                                             Meditations on Sister Age

M.F.K Fisher knew, 

stumbling upon the gold leaf

flaking away, that antique

painting of a peasant saint

time made iconic.

So my art ages

with corrosion already set in-----

the crackling chips, the bubbling glue

all an accident closed for Minor Repairs,

& room enough… do I have

enough space to make right,

preserve, the craft of decay?

Oh brushes, what a diary

thief is in your whisperings-----

the bristles falling out,

the stray cat hairs which stick

to the canvas itself

even while it peels…

Each surface cries for varnish already,

a remedy, thirsty with pigment

under dust & smoke.

Every panel is a Sunday,

the slow, sweet, melancholy moments

knowing of school, of returning to work,

of the effort it takes to get up.

Help me let them go as far as I want life
to not ever perish 

in this frame of passion

our play breathes.

