Why We Buy Paintings

(or write poems, for that matter)
by J. Weintraub

A watercolor of a Bartlett pear,

unripe, green as a grape, and placed

inside a torquoise bowl -- Fiestaware,

I think -- sitting on folds of lace,

like the bowls and lace in my grandmom’s home

in the ruined streets of West Philly, zoned 

for poverty, despair, which she in her old age

refused to leave. I still can hear my father’s rage

as he yelled at her, and she would turn her back

on him to pat my cheek and offer me a pear.

It was green and dry as stone, or blemished black

and brown, and soft as mush, yet once for her as rare

as gold when, back then in the Pale, such things

were thought to be reserved for tsars and kings;

she would smile like the village girl she once had been,

and I would try to force it down and not to hear

my father’s bitter raging at her deafened ears;


and once again I try to capture and explore

the remote territories hidden deep within

these old homes, districts of my past, the grace, the sins

of those traveling there so many years before.
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