Skin
I love the colour of it, you know?
The canvas.
With its lovely shade of Beige,
And its pinks and reds,
A canvas already filled,
Its easel already set.

With each stroke of the brush,
I can feel it,
With its ticklish slides,
Allowing for its quiver,
With its cover gently bouncing.

With each layer,
With each colour,
That beige became just a small patch.
With the colours of blacks and purples,
Covering the great landscape,
With a messy painter’s line.

Each stroke and each push,
Becomes a small comparison,
To the colour beige that now hides.
With each new brush,
And each new bottle.
The colour becomes smaller,
Until it becomes a spot.

The mixtures only create a rotting rainbow.
Looking more like a child’s discovery.
I peel of the paint,
Starting again,
Try 433.
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