Drinking French Wine in Middle America
-Lawrence Ferlinghetti (first stanza)

Bought a bottle of Vouvray

and poured out its bouquet

of the French countryside

on the plains of Middle America
and that fragrance

floods over me

wafts me back

to that rainy hillside

by the banks of the Loire
Vouvray tiny village

where I sat with rucksack
twenty-eight years old

seafarer student

uncorking the local bottle

with its captured scent of spring
fresh wet flowers

in first spring rain

falling lightly now

upon me



