
 

 

     Painting 
 
It is by definition two-dimensional. 
Exaggerating the default, perspective paints 
Receding vistas, parallels that always meet. 
Photography removes the one necessity, 
A need for likeness. No abstraction abstracts self, 
And if the ego is the final patronage, 
The only sitter, landscape is a background noise, 
Still life an inventory of accoutrements. 
Denying face and form, Islam, of pure design, 
Creates a pure depiction, iconography 
Of thought itself, a showing of the hyperreal. 
Continue, little portraitist of little souls, 
Your art that darkens as it flatters; does not know 
It mocks. Acrylic, water color, easel, fee. 
A mural is a wall that might have been let be.. 
Your canvas is a cosmos void and without form. 
Begin by severing the darkness from the light. 
Thereafter it could well be six or seven days  
Before commissions come. The water and the land, 
The fishes, fowl of their abundance, early Adam, 
Fill the plane with color. But the void is Eve. 


