Letter to Matisse
I ought to let you know, Henri,

there’s talk about your behavior:

prolonged absences from home,

desperate affairs with models,

moodiness . . . .

I suppose it’s all true; what’s not to understand?

At least you asked the right questions Henri

trying for paintings like armchairs

(I always wanted essays like Mozart)

trying to be a gentleman artist

whatever that might be.

Just screwing around is fine for Pablo

with his lucky cock and knowing hand.

But not even he can be painting’s balls – 

his grandchildren, my age,

have no Mediterranean tradition.

They can’t even draw well,

and nobody has time to listen 

to their muttering.

Must bourgeois devotion to sweet comfort

require spiritual artists to paint aslant

to relegate their art to criticism

like therapy, like sermons,

and other tame refractions

of what really matters?

I’ve hoped, you’ve tried

for something better:

good art for this present,

praise for our world

an art that belonged

without being tacky.

Its hard even to imagine, isn’t it?

And whether or not you were always 

true, Henri, to the courage of your eye,

I remain . . .

