





&) AhadadalBooks  Don Quixote Goes To The Moon

DON QUIXOTE GOES TO THE MOON

RANE ARROYDO

Rane Arroyo




ahedada

b ook s

PAGE 4

Ahadada

Books  Don Quixote Goes To The Moon

Rane Arroyo

Acknowledgment

Several of these poems were previously published in the on-line magazine, The Muse Apprentice Guild and in Many Mountains
Moving, (guest editor, Luis Alberto Urrea).

Dedication

To Glenn and Little Bee. To the poets I've met over the years for teaching me to reject bitterness as the inevitable and ultimate
choice. To Bogdan, Karmann, and all the other ghosts of San Carlos—someone still loves you.

Introduction

As | begin selecting and writing for my next major project, Ghost Island: New and Selected Poems, it's become apparent to me
that each new book and chapbook takes me to new frontiers. Two newer projects have changed the course of my writing
career: a poetry sequence about solar scientists, The Sun’s Sixteen Lovers (unpublished); The Roswell Poems about that infamous
UFO crash in New Mexico (being reviewed). I've gathered poems for Don Quixote Goes to the Moon feeling brave and focused,
and it's clear that my love and interest in science fiction/fantasy/speculative writing is guiding me towards more poetry in this
rather uncharted genre for established poets. | partly blame the brilliant writer Italo Calvino whose agile mind refused easy
answers. | also found myself reading newer works by other poets who seem to be imitating themselves. This chapbook is a
manifesto about my poetry’s newest directions: new subject materials, a variety of forms, and the return to the notion of
writing and reading as acts of pleasure (how radical is that?). As a gay Latino writer, | find great liberation in writing about
anything as my imagination takes the first steps to establish its colonies in space. The poem “Diary of a Man Never to Leave
Earth” is dedicated to my readers who share with me the physical Earth even as our minds traverse the universe. Don Quixote, |
finally see that you're right: hijo, don’t slow down for the future.
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Y preguntamos por el eterno amor,
por el encunetro absoluto

[And we ask for the eternal love,
for the absolute encounter]

—César Vallejo, Trilce: LXVII
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The Day The Earth Stood Still
The 1950’s pretend to be innocent
times; the Washington Mall is

a convenient parking lot for a UFO.

Gawkers obey thin ropes that stop
them from touching the glowing
pie tin turned upside down. The hatted

are everywhere while the alien,
Klaatu, steps out in silver clothes,
looking the Disco Ball of the Future.

He’s upstaged by his robot, his true
master. It's a time to borrow stealth
and observe humans close-up.

Klaatu, in civilian clothes, now
a Mr. Garpenter, sends a warning by
stopping Earth’s electricity dead

on its tracks. Stopping doesn't
hurt, a surprise. Klaatu is in
the elevator with 25-year old Helen

(some names are stuck as myths)
and looks the suave courtier. But
Mrs. Benson grows afraid when

they're together in a taxi that
bears their breaths and an alien
language is in her American mouth.

The UFO becomes a target practice
for the military. It's up to Helen
to be a victim becoming a heroine.

It's time: Klaatu Barada Nikto! Now!
Gort the Robot carries her in his arms
as the debonair alien dares not to.

Klaatu catches up, warns Earth of
spies in the heavens and flies away.
Paranoia has its day in the black sun.

Helen is freed once she proves that
she isn’t pregnant, happy ending.
Atomic bombs never sleep again.

I think of this film each time we dive
under our desks in case of nuclear
war. No robot or alien saves me

from being the alien in my birth city.
Because I'm a Latino, teachers push
vocational skills, but | go to the gift

Rane Arroyo of the public library and read Sci Fi.
It'stime: Klaatu Barada Nikto! Words
stir, hurry to me, and carry me away.
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Prometheus’ Sons

I was obsessed with The Fantastic Four.
Now | know why: Johnny Storm—

The Torch and aching hunk.

Angst always
finds its own level of fire and flood.

I'd force my bored brother and sister

to play “Superpowers” and they laughed
when | said | could read minds, that
some spectacles are interior

(lalways

spoke like that, as if a 1950’s space alien,
but | was taught English by Hollywood,
sports buddies, and public library books).

The soap opera of the Four, their love lives,
was a tall tale telenovela with a big budget.

Heroes' enemies know that the human heart
is full of ghosts.

The Torch was always
sorrowful, sexy and sophomoric to
a fresh man (and he was explicitly blonde).

| wasn't
dishonest about my desire for him because
I didn’t know what desire was yet, not in
the literal sense.

It was as if Johnny and |
spoke the same language: tight pants, crises,
and red tantrums.

To visit my Johnny (Juan),
I just had to command:
Flame On! Flame On!

_*.

My Johnny, my first torch singer, you would be
at home in my tropics with its omniscient sun.

Imagine if the Caribbean had super heroes too!
The Blue Ghost, TideRider, La Taina, or
El Pirata!

But our enemies are bureaucrats,
nothing visceral.

We don’t seek the justice
simplified by superpowers, but the wham bam
of Mexican wrestling, the soccer fans screaming
for an unfettered Cuba, the glitter of gays on nude
Rane Arroyo beaches abandoned because of sharks, the wow
of being alive now—

what costumes we'd wear!
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Johnny, you would have to shield your eyes!
It'd be Mardi Gras in the air!
Reggae Armageddon!

We'd be Promethesus’ sons with perfect tans!

Rane Arroyo
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A boy and his dog.
A muchacho and his coyote.
El Sefior and his dog star.

The constellations are
inconstant above the houses made
of hope.

A companion and his
four-legged shadow.

Ghosts
are being lowered into the Earth.

Abandoned dogs cannot follow
owners into the lowered coffins.

They become wolves,
howling in ways that Cathedral
bells should but cannot.

Another child is born and is soon
circled,
choose me, choose me.

It's the old dog vs. God war in which
each side’s troubadours are targeted.

Rane Arroyo
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Seiiora Rosa calms her pueblo
The meteors arrived

and were kept from our

Holy Books by a thin

veil of unimportant clouds.

These sky stones won't
appear again for another
century that, to we who
live now, means not for

an eternity. Previous
meteors have appeared
without taking off their
wedding veils or asking us

for our nakedness. God
writes signs in living skies.
This spectacle is spent

far from our currency,

money stripped of glowing
numbers. We listen to
weathermen because they're
right to only love the Earth.

Rane Arroyo
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Earthbound

| wanted Superman to carry me
in his arms to another planet or better yet
to fly on my own,
but not like an angel
who has to earn his salvation
and is stuck
with the duty of
guarding Eden
against Humans
returning.
I must admit that | will not
live on Mars, or
travel to most of the Earth.
I'll be yet another ruin
to simplify with
a parenthesis
(birth-date and death-date).
Out there:
Sputnik was a reverse comet
bursting out of our simplicity, a fire that
linked us to Prometheus,
our real heavenly father:
Why were so many super heroes
orphans?
| confess without turning it into a musical:
I'm too old for space travel and was at the age of 1
My asthma demands too much oxygen and breathing too often will be a crime in space
One suitcase? One book for a library?
| come from mountain folks,
the mountains of Puerto Rico,
perhaps also the Pyrenees,
and once in a dream,
I was a monk in Nepal
and another monk undressed me
and we froze to death together
in a blizzard because our love
was the wrong love (not the wrong sex) and
we were to return to Earth
1,000 more times and it was worth it as he and |
refused to flinch.

There are too many means to be earthbound: just ask Satan
who plunged
into the Earth’s
core, that secret rose, that cauldron of
comet blood,
liquid apple kept from
our myths:
Satan plunged
like our space rockets do
after missions, after fiscal missionary work—
but faster
but faster
but faster
until the Devil was imprisoned by Earth’s gravity:
Rane Arroyo Why is he our role model and not
the angels of the Torah?
I'm Superman as Clark Kent on a 24-hour basis.
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I must also plan for the day
that I'll fly deep into the Earth,
into my grave, become stone,
shed the sky from my brain and soul,
and plunge forever.
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After Manny realizes he’ll never be an astronaut
he goes on a binge and his friends have to

break into his apartment to get hock shop

dinero for bail money.

“l was lied to in 6™ grade,”
he says at Flying Monkeys, the closest bar
to county jail.

“l can’t do anything | want
to do,” but his amigos won't lose another
soldier to the demon, Cynicism.

They tie him up
on the car roof and drive as fast as they can
and Manny is screaming until

he sees stars
calling him to join them. Flying monkeys
lift him up into the heavens.

His friends
regret their rescue for now Manny won’t
go drinking with them.

He’s too busy ransacking

psychics and Internet photos of the cosmos.
Will Aliens find his notes after The Apocalypse?

Rane Arroyo
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Nick Consuelo’

Nick Consuelo’s first book of poems, The Bachelor Conquistador, was a very quiet debut. The collection is autobiographical and
included a fair number of sonnets, villanelles and other traditional forms. A serious car accident in the Florida Keys changed
Consuelo’s focus and writing style forever. The two books that followed—Soundtrack Without Musicians and God’s Stunt
Double—emphasize the daily, popular culture and, of course, death. This poem is from Consuelo’s new book, Zorro Had No
Superpowers. He teaches at Delaware Central University.

Excerpt from the poem, “The Secret Immigrant”

—for my internet pueblo amigos

Page 1

CAP: “A blue planet burns with the red of war, an aerial flood.”
Ayoung man, Andre, runs emerging from a blinded desert towards a glowing city.

CAP: “Priests took their holy books and escaped through sky holes.”
An explosion hits a museum that Andre is about to enter. He falls down.

Two web-dressed women drag him towards a yawning tunnel.
“Poor nifio, poor us,” says Anna. “No, God needs us,” replies her Laura.

Andre wakes up in a starry hammock hung between two albino statues.
“I hear footsteps above us. My grave is being dishonored.”

Anna and Laura guide Andre to a babbling table offering bread and honey.
“Now we can leave,” says Anna. “Now we can leave this behind,” says Laura.

CAP: “And the people prayed until their voices became a feeding frenzy for radars.”
War ships dangle in the tangled air and shoot at any and all echo sources.

Page 2

Inside a cloaked space ship, the three uncomely heroes look exhausted, like overripe apples.
“We were waiting for someone else,” says Anna. “But we found you first,” says Laura.

The women circle the young man and he is hypnotized by their orbit dances.
“Our memories are yours. This burden won't make you merely a work mule.”

Page 3

CAP: “Andre’s therapist wears sea blue socks with green shoes. Important?”
Andre, on Earth, stares at his therapist who fills up a blind notebook with insights.

The breathy therapist leans forward and Andre looks out of the window at seagulls.
“What if you don’t have past life memories, but seek permission to be selfish?”

Andre walks down Oak Street Beach in Chicago. Kites dangle above him like war ships.

1 This poem is based on the idea of a persona, Nick Consuelo, being included in an anthology of young writers who mostly follow
traditional forms/subjects. Nick writes this work to honor his favorite graphic novels—and demands that critics and readers call it a
poem.
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He's inside his art studio and stares at his latest huge painting of a weeping desert.
“Maybe | have future life memories.”

CAP: “War's never over until monuments become rabid guard dogs.”
A naked man stares at Gold Coast mannequins. It's El Gaucho. It's El Gaucho.

CAP: “A human soul is always full of magnets.”
Andre is on his rooftop looking at the black spaces between black-milk stars.

Page 4

El Gaucho, now dressed, has wrecked Andre’s art studio. He sniffs the air for his prey.
“Andre is close. Then the forgetting will begin.”

Andre is at a bar full of dancing couples in all combinations. An older man stops before him as if he’s hit a spiritual brick wall.
“You're not from here,” says the older man. “Are you a therapist?” replies Andre.

Two panels take half of the page:

El Gaucho rushes through the black-clad bar crowd towards Andre who reads his lifelines by the light of melting ice cubes .
“You're no mule,” says the older man and raises his arms. A black hole’s beauty is born.

Andre spins around and sees a black wave rushing towards him. Anna and Laura’s spirits

laugh as they throw their shadows into the mad mob.
Andre yells at something, someone: “I hear ancient footsteps, but I'm not dead yet!”

Page 5
CAP: The Chicago Police seeks the Mannequin Killer. Michigan Avenue is strewn with mannequin body parts.

Andre wakes up in the drunk tank, unsure of anything. A praying mantis policeman leans forward through the puny bars.
“Buddy, I brought you here. Protection.” Andre responds, “But from what?

Avyacht full of Alfredo-sauce lawyers is overturned as El Gaucho rises from the depths.
CAP: “Buddy, from yourself. You were wasted. Chicago is full of wolves.”

Flashback: Andre is running again on a blue planet. The desert behind him wears wings.
Anna calls, “Here, here.” Laura says, “Don’t you hear us? Hear us!”

Andre’s face in the one-cell cell replaces the gossamer landscape.
“But the war isn’t going to happen until one century from now.”

Page 6

Full page spread: El Gaucho breaks the jail's walls using alien tools and everyone scatters. Andre and the policeman are
thrown into the malleable shadows.

Rane Arroyo
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Page 7

Andre stops the policeman from attacking and they stare into each other’s eyes—not for answers, but for honest questions.
“This may be the future trespassing on us,” says Andre. “I'm Santo,” says the policeman.

Andre and Santo join the escaping prisoners’ flash flood. El Gaucho sorts through corpses.

CAP: “A Government secret weapon blamed for panic.”
Chicagoans are reading the newspaper headlines on their way to prop up capitalism.

Andre has taken Santo to his pendulous art studio and shrugs off the latest destruction.
Andre says, “You must have superpowers, please, por favor,” pleas Santo. Andre grins, “OK, the truth? I'm doomed to be a
poet.”

El Gaucho turns statues into living rebels waiting for his command.

[More in the next issue....!]
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