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Night rain and sleep stops

Is all this distant cheering

the village roosters?

Driving bad roads fast

he explains, Yo soy Santos

solo de nombre

Eastern slant of sun

between blue-exhaust streets

stops two men walking

On a mountain road

the brown of your skin

makes me colder

A worn-out saying

becomes a situation:

Ants in my pants!

Somehow these mountains 

hold the weight of heavy rains

and this boy in field boots

life of a poet

to be spent carving the world

from a cube of ice

the work of the day 

is over across the high fields

shadows pass in windows

Francois’ gold earing

each night under his pillow-

a rich obrero

In this room of sheets

your dress falls so softly

the walls quiver

late into the night

in the light of a bare bulb

an old man reading
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My grandmother is embarrassed

to be caught

in rollers.  

But this woman 

walks a muddy road

with straight shoulders

and dark new curls

setting before the rain

Aggressive bare breasts

of women in the waves

are sirens to men

who can’t swim on the shore

A hairy old man

A woman who will eat him

A symbiosis

Slink hipped Latin dancers

cried themselves to sleep, her name:

Rosa Maria

chicas americanas 

stand on the edge of the road

fighting and soaking in stares

once naked it seems

so much furthur to the sea

to drown our outlines

