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I was, and was able to embrace
that with my friends. It became
an intricate part of who I was, and
then it naturally came back into my
writing.

e.E. CharltonTrujillo

RP: Your first two novels are set in
Texas – because you grew up there?

by Rhonda Pettit

e.E. Charlton-Trujillo is a
Cincinnati-based, award-winning
author and filmmaker. Her first
two Young Adult novels, Feels Like
Home (2007) and Prizefighter En
Mi Casa (2006), both published
by Random House, have garnered
eight awards, including the New
York Public Library List for Teens
and the prestigious Delacorte Dell
Yearling Award. She has worked
as director, writer, producer,
editor, and composer on more
than 20 film projects, including
narrative shorts, documentaries,
music videos, and commercials,
resulting in 12 awards in New
York, Oklahoma, Texas, Ohio, and
Florida. Included in this list are
Fallen, an original TV series she is
marketing through the creation
of online webisodes; and Vanessa
Rising, her award-winning short
film from the 2009 Cincinnati
Fringe Festival. She is also the first
returning artist to cross genres
in the local festival’s history,
directing the poetic drama The
Global Lovers (by Rhonda Pettit),
a Critic’s Pick in 2010. CharltonTrujillo was the featured poet
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C-T: I never thought I would return
to the spaces of Texas. You know
how you always say, I can’t wait
to get away from where I grew
up. But it’s actually a place I return
to because of the texture and
sensation of that environment.
RP: Culturally rich and diverse.
C-T: Absolutely.
Photo by Howard Wells III

RP: What brought you to Ohio?
at RWC’s 2010 celebration of
National Poetry Month.
RP: You’re originally from south
Texas, an area infused with Hispanic
culture.
C-T: Yes. I grew up near the border,
most of my friends were Hispanic,
and the Tex-Mex mixed in with
more traditional Spanish. So I was
always fascinated by the language
of my friends. I think it gave me a
real strong sense of voice, texture,
and culture – very flavor-oriented
in how we cook and how we relate
to each other as a community. As
an Hispanic adopted into a white
family, I knew very early on what

C-T: As I was finishing my
undergraduate degree, I applied to
three of the top film schools in the
country, and got into three of them,
but Ohio University offered me a full
ride. So it was a great opportunity
to come to Ohio. It was a
completely different environment
from Texas, but a great education,
no doubt.
RP: You read “Water Cage” at our
Poetry Café. When did you write
that poem?
C-T: I wrote “Water Cage” after
Hurricane Katrina hit New Orleans,
right after the levies broke. I was
so intensely disgusted with the
spectator sport of the media and

the government just watching.
RP: Watching and not doing?
C-T: Watching and not doing. I
agreed with those who thought
President Bush needed to do more.
I personally couldn’t do that, but I
had many friends there, friends who
had to evacuate. So it was a very
personal place to me, somewhere I
had been.
RP: The poem isn’t written in your
voice, but in the voice of a resident
there?
C-T: Yes. I felt this was the way I
could express my despair about the
people and their needs in this time
of incredible devastation. The voice
just clicked in my head so quickly
– the voice of an African American
woman. I could hear it and I just
went with it.
RP: You’ve said elsewhere that a lot
of your writing begins with dialogue,
that you hear voices in your head and
begin your writing process there.
C-T: Right. They’re not
schizophrenic voices babbling out
in my head, though! [Laughs.] But
I’ve been blessed in that I tend to
be highly influenced by color or
music – a single note even – and
then I can see a scene and hear the
crispness of how characters engage.
And they come from so many
different backgrounds – they might
be Mung, they might be Hispanic,
they might be African American.

Blue Ash Review | Page 13

Featured Poet

Featured Poet

I can see them moving around
and I can hear it. I just move with
the dialogue, and that navigates
how the poem or the story or the
screenplay takes shape.
With “Water Cage” in
particular, I felt a lot of rage and
I felt very trapped watching the
news. It made me feel trapped.
This was a case where I had these
strong emotions, and they came
from a very distinct place of truth.
Even though I wasn’t that woman
on top of the building asking for
help, I could understand, in my
own mind, the sense of feeling
abandoned. So I hope there’s some
truth in the poem for readers.

the kind of person I am. I want to
bring in different artists, whether
it be directors of photography
or graphic designers, or social
networking people, and create a
network and community in which
people can work collaboratively.
And yeah, I have to make a profit
as well. I direct and produce,
but it doesn’t always have to be
me taking the lead. I want to see
people in the company doing
their own work. I think it’s really
necessary in Cincinnati to have a
place where filmmakers can come
together, do great work, be proud
of the work, be able to generate
revenue and to say, yeah, I’m part
of something. Other companies,
like Plum Street Productions, are
sprouting up in this area, and this is
good for filmmaking. I want Piñata
Productions to be a part of this.

She was my seventh grade history
teacher, who taught me drama
after school. She taught me how to
read prose, and in that first year, I
competed for the first time and won
our District, and that was such a big
deal. I’ve never forgotten her doing
that for me, and what that was like.
When I work with young people,
they’re not pieces on a chess board.
They’re talented individuals and I’m
not going to talk down to them. I
want them to feel respected. I want
their voices to be heard. I want
to generate a space where their
creativity can blossom.

It’s important to see what a young
person needs to feel safe enough
to go out on a limb and take on a
performance.
RP: What authors and filmmakers
have influenced you?
C-T: When I was a kid, poetry
developed early for me. e.e.
cummings, T.S. Eliot and Emily
Dickinson sung to my creative
essence—ignited a curiosity in
subject and in the malleability
of words. During my twenties, I
devoured books, movies and

RP: Companies like yours can offer
opportunities for local talent.
C-T: Yes – and there’s a lot of talent
in Cincinnati and the tri-state. I also
want to create more opportunities
for female film directors.
Photo by JJ Painter

RP: You started your own production
company in Cincinnati, Piñata
Productions. What do you plan to do
with this?
C-T: My hope is that it will become
a place for independent filmmakers
to connect with each other. Not
me sitting in a board room saying,
you do this, you do that. That’s not

RP: I’ve observed you direct a few
projects and one of the things that
struck me was how well you work
with young actors. You relate to
them on their level, and they really
respond. How did you learn to do
that?
C-T: I had someone when I was
living in the middle of nowhere,
Texas, take me under her wing.
Photos by JJ Painter
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music. Sandra Cisneros, Flannery
RP: Oh, uh, yeah. It never ends,
O’Connor, and Raymond Carver
does it?
became favorite writers while the
lyrics of Pearl Jam and the movie
C-T: Nope – we just keep going.
Se7en tapped into my budding
filmmaker.
Now in my mid-thirties,
the influences are a thirtyone flavor variety. I draw on
writers, musicians, playwrights,
photographers, performance artists,
the guy waiting at the bus stop, so
encapsulating all that is impossible.
Filmmakers I’ve been drawn to as
of recent are Katherine Bigelow,
Paul Thomas Anderson, the Coen
Brothers and Lisa Cholodenko. That
doesn’t discount Frederick Wiseman,
Francois Truffaut, Sidney Lumet,
Tim Burton and Alfred Hitchcock.
And I have to say that Black Swan,
Winter’s Bone and Ice Storm will
probably stick with me as long as
Ordinary People and The Accidental
Tourist have. Sometimes you see a
film that changes you.

e.E. Charlton-Trujillo

RP: What are you working on now?

waddya expect
with all us in this water cage?
wave out white sheets and towels and Pampers to be saved
and them ‘copters circle ‘round
and waft and ripple that stinky brown city lake
with gators and sharks swimming where we useta park our car
and my cousin’s niece lifts off the roof hiding her face from the news
crew
they still watchin’ us pullin’ out our matted up hair
ain’t no government comin’ ‘round here
‘cept with guns
‘cept with ‘copters droppin’ water and packets of space food from the
sky
we ain’t no astro-naughts
our bellies are hun-gre

C-T: I completed a third novel and
have two others in progress. My
cinematic co-collaborator, Josh
Flowers, and I are developing a TV
spec script, two original TV dramas
and a feature film. I’m also in the
process of adapting my second
novel, Feels Like Home for the screen
as well as your poetic drama The
Global Lovers – if you ever get the
revisions to me.

Page 16 | Blue Ash Review

Water Cage
so damn tired so damn hot
it’s just right I be sloshin’ all over
these streets
lookin’ for somethin’ to eat –
somethin’ to wear
break into the Walmart on the corner over there
and
my baby goes to cryin’
my mama’s dyin’
‘cause we ain’t got a drop of water to drink
wading in water waist deep
through all the backed up sewer shit
(memories of somebody eles’s life
float down Canal Street
photograph of a lil’ back baby bouncin’ on Granny’s knee
don’t look nothin’ like me
look everythin’ like me
i just wanna SCREAM!
and i do
and that guy from CNN see me too
and whip his camera ‘round to capture me good
to show me in my worst red-eyed scrunched up face
poundin’ my chest so the outside world
can say, ‘the native are unruly’
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for gumbo and pooboys
and spices (only us Cajuns do right)
but there we go scramblin’
like the animals they make us out to be on TV
looting and gun carryin’
that’s right
that’s how you see the black in me.

e.E. Charlton-Trujillo

But my mama’s cryin’
And my baby’s cryin’
And my brother ain’t movin’ ‘cause he done died
while we was tryin’ to reach them ‘copters
And damn it’s gettin’ hotter
And hotter
And hotter in this water cage
And i feel this rage i can’t even say

I didn’t hold her frail hand
Tell her it was gonna be okay
There were too many tubes and too much history between us
I knew I’d be lying
We were blessed with lies.

Amazed
When my knees go loose and I drop right flat on the
roof
woosh
there’s that camera seein’ me too
Even if we are the animals you make us out to be
We just want out
You see?
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[untitled]
I sat with my mother dying
The air became more difficult to breathe
Both of us gasped

I sat on the edge of her hospital bed
The sterile pungent smell swam delighted
She called the name of my best friend but didn’t know mine
I sat with my mother dying
Because that’s what daughters do
Even if they don’t know their mothers
Even if they don’t know.
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