
Like Lovers in a Painting 

 

We lie in each other’s arms 

still as the yellowing leaves 

on our lawn in a windless twilight 

of gold, gold like the thinning bands 

on our fingers. 

 

With memories ticking like the clock 

from another room 

we are still, like I am 

listening for your breath 

in the chill of early morning. 

 

  - Celia Piehl 


