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I’m not a poet

I don’t write poetry

Oh, I know the power of words.

I know how to use them to my advantage.

If I did write poetry 

It would be alive with ample avenues for alliteration

Filled with simile like an overstuffed easy chair

And metaphors would flitter across the page

Flapping their fragile gossamer wings

Under the crystalline azure sky

And if it suited me at the time

I would make the poem rhyme

Oh, that would be sublime

Or a half rhyme to save a line.

But I’m afraid my poetry would be…

Poetically incorrect

A weapon of masked disruption

Just bullshit in a china shop

And that would suck

I don’t write poetry

I’m not a poet

I’m not a poet

I don’t write poetry

Oh, I know the power of words.

I know how to use them to my advantage.

If I did write poetry 

It would be alive with ample avenues for alliteration

Filled with simile like an overstuffed easy chair

And metaphors would flitter across the page

Flapping their fragile gossamer wings

Under the crystalline azure sky

And if it suited me at the time

I would make the poem rhyme

Oh, that would be sublime

Or a half rhyme to save a line.

But I’m afraid my poetry would be…

Poetically incorrect

A weapon of masked disruption

Just bullshit in a china shop

And that would suck

I don’t write poetry

I’m not a poet

