Artisans


by J. Weintraub
These words are my materials and tools.

I could never make a cabinet, bookcase, or chair

as you can – mutating wood to furniture – never dare

to use your lathes or saws, your squares or awls

(although I like the sounds of these words just the same)

to measure, join, to bevel, hew, chisel, or plane,

or with such patience press, massage those oils

into the pores and, layer-by-layer, the grain

of oak and cherry wood. I can just about change

a bulb; still, to shield them from the wear of time,

I, too, polish surfaces until they shine;

and shaping forms into something whole and new

are efforts, acts, we both can understand

as, on occasion, we step aside to view

our work, to wipe the sawdust from our hands.
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