Above my mantle piece

Above my mantle, a work of art.

For many years it has adorned my wall,

A vision of my soul. A prophecy of the heart.

The long days have faded the strokes,

But the picture remains.

Proving that this canvas is no hoax.

As with many things, change is eternal,

Like the coming seasons,

Yet we yearn for a life that is vernal.

The passion it once radiated,

Has long since departed,

Yet, the longing for it has not abated.

Hence the painting, which still hangs,

Above my mantle piece.

In the corner, an easel and canvas await,

An empty landscape to paint,

Above my mantle I see, what is its fate?

A proven piece or a future wonder?

I scan from side to side.

Each of which, a possible blunder.

I cannot reach and take it down

Yet, I must work my new masterpiece.

I feel as if I may drown.

A darker room, or new light perhaps?

To brighten the faded art.

Subtle changes to avoid any traps.

But as the light outside fades, I’ve yet to choose.

Tomorrow brings new hope.

After all, I shall never lose,

While the painting still hangs above my mantle piece.

