At Dusk
By Claire Moncla

At dusk we lie – stretched like broad bristles of a brush –
sweeping over some expanse of paint and canvas.
White and tan mix with green; my elbows submerged
where color ends and skin begins.

A view from above – widening like a camera angle –
watching us from the sky are birds and branches.
We are two dots of color; our elbows in a splash of milk
 creeping with the crest of waving grass.

A smear of wind – cooling like finger paint across a cheek –
dispelling summer heat that hardens color to skin.
Your words mix with wind; my elbow resting in sweaty palm
as I ask you:  make words solid.
Make them skin.
Make them color.

