
 
 

 

Gratitude 

 

Because you said things that kept me 

floating on my too-small kayak in the dark 

mangrove tunnels, the greasy mud 

waiting underneath and underneath that 

the closed boxes with all my faces 

inside; because you kept holding out 

gifts to me though we both knew 

I could not reach them yet; 

because whatever the distance you still 

answered the clotted, shapeless 

sounds coming from my throat 

and told me to keep making them 

 

I want to send all my good 

molecules over to you, embrace 

until our spines touch—hell, I want 

to thank you so hard 

I become you and you 

me for just long enough that you see 

yourself with all the leaves 

budding beautiful from your 

long limbs and maybe I’ll 

see that creature lying balled up 



in the crushed undergrowth 

as something worth saving. 
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