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The he,algg’,row’g in bloom, thig time in June

A¢ we traipse fo the beach

The <ea volls in calm, in all it charm

A perfection of peace, with the chaotic world Just safely ovt of reach
Her canvas and stands, stuck in the sand

She bog_iv& to vawind

She ¢ketches things ovt; then just fleches it ot

From olcéigmg in her mind, intvitive Sparks dance on gubconscious
Ley-lines,

The craft i¢ all hers but its source ig divine, a¢

She Rints her colors like ¢tars and QTLVti streamers
She Faints a¢ the wind Jro»;g with her hair
She Faints for the innocent and wide—-eyed dreamers, while | Write

Shek finding_her ¢pace, at her omn pace
With a Dutch Masters touch

From inner landscapes, it bogimé to fake chape,
Throvgh the ¢trokes of her bruch

A pictures worth, a thousand words

len’t that what anq Qaq?

Her Impresgionist greens, mired in water—colored dreams
Spoken like a trve Monet

Though she’s new to it and <till tryin® to find her onm way
She’ a renaissance woman and her 51f+’€ in full play, a

She Faints her palette a blaze now in fuchgia,
She Faints and renders it all by feel
She Raint¢ her artistic fires fo infuse her, while | Write

She loses hereelf in a F!aoc Somenwhere Jvé‘f ovt of time
Hev abstvact §l7mmc+rioa! Fa‘HcrnQ seem to walk uch a fine line.

For the \/angyarol of the art ¢cene in Chelsea it wag nothin’ more than a Wcll—dicgyiécol hard ¢ell
You could hear the 53”6;47 onwner Pom“iﬁaaﬁng about the virtues of Minimalism for the Sake of hi¢ rich clientele.
Now You can See the liferati and 5li++craﬁ cvein’ up after WoijVlg_ up the courage 1o bid Amoh/] Warhol a final fond farewell.

With a trve artists call, for the wonder of it all

And fav, far from the crowd

Her inner voice $peaks; ever 59;4‘!’!»] then peaks

A she paints Vigh‘!’ ovt lovd

The perfectionist in her ays itll never be complete, well cay what you want but it% your masterpiece, and

She Fainte from vigions deep in her minds ene
She Fint¢ on a ba&kdrop of clovds and blve gky]
She Faints from Some Kinetic impulse ingide, while | write

She Faints the Faggan‘!’ of life all in rainbons
She FRints in gpite of the Pragmaﬁo world
She Fints from an interior Lovwre draped in Van G‘loghé, while | Write



