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Plane to Santo Domingo

from this height all houses 

look the same.

A tropical breeze

blows on a distant palm tree.

Where is Disney Land?

Packed like eggs in the

back of a pickup.

Sore butts anyone?

Driving up the mountain,

orange, yellow, blue and green--

rain ponchos blooming.

Houses are balanced

disobeying the hillside--

Mountain Casitas.

Somehow these mountains 

hold the weight of heavy rains

and this boy in field boots.

Wings that glitter green--

the Hispañola parrot’s

aerial greeting.

Crazy hair, small feet, 

stares from the side of the road--

Who’s looking at who?

On a mountain road

the brown of your skin

makes me colder.

Shiny motorcycle

pops a wheelie and winks--

latin machismo.

Father, daughter, son:

huddled in that order—

a motorcycle.

A woman on the road--

relaxed hips,

easy shoulders.

A gnarled-face woman

takes her water in bottles

from a split in the road.

Cement truck,

blowing kisses,

Jarabacoa.

Even in winter

Supersoakers soak the streets:

Jarabacoa.




The sky opens wide

and rain pours from heavy clouds—

a chill in the air.

From palm-thatched rooftop

drips winter rainwater

down the back of my neck.

Plinking on the zinc roof,

ebbs and flows the merengue

from the bar.

Our tin roof song ends--

rain stops falling,

silence begins.

The air is heavy

with the voice of the river--

sleepy eyes close.

Night rain and sleep stops--

Is all this distant cheering

the village roosters?

A cock’s call cuts 

dark thread of horizon--

shadows released on the field.

Rain all night

and in the morning, laundry

still not dry.

Shackled, fat pig groans,

a farmer hones his machete—

for breakfast, bacon!

Yucca for breakfast,

beans and rice for lunch--

where do the days go?

What could be better

than honey on pancakes?

Maybe less honey?

Mist in the valley,

a hidden river yodels--

currents sure and fast.

Smelling the warm air

reminds me of August nights

finishing the summer.

Mud, like a nosebleed,

stains my unprepared feet--

Yet I travel on.

Hands pulled from the soil,

an earth-worn wave, a gentle shake--

los campesinos.

One heart holds the beat

behind weary eyes and feet--

campesino life.

The kid in the sun whose

knife cuts at boot rubber looks up--

How am I doing?

Coffee beans scatter,

spread and smoothed in the sun--

front-porch afternoon.

Bananas hanging

unmoved by the gushing wind—

good harvest.

In the midst of weeds

like startled butterflies--

flowers discovered.

Focused silence, sliding pens--

why don't we sing

like crickets?

(writing a haiku-

am i pulling teeth?)

Life of a poet--

to be spent carving the world

from a cube of ice.

A poetry reading inside

brings wide brown eyes

to the slated window.

On the sunny hillside

mountains reel, browned men work, hard

to keep our eyes on paper.

Visiting students--

by month’s end they are part of

our blood familia.

Mother of five,

she points at hollow shelves, 

“Take all that you need.”

I shout, “Please slow down!”

Carlos smiles sweetly, nodding,

and spurs the horse on.

Recollecting the adage,

You must respect your elders,

as he presses me closer.

For one still moment,

Miguelina and I dance,

removed from the men.

She lives in bare feet,

Mud stains on her legs and dress--

only six years old?

Little, bare-footed girl,

solemn eyes in too-small face--

so young, soon so old.

A lone man stoops,

losing himself in the folds

of a twilight field.

Eastern slant of sun

between blue-exhaust streets

stops two men walking

The work of the day 

is through--across the high fields

shadows light the windows.

(I caught your eyes

--two sparrows alight

leave a branch trembling.

In this room of sheets,

your dress falls so softly

the walls quiver.)

Francois’ gold earring

each night under his pillow--

a rich obrero.

Late into the night

in the light of a bare bulb--

an old man reading.

¡Adios!  We climb on 

the truck--How to let go of

a part of your heart?




