sidenote: arriving in cuba 
how the road 

whipped underfoot      running as i liked to do at night—


how any destination




      cattle farm shoreline clinic                     cut a sharp joy, secret



hot blooming flowers erupted pink, raw with strain

     

    sky black bright—rounded slip, filled moon 

when the plane landed      cupped tarmac outside havana      i slid outside my body     



friends put their hands in my hair, murmured         syllables in two tongues



diesel-sweaty air coconut and palms




    






soviet schoolbus swept us thru blackest highway

something beastly 




stirred within arrival—
    a hidden, swift recognition          




        

        almost exactly like the first time 

i allowed myself to love a girl: a memory that was not mine, 


yet i remembered      





intact as a shining spoon in mud:








     taste of salt in the wind of a clean guantanamo rain—
