Made Things

I am not a Modigliani freaked-out woman.



 No.

Nor, a nightmare.

I’d like to think I’m Rubber Soul or Mrs. Muir.

I always wanted my own Barrymore.  Something alive or tinged dark.

The distant near; a living secret.

My daybook:

coffee, tea, yawn, slipper, spit, stumble, brush, pet,  footfall, sip, laugh, papercut, pant, shriek, yell, pee, giggle, curl, inkstain, clackity-clack, pitter-pat. shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh lightswitch, shuffle, pen, salad, candy bar,  stair, photocopy, sidewalk, for the last time turn around,  collection, word, cross-out, chalked fingertip,  chortle, paper-cut, note, blush, check, zero, smile, smirk, gossip, whine,  spoonerism,  stop doing that, thank you, please, open-door, mouse, swivel, air punch, carpet-shock – 

My visual vocabulary; my cabbage-leafed heart.

All a reminder.

Borrow me. 
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