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Flesh      
 
Crayola Crayons – Gold and Green Box  
by Binney & Smith, N.Y., No. 48   
brilliant colors arranged in stadium seating,  
unbroken, sharp points, no torn labels – my treasure,  
providing hours of color book entertainment. 
 
I could choose colors with exotic names 
like Cerulean or Prussian Blue , Carmine,  
Vermillion or Indian Red, Mahogany,  
Burnt Sienna, Raw Umber and Flesh –the color  
of light skinned people like me. 
 
In 1949, age six, I didn’t realize that in my box of crayons 
Indian Red reinforced an insult to Native Americans 
or that Flesh dismissed people of color.  Whether named 
out of  prejudice or ignorance, Crayola presented 
a dilemma.  
 
How many children of color were confused 
by their options – Flesh or Indian Red?  
What crayon could they select to create  
people that looked like them?  
 
Today, Flesh is gone –  
a collector’s item – renamed Peach;  
Indian Red is now Chestnut. 
And prejudice…….? 
  
  



Outburst 
 
“You Are Dead!” she hissed. 
Words flung from your sister’s 
dark cavern of personality disorder, 
cloaked in the fog of dysfunction 
she made you dead… 
like someone could do that 
like those words were lethal, 
a bullet to your psyche. 
You are hurt, true enough, 
but certainly not dead… 
and what does that even mean? 
 
Carrying the freight of irrationality 
she bears the burden of depression, 
consequence of such outbursts, 
attempts to control you 
and though her words hit you 
where you are vulnerable, 
you punch her dance card 
with compassion 
set your boundaries,  
give distance,  
knowing 
you will never be friends, 
accepting  
you will never be friends. 



Still Life 
 
You expected to see fine art  
on your DeYoung Museum field trip –  
people picnicking in bucolic landscapes, 
roses standing at attention in porcelain vases, 
animals grazing at leisure in the savannah. 
Instead you are taken by surprise, 
your nine-year old sensibilities wrenched. 
Tears stream down your tiny cheeks, 
lips quiver as you recoil in horror at the sight  
of a still life – a wild swan hangs on black velvet  
by feet that would ply no water, 
feathers precisely detailed, eyes glassy. 
As you recoil into arms of your friend  
I imagine your confusion, feel your sorrow. 
It won’t be the last time your innocence 
is ambushed, my child, 
not the last time.  
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