                   SHE POSED


With brush in hand, an easel sits.


I know what I must do.


There she lay, with great beauty.


What she expresses, is part of life so true.


I will release this temptress.

 Her beauty, do I dare?


Her nakedness from head to toe


 By invitation, I wish to share.


As she sits, no virtue her!


You must stand and look forever.


The thoughts you must have in your mind.


Would you repeat them? never.


What a task, what hue, color and tone.


Would I capture her lust?


Her eyes are truly black as coal.


She will lure you in. Dare have no trust.


I wish to do her and life justice.


I wish not to be kind.

 
I use these paints with passion.


I will paralyze your mind.


