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The Old Woman’s Chair

It's the holding on to

| envy, the springing back
from every press

without a flinch or groan.

| want to sink into its creases
with the other dust and grime,
hide my flesh in its grooves,
let my stuffing hang out
under cat-scratched arms,
rock back on padded knees,
exude a human sigh

as you settle into my lap.

| want to stay around for years,
too useful to discard,

too heartless to care —

outlive you, every one!
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