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Dusted Ink ~ The Memory
Sync

Barbara M. Schwarz

 


Tableaux - how fresh water
flow

Palladio - the symmetry that
grow

when to the new I go, and
so…

 


On the front: “Crumbled, hushed to
dust: I layered each new crust” 2017.

 


I blew away the dusted
ink,

I wondered if my memory
sync

I wondered what I’d
remember

if I blink…

 


And yet upon the tortured
page

of what a memory wage…

 


the war of attrition

we give ourselves
permission

to not fully know

what we had once learned
so…

 


clear, for each new
memory

fresh appear

and hurry clean away

the memory of yesterday

 


and every pen and paper

helped not to mistake her

for what she had done
before

 


when all around the open
door

to discover and explore

what mattered now once
more

 


and though the canons
roar

the dust had settled on the
floor

and tiny links of crust

had not the memory trust

 


the rust of former days

that fortune sense allays

 


a wend to former plays

that stays right to the
end

 


when the mirror image
bend

and force a different
course

 


the moving sense of
source

to ready now my horse

 


and open up terrain

where pathways once so
plain

 


distinguish like the
rain:

the earth is just the
same

 


a foolhardy thing

to ever give up
wondering,

to ever really see

‘that doesn't matter now to
me’

 


the echo that could free

where movement forms
substantially

 


inky sense and flow

a final
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