding treasure and
pain .. O

Olsland? | always thought it was a tree, a ceiba to be more preciseQO | say, le
ing over the edge of the dense canopy.

OWell, youOre deceived, itOs an island.Where have you heard of a pirate las
ing on a ceiba? So, either tell me the name of this island, or your fate will be to
serve as lunch for the sharks,O Durito says threateningly.

OSharks?0 | say, with a gulp. And | argue, stammering, Olt has no name ... (

OOIt Has No Name, O Hmmm. By my faith, that is a right dignified name for
pirateOs island. Good, today, October 12, 1999, | declare the island of Olt Has |
NameO to be discovered, conquered and liberated, and | name this individual
obvious nose my boatswain, first mate, cabin boy and lookoutO

| try to ignore the insult, as well as the multitude of conferred posts, and | say,

OSa.. . now youOre @irate!O

OOA pirate?O Hell no! | am THE PIRATE!O

Jist now | notice DuritoOs appearance. A black patch adorns his right eye,
red scarf covers his head, on one of his multiple arms a twisted little wire acts ¢
a hook, and in another shines the little stick that once was Excalibur. Now, IOm
not sure, but it must be some kind of sword, saber, or whatever pirates use
Besides that, tied to one of his several little feet he has a little branch as if i
were...as if it were ... hmmm. . a woaen leg!

OAnd, so, what do you think?O Durito says as he makes a half turn so that ¢
the elegance he has fabricated for his pirateOs suit can be appreciated.

| ask him with care, OAnd so now youOre called?0

OOBlack Shield®!O Durito says pompously, and adds: OBut you can put OE:
NegroO for those who aren0t globalized O

OOBlack Shield®? But .. O
OcCertainly! Was there not a ORedbeardd and a OBlaekbeard0?0

5 October 12th is officially celebrated as OColumbus DayO but is also kb@eds Raza

or Indigenous PeoplesO Day. On that day in 1992, protestors pulled down the public statute of the
Conquistador Diego de Mazariegos in San Crist—bal de las Casas. This protest marked the first
public appearance of the Zapatistas. See Neil Haheeghiapas Rebellion:The Struggle for Land
and DignityDurham: Duke University Press, 1998).

6 ORedbeardO or Khayr ad-Din Barbarossa (c.1483-1546) from Lesbos was the most famous of
the Barbary Coast pirates of the 1500s. He fought Spanish and Portuguese incursions into Nortt
Africa, at first independently and then for the Sultan of the Ottoman Empire. OBlackbeardO or
Edward Teach (c. 1680-1718) from Bristol, England operated out of North Carolina, in league
with the Governor of that state, between 1716 and 1718.
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OWell, yes, but .. O

OMake no ObutsO about it! | am OBlack ShieldO! Compared with me,
OBlackbeardO is barely gray, and ORedbeardO is more faded than your bandana!O

Durito has said this brandishing sword and hook at the same time. Standing
now, on the bow of his can of sardi excuse me, of his vessel, he begins reciting
the OPirateOs SongO. ..

OOWith ten cannons on each sided .. O

ODuritoO | try to call him to his senses.

OOwind at the stern, full sail® .. O

ODurito .. O

OOIt does not cross the sea but fliesO .. O

ODurito!O

OWhat? A royal galleon is within our reach? Quickly! Unfurl the sails!
Prepare to board!O

ODurito!O | shout, desperate now.

OCalm down, donCt shout or youOll look like an unemployed buccaneer.
WhatOs the matter with you?O

OCould you tell me where youOve been, where you came from, and what
brings you to these lands, excuse me, these islands?O | ask, more calmly now.

Ol have been in Italy, England, Denmark, Germany, France, Greece, Holland,
Belgium, Sweden, the Iberian Peninsula, the Canary Islands, in all of Europe O
Durito has said all this delivering gestures to the right and to the left.

Oln Venice, | ate with Dario one of those pastas that the Italians love so
much, and that leave me i-m-m-o-b-i-l-eO

OJust a minute! Which Dario? You donOt mean that you were eating with
Dario.. O

OYes, Dario Foell, eating, eating, no. He was eating; | was watching him
eat. Because, look, that spaghetti gives me a stomach ache, and even more so
when they putgast®n it O

OO0OPesto OO | correct him.

OPastbor OPesto it still tastes likesghaskwas telling you, | arrived in
Venice from Rome after escaping from one of those OTemporary Detention
Centers (for Immigrants),O that are a kind of concentration camp where Italian
officials isolateNbefore expelling from the countryNeveryone that comes from
other countries, and who are, therefore, Odifferent others.O Leaving wasnOt easyNI
had to start a riot. Clearly the support from those men and women in Italy who
are against institutionalized racism was fundartfemta. fact is that Dario

7 These are the opening lines of the poem OThe PirateOs SongO by JosZ de Espronceda, a popular
romantic poet of 19th-century Spain. $tispanic Anthology: Poems Translated from the Spanish by
English and North American, Ffbetmas Walsh, ed. (New York: G. P. PutnamOs Sons, 1920).

8 Dario Fo, an Italian playwright and actor famous for his political farces, won the Nobel Prize

for Literature in 1997.

9 In Spanisipastditerally means Ograss. O
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wanted me to help him with some ideas for a theatrical work, and | didnOt have
the heart to say noO

ODurito .. O

OAfterwards | went on the march against the UN for the war in KosovoO

OThat should be Oagainst NATOO .. O

OItOs the same. The thing is that, after a series of misadventures, | set off to
Island of Lanzarote O

OJust a minute! The island of Lanzarote? IsnOt that where JosZ Saram
lives?®

OYes, well, | call him OPepe OWhat happened is that Pepe invited me for cc
fee so that | could tell him about my experiences in the Europe of the Euro. It
was magnificent .. O

OYes, | imagine that it would have been magnificent to chat with
Saramago .. O

ONo, IOm referring to the coffee that Pilarica prepared for us. She really doe
make a magnificent cup of coffeeO

OYouOre referring to Pilar del R%®?0

OThe sameO

OSo, one day youQre eating with Dario Fo, and the next youOre having coffe
with JosZ Saramago.O

OYes, those days | was rubbing elbows with nothing but Nobel Prize win-
ners. But | was telling you that | had a fierce argument with Pepe O

OAnNd the reason?0

OWell, the prologue he wrote for my book. It seemed to me in bad taste that
he would reduce me, the great and even-tempBeaud Durito de La Lacandona
to the world of Coleopterous Lamellicom.O

OAnd how did the argument end?0

OFine, | challenged him to a duel, just as the laws of knight-errantry
demandO

OAnd?..0

OAnd nothing, | saw that PilaricaOs heart was breaking, since it was obviol
that | would win, and | forgave him .. O

OYou forgave JosZ Saramago?0

10 The free passage of European citizens, part of the consolidation of the European Union, also
mandated harsher treatment of non-European immigrants, resulting in protests both from the
detainees and pro-immigrant, anti-racist activists.

11 JosZ Saramago is a left-wing Portuguese writer who won the Nobel Prize for literature in
1998. Saramago has frequently traveled to Mexico and spoken out against government repressio
in Chiapas.

12 Pilar del R'0, a Spanish writer and journalist, has written on the politics of Andalucian auton-
omy.

13 Durito is referring to JosZ SaramagoQOs prologue to the book by Subcomandanfoilarcos,
Durito de la Lacand¢®an Crist—bal de Las Casas: Centro de Informaci—n y Antlisis de Chiapas
A.C.,1999).
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OWell, not completely. For me to forget the affront, he shall have to come to
these lands and declare, at the top of his voice, the following speech: OHear ye.
Tyrants, tremble. Damsels, sigh. Children, rejoice. The sad and needy, be glad.
Hear ye. Once more across these lands walks the ever grand, the magnificent, the
incomparable, the well-loved, the long-awaited, the onomatopoetic, the greatest
of knights-errant, Don Durito de la LacandonaO

OYou would force JosZ Saramago to come to Mexico to say those . . .
those. . .those things?0

OYes, it seemed like a light punishment to me as well. But after all, he is a
Nobel Prize winner, and | might need someone to do the prologue for my next
book O

ODurito!O | chide him, and add, OFine, but how was it that you turned into a
pirate, excuse me, into THE PIRATE?0

Olt was SabinaOs fault .. O Durito says, as if he were talking about a drinking
buddy.

OYou mean you also saw Joaqu’n Sabkina?0

OBut of course! He wanted me to help him with the musical arrangements
for his next record. But donCt interrupt me. It happened that Sabina and | were
bar hopping and chasing women in Madrid, when we reached Las RamblasO

OBut thatOs in BarcelonalO

OYes, thereOs the mystery. Because a few minutes before we had been in a dive
in Madrid, captivated by an olive-skinned beauty, an Andalucian from JaZn, to be
more precise, and then | had to go and satisfy one of those biological needs they
call Oprimary® ThatOs when | mistook the doors, and, instead of the one for the
Owater closetQ | opened the one to the street. And it turns out that it was in Las
Ramblas. Yes, there was no longer any Madrid, nor Sabina, nor dive, nor olive
skin, but | still needed a Owater closetO because a gentleman canOt go about doin:
those things in just any corner. Ergo, | looked for a bar, trying to remember from
when | used to hang out with Manolo .. O

Ol imagine youOre referring to Manuel Vizquez MontalbinQ | ask, ready to
not be astonished by anythig.

OYes, but itOs too long a name, so | just call him OManoloO Then | was anx-
iously, restlessly and feverishly looking for someplace with a Owater closetO when
there appeared in front of me, in a dark alley, three gigantic shadows .. O

OBandits!O | interrupted, startled.

ONegative. They were three trash dumpsters, under whose shadow | calculat-
ed that | could do, intimately and discreetly, what | was thinking of doing in the
Owater closetO And so | did. So, with the satisfaction of the duty accomplished, |
lit my pipe and heard, with absolute clarity, the twelve chimes from OBig Ben OO

OBut, Durito, thatOs in London, England .. O

14 See note in ODurito 110
15 See note in OTo Lady Civil SocietyO
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OYes, it seemed strange to me as well, but what wasnOt that night? | walke
until | came to a sign that read OPirates. Wanted. No previous experience
required. Prefer Beetles and Knights-errant. Information at The Black Speck
barOO Durito lights his pipe and continues,

Ol continued walking, looking for The Black SpeckOs sign. | was feeling my
way,barely making out corners and walls, so thick was the fog that was falling
over the alleys of Copenhagen that early morning .. O

OCopenhagen? But weren0t you in London?0

OLook, if you keep interrupting me with the obvious, 101l send you to the
plank and from there to the sharks. | already told you that everything was quite
strange, and if | had read the sign soliciting pirates in London, | was then looking
for The Black Speck bar in Copenhagen, Denmark. | got lost for a few minutes
in the Tivoli Gardens, but | kept on looking. Suddenly, on a corner, | found it. A
pale light filtered from a solitary street lamp, barely piercing the fog, illuminating
a sign that read OThe Black Speck. Bar and Table Dance. Special Discount f
Beetles and Knights-ErrantO Not before appreciating the high regard and affe
tion they hold in Europe for beetles and knights-errant .. O

OMaybe because they donOt suffer from them O | barely murmured.

ODonGt think that the irony of your murmurings escapes meQ Durito says
OBut, for the good of your readers, | will continue with my narrative. There will
be time enough to settle accounts with you.

Ol was saying that, after appreciating the great intelligence of the Europear
for recognizing and admiring the greatness that some of us beings possess
entered this bar in Montmartre, close to OSacre CoeurO .. O

Durito stays silent for a moment, waiting for me to interrupt him by saying
that that is in Paris, France, but | say nothing. Durito nods with satisfaction and
continues:

OOnce inside, a purple haze invaded the atmosphere. | sat down at a table |
the darkest corner. It didnOt take a second for a waiter, in perfect German, to te
me, OWelcome to East Berlin O and, without saying anything else, left me what
took to be thecart®r menu. | opened it, and it consisted of one single sentence:
OPirates in training, second floorO | went up a staircase that was just behind m
reached a long corridor flanked by some windows. Through one of them the
canals and 400 bridges that raise Amsterdam above the 90 islands could be se
In the distance the OWhite Tower® could be seen, which reminds the Greeks
Salonica of the extremes of intolerance. Still along the corridor, further ahead,
another window offered a view of the curved peak of the Swiss Matterhorn.
Further along could be made out the miraculous stones of the Irish Blarney
Castle that give the gift of words to whomever kisses them. On the left, rose the
bell tower of the main Square in Bruges, Belgium. Following the corridor, before
coming to a dilapidated door, a window looked towards the Plaza of Miracoli,
and, by stretching oneOs hand a bit, one could touch the swooning incline of the
Tower of Pisa.
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OYes, that corridor looked out on half of Europe, and | wouldn®Ot have been
surprised if there had been a sign on the door that said OWelcome to the
Maastricht Treatyeg®ut, no, the door didnCt even have a sign on it. WhatOs more,
it didn®t have a latch. | knocked, and nothing. | pushed the heavy sheet of wood,
and it gave way without difficulty. A mournful creaking accompanied the open-
ing of the door ...

Ol then entered a room that was in partial darkness. Inside, on a table full of
papers, an oil lamp poorly illuminated the face of a man of indefinite age, a patch
covered his right eye and he had a hook for a hand that pulled at his whiskers.
The manQs gaze was fixed on the table. Nothing was heard, and the silence was so
heavy that it clung like dust to the skin.O Durito brushed the dust off his pirate
suit.

OONow thereOs a PirateO | said to myself, and | moved towards the table. The
man didnOt move at all. | coughed a bit, which is what we educated gentlemen do
to attract attention. The pirate did not lift his gaze. Instead, a little parrot (that |
just then noticed on his left shoulder) began reciting, with such excellent intona-
tion that even Don JosZ de Espronceda would have applauded, the line that goes:
Owith ten cannons on each side, wind at the stern, full sail, it does not cross the
sea, it flies, a swift sailing brig OO

0O0sit downO he said. | donOt know if it was the man or the parrot, but the
pirate, or the one | supposed was a pirate, handed me a piece of paper without
saying a word. | read it. | will not bore your readers or you, so | will tell you, to
summarize, that it was an application to join the OGreat Brotherhood of Pirates,
Buccaneers and Terrors of the Sea A.C. of C.V. of R.OO | filled it out without
delay, not without, of course, underlining my status as beetle and knight-errant. |
handed the paper to the man and he read it in silenceO

OUpon finishing, he looked at me slowly with his one eye and told me,

OOl was waiting for you, Don Durito. Know that | am the last true, living
pirate in the world. And | say OtrueO because now there are an infinite number of
OpiratesOin financial centers and great government palaces who steal, kill, destroy
and loot, without ever touching any water save that found in their bathtubs. Here
is your mission (he hands me a dossier of old parchments): find the treasure and
put it in a safe place. Now, pardon me, but | must die O And as he said those words,
he let his head fall to the table. Yes, he was dead. The parrot took flight and went
out through a window, saying, OThe exile of Mitilini is dead, dead is the bastard
son of Lesbos, dead the pride of the Aegeaft Sg&n your nine doors, fear-
some hell, for there the great Redbeard will rest. He has found the one who will
16 The Maastricht Treaty, which established the European Union in 1993, marked an important
step toward the creation of a neoliberal Europe. It laid the basis for the creation of a Europe-wide
monetary union and common currency (the Euro) by requiring member
governments to impose anti-wage austerity as a condition for full participation. The Treaty guar-
anteed the free movement of capital and, along with the Schengen Agreement, unified

the EUOs policies for restricting the movement of labor.
17 From the poem OThe PirateOs Song.O See note 32.

244



follow in his footsteps, and the one who made of the ocean but a tear now sleeps
The pride of true Pirates will now sail with Black Shield.O Below the window, the
Swedish port of Gothenburg spread out, and, in the distangéedharpaas
weeping .. O

OAnd what did you do?0 | asked, now completely immersed in the story
(although a bit seasick from so many names of places and locales).

OWithout even opening the dossier of parchments, | retraced my steps. |
went back down the corridor and down to the Table Dance-Bar, | opened the
door and | went out into the night, right onto the Paseo de Pereda, in
Santander, on the Cantabrian Sea. | headed towards Bilbao, entering Euska
Herria. Near Donostia-San Sebastian, | saw young people dancigteésku
and Ezpatadantzéo the rhythm of thetxistuand drumee | climbed the
Pyrenees and came to the Ebro River once more between Huesca and
Zaragoza. There | managed to find a vessel and | continued on to the delta
where the Mediterranean receives the Ebro, in the midst of the roar of the Vent
de Dalt2 | climbed Tarragonia again on foot, and from there, to Barcelona,
passing by where the famous Battle of Montjuic took ptagesito pauses,
as if to gather speed.

Oln Barcelona, | set off on a freighter that carried me to Palma de Mallorca.
We headed southeast, skirting Valencia and, further south, Alicante. We sightec
Almeria, and, far off, Granada. Throughout Andalucia, a flamenco song set palms
guitars and heels in motion. A giaaimbraccompanied us until, after doubling
back by way of Algeciras, we crossed Cadiz, and at the mouth of the
Guadalquivir, Ovoices of death sounded coming from Cordoba artd Seville.

18 This passage refers to Barbarossa who was born in Mitilini on the island of Lesbos in the
Aegean Sea and wound up in Constantinople as the Admiral of the SultanOs fleet.

19 Any&elharps a traditional Swedish stringed instrument played with a bow and keys that
slide under the strings.

20 Eurresk(or aurreshus an open circle dance with individuals performing spectacular and dif-
ficult steps in the center of the cirdigpatandantZs a kind of canopy dance, usually

performed with swords or staffs. Tixestuis a small, four-fingered flute played with the left hand
while the right hand beats a drutal{or)lwith a drumstick.

21 ElVent de Datheans, literally, the Wind from Above. A strong wind blows down the Ebro
River Valley from the Pyrenees to the coast of Catalonia. The zone upstream from the EbroOs
delta is known as the Oupper riveebdra de DiltCatalan); the wind that roars through the

delta is known aklVent de Dalt

22 Tarragonia is a region in Catalonia south of Barcelona. During the Thirty Years War, the
Spanish king Philip IV sent an army to Catalonia to draw the province into war against the
French. The Catalans, however, revolted, declared a Republic and allied with the French.When
the Spanish army tried to subdue the rebels in Barcelona they were decisively defeated by the
Catalans in a battle at Montjuic on January 26, 1641.

23 Azambrés both a gypsy party and a slow sensuous dance of Moorish origins now claimed by
both Flamenco and belly dance.OVoices of death sounded near GuadalquivirO is a line from
Federico Garc’a LorcaOs poem OThe Death of Anto—ito El CamborioO See also note in ODurito
Names Marcos His SquireO
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cante jondalled out, OGo to sleep now, Durito, beloved son of the world, leave
your aimless wandering, and end your beautiful dare Gould still just make

out Huelva, and then we headed to the seven main Canary Islands. There we
made landfall and | gathered a bit of sap from the tree they call ODrago0 good,
they say, for the ills of body and soul. ThatOs how | arrived at the island of
Lanzarote and had the altercation with Don Pepe, which IOve already related to
you.O

Ouff! YouOve traveled farQO | say, weary from the mere telling of DuritoOs
travels.

OAnd what IOve left out!O he said, proudly.

| ask,

OThen, you are no longer a knight-errant?0

OOf course | am! The OpirateQ thing is temporary. Only while | carry out the
mission entrusted to me by the deceased Redbeard.O

Durito keeps staring at me.

| think:Whenever Durito stares at me like that itOs becalseause . ..

ONo!O | tell him.

OONoO what? | havenCt even said anything to you,O says Durito, feigning sur-
prise.

ONo, you haven®t said anything to me, but that look doesnOt mean anything
good. Whatever youQOre going to tell me, my answer is OnoQ | have enough prob-
lems as a guerrilla to get involved now as a buccaneer. And IOm not crazy enough
to set sail in a sardine can!O

OOPirateO not OBuccaneerQ ItOs not the same thing, my dear and large-nos
cabin boy. And itOs not a sardine can, itOs a frigate and itOs called OLearn From tr
Mistakes of Others OO

| ignore the insult and reply,

OOLearn From OthersO MistakesO? Hmmm, strange name. But, in the end,
OBuccaneerO or OPirate O or whatever it is, it means trouble O

OAs you wish, but, before anything else, you should carry out your duty©O
Durito says solemnly.

OMy duty?0 | ask, letting down my guard.

OYes, you should communicate the good news to the entire world O

OWhat Ogood newsO?0

OWhy, that IOve returned. And it doesnOt have to be one of those long, dense,
and boring communiquZs with which you torture your readers.WhatOs more, so
as not to run any risks, | have a draft hereO

Having said that, Durito takes a paper out from one of his bags.

| read and re-read. | turn to look at Durito and start with the Ono, no and noO
that begins this tale.

In order to not bore you any more, I0Il tell you that Durito was trying to get
me to release a letter or communiquZ destined for national and international civ-

24 Cante jonds type of flamenco song characterized by its mournful rhythm and tone.
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il society, announcing that Durito had now returned.

Of course | refused, since | had to respond to the letter sent to us by those
participating in the International Civii Commission for Human Rights
Observation (CCIODH), asking us to grant them the same trust which we gave
them in 1998, to receive them and give them our word, since they would soon
come for a new vist.Here it is then:

Zapatista Army of National Liberation
Mexico, October of 1999
To the International Civil Commission of Human Rights Observation

Brothers and Sisters:

In the name of the children, women, men and elders of the Zapatista Army
of National Liberation and of the Indigenous Communities in Resistance, | am
communicating to you that it would be an honor for us that you visit these lands.
You have our trust; you will be treated with the respect you deserve as interna-
tional observers, and you will not have, on our part, any impediments to your
humanitarian work.We will also be pleased to talk with you.We await you.

ValeSalugand remember that here, in addition to dignity, mud also abounds.

From the Island that OHas No Name0 excuse me,
From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast

Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos )
Mexico, OLearn From the Mistakes of OthersO Frigate

Beware: Postscripts follow.

PS.that extends its arm for twisting.

It so happens that, following my repeated negatives, Durito convinced me,
offering me part of the treasure. Yes, we have reviewed the parchments, anc
thereGs a treasure map. Of course, we still need to decipher them, but the prospe
of an adventure is irresistible.

And DuritoOs text? After arduous negotiation, we agreed that it would go as
a postscript. Ergo, here follows the ...

25 The Comisi—n Civil Internacional de Observaci—n por los Derechos Hermanos
(CCIODH), an organization of 230 activists from 13 countries, began to investigate MexicoOs
human rights record in 1997 with special attention to the situation in Chiapas. The first visit took
place February 16-28, 1998 and was followed by a report to the European Parliament. The sec-
ond visit took place November 15-25, 1999. In keeping with a more general campaign to
exclude foreign observers, the Zedillo administration denied FM3 visas (non-tourist) to many of
the CCIODH delegates.
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PS. or National and International Civil Society

Madame:

It is my honor to communicate to you the super-duper [thatss what Duritoes
text says] good news, the gift that will cause young and old to rejoice. Let the great
financial centers tremble! Let panic reach the palaces of great and false gentlemen!
Le t hose from below celebrate! Let the most beautiful maidens prepare their finest
gowns and let the spring of their wombs sigh! Let good men tip their hats! Let chil-
dren dance with joy! The best and greatest of pirates [crossed out in the original],
excuse me, of knights-errant that the world has ever known, has returned! Don
Durito de la Lacandona! (copyrights reserved) [thates what Duritoss text says].
Hooray for humanity! Our most heartfelt condolences to neoliberalism. He is here,
the great, | mean egreat, gigantic, marvelous, superlative, hyper-mega-plus, super-
califragilisticespialidocious [thatss what Duritoes text says, the one and only, the
incomparable, he, THE, Don Durito de La Lacandona!

Yessssss! [thatOs what DuritoOs text says].

End of DuritoOs text (from which | totally distance myself).

Well then. Durito is back now. (Sigh). | donOt know why my head began to
ache.

Vale Saludand does anyone have an aspirin?

The SupPirate (extraordinarily handsome with the patch over his right eye)
(punsters, abstai).

26 The Spanish for Opatch over the @@ the en el, galso a slang expression for sodomy.
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The Hour of the Little Ones,
Part Il: Those from Below

For all those who are little and different:

soon will come those crazed with power
refined/disloyal/a bit cannibalistic
owners of the mountains and the valleys
of the floods and the earthquakes
those standard-bearers sans standard
charitable and mean
clothing letters favors demands
sheathed in the letter box of time

.Mario Benedetti *

This and the remaining letters in this series were first publishadlarnag@ctober 21, 1999.
Originally translated by irlandesa.

1 SeeBuz—n de tienppfaguara, Spain: Santillana, 1999). This and other poems from this vol-
ume were published iba Jornadan September 13,1999 and are cited throughout this series of
letters.
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The storm is letting up a bit now. The crickets take advantage of its clearing
and go back to sawing through the dawn. A great black hood covers the sky.
Another rain prepares itself, even though the puddles down below report theyOre
already full. Night comes with her own words now, and she takes from her side
apparently forgotten stories. This is the hour of the story of those from below, the
hour of the little ones.

Down below, the long wail of a snail calls, shadows respond with silence, snug
is their armor, and hurried the black that cover their faces. The guards exchange
passwords, and to the OWho goes there?O hope invariably responds, OThe
Homeland!O Night keeps vigil over the world of the forgotten. To do that she has
made soldiers of what she remembers, and she has armed them with memory, in
order to relieve the pain of the smallest ones.

Raining or not, down below the shadow without a face continues his vigil.
Surely he continues writing, or reading, but, always, smoking that ever shorter
pipe. Good, thereOs nothing to do up here, so letOs visit the little house again. That
way,if it rains again, weOll have a roof over our heads. Here we are. Damn! The
mess is even more widespread now: papers, books, pens, old lighters. The shadow
toils over his writing. He fills pages and pages. He goes back to them. He takes
things out, he adds to them. On the little tape player, a very otherly sound, like
music from a far-off land, in an equally distant language.

OVery otherlyO | said. Yes, at the hour of the little ones, the other, whatOs dif-
ferent, also has its place. And thatOs what our visited shadow must have been
thinking because 10Ove managed to read OThe OtherO at the top of one of the
pages.

But letOs give him time to finish or to better define the bridge between what
he thinks and feels and that elusive coquette that is the word.Well, he seems to
have finished. Slowly he rises and slowly he goes over to the corner that serves as
his bed.WeOre in luck, he has left the candle to keep vigil. Yes, a few pages have
been conveniently left on the table. On the first page, we can read ...

Another Letter, Another Broken Silence
Letter 4b

For the victims of earthquakes and floods.

The following letter was not written by me, | received it. Tumbling about in
a little paper boat, a river of rainwater brought the wet pages and damp letters to
my hut.

October 8, 1999, 4:45 am
Sup:

Hereess something for you to distribute among your networks. Aside from the
tragedy of nature, what hurts most is the criminal violence that, from the heights
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of Power, rains over a discouraged, crippled, ignorant, exhausted population full of
pain. Letess do something for the more than 500,000 victims. These torrential rains
have left children, old ones, men and women WITH NOTHING, especially the indige-
nous and campesinosthose condemned by this merciless and genocidal, ruthless
and demagogic system. | am sharing with you a letter sent to me by a young
woman with whom | was speaking yesterday morning; in it the harsh reality that
batters us is felt:

Or, as took place in the Town called (fill in the name of any affect-
ed community, the story is the same), visited by Zedillo and Governor
(fill in the name of any governor, theyere all the same), and their entire information
machine, with many trucks of supplies and aid, and as soon as the helicopters car-
rying them took off, they also pulled out taking the trucks with supplies, leaving
just a few of them, which moves us to something more than indignation. In each
Town they inform us that theyere not giving us aid because theyere aiding and
attending to others who are more needy, not knowing that there is communication
between all the Towns (via CB radio, which functions effectively, at least for learn-
ing about the situations in the Communities), and thatss how we found out that
there is no effective aid for any of the towns. Only a few report minimal and scant
aid that is consumed as soon as it is received. In the particular case of

(name of an indigenous community),and it would appear to be
the case on all sides,the only thing that is needed is for the road to be restored,
since the civil organizations will take charge to see that everything from the food to
housing needs is set right. The concentration of the best and only means of com-
munication (helicopters) causes the Government to become arrogant and to think
that they are the only ones who understand and manage the situation. But the
government machinery is insufficient for the opening and restoration of roads.
Nonetheless, the officials in charge of that area do not turn to the Towns and
Organizations that have the capability and the willingness to help.

(name of state) needs to stop being the last state in the unfair
and inequitable distribution of federal funds.

At the beginning of his administration, Zedillo said that he would put his social
policies to the test in this state. He failed, because not only did he not manage to
grant the state the resources necessary and sufficient for us to rise above marginal-
ization and the thousand-year setback to which we have been subjected (it is no
use mentioning that the primary problem of (name of state) is
impoverishment, and that everything else is its effects), but, moreover, he didnst do
enough to safeguard that the little that arrives is administered well, and, finally, in
the cases of disasters, neither was a satisfactory response established (although in
the Media, theysve been embellished and shown off).

The tragedy continues: the torrential rains were added to the earthquake. Just
last night our promoters reported through CB radio an extremely serious situation
that I«ll sketch here:In (indigenous community), 100 homes destroyed
by the EARTHQUAKE and 80 swept away by the river, a helicopter brought them a
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minimal shipment of provisions, there are close to 250 sick children; in
(name of municipality) the Communities of and
(names of indigenous communities) are destroyed, nothing has been

brought to them, a helicopter landed just to greet them and then it left; in
(indigenous community) they only took a minimal amount of aid to

the community of (indigenous community) (a third of the
Community was buried under a mountain), while the other nine communities are
still without communication; in (municipality), in addition to 70% of

the housing having been left destroyed, the river swept away cornfields, coffee plan-
tations and cut off roads, they have already been visited and they left them provi-
sions (25 packets of meal, three boxes of water and 12 boxes of iljhe situation is
dramatic: not only has the emergency not been overcome, but it keeps getting worse:
they lack medicine, clothing, blankets, non-perishable food, tarps. That is why we
have joined four Organizations together in order to collect resources and pool dona-
tions. We are not going to stop. Not anymore.

The letter ends there.| mean, what can be read. The rest is smudged by water
and with mud.

Durito, hanging from one of my chinstraps (thanks to his hook), has followed
the reading attentively.

OWhat do you think?O | ask him.

Oltds not the governmentOs criminal irresponsibility that is surprising.
Certainly theyOre not responsible for earthquakes and the rain, but it is repulsive
how they have confronted the situation. The misfortune of those from below
only serves them to appear on the front pages and in the subject lines of elec-
tronic news posts. But thatOs not what catches your attention; that was to be
expected. The truly strong and impressive thing is that OWe are not going to stop.
Not anymore OO

OYes O tell him, Oas if another silence has been brokenO

OThere will be more .. O says Durito, dropping to my boot.

Outside, the morning is breaking through the dawn.

SaludSalugand, | agree, Onot anymore.O

The Sup, falling respectfully silent.

* k%

2 Torrential rains beginning in September and lasting through October affected over a million
Mexicans in six states. The damages were further complicated by a 7.4 magnitude earthquake
that struck off MexicoOs Pacific coast on September 30th.
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The Hour of the Little Ones, Part
l1l: The Undocumented Others

For the brown men and women in the United States:

we are the emigrants
the pale anonymous ones with the heathen and carnal century
on our backs where we accumulate the legacy
of questions and perplexities
,Mario Benedetti

Durito says that, once over the border, a wave of terror strikes and pursues
you. [tOs not just the threat fréarmigrand thekukuxklanedt is also the racism
that fills each and every one of the corners of the reality of the country of the
muddy stars and stripes. In fields, on the street, in businesses, in school, in cultu
al centers, on television and in publications, even in bathrooms, everything push:-
es you to renounce your color, which is the best way of renouncing oneOs culture
land, history, that is, surrendering the dignity which, being other, comes with the
brown color of the Latinos in North America.

1 La migrés a common term for the Immigration and Naturalization Service, now called the
Bureau of Citizenship and Immigration Services and housed within the Department of
Homeland Securitiukuxklaneis MarcosO Spanish phonological spelling of Ku Klux Klan, a
paramilitary terrorist organization in the United States.
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OThose browniesO say those who hide behind the classification of human
beings according to the color of their skin, the crime of a system that classifies
according to purchasing power, always directly proportional to the sales price
(the more you sell, the more you can buy). If the little brown ones have survived
the campaign of bleach and detergent by the Powers of the American Union, it
has been because the ObrownO Latino community (not just Mexican, but also
Puerto Rican, Salvadoran, Honduran, Nicaraguan, Guatemalan, Panamanian,
Cuban, and Dominican, to mention some of the shades in which the Latin
American brown color paints North America) has known how to build a net-
work of resistance without a hame and without a hegemonic organization or
product that sponsors it. Without ceasing to be Othe othersO in a white nation,
Latinos carry one of the most heroic and unknown histories of this dying 20th
century: that of their color, hurt and worked until it is made hope. Hope that
brown will be one more color in the rainbow of the races of the world, and it
will no longer be the color of humiliation, of contempt and of forgetting.

And it is not just the ObrownO that suffers and is persecuted. Durito recounts
that, in addition to his status as Mexican, the black color of his shell must be
added. This courageous beetle was, thus, Obrown and black O and was doubly per-
secuted. And he was doubly helped and supported, since the best of the Latino
and black communities in the United States protected him. In that way, he was
able to travel through the principal North American cities, as these urban night-
mares are also called. He did not walk the routes of tourism, of glamour and mar-
guees. Durito walked the streets of below, where blacks and Latinos are building
the resistance that will allow them to be, without ceasing to be the other. But,
Durito says, thatOs a story for other pages.

And now OBlack ShieldO Durito, or Duriscudo Nedifyou are not glob-
alized) has begun insisting that it is important that | announce, with drum roll
and clashing cymbals, his new book, which he has Stexdes of Vigilance by
Candlelight

He now gives me a story that, he says, he wrote remembering those days
when he traveled as a Owetback@ajadi the United States.

*Above and Below are Relative . . Relative to the
Struggle that is Waged to Subvert ThemZ
Letter 4c¢ (included in the story)
OltOs a very long titleO | tell Durito. B )
ODonOt complain about the story or thereQll be no treasureO Durito threatens
with his hook. Here goes then:

Once upon a time there was a little floor that was very sad because everyone

would walk over him and everything was above him.«Why do you complain?Z the
other floors asked him. *What else could happen to a floor?Z And the little floor
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remained silent about his dream of flying lightly and winning the heart of the little
cloud that, from time to time, would appear and pay him no mind. The little floor
became more and more unhappy, and his sorrow was such that he began to cry.
And he cried and he cried and he cried and he cried . ..

OHow many times are you going to put: Oand he criedO? Two or three woulc
be enoughO | interrupt Durito.

ONo one is going to censure the great Black Shield Durito, much less a big-
nosed cabin boy, and, even worse, with the fluO Durito threatens me while point-
ing out the terrible plank upon which the unlucky walks towards the bellies of
the sharks. | give in silently. Not because IOm afraid of sharks, but because a sw
would prove fatal to my perennial flu.

And he cried and he cried and he cried. The little floor cried so much that every-
one and everything began slipping if they were standing or walking on him. And
now he no longer had anyone or anything on top of him. And the little floor cried so
much that he was becoming very thin and light. And, since he no longer had any-
thing or anyone on top of him, the little floor began to float and he flew high. And
he got his own way and now they call him the sky. And the cloud in question turned
into rain and now she is on the floor and she writes him futile letters saying: *pret-
ty little sky.Z Moral of the story: Donet look down on what is beneath you, because
on the day you least expect it, it can fall on your head. Andan-tan.

Otan-ta®? Is the story over?0 | futilely ask. Durito is no longer listening to
me. Remembering his old days, when he workedraaréclin the East End of
Los Angeles, California, heOs put on a wide-brinsoratreemd sings, off-key,
the one that goesA@a/, ayay,canta y no llores, porque cantando se alegran, cielitc
do, los corazo@e&nd afterwards, an out-of-tune shout of OAy Jalisco, donCt give
up!O

Vale Salugand | believe weOll be late in setting sail. Durito has become
determined to make modificatipns to the’can of sardiexcuse me, to the
frigate, so that it will look like a Olow riderO

El Supjrale Essde

P.Sof waba batdCan anyone help? Durito is determined that the menu on
board will include chili dogs and burritos. e carnal Z28sse

2 OAy, ay, ay, ay, sing and do not cry, because when you sing, pretty little sky, you bring joy to bro-
ken hearts.O This line is from the s@igito LindgPretty Little Sky

3 Oirale Essse O Owacha batoO and Oa que carnal ZssselO are Cal— phrases, meaning respec
ORight on Dude!O, OCheck it out, man!O and OWhat a guy, man!O
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The Hour of the Little Ones,
Pat IV: The Other. ..

So they loved as love in twain,
Had the essence butin one,
Two distincts, Division none,
Number there in love was slain®

The True Story of Mary Read and Anne Bonny

For lesbians, homosexuals, transsexuals and transvestites, with admiration and
respect.

While reviewing the parchments, | discovered a story that Durito is asking
me to include in his new boolstories of Vigilance by Candlkligtabout a let-
ter from an unknown sender (the signature is illegible). The addressee is also an
enigma; although it is clearly named, it is not clear whether it is a he or a she.
Better that you see it for yourselves. Upon my soul, if the lack of definition
between the masculine and feminine is not quite explained in the epistle itself.
The date is smudged, and we donOt have the technology here to verify when it
was written. But it also seems to me that it could have been as easily written cen-
turies ago as weeks ago. YouOll know what | mean. OK, then.

1 William Shakespeare, OThe Phoenix and the TurtleO from the OAdditional Poems to ChesterOs
OLoveOs MartyrO or ORosalinGs Complaint Q0 in Howard FtzeitBhoteell|lustrated
Shakespeare, The Complete(Werk¥ork: Gramercy Books, 1979): 2321.
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Letter 4d

You:

Pirate stories tell of two women, Mary Read and Anne Bonny, who disguised
themselves as men and, as such, plowed through the seas in the company of other
buccaneers, taking towns and vessels, hoisting the standard of the skull and cross-
bones. It was the year 1720 and different stories have one or the other living and
fighting the rough seas of those times. On a pirate ship, commanded by Captain
John Rackam, they met each other. The stories tell that love blossomed, one think-
ing the other was a man, but upon learning the truth, everything returned to nor-
mal, and they went their separate ways.

It wasnet like that. This letter | write to you is the true story of Mary Read and
Anne Bonny. The letter trusts in this other story, the one that will not appear in
books, because they still persist in spinning the normality and good sense that
everything has, and the normality of the eothere goes no further than disapproving
silence, condemnation or neglect. This is part of the story that walks along the
underground bridges that the otherse build, in order to be, and to be known.

The history of Mary Read and Anne Bonny is a history of love, and as such, it has
its visible parts, but the greatest is always hidden, in the depths. In the visible part,
there is a ship (a sloop, to be more precise), and a pirate, Captain John Rackam. Both
ship and pirate were protectors and accomplices of that love that was so very «others
and «differente that the history from above had to cover it up for later generations.

Mary Read and Anne Bonny loved each other knowing they also shared the
same essence. Some stories relate that the two were women, who, dressed as men,
met each other knowing they were women and, as such, loved each other under the
affectionate gaze of Lesbos. Others say that the two were men who hid behind
piratese clothes, and that they concealed their homosexual love and their passion-
ate encounters behind the complicated story of women pirates disguised as men.

In either case, their bodies met in the mirror that discovers that which, for
being so obvious, is forgotten; those corners of flesh that have knots that, when
undone, inspire sighs and storms; places sometimes only those alike can know.
With lips, skin and hands, they built the bridges that joined those alike, making
them different. Yes, in whichever case, Mary Read and Anne Bonny were transves-
tites who, in the masquerade, discovered each other and met. In both cases, being
the same, they revealed themselves to be different, and the two lost all divisions
and became one. To the unconventionality of their being pirates, Mary Read and
Anne Bonny added that of their sabnormalZ and marvelous love.

Homosexuals or lesbians, transvestites always, Mary and Anne overcame with
courage and boldness those whom ¢normalitys would put in chains. While men sur-
rendered without putting up any resistance, Mary and Anne fought to the end,
before being taken prisoners.

In this way, they honored the words of Mary Read. To the question of whether
she feared dying:
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She replied that, as to dying on the gallows, she didnet think it so cruel because,
if it were not for that, all the cowards would become pirates and they would infest
the seas to such an extent that the men of courage would die of hunger; that if
pirates were left to choose their own punishment, they would have none other
than death because their fear of it keeps some cowardly thieves honorable; that
many of those who today swindle widows and orphans and oppress their poor
neighbors who have no money in order to obtain justice would take to the seas to
rob, so that the ocean would be full of thieves in the same way that the land is . .2

Homosexuals or leshians? | donet know, the truth was taken to the grave with
John Rackam when he was hung in Port Royal, November 17, 1720; and to the ship-
wreck that cracked the sloop that served them as bed and accomplice. Whatever,
their love was very «otherZ and great for being different. Because it happens that
love follows its own paths and is, always, a transgressor of the law . ..

| do my duty by telling you this story.

Adios.

(An illegible signature follows.)

There ends the story . or does it continue?

Durito says that those who are different in their sexual preferences are
doubly OotherO since they are Qotherd within those who are in themselves oth-
er.

l, a bit seasick from so much OotherO ask him, OCan®t you explain that a bit
more?0

OYes O says Durito. OWhen we are struggling to change things, we often for-
get that this includes changing ourselves.O

Above, the dawn was about to change and make itself OotherO and different.
Rain followed, as well as struggle . ..

Valeonce moreSalugeand don®t tell anyone, but | havenOt been able to figure
out how in the hell IOm going to fit into the sardine can (sigh).

El Sup, bailing water out of the frigate because, as you can imagine, it started
to rain again and Durito says that bailing water is one of my Oprivileges.O

5 General History of the Thefts and Assassinations of the Most F&raniet Pefiesed.

(Madrid: Valdemar, 1999). Translation by Francisco Torres Oliver. For more on Mary Read and
Anne Bonny, see Marcus Rediker, OLiberty Beneath the Jolly Roger: The Lives of Anne Bonny
and Mary Read 0 in Margaret S. Creighton and Lisa Norlingr@a$4en, Wooden Women: Gender
and Seafaring in the Atlantic World, 1700&@8Ridnore: Johns Hopkins, 1996).
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The Hour of the Little Ones,
Pat X: The Student Others

To the young university students on strike:

Sorrow takes hold of us, brother men,
from behind, from the side,
and it crazes us in the cinema,
it batters us in gramophones,
it thrashes us in beds, it falls straight down onto our tickets,
onto our letters.. ..
.Cesar Vallejo *

All night long, raining. Dawn arrives and still the rain is there, washing roads,
hills, fields, paths, huts. It is like a pounding of urgent drops, and completely with-
out order, falling on roofs, on trees, on puddles that are already full and, finally,
onto the ground. Because that is how the hour of the little ones goesNdisorder-
ly, desperate, manifold.

1 Peruvian poet Cesar Vallejo, who was involved with communist and anti-fascist movements,
died an illegal immigrant in Paris in 1938. The passage cited is from OLos Nueve MonstruosO
(OThe Nine MonstersQ), which was included in the volRoggnas HumargeHuman Poems

intr. by Clayton Eschleman (New York: Grove Press, 1968).
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Down below. .. wewill have to wait to know what is going on down below,
because now one cannot take a step without the mud seducing you and you end
up kissing it with your entire body. Yes, it is rather complicated to define a fall this
way but it is raining so much that there is time for that and more. A tdlhere
are times that one falls and there are times that one is fallen on. | mean, there are
falls and there are falls.

What? Yes? The rain is slowing down? Yes, but the mud is not. Good, letOs go,
but slowly. It is dark. Perhaps there will not be anyone, or perhaps the shadow
that concerns us has finally gone to sleep. Shall we have a look? Do you have a
lamp? Fine. Hmmm. No, there is no one.

There is the usual disorder on the table. But today there is a different sheet of
paper on it. At one side, a copyla Jornadesewspaper dated October 15, 1999.

The headlines say ORiot Police and Strikers Clash on BeltwayO A photograph
takes up half the page.What? Do you want it described to you? Good, bring the
light closer. . .there. . . Fine. ItOs in black and white. In the foreground there is a
girl knocked down in the street, with her face bloody. Next to her, someone is
being kicked by three riot police (two in the foreground and a third, between
those two, half hidden by his shield and using his right hand to support himself
while heGs kicking). There are more details below: the photograph is by Rosaura
Pozos, the girl on the ground is called Alejandra Pineda, and the person next to
her, under the boots of the riot police, is her brother, Argel Pineda, one of the
representatives of the General Strike Council. The scene is the South Beltway. In
the photograph, the rest of the riot police (at least six more, if one carefully
observes the number of helmets) are looking to the right of the photograph; only
the last one in the scene is turned towards the pair of students, hesitating between
continuing on ahead or joining the ones who are thrashing the young person on
the ground.

More details? Good. At the back of the action of the blows against Argel
and Alejandra, five men can be perfectly made out. Three of them are pointing
their lenses (two are carrying still cameras and one a video camera) toward the
right of the photograph. The other two are looking towards the scene of the
kicking. One of them, with a checked shirt, is scratching his ear or holding
something to his ear, the other is simply looking. Further back, far in the back-
ground, two vehicles can barely be made out: an automobile whose driver is
blocked by the legs of the man who is just looking, and the front of another
vehicle (probably a van), whose driver is looking in front of him, that is, to the
left of the photograph. In the very far background, to the right, three Oenter-
tainment guides,O whose texts cannot be read (that on the extreme right seems
to be announcing a news program). In the same perspective, to the left, there is
something that looks like a tower, of the type that has lamps or entertainment
guides in its topmost part.

Good, | think thatOs all then.What did you say? The written sheet? What does
it say? Yes, IOl read it . ..
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LETTER TO A PHOTOGRAPH
Letter 4X

Madame Photograph,

You will excuse me, but | was not able to see you until the dawn of the 17th day
of October. No, do not think that | am reproaching you. | understand that, with so
much rain, you have been delayed. Besides, the weight you carry is not at all light.
You know? When | saw you, | felt a sadness here. Yes, | already know that there are
photographs that hurt; | only wanted you to know that you are one of those.

If we go by the reporteres work (Roberto Gardufio), we will have more means by
which to read you. The girl, Alejandra Pineda, is a student at Preparatory School No.
V, and her brother Argel is from the Faculty of Political Science, both from the
UNAM. After the photograph (so we assume from the narrative), that is, after the
blows from the riot police, Argel tries to help and to calm Alejandra, *who asked
about her compafieros How are they? They arenst hitting them more? My head
hurts a lot, we donst want any more repression, we want free education.Z {a
Jornadg October 15, 1999, p. 66). According to that reporter, and to some state-
ments gathered by the same newspaper, the students were already withdrawing
towards Ciudad Universitaria when they were attacked by the riot police.

What you speak with your image, and what the chronicles, reportage and
statements describe, say some things to me. But,do you know?,there are other
questions that are not answered by your image or the inside pages.

Then | would like you, Madame Photograph, to allow me to ask you a few ques-
tions. All right?

1. How old was Alejandra before the beating? 17, 18? And Argel? How old are
they now?

2. If my eyes do not deceive me: the riot police are beating up Alejandra and
Argel on the Beltway access road and not on the main lanes (which are the ones
they were going to sclearZ)?

3. The riot police who are looking to the right in the photograph: are they look-
ing that way in order not to see what their compafierosare doing? Or are they pro-
tecting the three who are beating up Alejandra and Argel, in order to prevent
someone from coming and rescuing them? Further over there (to the right of the
photograph), is another beating taking place? Are the students withdrawing?

4. The Mexico City government: is it beating up Alejandra for the crime of
being Argeles sister? Is it beating up Argel for the crime of coming to Alejandrass
aid? Is it beating up both of them for the crime of being sultrasZ? Is it beating them
because the cars are demanding free transit? Is it beating them because the polls
demand it? Is it beating them to attract applause on Televisa and TV Azteca? Is it
beating them for being young people? Is it beating them for being students? Is it
beating them for being university students? Is it beating them so it can demon-
strate that they govern with firmness? Pardon me, Madame Photograph, but | do
not understand. Why are they beating Alejandra and Argel?
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5. The women who congratulated Rosario Robles for having become head of
the Mexico City government: did they also congratulate her for ordering the beat-
ing of Alejandra? She: did she send Alejandra a kind word? Were they silent? Or did
they say to themselves: «She deserved it for being rebelliousZ? What? Yes, excuse
me, you would have no way of knowing that?

6. You, Madame Photograph, show at least three riot police hitting the student:
why were only two brought before the authorities?

7. That billy club the riot policeman on the extreme right is carrying: is it an
appeal to dialogue? A demonstration that the current government in Mexico City is
«differentZ from the previous ones? Or is it merely the measure of the distance that
separates words from actions?

8. Who is the man in the checked shirt talking to, if ites a cell phone he has at
his left ear?

9. The driver of the car that is moving, who is not visible in the photograph:
would he applaud the beatings the police are giving Alejandra and Argel?

10. What is it that Alejandra has under her body, other than blood, | mean? A
poncho? A sweater? A piece of cloth? A jacket?

11. The driver furthest back: is he inviting us to do the same? To pass by in front
of the photograph of bloody Alejandra and fallen Argel, without looking at them,
without looking at her?

12. On page 69 of the newspaper in which you are the headline, there is anoth-
er photograph (also by Rosaura Pozos, with the caption «Scene prior to the police
clearing of the South BeltwayZ). In the foreground can be seen a young man, in a
checked shirt, on his knees in front of a line of riot police. The young man has his
backpack in front of his knees, and he is showing the riot police a book. On the
police shields can be clearly read:<Public Security. Riot Police. Federal District.Z In the
mid-ground, a woman with a hat. Further back, a cameraman. At the rear, trees and
buildings. The questions.. . .

12a. What is the title of the book the young man is showing the riot police?

12bh. Is the young man on his knees saying something to the riot police?

12c. Was not Point Three of the list of demands from the National Strike
Committee of the 1968 movement, | cite it verbatim, sAbolition of the Riot Police
Farce, direct instrument of repression, and no establishment of similar forces?Z
(sWar Report,Z Julio Scherer and Carlos Monsivais, p. £61)

12d. Is the existence and operation of the Riot Police Force constitutional?

What do you say? This is something that should be asked of the other photo-
graph? Good, you are right. Allow me some questions:

2 Rosario Robles replaced CuahtZmoc Citrdenas as President of Mexico City in 1999. Although
a member of the PRD, she governed with an iron hand, often undermining popular mobiliza-
tions.

3 Julio Scherer Garc’a (and Carlos MonsivB#&®@)de Guerra:Tlatelolco 1968: documentos del gen-
eral Marcelino Garc’a Barrigtn: Los hechos y(ldéxstoriB.F.: Aguilar, 1999).
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Do you remember that the reason for the march by the students was to protest
the news coverage by TV Azteca and Televisa of the university conflict?

If you, Madame photograph, had not spoken: would we have remained with
only the version that the electronic media and the Mexico City government gave
out on the night of October 14 of 1999, in which the students were the aggressors,
the police who intervened were all women, and only one student was injured
(*nothing seriousZ) by a svehicle that ran over herzZ?

Do we have the right to expect that a government headed by the PRD would
act differently?

Should we remain silent and not ask anything?

You know, Madame Photograph, that you justify sLetter 3A.2 But you will see
how much | would have wished that you had not verified that letter, but rather
those who, in front of a hollow mirror, boast of being ¢proud officials of a demo-
cratic government like Mexico Cityes.Z

And you know what? Every time | look at you, Madame, | do not know why, but
I am taken by an irresistible urge to pick up a rock and to hurl it far and break forev-
er the silence that there, above, accomplice, remains quiet.

What? Yes, go on, Madame Photograph, continue on your way and continue
asking. So inconvenient you are, Madame Photograph, such a busybody.

Vale Saludand | believe that what Alejandra had under her body is a flag.
And | also believe that it was raised up, along with her.

The Sup, accumulating questions as if they were rain.

* k%

4 Oletter 3A0 to Carlos Monsiviis, publishéd ifornad@ctober 8, 1999, is part of the OSiete
Veces DosO series.
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The Story of the Air
and the Night:
Insurgentas! La Mar in March

On International WomenOs Day, March 8, 2000, several thousand Zapatista
women demanding rights for the indigenous and women, occupied the XERA
radio station in San Crist—bal de las Casas for over 40 minutes. In their honor,
Marcos speaks of the critical contributions of women to the Zapatista struggle.
His comments include a personal tribute to La Mar, from whom he has drifted
apart. DuritoOs advice on lovesickness leads Marcos to share with her the memo-
ry of Old AntonioOs OStory of the Air and the NightO

First published iha Jornagilarch 11, 2000. Originally translated by irlandesa.
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INSURGENTAS!
(LA MAR IN MARCH)
Letter 6e, Mexico, March 2000

To those who fell,
To those who follow,
To those who shall come

There goes my warm letter,

a dove forged in the fire,

its two wings folded down

and the address in the center.

A bird that only wants

your body, your hands, your eyes

and the space around your breath
.Miguel Hernandez *

The letters are late and they are not enough
to say what one wants.
,Jaime Gil de Biedma?

Juggling its nocturnal hat, the March hare is indecisive. It still does not know
whether to rain, or to be content with leaving the sky stained with black ink.
February has stayed behind, and with it its own disruptions of wind, sun and rain.
It is now the womenOs March, from the 8th to the 21st, that of Zapatista women,
of theinsurgentas

| have spoken before of the insurgent women,tisergentasf our being
beside them, of their small and large acts of heroism. Every March 8th, we male
insurgents face these women and give them a military salute. A small fiesta usu:
ly follows, with the meager resources of our mountain camps. The women have
been in the mountains of the Mexican southeast from the beginning