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Charing Cross

Charing was the site of one cross of twelve
that once marked the funeral procession
of Queen Eleanor of Castile
from Lincoln to Westminster Abbey in London.
In the shadows of sunset,
at each spot
where the funeral procession stopped for the night,
King Edward | placed a cross for his wife.
Although only three of the crosses
on this pathway remain,
the words "Charing Cross"
reflect this devotion like etchings on stone.
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A Crossing in Manila
Seeing a three-year-old girl alone on a city street

She spun in green.
A quickened breeze sent her lost
alone among worn-tin cobbled shops.

| should have helped her.

But | had taxi rides to catch,

a right-angle day, lines already written.
Where to take her home,

in Manila dissolved,

a city she didn't know by its names,

but only its moments?

Here, where sampaguitas opened, withered.
There, where she chased a pink ball.

Instead, months gone at Charing Cross,
from depths that a fountain kept,

| lifted up a coin of someone's wish.
Then since | have clasped it,

a sense of cold regret.



