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“The more that you read, the more things you will know.
The more that you learn, the more places you'll go.”
Dr. Seuss

zaachila boats
Bay Excursion and Sports Fishing
“Whenever I’ve dreamt a lot, I go out into the
street with my eyes open but I’m still wrapped in
the safety of those dreams. And I’m amazed how
many people fail to recognize my automatism. For
I walk through daily life still holding the hand of
my astral mistress, and my footsteps in the street
are concordant and consonant with the obscure
designs of my sleeping imagination.”
Fernando Pessoa
The Book of Disquiet

T

his month our writers explore Latin American and
Iberian literature. Without any intention, all the
writers mentioned in this issue happened to be male,
which means you can look forward to a female
version in the future.

I cannot imagine who I would be without books. I eat words for
breakfast, lunch and dinner and never tire - they are limitless
in their possibility and power. How would I look at the world if
Roald Dahl hadn’t shown me the magic of a giant peach or
Lewis Carroll hadn’t turned an ordinary summer day into a
wonderland of fantastic creatures? What would my existence
be without wardrobes that portal to Narnia or ruby slippers to
take me home with a click of the heels?
How would I love if Romeo and Juliet had been dismissed as
just two teenagers in love? How would I have been prepared for
the ebb and flow of joy and disappointment in love if not for
Elizabeth Bennet and Jane Eyre?
I learned the importance of keeping hope alive as I hid in the
secret annex with Anne Frank. I have tasted the snow in St.
Petersburg with Anna Karenina and fallen in love with Gilbert
Blythe on a little island in the Maritimes. I have traveled to the
jungles of Burma with piano tuner Edgar Drake and roadtripped across the USA with Sal Paradise and Dean Moriarty. I
have been taken hostage in South America and fallen in love
with a translator.
My first encounter with Spanish literature was the love sonnets
of Pablo Neruda. At university, hunkered down in the library, I
would sneak up to the fifth floor and reward myself with a poem
- comparing the shape and sound of the words in both English
and Spanish. I first tasted Mexican food through the pages of
Laura Esquivel’s ‘Like Water for Chocolate’- food as a metaphor
for life and love.
My latest literary crush is Portuguese writer Fernando Pessoa,
whose works were only discovered after his death in 1935. He is
the master of capturing what I call the in-between moments:
the thoughts that slip in while you are driving down a country
road or waiting in line at the supermarket.
Novels nurture our interior world. Imagination is the seed for
innovation and a muscle that requires flexing and
encouragement, and reading is its greatest trainer.

Enjoy the Pacific Coast with
friends and family!
Full and Half day
excursions!
Cel (228) 110 5605
marejadadefondo@outlook.com
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Who would I be without the stories I read in books?

“So she sat on with closed eyes, and half believed herself in
Wonderland, though she knew she had but to open them
again, and all would change to dull reality.”
I would be very dull indeed.
See you next month,

Jane

We welcome submissions and input.
To get involved send us an email.
TheEyeHuatulco@gmail.com
Visit Us Online
www.TheEyeHuatulco.com
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Combating Illiteracy in Oaxaca
By Brooke Gazer

W

hile Mexico has
s o m e w o r l d
renowned authors,
the sad fact
remains that a
large part of its population is unable
to read them. Illiteracy is a major
contributor to poverty, while
education improves people's
standard of living, regardless of
location or nationality. Mexico's
2015 census indicates an enormous
gap between urban and rural
populations. Oaxaca, which is
primarily rural, is a perfect example,
with a 13.3% illiteracy compared
with a 5.5% national average. This
country is making great strides, but
it faces significant hurdles.
According to Mexican law, every
citizen is entitled to education and it
must be provided to communities
with five or more children at a given
level of education (pre-primary,
primary, etc.). With thousands of
extremely remote hamlets, this is a
challenging mandate especially in
Oaxaca, where the mountainous
terrain often makes isolated
communities inaccessible. In 1971
CONAFE (National Council of
Educational Development) was
formed to address the issue of
providing education in these rural areas.
Many villages are so rustic and remote that trained teachers
will not live there, even if funds are available to pay them.
CONAFE devised a creative means to overcome this obstacle by
offering scholarships to high school graduates. Students from
families of limited means who agree to teach in one of these
isolated communities can receive funding to pursue higher
education. After completing one year in a rural village they
qualify for 30 months of scholarship; after two years, 60
months. This grant includes living expenses plus tuition at a
university or similar institutions. The graduates who volunteer
receive two months' training during the summer before they
begin plus three days each month at a teacher training center.
It really is a win -win for everyone involved!
Nothing, however, is ever as easy as it sounds. There are a few
catches on both sides of the equation. CONAFE provides the
community with teachers and the curriculum, but not a school
house; nor does it supply food or lodging for the instructors.
These are the responsibility of each community.
Many
inhabitants of isolated areas are so poor they cannot properly
feed themselves, let alone an outsider. In some cases, parents
refuse to enroll their children because of their inability to
provide food. In our coastal region, many schools are just
rustic one-room shacks made of rough wooden planks or
sticks. This little shack doubles as the teacher's home when
classes are not in session.

These young volunteers make
incredible sacrifices while living
among their students. CONAFE
provides them with a stipend of
$1800 pesos (less than 100 USD)
per month, from which they must
pay for their transportation to and
from their training center and food
during the training sessions. They
live in very difficult conditions, with
the same limited diet consumed by
villagers.
Two teachers are
frequently expected to share one
single bed in a cramped wooden
shack with a tin roof, no window,
and no electricity.
Remarkably, these young people
become passionate about their job
because so many of the children
really want to learn and are excited
about the possibility. There is little
chance that children in these
regions have Internet, TV, toys, or
other distractions so school is quite
a novelty.
As teachers, the
volunteers become respected
members of the community. For
many it is a strong confidence
builder that serves them well as
they go on to higher learning and
indeed throughout their lives.
If you live in or visit Huatulco, it may
be difficult to imagine the poverty
that exists only a few kilometers away, but it is an unfortunate
reality. The Bacaanda Foundation / El Sueño Zapoteco A.C. is
a local nonprofit organization that is not affiliated with the
government or any church. Among other things, this
foundation strives to improve the quality of life for both the
volunteer teachers and the children attending classes.
Working in cooperation with CONAFE, and with manual labor
from community members themselves, this organization is
very active.
Over the past several years Bacaanda has built a new teacher
training center in Santa María Huatulco as well as schools in
14 communities. They are currently adding separate rooms for
teachers in seven of these schools and have two more schools
under construction. These buildings, are made with an
economical and eco-friendly mixture of earth and cement. The
thick walls provide a cooler, more comfortable learning
environment and windows put less stain on the eyes! They also
provide small comforts for the teachers such as bunk beds,
books, and additional school supplies for the pupils.
Dedicated volunteers from Huatulco´s community keep this
foundation running, and financial support comes from
fundraising and private donations. This concept of “giving back
to the community” is just one more thing that makes Huatulco
such an exceptional place to live!

Brooke Gazer operates Agua Azul la Villa, an
ocean-view Bed & Breakfast in Huatulco.

www.bbaguaazul.com
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Huatulco
Salt Company
handcrafted unrefined sea salt
Rosemary Greyhound
Ingredients:
3 sprigs fresh Rosemary
½ cup fresh grapefruit juice
1.5 ounces of vodka
Teaspoon of maple syrup
Rosemary sea salt

Bacaanda El

Sueño Zapoteco A.C. have a local in

Tangolunda, across the street from Dreams Hotel. They
offer a delightful selection handmade handcrafts for sale

Muddle 2 sprigs of rosemary in a
highball glass
Add ice
Add maple syrup
Add Vodka
Add grapefruit juice
Mix gently
Add pinch of rosemary sea salt
Garnish with a slice of grapefruit and
a sprig of rosemary

and welcome new volunteers. They are a US registered
501(c)(3) charity, making donations tax deductible. To
learn more stop by, visit their webpage:

Our collection of hand-harvested gourmet sea
salts will take your dishes from good to
mouth-watering.

http://bacaanda.org , or follow them on Facebook.

Available in Huatulco at Café Juanita and
Chiles&Chocolate Cooking School.

Tel: 958 581 0025
www.ecoyspa.com

Discover Peace and Traquility

Marina Chahue,
Huatulco
Tel. 958 105 1671
Cel. 958 100 7339
Closed Mondays

www.cafejuanitamexico.com

The Cash or Credit Card
Conundrum in Oaxaca
By Alvin Starkman, M.A., J.D.
arlier this year a federally
licensed driver recounted
a story about a couple
vacationing in Oaxaca
from Australia, and
wanting to enlist his chauffeur
services for the following day. All was
arranged until the Aussies asked,
“Can we pay at the end of the day with
VISA?” He replied that he was not
equipped for credit cards, but
certainly cash in USD or pesos would
be fine, or even paypal. They had no
cash, and stated that they could not
access paypal or an ATM with the card(s) they had. Imagine!

E

Then the Mexican government, in an
apparent attempt to curtail money
laundering and the cash economy in
general, began implementing a series of
rules and regulations requiring ID when
exchanging and reporting to government.
Many banks simply ceased money
exchange operations, and those that
continued placed low monthly maximums
on the amount of US dollars that could be
exchanged. Most recently here in Oaxaca,
the one bank that used to be a reliable
exchange avenue began adopting a rule
that without an account at one of its
branches, no exchange.

We all know that travellers cheques are essentially a thing of
the past. And at least here in Oaxaca, so is the premium
previously placed on purchasing with US dollars. But most
significantly, credit card usage is going the way of the Dodo.
Here's why.

For many in rural areas, including craft villages and artisanal
mezcal distilleries, it became a pain taking US dollars to larger
urban centers, unless, of course, it was worth one's while by
offering foreign customers a much less attractive rate of
exchange than they or anyone else could get in the city's banks
and exchange houses.

Certainly the larger hotels, airlines, car rental companies and
restaurants readily accept credit cards, and do not charge a
premium for their use. As well, they still remain a valuable
means by which to confirm a reservation. But for day-to-day
purchases while in Oaxaca, credit cards are a less than
desirable means of transacting business, as are US dollars.
Many small craft workshops in the villages simply do not have
credit card capability, even some of those with the most
exquisite, high quality work. And where credit cards are indeed
accepted, sometimes there is not a strong enough phone or
Internet signal enabling the shopkeepers to process the
purchase. If there is, often you will be asked to pay the retailer's
fee paid to the credit card company, sometimes 5 – 6%. While I
don't think that in most first world countries it's permitted,
certainly in Oaxaca often retailers provide a 10 – 15% discount
for cash. It's noteworthy that on almost all goods and services
that are recorded, a 16% value-added tax (IVA) applies.
Negotiating price is still possible in Oaxaca, but certainly not
nearly to the extent it was in the 60s, 70s and 80s. Competition
is fierce, and the vagaries of tourism in the state of Oaxaca
dictate that retailers start with competitive prices … at least in
most cases, where reputable vendors are not interested in
seeing if they can “hook a live one.” Of course, it still exists, but
not like before. The implication is that on balance you are
beginning with ticket prices which translate to basically actual
market value of the item. The only way to induce a lower price is
buying in quantity, with cash, and it should be in pesos. Even
buying by the dozen does not provide an assurance of a
significantly lower price, because profit margins are simply not
the same as they are in the US or Canada. Often I pay the same
per liter price for 20 liters of a particular mezcal as I do for one.
Or at best there is perhaps a 5% discount.
By why not US dollars? Until the early years of this century, US
cash was still king. Either it was being saved up for a pending
visit to the US, or those in urban centers were taking it to banks
and exchange houses to convert to pesos.

The final straw came on November 8, 2017, with the election of
President Trump. Those who had traditionally relished the
opportunity to receive and hoard US dollars, anticipating a
visit to the US sooner or later, began to think a bit differently,
not because of any specific animosity towards the American
public, but rather assumptions that:
1. It would be more difficult than previously to obtain a US visa.
2. Even if a visa were secured, the likelihood of being turned
away at the port of entry would increase.
3. Whatever anti-Mexican sentiment and bigotry there existed
in the US somehow became legitimized. Mexicans are less
inclined than previously to spend their money in the US.
So US currency has lost its shine. Credit cards have their
downfalls. That leaves us with Paypal, which is gradually
catching on throughout the state, and ATMs. Bring your cards
that enable withdrawals at Mexican ATMs. Notify your home
bank before your visit, and consider increasing your maximum
withdrawal amount and number of times per week you can
access your cash. Bring at least two cards, since although it
happens rarely, ATMs have been known to eat and not
regurgitate debit and credit cards. Consider opening an
account at your home bank that, in exchange for maintaining
a modest minimum monthly balance,
does not charge a fee for ATM withdrawals from foreign banks.
Oaxacan banks charge as little as 30.74 pesos per withdrawal,
a bargain as long as you remember to withdraw the occasional
larger sum rather than frequently small amounts.
Yes, not using your credit card means no points, but remember
that the amount you'll be spending here in Oaxaca in the end
won't mean a tinker's dam.
Alvin Starkman operates Mezcal Educational
Excursions of Oaxaca

www.mezcaleducationaltours.com
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Carlos Ruiz Zafón
By Julie Etra

C

arlos Ruiz Zafón is a Spanish writer, born in
Barcelona in 1964 but based in Los Angeles since
1994. His books have been published in 40
languages.

I am on my fourth Zafón book El laberinto
de los espíritus (Labyrinth of the Spirits),
the most recent in the series 'El
cementerio de los libros olvidados' (The
Cemetery of Forgotten Books). These four
gothic, fantastical books are within
themselves a type of labyrinth since they
are all interconnected, with complex
multiple layers and re-occurring
characters. Within the multiple plots, the
central theme or focus is the cemetery of
forgotten books, which exists in a hidden
world below the streets of Barcelona, the
main setting for all of these novels. They are mystery and
detective books, books about books, bookstores, booksellers,
writers, readers, and even book burners, and encounters with
evil forces in the city. Set in Barcelona from the 1930s during
the Spanish Civil War through the 1950s, the series goes back
and forth though time. Incredible research and detail allow the
reader to get a distinct feel, picture, and even smell of
Barcelona during those decades; the cafés, the trams, the
coffee, the serrano ham, the street lights, the prisons. Even a
Spanish-speaking reader may need a dictionary at hand to
translate and understand out-of -date objects from a previous
era. Well-developed and complex characters keep the reader’s
interest and attention. If you read these books and then travel
to Barcelona, you get a very different sense of the city, as I did a
few years ago after reading La Sombra del Viento (The Shadow
of the Wind). As stated by Zafón, “Barcelona is a very old city in
which you can feel the weight of history; it is haunted by
history. You cannot walk around it without perceiving it.” We
had to stay on the Ramblas.
.

“Every book, every volume you
see here, has a soul. The soul of
the person who wrote it and of
those who read it and lived and
dreamed with it. Every time a
book changes hands, every time
someone runs his eyes down its
pages, its spirit grows and
strengthens.”
Carlos Ruiz Zafón,
The Shadow of the Wind

Prior to writing La Sombra del Viento in 2001, he was known as
an author of children's books. According to Zafón, he was
unusual in his family and did not develop his love for reading
from his parents or siblings. As a child, he was fascinated by
storytelling. He read everything, comic books, classics,
mysteries.
As an adult, influences on his work have included 19th century
classics, noir authors, crime fiction, and contemporary
writers. Not a surprise. According to interviews, another large
influence comes from film and screenwriting. He has said he
finds it easier to visualize scenes cinematically, which lends
itself to the graphic worlds and complex characters and
settings he creates. Specific literary influences include Dumas,
Balzac, Dickens, Benito Pérez Galdós, Eduardo Mendoza, and
Arturo Pérez-Reverte. I must say I had never heard of Galdós,
Mendoza, or Pérez-Reverte until I started reading about Zafón;
they were/are all Spanish writers. Time to broaden my
horizons!
If this kind of novel interests you, I suggest you listen to this
interview: http://www.goodreads.com/videos/86208-

interview-with-carlos-ruiz-zaf

Mezcal
Educational Excursions of Oaxaca TM/MR
While in the state capital, learn about this century's
most coveted spirit by spending a day with recognized
authority Alvin Starkman. Visit rural artisanal
distilleries (palenques) using both ancestral clay pot
and traditional copper stills. For novices and
aficionados alike. Sample throughout your excursion
with no obligation to buy.

www.mezcaleducationaltours.com
mezcaleducationaltours@hotmail.com
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Luis Alberto Urrea
By Marcia Chaiken

T

he selection of Luis Alberto Urrea as
my favorite Spanish-language author
was not made after careful
deliberation. In fact, I surprised
myself as I blurted out his name at The
Eye meeting when we were asked to nominate
authors. Only afterwards I wondered why I
hadn't said Carlos Ruiz Zafón, whose mystical
books were an obsession for years. Or, why
hadn't Isabel Allende come to mind, since for
decades I've immediately bought her enchanting
novels while the ink is still hot on the page. There
are so many deeper, more philosophical authors
from Spain and Latin America than Urrea,
including Gabriel García Márquez whose
engrossing One Hundred Years of Solitude was
published exactly 50 years ago.
So why did I spontaneously select Urrea?
Perhaps because I had just recently discovered
his books; first, Into the Beautiful North and then
The Hummingbird's Daughter. I binge-read the
former on my Kindle and listened to the latter on
my waterproof MP3 player as I exercised in the
pool. Some days, I became so wrapped up in the
Daughter saga that I was oblivious to time
passing until I was totally waterlogged. But
Urrea grabbed my mind and tongue for three
more important reasons.
First, his life, like much of mine has been
binational, with one foot firmly planted in Mexico
and one foot in the U.S. As his books reflect,
Urrea, who was born in Tijuana in 1955 and
spent his childhood on both sides of the border,
clearly sees and describes the flaws in both
countries but also the beauty of the brash
American world and the chauvinistic yet sweet
paternalism of Mexico.
His father, a Mexicano, called him “Luis“ and
spoke to him in Spanish. His mother, an American, called him
“Louis” and only used English. Not surprising, Urrea's books
are a mix of English and Spanish...a delight for someone who
struggles to read long texts in Spanish. Although he graduated
from the University of California, San Diego, with a degree in
creative writing, and completed graduate studies at the
University of Colorado at Boulder, like many young authors,
Urrea struggled to be recognized sufficiently to be able to
devote himself to his art. To support himself, he worked as a
translator and social worker in Tijuana but continued writing
whenever he could.
His first book, Across the Wire, remained unpublished for
many years. Although the book eventually won awards, Urrea
was told that the subject of the U.S.-Mexican border was of no
interest and therefore a poor investment for a publishing
house. (How times have changed!)
Seeking advice from a UCSD faculty member who had
recognized his talent and encouraged him to write, he learned
that his mentor had been offered a job at Harvard.
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The idea of surrounding himself with major
literary figures both dead and alive in the
Boston area so appealed to Urrea that he begged
his professor to find him a job at Harvard – any
job – a job as a janitor would be appreciated. He
was surprised when a request arrived from
Harvard for his resume and was deeply
impressed that even janitors at Harvard needed
to submit curriculum vitae. And of course, he
was overjoyed when the job turned out to be a
position teaching creative writing.
His
academic career was launched and, fortunately
for his readers, he was paid enough to
concentrate on his writing.
The second major reason the name Urrea
immediately came forth is no doubt due to his
extraordinary story-telling ability. I am a
trained Jewish story teller and part of my
rationale for studying for years to learn the art
was to be able to pass on the stories that were
part of my childhood and deeply rooted in the
lives of my family for generations. Urrea's
motivation seems to be the same – to pass on the
rich stories of the different branches of his
family: Basque, Mexican, Irish and American.
The Hummingbird's Daughter brings to life the
folklore, myths, beliefs, and unbelievable lives
of his Mexican great grandparents and their
family. The main and extremely complex
multidimensional character, Teresita, was
Urrea's great aunt; although he heard stories
about her for many years as a child, he thought
the stories were family fables until he was an
adult. In the book, Urrea, as a great storyteller,
weaves her tale into the context of major
migrations and revolutions in Mexico. In
retrospect, I believe that listening to the book
read by Urrea himself, rather than reading it in
black and white, provided a palette of color that
enhanced the experience.
Finally, Urrea is one of the few authors that evokes, often
simultaneously, laughter and tears. He has described his
work as “the saddest comedies or the funniest tragedies,”
which pretty well captures readers' reactions. I'm usually a
very quiet reader, but while reading Into the Beautiful North, I
found myself laughing out loud and uproariously.
The
premise of the novel itself is so funny – three teenage girls and a
gay cafe owner from Tres Camarones/Three Shrimps (actually
based on the town of Rosario, Sinaloa) decide to sneak over the
Mexico/U.S. border to find their own Magnificent Seven
Mexicanos and convince them to return to Mexico to save their
village from banditos. While the antics of the characters are
hilarious, Urrea's description of the poverty in Tijuana and the
desperate attempts to cross the border are heartbreaking. So I
cried.
I'm looking forward to reading two more of Urrea's novels,
Queen of America and In Search of Snow. And when I finish
those, I'll turn to his nonfiction and poetry. Who knows? The
next time I'm in Chicago, I may even audit one of the creative
writing classes he teaches at the University of Illinois, Chicago.
One thing for sure – it may have been impulsive, but not a
mistake, to nominate Urrea as my favorite Spanish-language
author.

Leonardo Padura: Cuba's Leading Man of Literature
By Carole Reedy

M

ore than fifty years ago a
rag-tag band of
insurgents, led by Fidel
Castro, surprised the
world with the success of
their political revolution in Cuba. Little
did they (or anyone else) know their
takeover of the Batista government would
put Cuba in world headlines for years to
come.
Cuba has always been something of a
mystery, from a playground for the
masafios and the revolution to the
current-day changes since the death of El
Comandante. The small island of 11,000
inhabitants has gifted the world with
numerous artists despite periods of
economic depression. Many came from
sport and music cultures. Dancers
throughout the world have been
influenced by the innovative ballet of
Carlos Acosta (I highly recommend his
rags-to-riches personal story, No Way
Home, published in 2007). Musicians Desi
Arnez and Xavier Cugat, as well as
baseball players Jose Canseco, Tony
Perez, and El Duque (Orlando Hernandez)
have given the world many hours of
enjoyment.
And while Cuba garners much attention,
few readers are likely aware of the novels
and essays of the island's 62-year-old
Leonardo Padura. Several factors have
sparked well-deserved interest in his
works over the past two years. A recent
Netflix screen offering of Padura's quartet of novels--Four
Seasons in Havana--has garnered him significant attention.
The four popular novels, Havana Blue (Pasado perfecto),
Havana Gold (Vientos de cuaresma), Havana Red (Mascaras),
and Havana Black (Paisaje de otoño) and their protagonist, the
wannabe writer-cum-detective Inspector Mario Conde, have
won the hearts of lovers of the genre the world over.
Even more significant, however, is that Padura has taken the
detective/crime story genre and created serious literary novels
from it while giving the reader a glimpse of the Cuban society he
knows so well.
The Man Who Loved Dogs
The book that brought real international acclaim to Padura is
The Man Who Loved Dogs. The talk of the town in the Spanishlanguage community in 2009, it was translated and published
in English in 2014. In it, Padura weaves the lives of Leon
Trotsky, his assassin Ramon Mercader, and the obsessive
dictator Stalin into a novel that takes us across the globe, from
Russia and Spain to France, Mexico, and Cuba during and
after the Russian Revolution and the Spanish Civil War.

The geographical, political, and philosophical
range of this 700-page novel is breathtaking,
and the structure provides a fast-paced
framework for its story.
In 2012, Padura won Cuba's National Prize for
Literature; then in 2015, he was awarded the
Premio Príncipe de Asturias de las Letras,
Iberoamerica's equivalent of the Nobel Prize for
literature.

Heretics
Padura's English-speaking fans are eager to
read his newly translated novel, Heretics. Once
again, Padura takes us on a time and place
journey--from 17th-century Amsterdam to
present-day Cuba and London—as his wellloved detective Mario Conde (from the quartet
series) assists in the mystery surrounding a
Rembrandt masterpiece.
Padura's strength as a writer lies in his
characterizations. In The Man Who Loved Dogs
he even manages to evoke sympathy for a
villain, and his Cuban characters shed light on
life in Cuba today.

Padura was born in Havana in 1955 and has
seen many changes. He suffered real economic
hardship in the '90s but continues to live in the
barrio in which he was born. He does not write
directly about Cuban politics, though Spanish
and Russian politics certainly play a part of
The Man Who Loved Dogs.

In an interview with Mario Vizcaíno Serrat for Mexico City's
newspaper La Razon, Padura states, “I am not interested in
turning literature into a platform for political denunciation.
Literature has to take advantage of other possibilities. If you
are a writer you have to control the politics so that it is not an
element that vitiates the literary work.” In the same interview,
Padura explains the reason he didn't leave Cuba, even in the
most difficult times during the '90s. Of that time he says,
“such an adverse situation could be beneficial to my work.
What I did was write like crazy to not go crazy. And between
1990 and 1995 I wrote three novels and an essay about
Carpentier.”

To know more about Padura in his role as a Cuban writer, his
thoughts about the island and the world, as well as a bit about
Hemingway, you will want to read his selected essays that
appear in Yo Quisiera ser Paul Auster. Although I don't believe
it's been translated into English, it's written in highly readable
Spanish for those for whom it is a second language. The final
essay bears the name of the book's title, and it's not surprising
that many admirers of Padura are also lovers of Paul Auster's
gifts of genius to the literary community.
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Art, Protests, and Parties
By Jon Darby

O

axaca has me
hooked. What started
as a last minute 10day getaway from the
UK winter turned into
a 2-month love affair - ending only
to return home to London for
Christmas. On day 9 of my 10-day
break, I made the call to my boss in
London. “I'm sorry but I can't come
back. It's not you, it's me. I've fallen
in love with somewhere else”
I came to Oaxaca by accident really.
With a couple of weeks off work at
short notice, I looked at my options
and found I had a friend in Mexico
City for the DÍa de los Muertos
celebrations. That's another story
of its own, but after a weekend in
DF I flew to Oaxaca City. To be
clear, I was ignorant of the place. I
didn't know it was the home of
Mezcal. I didn't know its colourful
political history. And I didn't know
it was the inspiration for the
popular UK restaurant chain
Wahaca, which changed the name
phonetically for the local market
(perhaps you didn't know that
either?).
There's so much to be impressed
with. I could start with the staff of
the airline that flew me there, of
which all that held mainly static
positions were wheelchair users
(what a great policy!). Or the food
and world class restaurants, about
which much is written. Or the
comparably cheap cost of living for
North Americans and Europeans,
also well documented. But I'm no
retiree (I'm 31 years old), and what's really struck me is
something harder to explain - the vibe of the place, the way life
is lived. Oaxacans appreciate that life is something to be
enjoyed and bettered. This manifests itself in art, parties, and
protests.
Within hours of arriving in the city I was confronted by a
women's rights rally, headed for the zocalo, or main square.
The group of mostly young women were carrying signs about
abortion, domestic violence, and the importance of schooling
for women. They were in fine voice, chanting a strong rhythm,
and making sure everyone could hear. It made for quite an
impactful introduction to the city.
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Later in my trip, during one of the
journeys I made through the
mountains between the beach and the
city, my minibus was stopped at the
end of a long queue of traffic being
held up by a roadblock. Everyone got
off the minibus with their luggage in
the middle of nowhere - well, just
outside Ejutla, to be precise. Some
people turned back, but I walked the
kilometre or two up to the blockade
and then between the lines of riot
police. A group of protesting farmers
had left a dead pig and a number of
parked trucks on the road. While this
was all highly unusual for me, I had
no trouble catching another bus on
the other side of the police line and
continuing my journey to the city.
From chatting to a local guy on the
second bus I learned these protests
were due to upcoming local elections.
My intention here is not to paint a
dangerous picture and actually, the
protests I witnessed were very goodnatured. But I live in the UK, where
most people's idea of political
engagement is moaning on Facebook
about their morning train delay, or
occasionally sharing an anti-war
news article on social media, long
after an invasion has already been
approved by Parliament. (That's preTrump era anyway. It will be
interesting to see what happens as
people become more polarised.) So I
found the level of local political
activity in Oaxaca to be incredibly
enlivening and inspirational.
The engagement doesn't start or end
with direct action. The Oaxacans
express themselves artistically in impressive numbers everyone seems to be an artist, and there are galleries on every
corner. I was in Oaxaca before and during the recent US
election, and the amount of art depicting Donald Trump (in a
pejorative manner, you may not be surprised to learn) was
notable.
When I made that call to my boss I had thought I might
backpack down into Guatemala, but Oaxaca just kept on
giving and I never made it out of the state. As mentioned I made
the trip from the city to the coast more than once, exploring the
hills in-between. One of those trips was to catch the annual
Jazz festival in Mazunte - a town recently designated by the
government as “Pueblo Magico”, and with good reason.

I'm a hardened festival goer around the UK and Europe - a
regular at Glastonbury, tiny Cornish folk festivals, and many
in-between. But everything I've ever thought was missing at
those festivals was right there in Mazunte. In Portugal I've
wondered why they put the stage in a car park rather than one
of the beautiful beaches. Well in Mazunte the stage was right
there on the beach. You could hear the music whether you were
standing in front of the stage, playing in the surf, or swimming
in the sea. In the UK I've wondered why nobody is enterprising
enough to come and sell beers in the crowd so you don't have to
queue for hours. Step forward Mazunte. The food, of course,
was fantastic - it's like Mexican food was designed for festivals.
Well, fiestas anyway - I think it probably was.
And the music itself was not just traditional jazz. It was
everything from pop to forward thinking electro-fusion with a
progressive political agenda, as well as performing arts. At
times I could feel revolution in the air, but all the while couldn't
have been more relaxed. On a perfectly clear day and night, I
had one of the best festival experiences of my life. By midnight,
with a minimal backing of house-music, you could see the
curvature of the earth from looking at the sky. Each of the stars
that completely filled it glittered like a multi-coloured disco ball
until a perfectly semi-circular and orange moon rose to wash
them away.
And this was a family festival, with children and old people
everywhere. There was something for everyone and space for
everyone to enjoy it. There was no exclusivity, and no
prejudice, which is an observation that follows perfectly from
my experience of Oaxaca as a whole. You are welcome - come
and enjoy with us.

There's a sense of common bond and understanding that
permeates social interactions. If you speak Spanish it helps
enormously of course. I already spoke a little, but also took
some lessons with Yolanda at the ICC Spanish School, while
staying at Casa Frida in the same building - highly
recommended. Whether you're buying a coffee or hailing a taxi,
the common niceties of saying hello and good morning are
never forgotten and make a certain connection. As a tourist, it
takes you a long way to start paying attention to that. Without
making it, doors will remain closed to you.
In some of the galleries in Oaxaca City, if you see a piece of art
you like, express interest, and make the common connection,
you might be invited back later to talk directly with the artist
about their work. If you end up buying a piece in this way, the
transaction has a lot more meaning for all involved. If you go
out for dinner and connect with your fellow diners, you are just
as likely to be invited to party until dawn in a house in the hills
as anyone that's lived there for years.
And then there's mezcal - the spirit of Mexico. My discovery of
this amazing drink is yet another whole story in itself. But for
the purposes of this article, suffice to say if you tour the
palenques around Oaxaca and fail to make the common
connection, don't expect to come away with the best mezcal.
This sacred spirit is something to be shared with the
connected, not just sold to the highest bidder. This multifaceted and historical drink requires much discovery, and it
has enthralled me to the point that I now plan to go home to the
UK and open a London-based mezcaleria - which, of course,
will require an on-going and deepening connection with
enchanting Oaxaca.

Zama
Review by Jan Chaiken

T

he novel Zama by Antonio di
Benedetto is a cult classic in
Argentina and widely regarded
in literary circles as a
masterpiece of Spanishlanguage writing. The 50th anniversary of
the publication of Zama was celebrated
with a festival in Buenos Aires in 2006. But
in the U.S., Canada, and even in Mexico,
many of the most enthusiastic readers of
Spanish-language novels have not heard
of Zama. Americans and Canadians are
probably unaware of the novel because its
English edition first appeared in 2016.
You can now buy a Kindle edition in
English.
If you prefer the original
language and are connected to the internet
inside Mexico, you will find you can
download free e-book editions in Spanish,
in various formats including PDF.
Author di Benedetto lived in Mendoza,
Argentina, which even in the time period
covered by the novel (the late 18th century)
was already famous for its Malbec wine.
However, he set the novel in Asunción, now
the capital of Paraguay but around 1790 a
backwater outpost of the Spanish empire.
The author had read Kafka in 1955, the
year before writing Zama, and the powerful
impact this had on his writing is evident
from its existentialist elements. The novel
may be described as magical realism, a
genre that many associate with the later
work of the Columbian writer Gabriel
García Márquez, who published One Hundred Years of Solitude
50 years ago.
Another feature of Zama must have played a role in its eventual
acclaim: it presages events in the life of the author 20 years
after publication. As a result of Argentina's Dirty War, di
Benedetto was imprisoned during 1976 and 1977, tortured,
and nearly executed. In this dark period of Argentina's history,
many artists, writers, intellectuals and leftist activists were
targeted by the government, and an estimated 30,000
disappeared in circumstances still unknown to this day.
Zama's fictional experiences of exile and maltreatment in
1790-1799 were perceived by reviewers as exemplifying and
illuminating events that occurred decades after the novel was
written. In a similar phenomenon in the U.S., the novel 1984
by George Orwell became a sudden bestseller after the 2016
election of Donald Trump as President.
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Di Benedetto's entire novel is narrated from
the point of view of Diego de Zama. Its three
chapters, entitled simply “1790,” “1794” and
“1799,” are separated from each other by
impenetrable gaps, lacking barely a word
about what happened in between. Indeed,
even at the start of the novel we are
immersed in Zama's life without any of the
customary asides to the reader about who
the protagonist and other characters are and
what events led to the current situation. The
reader gradually fills in the details, including
the location of the narrator, from hints such
as descriptions of the river port and how
ships arrive there. The protagonist is posted
in a place far from his wife and children, who
we have to presume are in Mendoza from the
distances and directions described.
Working out these kinds of details becomes
uncertain when readers begin to realize that
Zama has hallucinations and visions with no
relation to reality. Sometimes di Benedetto
enmeshes readers in a web of anxiety of their
own, partially because Zama is portrayed as
anxious and confused, but partially because
they cannot quite figure out whether his
worries have any factual basis.
Zama is providing income for his family and
plotting regularly to return to them, or move
with them to a more hospitable location, but
alas we never meet his wife or their children.
His destiny rests with the King of Spain, but
Zama constructs elaborate plots to influence
the king through various functionaries who
are in the line of command above him or who may have an
appointment to see the king for unrelated reasons. Through a
combination of incompetence and passivity, Zama makes no
progress on his dreams. Infatuated with a view of his past and
future self-importance, Zama behaves somewhat
imperialistically but, in fact, is dependent on underlings and
commoners due to the unpredictable nature of shipments from
Spain that may contain his salary in gold coins, or maybe only
payments for others.
Zama calls himself an Americano, which for that time period
meant a person of pure Spanish blood who was born in the
Americas (now we say criollo). This placed him lower in the
governmental hierarchy than people born in Spain and posted
to the Americas. The novel astonishes with its focus on the
details of racial parentage of characters, including different
degrees of parentage from the indigenous population (“Indian”)
or from Africa.

At first it seems that Zama's frequent use of Spanish names for
all these distinct demographic subgroups (some of which
translate poorly or not at all into modern English) must reflect
the common parlance of his society. But then it turns out that
Zama himself is just obsessed with status; he is criticized by
his companions for his insistence on socializing with certain
people. In particular he gets in trouble for insisting on having
relations only with white women, which readily fits in with his
idiosyncratic notion of fidelity to his wife. As his liaisons may
be unconsummated or imaginary, or the white women he
pursues may not actually exist, the inconsistencies between
his principles and his actions are of little importance.
Zama has a remarkable capacity to distinguish between
himself at one time and at a later time, or between himself in
different roles. He has specific titles or nicknames for himself
in the past or in the imagined future. A person who works for
him, Fernández, loans Zama some money. Zama rationalizes
the situation in this way: “[The loan] had been made to Don
Diego de Zama, and not to Asesor Letrado,” who is Zama with
his work title. Despite the rigid time structure of the chapters
of the book, Zama lives in a fluid temporal frame alongside
other versions of himself.
If this summary intrigues you, and you can read Spanish, read
the book in Spanish. The translation lacks the richness and
unique stylistic aspects of the Spanish, which are probably the
main features making the novel a classic in Argentina. But the
translation is a serious and scholarly effort. The informative
preface by Esther Allen, the translator, shows how deeply she
immersed herself in the lives of di Benedetto and Zama. Or, you
can skip reading the novel in Spanish or English and wait to
see the soon-to-be-released movie Zama, directed by the
Argentinian Lucretia Martel.

La Guelaguetza
By Frances Lopez

T

he word 'guelaguetza' comes from the Zapotec
meaning to "help each other in the constraints that
the individual alone cannot cope with”. Most
indigenous communities maintain solidarity and
mutual support as one of their most important
values. More than a habit, it is an attitude for life.
The guelaguetza, also known as Lunes del Cerro, has come to
be a festival full of color and culture in the heart of Oaxaca,
Oaxaca City. The origin of these festivities goes back to the
Zapotec tribute to the corn god Ceneteotl and the goddess of
the 'elote' (tender corn), Xilonen. To honor these gods, the
Zapotecs performed ritual dances and meals.
Each year they would travel to the 'Cerro Tutelar' (or the 'Cerro
Guardián', the Hill of the Guardian Protector) to offer human
sacrifice, dances, songs and meals to the corn gods. In Oaxaca,
originally Huaxyacac meaning 'the hill in the nose of the
huajes', the celebrations and rituals took place in what is
known today as 'Cerro del Fortín'. The Aztecs settled at the top
of this hill in 1486, giving origin to what is Oaxaca City today.
During the Spanish conquest and evangelization, these
festivities changed. The Spanish colonizers saw how the
indigenous would travel each year to visit el Cerro de Fortín
and decided to combine the pre-Hispanic festival with their
celebration of the Virgin of Carmen. It was established that the
party would be held the first Monday after July 16, it would
continue the first Monday after that date, eight days later.
Because of this, the festival was called Lunes del Cerro.
With Oaxaca's large indigenous population (over 50%), the
culture remains strong, with more than 300,000 people
speaking a native language. Today the festival is still very much
alive, this year taking place on July 17th and 24th, with many
side events in between.
In this celebration, folk groups of the eight regions of the state
participate:
The Coast
Cañada
Tuxtepec
Mixteca
Sierra Sur
Sierra Norte
Central Valleys
Isthmus

Nail Salon
Hands & Feet

Each region presents a sample of its cultural heritage through
dances performed to the sound of music and songs that are
their own, wearing gala dress from their respective villages. At
the end, each group distributes its offering, comprising things
characteristic of the region, to the public.
The Guelaguetza has become a notable tourist attraction, but
because of its deep cultural meaning and importance to the
native peoples of Oaxaca, tourism has taken on an important
role in the continuing survival of the culture and its customs.
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Pablo Neruda
By Kary Vannice

In my sky at twilight you are like a cloud
and your form and colour are the way I love them.
You are mine, mine, woman with sweet lips
and in your life my infinite dreams live.
The lamp of my soul dyes your feet,
the sour wine is sweeter on your lips,
oh reaper of my evening song,
how solitary dreams believe you to be mine!
You are mine, mine, I go shouting it to the afternoon's
wind, and the wind hauls on my widowed voice.
Huntress of the depth of my eyes, your plunder
stills your nocturnal regard as though it were water.
You are taken in the net of my music, my love,
and my nets of music are wide as the sky.
My soul is born on the shore of your eyes of mourning.
In your eyes of mourning the land of dreams begin.
Pablo Neruda

I wish I could remember the first Pablo Neruda poem I ever read
… Was it the one that starts …
“I crave your mouth, your voice, your hair. Silent and starving,
I prowl through the streets. Bread does not nourish me, dawn
disrupts me, all day. I hunt for the liquid measure of your steps
…”?
Or was it the one that ends …
“ … My words rained over you, stroking you. A long time I have
loved the sunned mother-of-pearl of your body. Until I even
believe that you own the universe … ”?
I simply can't remember which of his poems first captured my
attention. But I do remember feeling as though his passion
seemed to rain down the page, at times a gentle mist, still
others a torrential deluge. I envisioned each drop finding its
way though his matrix of words, lines, and stanzas, some
getting caught in upturned letters, then brimming over and
spilling out onto the next line.
For me, Neruda's use of words evokes an imagery that is
unparalleled by any other poet or author.
Pablo Neruda, born Ricardo Eliécer Neftalí Reyes Basoalto in
Parral, Chile, in 1904, had a special way of seeing the world
and describing it. As a child, it is said, he didn't just see objects,
but also the name of the object when he looked out into the
world. When looking up into a tree, he saw the words, leaf,
branch, bark, flower, pollen … If a bee passed by, he saw the
word bee drifting above the ground, or landing on a flower.
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It's no wonder he became known as a poet at the age of 10 and
was working for a literary magazine publishing poems and
articles at the age of 13.
Pablo Neruda is arguably one of the most accomplished poets
of the 20th century. Throughout his life, he wrote and
published thousands of poems and other works. He is best
known for is passionate love poems. His most famous work,
Veinte poemas de amor y una canción desesperada (Twenty
poems of love and a desperate song), was published when he
was just 20 years old.
Clearly Neruda expressed a passion for life from a very early
age, but if you're wondering why you may never have heard of
Pablo Neruda, it could be that his passion extended beyond the
literary world into the political one.
During his lifetime, Neruda occupied many diplomatic posts,
nearly all of them related to his devotion to the Communist
Party and radical leftist politics.
At the age of 23, he served in his first diplomatic post, but it
wasn't until his post in Spain, in his early thirties, during the
Spanish Civil War that he became intensely interested in
politics and enchanted with the “collective obligation.” Much of
his writing during this period was influenced by his ardent
belief in the Communist way.
In his late thirties, Neruda was appointed to a special post in
Mexico City. Upon arriving, he described his first impressions:
“The intellectual life of Mexico was dominated by painting.
These Mexican painters were covering the city with history and
geography, making their presence felt in civic life, with
iron‐clad polemics.”

His artistry and political views quickly found him with the likes
of Pablo Picasso, Diego Rivera, Frida Kahlo, and David Alfaro
Siqueiros, whom he later helped to flee Mexico for Chile after he
was accused of being a co-conspirator in the assassination of
Leon Trotsky.

Garbage Boats
By Jane Bauer

In 1943 Neruda left Mexico to return to Chile. There, as he did
throughout his life, he continued his double life as poet and
political activist, simultaneously publishing poetry and
serving the Communist Party agenda. His artistic side would
write poetry that would read, “I love you between shadow and
soul. I love you as the plant that hasn't bloomed yet, and
carries hidden within itself the light of flowers. I love you
without knowing how, or when, or from where.”
While his political side would write poems like, “I wrote about
weather and water I described mourning and its purple
character, I wrote about the sky and the apple, now I write
about Stalingrad … I put my heart where I please. I do not feed
on exhausted paper, basted with ink and with the inkpot. I was
born to sing to Stalingrad.”

In 1971, Neruda won the Nobel Prize for Literature (despite
strong opposition because of his past political ties). The award
read, “for a poetry that with the action of an elemental force
brings alive a continent's destiny and dreams."
As much as Pablo Neruda used his gift of literary prose to woo
women, he used it to woo men to his political agenda.
In 1973, in the days leading up to the political coup d'état by
right-wing Augusto Pinochet, when Pablo's house and grounds
were searched by Chilean forces, he famously remarked to the
armed soldiers, "Look around—there's only one thing of danger
for you here—poetry."
It was that “poetry” that would lead to his suspicious death a
short time later.
In 1973, Pablo was undergoing treatment for cancer. On
September 23rd, while at a local hospital, just days after
Pinochet had forcibly taken control of the country, Neruda was
injected with a suspicious substance and died 6½ hours later.
Many believe Pinochet ordered the injection because Neruda
was rumored to have scheduled a flight to Mexico where it was
said he was planning to lead a government in exile that would
denounce Pinochet.
Neruda's political affiliation essentially painted his works
“red," and many have refused to acknowledge his brilliance on
a purely literary level. New York Times Book Review critic
Selden Rodman said, “No writer of world renown is perhaps so
little known to North Americans as Chilean poet Pablo
Neruda.”
Which is a shame, because while Neruda's poems when read in
Spanish take on a transcendent quality, even when translated
into English they embody the passion of a man who was
unshakable in his commitment to living life to the fullest, in
both his private and political life.
Perhaps the American poet Mark Strand summed it up best
when he said, “There is something about Neruda—about the
way he glorifies experience, about the spontaneity and
directness of his passion—that sets him apart from other
poets. It is hard not to be swept away by the urgency of his
language, and that's especially so when he seems swept away.”

I

love this idea! A contest to construct an ecological raft with
recycled materials was held in Puerto Escondido on June
10th, 2017. This event was organized by the Escuela
Preparatoria Federal por Cooperación Puerto Escondido, with
the objective of creating awareness about the damage that is
being caused by garbage to the environment, mainly plastic
wastes. It also challenged students to put into action
knowledge acquired in the classroom and was an effective team
building exercise.
This is the seventh year that this event has taken place. Seven
boats made of plastic containers, canvas, sacks and unicel,
among other materials, competed. Awards were given for
design, recycling and speed.
Winners:
Best Design: Team Marin
Best use of recycled Materials: Sensei8
Speed: Miami’s 30
If you are interested in stealing
this brilliant and fun idea for a
Huatulco activity, please keep
me posted! Maybe something
involving wine bottles ... :)
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Calendar
July 1st
Canada Day

July 4th
Indepence Day
USA

On the Coast Recurring Events:
AA Meetings:
English AA 6pm, Puerto Escondido Cafecito Rinconada,
Every Thursday
English Al-Anon 4:30pm, Puerto Escondido Cafecito
Rinconada, Every Saturday
Weekly Markets
Pochutla Market- Every Monday
July
Saturday, July 1st
Huatulco’s Organic Market Santa Cruz 8am-2pm
Saturday, July 15th
Huatulco’s Organic Market Santa Cruz 8am-2pm
Sunday, July 30th
Encuentro de Cocineros - Local cooks gather with
sample dishes to raise money for local charities.
2pm Santa Cruz 100 pesos

Full Moon
July 9th

Guelaguetza
17 & 24 July

Oaxaca City Recurring Events:
AA Meetings (English)
Daily - Monday and Thursday - 7 pm
Also Saturday at 1 pm - All 12 step groups welcome.
518 Colon
Religious Services
Holy Trinity Anglican Episcopal Church Sundays 11 am
Crespo 211 (between Morelos and Matamoros)
Liturgy followed by coffee hour. Information 951-5143799
Religious Society of Quaker Friends Meeting, Saturdays
10 am Free. All are welcome. For more information and
location, contact: janynelyons@hotmail.com
Weekly Markets
Etla Market, Every Wednesday
Tlacolula Market, Every Sunday
Biking
Oaxaca is More Beautiful on a Bicycle, Wednesday, Friday,
Saturday & Sunday - 9 to 10:30 pm Free, Meet in front of
Santo Domingo Church
Rental bicycles available at Mundo Ceiba, Quintana Roo
2011
You must bring a passport or Oaxacan credentials. They
have tandems, too!
Ethnobotanical Garden Tours in English
Weekly - Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday - 11 am $100
pesos. Entrance Reforma and Constitutión.
Bridge
Tuesday Bridge Game at Oaxaca Lending Library, Pino
Suarez 519, $20 pesos, no partner necessary, starting at
1:00PM
Garden Club
Monthly - 1st Wednesday Free
The Oaxaca Garden Club is dedicated to: learning, sharing
and education about gardening, agriculture and nature,
primarily in Oaxaca. To receive the monthly notices of
a c t i v i t i e s ,
s e n d
a n
e m a i l
t o
oaxaca.garden.club@gmail.com
Hiking
Weekly - Tuesday & Friday 9 am - November thru March
Minimal cost for transportation. Hoofing It In Oaxaca
(http://www.hoofingitinoaxaca.com/) is a program of
weekly hikes for adventurous gringos who hanker to
explore this part of Mexico on foot. Reservations required.
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Tour to Teotitlán del Valle
Weekly - Thursday and Saturday - 9 to 5 pm $750 pesos
Instituto Cultural Oaxaca, Av. Benito Juárez 909
Travel, Learn, Fight Poverty. Fundación En Via
(www.envia.org/)

Chiles&Chocolate
Cooking Classes
Huatulco, Oaxaca

The best way to learn about a culture is through its food.
CLASS DESCRIPTIONS
TUESDAY- By the Sea
-Ceviche
-Oven Roasted Shrimp Seasoned
-Baja-style Fish Tacos
-Shrimp Mousse
-Michelada with Clamato
WEDNESDAY- Mama’s Kitchen
-Black Mole- This is the most exquisite and
complicated Mexican salsa.
-Yellow Mole
-served with Rice and Chicken
-Mezcal Margarita
THURSDAY-Fiesta- Perfect recipes for
your next party!
-Poblano and Nopales Emapanadas
- Jicama Salad
-Beef Tamales in Corn Husk
-Rum Horchata

Chiles&Chocolate Cooking Classes offer a delicious culinary and
cultural experience that explore a variety of Southern Mexican
cuisine. Our hands-on classes ensure you will leave prepared to
recreate the dishes when you get home.
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·

Small Groups
Hands-on
Instruction in English
Recipe Manual
Free Gift Bag
Lunch and Drinks Included
All classes start at 9:30am
Transportation Included

Cost: $85 USD per person
Cooking Classes are 3-4 hours
Zimatan, Huatulco

Tel. 958 105 1671

Cel. 958 100 7339

chiles.chocolate@yahoo.com
www.huatulco-catering.com

FRIDAY- Street Food- A great intro to
Mexican Food.
-Salsas
-Handmade Tortillas
-2 types of soft tacos fillings
-Sopes
-Tlayudas
-Jamaica Margaritas

