


[ ]
N NN
h

We are

lost
in a menagerie of

sounds

imprisoned in the
mural
whose brilliance
and luminance is
muted and washed
into a
single

color

by that
immortal jewel
a stroke of undiluted paint

While

Innocence

in its full splendor
leaves its

own tint in

a secluded

corner

of the mural

and captures the
mind.

— — Dean Williamson
























