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or some people, there are             

moments in life that capture the 

essence of why they want to be 

a writer. For others, there is a ground-

shaking epiphany that encompasses 

that instant. For me, writing has been a 

long, winding road of painstakingly 

discovering that I’m really not that 

good at or interested in anything else. 

Despite all the growing pains 

associated with my journey, it has  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

been most illuminating. Creative 

writing has always been my baby. 

Sure, fiction and I had arguments as to 

where she was going and who she was 

going there with and whether she was 

appropriately dressed, but for the 

most part, we got along famously. Of 

course, poetry and I constantly 

bickered as to what was relevant and 

why he chose to act out in the ways he 

did. I was quickly realizing that, as 

F 
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wonderful children as they were, 

fiction and poetry wouldn’t necessarily 

support me into old age. Even if fiction 

surprises me, though, I have the 

feeling poetry would be happy living 

at home in the basement for some time 

to come. After making some wrong 

turns and a signing off on a few ugly 

report cards, I came to the conclusion 

that perhaps I needed some refresher 

courses on childrearing. 

My initial foray into continuing 

education produced some noticeable 

results. I observed a few subtle grins 

on my professors’ faces as they 

handed back my papers. Occasionally, 

they’d even pull me aside and thank 

me for my ability to string a sentence 

together. Still, I could never shed the 

nagging fear that everyone else’s 

writing was so abominable that my 

mediocrity was a cut above. Or was it 

was something else? After a great deal 

of trepidation, I decided to send my 

progeny back out into the world. 

Rather than wandering home kicking 

at gravel, they raced home beaming 

with acceptance. They’d both been 

awarded prizes and would see print in 

Madison College’s Yahara Journal. 

Naturally, I didn’t need recognition to 

justify my existence, but it didn’t hurt. 

For the first time, I realized that, 

maybe just maybe, I could fulfill my 

dream of making a living off what I 

love to do.

 

From that point, continuing my 

education made perfect sense. Going 

back to school would hone my abilities 

and connect me to those who could 

help me develop the fruit of my 

rhetorical loins and make a life from 

them. After school, I could either find a 

job in the publishing world or groom 

my offspring for an MFA program. 

Either route sounded better than 
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working in a supermarket. In a perfect 

world, I dream of finding a home on 

that razor’s edge called literary 

success. 

Leaving Madison, Wisconsin in 

2010, I was a thirty-two year single 

father of two cantankerous genres with 

no major employable skills. 

Nonetheless, I packed up my 

belongings and headed to Austin, 

Texas sight unseen. I’m still not quite 

sure why I decided to relocate, but it 

turned out to be the right move for 

many reasons. 

Once I’d gotten my bearings, I 

started shopping for schools never 

even thinking twice about an 

unassuming but renowned liberal arts 

campus just across the clogged artery 

of I-35 from me. Fiction and poetry 

were skeptical about attending 

another Catholic-based institution, 

garnering some eye-rolls. I 

understood their apprehension. I felt it 

myself. After talking to a counselor at 

St. Edward’s, I assured them that this 

collegiate environ was something 

special. A small university would be 

the ideal place to grow and develop in 

an intimate classroom setting. They 

conceded after some grumbling and a 

slight tantrum from fiction. That was 

before I assured her that there would 

be plenty of interesting people to 

watch. 

Before long, I was in the thick of 

it, working on my rusty mechanics. 

Grammar and punctuation came 

naturally to me, but when it came to 

correcting my progeny, I often forgot 

to practice what I preached. In my first 

semester, Brandi DeMont’s American 

Grammar gave me a comprehensive 

reminder of the inner-workings of our 

language, as well as a taste of the 

sublime edge of sentence structure. 

Unfortunately, rusty gears weren’t the 

only impediment to my progress. I also 

had a lack of focus and a penchant for 

vagaries that I’d clearly passed down 

to the next generation. 

Between editorial meetings of 

Arete academic journal under Drew 

Loewe’s watchful gaze and the no-

holds-barred cut and paste sessions in 

Kelly Mendiola’s Revising and Editing 

class, I discovered I had other children 

I wasn’t even aware of (metaphorically 
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“Each step and misstep 
is a photo album filled 
with trophies and 
skinned knees. Each 
success pushes me to try 
harder, to mold those 
rascals into something 
ever more meaningful.” 

speaking). Rather than hatefully 

revising my pieces, I began to view 

revision as “reimagination,” thanks in 

large degree to Carrie Fountain’s 

advanced poetry workshop. That 

workshop also helped me develop 

better understand my 

literary voice. That 

realization came with a 

renewed confidence in 

and love for my children. 

In the past two years, 

they’ve started to inhabit 

several literary journals, 

especially poetry. 

Since starting at St. Edward’s, I 

also found myself encouraged to apply 

my trade. During an extended illness, I 

began browsing freelance websites. 

At first, I stuck one toe in at a time. I 

was still unsure of my abilities and 

what I could legitimately charge for 

them. After lowballing myself several 

times, I found myself creating content 

for web zines, travel apps, and blogs. 

Getting paid for what I love to do. 

Crazy, I know. During senior year, my 

confidence levels have only 

ballooned. Greater self-esteem has 

proven necessary as courses like Beth 

Eakman’s Career Prep and Kendall 

Kelly’s Tech and Business 

Communication challenge me to wear 

as many authorial hats as possible yet 

define my professional and creative 

voices. 

Shockingly, I 

actually feel 

somewhat 

prepared the 

next phase of my 

life. Each step 

and misstep is a 

photo album 

filled with trophies and skinned knees. 

Each success pushes me to try harder, 

to mold those rascals into something 

ever more meaningful. With my 

offspring residing in literary 

magazines and on websites that 

actually paid for them, with scores of 

academic papers and business 

correspondences under my belt—

even a self-published book of short 

stories—the future has a little glare to 

it. My dreams are now a work in 

progress, and as they do, I love 

watching my children surpass even my 

wildest expectations. 
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riting an autobiography 

proved to be one of the 

most pleasant and, at the 

same time, painful 

experiences of this semester. As 

writers, we’re often prompted to 

create bios for publications, resumes, 

cover letters, academic projects, etc. 

Condensing your life into a short blurb 

sounds like an easily task, but is never 

quite that simple.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So many questions abound from 

biographical excerpts: What rhetorical 

purpose does it serve? Is it supposed 

to be serious? Funny? Is it mindless 

filler for some tiny lit magazine and the 

three readers who actually read the 

About the Author section? Is it going 

before a potential employer whose 

judgment may spell damnation or 

salvation, in an employment sense 

anyway? As challenging as it is to 

W 
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condense your life into fifty words, it’s 

almost more arduous, more soul-

crushing, and blissfully introspective 

to condense your writer’s tale into two 

little pages.  

Suddenly the sum of my literary 

parts, both good and bad, came into 

focus. As words fell from my brain onto 

the keyboard, things did start making 

sense. I watched authorial life unfold 

around me, like some bad filmstrip of 

Dickens’ “A Christmas Carol.” The 

ghost of author’s past had too many 

run-on sentences. The ghost of 

authorial present still needs a great 

deal more self-assurance and could 

use a new bed. The ghost of authorial 

future is terrified of hearing a non-

literary eulogy for it read to a blank 

gravestone. One can never be too sure 

what the future’s desserts will be.  

But I digress.  

Writing an autobiography was 

actually a great exercise. It served as a 

reminder about why I do what I do, 

have done what I have done, will do 

what I will do, and numerous other 

tenses into the ad nauseum. The long 

and short of it is: I love to write. 

Somewhere, rattling around in my 

skull, I’ve always known that words 

were strewn across my career path, 

little gluteny wafers to lead me down 

the life trail to an unmarked cliff or up 

the trail of life to a nice little deli. 

Sometimes it just takes a little 

reminder from the ghost of Career 

Prep present. 
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lthough descended from 

scientists, I was raised to 

love of the arts. Music and 

creativity were my childhood 

playmates. Since adolescence, though, 

life has been a constant search for 

meaning. Crafting language always 

came easy to me, but my love affair 

with words and their meaning was a 

slow realization. It took nearly half my 

life to realize that the cadence of 

fingers on a keyboard and the scratch  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

of pen on paper would define my life. 

Even under the muses’ spell, I felt like 

an utter fraud. That was until my poetry 

won first prize in the 2010 Yahara 

Journal. Publication brought with it my 

first literary paycheck, and a rush of 

legitimacy. It didn’t hurt that my short 

story also took second place that year. 

Sure, I still feel like a fraud, but now 

I’m a fraud with a tiny bit of ego-

padding. 

A 
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 After discovering the charms of 

poetry and fiction in high school, 

writing became my second skin. More 

than a potential career, rearranging 

those 26 letters for optimal meaning 

gives me a sense of purpose. I’ve now 

been writing creatively for over two 

decades and professionally for over 

two years. The kinship I feel with 

fiction, poetry, and creative non-fiction 

is unbreakable. Each poem and short 

story that I send off into the world is a 

gut-wrenching yet gratifying 

endeavor. Each piece 

that finds a home leaves 

behind a void and a 

feeling of exhilaration. 

 Still a little baggy 

in this new skin, I found 

a new home and a soul mate in Austin, 

Texas. The shady tendrils of St. 

Edward’s Sorin Oak nurtured my turn 

of phrase and tweaked my rhetorical 

ability. Editing for Arete Academic 

Journal and the Sorin Oak Review gave 

me a chance to explore the flipside of 

the desk I learned how complex an 

editor’s role can be. For that, I am 

grateful. My three semesters at St. 

Edward’s University have prepared 

me to hack, slash, nurture, groom, and 

craft whatever literary creatures 

escape from my oft-chaotic brain.  

At this point in my career, I 

crave further creative input—more 

peer critique, more artistic 

communalism. That’s the true appeal 

of the Michener Center. An impressive 

staff made up of accomplished 

wordsmiths like Dean Young, 

Elizabeth McCracken, Naomi Shihab 

Nye, and C.D. 

Wright, have a 

wealth of literary 

magic to share. In 

order to better 

understand our 

world and our creative voices, we must 

be able to grow through critique and 

an exposure to new ideas. The artistic 

convergence of concepts and ideas. 

Michener Center will help me include 

my unique perspective to the global 

literary experience.  

 

“After discovering the 
charms of poetry and 
fiction in high school, 
writing became my 
second skin.” 
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hen it comes to graduate 

school, I’m still on the 

fence. I recognize the 

value of attending 

graduate school. In fact, being 

surrounded by a group of fellow 

authors and being paid to learn and 

write, surrounded by a group of 

creative individuals sounds like an 

amazing experience. If I do decide to 

go the MFA route, there is no doubt in 

my mind about where to go. I’m 

shooting for the University of Texas’ 

Michener Center. Not only is close to 

home, the Michener Center is an 

enclave of cutting edge writers and 

poets. 

For their essay, the Michener 

Center required a brief statement of 

purpose, no more than 350 words due 

to the large number of applicants. 

W 
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Although they list very few essay 

guidelines, they are seeking a quick 

glimpse into the authorial life of their 

applicant. 

 Because their program is so 

exclusive, I decided to use my scant 

word count to describe the importance 

of writing to me, as well as the 

experiences which led me to a literary 

career path. I also wanted to expound 

on the academic course work and 

literary journal exposure that has 

influenced my style and ability. It was 

also necessary to highlight my 

diversity and range as a writer and 

impress upon the staff my solid 

editorial background. 

 As a world-class MFA program 

with a remarkable staff, I also thought 

it would be prudent to mention some 

of the professors and visiting writers at 

UT who have been highly influential to 

me. The Michener Center has a solid 

track record of churning out 

interesting and unique writers. I 

honestly feel I could be a valuable 

addition to their graduate program as 

well as a dedicated collaborator.  
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s cathode rays seep from 

my monitor, I contemplate 

the future of Gonzo 

Journalism to the hum of a lazy spring 

breeze through my blinds. Bullets of 

sweat land on my keyboard as I 

divine the future of Gonzo through a 

glorified television. Even though 

Hunter S. Thompson would roll over 

in his grave at my lack of worldly 

participation, I follow in his footsteps,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

merging myself to the story. What is 

to become of Literary Journalism, the 

bastion of prosodic reportage, the 

full-contact journalism whose 

heritage which lurks around history’s 

corner, flecking Washoe newsman 

Samuel Clemens on the lapel to say 

thank you? What direction does such 

a brazen investigative tradition, one 

that entwines journalists with their 

own stories, take? My irradiated eyes 

A 
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tell me that Gonzo currently rests on 

the backs of a new clutch of intrepid 

reporters like Eric Schlosser, David 

Foster Wallace and Adrian LeBlanc. 

Still, the cursors rhythmic pulse 

beckons me onward. What is next for 

Literary Journalism? Will it be a vast 

journalistic web that links our 

shimmering globe? Will it be citizens 

hunched over their keyboard like 

me, intrepid sailors clutching at the 

life-preserver of historical relevance 

in an information typhoon? Much like 

my friend Matt at the Indian buffet, 

my monitor seems to indicate that a 

little bit of both.  

Still, I see can see the question 

marks-emblazoned retinas. “What in 

the hell is he yammering on about?” 

No matter the moniker, Literary 

Journalism, New Journalism, New 

New Journalism, or Gonzo, each term 

points to a crackerjack field of 

communications. Gonzo is all about 

stuffing the objective data and 

subjective truths of life through a 

literary meat grinder, what Campbell 

defines as “mixing the content of 

reporting with the ‘objective reality 

of journalism’ and the ‘subjective 

reality of the novel’” (259). New 

Journalism takes the naked truth of 

the news and wraps it in the stylish 

evening wear of narrative, making 

sure to slip on its sociopolitical 

underpants. Rather than running 

away from subjective truth, a term 

that makes standard journalists 

cringe, Gonzo embraces it. Sure, 

many correspondents craft 

sparkling, stripped-down reports in 

unadorned daily news rags, 

electronic or otherwise, but they 

often get fenced in “by a rigorous 

information imperative which leaves 

other levels of meaning unexplored.” 

Literary Journalism “calls on more 

complex language and forms” 

(Abrahamson 55). Known as the 

inverted pyramid, this tenant of 

reporting is the cornerstone of 

journalistic integrity, but also has the 

unintended side effect of leaving a 

reader huddled for warmth under a 

threadbare tarp of impersonal data. 

It doesn’t let in the light of human 

nature. Literary Journalism rips apart 

that stubborn-old pyramid, 

spreading its bricks out to create a 

terrace where readers can wander 
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through the information, absorbing 

vitamin truth with the flavor and 

personal touches of a master chef. 

So where did this subjective 

style of journalism come from? 

Literary Journalism was first coddled 

in the prescient brainpans of 

Augustus Baldwin, Henry David 

Thoreau and Steven Crane (Hartsock 

22). With an American audience 

lusting for sensational stories, 

Samuel Clemens channeled this 

spirit of adventure 

through his alter-

ego and really set 

literary journalism 

on fire. “Clemens 

sought to move his 

reader [away] from 

decadent romanticism to realism” 

(Steinbrink). Much like today, 

American audiences really slopped 

up his rough and tumble exploits 

from an untamed country. Still, 

Clemens felt that there were more 

pressing issues affecting these young 

states than wild stories, but knew all 

too well that a writer sans audience is 

better known as unemployed. 

Instead, he spliced literate wit to 

journalistic moxy, creating the 

irrepressible Mark Twain. A roving 

southern reporter at large, Twain 

satirized relevant issues to make 

them entertaining as well as 

informative. “Twain confronted the 

problems of slavery, war and 

deadbeat parenting without ever 

preaching to his devoted readers” 

(Hart). Twain fused realism with 

fantastic situations, dazzling the 

average reader with romantic 

situations laced 

with symbolism, 

metaphor and 

irony. His 

readers were so 

amused by his 

articles that they 

laughed their way into questioning 

the status quo. For a time, masters 

like Twain, Dickens, Bierce, and 

Upton Sinclair enthralled  

their audiences, and the world 

feasted on Literary Journalism. 

Unfortunately, like any charismatic 

style, periods of disinterest would 

plague the form. 

The turbulence of the 1960s 

instigated Literary Journalism’s 

“New Journalists embodied 
a kinetic style, a “hyper 
reality where exaggeration 
serves to underscore rather 
than obscure the terms by 
which we live.” 
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come-back en force. Although not 

exactly vanishing like a poltergeist 

into history’s ether, narrative 

journalism had been looking a little 

vacant around the eyes through the 

skinny decades before the 1960s. 

Sure, Hemingway and others stoked 

the fire during the lull years, but it 

took the 60s radicalism bursting 

through the 50s repression to toss 

fuel onto the Gonzo fire. The 

creatively named New Journalists 

popped up in droves. Truman 

Capote, Joan Didion and Tom Wolfe 

wrote stylish nonfiction in inky 

torrents. These New Journalists, 

christened by an eponymous 

anthology edited by Wolfe, 

embodied a kinetic style, a “hyper 

reality where exaggeration serves to 

underscore rather than obscure the 

terms by which we live” (Steinbrink). 

Lead by the charismatic Hunter S. 

Thompson, Gonzo reporting overran 

the lethargic media sheepdogs, as 

they bayed pastorally at history’s 

passing cars, rather than tending the 

flock. Gonzo’s hyperbole and 

exuberant excess characterizes 

Thompson’s headfirst dive into the 

murky recesses of American culture. 

“[Gonzo] carries the tenets of New 

Journalism to – and then beyond their 

logical limits. It’s aggressively 

subjective, intensely imaginative, 

determinedly iconoclastic, 

unremittingly ‘literary’” (Steinbrink). 

Flouting customary journalism’s 

ideas of objective truth and 

constraints of who, what, where, 

when, and why angle, Literary 

Journalism fires precisely into 

society’s heart for the how is this 

important angle. Gonzo eats, sleeps, 

and breathes the news, rather than 

simply reporting it. This brings us full 

circle, back to my chair, my desk, 

and my rapidly furrowing brow. 

Hunched over my computer, I shake 

the glaze off my eyes. What time is it? 

Where was I going with all this? 

There’s so much information out 

there…oh, right, the next phase. 

Surging ahead on time’s unyielding 

river, we moor our stalwart vessel in 

the early 90s, the dawn of the also 

imaginatively nicknamed New New 

Journalism. New2 Journalists draw a 

whisper-thin line between New 

Journalists and themselves, dubbed 
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the ‘Whose afraid of Thomas Wolfe’ 

school by acolytes of John McPhree 

and Robert Boynton. Their journalism 

is based on osmosis. Their research 

puts themselves in the middle of 

their story, as such, my humid nights 

of research and typing being 

inserted into this paper. For her book 

“Random Family” Adrian LeBlanc 

immersed herself in the lives of a 

convicted drug lord and his 

extended family from the South 

Bronx. “She [LeBlanc] was present 

for prison visits, welfare 

appointments, and parent teacher 

conferences. She attended a master’s 

program in law at Yale to understand 

her subject’s trials and sentencing” 

(Cohen). She didn’t just write the 

story; she became it in order to 

better understand the issues facing 

the people in her book. New2 

Journalism eschews Gonzo’s more 

grandiose elements in favor of 

realism. Still, much in the same way 

Thompson tore around Nevada in a 

drug-addled haze, they sacrifice 

themselves to the deity of in-media-

res reporting. “The New New 

Journalists draw on their 

predecessors’ literary innovations 

but tend more toward stories of the 

‘disenfranchised’ and chronicle 

‘ordinary experience’ instead of 

chasing ‘outlandish scenarios’” 

(Shafer). The new school sifts 

through the details, shaking out iron 

pyrite in search overarching nuggets 

of truth. Honestly, after sitting in this 

desk chair since what feels like the 

late 90s, I think I’d rather be spinning 

around the desert in a convertible 

too. 

But you know what? Enough of 

this nostalgia already, I need 

premonition. I need a glimpse down 

the dusty road of Literary Journalism 

and I’m not calling some jabbering 

psychic hotline. The screen in front of 
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me is the only crystal ball I need. The 

future of New Journalism is written 

across the fiber optic stars of 

cyberspace (does anyone call it 

cyberspace anymore?) It is a 

writhing Jackson Pollack canvas, with 

citizens and writers spattered from 

edge to edge. One unique challenge 

confronting Literary Journalists is its 

subjectivity. Sometimes it makes me 

want to scream: “Don’t take their 

word for it. Follow the 

breadcrumbs.” Fortunately, the 

internet is in a prime position to offer 

a trail of links to objective sources:  

Through relentless crosschecking 

and tracking links, we the reader can 

put the article and the advertised 

facts of it context. The nature of this 

marvelous spider web allows us to 

contest Jane or Joe Nonfiction’s claim 

instantaneously, placing the reader 

into the very subtext of journalism. 

As the web grows through further 

access and innovation, users across 

the globe are able weave their 

strands of truths and opinions with 

their own blogs and comments: “The 

Weblog community adds depth, 

analysis, alternative perspectives, 

foreign views, and occasionally first-

person accounts that contravene 

reports in the mainstream press.” 

(Lasica 74). Free blog sites let 

anyone from a drifter in a public 

library, to a cellphone-brandishing 

Egyptian upload anything from an 

irate exploration of public restroom 

shortages, to information on 

revolutionary activity across a 

region. Sure, some of these reports 

might lack on the journalistic 

integrity or the diction of trained 

professionals, but let’s face it, most 

blogs offer only inclusion as 

payment. Amateur journalism is a 

labor of love. And in this manner, 

“Links to biographical 
information or other 
works by the author can 
show a pattern of 
concern or bias toward 
a certain issue and can 
enlighten on the 
expertise of the writer. 
The Web offers access to 
information that can 
allow [for] an informed 
decision as to that 
vision.” 

-Royal 
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Gonzo surges onwards, its words 

crafted from life itself. What better 

creative landscape is there than the 

humming porch of several billion 

relatively close neighbors? Whether 

as an hourly stock market Tweet or a 

colossal manifesto about the best 

summer rolls in town or a storm 

photo uploaded to Instagram, the 

web constitutes the changing face of 

journalism, literary or otherwise. An 

additional bonus is that we can ingest 

any of these stories at our leisure, 

with no cost to arboreal life. All 

convenience aside, though, neither 

Gonzo nor life is transfixed inside 

some nebulous information cloud. 

Flesh and blood lives must before 

cold binary data in order to stay true 

to the nature of Literary Journalism. 

So listen up: My head is throbbing 

from all this supposition. Ogling a 

computer screen all day doesn’t help 

either. As the baby booming codger 

down the street says ‘you dig, man?’ 

Literary Journalism extends itself 

further than traditional objective 

journalism, examining the issues by 

jumping into them. Its pedigree owes 

to the literary greats: Twain, Crane, 

Bierce and the lot of them. 

Hemingway, Norman Mailer, and 

Truman Capote stuck their feet in the 

door, writing novels from inside the 

news. Shortly thereafter, Hunter S. 

Thompson tore the hinges clean off 

reporting, blending drugs, life, and  

fiction into a Gonzo stew. Into the 

present day, the New News followed, 

spending years inside their stories, 

scrutinizing them from every 

conceivable angle and regurgitating 

the important cultural elements. The 

future is happening now. As  

the digital age expands, amateur 

journalists and newshounds 

globetrot through information with a 

mouse, making billions lives 

accessible through the tendrils of the 

internet, melding news with personal 

expressions and impressions of this 

ball of blue-green wonder. With that, 

I turn off the monitor, hoping my 

phone won’t suddenly chirp, telling 

me about a way to get cheap Viagra. 

This digital revolution sure is 

comprehensive, but it can be a little 

overwhelming. Blog on, you crazy 

newsfiends. 
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an Gonzo Surf was written 

after my second semester 

back in school, following a 

decade-long lapse. Since returning to 

school, I’ve found numerous 

opportunities to write for a paycheck-

induced audience. The responses I’d 

received during and after my first 

semester were encouraging. My first 

straight A semester ever was a huge 

boost. My Native American Lit 

professor lauded praise and wrote me  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

recommendations. That was certainly 

no bane to my confidence. So, when I 

took an exploratory online journalism 

course, I was flying high off a string of 

successes. I thought, okay, I know this 

paper is supposed to be academic in 

nature, but my professor is cool, he 

enjoys my writing, and for crying out 

loud my paper is about Gonzo 

journalism. Might as well have some 

fun with it. 

C 
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 As such, I set out to capture a 

Hunter S. Thompson vibe with a David 

Foster Wallace metafictional edge. My 

level of success at combining 

academia and gonzo depends on the 

reader. My professor was rather 

enamored with it, though. Upon review, 

I did feel the paper could use some 

revision. After reading feedback from 

peer reviews, it was Professor 

Eakman’s sage advice that gave the 

document a new tone. Of the 

alterations made in revision, most of 

them were word-choice or tonal in 

nature. The paper was, however, 

originally formatted in Chicago Style. 

Since some of my sources were 

damaged during a partially successful 

document transfer, I decided to track 

down my original sources from 2010 

(not as easy as it sounds) and revise 

the paper to meet MLA standards. 

As it sits now, I believe “Can 

Gonzo Surf?” better captures the 

stylistic merger I had envisioned, 

reading as both a legitimate academic 

paper and also as a lively romp 

through the reporting wilds of Literary 

Journalism. I also feel the revision 

showcases my development as a 

writer and an editor, sharpened by my 

experiences at St. Edward’s. 
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ne night and half a day is 

hardly what I would call a 

vacation. Certainly not 

enough time to explore a major 

metropolitan area, but just enough time 

to feel the pulse of an urban island 

overflowing with soul and heartache. 

Despite wishing to stay longer, the 

clock was ticking. There was no time to 

scour Memphis for the underground 

eddies of music flowing under the 

streets on subsonic currents. Instead,  

I had to discover Memphis in 24 hours. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting at the Birthplace of Delta 

Blues 

 

Formerly a showcase for the 

burgeoning Delta Blues, Beale Street 

was my first destination. Although the 

brochures all claimed that the spirit of 

delta blues haunts Beale Street’s old 

music halls, these echoes ring hollowly 

against the consumerist glitz. Drowned 

in a sea of lurking collegiate drunks 

and middle-aged wannabe bluesmen, 

the real delta feel has been lost to 

O 
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flickering neon lights, overpriced 

clubs, and Frat-boy bars. Still, there is a 

hint on the breeze, from time to time, of 

the real Memphis soul. 

 

 

Making Beale Street Memorable 

 

If you do stumble down to Beale street, 

bring a little spare money or a spare 

pint of beer for the spangers (yes, you 

can drink on the street). Their weary 

faces have seen the true face of the 

blues and talked back to it. No tour 

guide has access to their collective 

memories. Bask in the neon glow 

reflected in their eyes as they spin 

yarns about the real Memphis—tales of 

discrimination, heartache, redemption, 

and hope.  

 

Food Interlude 

 

Trying to avoid a hangover, I searched 

for low-key place to step out of the 

intoxicated currents of Beale Street. 

Many of the friendly but overpriced 

tourist bars offered pub food, but came 

with obnoxious 2am bar banter. The 

café ambiance of the Blues City Café 

came as a welcome respite. The café 

section offered a more gregarious 

communal setting, but this cynical 

tourista recommends ordering from 

the bar, which at the time was staffed 

by several charming locals. From that 

slab of faux-mahogany, I wolfed down 

one of the finest gumbos I’d ever tasted 

in my brief lifespan. 

 

Civil Rights History, Near the Bar 

 

For a real piece of our work-in-

progress culture, wander up Beale 

Street to the First Baptist Church. A 
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short walk from the tourist activities 

and adjacent to my parking space, the 

First Baptist Church stands as a beacon 

of hope. Martin Luther King’s powerful 

words still boom, his hopeful timbre 

rattling the stained glass windows. The 

Civil Rights movement still marches 

forth from the ornate façade. Revel in 

the high-mindedness, the peace, 

charity and egalitarianism which flow 

from the stone arches.  

 

After being infected by Dr. King’s 

righteous indignation, I returned to my 

motel room for some little rest, only to 

find low-level drug dealers plying 

their trade beneath my feet. Around 

the corner from hub of civil rights, the 

plight of human kind seems so far from 

those lofty ideals. The vicious cycle 

continues. Dr. King’s dreams are a far 

from realized—a more elusive 

purchase than a bag of temporary joy. 

Hope is expensive on a seller’s market. 

But it’s out there, just like the scent of 

blues on the river. We need you now 

more than ever, Dr. King. 

 

A Return Trip? 

 

Would I brave the 90 degree heat and 

80 percent humidity again?  

Absolutely. Despite the blighted 

reminders of iniquity, Memphis churns 

with the reverb of rock and roll’s 

origin. Next time, though, I’ll stop by in 

March to beat the heat. Next time, I 

would also like to find a few locals 

familiar with the nightlife. They can 

direct me to the modern pulse of 

Memphis.  

 

24 hours is just not enough time to 

taste Memphis’s culture and heritage. I 

want more. 
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’ll be honest. I don’t like exercise. 

It’s not that I’m against working 

out; I’m just really not that into it. 

Still, I understand the importance of 

maintaining regular physical activities. 

I’m starting to hit that age when my 

metabolism has put down its 

dumbbells in favor of a bag of Doritos. 

There’s simply no room for lethargy in 

my personal routines anymore. But 

that doesn’t mean working out has to 

be some boring old jock-o-rama  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

weight room ordeal, though. You don’t 

have to go for the burn. There is 

another way to stop the inanity. 

I understand your pain, though. I’ve 

got the same laundry list of complaints. 

As an ex-smoker, I have reduced lung 

capacity. My knees are shot from 

skateboarding, unsafe biking, and 

youthful exuberance. And to be 

honest, the smell of gymnasiums 

makes me queasy. Stop me if you’ve 

heard this before. 

I 
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Scientists remind us that numerous 

studies have found the average human 

being requires 30 minutes of exercise 

a day. I know what you’re thinking, 

because I’m thinking it too. Two to four 

hours of exercise a week? Ugh. But 

then the reasons start to pile up next to 

the dirty socks and sports bras: 

another news report, another friend 

with heart problems, a cross-my-heart-

and-hope-to-die New Year’s 

resolution. All these thoughts rattle 

around in our heads until we guilt 

ourselves into the health club. 

So life is good for a while. We’re 

working out regularly. Then something 

comes up. Our lives overload with BS 

again, and we lose sight of our master 

plan. 

Don’t fret. We can find other ways to 

get those 30 minutes a day. 

So you don’t like stationary bikes. 

Climb on a real one. You don’t have to 

race the Tour-de-France, just head 

down to the corner store for a 

celebratory beverage. Is the guy on 

the Stairmaster next door giving you 

the creeps? Skip the elevator ride next 

time you head to work.  

What about dancing? 

Personally, I love to dance, but I’m 

terrible at it. Jazzercising is out of the 

question, and I wouldn’t be caught 

dead in dance clubs. Instead, I grab 

my fiancée, pull the drapes, and put on 

some catchy tunes. I recommend 80’s 

New Wave, 70’s Powerpop, or 60’s 

Jamaican Ska.  

Wait a second. Would you look at that? 

Working out suddenly became fun. 

Swimming, stretching, mowing the 

lawn, sex, hiking in the park, are all 

great ways to get exercise while 

fooling yourself into thinking you’re 
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being fun. Convincing your brain is 

the hard part, the rest comes easily. 

One word of caution, though. Don’t 

start out too gung ho. After years of 

sedentary behavior, a short bike ride 

through the hilly Austin countryside 

near my apartment nearly gave me 

heatstroke. Take it easy. You’ll build 

up a tolerance faster than you can 

imagine.  
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n selecting work for the non-

academic section, I wanted to 

choose articles that reflected my 

professional writing. Although I have 

many pieces that reflect my creative 

writing track, I felt it was important to 

represent both my creative side and 

my ability to write for short-form 

articles. This portfolio acts as a 

showcase for my work, highlighting 

my breadth and depth. It also could be 

used during a job interview.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My first non-academic selection 

was based on an unfinished 

blog/magazine article about my brief 

stopover in Memphis, TN two summers 

ago. Inspired equally by Lester Bangs’ 

gonzo music journalism and the 

heartbeat of rock and roll beating 

beneath the city, I originally wrote the 

article as more a stream-of-

consciousness recollection. After some 

deft editorial advice from Professor 

Eakman, I decided to refine and 

I 
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reconstruct it in the form of a list of 

events that defined my brief, 

illuminating respite from the 1200 mile 

journey south. The second incarnation 

definitely holds more weight. 

My second selection, about 

unconventional fitness, is a blog from 

one of my very first paying gigs as a 

web magazine content writer. 

Contracted by a web-fitness blog 

more concerned with quantity than 

quality, I spun and edited this little ode 

to every-person fitness in just over an 

hour. The revised version is somewhat 

more coherent an article, with a more 

defined progression and flow. 

Although the original article made a  

sort of rambling sense, I was able to  

 

 

 

tighten up main points of the article 

without losing the overall tone of it. 

Writing these two articles was 

significant to my overall body of work 

because they represent an attempt to 

fuse my personal style with a more 

marketable tone. What I mean is that 

both articles were written (Memphis to 

a \lesser degree) for a more general 

audience, but include the quirks and 

mannerisms of my personal, more 

conversational writing. 

In order to include some of my 

creative work in addition to more 

general audience friendly materials, I 

included a scant selection of my poetry 

and fiction as Appendix A.  
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(First published as the Second Place 
Winner, Fall Fiction Contest of the 
2010 Yahara Journal) 

 
 
 As exercises in futility go, this is 
about as existentially bleak as it gets. 
Sure, I’ll give him credit for trying, but 
he didn’t even get this date half-right. 
At least he got the  
– honk, honk; screech, wee-oww wee-
oww – 
watch the sunset part right. Romantic is 
clearly not a large aspect of his 
personality, but fool is an apt 
descriptive. Thus ends the poorest  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
showing of a second date I’ve ever 
experienced. The kindest phrase I can 
use to describe the situation is 
terminally bland. 
 Call me crazy, call me a man-
hating feminist psychotic, but the 
notion of splitting a Mr. Freezy and a 
box of Mint IIIs while sitting on the 
hood of his car doesn’t  
– vroom vroom vroom; squeal; dum-tss 
dum-tss – 
exactly fill me with the white hot 
passion of a thousand suns. Maybe it’s 
the fact we’re sitting in the parking lot 
behind a Meaty Deals, adjacent to one 
of Rhodesville’s favorite cruising 
strips. Perhaps it has something to do 
with him being blazed out of his gourd, 
as well as the fact that every other 
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word from his mouth is “dude.” Is it 
really that difficult to string together a 
subject and a predicate without 
inserting dude? As a woman, I’m not 
particularly fond of being referred to 
as ‘dude.’ Hello, I’m a fucking girl. 
– vrom vroom, wee-ah wee-aah, 

dum-tchk dumdum-tchk – 
 Is he serious? The yawn-stretch? 
What, is he reading How to Pick-up 
Women with Clichés or something? He 
probably bought his copy of Dating for 
Dummies right next to his precious Mr. 
Freezy machine. How nauseating. He 
did make it through high school, right? 
To be honest, I’m a little shocked he 
didn’t whip out some corny pick-up 
line when he asked me out, like “did it 
hurt when you fell from heaven,” or 
some other bullshit. Maybe he 
deserves a little more credit than that. 
Maybe. 
 On the bright side, if there is 
one to this situation, at least the 
location has a certain post-modern 
charm. Here we are sprawled across 
steel composite hood, surrounded by 
concrete and metal; halogen lights 
humming melodies above us; traffic 
lights painting a Technicolor glow 
around us as the final auburn rays of 
sun breach the horizon, caressing our 
slight frames. For one brief moment 
nature’s beauty frames humanity’s 
abominations, before abandoning us 
to our nocturnal technocracy. There’s a 
certain poetic ring to this moment. 
Christ! I sound like 
 – rattle-rattle, hissssss-squeak; 
clackaclackaclackaclacka – 
some sad-sack jerk-off who wears 
fresh-printed ringer tees of old 
products, and watches reruns of TV 
shows no one ever liked so they seem 
ironic; someone concerned with their 

hipster quotient. No, I take it back. I 
sound even more cynical and 
pretentious than the lot of them. Here I 
am, looking for poignancy in a parking 
lot. I have no right to mock anyone’s 
need for happiness, their need to 
make a connection. That kind of 
thinking pulls me down in an undertow 
of Schadenfreude. 
 The real question here is: am I 
denying myself a quiet, introspective 
guy here? So his vocabulary has all the 
charms of disk jockey-banter? I might 
not be giving him enough credit. Our 
date has a certain minimalistic charm 
to it – a modicum of ambiance. Of 
course, our first date was at a Pizza 
Pantry and we went Dutch – but I am a 
modern-sort of gal. Perhaps with our 
second date, he’s making some sort of 
artistic statement about the dating 
world. Maybe he has a bitter, acerbic 
wit lurking beneath his landlocked 
surfer look.  

I’m probably just reading too 
much into the whole damn thing.  
– beep beep beeeeeeep, squeal, ratta-
thunk ratta-thunk – 
From time to time, I need to learn how 
to shut off my brain, and not be so 
hyper-analytical. More spontaneity 
could prove highly beneficial to my 
body, mind and heart. Maybe I’m the 
problem. Maybe my inability to let 
myself go is making this date feel so 
goddamn pedestrian. I need to open 
up, allow myself to be swept away in 
the emotional riptides and eddies of 
youth. Of course, I could blame my 
first year of college for this logical 
overdrive, but it seems more like a 
long-term personal flaw. I honestly 
can’t remember not being this way. 
Suppose for one shocking moment I 
opened up and listened whole-
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heartedly to his occasional inane 
prattle (wait, that’s too judgmental – 
rambling prattle sounds less horrible). 
Lurking beneath his vending machine 
words could be the soul of a poet. 
Maybe in time, I could find myself  
– hiss-crunch; thud thud-thud thud 
thud-thud; vroomvroom – 
actually caring about him. There’s too 
much of this nonsensical, self-centered 
self-importance clouding our modern 
judgment, fogging over my life. I 
should just relax. 
 Sitting here, huddled on the 
hood of his Taurus, the nocturnal world 
is opening up around us. This is his 
outsider canvas – a masterpiece of 
neo-realism – the world’s beauty 
implied by his rejection of our 
convoluted universe. His vision of the 
world begs admiration, which I failed  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

to understand through my hyper-
scrutiny. Instead of the big picture, I 
have to appreciate the moment – this 
moment. The proverbial now. I must 
release my obsession with nuance, or 
lack thereof. Relax. Let the universe 
wash over me. Ignore his clammy 
palm on my shoulder. Turn my head. 
Smile, and maybe more… 
 “We should totally see a movie, 
dude.” 

“That would be nice.” 
“I’m broke, though. Could you 

spot me, dude?”  
– squeal, boom-da-boom-da boom-
da…vroom-vroom – 
 “This just isn’t working out.” 
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(Originally Published in Black Heart Magazine) 

 

I cast off my fins for you, driving my fifty-seven  
Chevy into an atomic afterglow sunset, awake 
after dark in a gray sky now pink with mushrooms. 
 
Breathing air is liquid acid in my eye socket.  
I writhe in this newfangled atmosphere, gasping 
as dirt and sand grit my once filtered gills, until my 
mother water splits, bursting through my new lungs. 
 
Standing now on two legs, I thump my sweat-stained 
wifebeater for you, screaming your name into the 
streetlight fires along the interstate in our back yard. 
 
Fashioning a switchblade from arroyo concrete, I scrape  
the meat from my leather-clad enemies, grinding  
their bones into concrete and steel, building monuments  
to you, stabbing my initials into the heart of the sky. 
 
But as I suckle marrow from carrion, DNA from  
beans and rice, my head balloons with razor blade  
question marks, mutating from my radium mayonnaise  
sandwich, watching the giant ants destroy Las Vegas, 
as my monuments now crumble before us, 
 
Once folded to touch God, now my hands click 
puzzle pieces into place, revealing a diamond encrusted  
portrait of the earth, framing your face as you stroll  
out the front door and down the porch steps, and I realize  
you too will crumble like coal if I don’t loosen my grip. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Life Is Code |  35 
 

 
(Originally published in The Circle Review) 

 
We orbit 
the summer sky 
heads down, 
clad in orange 
juice moons, 
harvesting 
the mackerel sky, 
living in halos 
of incorrect change 
lost bus passes, 
vanishing car keys, 
dropped phone calls, 
easy habits 
We’re halogen 
zombies shambling 
to and from our next fix, 
the waking hope 
of a smoggy sunset breath 
catching in our throat 
the choking  
laughter of death, 
tripping on  
its oversized robe 
while the city stabs 
the sky to death 
over pocket lint. 
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