
Pedigree by Vincent Toro

I’m from titanic traffic trailing down the New Jersey Turnpike,
from linguini with clam sauce chased down with a double espresso. 
I’m from Holland tunnel smog and hailing taxis at sunrise after
a twelve hour dance marathon at Twilo. I’m from quirky cafes 
where college kids procrastinate on their term papers and desk 
jockeys escape their cubicles to chat about the ballgame.

I’m from basement record stores, from body piercings hidden
from the naked eye, from road trips with no destination
and forgotten merengues my aunts would dance to on New Year’s Eve. 
I’m from the insomnia of burnt out novelists, and flan and bochinche, 
and waiting in the cold for a subway there never seems to arrive.
I’m from homeless cats with phd’s and stray cats that follow you

around like a five o’clock shadow. I’m from the farmer’s market 
and the vintage boutiques on the west side, from microscopic
art galleries with work on the wall that no human can afford.
I’m from punks and hipsters smoking cigarettes in Cooper square, 
and the blinding lights of Time’s square gouging the eyes
of the tourists and the street hustlers a spell of false promises.

I’m from not enough time and not enough space, from black
box theater and deafening rock concerts. I’m from ghetto nerds
and disco queens and drag queens and garbage men from Queens, 
from slackers and junkies and junk yards and junk food, and Saturdays 
in the Cloisters and summers in Las Piedras. I’m from don’t you let
me find out you went to the Village, from the eternal battle

between the graffiti and the corporate ads piled ten stories high. 
I’m from ten million stories in two hundred languages, from curry 
and pan con mantequilla, from the Doors and Hector Lavoe,
from chess in Washington Square park and naked jugglers
in Tompkins square park. I’m from a torn knapsack full 
of poems and deodorant. I’m from a waitress and diesel

mechanic, from a dreamer and a skeptic, from the disease 
and the cure, the shadow and the light, from the question 
and the response, from la playa and the projects, the bat 
and the catcher’s mitt, the robot and the chupacabra, 
Godel’s theorem and the five points of action, the grito 
de lares, the potato famine, the word born of stone.


