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Pressuring Words 
 
there he goes again 
the poet 
smith of us words 
I despise him 
 
 
he   throws    us      around 
       on    the   page   with     not 
a   care  for   the    

it        lays  upon  
 
 
he    our    
cu | ts      us   in         tw | o 
 
 
 
only thinking of his own  
 
 
most heinous of all 
is his tortuous pleasure 
of placing  
 
on a single individual 
not just a line for ourselves 
but a whole stanza 
 
 
and in his solitary existence that  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
falls 
most often on me 
 
 


