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Excerpt from the Book

John Grey
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MATRIARCH

| remember my grandmother
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ANVYA

who, after a lifetime of noonday-sun-avoidance,

had skin like pink porcelain,

not a wrinkle to be had

and yet, no mistaking her for someone younger.

For she was old like sea-glass or shells,

like the outside walls of the Providence courthouse
or the various architectural splendors

of the east side, or trees like birch

that turn shiny silver when they hit their century.

She was strong, not from muscle and bone,

which were frail when | knew her,

but of years lived, of tales recounted,

of people she knew and could, even then, remember.

Other people died young.

But she lived well into her nineties.

As her days wore on,

time found her increasingly necessary.



