STEALERS KEEPERS
--For Monet

You stole the country colors,
the aubergine, the muted mauve
and viridian, and confined them
on canvas to defy death.

You confiscated shade and shadow,
took the running secret light
and held it.

Making love to waterlilies
haystacks
mists
stroking them, streaking them
with exultation, you fused them
to a palimpsest of knowing.

Beautiful thief,

taking what you wanted

at its richest moment,

you robbed time of its teeth.
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