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Oscar Valenzuela 

Oscar, that one guy, do you truly know him?  Is he really 

that happy little chavalo you see everyday?  Or is there 

something drowning?  He creates a mist in his mind that 

leaves a wake of confusion.  Reminiscence is the essence 

that solely clashes his emotions into his opinions ultimately 

breaking his balance.  He’s from Michoacán, the only 

Mexican who despises jalapeños.  He grew up in Austin, 

Texas, and has carved some strong friendships that he 

hopes to hold onto till death.  He loves his family, with that 

being said he considers friends an extended family.  And, in 

his head, that’s all that matters.  But, what do you know?  To 

you, he’s still just “that one guy.” 

My Dad Tells Me To Pray 

My dad tells me to pray 

for strength but I won’t; 

I’m already strong. 

Should my strength falter? 

I will grit my teeth,  

strain my muscles  

and hope to bring out  

some hidden strength. 

He says I should pray  

for wisdom but I won’t; 

I know enough. 

Should my knowledge 

not be enough 

I will wrack my brain  

and hope my charm and wit 

are enough to get me by. 

He says I should pray  

for patience but I won’t;  

I think I have far too much patience.  

But if it should ever 

run out of hope  

my self-control will be enough. 

My mom never tells me to pray; 

it’s always “tu Papá dice.” 

One day, I hope she will. 

Just so I can hear her talk. 
 

 


