The hills are monuments which
will be there, always. The sea
sucks the lowering sky below
its surface, spumes forth greys
which turn to greens, kelp-mauves,
splash, shatter to foam-blue.
Deceive. Promise that this is sea
everywhere. Yet not even
warm seas in paradise ribboned
turquoise, azure, seas which mirrored
vaults of unblemished cobalt —
not even they were as rich and deep,
given like sleep in childhood.
Your father comes up the street
from the ferry in his familiar hat,
paper under his arm, and the cat
is waiting at the corner to escort
him home to the little house
which he built across from the school.
You know he has a gift in his pocket.