Road Trip

On that road trip

our last rest stop before adulthood

| let you drive

even though it was my car

because | liked the way your biceps flexed
as you gripped the wheel.

Before your name appeared

in small print

on the second page

of the second section

of the local newspaper

because you had needed money for college.

That summer | bounced pistachios off your nose
when | saw your eyelids drifting downwards

and studied your lips when you shook your head
singing along to old Bob Dylan songs.

The left front tire burst

near exit 119

punctured by a shard of metal

that looked like a twisted piece of modern sculpture.

And | was glad

you’d taken Auto Mechanics |

with Mr. Leary

and stuck my head out the window
whistling loudly when you took off your shirt
before you jacked up the car,

your body a perfect machine

moving in sync with the

screws and axles.

| kissed your cheek
when you eased back in the car



and we moved on.

December 8

John Lennon
died
the day she was born.

Took his last breath
by the Dakota,

as she,

a Dakota baby,
took her first.

Born without

an exceptional talent

she will never be

“more popular than Jesus.”

On another

December 8,

she walks by

ayoung man

--hair a bit too long

who sits against the wall
and strums a guitar.

His case yawns
open at his feet,
hungry for change.

The birthday girl

drops in crumpled bills,
the price she pays to
Imagine.

Excerpt from “Becoming Latina”



| was unpacking my suitcase when she said it.

It was my senior year in high school, and | was dutifully making the rounds of the colleges
where I’d been accepted, trying to narrow down my choices. | was at one of those special
weekends for prospective students and was settling into my hostess’ room.

I had my back to her when she spoke. “You’re pretty light, aren’t you?”

I held my breath for a moment, feeling my chest tighten, and smoothed out the sleeve of
the shirt | was holding. Her tone had been friendly, but the words struck a nerve. This
weekend was supposed to be for “women of color” and | wasn’t at all sure | belonged here.
With blue eyes and pale skin, | was well aware that | didn’t “look” Latina and felt like an
imposter for being there. I’d almost decided not to come at all because | was afraid | wasn’t
“Latina enough” and was sure the other girls would wonder what the gringa was doing
there.

“My father is from Peru, but my mother’s family is Swedish,” | said quietly.

“Oh,” she replied and smiled, switching the subject to all the activities available on
campus.

Excerpt from “Swedish lvy”

Maddy touched Joshua’s back. He rolled away from her.

“Josh, honey.” She shook his shoulder gently. “You’re going to be late.”

Grumbling, her husband sat on the edge of the bed and reached for a frayed pair of jeans.

She reached for her bathrobe. “I’ll get you some breakfast,” she said, sliding her feet into a
pair of worn slippers.

He made a non-committal grunt as she left the room.

Before they’d married, she’d dreamed of loving mornings together, of waking cradled in his



arms. But he never turned towards her after he switched off the lamp at night. His back was
a wall between them.

She pulled out a pitcher of milk and two eggs from the refrigerator. Maddy said a silent
prayer of thanks that Lila hadn’t woken up yet. Not that Lila was a difficult baby. On the
contrary, the six-month-old was unusually well-behaved for an infant, only rarely crying.
Most of the time she gazed up from her crib with a solemn look, as if she knew something
Maddy didn’t.

Joshua’s work boots clattered against the wooden floor. “Don’t have time to eat,” he said
stiffly. “Have to be on site in ten minutes.”

“Oh.” Maddy was quiet. “l thought we could have breakfast together,” she finally said in a
small voice, gesturing lamely at the table, which was already set for two.

He gathered his keys and yellow hard hat from the table. “Can’t be late again. Murphy about
canned my ass last time.”

“Well, here.” She quickly scooped up some of the egg and slid it between two slices of
bread. “At least take this.” She held it out like a child coaxing a small animal.

Joshua looked at her almost warily, before grabbing the offering and heading out the door.
“Know when you’ll be back?” she called after him.

At the car door, he shrugged. “Who knows?”

Then he was gone.

Maddy turned back towards the kitchen. She put away the extra setting and reheated her
cold coffee. She pulled the Sunday newspaper, which still lay strewn on the table, towards
her.

She felt a pang when she saw the ad for Piggly Wiggly. It had been two years since she’d
quit. Josh had insisted she stop working after the wedding. His salary would be

enough. Maddy had been tempted to argue, but stopped when she saw the cold
determination in his eyes.



She still missed her old job. There was something soothing about methodically stacking
cereal boxes and arranging fruits and vegetables into attractive displays. She hadn’t been
much of a student, scraping by with Cs in most of her classes. But, after school, she’d been
in her element at the store. She would count out change slowly for elderly Mr. Herbert or
advise Mrs. Walker, a mother of six, that peanut butter was twenty-five percent off all week.
Maddy had been employee of the month when she quit. Sandy, the portly manager with the
gray comb-over, had been sad to see her go. Not many people stayed as long as she did.
She’d been there three years, since before she’d had her driver’s license.

Maddy got up, placing her dishes in the sink. She rubbed her finger over the veiny leaves of
the Swedish ivy which hung from the ceiling. Her mother had brought it by two weeks ago,
as a gift for their second anniversary. The edge of the leaves had already turned brown,
crinkly as aged newspaper. Her mother of all people should have known a plant was a poor
choice for a gift. Sometimes Maddy forgot to water them, sometimes she didn’t add
enough fertilizer. The end result was always the same. Even the third-grade class cactus
had died during Maddy’s week to care for it.



