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The Flashing Sign 
By Juan Manuel Perez 

 

 

All vehicles must stop ahead when flashing 

The pro-anti-immigration sign read a few yards away 

Pulling up the not-so-busy border patrol station 

Stood two male agents and a beautiful counterpart 

The prettiest blonde migra agent I’ve ever seen 

The Asian-descent male asked me the familiars 

Am I an American? Yes. What about you? 

Where am I coming from? You’re wife’s bedroom 

She told me to remind you to take out the trash  

Where am I going? To your mom’s house next 

At least that’s what I’d hope to say but didn’t 

All the time, staring at the blonde agent’s breasts 

They were soon done, telling me to have a nice day 

Yes, I will, staring just a bit longer at the woman 

Soon realizing that la migra also spread false information 

The sign did declare to stop ahead when flashing 

Then why did I bother stopping for the stupid questions 

When she didn’t even bother flashing me her breasts for a second 
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Once Upon A Beer Drinking 
By Juan Manuel Perez 

 

 

I was going to waste these dollar bills 

On a beautiful blue-haired stripper 

Named Marge Simpson 

But I guess I’m gonna have to pay 

For all these beers we just drank 

For you say you have no money 

Even as I see you mount  

Your shiny spaceship of a car 

Almost running me the hell over 

Trying to leave your ugly mouthed wife 

Passed out on the barroom couch 

So, I’m gonna do it for you 

After all, as all things are certain  

In the human course of drinking 

You are gonna have to pay for something 

…and there she goes now 

Running madly out of the homely bar  

Screaming something about your mother 
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Speedy Gonzales Speaks, Part II 
By Juan Manuel Perez 

 

 

With so many questions 

Nursing an equal amount of weakness  

For good cheese, pretty brown women 

The audacity of mi primo, Slowpoke Rodriguez 

His two smoking .357 magnum pistolas 

Revolving negatively with his lack of speed 

That pinche gringo pussycat 

Sylvester, always in my menudo 

Messing up my enchilada of a life 

Forcing me to show off my skills 

Just to keep the other cabrones off my back 

Creating pressure I don’t need 

For mi familia, mi country, mi-self 

After all, I want to do good 
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