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URNSIDE SOLEIL

For a month, T have been living here,
and often sit near the back bedroom
wall, mice scuttling behind

the tiny framed self portrait of Rembrandt,
laughing, skin crinkled like gold leaf.
He’s Zeuxis in that one, I think—

Zeuxis and Parrhasius, I remember
the contest between them, how Zeuxis
painted grapes so true—what do I mean hi

that birds flew down to feed, yet Parrhasius
nson depicte}i a curtain concea]irfg his wor'k,
the verisimilitude fooling his competitor.

Yet of the two paintings, I'd most want
to see the grapes, not a curtain, of cou

ocks away from here, the mulberries
bloodied on the sidewalk. My son—
he gathered in his small hands the fruit
fermenting, this wil_d t mel,
this jam scooped f
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