For My Father

In hospice
cardboard butterflies
hang from the doors of the dying.

Transition, the nurse explains,
although I, who interpret symbols for a living,
should have known this all along.

When you come visit me -

and you will -

don’t come as a butterfly,

bruise-colored,

mottled purple powder,

fickle insect.

(I will never be ready for butterflies again.)

Come instead as you always did:

a hot cup of tea at the kitchen table
during a power outage;

a patch of sunlight

melting the snow from my windshield
on the morning of my birthday;

the green of gardens and baseball fields;
the hush of the surf in Maine, in August.

Come as a wrinkle on my forehead,

a worry line, a battle scar

left over from those nights in March

when I’d drive home down too-dark roads,
expecting accidents.

Come as a streetlight

that shines outside my window

bright as lightning

so that even at midnight

I can read the future in the palm of my hand.



