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Packing cardboard boxes with T-shirts 

To send back to where they came from

Because they didn’t sell,

I found a single human hair

Between two kiwi colored shirts.

“Whose hair is this?” I wonder.

It’s medium length, dark brown, not mine,

Not anyone’s who works here. 

Perhaps it came from someone down

Where this shirt was packed and shipped from, 

In San Benito, Jésus, an unskilled worker,

Swarthy, languid eyes, who wears white tennis shoes

And drives a pick-up bought third-hand

For which he hopes to buy a coat of custom paint, 
Scarlet with black racing stripes

To compliment the custom wheels 
And low suspension that he got 
Two months ago to impress the chicos. 

I check the tag: El Salvador. 

Perhaps the hair was dropped 

By some old seamstress called Maria

Who spends ten hours a day 

To sew on sleeves, and goes to Mass on Sundays,

Whose chocolate hair is giving way to white,

Whose children that she had by someone

Who promised love and faithfulness but gave her neither

Are growing older, the oldest married

With two little babies of his own

That she will visit tonight

After she collects her pay from the foreman

Who still flirts with her, but just for fun, 

Because she’s far too old for him,
And he prefers to go down to the clubs 

In town and buy drinks for the chicas. 

One sews, another boxes, tapes, and ships,

And still another buys and wears and throws away.

The increase comes in numbers 

Printed out on paper slips.

Whosever hair this is,

I wish for you

A moment’s pause 

To know that I 

Imagine you
And wonder how

You might imagine me.

I wish the two 

Who wear the shirts

An equal moment of 

Reflective rest to ponder 

We who sewed, transported, 

stored, and sold them.

Look down! 
Remember them who made 
All these,

The colored fabric hosts, 

If you 
Can call them all 
By name. 

