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An excerpt from “Letters to Dead White Men”

To Begin With

I'm still new to this process of writing projects which span more than one story but I think I'm getting the
hang of it. To begin with, I thought I would provide a short note as to why this is the project I chose to
submit to this particular issue of EM: that being the only deception which I think is clever enough to fool us
all is that which is true. And the only truth which we can accept is something that presents itself as a lie—
true love, soulmates, predictive dreams. We all think it's shit and we all want it. Also, as much as I insist that
this is fiction, it sometimes insists that it isn't—neither of us is ever convinced of the argument of the other.
This is an excerpt from a much bigger work. It's incomplete and it isn't, it's everything it isn't. 

In this volume, letters to:

Sigmund Freud
Edgar Allan Poe

Ernest Hemmingway

Note: For updates on the rest of this project, you can head to winapuangco.com
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Arzt Freud,

Sometimes I wonder if there is a way to prove you wrong—and yet I know that already this presumption, this
need to even ask has rendered my premises obedient to the selves you've made up for me. Not that I mind; 
maybe I would if I knew how to, if I could put a finger on what it was that bothered me.

The closest I can get to the truth is that I wish I'd thought of it first.

Id, eg, superego: I cringe, my toes curl up inside these leather shoes and I know, I know, I know—there is no
way to win this argument (with myself) except to surrender (to it) and even then, I am still standing on the 
tip of the iceburg with my eyes shut.

I had a dream: I was in his kitchen, making coffee—he had pen caps in his hair. He was wearing a coat, it 
was too big for him. I was wearing his shirt. I was pressing the button on the coffee maker. Outside, the 
ocean was rising over the bridges, the highways, the route I used to take to school. A serpent was somewhere 
in the water, its black back metallic in the moonlight as it coiled and hid its head beneath the surface. He was
looking at me. He ran a hand through his hair. I asked about the plants. He asked about my mother. He 
asked about King Herod, he asked about the Seraphim, about the salt. I said it was in the shaker shaped like 
his father. He covered its pocelain face—shhh, he'll hear. He tasted like whiskey. I don't even drink. In the 
dream he was waiting for someone. We were dressed to the nines; he had on his coat and tie and I was 
wearing diamond-soled shoes—there was a jazz tune playing in the background. A dirty plate was spinning 
on the record player. My dress was long—too big for me, its red hem curling at my feet like a tongue in fairy 
stories: most ones I've felt are not like this at all. 

I woke up. It was five in the morning. I wanted to go back to sleep, so I did.

I dreamt I was trapped in a spaceship that was about to go down. The power was out and I could feel the 
weight of the ship's metal as gravity pulled us into orbit. I was alone. People were outside, safe on the moon. 

I woke up, made breakfast. I looked out my window—the apartment I'd dreamt was his, was mine. I felt like 
throwing up or throwing a fit. I spooned grains into the filter, shut the lid and hit the small red button. The 
machine drooled coffee into my cup.

Can you tell me what this means? I wish I were disinterested, but you must know that I'm not. Right? This 
place has already woken up before me: the train was hollering, the cars were beeping, someone in the street 
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was yelling at someone else. I cooked myself an omellete, used the salt in the shaker: whose father was it 
shaped like? 

Do you want to know a little something about my mother? I'm a skeptic but isn't everyone? You're right 
about that, but you're wrong about me (I wish I could say). I read your interpretation of dreams and think 
you're full of shit but shit is full of life and I am alive so that could be the only truthful thing I've ever read.

My mother likes giving to charity—she likes the idea of all these hungry mouths and ratty shirts needing a 
teat. Harsh, but true. I am tempted to say she only gives them cold, hard cash but the truth is far worse: she 
gives them flesh—she gives them us. 

I'm 8, she makes me walk down a hill in my new sandals to give water bottles to people I've never met. I'm 
13, she makes me spend my birthday at an orphanage. I'm 15, she sets a limit for how much prom dresses 
can cost because she wants to take in a lady begging on the street of the church. I sulk. My mom drives by 
the church to pick the lady up. She doesn't show. I get my prom dress. I smoke a joint behind the venue with
a beautiful boy whose parents are doctors. I feel up his arm, rip off the band-aid from the blood drive his 
parents made him attend earlier that day. I kiss him under a full moon—a kiss full of tongue. Swallow, 
swollen. We've already paid for this pleasure, anyway. I'm 18, she tells me that she has to leave my party early
because she has a charity event the next day. I don't go home until four in the morning and play dead when 
she knocks at my door. My father tells me not to be ridiculous. He married his dream girl. He didn't even 
think she liked him but look where he is now. I look at my mother. She smiles. Poor boy. My father insists 
he has no regrets. He gambles in secret. He falls in love with the maid. It's all ridiculous. 

I laugh at it now—isn't this the best way to express hatred?

What can you tell me about my dreams? 

Does the id say that these things mean nothing? Does it tip my elbow, say it's okay to do the things I do 
when no one is watching? Is it alright that I envision cracking open every donation box I pass? That I see 
myself prying the lid open, stepping into the cash and getting myself something at Starbucks? Should I drink 
up, drug up, get myself some pixie dust? Is it all okay? 

Does the superego dictate that these anecdotes are prophecies? That I should cross my legs and paint by 
numbers—pink on the fives, blue on the twos: become my mother. Is it wrong to twist truths, to tie tubes, to 
invent something?
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Does the ego insit that both and neither are true: that I will have already lied to myself enough for it not to 
matter? 

And what do I say?

He is going places. He is going somewhere, he has pen caps in his hair—he's wearing a coat that doesn't fit 
(but it will).  He has spaces to grow into, to fill in. My tongue has fallen out of my mouth. I wish his life was 
my life. I make coffee to wake me up but I want to go back to sleep, so I do. Everything is drowning. The 
serpent swims into the space under me—in the apartment below, it swims and coils itself around the living 
roomsand topples over living-things of people who are no longer there: the television, coffee cups, a table 
with flowers on it. It escapes and breaks through the surface. I open the window and unbutton my oversized 
shirt. I unclasp the hooks and step out of the things to be stepped out of. I leave my shoes on. I'm going to 
go swimming with the thing I love. I look back and he's at the door, waiting for someone—he's dressed to 
the nines and looks dapper. I hope he doesn't pity me. He shouldn't. I slip a leg into the cold water. I leave 
my underwear on the sink and the coffee brewing. 

I wake up. 
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