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Juchitan Women

“Men are afraid that women will laugh at them.
Women are afraid that men will kill them.”
Margaret Atwood

M

arch 8th we will celebrate another International
Women’s Day. It is a global day celebrating the social,
economic, cultural and political achievements of
women and has been observed since the early 1900s. So just
how much have we accomplished in the past 100 years?
In 1920, women were granted the right to vote in the United
States. In Canada, most provinces had granted the right to
vote by 1922, with the exception of Québec, where women were
denied the vote until 1940. First Nations women did not earn
the right to vote until the 1960s. Today, despite the ‘right’ to
vote, many women globally do not have a voice in the politics
that affect their lives.
While we have seen more women in politics, corporate
positions and earning potential- although women still earn less
than men for the same work. There are still armies of women
around the globe who are single mothers, carrying the
emotional and financial burden for their families. Lack of
access to education, birth control and healthcare often make it
impossible for low-income women to change their situation.
While in the public sphere there has been a lot of legislation put
in place globally to protect women, most women still live with
the awareness of physical risk of being a woman. In Canada on
average, every six days a woman is killed by her intimate
partner. Internationally, “the primary victims of human
trafficking are women and girls, the majority of whom are
trafficked for the purpose of sexual exploitation. Traffickers
primarily target women because they are disproportionately
affected by poverty and discrimination, factors that impede
their access to employment, educational opportunities and
other resources” www.stopvaw.org.
But employment and wealth won’t necessarily protect women
from the violent culture we have created, as evidenced by this
year’s #metoo campaign.
So, while we are celebrating the past strides we have made,
both men and women, to create a better and just world, let's
acknowledge how much still needs to be done and the rough
road ahead.
See you next month,
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Interview with a Tehuana
By Brooke Gazer

T

he Isthmus of Tehuantepec is the
narrowest point in Mexico, but its
people may have the broadest minds
on the entire continent. Recently, I
was privileged to speak with the
owner of Bidaani, a shop on Calle Palo Verde.
Señora Maria de Lourdes Cristóbal Lopez is
from Juchitán and she specializes in dresses
typical of the region. When I commented that
the Tehuana costume is the most elaborate in
Mexico, she agreed. “Tehuantepec women are
specialists in embroidery and take exceptional
pride in their work.” Living in Huatulco, one
hears different versions about this matriarchal
society two hours south of Huatulco. Lourdes
dispelled a few of the myths, painting a softer
version compared to the stereotype of strong, overpowering
women who control their husbands.
Lourdes explained that in Juchitán, women are considered
equal to men, but they don't necessarily dominate. “It's a
partnership although it is usually the wife who initiates a
discussion about something important, like an addition to the
house or a major purchase. Both the husband and wife work
hard. Men do manual labor while women run the home and
commerce.” She described a lovely ritual that occurs during
the wedding ceremony. “The bride cups her hands in front of
her chest while the groom pours coins into them. This
symbolizes that he will always provide for her and her children,
and he gives her control of the family finances.”
Talk of weddings initiated a discussion
about the elaborate gold jewelry worn by
Tehuanas. Earrings, bracelets and
necklaces dangling a multitude of gold
coins are called lluvias de Monedas, or
'rains of coins'. An authentic gold set,
which might be valued at up to ten
thousand American dollars, is an integral
part of an Istmo wedding. Before the
ceremony, the bride's mother gives a set to
her daughter and the daughter presents it
to her new mother-in-law. Based on this,
Lourdes admitted that while daughters are wonderful, it is
financially easier to have sons. She has three sons, and has
received one from both of her daughters-in-law.
The Señora became a bit emotional however, as she explained
that most women currently wear what she referred to as
“fantasy coins”, and she showed me a sample of earrings that
she sells for $250 MEX. Pure gold coins are a show of wealth
and Tehuanas love to flaunt them at fiestas and other formal
occasions. But this is also a woman's security. In times of need,
these are transformed into cash, and months after
September's tragic earthquake, the lluvias de monedas worn in
Juchitan might glitter, but they are no longer made of gold.
When I asked her about the earthquake, the Señora smiled
wistfully. “Many people lost their homes, their businesses,
and all their possessions, but these are material things. What
is important is that we have our lives, we still have our health,
and we have food.”
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Lourdes appeared pragmatic about the
repercussions of September's earthquake.
“The government gave those who lost
everything about $12,000 MEX, only enough
to buy cement to begin a foundation for one or
two rooms. A foundation but no walls, no roof.
For now, people must make do with lamina
(often corrugated sheet steel) or perhaps a roll
of plastic. Many families are still living in the
Zócalo (main square), they have nothing.
Certainly we could use more help, but we are a
strong people and we will survive this.”
I couldn't resist asking about Juchitán's
unique custom of muxes (see The Eye,
February 2015, for more about muxes). Men
who dress as women seem to be accepted within the
community. It has been rumored that families without a
daughter may even encourage one son to become a girl, but
Lourdes refuted this. “I have three sons and no girls but none
of my sons are muxes. This is a boy's personal choice and most
mothers are saddened when their son makes this decision. It
means they will never give them grandchildren. We accept
what is cannot be altered. It is understood that some boys
prefer feminine things. This can be seen in how they play as
children but the decision to become a muxe is not made until
after puberty, possibly at sixteen or twenty.”
Long ago the people in Juchitán adopted a progressive way of
thinking that is still evolving within the first world. Women are
not only respected but play an equal role in family and
community decisions. They are more philosophical, and accept
whatever comes along, be it a gay son or a natural disaster.
They have learned to weather storms.
Brooke Gazer operates Agua Azul la Villa, an oceanview B&B in
Huatulco: www.bbaguaazul.com.
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Rogelia González Luis
By Julie Etra

J

uchitán de Zaragoza on
the Isthmus of
Tehuantepec is famous
throughout the world for
having a matriarchal
structure, where women are often
the heads of families. (The origin of
the word Juchitán is Xihitlán or
Ixtaxochiltlán, which means “place
of the flowers” in Náhuatl). Far
from causing conflict, this
structure is respected. The tecas,
as the women are called, begin to
work and support the household
from an early age. Teca is a fitting
term, and from the Greek means
“place where something is saved.”
After reading many articles on the
matriarchal nature of society in the
Isthmus, and Juchitán de
Zaragoza in particular, I decided to
focus on one particularly powerful
and well-known woman leader.
The life of Rogelia González Luis is
an inspiring story.
Rogelia González Luis is the founder of the Alianza Regional por
la Igualdad y la Justicia Simona Robles (Regional Alliance for
Justice and Equality Simona Robles), which is dedicated to
social justice and named after Simona Robles, who fought in
the Battle of Juchitán (September 5, 1866), part of the war that
brought French rule to an end. González is an indigenous
(Zapotec) feminist and defender of human rights. She is also
the founder of the nonprofit Grupo de Mujeres 8 de Marzo A.C.,
(you can find them on Facebook), whose main purpose is to
educate the public in an effort to reduce family and sexual
violence against indigenous women of the Isthmus.
González Luis has led a fascinating life and pursued an
impressive career. She was born in 1961 in the house of her
maternal grandparents in Juchitán, who raised her while her
mother moved to Salina Cruz and later to Tamaulipas for work.
She did not follow a pre-ordained role, as was presumed at the
time. In a recent interview she said, "Since I was a child I grew
up thinking that maybe my destiny, like many women, was to
stay at home helping their mothers, taking care of their
siblings, doing housework.” That was not to be her destiny, and
she completed studies equivalent to high school, also atypical
for girls of her generation. Her political ideology is left leaning,
and throughout her career she has supported women in the
fights for economic empowerment and against gender violence.
She started her nursing studies at night school in 1979 at the
age of 18, but ironically her father forbade her pursuit of this
discipline. She has a degree in early childhood education from
the National Pedagogic University at Tuxtepec and studied
legal rights at the Institute of Applied Sciences in Juchitán. In
the 1980s she met her inspiration, the teacher Julieta López
Jiménez, who had started a bilingual school
(Zapotec/Spanish). Bilingual education defined her career
during the 1980s and she taught Spanish and Zapotec to
preschool children on the Isthmus.

At about the same time that she
began her career as a teacher,
Rogelia González was invited to
participate in the Coalición Obrera
Campesina Estudiantil del Istmo de
Tehuantepec (Coalition of Student
Peasant Workers in the Isthmus,
COCEI), an organization identified
with Mexican socialism and
associated with the Party of the
Democratic Revolution (PRD) which
fights to elect leaders
democratically rather than
imposing them by appointment. In
the COCEI, she specifically fought
for women to have more power in
decision-making and not just serve,
which was customary at the time
In 1999, at age 38, she founded the
civil association Mujeres 8 de Marzo,
which for almost 20 years has
provided support to more than
20,000 women on the Isthmus for a
life free of violence and increased
economic autonomy. In 2003 she
founded the Regional Alliance.
From 2001 to 2003 and again in 2011 to 2013 she promoted
the creation of institutions to support women, including the
Center for Support and Care for Isthmus Women Rosario
Ibarra (CAAMI) and the Municipal Institute of Women.
In 2016, she was an unsuccessful candidate for deputy for the
XX District of Oaxaca, being the only contender that included
in her platform the protection of the rights of the LGBT
community.
And in December 2017 she was appointed Gender Equality
Secretary of the National Executive Committee of the Party of
the Democratic Revolution (PRD), one of the three main
political parties of Mexico.
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Iguana Woman:
The Story Behind the Image
By Carole Reedy
“Our Lady of the Iguanas,” a
photograph seen throughout the
world, was taken in the remote
Juchitán market by Mexican
photographer Graciela Iturbide
(1942 – ). The image is a portrait of a
Zapotec woman named Zobeida
(now known as the “Juchitán
Medusa”) with her head arrayed in
iguanas. Iturbide explains that she
first saw Zobeida with the iguanas
on her head, but that Zobeida
quickly put them on the ground for
sale. It was then that Iturbide asked
her to replace the iguanas on her
head for the photo. Iturbide used the
12 frames remaining in her camera
that day to capture Zobeida, using
the one in which the heads of the
iguanas are raised. Thus was born
the famous photograph, “La Senora
de las Iguanas.”
Who is Graciela Iturbide and how
did she end up in 1979 at a market
in Juchitán, a small indigenous
community of 100,000 inhabitants
on the Isthmus de Tehuantepec,
about 400 miles from Mexico City?
Born in Mexico City, Iturbide's
traditional Catholic roots were
transformed into an adventurous
life by her interest in photography as
a youngster, inspired by her father
who took family photos.
She married and had three children,
but when her six-year-old daughter
died, she attended university with
the intention of directing films. She
soon divorced. At the university she
met and was influenced by her
teacher, Manuel Álvarez Bravo, who
eventually became, and remains,
Mexico's most famous photographer.
It was in 1979 that Oaxaca's beloved Paris-trained painter and
political activist Francisco Toledo approached Iturbide to
photograph the traditional matriarchal society of Juchitán,
Oaxaca, his home town. After ten years of work, the assembled
photographs were published as Iturbide's book Juchitán de las
Mujeres.
“La Señora de las Iguanas” quickly became Iturbide's most
celebrated image, admired first by locals who made banners
and postcards as symbols of their Zapotec matriarchal culture
(eight of every ten citizens of Juchitán are Zapotecs). In the
Juchitecan tradition, which remains intact to this day, woman
rule economically and politically. The symbol of the iguana is
important in Zapotec culture, where humans and animals are
one with nature. Also, you will find iguana tacos most tasty.
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French-born Elena Poniatowska,
Mexico City's well-known author
and political activist, has written an
essay about Iturbide's photos and
Juchitán itself. She describes the
village as “not like any other town. It
has the destiny of its Indian wisdom.
Everything is different, women like
to walk embracing each other, and
here they come to the marches,
overpowering, with their iron
calves.”
The entire book is a marvelous
archive of the powerful,
independent, influential women of
the region. During Iturbide's ten
years studying and photographing
the women, she made friends with
many of them, at one point even
being invited to attend one of their
virginity rituals.
The first edition of Iturbide's book
was published in 1989 by Francisco
Toledo and is considered one of the
greatest photography books of
Mexico. All the photos are daring,
revealing, and raw, reflecting the
feeling of the women in this unique
town. Iturbide herself described
them thusly: “The women of
Juchitán are robust, they are not
fat. They eat fat as a child and then,
yes, they drink beer, but they have
an adorable physical structure and
they are bigger than the men.” (In
many ways, I believe.)
The entire town of Juchitán was
severely damaged during the 8.1
earthquake of September 7, 2017.
The main market, which housed
2,000 vendors, totally collapsed.
The women, as you would expect, are determined to rebuild
the precious market that forms the heart of the women's
economic power.
Martha Toledo, owner of a building that was demolished, was
quoted as saying, “We have to rebuild and rise like the
phoenix,” and then broke out into a Zaptotec song “I want to
shout, I am alive.”
That, indeed, is the spirit of the women of Juchitán.
(Juchitán de las Mujeres is available on Amazon as well as in
most bookstores in Mexico City.)

Olivier Personal Chef brings a unique,
personalized experience to the comfort of
your home, guaranteeing maximum
quality and service in a cordial and
reserved environment.
-Private Chef Service
-Full-time Chef Services during your stay
-Deli Gourmet Delivery Service
Contact us for a quote:
Tel: 958 106 8966
Facebook: OlivierChefPersonal
English, French and Spanish spoken

The Secret to Longevity
By Leigh Morrow

W

omen on the island of
Okinawa, in Japan, have
learned the secret to
longevity. Living longer
and healthier lives than
any other women on the planet, with many
reaching centenarian status, these women
have secrets to their longevity that extend
beyond a rich diet of plant based foods and
an active lifestyle, with many tending to
their gardens well into their late 90's. They
have no secret potion or super-enhanced
DNA. Their longevity comes from two
things that all of us in North America could be tapping into for a
longer, healthier and happier life. First is the power of ikigai.
Okinawan women strongly follow their ikigai - one's reason for
being, or one's purpose in life. While there is no direct English
translation, the term embodies the idea of happiness in living.
Older Okinawa's can readily articulate the reason they get up
in the morning. Their purpose-imbued lives gives them clear
roles of responsibility and feelings of being needed well into
their 100s. Okinawa's younger generations pay homage to
their elders, recognizing the preciousness of these members of
their tribes, fluent in the disappearing dialect languages and
age-old traditions.
Older women are celebrated and feel obligated to pass their
wisdom on to the younger females, thus filling their lives
purpose outside themselves and service to their communities.
This stands in stark contrast to our North American culture, in
which women's value in midlife and beyond is, put politely,
unappreciated.
Once in North America, midlife women were the next
generation to raise the grandchildren, as our sons and
daughters foraged for food. Today our grandchildren—if we
have any at all—are more likely to live half a world away than
over in the next township. Where in other generations, young
people revered their elders, sought their advice and wisdom,
and listened to their stories with appreciation and interest, our
free-range kids make their own decisions and seldom look to
their middle-aged mothers for input. North American women
in midlife and beyond, often find themselves dispensable, if not
invisible, and collectively silenced. With modern day "expiry
dates" based on our youth and reproductive ability, we enter
our later years, searching for something to fulfill us, and often
for many, our "What now?" whispers. This is where having an
ikigai, could not just extend our years but bring life to those
years we have ahead.
While Okinawan women may be following a life of bliss in old
age, it is a direction they have been led towards from the time
they were little girls. For many North American women, our life
purpose has never been allowed to grow, or even be nurtured,
as we attempt to balance the North American norm and
necessity of work in and outside of the home, combined with
motherhood, marriage and for most, the hours of commute in
between.
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Fueling passion and purpose, finding one's
ikigai, often requires deep enquiry and a
lengthy period of self-reflection. Unpacking
the word ikigai and its symbols we see three
themes revealed. Make a list of your values,
the things you like to do, and things you are
good at. The cross section of these three is
your ikigai. But knowing your ikigai is one
thing, you now need an outlet. Ikigai is
purpose in action. Ikigai is feeling your work
makes a difference in people's lives.
How often in North American life can we say
our work makes a difference in people's
lives?
As a reporter for most of my life, I can totally relate to ikigai. I
got most of my work "rush" from knowing I made a small but
measurable difference in someone's life by cutting through the
bureaucratic red tape, or showing tax payers a real boon doggle
of an idea. Even if we are moving through a dark place, if we
move with purpose, towards a strong or clear goal, we can be
seen as experiencing ikigai.
The second lesson from those old wisdom-keepers on the
island of Okinawa is community, or a tribe of like-minded
women. Having a group, no matter how small, of people who
know your back story, and care about you, amounts to a
special kind of health insurance. This is where belonging to a
tribe, something foreign to North American society, plays
heavily. I call it best friend-ology. If you have even one best
friend whom you can trust and count on, and who
understands, hold tight to that friendship as it is your life ring
to longevity.
Ikigai and the idea of belonging to community work; they
demonstrate how North American ideals of eternal beauty and
the isolation and segregation of our elders will never get us to
nirvana. We ask “How do I live a longer and happier life?” The
answer may well be “Okinawa-style,” with purpose, passion
and sisterhood.
Leigh Morrow, is co-author of “Just Push Play-on Midlife"
( www.jppmidlife.com ) and a Vancouver writer who
operates Casa Mihale, a vacation rental in the quaint
ocean-front community of San Agustinillo, Mexico. Her
house can be viewed and rented.

L’Échalote Restaurant
30th Anniversary
By Luis Gasca
As the musical director of Louie’s Jazz Club, it is my pleasure to
invite you to come join us in celebrating this special 3-day
event. L’Échalote restaurant opened in 1988 in Oaxaca,
Oaxaca, for the first 15 years before relocating in Huatulco by
the owners, Tina and Thierry Faivre .
Tina was born in Laos and Thierry was born in France.
Appearing for this special 3-day event will be an outstanding
and excellent pianist, Jorge Estrada. Also for this celebration
the wonderful and talented vocalist from San Diego, California,
Janice Honeycutt. A complimentary glass of champagne André
will be served to everyone attending.
There will be a raffle nightly and the winning ticket, will include
a Saturday night stay with a romantic diner for two at the Hotel
Eden Costa. The dinner show starts at 7:00 p.m.
Reservations are required.
We hope to see you for this concert and you can also
congratulate Tina and Thierry who have contributed so much
with their hard work in making L’Échalote Restaurant a
wonderful and romantic place for dinner in this beautiful
paradise - Huatulco.
Luis Gasca is an International Trumpet Artist who has
recorded with Count Basie Woody Herman, Stan Kenton,
Perez Prado, Janis Joplin (Woodstock) Santana, Van
Morrison and the Grateful Dead.

My World of Color
By Stephanie Chirinos

F

ive years ago I
started to get
interested in
painting. I have
always liked the
arts, but I had been very
focused on music and
dance. My main dream was
to be a ballet dancer but I
could never attend classes,
because my parents did not
agree that I should follow an
artistic path. However, when
I became of age I gave myself
a year to explore the arts,
which is how I found my
place in painting. At first, I
painted everyday things
according to what I felt and
saw. Over time my style has
evolved and been influenced
by the place where I live.
Juchitan is known for its women, because they are workers
and are a fundamental part of the economy. I like to highlight
their beauty and femininity, I am inspired by their strength and
independence.
Although I was born in Juchitán I never had the opportunity to
live here for a long time. I grew up between Oaxaca and
Monterrey. Four years ago I came to live in Juchitán and I fell in
love with everything I saw. During these 5 years I have
experienced many styles with my painting and for the last 2
years I have been depicting women full of color, lively and
happy that embody an innocence and childish aspect.
I have 2 children, who are also a huge inspiration. My husband
is a musician and I am a visual artist so we are always
connecting with our children through art and they have
transmitted to me the sensitivity that we sometimes lose over
time. I have learned to take my emotions to the limit and that
helps me a lot to create.
I'm always listening to music, all day and I can't paint if I do not
have music. I feel that I have a stronger connection with music,
but I also like the visual very much, artists like Miguel
Covarrubias, Henri Matisse, of course Diego Rivera. I also like
to explore a lot and I love the work of many emerging artists.
To see more of Stephanie Chirinos’ work:
https://www.facebook.com/lamanosantaashop/
https://www.lamanosantashop.com/
or visit her shop in Juchitan:
Calle Reforma #16 sección entre las calles Oaxaca y Abasolo,
Juchitán de Zaragoza, Oaxaca.

The Eye 12

LA ADELITA

“La Adelita” is one of the most famous corridos (folk
songs) of the Mexican Revolution (1910-1920) that has
been adapted in various forms. This particular version
of the ballad (which is also shown in the form of a
portrait) was inspired by a Durangan woman (whose
identity has not been yet established beyond doubt)
who joined the Maderista movement (the revolutionary
party led by Francisco I. Madero) at an early stage of
the Revolution, and supposedly fell in love with
Madero, her revolutionary leader. Consequently, this
popular icon became the source that documented the
role of women in the Mexican Revolution, and
gradually became synonymous with the term
soldadera or female soldier who became a vital force in
the revolutionary war efforts due to their participation
in the battles against Mexican government forces.
Today, it is argued that Adelita came to be an
archetype of a woman warrior in Mexico and a symbol
of action and inspiration. Additionally, her name is
used to refer to any woman who struggles and fights
for her rights.
From: adeptwordmanagement.com
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What's the Big Deal about Mezcal in Oaxaca? Last in a Series
By Alvin Starkman, M.A., J.D.

F

or previous recent issues
of The Eye, I have written
essays outlining why in
Oaxaca artisanal mezcal
has become extremely
important on the world stage, for
two significant reasons. First,
because as distinct from most other
spirits, it is acknowledged, and in
fact touted, that no two batches of
the Mexican agave-based spirit are
the same, resulting in its
innumerable nuances; and second,
because mezcal production is one
of the most sustainable and
environmentally friendly industries
in all Mexico.
Mezcal, and not tequila, is Mexico's iconic alcoholic beverage.
Agave spirits date back, depending on the theory to which one
subscribes, to between over 450 and as much as about 2500
years ago. And Oaxaca is the state where roughly 85% of
Mexico's mezcal is distilled. The cultural and economic
significance of mezcal for Oaxaca is our third and final reason
why the spirit is such a big deal.
Traditionally, mezcal was a spirit for the masses,
predominantly in rural Oaxaca. Middle class urbanites
shunned the spirit, and drank mainly beer, dark rum (e.g.,
Bacardi Solera), whisky (e.g., Johnny Walker Red Label over ice
and soda water), and more recently cocktails and wine. In the
villages back then (and incidentally still today), because of its
extremely modest price relative to other alcohols, mezcal was
served at virtually every rite of passage, from baptisms to
funerals and everything in between. A couple of drops for
mother earth before imbibing was and still is rural practice.
My own contemporary experience with culturally based rural
imbibing dates back only 26 years, at least that's as far back as
I can remember. Back then (and in fact continuing today), the
importance of mezcal was such that it was often distributed in
sealed bottles as party favors at weddings, quince años,
baptisms, and first communions—complete with labels noting
the event and often including a photo of the child or couple, or
bearing a representation of Jesus.
Leap forward to about 1995, when Mezcal del Maguey began
exporting to the US and then further abroad. The middle
classes in Mexico City started to catch on. Then those of
substantial means in Oaxaca finally began to exhibit a sense of
pride in mezcal. Tequila, rum, and whisky began to be replaced
with mezcal, even at the most posh of affairs. It is now
commonplace to find a hand-blown glass bottle gracing every
table at a middle class wedding, filled with the host's favorite
mezcal made by his preferred artisanal producer.
As distinct from even a decade ago, nowadays I frequently have
Oaxacan friends calling to see if I can provide them with bottles
of quality handcrafted mezcal that they can take out of the
country with them on vacation to gift to friends and relatives;
forget the sombreros and onyx chess sets.
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Archaeological sites, craft villages,
and cuisine have traditionally run
the state's economy, of course now
together with the beach destinations
of Huatulco, Puerto Escondido, and
most recently smaller Pacific resort
areas. But beginning with the state's
civil unrest in 2006, travelers found
reasons to not visit, unfounded as
they were. Then came the (Mexican)
swine flu, the US economic crisis, the
drug lords (which have never taken
over Oaxaca), and just this past
autumn the earthquakes. All reason,
so the story goes (and to my thinking
the US State Department and
journalists are to blame), to not visit
Oaxaca. But the culture of mezcal has kept the economy afloat,
and now thriving.
Over the past decade, mezcal tourism has been born. People
from across the globe are now making a pilgrimage to Oaxaca
to learn about their new preferred spirit and to visit the
artisanal factory of their favorite brand. Entrepreneurs are
flocking to the city for advice about opening mezcalerías in
their hometowns, and to investigate exporting the spirit to the
US, Canada, Germany, Central and South America, Australia,
South Africa, and elsewhere. Over the past five years several
authors have written treatises about mezcal for the lay
populace and spirits aficionados, and social anthropologists
are feverishly working on dissertations and book deals
financed by academic publishing houses. Bacardi and Pernod
Ricard have jumped on the bandwagon, and I suspect other
multinational alcohol producers and distributors are following
suit.
The spinoffs from the foregoing are significant, providing not
only direct benefits for the state in terms of industries such as
hospitality, restaurants, and airlines. With mezcal sales
exploding, consider the benefits for bottle manufacturers and
printers of labels and promotional materials. It seems as
though almost every retail outlet in the state sells at least
something related to mezcal or agave: carved wooden figures
(known as alebrijes) with bar scenes, textile designs featuring
the majestic maguey succulent, T-shirts, shot glasses, pottery
vessels, agave earrings, etc., etc., etc. And I alone have
commissioned baseball caps, market bags, oven mitts, and full
color mezcal tasting wheels noting over 200 aromas and
flavors. A New York perfume manufacturer (Kelly + Jones) has
recently began marketing two fragrances of mezcal perfume.
Imagine!
So yes, mezcal is a big deal; but not only for Oaxaca and for
Mexico, but for all of us, even those who do not imbibe. Just
reflect on the themes of my two previous articles on the topic,
that is, its uniqueness as a spirit of unrivalled diversity, and its
manufacture as a highly sustainable and environmentally
friendly industry. Viva Oaxaca, viva México, and viva Mezcal!
Alvin Starkman operates Mezcal Educational Excursions of
Oaxaca (www.mezcaleducationaltours.com). He cannot keep
up with requests for his services.

Plaza Coyula Local 4
Santa Cruz, Huatulco
(behind Banamex)
Tel: 958 100 9998

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

A Day of my Life in Huatulco
By Vair Clendenning

W

e've been in Huatulco for
four weeks now and I
haven't written one word,
until now. I am now
writing because today
someone asked me what I did every day
and I have to answer, I don't know. It's not
because I'm old that I don't know what I'm
doing on a daily basis, it's because I have
never thought about what I'm doing. I get
up in the morning and go to bed at night
and somehow the day fills in the rest, but I
have been challenged and now I have to
tell everyone what a day in Huatulco is
like.
I start every day, whether I'm in Huatulco
or Kelowna, by getting up. I should first
explain that this getting up process starts
the night before when I go to bed, because
you have to go to bed before you can get
up. So, every morning at 5:30am Donna
gets up because she goes to bed at
7:30pm. I do not get up at this ungodly hour because I do not go
to bed at 7:30 pm. I go to bed at a respectable hour, somewhere
between 10 and midnight, and I get up at about am, give or take
an hour or two. I only point this out so you'll understand how
my day starts.
Donna gets up at 5:30am and prepares my breakfast so when I
leap into action at 7ish there is a glass of water waiting for me,
sometimes. Donna greets me with a cheery, if you want
something to eat fix it yourself, and I do. I am perfectly capable
of pouring cereal into a bowl and adding milk to it and pouring
a glass of orange juice. After breakfast, I do 100 push-ups and
100 sit-ups in my mind, grab my frozen water bottle and I'm
out the door just in time to meet my walking buddies at 9 am.
Everyone I know keeps bottles of water in the freezer so they
always have cold water on hand for walks and going to the
beach. In 90F or 32C it melts about as fast as you can walk.
Every morning Monday to Friday, we have weekends off, the
four Okanagan Outlaws set out for their two-hour walk, rain or
shine. It has never rained so we really walk in sunshine only. It
would be much better if we started walking at 7am because of
the heat, but it is extremely difficult to get four seniors
organized that early in the morning so we now consider 9am to
be an early start. It doesn't matter where we go, be it La
Crucecita, Santa Cruz or Tangolunda, because we have a
favourite coffee stop on every walking route. Walking gives us
exercise and the coffee stop fulfills our gambling needs when
it's time to pay. After coffee we have to walk back to where we
started in Chahue and that has taken me all the way to 11am.
I should point out that none other than Donna monitors these
walks. She installed an app on my phone that is a little heart
that is called Health and it counts the steps I take on my
morning walk. It also counts the stairs I climb and records the
steps, stairs and mileage for her to inspect when I get home.
About the only thing it doesn't do is record the amount of time
we stop for coffee.
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Eleven AM, walking finished and time to cool
off with a quick dip in the pool or just sit in the
shade for ½ an hour. Cooling off is important
because it also gives me time to plan my next
activity, so 11 am to 12 noon is really planning
time and waiting for lunch. After I get tired of
waiting for lunch I go and make myself a
sandwich.
There is one activity that I practice at least
three time a week and it is called OGGG days.
OGGG is a daily pastime in Huatulco and it
stands for Old Guys Getting Groceries.
Because walking in hot weather is such a
good pastime, Donna wants to walk to Super
Che on OGGG days so she can get her 10,000
steps in. Never mind that I walked my 10,000
steps in the morning, it's now Donna's turn to
walk and I have to go along because I'm the
OGGG. The saving grace is that Donna allows
me to spend 30 pesos on a taxi ride home
because there is nothing in our contract
about Old Guys carrying groceries.
If it is not an OGGG day, then it must be a go to the beach day
and go to the beach days start something like this. Wanna go to
the beach? OK, which one. I don't care you decide. OK, let's go
to Entrega. No, I don't want to go there. OK, let's go to Cacaluta.
No, it's too far to walk. How about our secret beach? We call El
Tejón our secret beach so no one will know what beach we're
talking about and then they can't go there so we have a private
beach except for Cerveza Sunday. Cerveza Sunday is a whole
different story. So, I suggest our secret beach and after
thinking about it for a few minutes Donna comes up with
another no. In no particular order I suggest Arrocito, Maguey,
Chahue, and Playa Santa Cruz and Donna thinks about it and
says No, let's go to Secret Beach. Hooray a decision has been
made, so I pack our chairs and umbrella, water bottles,
snorkelling gear and towels into their bags and off we go for an
afternoon at the beach, Donna and her pack mule, walking,
because that's the only way we can get to secret beach. I'm now
closer to 20,000 steps than 10,000.
On days that are not OGGG days and are not beach days we
can either explore Huatulco or sit in/by the pool. I vote for the
pool, but Donna wants to explore. Tie vote so Donna wins. I
don't know why she wins, she just does.
On days that we sit by the pool, I read and Donna flits and that
is the best way I can describe her pool activities. I think the
other name for her actions is Social Butterfly, but I can live
with, she flits. Every ½ hour or so, Donna checks up on me to
see if I'm still alive so she can request that I go and get her
something. A beer, water, chips, a towel, her book, and I know
that one is a waste of time because you can't read when you're
flitting. This activity keeps me awake and adds to my 10,000
steps. If I'm really lucky, Donna will go somewhere and I can
then read. Where she goes, nobody knows and it's peaceful.

Pool time is also dice time
and we play a version of
Farkle that is Vern's
version. According to
Professor Google, Farkle is a
dice game that has also
been called or is similar to
1000/5000/10000, Cosmic
Wimpout, Greed, Hot Dice,
Squelch, Zilch, or Zonk. Its
origins as a folk game are
unknown and while the
basic rules are well
established, there is a wide
range of variation in both
scoring and play. We play
Vern's version and the only
difference in Vern's version
and all the others is Vern
keeps score and Vern wins.
After a rousing afternoon of Vern's Farkle the sun is starting to
go down, it's getting cool in the pool and it is soon to be Cerveza
Sundown.
Cerveza Sundown was established to give Old Guys time to
relax after a hard day of ____________________. (You can fill in
the blank). Old Guys need time to reflect on our busy day and
plan how to spend the evening. Evenings are usually spent
with the wife and Donna loves it when I call her “The Wife”.
Evenings are also the time of the day that I am subjected to
stress. You may wonder what is stressful about Huatulco, but
deciding what to have and where to go for supper can be
extremely stressful. In the last issue of the “bite” I counted 23
eating-places in La Crucecita, 14 in Santa Cruz, 13 in Chahue
and 6 in Tangolunda. That is 56 eating establishments that I
have to consider every evening during Cerveza Sundown. The
many eating establishment do not count the old standby eating
at home. Whenever I vote for eating at home, Donna votes for
eating out and it ends up in a tie vote. You know what happens
in a tie vote; Donna wins.

The little young nurse took the prescription to the pharmacy;
the pharmacy is part of Cruz Roja, filled the prescription and
took me into the back room. I call her the little nurse because
she was no more than 3'2” with her hands up. She spoke to me
in Spanish and I understood every word. Drop your pants and
bend over is a universal command and I did as ordered. Then
she said three magical English words and smiled as she said
them. In perfect English she said “in your bum”. The words
didn't hurt but her smile made my cheeks pucker and then she
plunged the needle into my right butt cheek and gave me the
most painful injection I've ever had. By the time she emptied
the needle I couldn't move my right leg and my ass felt like I had
just survived 100 lashes. That is when she smiled again and
said cuatro mas and I sure as hell understood what she meant.
Day two of the injection marathon and back I go to Cruz Roja to
see the tiny nurse and the big needle. She was waiting for me
and had that silly little smile on her face as she escorted me to
the 'drop your pants room”. This time I elected to torture my left
butt cheek and it worked. After the injection my left leg didn't
work. Two injections and my butt aches, both cheeks, I'm
dragging my left leg and still favouring my right leg so I must
look like Quasimodo fleeing the hospital. As I leave the tiny
little nurse smiles at me and says tres mas.
Believe it or not, injections 3, 4 & 5 went without a hitch, no
pain, no limping, both legs worked and I had a different nurse.
Go figure. As I write this, my ass no longer aches, both my legs
work and I think my earache is gone, or almost gone, I have no
idea what was in those needles but Donna is happy. The little
nurse was in the pharmacy and waved to me as I left so I waved
back. She smiled her evil smile and said No Mas in your bum. I
ran.

Once Donna and I have decided where to go for supper, I have
to shower and change my clothes because I have been in the
water all afternoon and that necessitates a shower to wash off
the water I've been in all afternoon. Go figure. So, after
showering and a clean t-shirt, a decision made on where we're
going to eat, we have to decide on walking or a taxi. By now I've
walked 20,000 steps and Donna has walked 2,000 so she votes
to walk and I don't even bother to vote, because she wins and
we're allowed to take a taxi home. Dinner finished, but no
desert, into the taxi and we're home by 7:30pm to watch Grace
and Frankie and then it's off to bed for Donna and my day is
over. I now get to relax and plan how I will spend tomorrow.
Sometimes my day isn't planned like last week when I had an
earache. After about three days of an aching ear Donna talked
me into seeing a doctor so this is where we get to be Dufas and
Dorkas again. Not knowing any Spanish, or doctors or where
they are, Donna said let's go to the Cruz Roja. That's the Red
Cross in Mexico and I knew where it is so off we go. A short 30peso taxi ride took us to the Cruz Roja and in we went to see the
doctor. No one in the Cruz Roja spoke English; we spoke no
Spanish so we communicated by sign language. In reality I
pointed at my ear and the young Mexican nurse took me into
another room to see the doctor. I pointed to my ear for the
doctor and he understood immediately and said, “you've got a
sore ear” in Spanish, I think. He got the look in your ear thing,
looked in my ear and ran out of the room screaming. No, not
really but he did look in my ear and ask if I wanted pills or
injections and then wrote a prescription for something. Donna
picked injections, so to save voting time I went along with her
pick. After all how much can an injection hurt.
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Calendar
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
March

Saturday, March 3rd
Huatulco’s Organic Market Santa Cruz 8am-2pm
Saturday, March 17th
Huatulco’s Organic Market Santa Cruz 8am-2pm
Sunday, March 25th
Encuentro de Cocineros - Local cooks gather with
sample dishes to raise money for local charities.
Santa Cruz Park, 2pm - 100 pesos

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

Join Us for Brunch!
Sundays 9am- 3pm

www.cafejuanitamexico.com
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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 10:30 am
Crespo 211 (between Morelos and Matamoros)
Liturgy followed by coffee hour. Information 951514-3799
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 activities, send an email to
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.

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

