
Hunters in the Snow, William 

Carlos Williams  (1962) 

  

 

 

 

 

 

The over-all picture is winter  

icy mountains  

in the background the return  

from the hunt it is toward evening  

from the left  

sturdy hunters lead in  

their pack the inn-sign  

hanging from a  

broken hinge is a stag a crucifix  

between his antlers the cold  

inn yard is  

deserted but for a huge bonfire  

that flares wind-driven tended by  

women who cluster  

about it to the right beyond  

the hill is a pattern of skaters  

Brueghel the painter  

concerned with it all has chosen  

a winter-struck bush for his  

foreground to  

complete the picture   

 

 

 

 

 

 



Stealing The Scream 
Monica Youn  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was hardly a high-tech operation, stealing The Scream. 

That we know for certain, and what was left behind-- 

a store-bought ladder, a broken window, 

and fifty-one seconds of videotape, abstract as an overture. 

 

And the rest? We don’t know. But we can envision 

moonlight coming in through the broken window, 

casting a bright shape over everything--the paintings, 

the floor tiles, the velvet ropes: a single, sharp-edged 

pattern; 

 

the figure’s fixed hysteria rendered suddenly ironic 

by the fact of something happening; houses 

clapping a thousand shingle hands to shocked cheeks 

along the road from Oslo to Asgardstrand; 

 

the guards rushing in--too late!--greeted only 

by the gap-toothed smirk of the museum walls; 

and dangling from the picture wire like a baited hook, 

a postcard: “Thanks for the poor security.” 

 

The policemen, lost as tourists, stand whispering 

in the galleries: ". . .but what does it all mean?” 

Someone has the answers, someone who, grasping the frame, 

saw his sun-red face reflected in that familiar boiling sky. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Modigliani's Cellist  

       Barbara Siegel Carlson 

 

He plays to the violet walls, 

to the window’s curly brown shadows 

and to the mirror that looks on. 

Colors that slide down the walls 

murky and shapeless. 

Is it a reverie or a sob—? 

On this warm night 

someone has made him feel tender, brutal. 

As the bow’s hot quiver 

cracks through the wood— 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.versedaily.org/2014/aboutbarbarasiegelcarlson.shtml


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Marilyn Triptych by Andy Warhol 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



American Gothic 

after the painting by Grant Wood, 1930         

John Stone  

Just outside the frame 

there has to be a dog 

chickens, cows and hay  

and a smokehouse 

where a ham in hickory 

is also being preserved  

Here for all time 

the borders of the Gothic window 

anticipate the ribs  

of the house 

the tines of the pitchfork 

repeat the triumph  

of his overalls 

and front and center 

the long faces, the sober lips  

above the upright spines 

of this couple 

arrested in the name of art  

These two 

by now 

the sun this high  

ought to be 

in mortal time 

about their businesses  

Instead they linger here 

within the patient fabric 

of the lives they wove  

he asking the artist silently 

how much longer 

and worrying about the crops  

she no less concerned about the crops 

but more to the point just now 

whether she remembered  

to turn off the stove.  

 

 



Before the Mirror 
by John Updike (1996) 

 

How many of us still remember 

when Picasso's "Girl Before a Mirror" hung 

at the turning of the stairs in the pre- 

expansion Museum of Modern Art? 

Millions of us, probably, but we form 

a dwindling population. Garish 

and brush-slashed and yet as balanced 

as a cardboard Queen in a deck of giant cards, 

the painting proclaimed, "Enter here 

and abandon preconception." She bounced 

the erotic balls of herself back and forth 

between reflection and reality.  

Now I discover, in the recent retro- 

spective at the establishment, 

that the vivid painting dates 

from March of 1932, 

the very month which I first saw light, 

squinting nostalgia for the womb. 

I bend closer, inspecting. The blacks, 

the stripy cyanide greens are still uncracked, 

I note with satisfaction; the cherry reds 

and lemon yellows full of childish juice. 

No sag, no wrinkle. Fresh as paint. Back then 

they knew how, I reflect, to lay it on.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Edward Hopper and the House by the Railroad (1925)  

Edward Hirsch  

Out here in the exact middle of the day,          

This strange, gawky house has the expression 

Of someone being stared at, someone holding 

His breath underwater, hushed and expectant;  

This house is ashamed of itself, ashamed 

Of its fantastic mansard rooftop 

And its pseudo-Gothic porch, ashamed 

of its shoulders and large, awkward hands.  

But the man behind the easel is relentless. 

He is as brutal as sunlight, and believes 

The house must have done something horrible 

To the people who once lived here  

Because now it is so desperately empty, 

It must have done something to the sky 

Because the sky, too, is utterly vacant 

And devoid of meaning. There are no  

Trees or shrubs anywhere--the house 

Must have done something against the earth. 

All that is present is a single pair of tracks 

Straightening into the distance. No trains pass.  

Now the stranger returns to this place daily 

Until the house begins to suspect 

That the man, too, is desolate, desolate 

And even ashamed. Soon the house starts  

To stare frankly at the man. And somehow 

The empty white canvas slowly takes on 

The expression of someone who is unnerved, 

Someone holding his breath underwater.  

And then one day the man simply disappears. 

He is a last afternoon shadow moving 

Across the tracks, making its way 

Through the vast, darkening fields.  

This man will paint other abandoned mansions, 

And faded cafeteria windows, and poorly lettered 

Storefronts on the edges of small towns. 

Always they will have this same expression,  

The utterly naked look of someone 

Being stared at, someone American and gawky. 

Someone who is about to be left alone 

Again, and can no longer stand it.  

 

House by the Railroad 

– Edward Hopper 



 

Van Gogh’s Bed 

 

is orange, 

like Cinderella’s coach, like 

the sun when he looked it 

straight in the eye. 

 

is narrow, he slept alone, tossing 

between two pillows, while it carried him 

bumpily to the ball. 

 

is clumsy, 

but friendly. A peasant 

built the frame; and old wife beat 

the mattress till it rose like meringue. 

 

is empty, 

morning light pours in 

like wine, melody, fragrance, 

the memory of happiness. 

 

-Jane Flanders 

 

 

 

 

The Bedroom 

by Vincent Van 

Gogh 

http://heartuntamed.tumblr.com/post/4976405802/van-goghs-bed


The Poppy of Georgia O’Keeffe by Janine Pommy Vega 

In the carmine extravagance 

the skirts of a Spanish dancer swirl 

flamenco rhythms, castanets 

exuberant dancer 

drumming her heels on a wooden floor 

staccato barks, deep intricate guitars  

the energy pulsing from the dark 

surrounds and enters 

 

The Poppy is wide open  

her petals curve 

like the skirts of a mountain 

filled with the morning sun 

we climb 

and reaching the pinnacle shout 

like the flower  

in strict discipline, in eloquent satori  

in the wild graced of black and red. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

• First Stanza Vocabulary 

 carmine = red 

 extravagance = 

excessiveness  

 flamenco = flaming 

 castanets =rhythmic 

instrument 

 exuberant t= energetic 

 staccato = disconnected 

 intricate =complicated  

Second Stanza Vocabulary 

 pinnacle: high point 

 discipline: control 

 eloquent: expressive  

 satori: awakening 



 

The Great Figure by William Carlos Williams 

Among the rain 

and lights 

I saw the figure 5 

in gold 

on a red 

fire truck 

moving 

tense 

unheeded 

to gong clangs 

siren howls 

and wheels rumbling 

through the dark city 

 

Figure Five in Gold by Charles Henry Demuth 

 

 

 

 


