masters. Ostentatiously displaying their arms, drunk and
intoxicated, they shouted, “Ranchers are number one!” and
warned everyone that it was only the beginning. Undaunted,
municipal authorities in Ocosingo and soldiers stationed in
the region looked on passively at the gunmen’s triumphant
parade.

In Tuxtla Gutiérrez, almost 10,000 campesinos marched in fa-
vor of Father Padron’s release. In a corner of Ocosingo, Juan’s
widow buried her husband, victim of the proud ranchers. There
was no march or protest petition for Juan’s death. This is Chia-
pas.

Recently Viceroy Gonzalez Garrido was the protagonist of a
new scandal, which was uncovered because the press reported
the story. With the viceroy’s approval, Ocosingo’s feudal lords
organized the Committee for Citizen Defense, a blatant attempt
to institutionalize their neo-Porfirista paramilitary forces that
keep order in the countryside of Chiapas. Surely nothing would
have happened had it not been for the discovery of a plot to as-
sassinate the parish priest Pablo Iribarren and the nun Maria
del Carmen, along with Samuel Ruiz, the bishop of San Cristo-
bal. The plot was reported by the honest Chiapaneco press,
which still exists, and reached national forums. There were re-
tractions and denials; the viceroy declared that he maintains
good relations with the Church and named a special commit-
tee to investigate the case. The investigation yielded no results,
and all continues as before.

During the same days, government agencies made some
horrifying statistics known: in Chiapas 14,500 people die every
year, the highest mortality rate in the country. The causes?
Curable diseases such as respiratory infections, enteritis,
parasites, amoebas, malaria, salmonella, scabies, dengue, pul-
monary tuberculosis, trachoma, typhus, cholera, and measles.
Many say that the figure is actually over 15,000 because
deaths in marginalized zones, the majority of the state, are
not reported. During Patrocinio Gonzalez Garrido’s four-year
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With the hypocritical applause of Aguirre Franco, the bishop
of Tuxtla Gutiérrez, and the mute approval of the bishop of
Tapachula, Gonzalez Garrido sustains and gives new life to
the “heroic” conspiracies of ranchers and businessmen against
the members of the Diocese of San Cristobal. “Don Samuel’s
teams,” as they are called by some, are not made up of inexperi-
enced believers: before Patrocinio Gonzalez Garrido had even
dreamed of being state governor, the Diocese of San Cristo-
bal de las Casas preached the right to freedom and justice. For
one of the country’s most backward bourgeoisie—the agricul-
tural bourgeoisie—this could only mean one thing: rebellion.
These rancher and business “patriots” and “believers” know
how to prevent rebellion: the existence of privately financed,
armed paramilitary groups trained by members of the federal
army, public security police, and state law is well known by
the campesinos who suffer from their threats, torture, and gun-
shots.

A few months ago, Father Joel Padron from the parish of
Simojovel was arrested. Accused by the region’s ranchers of
initiating and taking part in land takeovers, Father Joel was ar-
rested by state authorities and held in the Cerro Hueco jail in
the state capital. The mobilization of the members of the Dio-
cese of San Cristobal (those of Tuxtla Gutiérrez and Tapachula
were conspicuous by their absence) and a federal compromise
succeeded in obtaining the parish priest Padrén’s freedom.

While thousands of campesinos marched in Tuxtla Gutiér-
rez to demand Padrén’s freedom, ranchers in Ocosingo
sent their paramilitary forces to clear out property-owning
campesinos. Four hundred men, armed by the ranchers,
destroyed and burned houses, beat indigenous women and
murdered a campesino, Juan, by shooting him in the face.
After the expulsion, the paramilitary forces—composed mostly
of workers from local ranches and small-property owners
proud of taking part in raids with the young ranchers—drove
along the region’s roads in pickup trucks provided by their
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TWO

Which tells the story of the governor, an apprentice to the
viceroy, and his heroic fight against the progressive clergy and
his adventures with the feudal cattle, coffee, and business lords.
It also tells other equally fantastic tales.

ONCE UPON A TIME there was a viceroy made of choco-
late with a peanut for a nose. The viceroy’s apprentice, Gov-
ernor Patrocinio Gonzélez Garrido,?° in the manner of the old
monarchs who were put in power by the Spanish crown dur-
ing the Conquest, has reorganized the geography of Chiapas.
The assignment of spaces to the urban and rural categories is a
somewhat sophisticated exercise of power, but when directed
by Mr. Gonzalez Garrido’s denseness, it has reached exquisite
levels of stupidity. The viceroy decided that cities with services
and benefits should be for those who already have everything.
And he decided, the viceroy that is, that the masses are fine
out in the open, exposed to wind and rough weather, and that
they only deserve space in the jails, which never cease to be un-
comfortable. Because of this, the viceroy decided to construct
jails on the outskirts of the cities so that the proximity of the
undesirable and delinquent masses would not disturb the rich.
Jails and army barracks are the principal works promoted by
this governor in Chiapas. His friendship with ranchers and
powerful businessmen is a secret to no one. Neither is his ani-
mosity for the three dioceses that regulate the state’s Catholic
life. The Diocese of San Cristobal, headed by Bishop Samuel
Ruiz, is a constant menace to Gonzalez Garrido’s reorganizing
project. Hoping to modernize the absurd system of exploitation
and extraction that prevails in Chiapas, Patrocinio Gonzalez
comes up against the stubbornness of religious and secular fig-
ures who support and preach Catholicism’s option for the poor.

 Patrocinio Gonzalez Garrido, governor of Chiapas from 1988 to 1993
and minister of the interior during the Zapatista uprising, was forced to re-
sign after being blamed for not having foreseen the rebellion.
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Yajalon ... it’s very modern, it even has a gas station ... Look,
there’s a bank, the municipal building, the courthouse, over
there the army ... It looks like another hacienda? Go ahead and
look; you won’t see those other large, modern buildings on the
outskirts of town, along the road to Tila and Sabanilla, with
their big beautiful SOLIDARITY signs, you won'’t see that they
are part of ... a jail.

Good, we have arrived at the intersection. Now to Ocosingo
... and Palenque? Are you sure? Okay, let’s go. Yes, the coun-
tryside is beautiful. Are those ranches? You're correct: they
produce cattle, coffee, wood. Look, we’re already at Palenque.
A quick tour of the city? Okay. Those are hotels, over there
restaurants, the municipal building, the courthouse, those are
the Army barracks, and over there ... What? No, I already know
what you’re going to tell me ... Don’t say it ... Tired? Okay, we’ll
stop for a bit. You don’t want to see the pyramids? No? Okay.

Xi’Nich? Ah ... an indigenous march. Yes, it’s going to Mex-
ico City. How far? One thousand, one hundred and six kilome-
ters. The results? The government receives their petitions. Yes,
that’s all. Are you still tired? More? Let’s wait ... To Bonampak?
The road is very bad. Okay, let’s go. Yes, the panoramic route
... This is the Federal Military Reserve, that other one belongs
to the navy, the one over there belongs to the Department of
Government ... Is it always like this? No, sometimes they top
it off with a campesinos’ protest march.

Tired? Do you want to go back? Okay. Other places?
Different places? In what country? Mexico? You will see the
same. The colors will change, the languages, the countryside,
the names, but the people, the exploitation, the poverty and
death, are the same. Just look closely in any state in the
republic. Well, good luck ... And if you need a tourist guide
please be sure to let me know. I'm at your service. Oh! One
more thing. It will not always be this way. Another Mexico?
No, the same ... I am talking about something else, about other
winds beginning to blow, as if another wind is picking up ...
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indigenous teachers who work for miserable pay that they
have to walk three days, the same three days that you just
walked, to collect. Don’t notice that the only division between
the classrooms is a small hall. Up to what grade do they teach
here? Third. No, don’t look at the posters, which are the only
thing that the government has sent to these children. Don’t
look at them: they are posters about AIDS prevention.

Better for us to move on; let’s return to the paved road. Yes,
I know that it is in bad condition. Let’s leave Ocosingo, con-
tinue to admire the countryside ... The owners? Yes, ranch own-
ers. What is produced? Cattle, coffee, corn ... Did you see the
National Indigenous Institute? Yes, the one as you leave the
city. Did you see those pickup trucks? They are given on credit
to indigenous campesinos. They only take unleaded gas be-
cause it’s better for the environment. There is no unleaded gas
in Ocosingo? Well, that’s not a big thing. Yes, you are right,
the government is worried about the campesinos. Of course
evil tongues say that there are guerrillas in these mountains
and that the government’s financial aid is really to buy indige-
nous people’s loyalty, but these are rumors; surely they are just
trying to undermine Pronasol.!® What? The Citizen’s Defense
Committee? Oh yes! It consists of a group of “heroic” ranchers,
traders, and corrupt union bosses who organize small guards
to threaten the people. No, I already told you that the Porfirista
large-landed estate was done away with seventy-five years ago.
It would be better for us to move on ... At the next intersection
take a left. No, don’t go toward Palenque. Let’s go to Chilén ...
Pretty, no? Yes.

1% Pronasol stands for Programa Nacional de Socializacion, the National
Program for Socialization set up by Carlos Salinas de Gortari in 1988 and ac-
tive until 1994. Much like the World Bank Anti-Poverty Program, Pronasol
focused on aid rather than development; it was was used as a tool to orga-
nize a new ruling party in Mexico, and as proof of Salinas’s commitment to
fighting poverty.
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bol of SOLIDARITY on the facade. Don’t look. I tell you, look
the other way:.

You don’t notice that this new building is ... a jail (evil
tongues say that this is a benefit of Pronasol; now campesinos
won’t have to go all the way to Cerro Hueco, the prison in
the state capital). No, brother, don’t lose heart, the worst
is always hidden: excessive poverty discourages tourism.
Continue on, down to Huixta’n, up to Oxchuc, look at the
beautiful waterfall where the Jatate River, whose waters cross
the Lacandon Jungle, begins. Pass by Cuxulja and instead of
following the detour to Altamirano, drive on till you reach
Ocosingo: “The Door to the Lacandon Jungle.”

Good, stay a while. Take a quick tour around the city ... Prin-
cipal points of interest? The two large constructions at the en-
trance to the city are brothels; next door is a jail; the building
farther beyond, a church; this other one is a beef-processing
plant; that other one, army barracks; over there is the court,
the municipal building; and way over there is Pemex. The rest
are small piled-up houses that crumble when the huge Pemex
trucks and ranch pickup trucks pass by.

What does it look like? A Porfirista-type!® large landed
estate? But that ended seventy-five years ago! No, don’t follow
the road that goes to San Quintin, in front of the Montes
Azules Reserve. Don’t go to where the Jatate and Perlas Rivers
join, don’t go down there, don’t walk for three eight-hour
days, don’t go to San Martin and see that it is a very poor and
small community, don’t approach that shed that is falling to
pieces. What is it? A sometimes church, school, meeting room.
Now it is a school. It is 11 A.M. No, don’t go closer, don’t
look in, don’t look at the four groups of children riddled with
tapeworms and lice, half-naked, don’t look at the four young

'8 Because Porfirio Diaz favored landowners, a Porfirista-type landed
estate implies a very large spread of land with many workers, feudalistic in
nature.
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Welcome to San Cristobal de las Casas, a “colonial city,” accord-
ing to the history books, although the majority of the popula-
tion is indigenous. Welcome to Pronasol’s huge market. Here
you can buy or sell anything except indigenous dignity. Here
everything is expensive except death. But don’t stay too long;
continue along the road, the proud result of the tourist infras-
tructure. In 1988 there were 6,270 hotel rooms, 139 restaurants,
and 42 travel agencies in this state. This year, 1,058,098 tourists
visited Chiapas and left 250 million pesos in the hands of restau-
rant and hotel owners.

Have you calculated the numbers? Yes, you're right: there
are 7 hotel rooms for every 1,000 tourists, while there are only
0.3 hospital beds per 1,000 Chiapaneco citizens. Leave the cal-
culations behind and drive on, noticing the three police offi-
cials in berets jogging along the shoulder of the road. Drive by
the Public Security station and continue, passing hotels, restau-
rants, large stores, and heading toward the exit to Comitan.
Leaving San Cristobal behind, you will see the famous San
Cristobal caves, surrounded by leafy forest. Do you see the
sign? No, you are not mistaken, this natural park is adminis-
tered by ... the army! Without leaving your uncertainty behind,
drive on ... Do you see them? Modern buildings, nice homes,
paved roads ... Is it a university? Workers’ housing? No, look at
the sign next to the cannons closely and read: “General Army
Barracks of the 31%" Military Zone” With the olive-green im-
age still in your eyes, drive on to the intersection and decide
not to go to Comitan so that you will avoid the pain of see-
ing that, a few meters ahead, on the hill that is called the “For-
eigner,” North American military personnel are operating and
teaching their Mexican counterparts to operate radar. Decide
that it is better to go to Ocosingo, since ecology and all that
nonsense is very fashionable. Look at the trees, breathe deeply
... Do you feel better? Yes? Then be sure to keep looking to
your left, because if you don’t, you will see, seven kilometers
ahead, another magnificent construction with the noble sym-
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of Salinas de Gortari carries the name Pronasol, are a joke that
brings bloody tears to those who live under the rain and sun.

Welcome! You have arrived in the poorest state in the coun-
try: Chiapas.

Suppose that you drive on to Ocosocoatla and from there
down to Tuxtla Gutiérrez, the state capital. You don’t stay long.
Tuxtla Gutiérrez is only a large warehouse that stores products
from other parts of the state. Here you find some of the wealth
that will be sent to whatever destinations the capitalists decide.
You don’t stay long; you have just barely touched the lips of the
wild beast’s bloody jaws. You go on to Chiapas de Corzo with-
out noticing the Nestle’s factory that is there, and you begin to
climb up into the mountains. What do you see? One thing is
certain; you have entered another world, an indigenous world.
Another world, but the same as that in which millions of people
in the rest of the country live.

Three hundred thousand Tzotziles, 120,000 Choles, 90,000
Zoques, and 70,000 Tojolabales inhabit this indigenous world.
The supreme government recognizes that “only” half of these
1,000,000 indigenous people are illiterate.

Continue along the mountain road, and you arrive in the
region known as the Chiapas highlands. Here, more than 500
years ago, indigenous people were the majority, masters and
owners of land and water. Now they are only the majority in
population and in poverty. Drive on until you reach San Cristo-
bal de las Casas, which 100 years ago was the state capital
(disagreements among the bourgeoisie robbed it of the dubi-
ous honor of being the capital of the poorest state in Mexico).
No, don’t linger. If Tuxtla Gutiérrez is a large warehouse, San
Cristobal is a large market. From many different routes the
Tzotziles, Tzeltales, Choles, Tojolabales, and Zoques bring the
indigenous tribute to capitalism. Each brings something differ-
ent: wood, coffee, cloth, handicrafts, fruits, vegetables, corn. Ev-
eryone brings something: sickness, ignorance, jeers, and death.
This is the poorest region of the poorest state in the country.
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The health conditions of the people of Chiapas are a clear
example of the capitalist imprint: 1.5 million people have no
medical services at their disposal. There are 0.2 clinics for ev-
ery 1,000 inhabitants, one-fifth of the national average. There
are 0.3 hospital beds for every 1,000 Chiapanecos, one-third
the amount in the rest of Mexico. There is one operating room
per 100,000 inhabitants, one-half of the amount in the rest of
Mexico. There are 0.5 doctors and 0.4 nurses per 1,000 people,
one-half of the national average.

Health and nutrition go hand in hand in poverty. Fifty-four
percent of the population of Chiapas suffers from malnutrition,
and in the highlands and forest this percentage increases to 80
percent. A campesino’s average diet consists of coffee, corn,
tortillas, and beans. This is what capitalism leaves as payment
for everything that it takes away.

This part of the Mexican territory, which willingly annexed
itself to the young independent republic in 1824, became part
of the national geography when the petroleum boom reminded
the country that there was a Southeast (82 percent of Pemex’s
petrochemical plants are in the Southeast; in 1990, two-thirds
of public investment in the Southeast was in energy). Chiapas’
experience of exploitation goes back for centuries. In times
past, wood, fruits, animals, and men went to the metropolis
through the veins of exploitation, just as they do today. Like
the banana republics, but at the peak of neoliberalism and “lib-
ertarian revolutions,” the Southeast continues to export raw
materials, just as it did 500 years ago. It continues to import
capitalism’s principal product: death and misery.

One million indigenous people live in these lands and share
a disorienting nightmare with mestizos and ladinos: their only
option, five hundred years after the “Meeting of Two Worlds,”
is to die of poverty or repression. The programs to improve the
conditions of poverty, a small bit of social democracy which
the Mexican state throws about and which, under the regime
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have paved-road access. Twelve thousand communities have
no other means of transport and communication than moun-
tain trails. Since the days of Porfirio Diaz, the railroad lines
have serviced capitalism rather than the people.'® The railroad
line that follows the coast (there are only two lines: the other
crosses the northern part of the state) dates back to the turn of
the century, and its tonnage is limited by the old bridges that
cross the canyons of the Southeast. The only port in Chiapas,
Puerto Madero, is just one more way for the beast to extract
the state’s resources.

And education? It is the worst in the country. At the ele-
mentary school level, 72 out of every 100 children don’t finish
the first grade. More than half of the schools only offer up to
a third-grade education, and half of the schools have only one
teacher for all the courses offered. There are statistics, although
they are kept secret of course, that show that many indigenous
children are forced to drop out of school due to their families’
need to incorporate them into the system of exploitation. In
any indigenous community it is common to see children carry-
ing corn and wood, cooking, or washing clothes during school
hours. Of the 16,058 classrooms in 1989, only 96 were in indige-
nous zones.

And industry? Look, 40 percent of Chiapas’ “industry” con-
sists of nixtamal'” mills, tortillas, and mills to make wood fur-
niture. The large companies (petroleum and electricity), which
represent 2 percent of the total industry, belong to the Mexican
government (and soon to foreigners). Medium-size industry, 4
percent of the total industry, is made up of sugar refineries
and fish, seafood, flour, milk, and coffee processing plants. In
the state of Chiapas, 94 percent of the area’s industry is micro-
industry.

16 Porfirio Diaz was dictator of Mexico from 1876 to 1911 when mesti-
zos in Chiapas accumulated enormous wealth, and the local economy was
opened to international trade.

7 Nixtamal is cornmeal cooked with lye to make tortillas.
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conifers, and tropical trees were taken from Chiapas to Mexico
City, Puebla, Veracruz, and Quintana Roo. In 1988, wood
exports brought a revenue of 23,900,000,000 pesos, 6,000
percent more than in 1980. The honey that is produced in
79,000 beehives in Chiapas goes entirely to the United States
and European markets. The 2,756 tons of honey produced
annually in the Chiapaneco countryside is converted into
dollars that the people of Chiapas never see.

Of the corn produced in Chiapas, more than half goes to the
domestic market. Chiapas is one of the largest corn producers

in the country. Sorghum grown in Chiapas goes to Tabasco.

Ninety percent of the tamarind goes to Mexico City and other
states. Two-thirds of the avocados and all of the mameys are
sold outside of the state. Sixty-nine percent of the cacao goes to
the national market, and 31 percent is exported to the United
States, Holland, Japan, and Italy. The majority of the bananas
produced are exported.

What does the beast leave behind in exchange for all it takes
away?

Chiapas has a total area of 75,634.4 square kilometers, some
7.5 million hectares. It is the eighth largest state in Mexico and
is divided into 111 townships. For the purposes of looting, it
is organized into nine economic regions. Forty percent of the
nation’s plant varieties, 36 percent of its mammal species, 34
percent of its reptiles and amphibians, 66 percent of its bird
species, 20 percent of its freshwater fish, and 80 percent of its
butterfly species are found in Chiapas. Seven percent of the
total national rainfall falls in Chiapas. But its greatest wealth
is the 3.5 million people of Chiapas, two-thirds of whom live
and die in rural communities. Half of them don’t have potable
water, and two-thirds have no sewage service. Ninety percent
of the rural population pays little or no taxes.

Communication in Chiapas is a grotesque joke for a state
that produces petroleum, electricity, coffee, wood, and cattle
for the hungry beast. Only two-thirds of the municipal seats
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The beast is still not satisfied and has extended its tentacles
to the Lacandon Jungle: eight petroleum deposits are under
exploration. The paths are made with machetes by the same
campesinos who are left without land by the insatiable
beast. The trees fall and dynamite explodes on land where
campesinos are not allowed to cut down trees to cultivate.
Every tree that is cut down costs them a fine that is ten times
the minimum wage, and a jail sentence. The poor cannot cut
down trees, but the petroleum beast can, a beast that every day
fells more and more into foreign hands. The campesinos cut
them down to survive, the beast cuts them down to plunder.

Chiapas also bleeds coffee. Thirty-five percent of the coffee
produced in Mexico comes from this area. The industry em-
ploys 87,000 people. Forty-seven percent of the coffee is for na-
tional consumption, and 53 percent is exported abroad, mainly
to the United States and Europe. More than 100,000 tons of cof-
fee are taken from this state to fatten the beast’s bank accounts:
in 1988 a kilo of pergamino coffee was sold abroad for 8,000 pe-
sos. The Chiapaneco producers were paid 2,500 pesos or less.

After coffee, the second most important plunder is beef.
Three million head of cattle wait for middlemen and a small
group of businessmen to take them away to fill refrigerators
in Arriaga, Villahermosa, and Mexico City. The cattle are
sold for 400 pesos per kilo by the poor farmers and resold
by the middlemen and businessmen for up to ten times the
price they paid for them. The tribute that capitalism demands
from Chiapas has no historical parallel. Fifty-five percent of
national hydroelectric energy comes from this state, along
with 20 percent of Mexico’s total electricity. However, only a
third of the homes in Chiapas have electricity. Where do the
12,907 kilowatts produced annually by hydroelectric plants in
Chiapas go?

In spite of the current trend toward ecological awareness,
the plunder of wood continues in Chiapas’ forests. Between
1981 and 1989, 2,444,777 cubic meters of precious woods,
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to this southeastern corner of the country by land. But the
state’s natural wealth doesn’t leave just by way of these three
roads. Chiapas loses blood through many veins: through oil
and gas ducts, electric lines, railways; through bank accounts,
trucks, vans, boats, and planes; through clandestine paths,
gaps, and forest trails. This land continues to pay tribute to the
imperialists: petroleum, electricity, cattle, money, coffee, ba-
nana, honey, corn, cacao, tobacco, sugar, soy, melon, sorghum,
mamey, mango, tamarind, avocado, and Chiapaneco blood
all flow as a result of the thousand teeth sunk into the throat
of the Mexican Southeast. These raw materials, thousands of
millions of tons of them, flow to Mexican ports, railroads, air
and truck transportation centers. From there they are sent
to different parts of the world—the United States, Canada,
Holland, Germany, Italy, Japan—but all to fulfill one same
destiny: to feed imperialism. Since the beginning, the fee that
capitalism imposes on the southeastern part of this country
makes Chiapas ooze blood and mud.

A handful of businesses, one of which is the Mexican state,
take all the wealth out of Chiapas and in exchange leave be-
hind their mortal and pestilent mark: in 1989 these businesses
took 1,222,669,000,000 pesos from Chiapas and only left behind
616,340,000,000 pesos worth of credit and public works.!* More
than 600,000,000,000 pesos went to the belly of the beast.

In Chiapas, Pemex!® has eighty-six teeth sunk into the
townships of Estacion Juarez, Reforma, Ostuacan, Pichucalco,
and Ocosingo. Every day they suck out 92,000 barrels of
petroleum and 517,000,000,000 cubic feet of gas. They take
away the petroleum and gas and, in exchange, leave behind
the mark of capitalism: ecological destruction, agricultural
plunder, hyperinflation, alcoholism, prostitution, and poverty.

'* The exchange of pesos to dollars in 1989 was 3,000 pesos for one U.S.
dollar.

15 Pemex stands for Petroleum of Mexico, a government-owned com-
pany.
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Forgive me, friend, for making you a madman,
by persuading you to believe, as I did myself,
that there have been formerly, and are now,
knights-errant in the world.

—Miguel de Cervantes, Don Quixote, I1.74

The word

Was born in the blood, Grew in the dark body, beat-
ing, And took flight through the lips and mouth.

Farther away and nearer Still, still it came From
dead fathers and from wandering races, From
lands which had turned to stone, Lands weary
of their poor tribes, For when grief took to the
roads The people set out and arrived And married
new land and water To grow their words again.
And so this is the inheritance; This is the wave-
length which connects us With dead men and the
dawning Of new beings not yet come to light.

—Pablo Neruda, from “The Word,” Fully Empow-
ered

Poem in Two Beats and a Subversive Ending

FIRST BEAT I slid down the smile of a
word, drilled. That is my origin... But, I
don’t remember if I was expelled or if
I took my things and slid down think-
ing...

SECOND BEAT It was words that cre-
ated us.

They shaped us, and spread their lines
to control us.

13
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A SUBVERSIVE ENDING But I know
that a few men gather inside caverns in
SILENCE

Never again will the Zapatistas be
alone...

—Subcomandante Insurgente Marcos

6 — A Storm and a Prophecy

Chiapas: The Southeast in Two Winds
WRITTEN IN AUGUST 1992, THIS ESSAY BY MARCOS WAS
NOT RELEASED PUBLICLY UNTIL JANUARY 27, 1994.

The First Wind: The One from Above
ONE

Which narrates how the supreme government, touched by
the poverty of the indigenous peoples of Chiapas, lavished the
area with hotels, prisons, barracks, and a military airport. It
also tells how the beast feeds on the blood of the people, as
well as other miserable and unfortunate happenings.

SUPPOSE THAT YOU live in the north, center, or west of this
country. Suppose that you heed the old Department of Tourism
slogan: “Get to know Mexico first.” Suppose that you decide
to visit the southeast of your country and that in the south-
east you choose to visit the state of Chiapas. Suppose that you
drive there (getting there by airplane is not only expensive but
unlikely, a mere fantasy: there are only two “civilian” airports
and one military one). Suppose that you take the Transistmica
Highway. Suppose that you pay no attention to the army bar-
racks located at Matias Romero and that you continue on to
Ventosa. Suppose that you don’t notice the government’s im-
migration checkpoint near there (the checkpoint makes you
think that you are leaving one country and entering another).
Suppose that you decide to take a left and head toward Chi-
apas. Several kilometers farther on you will leave the state of
Oaxaca, and you will see a big sign that reads: “WELCOME TO
CHIAPAS” Have you found it?

Good, suppose you have. You have now entered by one
of the three existing roads into Chiapas: the road into the
northern part of the state, the road along the Pacific coast,
and the road by which you entered are the three ways to get
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heart of the people. And in our nameless, faceless path, he took
a name in us: the Zapatista National Liberation Army.

With this new name we name the nameless. With this flag
covering our face, we have a new face, all of us. With this name
we name the unnameable: Votan Zapata, guardian and heart
of the people. The Zapatista National Liberation Army. Arm-
ing a tender fury. A nameless name. An unjust peace made
war. A death that is born. An anguish made hope. A pain that
smiles. A silent shout. A personal present for a foreign future.
Everything for everyone, nothing for us. We, the nameless, the
always dead. We, the Zapatista National Liberation Army. We,
the red-and-black flag beneath the tricolored eagle. We, the red
star, at last in our skies, never alone, but one more star, yes, the
smallest one. We, only a gaze and a voice. We, the Zapatista Na-
tional Liberation Army. We, Votan, guardian and heart of the
people.

It is the truth, brothers and sisters. We come from there. We
are going there. Being here we arrive. Dying death we live.
Votan Zapata, father and mother, brother and sister, son and
daughter, old and young, we are living ...

Receive our truth in your dancing heart. Zapata lives, also
and for always in these lands.

HEALTH TO YOU, MEXICAN BROTHERS AND SISTERS!

HEALTH TO YOU, CAMPESINOS OF THIS HOMELAND!

HEALTH TO YOU, THE INDIGENOUS OF ALL THE
LANDS!

HEALTH TO YOU, ZAPATISTA FIGHTERS!

ZAPATA, IN BEING ARRIVES!

IN DEATH HE LIVES!

VIVA ZAPATA!
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Prologue

Chiapas, a Name of Pain and Hope

JOSE SARAMAGO

IN 1721, with a feigned innocence that couldn’t conceal his
tart sarcasm, Charles-Louis de Secondat asked, “Persians? But
how is it possible for someone to be Persian?” It’s been almost
three hundred years now since the Baron de Montesquieu
wrote his famous Lettres Persanes, and even today we haven’t
succeeded in putting together an intelligent answer to this
most essential of all questions on the historical agenda of hu-
man relationships. As a matter of fact, we still can’t understand
how it was ever possible for someone to have been a “Persian,”
and furthermore, as if such a peculiarity were not out of the
question, to persist in being one today when the world seeks
to convince us that the only desirable and profitable thing to
be is what in very broad and artificially conciliatory terms is
customarily called “Western” (in mentality, fashions, tastes,
habits, interests, manias, ideas)-or, in the all too frequent case
of not succeeding in reaching such sublime heights, to be
“Westernized” in some bastard way at least, whether through
force of persuasion or in a more radical way, if persuasion
should fail.

To be “Persian” is to be someone strange, someone different-
in simple terms to be the “other” The very existence of the Per-
sian has been enough to disturb, confuse, disrupt, and perturb
the workings of institutions; the Persian can even reach the in-
admissible extreme of upsetting what all governments in the
world are most jealous of: the sovereign tranquillity of their
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power. The indigenous were and still are Persians in Brazil
(where the landless now represent another type of Persians).
The indigenous in the United States once were but have almost
ceased to be Persians. In their time Incas, Mayas, and Aztecs
were Persians, as were and still are their descendants, wher-
ever they have lived and still live.

There are Persians in Guatemala, Bolivia, Colombia, and
Peru. There is also an overabundance of Persians in that
painful land of Mexico, where Sebastiao Salgado’s inquiring,
rigorous camera drew shudders from us with the challenging
figures facing us. They ask: How can it be that you “Western-
ers” and “Westernized” people to the north, south, east, and
west, so cultured, so civilized, so perfect, lack that modicum
of intelligence and sensibility necessary to understand us, the
“Persians” of Chiapas?

It is really only a matter of understanding-understanding
the expression in those looks, their solemnity, the simplicity
of their grouping, feeling and thinking together, weeping the
same tears in common, smiling the same smile; understanding
the hands of the sole survivor of a slaughter, held like protec-
tive wings over the head of her daughter; understanding this
endless stream of living and dead, this lost blood, this acquired
hope, this silence of one who has borne centuries of demand-
ing respect and justice, this suppressed anger of one who has
finally wearied of hoping.

Six years ago, changes were introduced in the Mexican Con-
stitution in obedience to the neoliberal “economic revolution”
directed from without, and were mercilessly applied by the gov-
ernment to bring agrarian reform and redistribution to an end.
This reduced to nothing the possibility for landless peasants to
have a parcel of land to cultivate. The indigenous thought they
could defend their historic rights (or simply their common-law
ones, in case it was assumed that indigenous communities had
no place in the history of Mexico) by organizing into civic so-
cieties that were characterized, and still are, by their singular
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Votan Zapata, light that came from afar and was born here
from our land. Votan Zapata, named again forever a man of
our people. Votan Zapata, a timid fire who lived our death 501
years.

Votan Zapata, the name that changes, the man without a
face, the tender light that watches over us. Death was always
with us, and with death hope died. Death arrived with Votan
Zapata. The name without a name, Votan Zapata looked in
Miguel, walked in José Maria, was Vicente, was named in Ben-
ito, flew in a bird, rode in Emiliano, shouted in Francisco, vis-
ited Pedro.!? We lived dying, named without a name in our
own lands. Votan Zapata arrived in our lands. Speaking, his
word fell into our mouth. He arrived and is here. Votan Zapata,
guardian and heart of the people.

He is and is not everything in us ... He is walking ... Votan
Zapata, guardian and heart of the people. Keeper of the night
... Master of the mountain ... us ... Votan, guardian and heart of
the people. He is one and all. No one and all. Being, he is here.
Votan Zapata, guardian and heart of the people.

That is the truth, brothers and sisters. You should know it,
he will not die again in our life, in our death he lives already
and forever. Votan, guardian and heart of the people. With-
out a name he is named, the faceless face, all and no one, one
and all, alive in death. Votan, guardian and heart of the people.
Tapacamino bird,3 always before us, walking behind us. Votan,
guardian and heart of the people.

He took a name in our being nameless, he took a face in our
being faceless, he is sky in the mountain. Votan, guardian and

man sent by God to distribute land among the indigenous. Zapata refers
to Emiliano Zapata, who helped ensure that the indigenous territories be
autonomous, and beyond the reach of the Mexican government.

12 Miguel Hidalgo, José Maria Morelos, Vicente Guerrero, Benito Juarez,
Emiliano Zapata, Francisco Villa, and Pedro Paramo are revolutionary heroes
in Mexico, “inhabited” by the spirit of Votan Zapata.

'3 Tapacamino bird, “the bird that hides the path.”
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sky that today oppress it. To do this, we, the ones without a
face and name who call ourselves the “professionals of hope,”
the most mortal of all, the “transgressors of injustice,” we who
are the mountain, we of the nocturnal walk who have no voice
inside the palaces, we the foreigners in our own land, the ones
completely dead, history’s dispossessed, the ones without a
homeland and a tomorrow, the ones with a tender fury, the
ones of the unmuffled truth, the ones of the long night of
scorn, the true men and women ... the smallest of people ...
the most dignified ... the last ... the best. We must open again
the door to the brother heart so that it can receive our word.

We must speak the truth, we must put the heart in our hands.
Brothers and sisters, we want you to know who is behind us,
who guides us, who walks in our shoes, who rules our heart,
who rides our words, who lives in our deaths.

Brothers and sisters, we want you to know the truth. And it
is like this:

From the first hour in this long night of our death, our most
distant grandfathers say there was someone who gathered up
our pain and our oblivion. There was a man who, walking his
word from afar to our mountains, came and spoke with the
tongue of the true men and women. His walk was and was
not from these lands. From the mouths of our dead, from the
mouths of the most knowing of our ancient ancestors, his word
walked from him to our heart. There was and is, brothers and
sisters, he who—being and not being seed from these lands—
arrived to the mountain, dying in order to live again, who lived
with his heart dying from his walk, a foreigner when he first
arrived to the mountain with its nocturnal roof. He was and is
a man. His tender word halts and walks in our pain. He is and
is not in these lands: Votan Zapata, guardian and heart of the
people.!!

! For the Mayan Tzeltales, Votan represents the third day in the Tzeltal
calendar, and corresponds to “the heart of the people” He is also the first
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insistence on renouncing any kind of violence, starting with
the one that was their due.

These societies had the support of the Catholic Church from
the beginning, but that protection was of little use to them.
Their leaders and representatives were jailed repeatedly; the
systematic, implacable, and brutal persecution by the powers
of the state and the large landowners increased in conjunction
with and under the shadow of the interests and privileges
of both. These persecutors violently expelled the indigenous
from their ancestral lands, and the mountains and jungle,
many times over, became the last refuge of the people dis-
placed. There in the dense mists of the heights and the valleys,
the seeds of rebellion would germinate. The indigenous of
Chiapas aren’t the only humiliated and offended people in this
world. In all places and at all times, regardless of race, color,
customs, culture, and religious belief, the human creature we
are so proud to be has always known how to humiliate and
offend those whom, with sad irony, he continues to call his
fellows. We have invented things that don’t exist in nature:
cruelty, torture, and disdain. By a perverse use of race, we've
come to divide humanity into irreducible categories: rich
and poor, master and slave, powerful and weak, wise and
ignorant. And incessantly in each of these divisions we’ve
made subdivisions so as to vary and freely multiply reasons
for disdain, humiliation, and offense.

In recent years Chiapas has been the place where the most
disdained, most humiliated, and most offended people of Mex-
ico were able to recover intact a dignity and an honor that had
never been completely lost, a place where the heavy tombstone
of an oppression that has gone on for centuries has been shat-
tered to allow the passage of a procession of new and different
living people ahead of an endless procession of murders. These
men, women, and children of the present are only demanding
respect for their rights, not just as human beings and as part
of this humanity but also as the indigenous who want to con-
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tinue being indigenous. They’ve risen up most especially with
amoral strength that only honor and dignity themselves are ca-
pable of bringing to birth and nursing in the spirit, even while
the body suffers from hunger and the usual miseries.

On the other side of the heights of Chiapas lies not only the
government of Mexico but the whole world. No matter how
much of an attempt has been made to reduce the question of
Chiapas to merely a local conflict, whose solution should be
found within the strict confines of an application of national
law-hypocritically malleable and adjustable, as has been seen
once again, according to the strategies and tactics of economic
and political power to which they are surrogate-what is being
played out in the Chiapas mountains and the Lacandon Jun-
gle reaches beyond the borders of Mexico to the heart of that
portion of humanity that has not renounced and never will re-
nounce dreams and hopes, the simple imperative of equal jus-
tice for all.

As that figure, exceptional and exemplary for many reasons,
whom we know by the name of the Subcomandante Insurgente
Marcos has written, it is “a world where there is room for many
worlds, a world that can be one and diverse,” a world, I might
add myself, that for all people and all time declares untouchable
the right of everyone to be a “Persian” any time he or she wants
to and without obeying anything but one’s own roots.

The mountainous highlands of Chiapas are without a doubt
one of the most amazing landscapes my eyes have ever seen,
but they are also a place where violence and protected crime
thrive. Thousands of the indigenous, driven from their homes
and their lands for the “unpardonable crime” of being silent
or open sympathizers with the Zapatista National Liberation
Army (EZLN), are crammed into camps of improvised huts,
where there is not enough food, where the little water available
is almost always contaminated, where illnesses like tuberculo-
sis, cholera, measles, tetanus, pneumonia, typhus, and malaria
are decimating adults and children. All this is happening in full
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Thank you to the brothers and sisters who looked after us all
these days. May your footsteps follow our path. Good-bye.

Liberty!

Justice!

Democracy!

Respectfully,

SUBCOMANDANTE MARCOS

from the mountains of the Mexican Southeast

5 — Votan-Zapata or Five Hundred Years
of History

APRIL 10, 1994

ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF ZAPATA’S ASSASSINATION.

Brothers and sisters:

The Clandestine Indigenous Revolutionary Committee-
General Command of the Zapatista National Liberation Army
speaks to you to give you its words.

AT THIS MOMENT, many thousands of men, women,
children, and elders—all indigenous Mexican—find themselves
gathered in hundreds of ejidos,’ ranches, localities, and com-
munities in Mexico’s countryside. Our hands also reach into
the concrete heart of the cities. We are brought together with
all those people before the tricolored flag where the eagle
devours the serpent,'® united by our common misery, by the
collective oblivion into which we were cast 501 years ago, by
the useless death we endure, by our being faceless, with our
name ripped from us, by our having bet our lives and deaths
for someone else’s future. We are united by one common hope
before that flag: to change, once and for all, the ground and

° The autonomous indigenous lands guaranteed by the Mexican Con-
stitution of 1917.

' The Mexican flag’s imagery illustrates evil, represented by the ser-
pent, being defeated by the Mexican state, represented by the eagle.
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again death visits our homes. That is why we think no, no more;
enough dying this useless death; it is better to fight for change.
If we die now, it will not be with shame but with dignity, like
our ancestors. We are ready to die, 150,000 more if necessary,
so that our people awaken from this dream of deceit that holds
us hostage.

SUBCOMANDANTE INSURGENTE MARCOS

4 — In Our Dreams We Have Seen Another
World

MARCH 1, 1994

To the Mexican people

To the people and governments of the world:

IN OUR DREAMS we have seen another world, an honest
world, a world decidedly more fair than the one in which we
now live. We saw that in this world there was no need for
armies; peace, justice and liberty were so common that no one
talked about them as far-off concepts, but as things such as
bread, birds, air, water, like book and voice. This is how the
good things were named in this world. And in this world there
was reason and goodwill in the government, and the leaders
were clear-thinking people; they ruled by obeying. This world
was not a dream from the past, it was not something that came
to us from our ancestors. It came from ahead, from the next
step we were going to take. And so we started to move for-
ward to attain this dream, make it come and sit down at our
tables, light our homes, grow in our cornfields, fill the hearts
of our children, wipe our sweat, heal our history. And it was
for all. This is what we want. Nothing more, nothing less. Now
we follow our path toward our true heart to ask it what we
must do. We will return to our mountains to speak in our own
tongue and in our own time.
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view of the indifferent authorities and official medical admin-
istration.

Some sixty thousand soldiers-no more nor less than a third
of the permanent strength of the Mexican army at present-
occupy the state of Chiapas under the pretext of defending and
assuring public order.

The factual reality, however, gives the lie to this justifica-
tion. The Mexican army is protecting one part of the indige-
nous population; it is not only protecting it but at the same
time teaching, training, and arming these indigenous who are
generally dependent upon and subordinate to the Institutional
Revolutionary Party (PRI), which for sixty years has been ex-
ercising uninterrupted and practically absolute power. These
indigenous are-not by any extraordinary coincidence-the ones
who make up the various paramilitary groups organized with
the sole objective of undertaking the dirtiest work of suppres-
sion: the attack, rape, and murder of their own brothers and
sisters.

Acteal was one more episode in the terrible tragedy that be-
gan in 1492 with invasion and conquest. All through the five
hundred years the indigenous of Ibero-America (and I use this
term intentionally so as not to let escape judgment of the Por-
tuguese and later on the Brazilians, who continued the genoci-
dal process that reduced the 3 or 4 million Indians existent in
Brazil during the period of discovery to little more than 200,000
in 1980) were passed, in a manner of speaking, from hand to
hand. They were handed from the soldier who killed them to
the master who exploited them, while in between there was the
hand of the Catholic Church, which made them exchange one
set of gods for another, but which in the end was unsuccessful
in changing their spirit.

After the butchery of Acteal there began to be heard over
the radio words that said, “We’re winning.” Some unaware per-
son might have thought that it was a matter of an insolent
and provocative proclamation by murderers. He would have
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been mistaken. Those words were a message of hope, words of
courage that like an embrace over the airwaves united the in-
digenous communities. While they wept for their dead-another
forty-five added to a list five centuries old-the communities sto-
ically lifted their heads and said to each other, “We’re winning,”
because it really could only have been a victory, and a great
one, the greatest of all, surviving humiliation, offense, disdain,
cruelty, and torture in that way. This was a victory of the spirit.

Eduardo Galeano, the great Uruguayan writer, tells how
Marcos went to Chiapas and spoke to the indigenous, but they
didn’t understand him. “Then he penetrated the mist, learned
to listen, and was able to speak” That same mist that prevents
one person from seeing is also the window that opens onto
the world of the other, the world of the indigenous, the world
of the “Persian” Let us look in silence, let us learn to listen;
perhaps later we’ll finally be able to understand.

Translated from the Portuguese by Gregory Rabassa

Editor’s Note

Traveling Back for Tomorrow

JUANA PONCE de LEON

THIS BOOK, a testimony to the power of the word, is
scripted in the impossible silence of the Lacandon Jungle.
Segment by segment, it is passed secretly from hand to hand,
galloped inside a saddle satchel, hidden in a cyclist’s bag,
slipped into a backpack, or perhaps thrust inside a sack of
beans, then propped in the back of an open truck, crammed
with indigenous villagers who make the hours-long journey to
the closest market, or doctor, and our messenger to a contact
person with Internet access. Up on Dyckman Street, where
Manhattan Island narrows to a close between the Hudson and
Harlem Rivers, in a room that sits above squat roofs to face
the treetops of the Hudson’s embankment, Greg Ruggiero
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us, and promise to take orders from the General Command of
the Zapatista National Liberation Army.

Fifth: We ask for the unconditional surrender of the enemy’s
headquarters, before we begin to combat, in order to avoid any
loss of lives.

Sixth: Suspend the robbery of our natural resources in the
areas controlled by the EZLN.

To the people of Mexico:

We—men and women, whole and free—are conscious that
the war that we have declared is a last—but just—resort. For
many years, the dictators have been waging an undeclared
genocidal war against our people. Therefore, we ask for your
decided participation to support this plan by the Mexican
people who struggle for work, land, housing, food, health
care, education, independence, freedom, democracy, justice,
and peace. We declare that we will not stop fighting until the
basic demands of our people have been met, by forming a
government for our country that is free and democratic.

JOIN THE INSURGENT FORCES OF THE ZAP-
ATISTA NATIONAL LIBERATION ARMY.

GENERAL COMMAND OF THE EZLN 1993

3 — Dying In Order to Live

JANUARY 6, 1994

Here we are, the dead of all times, dying once again, but now
in order to live.

DURING THESE PAST TEN years more than 150,000 indige-
nous have died of curable diseases. The federal, state, and mu-
nicipal governments and their economic and social programs
do not take into account any real solution to our problems;
they limit themselves to giving us charity every time elections
roll around. Charity resolves nothing but for the moment, and
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We also ask that international organizations and the Inter-
national Red Cross watch over and regulate our battles, so that
our efforts are carried out while still protecting our civilian
population. We declare, now and always, that we are subject
to the Geneva Accord, forming the EZLN as the fighting arm
of our struggle for liberation. We have the Mexican people on
our side, we have the nation and the beloved tricolored flag,
highly respected by our insurgent fighters; our uniforms are
black and red, symbol of our working people on strike; and we
will always carry our flag, emblazoned with the letters “EZLN,
the Zapatista National Liberation Army, into combat.

From the outset, we reject all intentions to disgrace our just
cause, accusing us of being drug traffickers, drug guerrillas,
thieves, or other names that might be used by our enemies. Our
struggle adheres to the Constitution and is inspirited by its call
for justice and equality. Therefore, according to this Declara-
tion of War, we give our military forces, the EZLN, the follow-
ing orders:

First: Advance to the capital of the country, overcoming the
Mexican federal army, protecting in our advance the civilian
population, and permitting the people liberated to elect, freely
and democratically, their own administrative authorities.

Second: Respect the lives of our prisoners and turn over all
wounded to the International Red Cross.

Third: Initiate summary judgments against all soldiers of
the Mexican federal army and the political police who have
received training or have been paid by foreigners—they are
accused of being traitors to our country—and against all those
who have repressed and mistreated the civil population, or
robbed from or attempted crimes against the good of the
people.

Fourth: Form new troops with all those Mexicans who show
interest in joining our struggle, including those who, being en-
emy soldiers, turn themselves in without having fought against

52

surfs the net. An editor, activist, and Zapatista to the core, he
connects to the various websites where the latest translations
of Subcomandante Marcos’s communiqués reach him, and
millions others worldwide.

For five years lines accumulate, giving shape to a unique
proposal for social change: to create a truly democratic space
where new political possibilities can be debated and advanced.
By carefully depicting Mexico, the conflict in Chiapas and the
indigenous struggle for human rights, and by pointing to the
threats that neoliberalism poses to all of us, Marcos manages
to create a mirror where we can recognize the features of our
own concerns. ‘What makes him remarkable,” declares Greg,
“is the deeply personal and at the same time deeply collective
voice that emerges from the literature, poetry and tales that he
prolifically generates. The Mexican government has not found
anything powerful enough to counter the Zapatista Word, its
vision, and the resistance and liberation it offers as a counter-
force to the dehumanizing institutions of business and war”
But the words spell more than revolution. As the communiqués
trail in, we come face to face with a persuasive new literary
voice and an important Mexican writer. Like other Latin Amer-
ican writers—Pablo Neruda, Miguel Angel Asturias, or Gabriel
Garcia Marquez—Marcos manages to fuse his political beliefs
and his literary artistry to craft the singular beauty of his voice.
Hauling what appears to be several reams of communiqués,
Greg requests I read them as he invites me to become the editor
of Subcomandante Marcos’s selected writings.

It is in that small room, perched at the northernmost point
of Manhattan, where the Zapatista Word has been heard, and
where this book project is born.

THE AUGUST HOUR is black, starless, damp, and chilly.
Cautiously, my companions and I break the enveloping silence
to wonder if the van that will take us to La Realidad, an
autonomous indigenous Zapatista community seven hours
outside of San Cristobal, will really arrive. The odd hour for
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our journey will take us past immigration checkpoints while
the guards sleep; only they have the power to abort the careful
orchestration of many months, which has brought us here to
a hotel lobby in a dark Chiapas night. Right on cue, at 4:00
A.M. Zapatista time, two headlights pierce the black, bounce
awkwardly above the cobblestones, and stop before us. The
trip has the exaggerated feel of a dream. We leave modern
Mexico and cross a bridge of time and space to enter the heart
of indigenous Mexico. We leave in darkness to reach the light.
Our driver has night vision; he is a nocturnal animal with
a sixth sense that allows us to negotiate the many hours of
unpaved road, erosion, stones, and endless potholes—more
like craters, really. We slip past immigration and steadily drive
towards day. Dawn reveals breathtaking mountainscapes
dense with greens giving way to valleys where, unexpectedly,
hamlets crop up, bordered by flowering trees, patches of corn-
stalks, dogs, chickens, and an occasional pig. We now share
the road with men, women, and children carrying machetes
or hoes and small bundles of food. Five hours into the trip
our driver announces that we are approaching the first of
two military checkpoints. He describes the procedure—we are
tourists on our way to the beautiful Lake Miramar—and how
our papers and our baggage will be inspected. Soon armed
soldiers surround our van and we are asked to step out and
open our baggage for inspection. A law permits the army to
stop and search vehicles for arms and explosives, but it does
not authorize them to inspect our identification papers. The
driver’s guidance helps us veil the purpose of our journey
before the glacial courtesy of the army officers, who point
video cameras in our faces while jotting down the details of
our identities.

Less than thirty minutes from La Realidad sits another check-
point, Guadalupe Tepeyac, host community to the first Zap-
atista encuentro, now razed by the army, its people scattered
into the mountains, their homes replaced by barracks. The un-
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posed the Petroleum Expropriation,® the same ones that mas-
sacred the railroad workers in 1958 and the students in 1968,
the same ones that today take everything from us, absolutely
everything.

To prevent the continuation of the above and as our last
hope, after having tried to utilize all legal means based on our
Magna Carta, we go to our constitution, to apply Article 39,
which says:

National Sovereignty essentially and originally re-
sides in the people. All political power emanates
from the people and its purpose is to help the peo-
ple. The people have, at all times, the inalienable
right to alter or modify their form of government.

Therefore, according to our Constitution, we declare the fol-
lowing to the Mexican federal army, the pillar of the Mexican
dictatorship from which we suffer, monopolized by a one-party
system and led by Carlos Salinas de Gortari, the maximum and
illegitimate federal executive that today holds power.

According to this Declaration of War, we ask that other pow-
ers of the nation advocate to restore the legitimacy and the sta-
bility of the nation by overthrowing the dictator.

by, the Rurales would also serve as an effective force against peasant revolts.
Having brutally achieved domestic tranquility, Diaz opened the country up
to foreign capital, both U.S. and European.

¥ In 1938 Lazaro Cardenas, the most left-wing president in Mexican his-
tory, became a national hero by expropriating the big foreign oil companies—
such as William Doheny’s Mexican Petroleum Company and the Waters
Pierce Company, with links to Standard Oil—that had dominated in the
petroleum-producing regions of the Gulf Coast of Mexico. Even though such
political enemies as the church and business conservatives applauded this
nationalistic gesture, Mexico faced a grim two-year period when the United
States, Great Britain, and Holland agreed on a boycott of Mexican oil. Mex-
ico’s oil industry was saved only by World War II; disturbed because Car-
denas was selling petroleum to Hitler—which he had to do to keep Mexico
from drowning in its own oil—the boycotting powers lifted the ban.
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Vicente Guerrero,® the same ones that sold half our country
to the foreign invader, the same ones that imported a Euro-
pean prince to rule our country, the same ones that formed
the “scientific” Porfirista dictatorship,’ the same ones that op-

mountains of Coahuila, they were ambushed by a traitor and turned over
to the Spanish authorities. Because he was a priest, albeit an excommuni-
cated one, Hidalgo was turned over to the bishop of Durango for an official
defrocking. On July 30, 1811, he was shot in Chihuahua. Father Francisco
Morelos offered his services as a priest to Hidalgo’s army. Hidalgo refused,
instead instructing Morelos to go back to the south and lead the rebellion
on the Pacific Coast. At one point, in 1813, his forces controlled Acapulco
and most of Southwest Mexico. They even surrounded and cut off Mexico
City from reinforcements and supplies. However, Morelos realized that he
could not defeat the royalist army of New Spain in direct combat. He altered
his strategy, and turned his attention to instructing his followers in the art
of guerrilla warfare. His followers became masters of small group engage-
ments. In 1813 Morelos helped to create a Revolutionary Congress, whose
purpose was to draft a constitution and to design laws for the new country;
he was a signatory of the new constitution. As the conflict wore on in New
Spain, the government’s armies became vicious, and Morelos instructed his
followers to do the same to all whites and mixed bloods. Thus what began as
a noble cause, concerned with the civil rights of all people, degenerated into
a vicious killing circle. Morelos was finally captured on November 5, 1815, at
Tesmalaca. He was sentenced to death, and executed on December 22, 1815,
at San Cristobal Ecatepec, a village just to the north of Guadalupe.

® Vicente Guerrero (1782-1831), Mexican revolutionary leader, won
guerrilla victories over Spanish forces. Guerrero served briefly (1829) as pres-
ident, but he was forced to retreat and was finally captured and shot.

7 “Porfirista dictatorship” refers to Porfirio Diaz, absolute ruler of Mex-
ico for thirty-five years, serving as president from 1876 to 1880 and from 1884
to 1911. (In the four-year interim, the post of president was held by a Diaz
puppet named Manuel Gonzélez.) An indigenous Oaxacan, Diaz was born in
1830 to José de la Cruz Diaz and Petrona Mori. He came to power as a cham-
pion of liberal principles—more municipal democracy, limited terms, and so
on—but once he assumed the presidency, it soon became clear that his main
concerns were internal stability and foreign investment. Anxious to create a
climate of confidence for investors, Diaz addressed the problem of internal
security with a simple solution: co-opting the most notorious bandits and
putting them into the dreaded Rurales (“Rural Police”), a paramilitary force
that was far better trained and paid than the unwilling conscripts dragooned
into the army. The bandit problem disappeared overnight, and as time went
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reality of this violence is heightened by the sudden appear-
ance of an albino boy, perhaps ten years old, who seems to be
governed by no one—a wayward spirit in our evolving dream-
journey who rummages through our belongings, tries on straw
hats, sunglasses, pries open our water bottles. On the last leg
of the journey we are forced off the road by a convoy of army
trucks—thirty-four strong—loaded up with soldiers, machine
guns, and more video cameras, one final show of power before
we reach La Realidad.

A sense of urgency brings Greg and myself on this long jour-
ney. We hope to meet Marcos—the most wanted man in Mexico,
transgressor of the law, Internet guerrilla, catalyst for a new
kind of revolution, poet—to speak with him about the making
of this book. Political advisories in the press and on the Internet
indicate that the militarization in Chiapas has escalated tenfold.
The physical danger to the rebel communities and their sympa-
thizers is grave. It is imperative to get the word out.

For the government, the issue is simple. There are vast oil
reserves, exotic wood, and uranium on the autonomous indige-
nous lands of Chiapas; the Mexican government wants them,
but the indigenous communities, who have no currency in the
world’s markets, are in the way. While projecting through the
national and international press an image of concern for the hu-
man rights issues and the intention to resolve them, the govern-
ment orchestrates the privatization of these Mayan lands and
a low-intensity war to weaken and divide the communities.

After much deliberation about the impact of globalization on
their lives, the indigenous communities assess that NAFTA will
not bring them benefits but “a death sentence,” and decide to
go to war on the first day of NAFTA’s implementation, January
1, 1994. When the Zapatistas rebel, the message they send to
the world differs starkly from that of previous guerrilla groups.
They declare war on the Mexican government, “not to usurp
power, but to exercise it,” sending a forceful reminder that the
forgotten indigenous populations are, after all, Mexicans, and
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that they too are entitled to exercise their political and civil
rights. It is the first show of popular resistance to globalization
to actually make headlines. “The war for the word,” writes Mar-
cos, “has begun”

After twelve days of fighting and the takeover of San Cristo-
bal de las Casas and a few neighboring towns, the Zapatistas de-
clare a unilateral cease-fire. But before they melt back into their
communities, Mexico and the international press take note of
an unexpected presence among the rebels. Emerging from the
multitude of brown-skinned people, an assigned spokesperson
proclaims: “Through me speaks the will of the Zapatista Na-
tional Liberation Army” His fair skin and green eyes, which
gleam beneath a black ski mask, are as dissonant as the Zap-
atistas’ sudden cry in a long, silent night of forgetting. When
the press asks who he is, he replies: “I am Subcomandante Mar-
cos”

Wild speculation follows as to his identity and the true
purpose of his relationship with the indigenous communities.
With the media trained on him and on Chiapas, a stream of
rebel communiqués—often penned by Marcos—start to appear
in the press, and run like wildfire through the Internet. Over
time, through a campaign of misinformation and silence, the
Mexican government struggles to control the situation and
denies that there is a conflict. With the exception of coverage
in La Jornada—the second largest newspaper in Mexico—and
Proceso magazine—an important news and arts weekly—and
Chiapas’s own El Tiempo, the Zapatistas practically disappear
from the national press. But not so on the Internet, where the
lifeline for the movement reaches out, grows, and spreads.

Early in that spring of 1994, the Zapatistas send out a
call inviting national and international press to meet with
the rebels in the jungle. Six thousand people—Mexican and
foreign journalists, activists, unaligned citizens, and the
curious—arrive for a first encuentro in August. Already there
is much criticism about the masked subcomandante. I am told
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the most elemental preparation so they can use us as cannon
fodder and pillage the wealth of our country. They don’t care
that we have nothing, absolutely nothing, not even a roof over
our heads, no land, no work, no health care, no food or educa-
tion, not the right to freely and democratically elect our polit-
ical representatives, nor independence from foreigners. There
is no peace or justice for ourselves and our children.

But today we say: ENOUGH IS ENOUGH!

We are the inheritors of the true builders of our nation. We
are millions, the dispossessed who call upon our brothers and
sisters to join this struggle as the only path, so that we will not
die of hunger due to the insatiable ambition of a seventy-year
dictatorship led by a clique of traitors who represent the most
conservative and sellout groups. They are the same ones that
opposed Hidalgo and Morelos,” the same ones that betrayed

capable of great deeds and of much cruelty. With his men, he helped se-
cure the northern part of Mexico for the revolution against President Por-
firio Diaz. Emiliano Zapata, a charismatic peasant leader, brought the revo-
lution up from the south of the country and marched into Mexico City to
take over the presidency of Francisco Madero. Zapata was instrumental in
the creation of the Constitution of 1917, in which indigenous lands are de-
clared autonomous, and which set up the parameters for agrarian reform in
Mexico.

> Miguel Hidalgo y Costilla (1753-1811), a priest in the Roman Catholic
Church who produced illegitimate children in defiance of his clerical vows,
is considered the father of his country. He never took his priestly vows too
seriously, reading the anticlerical works of the French encyclopedic philoso-
phers and apparently regarding the Church as a sort of sinecure that would
provide him with a regular income. Hidalgo’s impulse toward freedom for
his people was also fed by a strong egalitarian instinct, which resulted in Hi-
dalgo’s famed grito (“shout”) from his pulpit at 11 p.m. of September 15, 1810.
Though the grito is hailed today as a declaration of independence from Spain,
in reality it was a declaration of defiance against Joseph Bonaparte and the
Spaniards resident in Mexico as well as allegiance to the very undeserving
Ferdinand VII. With Ignacio Allende, an intellectual comrade, Hidalgo gath-
ered a force of 80,000 to march against royalist forces. They were ultimately
defeated, but when they heard of a new rebellion in San Antonio de Bejar
(today San Antonio, Texas), they moved north to join it. On March 21, in the
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hundreds, thousands, millions of women who remember all
over the world that there is much to be done and remember
that there is still much to fight for. It appears that dignity is
contagious, and it is the women who are more likely to become
infected with this uncomfortable il ...

This March 8 is a good time to remember and to give their
rightful place to the insurgent Zapatistas, to the women who
are armed and unarmed.

To remember the rebels and those uncomfortable Mexican
women now bent over knitting that history which, without
them, is nothing more than a badly made fable.

II1. Tomorrow ...

IF THERE IS to be one, it will be made with the women, and
above all, by them ...

From the mountains of the Mexican Southeast SUBCOMAN-
DANTE INSURGENTE MARCOS

2 — War!

First Declaration of the Lacandon Jungle

JANUARY 2, 1994

To the people of Mexico

Mexican brothers and sisters:

WE ARE A PRODUCT of five hundred years of struggle: first,
led by insurgents against slavery during the War of Indepen-
dence with Spain; then to avoid being absorbed by North Amer-
ican imperialism; then to proclaim our constitution and expel
the French empire from our soil; later when the people rebelled
against Porfirio Diaz’s dictatorship, which denied us the just
application of the reform laws, and leaders like Villa and Za-
pata? emerged, poor men just like us who have been denied

* Pancho Villa and Emiliano Zapata were two rebel leaders during the
Mexican Revolution in 1911. Pancho Villa was a volatile, controversial man
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that when Marcos finally appears before the immense crowd,
a solitary figure masked in black, he is asked: “Why hide your
face? What are you afraid to show? Only people who have
something shameful to conceal hide their faces” Right there
and then, Marcos offers to remove his mask. A stunned silence
spreads through the crowd, only to be broken by a unified cry:
“No! No! No!” The mask stays on. It is a crucial moment in the
making of the persona of Marcos. The mask has a transfor-
mative power that allows Marcos to shed the idiosyncrasies
of his birth and assume a communal identity. This nonself
makes it possible for Marcos to become the spokesperson
for the indigenous communities. He is transparent, and he is
iconographic. He hides his face so that he can be seen. This
paradox will inform all his writing.

While no certain identity has been established for Marcos,
through his writing we have been able to see the organic evo-
lution of a revolutionary. His analysis of the structure of power
and corruption in Mexico, of the social makeup of the nation,
of the threats of neoliberalism are undogmatic and creative. Re-
peatedly, Marcos warns that the globalization of the economy
threatens to do away with indigenous community values, thus
casting aside each man, woman, and child whose honest daily
work makes Mexico rich in material and spirit.

Juxtaposed with the descriptions of an oppressive structure
of class, values, and of the political machinery that holds it all
in place, Marcos offers a window into the indigenous world
that sits at the bottom of the heap, and at the heart of the na-
tion. Using simple, direct, parabolic language that alludes to
Mayan deities and the Popol Vuh, Marcos insists that political
issues are human rights issues, while creating a consciousness
of indigenous Mexico and a place for it in the political and so-
cial parlance of present-day Mexico. He insists that indigenous
Mexico is intrinsic to the health and survival of the nation: “A
people without a past can have no future”
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With equal insistence, Marcos draws attention to other com-
munities and personalities around the world who also resist
globalization and human rights injustices. Sending letters to
Mumia Abu-Jamal, to Leonard Peltier, to U.S. judges, or UN
officials, he emphasizes the global nature of these issues to re-
inforce international solidarity efforts. A “No!” to the war in
Kosovo is a “No!” to the war in Chiapas. In his communiqués
to civil society—the many millions of people who live their ev-
eryday lives unaligned to political parties—he makes a plea for
political action. It is Marcos’s belief that only civil society has
the power to rein in a government that has forgotten the peo-
ple while in hot pursuit of profits. Only civil society can make
government “rule by obeying”

It is not surprising that a careful scrutiny of society should
engender in Marcos questions about the individual man. In the
correspondence with intellectuals around the world we see the
literary and philosophical man, who at one moment is query-
ing John Berger about the architecture of perception, and the
next moment is in conversation with Eduardo Galeano about
the inexplicable absurdity of life for a child who is surrounded
by war. Other times, he finds solace in the prismatic logic of
Jorge Luis Borges, which is held securely by the elegance of his
intellect; it is a place he can return to again and again. Through-
out his writing, reflecting mirrors and transparent glass be-
come metaphors for self-recognition and transcendence. Some-
times, in conversation with himself, his poems echo the roman-
tic tones of Pablo Neruda and the surrealist imagery of Federico
Garcia Lorca. It is in these fragments that we encounter Marcos
expressing his sensuous, introspective, and sexual sides.

Of his writing, perhaps the most popular are the tales,
which fall into three categories, each corresponding to spe-
cific areas of concern for the author. “Stories for a Night of
Asphyxia,” or “T