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She gazed into the hollow of her cup
The deep hairline cracks mirrored her face
Bone fractured by time with every washup
Age covered her china like a cobweb of lace

Cracks cut through clay like steel slicing through skin
Trembling, she touches the network of lines 
Did the woman fall when lighting the kiln?
Embalmed with line breaks she covered the signs

Mended but bruised she remembered midway
When her muscles worked like ceramic bytes
And porcelain teeth flashed devoid of decay
Each strand of her hair, glowed like shafts of light

With time, her ash in the cup turned to dust
I’ve heard, she’s buried beneath a clay crust.



