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La Conciencia de la Mesitiza 

Towards a New Consciousness 

Gloria Anzaldúa 

  (1987) 

[Anzaldúa is one of this country's best-known Chicana writers, 

whose work embraces both 'creative' and 'scholarly/critical' spheres. 

This book, published in 1987 by the feminist Aunt Lute Press of 

San Francisco, combines poetry, memoir, history, cultural 

anthropology, and theory to map the various border crossings of 

"mestiza consciousness." You'll note that this combinatory strategy 

extends to Anzaldúa's polyphonic language as well.]  

 

Por la mujer de mi raza 

hablará el espíritu. 

Jose Vascocelos, Mexican philosopher, envisaged una 

raza mestiza, una mezcla de razas afines, una raza de 

color - la primera raza síntesis del globo. He called it a 

cosmic race, la raza cósmica, a fifth race embracing the 

four major races of the world. Opposite to the theory of 

the pure Aryan, and to the policy of racial purity that 

white America practices, his theory is one of inclusivity. 

At the confluence of two or more genetic streams, with 

chromosomes constantly "crossing over," this mixture of 

races, rather than resulting in an inferior being, provides 

hybrid progeny, a mutable, more malleable species with 

a rich gene pool. From this racial, ideological, cultural 

and biological cross-pollinization, an "alien" 

consciousness is presently in the making - a new mestiza 

consciousness, una conciencia de mujer. It is a 

consciousness of the Borderlands.  

Una lucha de fronteras/ A Struggle of Borders  

Because I, a mestiza, 

continually walk out of one culture 

and into another. because I am in all cultures at the same 

time, 

alma entre dos mundos, tres, cuatro, 

me zumba la cabeza con lo contradictorio. 

Estoy norteada por todos las voces que me hablan 

Simultáneamente.  

The ambivalence from the clash of voices results in 

mental and emotional states of perplexity. Internal strife 

results in insecurity and indecisiveness. The mestiza's dual or 

multiple personality is plagued by psychic restlessness.  

In a constant state of mental nepantilism, an Aztec word 

meaning torn between ways, la mestiza is a product of the 

transfer of the cultural and spiritual values of one group to 

another. Being tricultural, monolingual, bilingual, or 

multilingual, speaking a patois, and in a state of perpetual 

transition, the mestiza faces the dilemma of the mixed breed: 

which collectivity does the daughter of a darkskinned mother 

listen to?  

El choque de un alma entrpado entre el mundo del 

espiíritu y el munda de la técnica a veces la deja entullada. 

Cradled in one culture, sandwiched between two cultures, 

straddling all three cultures and their value systems, la 

mestiza undergoes a struggle of flesh, a struggle of borders, 

an inner war. Like all people, we perceive the version of 

reality that our culture communicates. Like others having or 

living in more than one culture, we get multiple, often 

opposing messages. The coming together of two self-

consistent but habitually incompatible frames of reference 

causes un choque, a cultural collision.  

Within us and within la cultura chicana, commonly held 

beliefs of the white culture attack commonly held beliefs of 
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the Mexican culture, and both attack commonly held beliefs 

of the indigenous culture. Subconsciously, we see an attack 

on ourselves and our beliefs as a threat and we attempt to 

block with a counter-stance.  

But it is not enough to stand on the opposing 

riverbank, shouting questions, challenging patriarchal, 

white conventions. A counter-stance locks one into a 

duel of oppressor and oppressed; locked in mortal 

combat, like the cop and the criminal, both are reduced 

to a common denominator of violence. The counter-

stance refutes the dominant culture's views and beliefs 

and, for this, it is proudly defiant. All reaction is limited 

by, and dependent on, what it is reacting against. 

Because the counter-stance stems from a problem with 

authority - outer as well as inner - it's a step towards 

liberation from cultural domination. But it is not a way 

of life. At some point, on our way to a new 

consciousness, we will have to leave the opposite bank, 

the split between the two mortal combatants somehow 

healed so that we are on both shores at once and, at 

once, see through the serpent and eagle eyes. Or perhaps 

we will decide to disengage from the dominant culture, 

write it off altogether as a lost cause, and cross the 

border into a wholly new and separate territory. Or we 

might go another route. The possibilities are numerous 

once we decide to act and not react.  

A Tolerance for Ambiguity 

These numerous possibilities leave la mestiza floundering 

in uncharted seas. In perceiving conflicting information and 

points of view, she is subjected to a swamping of her 

psychological borders. She has discovered that she can't hold 

concepts or ideas in rigid boundaries. The borders and walls 

that are supposed to keep the undesirable ideas out are 

entrenched habits and patterns of behavior; these habits and 

patterns are the enemy within. Rigidity means death. Only by 

remaining flexible is she able to stretch the psyche 

horizontally and vertically. La mestiza constantly ahs to shift 

out of habitual formations; from convergent thinking, 

analytical reasoning that tends to use rationality to move 

toward a single goal (a Western mode), to divergent thinking, 

characterized by movement away from set patterns and goals 

and toward a more whole perspective, one that includes rather 

than excludes.  

The new mestiza copes by developing a tolerance for 

contradictions, a tolerance for ambiguity. She learns to be an 

Indian in Mexican culture, to be Mexican from an Anglo 

point of view. She learns to juggle cultures. She has a plural 

personality, she operates in a pluralistic mode - nothing is 

thrust out, the good, the bad and the ugly, nothing rejected, 

nothing abandoned. Not only does she sustain contradictions, 

she turns the ambiguities into something else.  

She can be jarred out of ambivalence by an intense, and 

often painful, emotional event that inverts or resolves the 

ambivalence.  I’m not sure exactly how.  The work takes 

place underground—subconsciously.  It is work that the soul 

performs.  That focal point of fulcrum, that juncture where the 

mestiza stands, is where phenomena tend to collide.  It is 

where the possibility of uniting all that is separate occurs.  

This assembly is not one where severed or separated pieces 

merely come together.  Nor is it a balancing of opposing 

powers.  In attempting to work out a synthesis, the self has 

added a third element which is greater then the sum of its 

severed parts.  That thir element is a new consciousness—a 

mestiza consciousness—and though it is a source of intense 

pain, its energy comes from continual creative motion that 
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keeps breaking down the unitary aspect of each new 

paradigm. 

En unas pocas centurias, the future will belong to the 

mestiza.  Because the future depends on the breaking down of 

paradigms, it depends on the straddling of two or more 

cultures.  By creating a new mythos—that is, a change in the 

way we perceive reality, the way we see ourselves, and the 

ways we behave—la mestiza creates a new consciousness.   

The work of mestiza consciousness is to break down the 

subject-object duality that keeps her a prisoner and to show in 

the flesh and through the images in her work how duality is 

transcended. The answer to the problem between the white 

race and the colored, between males and females, lies in 

healing the split that originates in the very foundation of our 

lives, our culture, our languages, our thoughts. A massive 

uprooting of dualistic thinking in the individual and collective 

consciousness is the beginning of a long struggle, but one that 

could, in our best hopes, bring us to the end of rape, of 

violence, of war.  

La encruci jada  /  The Crossroads  

A chicken is being sacrificed 

at a crossroads, a simple mound of earth 

a mud shrine for Eshu, 

Yoruba god of indeterminacy, 

who blesses her choice of path. 

She begins her journey. 

 

 Su cuerpo es una bocacalle.  La mestiza has gone 

from being the sacrificial goat to becoming the officiating 

priestess at the crossroads.   

 

As a mestiza I have no country, my homeland cast me out; yet 

all countries are mine because I am every woman’s sister . . . I 

am participating in the creation of yet another culture, a new 

story to explain the world and our participation in it, a new 

value system with images and symbols that connect us to 

teach other and to the planet.  Soy un amasamiento, I am an 

act of kneading, of uniting and joining that not only has 

produced both a creature of darkness and a creature of light, 

but also a creature that questions the definition of light and 

dark and gives them new meanings.   

 We are the people who leap in the dark, we are the 

people on the knees of the gods.  In our very flesh, 

(r)evolution works out the clash of cultures.  It makes us 

crazy constantly, but if the center holds, we’ve made some 

kind of evolutionary step forward.  Nuestra alma el trabajo, 

the opus, the great alchemical work; spiritual mestizaje, a 

“morphogenesis,” an inevitable unfolding.  We have become 

the quickening serpent movement. 

Indigenous like corn, like corn, the mestiza is a product of 

crossbreeding, designed for preservation under a variety of 

conditions.  Like an ear of corn—a female seed-bearing 

organ—the mestiza is tenacious, tightly wrapped in the husks 

of her culture . . . she will survive the crossroads . . .  

 

  We are the porous rock in the stone metate 

  squatting on the ground. 

We are the rolling pin, el maíz y agua, 

la masa harina.  Somos el amasijo. 

Somos lo molido en el metate. 

We are the comal sizzling hot,  

the hot tortilla, the hungry mouth. 

We are the coarse rock. 

We are the grinding motion, 

the mixted potion, somos el molcajete. 

We are the pestle, the comino, ajo, pimiento,  

We are the chile Colorado, 

the green shoot that cracks the rock. 

We will abide. 


