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Fog

The summer after fifth grade
warm, wet fog soaked coastal Maine.
It settled over the pines on the point,
rolled into Fish House Cove,
buried Roy’s lobster boat,
the red and blue lobster buoys,
the turquoise skiff we called Splinter,
tumbled up onto the beach 
over the wild roses
over the sumac bushes
and into our cottage home.

That summer the fog moved right in with us.
It seeped into unopened boxes of Cheerios,
Cocoa Puffs, fancy macaroon cookies,
swallowed the salt and the sugar,
slithered across Grandma’s braided rug,
and, after a time,
found its way into my bunkhouse closet
to my favorite dress,
the one I wore for class pictures,
and it blossomed
on the coral-colored bodice,
damp and powdery and pale blue.
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