Antebellum Mansion

Stately survivor

of batteries of bullets, shells,

and a fire that ravaged the city during the war.

Her six grand Corinthian columns

grimed by 150 years of time

are remnants of her journey

to stay still amidst an age of motion;

She wears her cloak of gray proudly.

She stands alone,  

surrounded by polished pearls—

other warriors of her time

now purged with whitewash 

and fresh paint.

Passers by awe at their beauty, 

but blush at the sight of the blackened pearl

unsparkled, unpolished, unbuffed.

Her grime is her polish

Her years her majesty.

Her neighbors seem to smirk at her,

their new siding glinting in the afternoon sun.

But they are the ones in ruins,

restored, embellished—

their dignity of time flaked off 

with the strips of old paint. 

Their frames empty shells

with the spirit removed.

Brochures boast of a dozen

or so “antebellum mansions”

but I see only one.  
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