[bookmark: _GoBack]                                                            Vincent’s Works             		       Looking at Vincent’s work I must have been him in a past life. Madness in the mind, an   empathic soul, that can’t seem to process all his pain. I see you in his Daubigny’s Garden .   I see you in his Starry Nights. I see you in his Sunflowers. I see your beauty in all his works. I gave you all that was me. I gave you all that was in me.  Yet you couldn’t see me. You couldn’t feel me. You couldn’t love me. Looking in Vincent’s self-portraits, I see my cerulean blue eyes gazing back at me. I must have been him in a past life. My works today, are in words, hidden never to be seen. I see you in his Irises. I see you in his Couple walking in the trees. I see you in his Entrance to the Park in Arles. I see your beauty in all his works. I gave you all that was me. I gave you all that was in me. Yet you couldn’t see me. You couldn’t feel me. you couldn’t love me. Yet I gave you, my mind, my body, my soul.                Timothy David Knight-HILL                                                               [image: C:\Users\kpadgett\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\Temporary Internet Files\Content.IE5\8UOUW27V\vincent-van-gogh-van-goghs-chair-c-1888[1].jpg]
image1.jpeg




