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In the halls of high learning, littered with books,
Stands one with a straight spine, never mind his good looks.
He sweeps clear days with late nights, to study math and run
To steer his children safe from the drugs and gangs and guns.

His name is Alfredo, and I don’t know where he’s from—
Just past Guadalajara—I maybe had it once—

But I hope he wants to stay here, my fellow American.

In the back of a café where the turkey is real,
A man with a strong back holds up half the grill.

He makes a perfect waffle, his flank steak is the best.
He saves his every dollar to have a place to rest.

His name, it is Juan, and I don’t know where he’s from—
Jalisco or Havana, or Michoacán or what—

But I hope he wants to stay here, my fellow American.

At my local discount, in the shelf-fillin’ biz,
A man with desires, an old Chev that’s his,

And papers that he flies through the gates of these new days.
His take-home pay’s not taken his favorite dreams away.
His name is Angel, and I don’t know where he’s from—

The barrio of L.A., Chicago, Washington—
But I hope he wants to stay here, my fellow American.

In the garden out front, a short, taut, brown man
My landlord has brought to work magic again.

He comes and does just what he is told to do, I’m sure.
I wonder if he wonders what so much stuff will cure.

His name is José, and I don’t know where he’s from—
I s’pose he is an Indian, God knows, an ancient one—
But I hope he wants to stay here, my fellow American.

BRIDGE:

I was talking after work with Erlindo—he comes in when most people go.
He and his wife used to pick strawberries, but the berries, they grow so low . . .

The berries grow so low . . .
They and their seven kids have a home—it’s three days’ drive in Mexico.

A two-story house, with furniture, and memories, you know . . .
Memories, don’tcha know . . .

But now they’ve both got good jobs indoors, the kids are in school, and so—
No matter how much they miss Michoacán, it doesn’t make sense to go . . .

It doesn’t make sense to go . . . if only, the heart could go . . .

In a long field of lettuce I can spot from the road,
An hombre who tends by a monster of a load.

He moves through space and bends like he knows this earth is his,
Though rulers drew a line, claimed it’s no use thinking this.
His name I can’t tell, and I don’t know where he’s from—

A land of milk and honey, a land of death in slums—
But I hope he wants to stay here, my fellow American.

© 2013 Leslie T. Sweeney. All rights reserved.4


