Tryst with Artist

        —after Yellow Pottery from Provence (Henri Matisse), 1906


              Baltimore Museum of Art
Let others dissect how light 
strikes the pitcher on your canvas,
the marriage of image and form.

I know what I love, the way

your yellow thrills— 
a velvet brush against my breast.

We chat over chilled wine
in your airy rooms in Toulouse,
awash in a tincture of turquoise

Dear Henri, I whisper, why dazzle 

and swell the color-drama, then leave 
those peppers undone on the plate?

You caress my hand—pigment aglow

beneath your nails—your voice
a still life: I saved white space
for you to find the words.
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