
    [image: Cover Image]



    
        [image: image]

    





Dedication





For Lawrence King

A fifteen-year-old middle school boy from Oxnard, California,
 who was shot and killed by another student
 for what prosecutors said was a hate crime.
 A few weeks before the incident, Lawrence's classmates said
 that he had publicly declared that he was gay.

Rest in Power, Lawrence.

 

And

For all the boys who love the color pink.





Epigraph





. . . LET US GO FORTH 
IN THE BOLD DAY, 
AND WRITE.

—Walt Whitman, “Proud Music of the Storm,”
 from Leaves of Grass
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LUCKY Z’S JOURNAL



THIS MORNING


I HEAR MYSELF SINGING


ACROSS THE STREET AT THE GREEN SPEEDWAY CAFÉ


INSIDE MY PENCIL BOX


ON THE PALM TREE STANDING TALL BEFORE ME


ON MY METROCARD


ON THE LAST MIDNIGHT DRAG RACE ON A STREET NAMED DESIRÉE


ON THE GIRL TREE STRUCK BY LIGHTNING IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE


I SING TO MYSELF AT THE CURB BEFORE I TAKE ANOTHER STEP


AT THE GO-GO GIFT SHOPPE



ON THE WINDY ROAD TO SCHOOL


UNDER THE CARNATION CROSS THREADED ONTO MY SCHOOL FENCE


ROUND THE CROSSWALK RAILS


ON THE SCHOOL SECURITY ENTRANCE GATE SCANNER


ON AN EMPANADA APPLE TURNOVER BEHIND THE LUNCH LINE


ON MY CRAZZZY COOL FRIEND ROKERO’S LOCKER


AT THE CHOIR REHEARSAL SESSION


HANG IT ON ALYTTA’S EARRINGS I SAY


ON MY POMEGRANATE-COLORED CELL: TEXTMESSAGE #10030027655


ON A LAPTOP SPACE BAR (4TH PERIOD)


ON SEKOU’S HIP-HOP HAT FLOATING UP TO THE ELECTRIC LIGHT BLUE


ON RONISHA’S CELL (PEARL BLACK)


DEEP INSIDE BRYCE’S MINIATURE CHERRY BLACK BACKPACK ON HER BACK


AT THE GO-GO GIFT SHOPPE



IN THE DUSTY AFTERNOON


SKATE IT UNDER THE SUN


SKATE IT ON ALL THE LONELY CASAS


ON THE HANDS OF ALL THE HOMELESS FATHERS & THE HOMELESS MOTHERS & THE HOMELESS CHILDREN PAINTED IN STREETLIGHT YELLOW


ON THE METRO-LINK SEAT


ON MY PINK PLAIN CHUCKS


ON A SUPERMARKET GROCERY RECEIPT


IN BETWEEN MY FOSTER CASA & THE HARD WORLD


AT THE GO-GO GIFT SHOPPE



UNDER THE WET STARS


SKATE IT ON A KITE AT NIGHT


ON A BROKEN-UP STRAWBERRY-COLORED SKATER DOLL


ON THE TAG ON PAPA Z’S DUFFEL BAG AT THE LAST GREYHOUND STATION


SKATE IT INSIDE A RAINDROP


IF YOU FIND A POEM BEFORE YOU GO TO BED


AT THE GO-GO GIFT SHOPPE



THIS MORNING


ON MY SKATEBOARD
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boom-blam that was the last thing i heard.

a so forever scream slid through me

Is this a dream Lucky i asked myself

just rolled here new foster parents new streets. new beats. new kids laughing out loud so what if i wear fruity tops skinny black pants so what if i sing to myself so what if i write in a hot-pink journal so what if i drag tons of art and poetry books. Levertov. Baudelaire. Van Gogh. Whitman. Neruda. Chagall. Passolini. hear me. Mattie Stepanek is my favorite. cuz he wrote poems sitting in his wheelchair breathing through a tube in his throat. scribbled them as fast as he could for everyone. yeah like that. that’s what it’s all about dude

i was saying this over and over to Klarissa my new cool friend before it all happened. Jason Blocker was after me. said You never gonna be in the Scene girly. and you are never gonna really ever skate. you're sooo gay! read this i told him. here. get a grip. winked at him. heh
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I HEAR

MYSELF

SINGING





i hear myself singing

a clear morning a sun filled with laughter

everything that everyone is after right here

inside my song this iTune i am on this melodía i am ringing

bounce from the mirror bounce from the flower

in my foster mother’s short hair here & there or now or

some day never i say Now i hear myself

not yesterday when i was sad

alone under the shade of a broom in my hip-hop room

my father somewhere somewhere saying when you have life

well—be alive! At 2 or 7 or 6 or 11!

there is no clock when your voice rises & trembles an iris

on the fence or the dock each petal curled up

around the world each other around each color never settle

for the cold iron gray of a bullet-riddled metal pinging

open your heart that’s how i start

a clear morning a sun filled with laughter

everything that everyone is after happens now

i hear myself singing singing








ACROSS

THE STREET

 AT THE

 GREEN

 SPEEDWAY

 CAFÉ






valedictorian cannoli

wrapped so elegantly on a neon city tray

here i come come

madame hip-hop powder puff

mademoiselle éclair may i

sit at your side

on this wheely black-strap trickster chair

please please

one fiery cappuccino tease

one strawberry shortcake awake & those crunchy

wait! what is this on my iPod nano?

my grandmother Serafina’s border ballads from afar?

papa z’s desperate gypsy beats from the war?

shall we skateboard

on this delirious apple-shaped floor?

clap for a night of nutmeg

& cinnamon dancers

clap for the answers in chocolate autumn-leaf dresses

barefoot blushed cheeks hot-hot Milky-Way breath

oh the rest is on my long blackish hair—clap!









INSIDE

MY

 PENCIL

 BOX









number two lead

skinny gummy toothpick poles the color of tar

punky eraser with a bony shaved head

who wants to write about Manitoba Trout sooo far?

yellow beads sunflower seeds & a bee’s head without a tie

soggy crumbs taste mm-mmmm good

from last year’s pumpkin pie








 
ON

THE

 PALM TREE


STANDING

TALL

BEFORE ME






tiny rough childhoods

roots bent astray

songs of night

starry children

hidden seeds

lost embraces

scattered hearts and gone faces



one

by one

flowerings

going into

red-brown going into

fire fawn traces

breathe for us

rise for us

newborn harmonies

shimmerings

glimmerings


lingering

boy of spiked

strands & girl of 


roaring tides

wild fruits & 

dark-petaled eyes

i bow to you











ON

MY

METROCARD





jot down 5 things

that i can balance on my forearm

jot down 9 things

that when splashed together look

like the earth

jot down 17 things

that rhyme with Thyme

jot down 3 easy streets

for foster girl fights

jot down 9 words

that i know are 100% magic

jot down the word Lost

& stretch it into Most
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