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CHRISTINE
STROUD

The Artist

We're all seeking the truth, I suppose.

He spends hours mixing and remixing paints,
no canvas, no single story is safe

from revision, of being over- or underwritten,

or told again, then again, then again.

We're all trying to be understood, I suppose.

But all interpretation becomes demeaning.

When the morning sunlight comes through the bedroom window,
it ruins everything. It translates nothing.

We're all trying to find our other, if there is such a thing.

But every time he tries to imagine, it’s just a black canvas with
that single wound of blue. It doesn’t mean anything, or it
does. Or it doesn’t to the others.

He mixes again. He paints again. He’s trying; I know.

Christine Stroud is a poet living in Pittsburgh and is the editor in chief
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