Writing Temple
by Richard Marranca

--from Molly Peacock’s workshop
We sit in a room on a Saturday

morning, an oak forest rendered 
into tables, chairs, blonde columns.

It’s all very Greek inside. Molly 

reads four poets: Praxilla, Lomar,
Nemerov and Dickinson. Soon

we’ll write our own. In back is a
statue of Alexander the Great with     

lion mane hair and faraway eyes,
and to the right a group of cheery
peasants at a wedding, food spilling

from plates. Across the street I spy

a man with a cap, his back to me, 

waiting for his Dentist, a long name… 

I look at paintings of the Hudson

River, a glimpse of spirit-suffused 
nature where my sister has a farm
house: crystalline sunsets piercing
the gloom, cows grazing amidst

leftover empire, colors hinting at glory
& tempest, a shepherd too. Cole, Church

and the others -- not as famous as their
Impressionist cousins. Yet these squares
of luminous brushstrokes mirror  
the abode where soul finds itself in 

leafy hues and in lightning. The

message here: stranger than nature,
what can only be spoken by art. 
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