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yellow on top of black
if my life were a canvas, most of it would be dark.

the top left would be green.
a luscious, generous green. the kind of green that only exists when you’re young.
when you first notice the difference between grass green and tree green.

the green would suddenly turn to blue, a bright blue, at first. the color of the naive sky.
the blue would grow darker as i would. as i begin to understand.
the color and size, vast and deep, like the deepest trenches of the sea.

eventually, the blue would be so dark, it would turn black.
and it would stay black.
it would be lonely and cold. i would paint crooked crows and wicked witches.

slowly, the black will fade into dark purple, the color of ripe acai berries.
it would turn brighter, a purple so light, it paired perfectly with the yellow to come.

so many colors on such a small canvas.
it is hard to create a definite picture, to create beautiful art.
especially with these colors.

sometimes i am ashamed because
1 don’t remember green, and i1've nearly run out of blue.

whenever i sit down to paint, shades of yellow await me. they beg to be strewn.

i know i will need other colors, but this is the first time i have used this color so steadily.
i am afraid I will run out.

1’ve come to realize, as 1 look at others’ canvases, that
those of the most beauty start with a solid color.

my life is yellow on top of black.
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