Naples, Florida

by J. Weintraub


There's safety in this sameness


and strength, too, to help tame this


uncertain life that we lead. The histories


we tell our children, we carve in stone,


an epic poem of our pasts, our victories


and losses; words, deeds in monochrome.


Easier to remember that way and repeat


again and again, like the news


we watch every night, and the views


we hold dear, and the lies, and the waves on the beach . . . 


the same gardens to tend, the same lessons to teach,


the work to be done, days to be framed,


the things we buy and consume, and the friends


we make; the rules, the predictable ends


for every attempt, venture, and gain,


one day to the next, always the same;

as if preserved in amber by the years,

archaic insects -- until time

grabs us by the throat to remind

us we've grown old and weak and need to fear

the seasons, our new neighbors, the streets;

and thus we convert winter retreats

into homes and equity into bonds

to bask in the Florida sun,

in the flow of interest that compounds

each day as the waves, one-by-one

from the gray gulf up the shell-encrusted shore

fold and unfold, like the insistent kiss

of the tides, wave after wave, they slither toward

us and recede with a slow, rolling hiss.
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