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YOU CRAMP MY STYLE, BABY

You cramp my style, baby
when you roll on top of me
shouting, "Viva La Raza"
at the top of your prick,

You want me como un taco,

dripping grease,
or squeezing masa through my legs,
making tamales for you
-:ut of my daughters.

You "mi}a"
"mija  ....  mija" me

until I can scream

and then you tell me,
"Esa, I LOVE
this revolution!
Come on Malinche,
gimme some more!"



NOTHI{;G  EVER  CHAI(GES €

OOPffIERDS  TRIP
gun rises every morning
Plowers still ah growing

Rain or Shine
Everything still ah going
Tears fill her eyes
Tired ote lady
Sheÿs dying at seventy-five
She seen a lot of flowers blow  but  canlt stand to see another mOon
Don't think She'll reallymiss anything
been signs still ah glowing
So happy inside
The baby finally arrived
Wait so long
The whole wOrld seems so bright
Stars are all shining
Everything ts going to be all right
Plowers still ah growing
Neon signs still ah glowing
EYerything still ah going
Rathing ever really changes

You know it

What you call ÿe= man?
Avicious, dangerous crimlnall"

Huh?

Mÿrple Escaÿ31a Garÿia, Fore ÿrth, ÿ'i.

bear the brunt ofÿthe
gringo*s oppression for me,
and how you wOuld go
to prison for me, because
The 9rlngo Is opFessing you, Babe("

And when I mention
your G. I. Bill, you
ford FellowShip, your
wOrking wlfe, your
three gabecha guises
when jÿu ask me to
mite your thesis
you're quIok tO Shout,
"Denis give that

no'S Lib trip, euJer,
that only divides us,
and wÿ have to work
together for the ÿvlmiento;
the gabaciÿ is oppressing usÿ=

Oye carnal, YOU my as well
tell me that moon water
cures constipation, that
Penguin SOUp prevents crudas=
or that the Arctic Ocean Is menudo,
because we both learned in the barrios.
man, that pidgeon shIt slides ÿsier,

Still, because of the gabacho,
I must write ÿoÿ about
PÿJaros, ÿarIposas, and the frogrance
of oppressing perfuÿ I smell somewhere.

eeÿ'?lÿ¢ÿ Zÿ&, Stanford, Calÿ
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hOTES FROM A CHICA)(A "COED=
for P. ÿHÿ--

To cry that the 9abacho
ts our oppressor is tO shout

(in abstraction, carnal,
He no eÿre oppresses us
than you do ÿw as yoU tell ÿe
:It's the gringo who oppresses you, Babe,'

i,ou cry The gringo Is our oppressorÿ"
to the tune of $20,000 tO $3o,ooo
a year. brother, and I wake up

( alone each mOrning and ask,
( "Can I feed my children today?"

( To nÿke the day easier
I write ppenÿ about

jaros, ÿr ilx)sas$
and the fragrance
of perfume I

ell on your collar;
)ÿuÿra quick to poet out
that
about Soclaÿ
!)uSÿhTgr 99o who
oRpre_tseLXo  Babe..

so
how i Woÿknd in beet fields
as a child, about how !
worked as a waitress
eight hours at night to
get through high school,
about WOrking as a
seamstress, typist, and field clerk
to get through college, and
bout how,  n graduate school
he d two jobs, seven days

a Wÿek, still alone, still asking,
Can I feed my cÿ]dren today?"

To give ÿeanlng to my life
You ÿke love to me In alleys,
a back seats of borrowed Vegah

)n Shÿollar motel rooms
rer.ÿwhlch yoU talk aÿout

rwe children and your wife
Who writes paeÿtÿ at boÿ

ut PEJaros, ÿrigosas
:m the fragranoe of per)uÿ

)lS on your collar.
,ÿn you tell ÿ how you

'ian, .YOU arÿ wrong
I ain't nOthing

but
a Pest to society

An insignificant dud
Who got caught
In this here shlt called crime

A stone junkie
Whose high

Ends up congesting the States prisons
I do my little time on the streets
Petty thievery

LOaded out my mind
Then back to the pen
To do my llfe
On the Installÿnt plan
Paÿnents Paid daily in;
A.M.ÿs and P.H.'s

Pass the salt, brother
It might help,

This here prison stew  ......

Heÿtor ).nÿN,(o/ CAJ,,ÿo, Ca3,

BATO LOCO

Hardened by his baSt|as in the barrios
Long years of waiting
Enduring prisons

In ignorance
or in patience (you be the judge)'For "El Grito"

Que ya lhgo
"Ya Baste"

"La Cause"
"Chicano Hand clap"

Con mucho orgulio

They are aware of their Stlgÿ
But ahora

They have undone the red band
of "ÿl Bandido"

Orale carnal)
YS ssuvo

Con la carga
Ins pildoras

Se aca, con y el tokay
Soda esa plnohi locura

Awareness pervaded
The cold world of rock and iron

Pechuco/Tecato/Cholo
lransforÿatlon

how mOving the minds
De ta cOÿUnida

Te estas eventando ya,
Ese Bato

Heÿtor Angulo,  Chiÿo, Caÿ,
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