Painter of Intangible Death, 2001

The brush swept through the landscape.

Red tiles paved the canvas, symmetrical 

To each other

Green specks of paint flitted through 

The burning, always similar world

And in the sky, unseen to the viewer

Was a clear, beautiful azure sky, though 

He left it out.

His painting was done.

Glaring at his unused colours he

Deliberately

Plotted out the addition to his unrealistic picture.

Two young schoolboys 

With furrowed eyebrows 

Brimming with concentration

Were 

Conceived

Plucking out the green grass in the maroon fields

Leaving life a dull, furious red.

Trying to pick out the second, brighter shade in life

Like a silent, swift sniper

Hiding in the shadows of society.

