Paint
By Joe Broome about Mary Ellen K.

When I do a great deal of painting

Everything seems to be paint.

Painted sky painted clouds,
Painted cloth, painted grass.

And even though I notice more then

And even though things come much clearer

Your were not like paint

Your were what you were

Every flowing moment

Out of the painting and effortlessly different

I’m in the jungle with you

I’m in the water with you

I’m in warm water with

In my brain.

Lead

Your were what you were

Every flowing moment

Out of the painting and effortlessly different

I’m in the jungle with you

I’m in the water with you

I’m in warm water with

In my thoughts.

