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INTRODUCTION BY EMANUEL XAVIER

Ten years ago, an earlier version of this
poetry collection heralded me as a minor celebrity in the downtown
NYC arts scene. Bringing these selections back into print with this
fresh new edition, I have the rare opportunity of celebrating this
extended journey with a whole new audience.

As a self-published chapbook, Pier
Queen barely registered as a poetry collection and the novel
Christ Like did nothing more than satisfy my only desire to
explore fiction writing. Nonetheless, I had strayed too far from
the West Side Highway piers and the underground gay club scene to
ever go back. I found comfort in the spoken word and slam poetry
scene but wanted to do more than read at open mics and compete with
three minute rules.

Americano was my first official poetry
collection printed by a small press much like the one issuing this
publication. It had a nice run for a few years and seemingly
inspired a new generation of voices. It is not enough to be boxed
into more than one minority genre—gay and Latino. With these
selections, I basically make no effort to be embraced by the
mainstream.

A cute little Latino boy dressed as a cowboy
waving an American flag in the middle of the heartland is hardly an
image anyone will walk away with after reading these poems.
However, I owe my survival from the brutal streets as a queer
homeless teen to the avant-garde artists which challenged and
inspired me to share my own vision of America.

We enjoy great opportunities in these United
States- freedom of expression and freedom of speech. However, that
also gives prejudice and hatred the right to co-exist. To be an
“Americano” in today’s world is to feel like an outsider in your
own country while watching the struggle for immigration rights with
the knowledge that we still have a long road ahead of us for real
equality. It doesn’t matter if you were born and raised in this
country or not, let alone “Born This Way”. In the United States, if
you do not fit into the same mythical images of a light-haired,
blue-eyed, white-skinned Christ, you would be hard pressed to be
considered a true American. In a country filled with Chick-Fil-A’s
and Westboro Baptist Churches and Youth for Western Civilizations,
art that directly challenges the mainstream is still fringe.

These poems are not all about being an
American. The themes are universal to anyone who has ever felt
invisible in their own countries because of their differences. They
are about love, hurt and redemption. They aspire to speak to anyone
who ever felt introspective about who they are and how they fit
into the world they live in. They are about making your own path
and taking the time to look back but also looking forward to the
future.

 


—Emanuel Xavier

NYC, 2012


“This is the story of America. Everybody’s
doing what they think they’re supposed to do.” —Jack Kerouac, On
the Road

 



MARICONCITO

was what his stepfather called him. He was
not even a teen and yet it was evident that he had no physical
attraction to girls, besides the fact that he was quite effeminate.
He liked to read books and was soft spoken, strange. He was
identified as gay before he even knew what the word meant- sitting
in the back seat of his stepfather’s car pretending not to hear
him.

“Dime la verdad. Eres maricon?” were the
words reserved for him when his mother was out shopping as they
waited in that vehicle. He was embarressed to let her know of his
torment and knew she would beat him if she suspected. No one ever
asked how he felt or took the time to figure out what was going on
with him.

He had already learned to survive this way by
keeping silent about how his older cousin entered him from behind
when he was much younger. He had no friends and dreamt of the day
his real father would come to save him from this hell. He was meant
to be a prince and didn’t belong there.

He imagined his father to be a great king
that would have this vagrant man- his stepfather- killed when he
found out how much pain he had caused his beloved son. He watched
the fathers on television and wondered if Michael Landon or Mr.
Brady or that guy from Eight is Enough might be missing a
little Latin boy in their lives. When he watched E.T. He
thought perhaps his father was an alien who came from another
planet where it was okay to have a crush on his schoolmate, Matthew
Bello. He prayed to a heavenly father every night at the edge of
his sofabed in the living room that the man doing the same things
to his mother in the bedroom that his cousin had done to him would
soon die. He had actual converstions with this so-called heavenly
father only to wake up each morning to find his stepfather was
still there- usually hung over from too much drinking.

Maricon, mariconcito, nena. He was forced to
go to school to hear the English translations of these words from
other boys.

Mariconcito learned to exist in a fantasy
world and was smart enough to survive, sure that someday a real man
would save him from stupidity. He just smiled aware that one day
the joke would be on them.

 



IN THE EIGHTIES

My eyes in the eighties

never saw death nor sorrow

no parades of pride from those lonely at
night

no broken heart like pieces of glass on the
ground.

 


My eyes in the eighties

saw the crumbling piers where young colored
boys were bought,

the dog’s collar, the poisonous powder,

and indestructible towers illuminating empty
beer cans

from the back seat of stolen cars.

 


My eyes reflected from the stare of anonymous
men

on streets where cats hunted mice

on alleys of lust, with cold hands and
groans

penetrating as their children slept.

 


Walls where sprayed paint immortalized names
and legends

Rivers that swallowed the secrets of
intercourse

In the place where dreams were meant to
die

My journey began there.

 


Don’t know how it happened. I suppose

I was never meant to get this far.

There are places that nurture noble men

but my eyes, disguised behind shades-

no innocence to find.

 



AMERICANO

I look at myself in the mirror

trying to figure out what makes me an
American

I see Ecuador and Puerto Rico

 


I see brujo spirits moving across the backs
of Santeros

splattered with the red blood of sacrificed
chickens

on their virgin white clothes and blue beads
for Yemaya

practicing religions without a roof

 


I see my own blood

reddening the white sheets of a stranger

proud American blue jean labels on the side
of the bed

 


I see Don Rosario in his guayabera

sitting outside the bodega

with his Puerto Rican flag

reading time in the eyes of alley cats

 


I see my mother trying to be more

like Marilyn Monroe than Julia De Burgos

I see myself trying to be more



like James Dean than Federico Garcia
Lorca

 


I see Carlos Santana, Gloria Estefan,

Ricky Martin and Jennifer Lopez

More than just sporadic Latin explosions

More like fireworks on el Cuatro de Julio

as American as Bruce Springsteen, Janis
Joplin,

Elvis Presley and Aretha Franklin

 


I see Taco Bells and chicken fajitas at
McDonald’s

I see red, orange, yellow, green, blue and
purple

I see Chita Rivera on Broadway

 


I am as American as lemon merengue pie

as American as Wonder Woman’s panties

as American as Madonna’s bra

as American as the Quinteñeros, the Abduls,
the Lees,

the Jacksons, the Kennedys

all immigrants to this soil

since none sound American Indian to me

as American as television snow after the
anthem is played

and I am not ashamed

 


Jose, can you see...

I pledge allegiance

to this country ‘tis of me

land of dreams and opportunity

land of proud detergent names and
commercialism

land of corporations

 


If I can win gold medals at the Olympics

If I can sign my life away to die for the
United States

Ain’t no small-town hick gonna tell me I
ain’t an American

because I can spic in two languages

coño carajo y fuck you

 


This is my country too

where those who do not believe in freedom and
diversity

are the ones who need to get the hell out

 



LOOK ON DOWN FROM THE BRIDGE

When I was little, my mother made me wash my
face

with the water used to soak rice before
cooking

Abuela told her this would get rid of
my freckles

 


Throughout childhood,

she would buy me lotions and creams

with the hopes that the constellations on my
face,

the last remainders of my other heritage,

would disappear in the night leaving nothing
but darkness

 


Years later, Mami caught me caressing
the boy next door

the one that told me freckles gave me
character

She slammed the door on my fingers

leaving them purple blue

Unaware that someday I would use them to
share this story

 


These are the realms and auras

of dreams and death and discovery and
disappointment

which inspire words to flare like a challenge
dance

before the ink stains fade

 


If I keep these secrets locked inside

set myself apart

I will corrode with loneliness

grow old, wither and die

a moth alone in a dark closet

 


Each has a story to be told and retold

long after the theater lights go off

memories will still seep from veins leading
toward hands

because, though truth sometimes hurts,

it is always beautiful

 



PAPI CHULO

When I look into your papi chulo
eyes

I see happiness and joy

the Christ-child con los tres reyes
magos

& bags full of toys

for the first time noticing

the beauty of brightly lit bodegas

against cobalt skies

the subway smiles of homeless mothers

watching two men kiss quick secret
goodbyes

walking away from each other

banjee boys on their way home

forbidden love glistening in their souls

like the melted candles and whispered
prayers

from altars glowing late at night

in the barrios of a sleepless city

—still prejudiced and cold

 


When I touch your papi chulo skin

I abandon myself to ecstasy and hope

childhood scars lost somewhere in your
embrace

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/243405
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
Americano

GROWING UP GAY AND LATINO INTHE USA

POEMS BY EMANUEL XAVIER





