Crossing the Ocean With a Single Step

The sun shines differently in the Philippines,
shifting my brown skin to a deeper shade.
A color I’ve come to love.
It seeps through the branches of trees
shimmering on the puddles between gaps of uneven pavement
after a light shower.
It makes me sweat softly
as I cling to the seat of a tricycle,
bobbing up and down over stones in our path,
the smell of gasoline
the engine roaring
the slight breeze, still not enough to cool me down.
As I go through small towns, provinces
I recognize one thing
about my people.
Their life is simple,
rather coarse, rough on the skin
but simple.
They make the most with what little they are given,
tarps, sheet metal, and rope holding many homes together.
Laughing and playing in floods
that could make even the strongest upset at what they’d lost,
finding even the most absurd ways to earn money.
There’s always a way to thrive.
For that I hold the yellow sun close to me
further indebting myself to what I possess.
Education, a suburban home, and a full stomach everyday,
for I know so many 
who traveled thousands of miles
to have a chance at the opportunity I was given upon birth.




