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Introduction

These seven poems and a song of freedom represent the brutal suffering of migrants from Venezuela into Trinidad and Tobago during the regimen of President Hugo Rafael Chávez Frías and his successor, President Nicolás Maduro Moros.

The author lived this reality and expressed by Venezuelans living in exile. It represents the kind of life of almost 7.7 million Venezuelan migrants and refugees worldwide as of August 2023. 

The outflow of refugees and migrants from Venezuela is the largest displacement crisis in the world. 
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The Spanish House of Galore
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Loured by the noises of laughers

Flesh and wishes surround us

Hormonal encounters

Gallopers of lost times

The Spanish House of Galore

Satisfaction of the flesh completed for a while

Running hopes of wealth and living expenses

Mixed pain and pleasure 

In a foreign land and the Spanish House of Galore

My life balance between races

The white lie for my children’s ways

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

The Spanish House of Galore

The beer and the chicken and fries

Sincere smiles of a doncella wishing to exercise her rights

The music tries to imitate the Spanish style

The broken bed and the old dirty fan 

They witnessed eons of lost children

The Spanish House of Galore

Mixed is the aroma of cigarettes and fried chicken in the air

My dreams to go back home and rest on my bed

Fever and pain in the next room

Aids and other gonorrheas stroked again 

What I am going to tell my people

I was working at the restaurant and was raped

More food to the pot of lies

Shame and guilt rip my soul

All my finances gone to the healers

Wanted to go back home, but I stayed put

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

Immigration is coming, they said:

Sick, lonely, in a foreign land 

In jail, hungry, and wanting to go back home

But you can’t, they said

You must pay the travel ticket and the bail

I have sold me to the other side what I ever had

Where no hope of redemption lies

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore

The Spanish House of Galore

Tug fug dog buck pluck

The Spanish House of Galore
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In the Market
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Mamaguevo, mamaguevo, mamaguevo!

The fishermen yelled to the Spanish ladies

They had come to buy mackerel and herrings

The women laugh at the yelling

She said: “Yo mamaguevo dulcito”

The fisherman said: “How much for?”

The lady replied: “Dos Azulitos, azulitos”

“Mamaguevo, bonito, bonito”

Hills and hills of shoes

Jumping on the beds

The furious gases

The veils

Sounds of eternity

Huffing, huffing, huffing

Mamaguevo, mamaguevo, mamaguevo!

The fishermen yelled to the Spanish ladies

They had come to buy mackerel and herrings

The women laugh at the yelling

She said: “Yo mamaguevo dulcito”

The fisherman said: “How much for?”

The lady replied: “Dos Azulitos, azulitos”

“Mamaguevo, bonito, bonito”

Hills and hills of buzz

Jumping, “Mamaguevo, bonito, bonito”

“Dos Azulitos, azulitos”

“Mamaguevo, bonito, bonito”

In the Market “Mamaguevo, dulcito”

I do it for a “pescadito”

Yo, “Mamaguevo, dulcito”

Papito, papito, patito

Where is the cresol

The hit of the senses

The Pussy girl

The lady replied: “Dos Azulitos, azulitos”

“Mamaguevo, bonito, bonito”

Mamaguevo, mamaguevo, mamaguevo!

The fishermen yelled to the Spanish ladies

They had come to buy mackerel and herrings

The women laugh at the yelling

She said: “Yo mamaguevo dulcito”

The fisherman said: “How much for?”

The lady replied: “Dos Azulitos, azulitos”

“Mamaguevo, bonito, bonito”
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