Avocado

It rests comfortably in my palm,
It’s come a long way,
This green baby with its crocodile skin
Untimely ripped from the tree,
Falling far, suddenly surrounded by strangers,
Huddled in the dark of a cargo plane.

And then here, with me, blinking, 
bewildered under the bright strip light
I place it on the board,
Take the sharp knife,
[bookmark: _GoBack]Gently cut until I feel its smooth, still heart,
I twist it apart,
Ready for it’s guacamole doom.
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