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Preface


 

Twenty-two years ago I asked my lifelong friend, Moon Zappa (she was six months old when we met!) if she knew of a good writing workshop I could attend to keep my creative flame burning in between my book projects. She recommended a lovely lady deep into the San Fernando Valley, and I signed up for a class. Halfway through the second prompt as I scribbled away, I was stunned by the thought that popped into my head. “I could be teaching this workshop!”

It took me a year or so to grab those reins and drill up the courage to post a notice on MySpace that I’d be holding writing workshops at my home in the Marina. Sure enough, several ladies signed up and as I opened my door to each one of them, I was struck with a new kind of love. Their bravery and sweet desire to enter into the profound universe of self-expression lit up my heart in a new way. 

To get to the ripe old age of 52 and discover such unexpected bliss in “teaching” (more like “allowing,”) was yet another miracle in my life, and I’m still filled with gratitude and joy upon meeting each new student. As they walk through the door to reveal their deepest, darkest and brightest thoughts, their light fills the room and we are One. I know that sounds corny as fuck, but it happens every time. I don’t teach them anything, but somehow create a safe space, a haven, for them to remember things they’ve forgotten, to plumb the depths and climb to the freaking stars with their words.

After a few workshops I realized most women want to write about who they are, what made them that way, and how to become MORE of who they are, who we all are. We are all in this together, and sharing their lives so honestly and openly proves this fact over and over again. A rare kind of comfort sets in and a sense of relief that is indefinable, but potently felt. Since there is no criticism and no judgment, there is complete freedom for my girls to let it bleed all over the page.

I started at home, but soon branched out, traveling all over the country and even the world (London and Toronto!) beginning in Austin where my Goddaughter, Polly Parsons lives, and then New York, where my largest group meets twice a year. I travel to meet up with my dolls in a dozen cities now, including Las Vegas for my annual Doll Con with students from everywhere gathering coven-like to write, dance and groove. Due to the pandemic, I started teaching on Zoom, with women from Australia, Poland, Austria, the UK and all over the US, and we meet twice a month, discovering kindred spirits in each other, all over the world.

Many of the women (I call them my Dolls, and I’m their groupie Godmother) who come to my classes have read my memoirs, which helps them feel more comfortable to spill their own tales of woe and wonder—a built in bonus. Most are music-obsessed, and we connect in that glorious universal way. Def Leppard? Yes! Dylan? Yes! Leonard Cohen? BTS? Gaga? Some unknown band in your hometown? Yes yes yes!

I truly believe we can all write. All we have to do it DO IT. Everyone’s life is word-worthy, worth saving, worth sharing. People often tell me, “I don’t have the time to write. You DO have the time. The pieces in this collection were all written in 12 minutes during a workshop, which proves my point. 

As I sit out those 12 minutes, listening to the clitter-clat of keyboards and the scratching of pens on paper, I’m in a trance, spellbound by the bounty of beauty being created in my presence. 

Gathering these prompts from so many submitted has been quite a chore and I thank all that’s holy that my New York Dolls, Lori Perkins and Camilla Saly, came to our rescue. They’ve worked long and mightily on this tome, and I honor their sublime efforts and expertise. Thank you thank you thank you my Big Apple Angels! Lori! It was your idea and your publishing house! I’m so grateful!

Of all the many spectacular things I’ve done in my life, my workshops take the sweet, gooey, yummy cake. I feel like it may be the reason I was put on this exquisite spinning globe this time around—to create a space safe enough for women to own their experiences, to use their words to find peace and ecstasy, to cherish themselves and all they’ve been through. 

And to get it on the page.

 

Pamela Des Barres

Fall 2022




Forward


By Marissa DeAngelis

 

New York, New York and Los Angeles, California

 

Prompt: “There is a crack in everything, that’s how the light gets in.” —Leonard Cohen 

 

I attended my first Pamela Des Barres Writing Workshop in 2012 on a whim. Her writing workshop had popped up on my Facebook account, and honestly, I didn’t know all that much about her except that she was one of the inspirations for Penny Lane in Almost Famous, a movie that I adored. I loved that it encapsulated the innocence of the 1970s, but also warned of rock & roll’s self-destruction, as musicians inevitably discard the fans and girls they claim to care about, sell their souls to fame, and succumb to corporate greed. But it ends on a hopeful note, almost as if it can’t help itself. And that’s the kind of vibe Pamela Des Barres gave off when I first met her: like she had seen every ounce of debauchery, but still carried the peace, love and happiness from the ’60s. She was a walking LA time capsule with flaming red hair and an impressive rainbow aura (obvious even to cynical New Yorkers like me who don’t believe in auras). 

I am, of course, a music fan. I’m drawn to those that are equally, if not more, obsessed with musicians and bands than I am. I spent much of my youth making mix tapes (I should say neurotically assembling mix tapes), and I don’t care much for those who can’t drone on-and-on, listing their favorite songs and whatevers. 

However, beyond my music fandom, I am the complete opposite of Pamela De Barres in almost every way, which amuses me. She’s all-California, hippie-girl of the ’60s, and I’m all-New York, Atari child of the ‘80s. She’s all sunshine and mini-skirts and I’m a Larry David-loving, Italian girl dressed in black. She’s an only child, and I’m the smothered youngest of four daughters. More importantly, unlike Pamela, I’m a dabbler in life. She has been more of a jumper. I don’t easily commit to things. I dip one toe in and take nine toes out, while Pamela took all her clothes off and dove in without checking how deep the water was. This is literal and metaphorical. It takes me 45 minutes to get into a pool.

This dabbling quality of mine has applied to my writing. I grew up in a relatively close, overprotective family that was guilty of a lot of hovering (eavesdropping on phone calls included). I never wrote in journals for long because my mother would crack them open and write comments like, “Who is this? I don’t know who this is.” My older sister would take a red pen and make grammatical corrections. When I wrote poetry, my mother would always ask, “Is this about me?” and my sister, an English major, would comment, “Your imagery is tired.” I also hated how my life looked on paper: so boring, so routine, so monotonous. 

Not Pamela. She wrote in journals, she chased rock stars, answering to no one. She seemed to be the flip side of every woman you ever met that said, “Oh, I wish I hadn’t listened to my parents and…” She WAS those three ellipses. She was the living embodiment of the girls who fantasized while listening to The Rolling Stones, had they ignored their parents or the naysayers of their hometowns. She took the risks and she put herself out there; she must’ve realized early on that you’ll regret the things you haven’t done, and people will talk shit about you anyway, so the joke’s on you if you listen to them. And she remained the girl most of us once were, who listened to albums in our teenage bedroom, memorizing lyrics and thinking about how we were going to meet the band.

Pamela’s writing workshops begin rather organically. No bells and whistles. Her rules for writing are quite simple. There’s a 12-minute time limit, and instructions not to cross-out as you’re writing, and no qualifying by saying “this stinks,” or “this isn’t very good.” Also, no criticizing each other’s work. We read aloud, and often, that’s harder than it sounds. Many of us have confessed that we feel like the weak link in the room, or even the fake writer. 

Almost every time I read aloud, I’m surprised by any positive responses. Whenever I try to write something serious, my dark, sarcastic side comes out (which Pamela reminds me is a strength), and I’ll hear giggles, and forget that, oh yeah, that’s a compliment. My writing voice is emerging, and it’s going to make what’s funny sad, and what’s sad, funny, and we’re all fucking contradictions, and it’s a writer’s job to capture it. 

Taking her workshops over the years is a steady reminder that writing is a practice, not just a skill, and you get better by observing others and just by doing. You never know what random writing prompt is going to get you to unearth a deep thought or an undiscovered emotion. 

I have really come to appreciate Pamela’s teaching. It’s a skill that requires a certain amount of intuition and love of language, and a lot of patience. A successful writing teacher knows how to hold your hand while letting you go. Through her writing prompts, she asks questions that make you open up real wide, which is admittedly uncomfortable for someone like me who describes herself as “a no person.” I even brag about being “a no person.” Or at least I used to. And boy, Pamela is “a yes person.” Her chosen topics for us to mull over for 12 minutes can vary from when we were wrong about something, when our perspective changed, or, as Leonard Cohen writes, instances where we feel cracked but also “when the light gets in.” These aren’t easy questions with simple answers. Each one could open a wound, or sometimes press on a bruise that we didn’t even know existed. And though I always want to make jokes, I often find myself close to tears. These groups are all women, often who have also returned year after year, and we’ve all been opening ourselves up by telling our stories. And Pamela doesn’t just have the right questions — she’ll remember something you mentioned three years ago, which, I will just say, is rather impressive, considering her colorful past! (I mean, if I had any year in my life that resembled hers in 1970, I wouldn’t even remember my name!)

There’s a Buddhist saying, “When the student is ready, the teacher will appear.” It’s inevitable that when you find your music soulmates, you find your soulmates. The women I’ve met at the workshops, all at different soul points in their lives, all had something to learn and tidbits to teach. They were both blackboards and mirrors. And even though the ages ranged from 20-75, often everyone seemed the same age. And not surprisingly, 20 year-olds come across like wise-old sages, and 70-year olds appear to, like children, discover their voices for the first time. We have all been cut by a loved one and lovers, and have done some cutting ourselves. We’ve been taken advantage of, underestimated, fallen and risen, risen and then fallen, and surprised ourselves with a victory now and then. And the more we talk and write, the more palpable the energy in the room becomes. Pamela often says she loves the sound of us writing and clicking away on our keyboards. Sometimes it is as if the clicking could conjure its own powerful spell. It is delightful.

I have learned some vital writing lessons: 

	To be bold with my adjectives. Writing with all your senses is something these women have really taught me. They write with colors and scents and textures in mind. 


	Write often, and as a practice, and yes, discipline does actually make you better. Even if it’s without purpose. Especially when it’s without purpose. 


	You never know where your great line will pop up, but it most certainly won’t pop up if you’re not writing, OR if you’re sitting around trying to think of a great line.


Since taking these workshops, I’ve experienced some real-deal life transformations. And I’m not sure if it was pure serendipity or cosmic synchronicity, but it so happens that it was the beginning of a lot of beginnings. In the years that followed, I received my first book contract, when not so long before I had been too insecure to call myself a writer on job applications. I’ve also moved across the country, which for some might seem like not a big deal, but in my family, a move to another state is epically rebellious. 

I often complain that we are living in a time of epic uncoolness, with social media, lack of privacy and criminally bad music, and how I just want to take a time machine and travel to the 1970s. So I am still, of course, insanely jealous of Pamela and how she lived through so many decades of absolute coolness (as in partying extensively throughout the ’60s, ’70s, and ‘80s, OMG!). Of course, people will say that every generation thinks some other previous generation is the ultimate, but come on, no one living now thinks the 2000s were more fun that the 1970s (do they?). But for music-loving ladies, in these workshops I can declare that I have found my people (on all levels)! I discovered not just a group of smart women, but also girls who write with raw, bloody realness. 

Over the years I get the feeling that these workshops have endured because Pamela values storytelling so much, and that’s because, ultimately, she values people most of all: the magic of getting people together and having them tell their tales, and expose their lives as beautiful, gaping holes; teaching the art of writing about the cracks in everything, because that’s how the light gets in. 




Chapter One
 Childhood


 


Lynx O’Leary


 

Toronto, Ontario CANADA

 

Prompt: Write about your first memory

 

I open my eyes and see only darkness. I strain to hear for sounds coming from beyond the doorway, but there is nothing, only silence. In this darkness, this silence, I used to be scared, but not anymore. 

I’m not scared because I know if I make a sound he will come. That gentle man who feeds me, cleans me, who plays and tickles me, who laughs with me and gets all my silent jokes, then lays me down and reads to me until I fall asleep, he comes every night and says he stays awake and waits for my cry so he can come in and hold me. 

He takes me into the darkness, walking the hallway back and forth, gently rocking me, telling me how much he loves me. My cries were once loud, but with every step he takes I relax a little more. I can feel his warmth and the vibration of his hums through his chest. I feel safe. He walks with me for minutes, sometimes even up to an hour, until he feels me drift back into sleep. He puts me back into my crib and goes to bed. Finally he can rest. 

In this darkness, this silence, I am no longer scared, but I cry out anyway because I know he will come.

 


Sonja Snyder

 

Zoom Class

 

Prompt: Write about a childhood memory that still reverberates

 

Each season gives me something to look forward to, and when I was a kid there were at least a million reasons to be excited about summer. School was out. We had long and lazy days of being in the collapsible pool Dad sat up in the backyard (which he moved around each week so the grass wouldn’t die under it). If we weren’t in the pool, we were hanging out in a homemade tent we built with blankets held together with clothespins. We would ride our bikes until one of us would wreck, which was usually a daily thing for me. But one of the best memories of all was preparing our jars to catch fireflies. 

I never called them fireflies, and to this day I call them lightning bugs. Of course, they are flying beetles with tiny pockets of bioluminescence attached to their bodies, but as a kid I didn’t understand all of that, nor did I care. Sure, I wanted to know how they did that, but not knowing was more magical. The little flying lanterns would fill the summer evenings with tiny Morse-code dots of light, and my sister, brother and I would try to catch every single one in our empty glass Peter Pan peanut butter jars with the metal lids that Dad had carefully poked holes into to let in the air. 

Sometimes we were lucky, and got to go to my great-grandmother’s farm where the lightning bugs filled the field across from her house. There were millions of lightning bugs in that field, and they lit it up like silent fireworks. I would find myself mesmerized by the mostly random, yet sometimes purposeful waves of light, almost like they were sending secret messages to each other. My grandmother told me that everything is created for God’s pleasure, and I wondered how He must have really loved the night, to light it up so. My grandma also said to me, “See all those bugs lighting up over there? Those are God’s kisses blown down to earth. Go catch you some.” I would run after them, trying to catch all that I could of Him, so I could take them home. They were like tiny stars in a jar beside my bed.

By morning time, the lighting bugs were all dead. It was hard for me to understand why—I wasn’t going to keep them long, and they had air. I was going to let them go in the morning, but they didn’t have that much time to be magical. My mom tried to explain to me that they just don’t live that long, that nothing really lives that long, and there is a short time and season to everything, so be magical while you can. 

The next night my brother, sister, myself, and some of the kids in the neighborhood started the evening ritual of catching lightning bugs, trying to recreate the magic of the previous night. But you can never really do that—recreate magic. Even if you catch an entire jar full of lighting bugs, it’s not the same light. They have one shot. I have one shot. That’s all we have.

To this day, I so look forward to when the lightning bugs start to appear, and it seems like there are fewer of them now. This year I didn’t see them until late June, and I was afraid that they wouldn’t return—which makes them all the more magical. I have this time to appreciate them now—I don’t have as long for them this summer, and like all things now, they are somehow different. Nothing really lives that long, and there is a short time and season to everything, so be magical while you can. 

 


Elizabeth Raymond


 

Seattle, Washington

 

Prompt: There’s a crack in everything, that’s how the light gets in. – Leonard Cohen

 

Leonard Cohen wrote that, “There’s a crack in everything and that’s how the light gets in.” But my father was as smooth as an egg, not a crack in sight. No way to pierce the icy veneer of his heart. I tried for years, searching for that crack, so that the light of my being could get in. My mother knew, and finally I knew that I was not the “rainbow baby” my father had wished for. No, I was missing a vital component that would have guaranteed my place in his heart: a penis. Every time he looked at me, you could hear the twisted inner dialogue playing on repeat inside his echoing hardened shell: “She’s not David. She is not the son I lost. I will never have a son again, just this useless replacement.”

I wanted to pound my fists against him, crack him open, make him LOVE me. But I have come to realize that even though my light never got into him, it was not diminished. And I know there are plenty of others who will bask in it.

 


Leyla Hamedi


 

New York, New York

 

Prompt: I was just a kid but…

 

I was just a kid, but I knew exactly what death was. My bunny was dead, and it was never coming back.

I’ve always been aware of death. I never had that, “I’m going to live forever!!” feeling of lighthearted, youthful naiveté because I knew for a fact that I wasn’t going to. In my more hopeful moments I thought at least there would be someone somewhere that might invent a cure for death by the time I really needed it. But at six years old I knew it was too late for my bunny.

I loved that stupid rabbit. I don’t remember why mother wasn’t around—probably in the States dealing with my grandparents, dealing with their multitudes of health issues. A whole separate trauma and fountain of death fears were ready to geyser out of me right there, actually. But I must’ve suppressed all that, because I just remember me and my dad. Us together, best friends, confidantes and partners in the “buying a pet bunny” crime, while my mom was out of the country.

My sister isn’t here and will never read this (or read an edited version), so I can confidently confess that I am my dad’s favorite. I am his princess. His Leyki, as he still calls me. As a Middle Eastern man who grew up in a family of strong women, no brothers or uncles really to speak of, he is used to being doted on: the precious little boy king. I’m pretty sure he never wanted sons because they would usurp his position. But as his daughter and as his first princess, I am the jeweled shiny apple of his eye because a regular market fruit would never do.

So of course I got the very first thing I asked for when my mom left us to fend for ourselves while she did her duty as a daughter. I got a pet: a beautiful baby white bunny that I named Minnie, for reasons that are still unknown to me. I’m thinking from Minnie Mouse, as that was the extent of my rodent knowledge back then? 

In one week I fell in love, and then fell in “Okay, a bunny in my room stinks,” neutrality about this precious creature.

But, hey! My grandparents aren’t home either, and they have a much bigger house just down the street! We decided the bun bun could stay with their housekeeper in the big house by the sea, spoiled by all the lettuce she could eat.

Because that was the thing: Bunny was very little. Bunny had a sensitive stomach. Bunny had to eat lettuce. Not carrots, like the cartoons led us all to believe. Just lettuce.

The housekeeper fed the bunny carrots.

The bunny died.

Now, as a six-year-old I didn’t quite grasp the mechanics of a bunny’s digestive system, and the end result of carrots equaling death, and, quite frankly, as a 32 year old I still don’t. But this is also Istanbul, Turkey, in the early 1990s. For all I know the bunny was a petri dish of every disease known to bunnyhood and household vermin. However, for me it was simple. One minute I had a cute bunny I could visit whenever; the next minute it ate carrots and was dead.

I’m surprised I didn’t develop an eating disorder. No, just a healthy fear of death, further confirmed by my first pet’s untimely demise. All my current pets are on carefully monitored diets. None of them are bunnies. 

 


J. Gunter


 

Nashville, Tennessee

 

Prompt: Write about a childhood fear

 

I’m sitting in the sunny warmth of the kitchen, the whole family gathered around the table. My sister is making faces at me over her pancakes. Roscoe, the orange tabby, is twining around my foot, begging for scraps, begging for love. My parents are talking—no, arguing. Yes, definitely arguing. My sister’s googly-eye faces turn to scowls. I look down at my pancakes, ignoring her, ignoring them, ignoring the cat. I should have stayed in bed. 

My mother’s voice sharpens. I glance down toward the end of the table. She looks to me and then my father. His voice rises. Angry, so angry. I look at my sister. Ignoring me, she is feeding Roscoe toast because I ignored him. He is my cat but he likes her better. I stick out my tongue at her—and then jump, as a fist hits the table. 

My father’s anger has reached the point where it demands attention. He stands, seems to think twice, grabs the closest object—a jar of strawberry preserve—and hurls it at my mother. 

The jar shatters as it hits the wall. I scream. I think, that it’s her head, that those are her brains on the wall. I can’t stop screaming. Everyone is looking at me and I can’t stop screaming until my father slaps me, slaps me until I realize my mother is not dead. She begins to clean the sticky mess off the floor. 

And that’s how we know breakfast is over.

 


Bambi Conway 


 

Los Angeles, California

 

Prompt: The worst thing that ever happened to me…

 

More than anything else I remember the pink lemonade. It was served with ice in a hard plastic golden brown topaz-colored cup. I don’t remember much else about the cafeteria: it had the standard cafeteria food, perfectly round scoops of macaroni salad and rectangles of green or red jello with a little rosette of whipped cream. I just remember the lemonade, as I sat there alone waiting for my Dad.

I don’t understand why a nine year-old child was allowed to sit alone in a hospital cafeteria, but was not allowed to go to her mother’s hospital room. The hospital did not allow children under 12 to visit. I didn’t question it at the time, but looking back at this 50 years later, it makes me mad.

My mother was dying of cancer, but no one told me that. I still believed she was going to come home when she got better. She had been sick for a long time and going to the doctor and the hospital was a last resort. It was against our religion. Christian Scientists believed that God would heal you, that sickness was an “error” as they called it, an illusion that can be cured by prayer. 

I wanted to talk to my mom and tell her about Girl Scouts, and what I was going to be for Halloween. It seemed like weeks had gone by and I wasn’t able to see her. I think she was in the hospital for a month.

My father may have been in denial, too, which probably contributed to my belief that she would come home and get better. I saw him cry for the first time in my life and he told me, “Mommy’s going to die.” When we went to the hospital that night, they let me in her room. She was delirious and she told me to listen to my dad. She died a couple of days later.

When she died they had a funeral for her. I did not go because they said I was too young. No one thought to have a conversation with me about it. I just retreated into a fantasy world where my mother was still in the hospital and coming home when she got better. This scenario fit in well with the religious beliefs that I grew up with, and the fact that I was left completely out of any memorial for my mom.

It’s been 50 years and I’m still getting emotional as I write this. I have never talked to my therapist about this because I have many more present problems to discuss with her. But as I look back on this, losing my mother and not being allowed to grieve for her or say goodbye has scarred me in ways I don’t even know. I don’t blame my dad at all; he was lost, himself.

I’m thinking about this more lately because I just went to the funeral for my friend’s mom. She lived around the corner from us and was there for me when my mom died. I spent a lot of time at their house. After the funeral, I sat in my friend’s living room looking at old photo albums. There was a Halloween photo of me in my Quisp costume. I showed my daughter, and she asked how old I was and I wasn’t sure, so I pulled the photo out of the album and flipped it over. October 31st, 1969. When I read that I realized it was only nine days after my mom died. I was able to pretend to still be having a normal childhood.

It was the worst thing to ever happen to me, and I was able to survive without any help—just the help of my imagination. It’s my gift to be able to retreat into a fantasy world when I need to: just being able to focus on something else, even if it’s just some pink lemonade in an ugly plastic cup.

 


Laura Gilmore


 

New York, New York

 

Prompt: I was just a kid, but …

 

I loved to play dress-up, dance and do stripteases at parties—not a full striptease, but it was hard to get me to stop.

My dad had wild parties growing up: old jazzers from Hollywood and Hollywood babes. Drug addicts and a Hungarian count. I think I was about six.

My dad would do things like tape Cinderella and Bambi, but I wanted to hear loud stripper music and Dixieland jazz so I could run around playing dress-up in my stepmom’s Frederick’s of Hollywood lingerie and heels, showing off for everyone.

Then came the judging contest of my drawings. You had to tell me which one you liked best, and while we were at it, let’s judge all the Playboy centerfolds that I would remove from my dad’s stack of magazines and lay out in the front room. They didn’t try to stop me or judge me, and I’m sure the old party-hards loved it. I guess you could say I grew up in a sex positive or “sexy-positive” household (though if my mom knew I think she would have hit the roof).

I think about this behavior now, and I can go two ways with it—shame, betrayal of my innocence, inappropriateness, or no shaming of my free and uninhibited creativity being a good thing. Sometimes I feel bad—there’s gray area, but honestly, I think it made me a more creative and self-expressive person who can “think out of the box.”

I wasn’t afraid to go for guys at an early age, and I have had a hard time stroking the patriarchy and being the “nice girl.” I was already out of the box, and I could never get back inside it.

Dad also had other weird stuff going on, like his need to walk around naked, go for outings with my stepmom to a nudist colony, and go to parties at a place in Hollywood called Plato’s Retreat.

The gray area about shameful, inappropriate parenting is something I still feel ambivalent about. Was it wrong that I was given free rein? I do remember feeling so joyous at what I could uncover.

 


L. J. Gouveia


 

Austin, Texas

 

Prompt: A time you were verbally abused or verbally abused someone else

 

It’s almost odd to say I was verbally abused, because sometimes—a lot of times—it still doesn’t feel past tense yet, and not just a time—so many times, especially over the first 18 years of my life. 

The same basic things over and over: “You’re worthless. You’re stupid. We can’t even enjoy ourselves because of you. You won’t ever amount to a hill o’ beans.” (My dad. Yes, those clichéd daddy issues, and how much does it suck that they’re so prevalent it’s become a cliché?)

Of course part of me burned and seethed even then, as a gawky nine year-old kid, all hot tears, hot anger spilling out on the pillow along with hot thoughts: One day, one day, I’ll show him.

Sometimes I imagined I’d be a famous movie star. Or a best-selling author. Or a famous singer, and of course when I was in town he would never be invited backstage. Maybe I’d even become a big Hollywood producer and my production company would be Hill o’ Beans Productions. Heh!

Well, I fell a little short of all that. I’m not a famous movie star, but I did get to (fleetingly) be in a few actual movies. I’m not a best-selling author, but I have gotten to walk into Barnes & Noble and pick up a book and a few magazines with my name and my words in them. I’m not a famous singer, but I have played Antone’s—and I invited Mom, but not him.

Hill o’ Beans Productions could still happen, who knows?

 


Leticia Lopez


 

Los Angeles, California

 

Prompt: What If… 

 

What if Alice in Wonderland was not my favorite movie? Would I lack curiosity and adventure? 

When I showed the movie to my 14-year-old neighbor who had never seen it before, she was disappointed. “That was a depressing movie,” she said. 

“Depressing,” I asked, “How?” She began to speak, but my mind pondered on the question as if I had asked it to myself. 

I had watched this movie hundreds of times since I was a child. The only sad part in Alice in Wonderland was that the enchanting new friends are not what the curious little girl was expecting. Take the annoying twins with gumdrop-shaped bellies who bounce like basketballs as they lecture Alice on manners, or the plump queen with her short temper who orders her deck of cards to chase Alice out of Wonderland.

What if this whimsical film was not my favorite, or even worse, what if I had never seen it? I think about it for a moment. I can picture the colorful and chatty flowers, the teasing Cheshire Cat, and of course, Alice following the White Rabbit to see where he is going. Curiosity leads to so many things and many places. Would I still have the same admiration for glistening flowers after a spring shower? Would tea no longer be my favorite drink? Perhaps I would never try to go on adventures like traveling to Los Angeles by myself, a new-found independence that took me years and opposing thoughts to overcome. What if I was convinced there was nothing at the rabbit’s destination? My destination.

In that case the White Rabbit wouldn’t exist, which signifies the pure and harmless curiosity that so often leads my imagination running. My eight-year-old self would not be creative and daydream of becoming a writer. My love for new friends made in L.A. and Las Vegas would not exist if I had not dared to dream. 

So, what if Disney’s Alice in Wonderland was not my favorite movie of all time? Would I still be a writer, and be here today?

 


PJ Cantu


 

Los Angeles, California

 

Prompt: Something that has inspired you

 

Why I Write

 

I write ruinous from the belly of my being

When I’m desperate and I need to shout

Painted in pointed tones

I script when I feel small

Hurried and desirous

To be seen and heard

I pen with the pain of a seven-year-old little girl

Who aches to be a priority

While jotting jadedness of a 50 something-year-old woman

Who is still scraps for precedence

I author on behalf of my ancestors suffering

Matriarch lineage bestowed unto me

I pen poetry on purpose

As if every word will remove

A layer of intergenerational trauma

I transcribe raggedy-raw tear trickled texts

I compose to heal

I note to forgive

I write it all off
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