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Walk down the blue road

And into the blue light

All around you, this color

Runs your heart, and the whole

Damned world

Sea and sky

Your veins before they bleed red

Moods and stones

The dog you took care of once, 

‘Member?

Strength

Survival

Your own eyes, more or less

Go toward this color, that hangs in

Green branches like an afterthought
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A fancy dressing, 

Or really, upon a closer look

A harder truth
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Surrender
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Mixed on a palette

Caressed and smudged

We’ve no choice but to blend

Assimilate, lose ourselves, 

Surrender to greater numbers and hues

And when we’ve lost all sense of who

We once were, we find we’ve made

A dull mass of brown or gray,

Neutral, easy on the eye, ask any decorator

Trying to stage a house for sale

Is that what racists fear? The loss of white 

Skin? Or the sameness of tone that would make it

Hard to be in charge, pull the trigger, tie the rope?
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Denial of Our Plainness

[image: ]


You fade from view 

Leave a hint of mauve and green

We’re showgirls

Platinum hair

Pencil skirts in the daylight

Not much on stage

Guys and dolls

You hand me the coleus to transplant

Its roots dangle like lost thoughts

White border on its leaves 

The color of a

Winter moon

You choose pearls plucked 

From a warm sea

Pink will never be mauve

Gray only touches green

How dear, that strange desire tinged with blue

We dress for dinner

I choose black for its slimming effect

You go with a red skirt and green shoes to 

Celebrate the season

The denial of our plainness

Softened by the sky’s purple song
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Lifting Brightness
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Where the road bends west, the sky opens

And the trees stand down for a while

Its light says it hangs over water

You know what I mean by that 

A lifting brightness

Not like a smile, more like

An idea of how things might be, or

Were in an easier time

I love that wide stretch above us

How it invites us to something better

To be better, in ourselves
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​Cardigans, c. 1962
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Oh, those glamour girls with their cardigans

Worn, but not worn,

Draped on soft shoulders, arms still bare

Sleeves hang, waiting to be filled

Like the ladies, themselves

Is that what they’re trying to say?

And when they slip their arms through for warmth 

Or convenience (who wants loose sleeves hanging around, 

anyway)

Are they too busy, too practical to be bothered with love?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Glide
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She was a Hoosier 

From the Latin Quarter

Went by Velma, then Angelique

Pinned up her hair

Bought a patent leather belt (red)

Squeezed her swollen feet 

Into patent leather heels (also red)

It’s okay to reinvent yourself

Especially when the first

Version’s not so great

But sooner or later, the hair comes down,

The belt and shoes slip off

(Thank God, they hurt like hell)

But that little make-believe

Leaves a touch of joy in the eye
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Just knowing you can,

For a little while,

Glide through the world

As someone else
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