
We've been
tolking since I orrived,

sit l ing ot the picture
window

overlooking the sound.
The sky is getting dorker,

bui we hoven't yet odmiited
thoi we were ever lost

I  wotch the t ide shi f t ing,
ribbon-streoked, ond when i decipher

whot i see there,
I show my fother o spouling whole.

Through b inoculors,  hump
ond f lukes ro l l  in to the l ight ,  sh in ing

block os briny woier silvers down

My fother soys sometimes ot high tide
he heors them blosting os they swim
close to the cliff. He wonders if they've ronoged
too for off coorse, following kri l l

in to the Stro i t .  then down to the Sound.
They ore too big for this smoll woter, ond moybe-

my fo iher  never  f in ishes te l l ing me
the story of his l i fe.
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