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A WALK IN THE SUBURBS 
 
Mild, bright January sun.  
I walk the swept sidewalks bordering 
The suburban elementary school  
Named after a local dignitary  
No one knows of or remembers.  
 
The school is closed. 
Silence in the impeccably mowed football field,  
Asphalt blackens the silence of the basketball courts.  
The automated recess bell rings 
Sounding much louder than when the voices of children  
Are gathered on the school grounds.   
A commanding ring, a heavy resounding echo.    
No one is about to obey the sound. 
 
 
YUCATÁN 
 
Clouds darken, the sun recedes. 
Humid air encroaches  
Upon the scorching stillness of the afternoon. 
 
Thunder reaches the sky’s length, the earth’s core.  
The Mayan vendor selling ice cream from a cart  
In the parking lot of Ek Balam ruins  
Looks at the sky and knows  
Showers will downpour on the jungle  
Within a half an hour’s span.  
   
A lone cyclist on an empty road to the ruins. 
 
On both sides of the road silence is massed 
In teeming wild shrubbery.   
Shadows crevice pools of lush greenery.   
 
In the cyclist’s path, in the distance, 
A jaguar, like a silhouette in movement, 
Lithe and elegant, walks to the pace of a dream. 
 
The cyclist peddles, in fear and fascination,  
To avoid the storm.  
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 THE CITY CENTER 
 
The night’s thinned skyline. 
Streets emptied of crowds. 
The sleep of urban activity.  
 
Seasonless city from which  
Moderation has been exiled. 
 
The marathon passes through 
On a declared day of health. 
Cyclers on bikes of all sorts 
Bearing all kinds of smiles. 
 
Sunny days bright with filth.      
 
Passages, the intersections of 
Wealth and despair.   
 
Lovers locked up in apartments 
Where mirrors hold selfishness  
In abeyance.  
 
And the masters, attached to their dogs 
Walk in sunshine, in the city interrupted dark,  
Unaware of the prison on the outskirts,  
Walking distance.  
 
 
 
SADNESS IN LOS ANGELES 
 
Children of melancholy, the city’s rebels,  
They rust the sun’s gold consistency   
And to the decrees of health 
Scoff and hold up proud wounds. 
 
Refugees of sunshine and cinematic contentment 
They long for archaic cities 
And countries attached to History.   
 
Have pity on them, they have become natives 
When they longed for exuberant exile.    
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