HER PALETTE

What color do you feel?

Biting orange like the citrus peel?

Perhaps your blood runs black,

or a passion purple is on the attack.

Sometimes your mind sketches lines,

and searches for the color but finds

a woeful slate of empty gray, or

a snow-blind blanket of January mid-day

Do you feel pure white, as fresh snow gets,

or blazing magenta of a dying sunset?

Feeling undecided? Never rush.

Don’t decide – let the color choose your brush!

Don’t allow emptiness to creep in.

Grab your palette, sink or swim!

Find your ocean, swirling aqua blue

find your colors, flowing out of you.
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