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We have flown away--

the thick taste of yucca

still on our tongues.

We land in bright lights

but my heart begs for quiet--

life in el campo.

Customs official

keeping his distance--

Welcome to America!

Just before he asks,

What’s in the bag?

Scent of a mango.

Traveling through the dark,

this could be any country--

except for Christmas lights.

Back in Vermont,

head stuffed, nose running--

cold in America.

Bags packed with laundry

souvenir sand, coffee--

head full of stories.

Unpacking my bags--

red mud from the roads

still on my boots.

It just won’t wash off

my socks, shoes, and memory--

Dominican soil.

Sandals in the closet--

rooftop

covered with snow.

Snow storm

and our car still

with summer tires.

Sand spills on snow.

I fold up my bathing suit--

silence of winter.

Snow-covered sidewalks.

Dominican flower fades—--

return to winter.

Midd snow drips from boots,

D.R. sand falls from pockets.

Where am I now?

Burning calves--

my heels recall sand

as snowflakes fall on my nose.

No sun burns through the

swirling, silent sky.  Winter:

freckles are fading.

Blurred sight in the storm--

snowflakes, droplets on my cheek--

tearful homecoming.

Re-meeting old friends--

held on an island for a month--

Tell me how you’ve changed?

To speak of such places,

we reach with hard hands

tear out the words.

There are no more hummingbirds –

a blank screen buzzes 

in my face.

Life moves indoors--

large spacious buildings replace

warm, flowering island.

A three-story house

cannot hold all our longing--

"first world" monument.

Remembering you

while drinking steaming coffee

in a cold dorm room.

A clear winter day--

the cold sun brightens

palm trees taped to glass.

The melting mountains

mark the minutes of years left—

one sun’s short lifetime.

There are many ways

to pass through heaven--

skiing down.

A world in white--

faces masked by hats and scarves--

What would Carlos say?

Back in the classroom, snow melt


leaves a puddle

in the shape of the D.R.

At dream’s border-

I recall eyes of river stones

and her gaping tooth smile.




