The Chameleon

He extinguishes the industrial searchlight

and sets it beside the rescued puzzle pieces.

He steps over the rug’s rippled waves,

drifting like a shadow past the antique ink wells.

He gathers his companions for the head of the table:

December’s mince pies in February,

a dish of her brandy butter

to spoon beneath the pastry lid.

He prepares her pills in a ruby-and-gold pot,

the kind sold in seafront shops

between incense and mood rings.

It sits like a small creature

in his wrinkled hands.

Morning begins with her tea.

He refills the kettle,

sets the dog’s breakfast
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on the upturned flower pot.

From his office sanctuary

he selects his final offering—

a clipping, a letter,

the eulogy for great-aunt Roz.

He brings a single sheet to the table,

holds it as if at an altar.

She is not listening.

Shaping his mouth around the “ch” of “chips,”

he releases his message into the kitchen air:

Chameleon, he says, as if this word might reach her

burying his spoon in another mince pie.
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