“In American Copia, the supermarket is the place where diverse cultures mix and blend. A
trip there becomes an extraordinarily singular and yet common human experience. Huerta
guides us, the shoppers, through this world. So beware! You won’t have the will power to
resist these offerings.”
—Lucha Corpi, author of Palabras de mediodía / Noon Words
oday I’m going to the grocery store,” begins this creative fusion of poetry, fiction and non-fiction.
“ T Using
the supermarket as a guiding motif, Javier O. Huerta deftly combines English and Spanish
to explore his identity as an immigrant, naturalized citizen, son, brother, lover, graduate student. But
he looks beyond his own personal circumstances as he explores the abundance of experience found
in going to the store.

Through poetry written in Spanish, a short play, non-fiction passages and even text messages,
Huerta delves into subjects such as consumerism and health foods available only to a limited class of
people. The diverse pieces and themes in American Copia pulsate with all that can be both communal
and autonomous in everyday life. Men take advantage of women; people protest against practices
that place corporate profits above a fair wage for farmworkers; and, sometimes, people commit acts
of violence.
Though Huerta touches on serious subjects, many of these short vignettes are oﬀbeat and
humorous. His is an original, evocative voice that articulates the immigrant perspective to create a
thought-provoking look at the land of plenty.

Praise for Some Clarifications y otros poemas:
“ . . . beautiful verse graces this book . . . a topical and fearless debut, taking on the most charged
issue in the contemporary political arena: undocumented immigration.”
—El Paso Times
“Huerta’s book is timely, daring and a true testament of how an artist responds to the troubled times.
His activism extends beyond verse, which is what a true citizen poet does.”
—Harriet Blog from PoetryFoundation.org
“If you’re in the mood for language that poses riddles of identity, that rides on the heat of its own
melting, pick up a copy of Some Clarifications y otros poemas. You won’t be disappointed.”
—Southwestern American Literature
JAVIER O. HUERTA is the author of Some Clarifications y otros poemas (Arte Público Press, 2007),
recipient of the Chicano/Latino Literary Prize. His poems have been included in numerous
anthologies, including American Tensions: Literature of Identity and the Search for Social Justice
(New Village Press, 2011) and The Best American Nonrequired Reading 2011 (Mariner Books, 2011).
A native of Nuevo Laredo, Mexico, he currently lives in the San Francisco Bay Area, where he is
working on his doctorate in English at the University of California, Berkeley.
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“Ubi panis ibi patria, is the motto of all emigrants.”

—De Crèvecoeur, “What Is an American?” (1782)

dedicado a la memoria de mi abuelita chole
Soledad Huerta (1926-2009)

Preface

M

i abuelita Chole became a U.S. citizen in her seventies,
and her decision to naturalize actually influenced my own
decision to apply for citizenship. She likes to recount her INS
interview and has related it to me several times. She says that
somehow she managed to answer the questions the INS agent
posed about her family, her home back in Mexico and her
health. She says that the INS agent helped her with some of the
words, and that throughout the interview she clutched the rosary
beads in her pocket. Then the agent asked her to write the following sentence in English: “I Love America.” She guessed “I,”
and “America” is spelled the same in English as it is in Spanish.
This left mi abuelita with “Love.” Clutching the rosary beads
and praying to la Virgencita she looked around for an answer and
noticed on one of her fingers a silver ring that my father had
bought more than twenty years ago. On the ring, a serpent slithers and bends to form the letters L.O.V.E. My grandmother
attributes this to the infinite wisdom and benevolence of God. I
believe my grandmother may have cheated.
“Today I’m going to the grocery store”—this is the sentence
that I was given. Inspector Stroup handed me a slip of paper and
asked me to write it down. (I know the name of the agent not
because I remember it but because I have kept a form she signed
saying that I had my passed my exam. Considering that I have a
passport and a Naturalization Certificate I probably don’t need
to keep any of these other forms. But having lived the undocuxi
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mented experience I have internalized the need to document my
existence.) This requirement to prove proficiency in English as
part of the naturalization process conflates citizenship and language. I was being tested not on my ability to speak and write
English but on my love of nation, my love for America.
Being in the very awkward situation of proving that I belong
in a country in which I had lived already for twenty years, I was
rather offended by the simplicity of my sentence. I felt that in a
way I had prepared my whole life, at least since the first day I
arrived in the United States, for this interview. I arrived in 1981
in the midst of a legal battle between undocumented school children and the state of Texas. A Texas statute denied state funding
to any school district that opened their doors to undocumented
children. In the late 1970s lawsuits were filed on behalf of those
children, and while the issue was undecided the Archdiocese of
Galveston-Houston established a couple of alternative schools.
My family enrolled me in one of these schools, Guadalupe Aztlan in Houston’s North Side.
In 1982, the “undocumented student” case reached the U.S.
Supreme Court in Plyler v. Doe. In a 5-to-4 vote the Supreme
Court ruled that undocumented students were not to be punished
for the actions of their parents and that undocumented immigrants were to be considered as “persons” and were therefore
protected under the Fourteenth Amendment, which calls for
equal treatment under the law. The Texas Statute was deemed to
be unconstitutional. Furthermore, the case raised the question of
education as a right. Justice Powell in his concurring opinion
wrote that because of the importance this society places on education the failure to educate a certain group of people would
result in the creation of an underclass. Undocumented children,
he commented, should not “be left on the streets uneducated.” In
the fall of 1982 I entered Houston Independent School District
and through bumps and bruises, misunderstandings and mispronunciations I learned to read and write and speak English.
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By the time of my INS interview, I was an English major at
the University of Houston. So I felt ready to pass any exam on
or about the English language. And “Today I’m going to the
grocery store” was my sentence?! I wanted to tell the INS agent
that I could do things with the English language that she could
never imagine. Instead I settled for showing her that the sentence scans as iambic pentameter.
u / u /u / u
/ u
/
Today I’m going to the grocery store.
“One day,” I told her, “I will write an epic starting with that
line.” Poor Inspector Stroup. You were just doing your job.
Accept my apologies. My mistake was to think that I or anybody
else could master this or any other language. I have since
learned of the abundance of language, which is both a great
resource for writers and a daunting challenge. I consider this
piece an epic about going to the grocery store. I am simply
attempting to explore the abundance of experience found in that
one sentence.

