Conversation In Red

By Anthony D. Villa

The idea of blood


This red does not look like that



It doesn’t have that rusty color that on its way to drying




But it has a lot of connotations





George’s Illness and the dressing that I changed three times a day






Cessation of the menstrual flow







Dimly suspecting








Intermixed with each other. Buried and perfectly visible

A piece of white cloth with the smudged red


I played with cloth as a child



Roman Catholicity




Italian Roman Catholicity





I think of the Scapulars






Those itchy wooly things, A little hair shirt







Predicting something that was going to happen to George

Very Catholic


Not present in my life



Buried, memoried way




Dimly suspecting





Meant something to me






Connotations – Stillness

Holy Cards


I can’t throw them away



because I can’t throw them away




The dressings that I changed three times a day





(Ritualistic) Procession of Objects






Little squares like that

Lines of mourning


Dark lines of mourning



Stillness




Wonderful shining bits of cloth





I played with cloth as a child






Three of us are left behind, One of us is gone

Bones – Dust – Sand – Blood


The poetry of Nelly Sachs



Bones – Dust




Walls of houses





She was a holocaust poet

I tried to get her sensibility in my work


You can’t



Only after I gave up




Bones appear





I’m drawing bones, and cells 






And bones and cells - and rags

In the name of the Father and the Son, and the Virgin Mary


Take the Evil Eye and send it away



Not present in my life




Blinding headache





Drop of oil






If the water disperses







It’s the mal occhio

It disappears – There is nothing there


It’s the mal occhio



Someone wished you ill




Help George





I just didn’t believe

Nel nome del Padre, e del Figlio, e della Vergine Maria


Piglia il mal’occhio, e mandalo via



Little sign of the cross




I never could explain, but I never forgot





Buried, memoried way






Connotations







Meant something to me








I never asked who sent the Evil Eye









I just didn’t believe










Isn’t that strange?

But when you are watching someone you love disappear


Bones – Dust – Sand – Blood



Bones and cells and rags




It’s such a wave of panic





A wall of water carrying you away






There’s nothing you can do about it

I begin to think about magic and incantation and prayers


A piece of white cloth



I can’t throw them away




(Ritualistic) procession





I began to resurrect that mal occhio rhyme

I began to put these things in my paintings


Dimly suspecting



Dimly I was thinking that




A little thread – Using that to help George





Great Grandmother was a healer






But you do these things when you’re frightened







Profoundly frightened

I would write these things on canvas


In fragments



Sometimes obliterated




Buried, memoried way





Sometimes visible






Other little prayers







Very, very faint








Deliberately, partially obliterated

Except the incantation didn’t work


Absolutely fruitless

Messages to George


Wall of water



Carrying you away




Nothing you can do





Profoundly frightened

Bones – Dust – Sand – Blood


Lines of mourning



I can’t throw them away




(Ritualistic) procession





A piece of white cloth






Dimly – dimly

The idea of blood

Nel nome del Padre, e del Figlio, e della Vergine Maria


Piglia il mal’occhio, e mandalo via
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