
“Through the years he had painted 

people as he saw them. 

Patrons murmured, 

“Somber tones,” “Shadows, 

deep.” He wondered, 

but painted still. 

Musing in his studio, 

he cried out with a gasp. Reflected 

in a silvered glass, Himself he had 

painted, 

his pain, 

his sorrows dark. 

A Portrait Artist 




