Entitlement

Bludgeoned by abject selfishness.  

Trapped in a car with two teenagers

chanting pop culture jingles, striving 

to look like Paris Hilton, obsessed with hot,

new red sports cars. From Montana to Mexico, 

this world holds only their own blondeness.  

Until we turn them loose on a pristine Baja 

beach.  They chase sand crabs like three-year-olds, 

make pets of hermits and baby leatherbacks.

I listen to the sound of the Mexicans who

try so hard to understand me. I listen to

the advice of my son, a cultural geographer

who  says attitude is everything. He works, 

even at pleasure When he was their age, at  sixteen, 

I sent him Costa Rica to count sea turtle eggs.

I wonder what they will do when they

can’t keep their babies after they name them? At night 

they curl like infants under slow ceiling fans.

