
 

 

I Am a Map    
      

By Thalia Danielson 
 
 

I am a map 
On my head, there is a waterfall 
On my brow, mountains 
In my eye, a river 
On my neck, a trunk 
Take your eyes off the screen  
Come outside 
Let me lead you around the surface of my  
Earth 
 
Where my thoughts flow 
There is a waterfall 
The crashing water is so loud 
Sometimes I cannot hear my own mind 
But the water is so  
Sweet 
Soft  
Nourishing  
It feeds all of this Earth 
Thoughts liven all soil 
 
Take a walk down my Brow 
Notice a row of mountains 
I throw my anger into  
The crevices between the peaks 
When I am frustrated 
The ridges grow taller 
Try as I might to erase these folds 
They stay 
I can walk over them endless times 
But they remind me  
Of why  
I am leading you on this journey 
If you do not explore these mountains 
You will never see correctly 
 
 
 
 



 

The Eye is where I often go 
The Eye is the river of my Earth 
Sometimes the river’s waves are as  
Soft and loving as a child’s 
But other days  
They roil with anger  
They loudly burst from confinement 
Some may call the remnants of these waves  
Sadness  
But no- 
They represent a battle against frustration 
I am frustrated  
People stay on the banks 
They do not wade in 
Out of fear  
Fear of the cold 
Fear of contamination 
Fear of the unknown 
Look right into the Eye  
You will see a reflection of yourself 
Rivers feed oceans 
 
There is a trunk down under the Chin  
That I call Neck 
It is strong 
Like the trunk of a tree 
It holds the Earth up high 
I walk down the Neck  
When I feel sad 
When, around me 
There is no one to see the sadness that I feel 
Because no one opens their eyes  
They all look down 
Do not look down 
Do not look at the screen 
 
Look in the mirror.  
You have a map just as I do 
Yours may be untraveled 
Or it may be worn 
No matter the way it looks  
It is a tribute of expression  
Let people see this map  
Let them travel across it 
You are a map 
Just as I am 


