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for dreamers whose dreams seem impossible
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¡Volar sin alas donde todo es cielo!


Anota este jocundo


pensamiento: Parar, parar el mundo


entre las puntas de los pies,


y luego darle cuerda del revés


para verlo girar en el vacío . . .


To fly without wings where all is sky!


Note this cheerful


thought: To stop, to stop the world


between the tips of your feet,


and then spin it in reverse


to watch it twirl through space . . .


—Antonio Machado, “Poema 53”





EARTHBOUND


Summer visits to the enchanted air of Trinidad de Cuba are


illegal now, transforming my mother’s hometown into


a mystery of impossibility, no longer reachable


in real life.


My roaming dreams can only ramble through the library,


dancing on flat, shiny pages, across all the countries of


National Geographic magazine, choosing villages


with brilliant sunlight, bright parrots, green jungles,


tropical heat.


I’ve endured enough of being in between—too young for


solitary trips, but more than old enough for motionless


teenage


isolation.


Yes, I feel ready to grow up and seize the first job that promises


a nomadic life . . .


but before I can finish college and become independent,


I have to start


high school.
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TRAVEL DREAMS


Destinations sweep over me


from colors in dazzling photos,


a warm, inviting quality seen only in the light


of tropical air.


I’ll save piles of babysitting money


and make my escape from Los Angeles.


No more smog, just a rain forest, peaceful


beneath sky so intense that each breath


must be enchanted like Cuba’s aire,


floating birdlike and wild above jungles


and farms, green between two


shades of blue,


sea and heaven,


half wave-washed memory,


half soaring daydream.


Where should I travel?


Peru, Borneo, India?


The brightness of photos is dimmed


only by my age, too young for solitary


journeys, too old for imaginary


horse-friends.





REALITY


India sounds perfect,


but my travel dreams


have to wait.


High school starts right after


my fourteenth birthday, the halls


a


whirlwind


of


strangers . . .


but I’m pretty good at starting over


because I have plenty of practice saying goodbye


to the past, so after school, I sit on a rigid wall


wishing for the future, waiting to be older,


my current age a hybrid


half riddle,


half puzzle.





THE GEOGRAPHY OF A WALL


The wall is a barrier that separates


John Marshall High School from the street,


a dry imitation of my seawall memory,


that coral stone Malecón in Havana.


This wall is designed to separate waves of


raucous students


from dangerous riptides


of traffic.


Or is it just meant to keep rich kids and regular ones


apart? The wealthy have cars that zoom away


while the rest of us wait for a bus or a parent,


the wall dividing cascades of us into tide pools,


settled groups of relaxed kids who met in kindergarten,


and seaweed-like strays, those of us who transferred


from out of the district, and arrived knowing


no one.


Cool kids.


Loners.


Stoners.


Will I ever wash ashore in a swirling


puddle


of friendship?


With my wide Cuban hips


and frizzy black hair,


I’ll never belong


with blond surfers


or elegant “socials,”


so I just have to hope


that sooner or later,


other drifting


bookworms


will find me.





ARMY M.


It doesn’t take too many weeks on the wall


for one of the short-haired, military ROTC boys


to start flirting with me.


I’m Cuban American.


He’s Mexican American.


Close enough.


But his army hair worries me.


How long will it be until he ends up in Vietnam,


killing


dying


or both?


I belong to a family of pacifists, always marching


to protest, because the Cold War has already sliced


our familia in half, so just imagine how much worse


it must be in southeast Asia, where US bombs


and chemical napalm flames


burn villagers alive


on the news


every night.





DATING


No war can last forever, so sooner or later


M.’s army world and my peace dove wishes


will surely meet in the middle.


Won’t they?


Suddenly my plan to spend weekends babysitting


in order to save money for tropical expeditions


no longer seems as urgent as Friday nights


cruising around in a low-rider car,


my fourteen-year-old freshman mind


so imperfectly matched


with an almost-eighteen senior,


mi novio,


my boyfriend.


His older pals/carnales in the backseat


have already dropped out of school,


joined the army, fought in Vietnam,


and returned with tattoos


and all sorts of other


scars.





A WHIRLWIND OF MONTHS


Time


t


w


i


s


t


s


and


tangles,


spinning me


far away


from unrealistic


travel dreams.


Classwork.


Homework.


Research papers.


Friday nights cruising.


Saturday mornings at the Arroyo Seco Library


followed by babysitting jobs, my money stashed


and slowly growing toward some remote corner


of Bengal or Kashmir.





BOOKWORM


I can’t stop, even though M.’s friends


make fun of me for studying hard


and reading travel tales in my spare time,


the places they’ve seen on their way to the war


so mysterious and adventurous to me,


a too-young girl who understands nothing


about battles.


Peace freak.


Flower child.


Hippie.


Army M.’s friends say it’s easy to protest


against violence, when you’re not the one


who will get arrested if you don’t register


for the draft.


They’re right—in wartime, life


is so much shorter for boys, since girls


aren’t forced—or even allowed—to fight.


Bookworm. It’s the creature name I’ve been called


all my life, but in Cuba


gusano/worm means maggot,


an insult used by revolutionaries for chasing away


anyone who wants to join relatives


exiled in the US.


Abuelita, my grandma,


is probably being mocked as a gusana right now


along with all the others who dream of fleeing


their wave-cradled isle and reaching


this hard, rocky shore.


Bookworm.


There are so many ways of looking


at the winged future of a crawling caterpillar.


But I’m finally identified and claimed


by an eager group of studious readers


who are mostly mixed-together half this,


half that, tolerant of everyone else,


hyphenated Americans, all our hyphens


equally


winged.


Japan, Korea, China, Poland, Holland,


Mexico, Cuba, the homelands


of our immigrant parents


don’t really matter here


on the wall, where science


and poetry


are the passions


that unite us.


Some of my new friends have already


chosen career goals that require degrees


from the best Ivy League colleges,


so they load their after-school schedules


with extracurricular activities:


music, debate, theater, sports.


But the only club I would ever dare to hope for


is one made of girls who don’t belong anywhere,


so a state university will have to be good enough,


with fancy-school admission reserved for others


who are courageous enough


to perform


or compete.





DAYDREAMER


After those childhood summers in Cuba,


when my two-winged freedom to travel


was lost on both sides of the ocean,


I learned to imagine wholeness


by settling


into the weight


of motionless


earth.


But the world isn’t heavy, not really,


it flies


through the galaxy


orbiting around the sun, spinning


on an invisible axis and soaring far away


all at the same time, while floating people pretend


that we feel safely


rooted.


So that’s what I do, live two lives


awake and asleep, cruising or reading,


studying


dreaming . . .


I spend time with Army M.


and then my bookworm friends.


Night


and day.


I know how to balance

OEBPS/images/title.jpg
A COMPANION MEMOIR TO
ENCHANTED AIR

" MARGARITA ENGLE

atheneum Atheneum Books for Young Readers New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/images/part.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0vii-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/part2.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781534429550.jpg
MARGARITA ENGLE

T YOUNG PEOPLE’S POET LAUREATE

A companion memoir to Enchanted Air










