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for scientists

and future scientists

with gratitude, admiration, and hope






REWILDING is a conservation practice that restores natural habitats. It includes establishing wildlife crossings and the protection of apex predators. Wildlife crossings allow animals to safely cross highways and other human-made barriers. These crossings prevent the genetic isolation of breeding populations. Apex predators are at the top of the food chain, with no predators of their own, although they are vulnerable to hunting, habitat loss, and other harmful actions by humans.








RAFTER Leandro age 17



My family fled Cuba

on a lashed-together jumble

of inner tubes, balsa wood, and fear

exactly ten years ago, when I had just learned

how to read, and all I craved were tales

of adventure.

At sea on la balsa, my own true story

became terrifying in a way

that makes memory

dangerous.

First there was a hidden cavern

where a mysterious couple

known as Amado and Liana

were surrounded by singing dogs

and cave paintings of a bird-girl

serenaded by a young man

with an enchanted guitar

that is said to attract

winged and four-legged creatures

who love melodies the same way

bird-girl and guitar-boy

love each other.

Musical dogs and magical songs

were enough to send my imagination swirling

like dough in a mixing bowl at the bakery,

but there would be no fresh bread

or sweet pastelitos

on that perilous raft

where I lost

all courage.

Liana gave us canned food, bottled water,

and a compass, while Amado crafted sun-hued

life jackets of yellow nylon stuffed with silky fluff

from the seedpods of a sacred ceiba tree.

On a moonless midnight, la balsa was set afloat,

and soon my parents, my older brother, Emilio, and I

were all trembling in the sway of massive waves

as we reeled beyond wheeling circles of sharks

beneath streamers of migrating

butterflies

and hummingbirds.

I told myself that if fragile winged animals

could be brave

above those waves

so could I, but instead of courage

all I discovered

was horror

followed by sorrow

and then the mercy

of a stowaway blue merle puppy

who knew how to offer comfort

by singing wordless canine melodies

that are even more powerful

than the ocean.








Cielo the singing dog


I sang to the younger boy

because he was the one

who needed to be saved

from his own ragged

rhythm

of fear








NOCTURNAL Leandro



It was my fault

that we were forced to flee our homeland.

It was my fault that Papi drowned

while saving me from

sinking.

I was the one who’d revealed my parents’ secret

while we were still in Cuba, and I was the one

who fell off the raft and needed to be rescued.

I’ve been nocturnal ever since, kept awake

by nightmares of monstrous waves, eerie dreams

that stay with me throughout the next day

transformed into panic attacks.

Until the stowaway puppy was trained

to be my therapy dog, I fainted in water

and on land.

Cielo taught me to breathe

like a canine.








Cielo the singing dog


I hum a song

into his hand

until he understands

that it’s time to sit

and stay still

so that if he faints

in the presence

of waves—either real

or imagined—he won’t

forget how to inhale

slow

deep

restful

animal

music








THE WILD PARK Ana age 17



I feel like an island

in a sea of green leaves.

My bed is the back seat of our small

cluttered car, parked under huge trees.

What Mom and I really need

is a roof and walls, a floor,

and normal

sleep,

but here I am unhoused and awake,

so I dance along a dirt path beneath oaks

with branches that bend down like friends

who are eager to listen to the percussion

of my furiously

drumming

feet.








UNSHELTERED Ana



This feral park is just one link

in a long chain of rewilded military outposts

called the Golden Gate National Recreation Area.

It’s an urban wilderness, a long narrow green belt

that prevents development, keeping wildlife safe.

If only there were enough homes for people, too,

families like mine, with a hardworking mom

who can’t even afford to rent a converted garage

this close to luxurious Silicon Valley,

where even the tiniest studio apartment

costs a fortune.

Mom almost makes enough money

as a government botanist

at the San Francisco airport,

where she identifies smuggled herbs

and rare orchids trafficked by greedy crooks

who import endangered species,

but most of her salary is gobbled

by all the expensive lawyers

and private detectives

she hired

in an effort to locate

my runaway dad…

so now the wild park is our outdoor home,

and all I can do is dance beneath oak trees

and wish

pray

believe

that somehow

there can be safe zones

for both—wild creatures

and houseless

humans.








FLOWER BUTTERFLY Ana



At school I sit through classes

feeling like a topiary shrub

trimmed

and shaped

by time

so that no branch

is ever free to blossom.

Instead of listening to math formulas,

I reminisce about a century I’ll never see

when my Ciboney Taíno namesake—Ana Tanamá—

was alive, arguing courageously in colonial courts,

a doomed effort to defend our tribal land

from the sharp swords and false documents

of los conquistadores.

“Ana Tanamá” means “Flower Butterfly” in Taíno.

I love to think of us as close relatives even though

she was born in 1555, the earliest ancestor

on my mother’s ornately written family tree,

where I am the final line.








DIVERSITY Ana



I don’t speak up in social studies class

when we talk about a multicultural society.

Mom left Cuba by being lucky when she won el bombo,

the big drum, a random lottery, the most coveted

and almost impossible pathway to reach

these divided             but supposedly united

states.

Washington, DC, calls the lottery their

Diversity Immigration Visa Program,

but there aren’t any fancy euphemisms

for the way this public school

is nearly all Latino,

while the children of tech workers

attend elite prep academies

that perpetuate California’s

modern version

of segregation.

You can tell by the style of the fences.

Private schools resemble country clubs.

Public ones look like prisons.








DANCING WITH ANCESTORS Ana



After another confusing school day

I run through the night-dark wild park,

moving through shimmering pools

of moonlight,

where shadows

beneath oak trees

soothe me

with lyrics

whispered

by leaves.

I imagine spirits celebrating

all around me—Ana Tanamá

and my other invisible relatives.

Their Taíno words are beautiful.

“Bohío” means “house,” my favorite daydream.

“Cuyo” is “light,” “güey” is “sun,” “guatu” is “fire,”

“hura” means “wind,” “huracán” is “storm,”

and “catey” is “trouble.”

When I join the mystical dance

I feel my hopes rising toward turey,

the wide sky where everything

is blue and peaceful

so that maybe there’s a way

to believe in apito—infinity,

a place I can reach

someday

only by surviving

now.








MOONLIT Ana



Euphoric with dance-joy,

I pass signs that remind me to watch out

for rattlesnakes and poison oak, followed by

a warning that makes my heart gallop—

MOUNTAIN LION TERRITORY

IF YOU SEE A PUMA, TRY TO APPEAR LARGE.

REACH HIGH. SHAKE YOUR ARMS. MAKE NOISE.

BACK AWAY SLOWLY. NEVER RUN.

In other words, convince the predator

that I’m powerful too, not just a delicious

morsel of prey.…

But before I can even begin

to practice appearing LARGE,

I hear the most beautifully eerie

nonhuman melody,

as if moonlight

has been transformed

into music.








Cielo the singing dog


the girl absorbs my voice

and knows she’s not alone

in this scented world

always circled

by a chorus

of musical growth

she is so clearly the boy’s scent match

but how will I manage to show her

that he’s so much more courageous

than he seems?

matchmaking is every singing dog’s

greatest challenge

and most satisfying task

those who call us guardian angels don’t realize

how hard we work to bring lovelight

into the stubborn realm

of short-nosed human

possibilities








THE FERAL GIRL Leandro



Cielo sees her first, alerting me with a song

as if the girl were a danger, but this dancing vision

isn’t scary, just graceful

and spectacular, her dark hair cascading

as she reaches up

to wave both arms,

fingers pointing

beyond

me,

until both Cielo and I turn

to face an adult male puma

who must weigh at least

two hundred pounds.

His eyeshine is amber,

reflecting moonlight.

Tawny muscles.

Unsheathed claws.

Exposed teeth.

A snarl.

He’s ready to pounce

until the girl rears up and roars

a bilingual fury of curse words

that make her sound

just as cubana

as any old drunk lady

at a bus stop in Miami.

I smile.

She frowns.

Cielo serenades us.

Puma concolor, the girl says, naming

the wildcat by its scientific names,

both genus and species,

so I know

she’s a nerd.








I MAKE MYSELF GROW Ana



Hot guy.

Enchanting smile.

Cute blue merle dog.

Puma concolor.

I obey the sign’s instructions

to make myself LARGE, easy enough

when I dance, arms reaching,

imaginary maracas shaking,

no matter that none of this

can be real. I must have fallen

asleep

in the car,

then plummeted

farther

and

farther

into my own weirdly

vivid dream world.








WE STUDY EACH OTHER Leandro                  Ana



her forest eyes                    his warm gaze

green and brown                  cedar skin

at the same time                  sunrise smile

midnight hair

curvy                              sturdy

lively                         steady

while we stare

at each other

the puma           disappears

all these visions seem

completely

unreal








WE STARTLE EACH OTHER Leandro



Cielo is quiet and calm.

I bend down

to stroke soft blue fur,

but the feral girl reaches

at exactly the same moment.

Her dark hair

billows like a waterfall

made of shadows

until

here,

where our hands touch

on my dog’s shoulder,

my fingers

glow

hers, too,

as if we’re both

moon-beings

luminous.
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