I see an artist on 

The bay of a lake painting on an easel .. 

Before him is a vivid swirl of paint acting 

As the body of water

As kids from the township pull in buckets of paint

To aid the artist paint his pieces .. 

There are pieces of empty canvass behind him leaning on a tree .. 

Women are in knee high boots fishing for frames in this

Pond of paint .. 

They’re pulling up bronze and tan frames for the artist

To put his work into once the paints have dried and he’s ready for the nails

To be hammered.

A full process in the autumnal equinox of an event by the bay .. 

And at the time that a passing stranger comes by to snap a picture of 

The scene,

The canvass is black and white painting of a woman’s head swirling with the contour

And feel of a floating earth .. 

