This poem is to show how I’ve changed between me before I met Susy and me after marrying her.

My Two Worlds: Before Susy, and With Susy.
 Dead-end Street kid I grew.
 High school sweetheart I knew.
 Sail the edges of old maps.
 Retire to Mexican camps.

Carried grand incredible dreams.
Cutting through oceans with my campaneros.
A Schooner with my name, along its beam.
An RV humming tumbleweed streams.

Alaskan Glaciers to Argentine rancheros.
Down the spine of the Americas flow.
To me she came, the way rivers come to the sea.
Alone, caring and loving, wearing down stone as patients show.

Kindness wrapped in laughter bright.
Beauty slow as morning light.
Not lightning’s flash but sunrise warm.
Chapala’s glow before the storm.

Where bougainvillea scatter over muraled doors.
Beside me she stands. Mexico our home, the valley is key.
Hands that heal. Strangers stitched.
White shoes. Tired feet. IVs and shots.

Checking pills, packing bandages with care.
Heart to mend, best medicine I ever got.

My harbor, my light, my life.
Pure love, pure joy, pure positivity.
My Susy, my soul, my wife.
Pure heaven, pure peace, pure infinity.

Her smile is my compass, her presence my shore.
The best person in the universe and more.
Beautiful, smart, kind, spiritual, funny and a little crazy.
Together forever, forever together, Suza and me.

Texas, we are meant to be.
