NUYORICAN POETS

1. PEDRO PIETRI e “Puerto Rican Obituary”
monthlyreview.org http://monthlyreview.org/2004/06/01/puerto-rican-obituary

Pedro Pietri, “Puerto Rican Obituary” : 

 “Puerto Rican Obituary” è una poesia-manifesto in favore del pacifismo e dell’uguaglianza dei diritti. Fu letta per la prima volta nel 1969 ad un raduno in sostegno del Young Lords Party, un gruppo antiimperialista di latinoamericani newyorchesi. Al pari del Black Panther Party, the Young Lords erano attivisti comunisti,  sostenitori di quanti chiedevano abitazioni abbordabili e vivibili e un sistema sanitario decente. Oltre che militare a favore di un miglioramento delle situazioni di vita dei loro quartieri, richiedevano la fine dell’avventura bellica, in Vietnam e in altri paesi, la liberazione del terzo mondo, la fine dell’oppressione delle popolazioni povere e di colore, e la costruzione di una società socialista. I Young Lords furono distrutti da provocazioni del governo statunitense negli anni settanta, ma  Pedro Pietri continuò la sua attività di attivista radicale e di poeta—e non vedeva alcuna distinzione fra questi due ruoli.  Soprattutto aiutò a fondare e tenere in vita il Nuyorican Poets Café, un centro noto per la sua promozione di arte di opposizione, in letteratura e nelle arti visive.
Pedro Pietri era nato a Ponce, Puerto Rico nel  1944 e cresciuto a Harlem. Finite le scuole superiori, di leva nell’esercito,  fu mandato in Vietnam ma ritornò negli Stati Uniti più che mai deciso a opporsi a quella guerra e al sistema che l’aveva generata.  
“Mi ero reso conto che il vero nemico non erano i Vietcong con i loro pigiama neri, ma i mercenari che invadevano il loro paese.” In rivolta contro il sistema, scrisse
 “Puerto Rican Obituary,” prima incluso in una sua raccolta di poesie dallo stesso titolo,
pubblicata da Monthly Review Press nel 1973.
Pietri morì di cancro, a 59 anni, il 3 marzo 2004.

Il potere del messaggio di “Puerto Rican Obituary” continua a far sentire la sua eco negli attivisti e nei sognatori di tutto il mondo. Come recentemente ha scritto il New York Times “tre decennia fa, una poesia ha acceso un movimento.” (I direttori)
They worked

They were always on time

They were never late

They never spoke back

when they were insulted

They worked

They never took days off

that were not on the calendar

They never went on strike

without permission

They worked

ten days a week

and were only paid for five

They worked

They worked

They worked

and they died

They died broke

They died owing

They died never knowing

what the front entrance

of the first national city bank looks like

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

All died yesterday today

and will die again tomorrow

passing their bill collectors

on to the next of kin

All died

waiting for the garden of eden

to open up again

under a new management

All died

dreaming about america

waking them up in the middle of the night

screaming: Mira Mira

your name is on the winning lottery ticket

for one hundred thousand dollars

All died

hating the grocery stores

that sold them make-believe steak

and bullet-proof rice and beans

All died waiting dreaming and hating

Dead Puerto Ricans

Who never knew they were Puerto Ricans

Who never took a coffee break

from the ten commandments

to KILL KILL KILL

the landlords of their cracked skulls

and communicate with their latino souls

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

From the nervous breakdown streets

where the mice live like millionaires

and the people do not live at all

are dead and were never alive

Juan

died waiting for his number to hit

Miguel

died waiting for the welfare check

to come and go and come again

Milagros

died waiting for her ten children

to grow up and work

so she could quit working

Olga

died waiting for a five dollar raise

Manuel

died waiting for his supervisor to drop dead

so he could get a promotion

Is a long ride

from Spanish Harlem

to long island cemetery

where they were buried

First the train

and then the bus

and the cold cuts for lunch

and the flowers

that will be stolen

when visiting hours are over

Is very expensive

Is very expensive

But they understand

Their parents understood

Is a long non-profit ride

from Spanish Harlem

to long island cemetery

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

All died yesterday today

and will die again tomorrow

Dreaming

Dreaming about queens

Clean-cut lily-white neighborhood

Puerto Ricanless scene

Thirty-thousand-dollar home

The first spics on the block

Proud to belong to a community

of gringos who want them lynched

Proud to be a long distance away

from the sacred phrase: Que Pasa

These dreams

These empty dreams

from the make-believe bedrooms

their parents left them

are the after-effects

of television programs

about the ideal

white american family

with black maids

and latino janitors

who are well train

to make everyone

and their bill collectors

laugh at them

and the people they represent

Juan

died dreaming about a new car

Miguel

died dreaming about new anti-poverty programs

Milagros

died dreaming about a trip to Puerto Rico

Olga

died dreaming about real jewelry

Manuel

died dreaming about the irish sweepstakes

They all died

like a hero sandwich dies

in the garment district

at twelve o’clock in the afternoon

social security number to ashes

union dues to dust

They knew

they were born to weep

and keep the morticians employed

as long as they pledge allegiance

to the flag that wants them destroyed

They saw their names listed

in the telephone directory of destruction

They were train to turn

the other cheek by newspapers

that mispelled mispronounced

and misunderstood their names

and celebrated when death came

and stole their final laundry ticket

They were born dead

and they died dead

Is time

to visit sister lopez again

the number one healer

and fortune card dealer

in Spanish Harlem

She can communicate

with your late relatives

for a reasonable fee

Good news is guaranteed

Rise Table Rise Table

death is not dumb and disable

Those who love you want to know

the correct number to play

Let them know this right away

Rise Table Rise Table

death is not dumb and disable

Now that your problems are over

and the world is off your shoulders

help those who you left behind

find financial peace of mind

Rise Table Rise Table

death is not dumb and disable

If the right number we hit

all our problems will split

and we will visit your grave

on every legal holiday

Those who love you want to know

the correct number to play

let them know this right away

We know your spirit is able

Death is not dumb and disable

RISE TABLE RISE TABLE

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

All died yesterday today

and will die again tomorrow

Hating fighting and stealing

broken windows from each other

Practicing a religion without a roof

The old testament

The new testament

according to the gospel

of the internal revenue

the judge and jury and executioner

protector and eternal bill collector

Secondhand shit for sale

learn how to say Como Esta Usted

and you will make a fortune

They are dead

They are dead

and will not return from the dead

until they stop neglecting

the art of their dialogue

for broken english lessons

to impress the mister goldsteins

who keep them employed

as lavaplatos porters messenger boys

factory workers maids stock clerks

shipping clerks assistant mailroom

assistant, assistant assistant

to the assistant’s assistant

assistant lavaplatos and automatic

artificial smiling doormen

for the lowest wages of the ages

and rages when you demand a raise

because is against the company policy

to promote SPICS SPICS SPICS

Juan

died hating Miguel because Miguel’s

used car was in better running condition

than his used car

Miguel

died hating Milagros because Milagros

had a color television set

and he could not afford one yet

Milagros

died hating Olga because Olga

made five dollars more on the same job

Olga

died hating Manuel because Manuel

had hit the numbers more times

than she had hit the numbers

Manuel

died hating all of them

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

and Olga

because they all spoke broken english

more fluently than he did

And now they are together

in the main lobby of the void

Addicted to silence

Off limits to the wind

Confine to worm supremacy

in long island cemetery

This is the groovy hereafter

the protestant collection box

was talking so loud and proud about

Here lies Juan

Here lies Miguel

Here lies Milagros

Here lies Olga

Here lies Manuel

who died yesterday today

and will die again tomorrow

Always broke

Always owing

Never knowing

that they are beautiful people

Never knowing

the geography of their complexion

PUERTO RICO IS A BEAUTIFUL PLACE

PUERTORRIQUENOS ARE A BEAUTIFUL RACE

If only they

had turned off the television

and tune into their own imaginations

If only they

had used the white supremacy bibles

for toilet paper purpose

and make their latino souls

the only religion of their race

If only they

had return to the definition of the sun

after the first mental snowstorm

on the summer of their senses

If only they

had kept their eyes open

at the funeral of their fellow employees

who came to this country to make a fortune

and were buried without underwears

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

will right now be doing their own thing

where beautiful people sing

and dance and work together

where the wind is a stranger

to miserable weather conditions

where you do not need a dictionary

to communicate with your people

Aqui Se Habla Espanol all the time

Aqui you salute your flag first

Aqui there are no dial soap commercials

Aqui everybody smells good

Aqui tv dinners do not have a future

Aqui the men and women admire desire

and never get tired of each other

Aqui Que Paso Power is what’s happening

Aqui to be called negrito

means to be called LOVE
Pietri, Pedro. Puerto Rican Obituary. Monthly Review Press, 1974. Print.

http://monthlyreview.org/2004/06/01/puerto-rican-obituary
Su you tube versione letta dallo stesso poeta:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XCD0IsZ4HLI&feature=related
2. TATO LAVIERA,
“Nuyorican”
Questa poesia rappresenta il disagio e la ricchezza dell’ identità “in between”, né statunitense, né portoricana. 
nuyorican      

yo peleo por ti, puerto rico,          ¿sabes?

yo me defiendo por tu nombre,       ¿sabes?

entro a tu isla, me siento extraño, ¿sabes?

entro a buscar más y más,             ¿sabes?


pero tú con tu calumnias,


me niegas tu sonrisa,


me siento mal, agallao,


yo soy tu hijo,


de una migración,


pecado forzado,


me mandaste a nacer nativo en otras tierras,


por qué, porque éramos pobres, ¿verdad?


porque tú querías vaciarte de tu gente pobre,


ahora regreso, con un corazón boricua, y tú,


me desprecias, me miras mal, me atacas mi hablar,


mientras comes mcdonalds en discotecas americanas,


y yo no pude bailar la salsa en san juan, la que yo


bailo en mis barrios llenos de todas tus costumbres,


así que, si tú no me quieres, pues yo tengo


un puerto rico sabrosísimo en que buscar refugio


en nueva york, y en muchos otros callejones 


que honran tu presencia, preservando todos


tus valores, así que, por favor, no me


hagas sufrir, ¿sabes?

da Laviera, Tato. AmeRícan. Houston, Tex: Arte Público Press, 1985
 “Melao” 
Questa poesia è un esempio di ibridismo linguistico e del rapporto conflittuale fra Porto Rico (isola) e U.S.A (metropoli)
melao was nineteen years old

when he arrived from santurce

spanish speaking streets

melao is thirty-nine years old

in new york still speaking

santurce spanish streets

melaito his son now answered

in black america soul english talk

with native plena sounds

and primitive salsa beats

somehow melao was not concerned

at the neighborly criticism

of his son’s disparate sounding talk

melao remembered he was criticized

back in puerto rico for speaking

arrabal black spanish

in the required english class

melao knew that if anybody

called his son american

they would shout puertorro

in english and spanish

meaning i am puerto rican

coming from yo soy boricua

i am jibaro

dual mixtures

of melao and melaito

spanglish speaking son

asi es la cosa papa

da Laviera, Tato. Mainstream Ethics. Arte Publico Press, 1988. Print.

3. Il ruolo del poeta e l’importanza e  legittimità dell’ibridismo linguistico

“Il poeta ha la responsabilità di inventare la novità. La novità ha bisogno di parole, parole mai sentite prima, o mai usate prima. Il poeta deve inventare una nuova lingua, una nuova tradizione comunicativa...(9)

L’esperienza dei portoricani nelle strade di Manhattan ha portato a far crescere una nuova lingua: il Nuyorican. I Nuyoricans sono un’esperienza special e nella storia d’immigrazione della città di New York. Veniamo in questa città in veste di cittadini. Possiamo mantenere lo spagnolo e includere anche l’inglese. Lo scambio fra le due lingue dà luogo a nuove possibilità verbali , a nuove immagini con cui far fronte allo stress di una vita passata sui marciapiedi e sull’asfalto. …(15). Il potere della parlata nuyorican sta nel suo essere lingua di strada" (16).

da Algarin, Miguel, e Miguel Pinero. Nuyorican Poetry: An Anthology of Puerto Rican Words and Feelings. William Morrow & Co, 1975. Print.
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