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An Unforgettable Love Interest
‘’Interest me in love, will you’’?  ‘’In what’’? ‘’Love’’.
I have no clue, lipstick colors as a code of honor! Oh Love!  From the bland atmosphere of childhood home dynamics to the imagination of uncensored discoveries, gathered day in and day out to register in line for hope. One forges a world of pure love; as a child how could you hate the unknown, when caught in misery? I remember a bold painting I sold to a young lawyer from Québec city. The background was a bright yellow on a 4 by 5-foot canvas, spread by movements of the spatula I used as an extension of myself. Then she smuggled herself past my imagination and appeared with all her might. Sitting on a bench dressed in a blue and green outfit ‘’Thalidomide Princess’’, her gloved tiny precious hands wore the ring I had offered her as the final touch to the Painting. Off she went. Isn’t freedom love? I never saw her again. An another very soft abstract blend of oil pastel colors 3 by 4 picturing an idea of eternal sky. It found refuge over the bed of the wealthy owner of a Victorian four-story mansion by the river in Ste-Hyacinthe. This painting was her soothing moment before sleep. Years later the house burnt to the ground and in smokes went the healing. I was then living with my first love which passed away this May 3rd, 2022, and out to freedom will escape the flock of flamingos he cherished from a painting I offered him many lives ago. He is the second to leave in outer space, out of three. The first passed at 43 on August 11, 2003, his last movement, lungs collapsing in my arms, skin immediately muting color as these special effects from The Matrix. It was the last time I would be so devastated. Four years of falling back in silence and despair.  He thought he had been lucky to live so long since his three best friends, 2 boys and a girl, died before their 40th birthday, he had no regrets.  So now, my chef at home is warned, check yourself. So many years we’ve been together. He is so in demand that his pension and investments are pilling up while he keeps on working weeks and weekends at 69. We live close to his loving twin daughters and Axel our 7 months old grandchild. ‘’So, tell me about an unforgettable love interest’’.
 It has been the quest of a lifetime as should be life itself. Curiosity and observation. Love and death are two sides of a same medal, which one do we want to hang on to, the longest? Life is love and death is life. What I am presently hanging onto is not a brush or spatula. I am muting to writing my love interest for the unforgettable. 
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