POETRY

Hidden in these words
is an image.
I’d tell you what it is but I think that’s illegal,
or immoral,
or anti-poetic.
In fact, I think “poetry” is an Old Lithuanian word,
or maybe Polish, I’'m not sure,
meaning “flat trees”.
And if you think on that a moment,
you’ll almost immediately — likely - know that the notion of “flat”
and the notion of “tree” are contradictory.
A conundrum, really ... the meaning of which,
the imagery of which,
is hidden from all but the imagination.
And that’s poetry.

Now, you might also sense that almost every line of a poem,
if read aloud,
has to end on an “up” tick or rising tone of voice.

Why? Who the hell knows — they just do.

So, not only must I now re-read this,
ensuring you have no hint of the hidden image,
but I must end most, if not all, of my lines with an up tick in my voice.
But, so as to not be too boring,
I’m going to modulate volume and, maybe even tamber ...
you know, at times a whisper,
at others a roar ...
tweaking a vowel here and there.

I only hope I can stay awake thru all of this.



