“TRANS IS AGAINST NOSTALGIA” by Taylor Johnson

Everyday | build the little boat,

my body boat, hold for the unique one,
the formless soul, the blue fire

that coaxes my being into being.

Yes, there was music in the woods, and

I was in love with the trees, and a beautiful man
grew my heartbeat in his hands, and there

was my mother’s regret that | slept with.

To live there is pointless. I'm building the boat,
the same way I'd build a new love—

looking ahead at the terrain. And the water

is rising, and the generous ones are moving on.

O New Day, | get to build the boat!
| tell myself to live again.
Somehow | made it out of being 15
and wanting to jump off the roof

of my attic room. Somehow | survived

my loneliness and throwing up in a jail cell.

O New Day, I've broken my own heart. The boat
is still here, is fortified in my brokeness.

I've picked up the hammer every day
and forgiven myself. There is a new
language I’'m learning by speaking it.

I’'m a blind cartographer, | know the way

fearing the distance. O New Day,

there isn’t a part of you | don’t love

to fear. I’'m holding hands with

the poet speaking of light, saying | made it up

| made it up.
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