Inventory at 70 


I have all the equipment and accessories 
I would have needed 
for the life 
I never lived: 

Skis for slopes 
never conquered 
A wet suit for depths 
unplumbed 
Skates for frozen ponds 
never glided 
A backpack for wilderness 
unexplored 
Bottles of ink and shiny nibs for swirly words 
never scribed 
An inflatable raft and plastic paddles 
for rivers never run and lakes left undisturbed 
Abandoned keyboard, ukulele, guitar and flute, 
their songs unsung,
their workings unkenned 
A wooden easel, like Vincent’s, 
propped up in the shed, 
not in a field of Provençal sunflowers 
Watercolors of every hue, squishy tubes of paint, brushes, 
lumps of clay, sticks of charcoal, pastels 
Art supplies galore, organized in baskets, boxes, bins and tins, 
alongside a clutter of empty frames 
Crochet hooks and knitting needles of every size 
A jumbled rainbow of skeined yarn, 
uncrafted 
Piles of hand-printed fabrics from Zimbabwe, 
meant to become aprons for my friends, 
unsewn 
Silicone molds, scented oils, 
and blocks of hardened goat’s milk for soap, 
unmade 
Chunks of beeswax, dyes, and sheaves of wicks for candles 
never poured 
Stacks of sketch books and journals of every size, 
some with an entry or two
but mostly blank 
Camera bodies (how fitting a term) 
and lenses, tripods, flashes and filters, 
ignored 
Drawers of tangled cables for devices,
long discarded, 
adapters and connectors arcane 
Wheelbarrow, weed whacker, rototiller, hoe, 
Packets of outdated seeds 
for a garden unplanted 
Balance boards, dumbbells, jump ropes and pulleys, 
the accusatory hardware of a woman gone soft
And in my kitchen 
gadgets and utensils 
for any culinary notion, 
realized or not: 
Strawberry huller, melon baller, shakers and mills, 
Ricers, dicers, graters, slicers, choppers, slotted spoons, 
Fish poacher, egg poacher, steamer, Dutch oven, 
Brazier, stockpot, double boiler, wok 
Griddles, saucepans, skillets, cookie sheets, 
Roasting pans, casseroles, pie tins and crocks
An array to warm the home chef’s heart, 
even if she’s cooking feasts for fewer guests these days 
And everywhere shelves and stacks of books, 
some read, some waiting, maybe forever 
Walls of albums and CDs, most that I will never play again, 
though music, my most faithful companion
Closets filled with clothes in a range of sizes, 
suitable for occasions rarely attended now: 
Cocktail dresses, saris, opera capes, kimonos 
An embroidered Syrian wedding dress, 
black 
Gym shorts, bike shorts, tees, capris, 
Skirts pleated, dirndled and gored 
Shoes for walking, running, dancing, hiking,
Costumes and wigs from Halloweens past 
Jewelry from Algeria to Zambia, 
filigreed, beaded and baubled,
from grandmothers, lovers and friends 
Atomizers and crystal vials of fragrance 
distilled from flowers,
seed pods, spices, fruit, and bark 

It seems I have an over-abundant supply
of things I no longer demand, 
nor want 
nor need. 
How did I come to desire and acquire so many possessions? 
Did I mistake life for a treasure hunt? 

Taking stock, I see it is only the art that matters, 
that needs no purpose, yet serves so many 
Paintings, drawings, photos, collages, carvings, and castings, 
images at once familiar and strange 
Creations that sustain, interpret, remember, celebrate, imagine, 
challenge, amuse, proclaim 

Maybe all of it is art, every blanket, tape dispenser, 
pinecone and broom, 
or maybe art exists in the arrangement of things 
And perhaps it’s unnecessary to tabulate the sums— 
no need to balance the books 
when the bottom line is almost always 
regret 

After all, there’s no accounting 
for a life of miscalculation, 
loss and gain, 
in careening unequal measure. 
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