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What I'm Glad For
By Wiill Nixon
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Montauk

In the low swells of the pewter ocean
a harbor seal periscopes,
an eerie mask of human wisdom,

eye shadows centuries old,
no ears, as if he's heard
all that need be said.

A mammal like me,
warm-blooded, teat-weaned,
he eats stones

for ballast
the way | carry words
unspoken.
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Drought

| admire the way plants die:
milkweed pods burst with silken hair,
mugwort patches collapse like burnt chocolate,
mullein stands tall, black, and blind.

And now a yellow sulpher butterfly
hurtles by on an ocean breeze—
the thrill ride of its life
over weeds at Far Rockaway Beach.



