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Still Life 
 

Two red anjou pears 
cannot possibly seek to fill 
this clay bowl      my mother 
gave me. 
 
I have let them sit 
for so long, only today 
I wanted one for breakfast. 
 
My fingers outstretched, they 
pushed through             weak skin 
and I felt the viscid pulp 
inside. 
 
The sweet 
      rotted flesh. 
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