
My secrets 
didn’t have language until
Dad said Abuelita Maria wrote poetry 

The librarian waived my late fee 
so I could check out Nikki Giovani
Carol Mengden wrote 
Your words are yellow flowers
and You are a writer, Anel 
then she died
Monica secretly signed me up
at open mic 
with Trinidad Sanchez 	
at the original Twig Bookstore 
Naomi Nye invited me over		
read my poems from sheets of 
loose leaf	
we ate cookies
drank tea
I was eighteen

Nickie Valdez 
said church was 
everywhere 
Erica Andrews taught 
me how to keep the 
monsters away 
how to move with 

grandeur in our 
queer bodies 
everyday

Mira honey, a good red 
lipstick will take

 the pain away
I am still lit from her 

club light on the 
stage

When Mrs. Sanchez 
hugged me	
my mother hugged me 
my dead grandmothers 

hugged me	
	

Mrs. Sanchez 
hugged all of me 

broken me	
ex-Catholic  me	
raped me	
queer me	
writer me	
messy me	
lover me	

Eres como mi hija, mija

Gloria Anzaldua asked 
me where is your tree 
your snake

your water	
your home	
then she said, write 
for Coyolxauhqui

Martha Prentiss gave 
me WomanSpace 	 
told me to move into 
the gayborhood	
we were neighbors until 
she retired to the sky
Fr. Greg let me fly

Norma Cantu wrote my 
novel outline 

on the back of 
the El Refio Cafe menu 
over breakfast

Liliana Wilson 
asked me if I 
loved my art 	  

then proceeded 
to teach me how to 

properly pack each 
painting 
like a wine glass
Jovita Idar printed the 
page	

Sharon 
Bridgeforth 
asked me 
to erase my 
mother’s 
name from 
my over-
worried 
brain 
then asked 
me to say her 
name on the 
page	  
on the stage		
with my body

Gertrude Baker said, 
I want to feel your 
voice on my hand 

from a twenty 
foot scaffold 
over two hundred 
feet away

Arturo Madrid said 
our ancestors knew 
they would never 
see the city done	
so keep on building

In the grocery 
store aisle	
Sr. Martha 
Ann Kirk 
held my 
hands 
in 
hers 	  
said, 
keep 
inspiring 
women, 
Anel

Sr. Dot 
taught me 
there are 
people who 
perverse 

god 
and people 
who channel 

godliness

Lauryn 
Ferris 

raised her 
fist		
and raised 
us like her 
own kids
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Les M
aestres is a M

icro-M
em

oir Zine - W
hen draw

ing each spirit, I looked through hard copy photos I took in the early 90s, 2000s, m
y digital archives, 

shot from
 m

y flip-phone and new
er iphones, and also through photos taken and published in new

s stories. I traveled on an endless journey of the 
m

any tim
es they lifted m

e from
 a fall or joined w

ith m
e in a trium

ph. Their postures as w
ell as their placem

ents w
ere very intentional. I stood M

aria 
Ibarra, a dear friend I m

et in 1995 and later the director of m
y play Em

panada, w
ith N

ikki Valdez, the founder of D
ignity San Antonio and super activist 

for all LG
BTQ

IA+. They both w
ere strongholds for m

e w
hen I first cam

e out in 1994, w
hen m

y university, m
y fam

ily and m
y com

m
unity blacklisted 

m
e for creating Arco Iris, an LG

BTQ
IA organization at our Catholic U

niversity. Erica Andrew
s w

as the w
om

an I looked up to w
hen the w

om
en in m

y 
fam

ily w
ere not present. She taught m

e w
hat it m

eant to be a fierce queer latine, w
hat it m

eant to use your entire body, your entire essence, your 
entire heart to em

pow
er and inspire our queer youth - at a tim

e w
hen w

e w
ere youth ourselves. G

ertrude Baker taught m
e to use m

y voice.  And, 
these people didn’t only im

pact m
e. Black, Q

ueer artist and m
aestre of m

ine, Sharon Bridgforth shared her w
ords about G

ertrude Baker: “G
ertrude’s 

em
brace and encouragem

ent of m
y w

ork/the w
ay she fiercely show

ed up. H
er sw

agga and style/her activism
 broke ground and m

ade w
ay. The 

sw
eetness, G

race and pow
er that is G

ertrude continues to Bless and Light the path. I am
 grateful.” It is very im

portant that w
e docum

ent and share 
freely w

ith the com
m

unity, the lives of such brilliant, generous hum
an beings - people w

ho have opened, carved, created and nam
ed spaces and 

places for our bodies to m
ove, to flourish, to dance, to dream

, to create and to m
ake change - w

ith love and w
ith art. 

I hope, in Les M
aestres, I off

er a place for us to connect our hearts to the energia of our vibrant and pow
erful spirit guides. It is an honor to create 

this w
ork and connect w

ith you through the m
em

ory and im
pact they have m

ade. Each tim
e I pick up m

y pencil to doodle their sm
ile, sketch out their 

energy in their posture, or add a sm
all detail in the clothing they w

ore, I stare into their sketched eyes and can still feel them
 w

alking and w
orking 

w
ith m

e; and I hope this aw
akens in you too. Their presence in this w

ork is to rem
ind us that even w

hen w
e som

etim
es feel like w

e w
alk alone, w

e are 
alw

ays joined by our spirit guides. And, although they are each m
issed, it is im

portant to acknow
ledge each of them

 are being held up by the love and 
m

em
ory of thousands m

ore they m
ade an im

pact on during their years in this physical w
orld, and still do. M

y goal w
ith this w

ork is to docum
ent the 

legacy of such brilliant people, and also provide a place for them
 to join together in our continuous w

ork tow
ards justice in the w

orld.

Love, Anel I. Flores

Shimi scaled
building walls 
studded in leather 
spikes shiny stones 
stilettos
showed 
me  how 
queerness 
shows 
up 	
In hetero
partnerships

Once she 
whispered thank 
you in my ear	
backstage and I 
never had a chance 
to ask why

Maria Ibarra 
and I 
ate an 
enormous 
amount of 
empanadas 
around a kitchen 
island		
she whispered 
lesbian jokes in 
my ear all night 
it was her last 
Christmas	
it wasn’t a 
surprise	
but I’d do 
anything to get 
back that night

She taught me stage 
right stage left
all love is worth the 

fight
the dead don’t 

only come out 
at night
our stories 

never get old
always should 
be told
secrets cause 
cancer 

and friends are 
made of gold.
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Les Maestres is a Micro-Memoir Zine, as auto-historia 
poesia documenting 11 South Texas, Latinx, Afto-Latinx 

and BiPoc women and gender queer individuals, in 
underrepresented genders, as an archive of legacy 

builders and maestres who have directly impacted my life 
as a queer artivist and the lives of countless others. 

Visual artist and author of Empanada: A Lesbiana Story 
en Probaditas and Curtains of Rain, Anel I. Flores, has 

exhibited and published internationally in journals and 
museums. They are a Mellon 

Foundation DRJ Fellow, a Catalyst 
for Change Fellow, 

former visiting 
author at OLLU, a 
Macondo Writer, 

Founder of La 
Otra Taller Nepantla 

and Queer Voices. 
Currently she is at work on her 

Graphic Memoir, Painted Red, the Bilingual Edition of 
Empanada and her Solo-Exhibition, I AM HOME, at the 

Mexican Cultural Center UNAM San Antonio, opening on 
May 23, 2024. 

www.Anelflores.com
 @aneliflores 
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