Buenos Aires

days steamy as tango dancers

from the city of broken glass

a symphony that invades my ears like bees torturing my brain

somewhere in the dusky shadows wails meld with music too neon for comfort

horns blare 

those regal dancers keep time with their heels

rhyme runs repeatedly

those antiquated walls-inscribed with paint the color of blood

Me llevar la cruz

It's tempo increases, faster, faster. Dancers spin at a dizzying pace.

Bread and mate under twinkling lights

flashes spin off the glass mosaic

smoke laced with the smell of asado

the dancers twirl back to the doors

Clarify:

normal, tired cliches of fame

sung by those who make me walk now through the murk of leftover dreams past the wall of separation

[who are the “they”]

I nod. I smile. I ache.

Rework:

Layers of poem

the last line

speaker's personal feelings

Buenos Aires: Fair winds

