Restoration
He sits in an old swivel chair, his back to his lover
the detritus of his daily work surrounds both women
stained coffee mug, clamps, brushes, glues, paints

a de humidifier humming against the musty air

me fallen from his mess of bedsheets 

she unfolded from bubble wrap, tiny fibres of linen shroud clinging. 
Can I hold her? 
He watches me.
I lift your image, my eyes behind your eyes

cedarwood no bar to sight, silk lightly touches my temples 

a gold band weighs heavy at my neck

the scent of myrtle 
a breathless whisper.
Don’t hide behind yourself.
Laid back in front of him 
your overly large eyes hold mine 
how many centuries to arrive at this

from the dry bright sun of Roman Egypt 

to a courier-van reversing down a dark damp driveway 

from ceremonial burial to a workbench in Wales.
Immortality at a price 

your journey an open ticket 
pimped from dealer to dealer, trading your looks
your face their fortune
as if you needed cosmetic surgery to earn your keep.
I don’t want him to touch her

I want her to rise, swirl - untouchable around him
fix his wrinkles into permanent perplexity
dance herself to a scatter of dust 
her mystery a trace of pigment left on his rag
a mere memory of an encaustic mixing 

myrtle lingering in the air. 
This old dog nobody’s jackal god
his bench bare

 his bed cold.
