Most  Saturdays

Most Saturdays I get up, make the bed and start the week’s laundry while he makes our coffee.  It’s an unwritten ritual we share in sweet morning harmony.  I do my wife thing and he his husband.  

I’m not a wife, I just play one in my home, and this Saturday I awoke to the urge to play writer instead.   What that means is that, instead of doing laundry, I bound out of bed to my back yard table with a favorite pen and full pad of paper.  

Well, I don’t exactly bound, though, because writing any time is a two-way struggle for me as well as a joy.  One is the struggle to give up precious moments with the love of my life. The other is the gut-wrenching struggle to address a blank page and attempt to fill it with the truth.

The terror comes in trying to remember an incident, a moment, a place a feeling in sufficient detail to take my reader there.  Where do I go from here?

Beauty!  Writing about the beauty around me is rare for me, since I’m often dumping garbage on the page.  Can I write about life and beauty as it is without making a statement?  Can I write about beauty without describing the feelings it evokes – the fullness it creates within?  It just makes me want to paint.

Then I notice art created by another and gifted to me in this little yellow coffee cup…The yellow glaze it sports is in shades of sun and daffodils –nearly cream white to the hue of almost ripe bananas, that yellow that sparkles next to the spring green at the flower’s tip.

In periwinkle blue the artist – MY artist now – brushed a whimsical watercolor iris.  It’s opened its pedals in a sweeping breaststroke that swims from the cup’s center around two sides to within reach of the handle.  And, all this is smooth, soft to the touch, warm, round for my lips and comfortable in my smallish woman’s hand.  Yes, MY artist was a woman, I’m sure. And I fancy she made these strokes with her brush on a sun-dappled morning like this when her heart was stunned by the perfection of that iris in her garden, and she was rendered incapable of anything but to paint this cup – periwinkle blue against the soft yellow morning sky as only spring can light it.

Where was she and when was it?

The glaze on this cup she made to inspire me is cracked with time like an ancient Venetian wall.  Perhaps she was there, in Venice…or in Florence?  Perhaps Tuscany – some place where the heart bursting with the thrill of beauty is never ignored in favor of folding the laundry.
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