Sad Art

Cathy Comenas

My eyes find you

at a close distance
I'm safe here
shaking in my shoes
an earthquake

Smell you everywhere

don’t know the name of your perfume
I'd buy it, spray you all through

my atmosphere

I'm ready to sell myself
at cost to you
you won't buy me in fear

I'd sit in the closet

collecting dust like some
bad art
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