
PICTURES 

I go to the gallery to find 
in crimson and in blue 
the silence Van Gogh sacrificed 
an ear to. 

The paintings speed by 
like billboards glimpsed 
from a Greyhound. 
I am inattentive. 
I think of you, 
of your cold body 
turning from me in sleep— 
there is no art in this. 

Susan Glickman 


