Objectivity

Upon entering the front door
I had a sudden urge to inhabit my wife’s purse
it was hanging over the back of the chair
large and comforting
a deep saturated blue.
It was what my father would call teal.

For awhile in the early 90s
my father was big on calling things teal.
anything moderately bluish green in color
was immediately branded "teal"
and that was that. 

“What a nice teal mini van!” he’d say
gesturing towards what was obviously
a sea foam or perhaps 
even light turquoise vehicle.

You didn’t’ try to change his mind.

Once inside the purse
I found it much roomier 
than I had first expected.

Nestled between
the cool metallic sheen 
of my wife’s cell phone
and a comfortingly springy
collection of hair elastics
I felt the stress of the day fall away
into rapid decay
like a fine mulch feeding on photons
giving birth to thick roots that reach toward the sun
and I pressed my face into the inside lining
and inhaled deeply the smell
of powder and sunscreen and efficiency.

It was nice to know that I could wait here
tucked like a mint into the corner of the fabric
tactilely lounging against the length of
a well worn brush
the bristles pressing like ergonomic fingers
against the small of my back.

I could now be carried anywhere
I was portable and ready for adventure.

Obligingly my wife suddenly entered the room
slung the strap around her shoulders
adjusted her weight slightly
and smiled a little puzzled
because her purse felt heavier than she remembered
and walked out the door.

I closed my eyes
and felt the sway of her gait
and felt safe like an object
quiet and contained like
a stick of gum, a tube of lipstick
or a set of keys rustling like wind chimes
as she walked down the front steps.
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