
Wounded Warrior
(Inspired by Torso of a Young Man by Raymond Duchamp-Villon
National Gallery of Art, Washington, D.C.)

The cold, dead stare gazes from the lifeless marble
boring into my wretched soul.

The limbless figure evokes memories of times
when life shackled me in its constraints.

My arms and legs were incapacitated as though 
broken into shards of useless stone.

A torso left only to breathe and wither as life ebbed
from the coldness of its grip.

Cold, dead eyes gaze into the emptiness surrounding
the jagged hunk of glacial granite.

In its place upon a simple, colorless foundation
its stark existence is pronounced.

Surrounded by bold color paintings showing life
continues amid our wounded, drab lives.


