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			Para Ginney Fowler, que me amparou todos esses anos

			Pat-pat chama você de Gee-gee

			For Ginney Fowler, who has put up with me all these years

			Pat-pat wants to call you Gee-gee

		


		
			um bom choro

		


		
			Heritage

			(for Walter Leonard)

			The folk here

			Are old

			There are wheel

			Chairs and people

			Struggling

			To push them

			There are sad

			eyed people looking

			Up from beds they

			Cannot stretch out

			In

			And some simply cannot

			Move their heads

			All will become something precious

			Sapphires … Emeralds … Rubies which

			Will be discovered

			By other explorers who

			Will polish and shape

			The stones

			And we will wear them

			Never knowing

			Whose loved one

			We have

			Embraced

		


		
			Herança

			(para Walter Leonard)

			O pessoal aqui

			É velho

			Tem cadeiras

			De rodas e pessoas

			Pelejando

			Para empurrá-las

			Tem pessoas

			de olhos tristes olhando

			Por cima das camas

			Sem conseguir

			Se esticar

			E outras simplesmente não conseguem nem

			Mexer a cabeça

			Tudo vai se transformar em algo precioso

			Safiras… Esmeraldas… Rubis que

			Serão descobertos

			Por outros exploradores que

			Vão lapidar e polir

			As pedras

			E nós as usaremos

			Sem nunca saber

			Por quem eram

			Amadas as pessoas

			Que abraçamos

		


		
			Bread

			I was dreaming

			I must have been

			Asleep

			There was a loaf

			Of bread

			Yeast not sweet

			Crusty warm

			Inside

			I sliced a thick slice

			Spreading unsalted butter

			From crust to crust

			All I needed was Parmesan cheese

			To shake

			The butter

			Dripped

			On my fingers

			I was so happy

			I laughed aloud

			Almost waking

			Myself

			up

		


		
			Pão

			Eu estava sonhando

			Acho que devo ter

			Adormecido

			Tinha um pedaço

			De pão

			Caseiro sem ser doce

			Crocante quentinho

			Por dentro

			Fatiei uma fatia farta

			Espalhando manteiga sem sal

			De bocado em bocado

			Só precisava de queijo parmesão

			Para misturar

			A manteiga

			Derretia

			Nos meus dedos

			Estava tão feliz

			Ri horrores

			Tanto que

			Quase me

			Acordei

		


		
			Bears in Spring

			They think

			We don’t understand

			We are looking

			From the woods

			While they are driving

			By

			We tell our children

			Not to run

			In front

			of

			cars

			and

			trucks

			and

			buses

			We need to tell

			the cars

			and

			trucks

			and

			buses

			Not to run

			Into

			Our children

		


		
			Ursos na primavera

			Eles pensam

			Que não percebemos

			Estamos espiando

			Aqui da floresta

			Enquanto eles dirigem

			Por aí

			Avisamos aos nossos filhos

			Não corram

			Na frente

			dos

			carros

			e

			caminhões

			e

			ônibus

			Precisamos avisar

			aos carros

			e

			caminhões

			e

			ônibus

			Não corram

			Por cima

			Dos nossos filhos

		


		
			Baby West

			Baby West my godmother

			Died

			And left me $50 in

			Her will

			Where would I be

			Without that $50

			Mr. Gray who

			Drove not taxi but private

			Car asked the white man

			He was taking

			To the airport if he could

			Let his “niece” ride

			Up front

			He also dropped me at

			The train station

			$10.50 for a ticket

			to Knoxville

			And a dollar for peppermint

			I purchased a 45 RPM

			But I don’t remember

			Which one

			I spent the summer

			With Grandmother

			And Grandpapa

			Not realizing a man

			On a Latin schoolteacher’s pension

			And a woman who occasionally cooked

			For white folk

			Could hardly afford

			Another mouth to feed

			More hot water for baths

			Electricity for the Radio WGN until it signed

			Off at midnight

			I had no idea

			Grandmother had to beg

			A white man to let me

			Enroll in Austin High

			Where I needed clothes

			From Miller’s and Rich’s

			Shoes, a coat and stuff

			All I knew then

			Was the sound

			Of my father hitting

			My mother every Saturday

			Night until I heard

			Her say “Gus, please

			Don’t hit me”

			And I knew my choice:

			Leave or kill him

			Both were sad

			I am in the hospital

			Room

			With yellow tulips

			From Nancy and Diana

			And a beautiful bouquet

			From the English Department

			I am trying to learn

			How to cry

			It’s not that my life

			Has been a lie

			But that I repressed

			My tears

			We always teach

			The youngsters

			Don’t cry it will be

			All right

			But crying cleanses

			It will not be

			All right

			But we will learn

			We can do nothing

			About it

			I have seizures because

			I am thinking of my mother

			Being hit by my father

			It will not be

			All Right

			So I must learn

			To cry

		


		
			Baby West

			Baby West minha madrinha

			Morreu

			E me deixou 50 em

			Seu testamento

			Onde eu estaria

			Sem aqueles 50

			Sr. Grey que

			Dirigia não táxi mas um carro

			Particular perguntou ao passageiro branco

			Que levava

			Para o aeroporto se podia

			Deixar sua “sobrinha” ir

			Na frente

			Ele também me deixou

			Na estação de trem

			10,50 uma passagem

			para Knoxville

			E um dólar para os dropes

			Comprei um 45 rpm

			Mas não lembro

			Qual era

			Passei o verão

			Com a vovó

			E o vovô

			Sem perceber que um homem

			Com aposentadoria de professor de latim

			E uma mulher que às vezes cozinhava

			Para gente branca

			Dificilmente poderiam pagar

			Outra boca para alimentar

			Mais água quente para banho

			Eletricidade para a Rádio wgn até o fim da programação

			À meia-noite

			Eu não fazia ideia

			Vovó teve que implorar a

			Um homem branco para me

			Matricular na Austin High

			Onde eu precisava de roupas

			Da Miller’s & Rich’s

			Sapatos, casaco e essas coisas

			Tudo que eu conhecia

			Era o som

			Do meu pai batendo na

			Minha mãe todo sábado

			À noite até que ouvi

			Ela dizer “Gus, por favor

			Não me bate”

			E eu entendi quais eram meus caminhos:

			Ir embora ou matá-lo

			Infelizes, os dois

			Estou no quarto

			Do hospital

			Com tulipas amarelas

			De Nancy e Diana

			E um buquê lindo

			Do Departamento de Inglês

			Estou tentando aprender

			A chorar

			Não é que minha vida

			Tenha sido uma mentira

			Mas é que reprimi

			Minhas lágrimas

			Sempre ensinamos

			Aos jovens

			Não chore vai ficar

			Tudo bem

			Mas chorar purifica

			Não vai ficar

			Tudo bem

			Mas vamos aprender

			Que não podemos fazer nada

			A esse respeito

			Tenho crises porque

			Estou pensando na minha mãe

			Sendo agredida pelo meu pai

			Não vai ficar

			Tudo Bem

			Então eu devo aprender

			A chorar

		


		
			A Poem for Joanne

			(All the Time)

			It’s usually cold in winter… things rest… people go to the West Indies to bathe in the sun… the fish in my pond go deep and don’t come back up until Spring

			But Spring blooms everything… greens and reds… and lots of babies… I have to be very careful backing out of my garage not to hurt kittens or squirrels who have only recently been born

			They all like the summer… and so do I… sitting on my deck grilling… having a glass of cheap champagne… liste­n­ing to jazz that’s as old as I am… smiling at the flowers

			Then autumn sneaks up on us… I watch the trees wrap around themselves… the flowers fold back into the seeds… all the little animals find places to sleep for the coming winter

			But I’m lucky… friendship doesn’t have a season… Joanne is there smiling no matter what the weather… She is there wishing me well… no matter the season… friendship is all the time

			I’m so glad she’s always my friend

		


		
			Um poema para Joanne

			(O tempo todo)

			Geralmente faz frio no inverno… as coisas descansam… as pessoas vão para as ilhas do Caribe tomar sol… os peixes no meu lago nadam lá no fundo e não voltam até a primavera

			Mas na primavera tudo floresce… verdes e vermelhos… e muitos bebês… Tenho que tomar muito cuidado quando saio da garagem para não machucar gatinhos ou esquilos recém-nascidos

			Todo mundo gosta do verão… e eu também… sentada na área da churrasqueira… tomando uma taça de champanhe barato… ouvindo um jazz que é tão antigo quanto eu… sorrindo para as flores

			Então o outono se aproxima de nós… Vejo as árvores se enroscarem em si mesmas… as flores se dobram de volta às sementes… todos os bichinhos encontram lugar para dormir no inverno que se aproxima

			Mas eu tenho tanta sorte… amizade não tem tem­po certo… Joanne está lá sorrindo, não importa o clima… Ela está lá desejando o melhor para mim… não importa quando… amizade é o tempo todo

			Sou tão feliz por ela ser sempre minha amiga

		


		
			Space: Our Frontier

			We seek Antarctica because we no longer have Middle Passage available.

			We seek Antarctica because we who are Appalachian understand the talking of the wind and the quiet of the Midnight Sun.

			We seek Antarctica because poetry gave birth to Math and Science… not the other way around.

			We seek Antarctica because the creation of America, despite the difficulties, is about Freedom and Adventure.

			We the people are simply mammals upright. Just as the nation is having problems accepting choices of mates to legally wed, we will soon have a problem of what is legally a child. I have a son but I also have a girl dog. Question: Is this my daughter? Does my son have a sister?

			Space, that final frontier, as Star Trek says, will pose questions that may not ever be answered but the one question Space does answer is: Is there another side of the sun? We know the moon has another side but we seek the quiet side of the sun. What life-form does it warm?

			We seek Antarctica because Space is not alien and nothing is out there to kill us. We go on this adventure in friendship.

			I think 10 or 12 writers from these Appalachian Hills, from this land that is difficult but not hostile, from these hills that stood for freedom (“We are not going to send our sons to die so that the Shenandoah can have slaves.”) should go forth to seek our dreams.

			I would want a 6:00 a.m. wake-up of the writers, myself included, get a cup of coffee, if they would like, and go immediately but not necessarily hurriedly, to our computers and share our dreams. We know that matter is neither created nor destroyed so there must be something that will talk to us in our dreams. We have sent photographers, engineers, other science folk to Antarctica. It’s time for the writers to serve. It’s time to bring an experience of the imagination to bear on the closest thing we have to Space.

			The Morning Blog will belong to the Project; all else that is learned or dreamed belongs to the writer.

			I would want an after evening meal get-together where we, the writers, share a glass of wine and our thoughts. Not speaking for any of the other writers, I would use my notes from the evening session to create a world for my readers.
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