                         WRITING POETRY
                   Shut That Lady Up, or Throw Her Out!
Someone in the audience is talking!   I can hear them.   And that, to me, is nothing short 
of rude!
I’m trying to build an ambiance, and whispering’s disrespectful. You have to know - 
it mutilates the mood.

I’m just going to stand here ‘til I’m absolutely positive this type of bad behavior’s going 
to cease,

So hopefully the culprit will, for now, refrain from chatting… until, at least, I’ve finished with my piece!
Hey, you brainless psycho… I can see you!  Now I’m ticked!   Would someone kindly slap that woman’s face! 

She’s obviously oblivious to everything I’ve said, and doesn’t know this ain’t the time 
or place

To chit-chat on a cell phone!     Call security, right now, it’s time that loud-mouthed    lady took a hike!                                                                                                                               I guess - so you can hear me - if she doesn’t quiet down… I’m going to have to all but -  eat the mic!
Wha-da-ya mean - my time is up?”    I haven’t read a word yet!    Of course I know there’re more who need to read…                                                                                       But only after someone throws that troublemaker out - or somehow shuts her up - will I concede!
                                               On Noms de plume
              Justin Von Depathos strode across the ballroom floor 

To sit with Carlton Vishizwa and Charlotte Genevieve - 

While I, in silent fascination, watched them from the door -

The “major players” waltzing ‘round the room that Friday eve.

Thurston Beaumont Jr. brushed my arm as he walked by! 

His 12 best selling books had earned him legendary fame, 

And I remember thinking I was actually going to die -

It even gave me goose-bumps just to say his pretty name!
I had been evaluating catchy 'noms de plume', 

As names you can remember seemed a very needed part

              Of great success -- and as I glanced around the crowded room, 

I knew that this might be the night my new career could start.

I headed for the pink champagne and bowls of caviar 

In hopes of finding literary stars to mingle with,

But then I asked myself - “When someone asks you who you are -

Do you really think it’s wise to tell them --- Wilbur Smith?”

Now… I’m not absolutely sure… but I think that it’s risky

To launch a new career with such a common sounding name. 

I felt that I should dub myself with something far more frisky, 

Or elegant, and debonair.   That’s how they play the game.

As I stood there contemplating what that name should be, 

A suave, distinguished looking lady gracefully walked up,

And with what looked to be a smile turned and looked at me, 

Then - with a condescending gesture --- handed me her cup!
              It was rather obvious this woman had no clue

That I, too, was an author. (She’d mistaken me for staff.) 

But then, instead of snotting off, like I was tempted to -

I countered with a smile and, wisely --- conjured up a laugh!
              Racing through my mind were thoughts of well-deserved revenge, 

But better judgment intervened (though I was really stressed.)

I realized that -- though her misconception made me cringe -- 

The reason for the boo-boo was the way that I was dressed!
I took her cup, politely, then I gently set it down,

To thereby make it clear that I was not convention crew.

My smile was met with angry eyes, and followed by a frown,

When I said - “Hi, I’m Quildon Thrush.”  And she responded -- “Who?”

“Quildon Thrush.  The author!   I don’t have an agent yet.

If you could recommend one, I could use some good advice. 

Like fledgling writers everywhere, I’ll take all I can get,

And if you’d introduce me to your friends… that would be nice!
“I was so disgusted when the airline lost my tux.

There wasn’t time to shop, so I just grabbed some working clothes. 

My fancy suit… that disappeared… cost seven hundred bucks!
I know I’m slightly under-dressed, but hey… that’s how it goes.”

She would stand there - motionless - for quite a little while, 

Until I’d finished babbling and I paused to take a breath. 

Then, again, I’d see her force a manufactured smile,

As she began the barbed reply that scared me half to death!
“Who the hell is Quildon Thrush? I’ve never heard that name! 

You look more like a waiter - and I’ll bet you made that up! 

But if, in fact, to get some free advice is why you came… 

Well… I’ll be glad to give you some --- if you’ll refill my cup!”

Frantically, I grabbed the closest bottle - pulled the cork -

Then carefully filled her little cup with sparkling pink champagne. 

“You,” she sneered, “have got to be the very biggest dork

I’ve ever seen… and if you think you’ll make it --- you’re insane!
“How the hell did you get in is what I’d like to know!

A crude and unsophisticated jerk is what you are.

Maybe if you changed your name to 'Edgar Allen Poe'… 

You could find a publisher --- I think you want the bar!”

               I was so incensed I pinned my thumb across the top

And wildly shook the bottle, nearly filled with vintage brew. 

An awful thing to do, I know, but - I just couldn’t stop -

And, after what she’d said it seemed the fitting thing to do!
Her scarf of white chiffon and ivory blouse - appropriately -

Absorbed the brunt of flying wine, as I released the spray! 

“Gosh, I’m really sorry, ma’am,” I said sarcastically -

Then - as she stood there freaking out - I calmly walked away.

Nothing else I’ve ever done has felt as right, or good,

As soaking down that spiteful cow who treated me like dirt. 

And if I got the chance to do the same again, I would.

I only wish there’d been enough to booger up her skirt!
After that convention, I would take some time to think. 

I grew this bushy mustache just in case I ever see

The witch that went from - dry-an’-white to… very-wet-an’-pink… 

Because I know she’ll kill me if she recognizes me!
And though as far as 'pen-names' go, I’m sure the claim is true 

That classy sounding 'noms de plume' can help your pieces sell…

Only fools confine themselves to merely asking “who” --

              For some unknowns can write - if not much better - just as well!
                                               Eluded by the 'Why'
Today it actually seems as though most anything at all is deemed a poem if but comprised of words,

And that it matters not if rhyme is absent from the piece, or even if the message that it 

girds

Leaves the average reader - for its esoteric terms - in... often times... a convoluted state!
This is why the readership for poetry has declined!     'Modernism' sealed the 'Poets' fate!
After quizzing tons of readers for their point of view - the answer I kept getting every 

time 

Told of their resentment for what “modernists” have done, claiming that their work - devoid of rhyme -

Gradually killed the love they had for 'Verse' as time went by.  And now that most who publish are astray…

Well-connected poets can submit their garbled tripe and garner praise like - “masterpiece” today!
I feel 'Academics' are the proper ones to blame for how the great demand for poetry fell.

They advocate rejection of what millions long to read… and tout the styles of prose that rarely sell!
"No one is so blind as he who simply will not see" -- and those who are perplexed have turned their head!
They’ve closed their ears to rhyming, and -- eluded by the “why” -- the genre’s barely breathing --- nearly dead!
Writing rhyme today, my friend, then courting expectations that what we pen will wind 

up on the shelves

In major bookstores everywhere… garnering rave reviews… we but dispute the truth and fool ourselves! 

Asked if recent books of verse - that mimic those of old - (for which their fans would search and freely pay) -

Ever will be 'recognized' -- acclaimed by those who rule -- I really have my doubts, I’m sad to say!    
                  The Creed of the 'Underground Press'
‘Til all - from whom the call to fight 
for truth and freedom come - 

and all who risk for what is right, 
are slain… or rendered dumb...

‘Til all - by whom the words of war 
are loud and clearly said -
are bound by chains to speak no more, 
or lie, with brethren, dead…

Though fettered tight to walls of stone, 
entombed by cold and damp, 

with comrades held, or, chained alone, 
in dark and dreary camp,

We must endure - and cling to hope, 
though 'chance' is wearing thin, 

and print what ire with whom we cope - 
with ink and feathered pen!
Despite the blood the rapier spills 
from soldiers, pure of thought - 

the toll we take - with patriots’ quills - 
defies the 'all for naught',
And, standing strong, when faced with fear - 
alone or side by side -

                                       yeah - though we write with blood or tear -

                                       we must… until we’ve died!
                           A 'Blue-Jeans' Poets' Lament
I'm sitting here debating with myself as to the answer to what, among the poets of today,

Is - in their consensus - even close to that which I -- a struggling novice poet -- feel compelled
To utilize for laying out the wise, prophetic musings I put my pen to paper to convey...

Knowing I'll be scrutinized and rightly held accountable for every term missussed and werd missspelled.

Do I feel intimidated?   Yes, of course I do!   These are folks who really know their poop!
Most have vast vocabularies - some have PhDs - and many have been versing now for years!
But all I'm actually hoping is that, somehow -- over time -- I'll find friendly critic in the group

Who'll bear in mind that I admit -- I'm just a "blue-jeans poet" that cannot hold a candle 

to his peers!
                               On Bending the Rules
Mining for poems in the “Perspective Mountains” - no clue as to what I might find -
I am intrigued by the varying 'material' - no matter the type or the kind -
And wond'ring if what I discover in 'words' in their tunnels, so sparingly lined ----
Shall I align with their 'purification' - for which they're initially mined -
And focus on penning each piece to conform with the forms that my peers have designed -
Or bend a few rules and concede to the 'equal' of those that remain -- unrefined?
                      A Conversation With Robert Frost
“Writin' another poem, Bob?” a curious friend inquired... as Robert reached to dip his thirsty quill to let it drink -

“Apparently you’ve zeroed in on something consequential that needs expressing lyrically... I know the way you think! 

“Personally I love the way you weave your 'intuitions' - sharing your perspectives in a deftly metered rhyme -

But - truth be told - today your style of writing’s oft’ discouraged by those who’ve been denouncing penning 'verse' for quite some time!”

“Achieving perfect meter isn’t easy,” he replied - “and trimming lines with perfect rhyme is not a simple chore -

But so, so, so much harder is to meet these two prerequisites while capably depicting what your piece is written for!
“Clear, concise depictions of the way they see the world are what the bards who write like me are toiling to convey -
And - as with those who write our music - rhythm is the footing on which, with metered rhyme, we build the 'Truths' we strive to say!”
“Nonetheless,” he countered, “what you deem 'authentic-poetry'... written in the way you feel can best instill its views...

Now no longer correlates with what’s become 'the norm' as but a fraction qualifies, and few have paid their dues! 

“Failed attempts at 'verse' abound... their legions are profuse... and 'prose', for me, abandons what the genre represents.
Next to your work, Mr. Frost, these misinformed impostors haven’t merely crashed the gate... they’ve taken out the fence!"

“So I, for one, will do my best to emulate your tactics, having learned, by doing so, a truth that is empirical:

As it’s been for eons - and shall be forevermore -- the 'verse' that’s favored, still today -- 
is penned in rhyme - and lyrical!”    

                       Why I Prefer to Write in Rhyme

When it comes to poetry, I strongly disagree with persons who consistently impugn

Bards who work to pen their thoughts in finely metered rhyme, who focus on not only 
what is said, 
But - much the same as virtuosos, when they play their portion -- keen to know their instrument’s in tune -- 

Strive to hone their every line and 'symphonize' their words to make them more like 
music when they’re read.

                               A 'Formal' Confession
                     It's best I not relate to you my list of all time favorites - 

expose to you my choices for --- 'most influential bards',

'Cause even if I faked it you would quickly figure out 

my fitting in with PhDs just isn't in the cards!
The ones I strive to emulate are mostly still alive, 

while most the ones the experts tout go eons back in time,

And those I tend to idolize are hardcore couplet fans - 

who pen their compositions with the goal of metered rhyme. 

I'm well aware that Burns and Shelley -- Dickinson and Poe -- 

Whitman, Wilde, and Cummings are among those you adore,

Along with Shakespeare, Kipling, Homer -- Browning, Hardy, Keats -- 

Lewis Carroll -- Tennyson -- and oh so many more,

But I'll admit the all-too-common 'structures' I employ, 
and - easily read and understood concoctions that I've wrought,

Give away... to those who've truly studied 'formal verse' - 

                    the ugly little secret that I am, in fact --- self-taught!
                        Approved by the 'God of Verse'
While sitting at a 'reader's-desk' in Bobby Booker’s Bookstore, 

waiting for the latest composition I’d composed

To reach the eyes of - Bob himself... the so-called – “God of Verse”...

the man by whom impostors have been frequently exposed…
I began to quiz myself, “So... what if Bob’s a ‘proser’...

the sort that has a hissy fit just seein' a poem that rhymes?”

(Rumor was he’d broke the will of those who'd brought him verse

by writin' 'em super bad reviews at least a dozen times!
I felt a bit resentful as I pondered actually paying him 
50 bucks -- in advance -- to get my piece critiqued!
My pessimism got the upper hand and - being prudent - 

I began to strategize, thinking... if he freaked
And started screamin' -- "This ain't nowhere close to bein' a poem!"

I'd call the bank and wisely stop the payment on my check! 

'One o’ these days' - I caught me thinking - 'some dejected bard 

'll blow a fuse an’ grab him by the throat an’ ring his neck!'
When, at last, I fin'ly entered Booker’s private dungeon -

absolutely terrified he’d tear my piece to shreds -

Lookin’ a bit like Santa... but with piercing bloodshot eyes...

I guessed, by his demeanor, he’d forgotten to take his meds!
“Your application tells me you’re a dedicated rhymer,” 

he opened up our conversation... “is that right, young man?”

“Yes it is,” I verified… “I idolize the 'sonneteers'...

and every time I write a poem I do the best I can
              “To emulate their tactics.   I definitely have a penchant 

for building finely metered works - with words that sound the same!
Trouble is... despite I’ve surfed the net to find the term 

that represents the form I use -- I’ve yet to learn its name!
              “28 - you’re going to find - for me’s the magic number 

of syllables I work with when constructing lines of verse.

I take it down to 24 every now and then...

but when I stray from these 2 styles it tends to make things worse! 
“I’ll understand completely if you think my way of writing 

has no chance of ever being published -- no big deal --
So -- give to me straight, ya’ here -- tell it like it is --

please don’t give a second thought to how it makes me feel. 
“I want my 50 dollars worth, and as you might assume - 

livin' the life of a poet's the one to which I most aspire!”

“I wouldn’t get my hopes up, son,” he frigidly replied, 

"'cause 'VERSE' - to me - is best when used as kindling for a fire!
“Ain't that many people pennin' rhyme... it’s just not done! 

Most the would-be-poets that I know write strictly prose!
The few that have attempted verse gave up within a year!  

The rhymin'-world is rife with ‘cons’- and terribly scant of ‘pros’!”
He slowly read the fourteen-stanza poem that I’d submitted, 

and when he’d finished - settled back - toying with his beard - 

Then actually --- read it over!!   I couldn’t believe my eyes!   

It looked as though the 'guaranteed rejection' that I’d feared
Wasn’t going to happen.    I’d dodged a critic's bullet!  

His gentle smile and moistened eyes belied the man’s repute.

He carefully laid the poem down, found my face and said, 

“Poems as fine as this are what is needed to refute
“The claim that - as a genre - poetry’s all but lost its way!   

Thanks for lettin’ me read it, son... I hope you’ll bring me more!”

Then, ripping up my check, he added - “May I keep this copy?”  

And as I left I’m sure he knew what I was beaming for!
The most respected critic - and the toughest to impress - 

who’d chew your ass then spit you out, had just enlightened me -

Saying my poem was really good... I'd never felt more proud...

              and, makin' it even better -- he'd critiqued my piece for free!
          Esoteric Terms Tend to Blunt a Poem's Objective
   More and more the work of 'academia-nurtured-poets'... those who disregard the sense 

   of why their every word

   Not be 'unfamiliar'... thereby sparing countless fans from guessing at the meaning of 

   a term that's rarely heard -

   Alienates their patron with their esoteric blunder - leaving them uncertain as to what

   is being said -

   Denying both the poet and the reader their objective, regardless if the bard recites the 
   poem or be it read!
                My Pre-Posthumous Explanation for My

                       Preference to Compose Strictly in Verse
99% of those who come to like my verse will likely not have heard of me while I was still alive...
But... knowing well that - 'finely-metered-perfect-rhyming' poems are mostly what - for countless years - have tended to survive...

I elected, from the start... though 'Academia' cautioned:  “Few are keen on cadence, sir…and fewer fond of rhyme” -- 
To join the ranks of 'rhymer' poets... penning what I feel shares the bardly-artistry that’s stood the test of 'Time'!
 If I’m Gonna Help You Write a Poem... It’s Going to Rhyme!
Just the other morning I was working in my den, wrestling with a piece I’d written 2, 3 weeks before, 

When nephew, David Jensen - who had stayed with us that night - and was struggling with his homework - did a ‘tap-tap’ on my door.

“You don’t have to knock,” I said, “you’re not disturbing me... I’m working on a poem 

I wrote a couple weeks ago.”
“Our homework for the weekend is to - write a poem,” he whined... and, Uncle Mark... you’re the only poet that I know...

“So I was kinda hopin’ you would help me with my project.   Luckily our teacher says - 

‘it doesn’t have to rhyme!’”
“Doesn’t have to rhyme,” I roared... “that would make it prose... and I will not be party to 

a literary crime!
“I’ve been writing metered verse for more than 40 years, and - having cut no corners in the process all that time -

If she’s disappointed you can blame the piece on me, ‘cause if I’m gonna help you write a poem... it’s going to rhyme!
Then little brother, Grant, piped up - who’d also stayed the night, with... “I’ll whip up a picture that will sorta match the piece!
I’m super good at drawing,” he self-confidently bragged!” -- (a trait we knew he’d gotten from our not-so-humble niece)!
Well - by the time the poem was finished -- and the illustration -- both the boys and I were feelin’ pretty doggone good...
And while - like me - they, too, agree that 'POETRY' needn’t rhyme -- they now believe, to be a ‘POEM’ -- opposed to ‘PROSE’ -- it should!
                                                 Imer Rhymer (1)
A number of writers have told me that poetry - deemed to be worthy of reading -

Lessens its chances of being “commercial” if written in - meter and rhyme -

While what they discourage - among all the options they blindly refer to as - 'poems' - 

Outsells them all!     Always has... always will --- time after time after time! 

And knowing for decades the finest of 'rhyme', be it Dickinson's, Kipling's or Dylan's... Housman's or Wordsworth's... H. W. Longfellow's... Browning's or Byron's or Poe's,

Laid the foundation for subsequent poets... on which they assumed would be built 

A tower of 'Verse'... while never suspecting that patrons would settle for 'Prose'...

I see the trend in the bards who abandon the aspects of what is preferred -

An obvious failure to recognize factors that strengthen, not weaken, their sales -

And --- while 'prose' is popular... to an extent... and touted by most 'Academics' ---
Next to a meaningful quality 'rhymer' -- a prose piece consistently pales! 
                                   Imer Rhymer (2)
Intent on writing verse one day, I failed to whip up anything that sounded even close to what I call an - “honest poem”.   
All the bits that I’d composed --- had I tried to fit them into my - portfolio --- would not have felt at home. 

Having very strictly penned, for more than sixty years - only finely-metered rhyme - I simply couldn’t accept 
Abandoning my principles and giving up completely on writing in a style at which I’ve long been quite adept!
Consequently... given that my heretofore companions -- good old 'rhyme an' meter' had eluded me that day -

I chewed my worthless muse’s butt!     That heartless little hussy knows I’m not about to write in any other way!
                                                   Imer Rhymer (3)
Academics strongly urge their fledgling so-called 'poets' try their best to pen their pieces rhyme-an'-meter-free -
While I, for one... because so many clamor for - 'traditional'... am, I'm very proud to say, inclined to disagree! 

By lowering the bar to pacify these countless would-be-writers -- abandoning all deference to the preference I’ve exposed -

Very nearly overnight the bulk of what they’ve written guarantees the road back to -- 'traditional' -- is closed!
I wonder if we’ll ever know again the joy of Frost... big Red Steagall... Baxter Black... 

or Edgar Allen Poe --

The 'rhymer' type... who’ve given us a treasure trove of rhyme... the same as what I think I’ve done!     At least I’m hopin’ so.
                                     Imer Rhymer (4)
Sitting here before you with the scary expectation that everyone who’s paid the price for being entertained

Feels that I’m the “main attraction” -- who they’ve come to hear -- and with the lofty intro for my being here explained

As:    “Lifetime poet, Mark Stellinga, joins us here today to share his views on penning verse” -- I’m shaken to the core!   
My mind is turning somersaults -- I feel so unprepared, as I draw nigh to dealing with -- “Mark… you’ve got the floor!”

But I’ll fulfill my promise to recite some prime examples, sure that some - at least a few - will verify my view

That scores of fans are satisfied with poems that have no rhyme, but most - by far - are somewhat more impressed with those that do!
                                        Imer Rhymer (5)               

I write a little ‘touchy-feely’ poetry now and then, in keeping with the trend on which the genre's long been based,     

But far more often whip up works for which the 'schooled' patrons -- those ingrained with 'Modernism' -- tend to have no taste!   

Adhering to 'convention' - for an author - is a nightmare... stifling creativity - especially for the bard -

And I refuse to fall in line with those who’ve fled the fold of we who pen in metered rhyme -- just because it’s hard! 
So if an' when you get to where you’ve fin’ly grasped the concept -- understand explicitly what millions clearly favor --

Take a stab at whippin' up a -- 'metered-rhyme' desert -- then find yourself a critic who can scrutinize its flavor --

(Someone who’s been penning 'Verse' religiously for years.   Someone like myself -- which anymore is tough to find --

Who’s chosen, unrelentingly, to stoke the hungry fires in those who feel deprived of what they claim’s their - 'favorite kind') -- 

And see if they agree or not with what my queries yield -- the very same statistics I come up with every year --

That... while the finest 'prose' is oft preferred to novice 'Verse'... it’s rarely what the patrons that I quiz are keen to hear!
I’m praying that the day will come when someone builds a refuge set aside exclusively for works of ‘metered rhyme’,
And does so fairly soon because the genre’s awfully weak... and -- while I’m here to do my part -- we're running out of time!
I can’t tell you how many times I’ve waked up during the night and been tortured by 
a particular word or phrase that simply begs to be woven into a new poem. Far too 

often I’ve failed to get it jotted down, then been haunted for days by not being able 

to recall it. Bummer!
                                     Simple Terms
As often is the case… the 'word' that beckoned came at dawn, and… as the slave this made of me… I rose to heed its call. 

The early morn intruder that aroused me from my sleep was begging for appeasement 

from the room just down the hall.

Self rebuked and chastised for the many times I’d lain and disregarded - recklessly - 
the little voice I’d heard,

I stumbled down the hallway, and I slid into my chair, then cracked my knuckles wide awake, and pounded out… the word!
The uninvited word… that found its way into my head. The alphabetic-prowler who’d intruded on my dream. 

The tiny bunch of letters that would disrespect my sleep, and join, without permission, 

my creative writing team!
Ordinary?   Yes! But tiny universes dwell in certain words and phrases we all use from day to day.

And… as a poet… I’m inclined to meld these little bits to cast the clear and simple 'desperate truths' I mean to say.

Every language has them.   They are common… and routine.   They’re easy to pronounce,           

and understood by one and all, 

And I will always ply my trade in verse with -- 'simple terms' -- to forge my gems of wisdom - in the room just down the hall.                            
                                A Writer’s Lament
Here’s a common story in the world of would-be-writers.  There’s not a thing about this tale that… sadly… isn’t true!
Your manuscript is finally done... you’ve proofed it several times... and after waiting several months, your editor is through!
You try to represent yourself to publishers you feel are sure to love your work - based 
on their advertising claims -

Only to discover that they’ll only take submissions from writers who have agents… or already famous names!
The mem’ry this evokes in me is terribly parallel. So clearly I still see the fleeting figure that I chased
The Sunday afternoon we gathered, as we often did, to play our favorite football game: “Two-hands-below-the-waist”.

Only nine showed up that day (we almost played with eight), but brother, Marty, 
called a friend, and so, we had our ten. 

We became concerned when Marty pointed at the end zone and told the guy -- “If we can get the ball to there… we win --
“But if somebody touches you -- two-hands-below-the-waist -- you have to stop… the ‘play’ is done… and then you start again! 
In 4 attempts we need to move the ball down 2 white lines - to get another 4 attempts - it’s called a --- 'first an' ten!'”

Everybody realized this guy had never played, but Marty’s team would get him… after all, he’d called the guy -
And they could only hope he’d do the things they told him to -- and felt, I'm sure, that if they lost -- he’d be the reason why!
I remember, vividly, quite early in the game - it couldn’t have been ten minutes since the playing had begun -

They sent him down the field about ten yards to catch a pass.  He actually caught it pretty clean… and then began to run.

We fin’ly lost possession only 10 yards from their end zone, so… consequently… Marty’s guy had 90 yards to go.                                                                                                            I thought I had him cornered when I went to make the tag, and how he got away from me 

I swear I’ll never know!
But “get away” he did… so there I was, in hot pursuit.  And, as it was expected, I was quickly closing ground. 

After all… my room at home had trophies wall to wall, and most of them for track…

I was the fastest guy around...

But as I tried my best to close the gap on Marty’s buddy, (and I was running very hard, 
I thought my lungs would bust), 
Just as I was getting close… he shifted into high… and even at my strongest pace… he left me in the dust!
A very average looking chap… he didn’t seem the type… yet, there he was… the fastest 

guy that we had ever seen!
The makings of a super star, yet no one knew his name before the day he blew our minds - and that is what I mean

When I proclaim the foolishness of closing ears and eyes to anyone because you simply -  do not know their name!
Those we’ve never heard of might contribute something special, and I assert - it’s often wise to… let them in the game!
                            The Poetry Book’s Lament
                  As the browsing customers go drifting ‘round the shop,

I watch them roam the section where I’m plainly on display, 

And I am so annoyed by how they very seldom stop,

As if they have no will to hear the words I have to say.

Can’t they see me sitting here?   Here among my peers, 

Standing side by side with other offerings such as mine?

It seems as though we’re crying out with voices no one hears, 

To see the way they rarely even pause to read a spine!
Many years ago - back in a softer, simpler time -

And on a more discerning - and a very hallowed shelf - 

There were countless vacancies for classic books of rhyme! 

But no one here can blame this sad disinterest on myself -

I’m a first edition, and I know my work is good.

I’ll sit here ‘til they throw me out, ‘cause I don’t really care. 

                  You really ought to read me, and I promise - if you did -
             You’d find I've actually got some quite intriguing thoughts to share!
                             One I Couldn’t Answer
“How do poets do it?   I mean great ones,” asked the man. “How do they, so fluently,

convey their bits of truth?                                                                                                                 I don’t understand it,” he continued to complain, “I penned my first few words of rhyme 

when I was just a youth,
“And yet, without exception… when compared to that of those who deftly reach their patrons' souls… mine too often pale -

Not unlike the raven’s raspy offering as it vies to gain the ear of those who would 
prefer the nightingale!”

I could tell the man was quite sincere.   I sympathized.   And after taking time to think 

and weigh my words, I said - 

“Surely you have noticed, sir, that quintessential bards are few and far between, and, sadly… most of them are dead -
“But if to span the daunting void that poets strive to leap remains a taunting challenge high atop your list of goals…

Do not hold your breath because - whatever pricks their hearts - to let them bleed their poignant words and bare their special soul's -

“Is not some ‘rare commodity’ that one can actually find by simply digging deep or merely searching far and wide -
It’s actually something mystical you either have or don’t.   The most important thing of all, my friend is -- that you tried!”
                                         Poets Are a Special Breed
We Poets are a special breed.  We bear a heavy burden the ordinary man will never know.

Our boundless intuitions foster bouts with great depression... as was the case with Edgar Allen Poe.

Eager, tireless activists… foes of all oppression, we yearn to lessen some the 'Peoples’' plight. 

When required, the words we pen coagulate with 'Causes' to fortify the souls of those who fight.

Driven by our instincts only… lifting high our lamps… we search for those who shun the light of day - 

Seeking out the sinners to expose their evil deeds, and do the best we can to make them pay!

Hewn from insight, born of pain, and rooted deep in 'Truth', our words - when they are clearly understood -
Crucify the sort of man who profits by deceit - and tout the type whose ways and thoughts are good!
Seeming like a curse at times, the pity we endure for those who lose their way along 'Life’s' path 

Supplements the anger that we need to stoke our souls... to bolster our disdain… invoke our wrath.

Make a poet love you, and you’ll have their heart for life - (regardless if it’s what they meant to do) - 

But not inclined to compromise -- betray them only once -- and learn that what I’ve prophesied is true!
Poems that I have written may appeal to very few, and rarely find a stage from which 
to share…

But this would be a loss for those whose crosses I have carried… which I've - for several decades - chose to bear.

A once renowned and lauded sect throughout the world… today… our audience is dwindling year by year, 

And mark my words, the hour is nigh when - summoned to recite - the last important Poet will appear!
So tell your friends we 'Poets' - when addressing life with purpose - offer them a means 

to cope with fate -

Thereby well advising them to turn to 'Verse' for solace… before the bridge is burned - 

and it’s too late!
                                My Epitaph of Choice
A field of chiseled headstones spread before me when I paused to scan the peaceful countryside that day. 

It dawned on me that I would not have passed this place at all had I not missed a turn and lost my way.

With no one else in sight, I slowly placed the car in park, surveying what had somehow drawn me in. 

My mind began to wander to a time so long ago, and places where I knew I’d never been.

Monuments of marble, with inscriptions nearly gone, and ones of sandstone, granite…schist… and slate -

Chronicled the lives of those who lied there, in repose, with names and - when they knew, their date-to-date.

What the stones were hewn from, I deduced, would likely tell just how much success its mate had known, 

And in the great disparity - I drew a correlation between the one there resting - and their stone!
Some were large and shapely - with statues on their tops - etched with tender words attesting love - 

Others sported placards made of brass to tell the tale, with silhouettes of angels just above, 

But most, by far, were less in stature, meant for average souls - with nothing of importance to incise. 

And this I deemed appropriate, as none should be expecting credit not his due the day 
he dies.

Speculating quietly, I couldn’t help but wonder how the stone prepared for me would read. 

Nothing all that memorable occurred because of me. I’ve done my fellowman no special deed.

The only contribution I have made for which I care - that I would hope to be remembered for -

Is what I leave in 'verse' because I feel it’s just as fine as anything the 'greats' have penned before.

And I’d be absolutely thrilled if -- just beneath my name -- for all to see until the end 
of time --                                                                                                                                 Chiseled deeply in my stone, it read: 
“Here lies a Poet who left the world a treasure trove of rhyme”
                                                    In Poets’ Voice
                             As actors must, 

                                             upon the stage, 

                                  in kind, appease their 'cues' -

                             So poets lust 

                                to - on the page - 

                                  align their “Ps and Qs.”

                              Alike, they yearn 

                                 to gratify, 

                                    though one with voice… one pen -

                              And, once they learn

                                 to satisfy - 

                                    with words from deep within -

                               You’ll find they each - 

                                   and this by choice - 

                                       revert to Gothic time

                                To write and preach, 

                                    in verse and voice, 

                                       in finely metered rhyme.

                                 And I, as they, 

                                   must follow suit - 

                                      I find no honest choice,

                                               So all I say - 

                                                  ‘til I be mute - 

                                                     shall be in 'poets'' voice.

                                         On Poetry
                                 Poetry is rather like a vehicle of sorts,

                                 That offers rides - both back and forth - through time.

                                 It carries readers into realms before and far beyond,

                                 And does this with a map comprised of rhyme.

                                 Open up your soul - enjoy the trip, for it can take you

                                 To places nothing else can help you find -

                                 And if-and-when you do arrive at where the map intends -

                                 You’ve actually seen inside the poet’s mind!
                                 From a Poet’s Perspective
                                In my youth each nursery rhyme became a trusted friend.

          I loved them long ago… and love them still.

          And I can yet recite a couple favorites - start to end -

                                The ones I favored then… and always will.

          Poets wield their thoughts, at times, in convoluted ways…

          Despite composed of prose or metered rhyme…

          And… not unlike a finer wine… the poet’s lilting phrase,

                                Seems even sweeter still with passing time!
                                                        Old School                        

      When penning my earliest verse, in the 60s, my teacher encouraged my ways, 

         Explaining that poetry written in rhyme had long been - “the only that pays”.
        But, teachers today, regardless the facts - will typically focus on prose -

        And many who teach are unable to listen to rhyme without holding their nose! 
        Because of this failure to see that the genre is struggling and terribly ill - 

        By not understanding what’s making it die… in fairly short order… it will!
        That's why I'm guessing I'll one day be famous for stubbornly writing in rhyme -

        Though only in very small circles, of course… and just for a limited time!
                                         Ask a Poet
                             Friend… the brightest lantern I can recommend today -
                             (Based on endless research… having taken many polls) -
                             Strong enough to pierce the dark and clearly light our way -

                             Shines within the wisdom found in -- only poets’ souls.
                                Let’s / Take / a / Vote
                 “Rhyme” does not, for some of you, quite qualify as “Art”. 
                    If that were true, I’d have to say… my poetry never does -
                       Qualify as “Art” - that is... so… if there’s someone here
                         Who feels that way, and came for “Art” … with what I’m going to read…
                 Now’s the time for you to slip away - before I start - 

                    ‘Cause I prefer you leave before I do than while I was,
                       As rhyming verse - from me at least - is all you’re going to hear,
                  And that my work is not true “Art” - I never will concede! 
                               I Couldn't Help Myself
      Believe it or not, I'd just finished baking some cookies and scrubbing the floors,

      when I was reminded of something I'd promised to do by the end of that day.

I'd sworn to my mother I'd write her letter -- she didn't believe in computers -- 

and started compiling some possible options for things she'd expect me to say.

I dusted the keyboard... lit up the screen... then, all fired up - I began,

but after deciding what subjects were best to include in a - son-to-mom letter -          As I composed what I meant to be something you'd send to your mom in the mail -

      little by little the words I was using began to sound better and better!
Not very long after starting the piece - I could tell by the way it was reading

what I'd intended to be - just a letter - from me to my mom - had instead
Slowly abandoned the typical format that makes for a genuine 'letter' -
and morphed into very much more of a poem - considering the way that it read!  
      Penning my pieces for 61 years -- and “a rhymer” through all 61 --  

      and knowing that only betraying my tactics would ever allow me to stop -- 

      Quite unsurprisingly, when I had finished, a 2nd attempt was required - 
      'cause what I'd composed, out of habit I guess, were 'couplets', all cream of the crop!
                          From a Rhymer’s Perspective

   “Those who assert - particularly teachers - that all that a “Poem” requires

   To make it a poem is to --- claim that it is --- are either mistaken - or liars!
   The fact that the hours and effort required for penning in meter & rhyme 

   Are more than they’re willing to spend and to make... while I feel the work and the time

   Are worth the investment is where -- to their detriment -- 'rhymers' and 'prosers divide,
   And why most who publish refuse to invest in a genre that’s pretty much died!
                         I Don't Get It... Spurned Again!
                  This dude who runs a website for - and with - a team of poets 

emails me one afternoon to ask if I have time

To talk about the not-so-formal methods I employ 

to build my compositions - penned in strictly 'metered rhyme'.

He asked me who I'd studied... who I felt had laid the groundwork 

for eager fledgling poets to become a proper poemer.
Unprepared, I drew a blank, but... delving through my brain,

the out-of-nowhere name that saved the day was --- Mr. Homer!
I knew that Iliad Homer was a bard from way back when, 

and figuring I'd gain credence if to him I made a reference,

I hit the guy with what I thought would strengthen my CV - 

but found it didn't -- from his perspective -- make a bit o' deference!
"Anyone else?" the guy implored.   "I see, by your submissions, 

the way you lay your stanzas out is... shall we say - unique!"

"That's because I use a lotta dialogue," I said -

"but unlike all them foreign fellers... I don't speak no Greek!
                  "Another few that come to mind," I bragged, "are -- Mr. Aessop - 

Charlie Dickens - Teddy Soose - and Edward Ellen Poe!
But don't ask me why guys this good -- the best of all there are -- 

suddenly stopped submitting 'cause - quite frankly... I don't know!"

For ten or fifteen seconds it was like we'd been --- cut off!     
"I'll send a bunch o' great ones in tomorrow," I proposed -

But when I checked the site that night, to my surprise, it read --- 

                  "To Mark Stellinga only... our submission portal's closed!"

                     No… I Will Not Loan You My Muse!
You’re gazing through your windows though not seeing what is there - and often cursing barren sheets of paper, terrified -

Worried how depleted you’re reserve of ‘subjects’ is - afraid your muse has either lost her touch or - even died!  

It’s seemingly more difficult to conjure up a purpose adequately meaningful to justify the ‘cause’,
And... struggling far too frequently to find the proper words... you wonder if the reason why is more than just a pause!
Mine has never left my side for more than 60 years, helping me to prune the truths I’m trying to convey,

And each collaboration has produced a piece of verse that says precisely what it was we meant for it to say!
That, for me, is proof enough that penning without muses does leave poets stranded far more often than does not -
But loaning you the one I have - even for a second - isn’t gonna happen --- she's the only one I’ve got!
                Inspired by Guilt... Extorted by Shame

   Why do we do it?    Why do we struggle to counter misguided opinions?
Why do we bother to grapple with Fascists on issues that tend to inspire
Pieces that offer conservative options - that challenge their malleable minions -
Meaning to save who are too near the flames from being consumed by the fire? 

In wielding our wordage our aim, one and all, is to lessen the sting of our guilt.
Extorted by 'Shame', we're engaged in a war we've recruited our ethos' to fight -
And deeply immersed in our efforts to fashion the bulk of the pieces we've built

To rescue their captives by cleansing their minds with the Truth in the poems we write!
   Still there are those who've been firmly converted and blindly have never believed 

   that what has provided the safest and happiest construct of 'Life' throughout 'Time'
Defies the 'Progressive' agenda of 'Liberals' - by whom they are being deceived -
   And strongly aligns with the values of we who are fighting the conflict with rhyme!
                            The Curse of a Genuine Poet
      Many genuine poets who so often - when composing - are hampered by an over 

      zealous curse -- 

     A boundless intuition that manipulates their quill to formulate their most 'objective'
     verse --

     Tend to struggle, all through 'Life', to staunchly disregard the painful 'Truths' the

     laymans' mind perceives --

     Wishing they could join the ranks of -- 'blissfully-unawares' -- which -- as we know --

     'Reality' deceives!
                              The Poets’ Kiss of Death
Not so many years ago, a well intended listener offered me a compliment I failed to comprehend:
“I love the way your poetry, sir, is never - esoteric.”    I ran the comment through my mind, then looked at her and grinned -
“Thank you, mam... I do my best,” I gratefully replied - then darted off, pretending that I’d understood the word -
When, in truth -- despite I've got a fairly high IQ -- once again I’d come across a term I’d never heard!
I used my cell to search the net to learn its definition - bent on making sure that - 

should it ever reappear -
Used again, in -- 'flattery' -- I’d comprehend its gist -- hopin' it was the sort of word 

that I’d be pleased to hear! 
Dedicated patrons of the finest 'spoken word' often ask if those who use them just don’t understand!
Employing esoteric words... opposed to those - familiar... disregarding what it is that common folk demand -
Often drives a wedge between the poets and their patrons  - suddenly severing any tie between the host and guest!
So... if and when you catch yourself making use of words that very few have ever heard before... I feel it’s best
To play around with substitutes that won’t disrupt your message... won’t prevent most poetry fans - of which there aren’t that many -

    From understanding what it is your piece is trying to say!  And I, for one - when I write

    verse... will not be using any!
                                 Only If They Rhyme
“You write, I see, exclusively in rhyme,” the patron said… “doesn’t prose appeal to you?” she quizzed the noted bard.

“Prose is fine,” the man replied, “but here is why I do --- writing metered rhyme - for me, is relatively hard!”

Turning out a piece of prose, for me, is fairly easy - laying out the concepts of my themes takes little time

When off’ring them -- haphazardly -- while many focused hours are needed virtually every time I try the same -- in rhyme!
You’ll find, in my portfolio, two quarters of my work will either stoke a mem'ry in your mind - or make you laugh...

While those I view as 'meaningful' - exposing and defining what our lives are all about - comprise the other half. 

But I won't try convincing you to alter your technique -- assuming you’re a ‘proser’ -- but I’ve noticed... over time...
95% of those I’ve asked --- “Do you like poems?”, have stated, firmly - “Yes -- I do --- but only if they rhyme!”

                          On Henry W. L.  &  E. A. Poe
                    I did a bunch o' research at a University library 

off and on for several days near sixty years ago, 

And learned that Henry W. L. was deemed a 'master poet'...

thought to be among the best - along with E. A. Poe -

Back in the 1840s, and that - even yet today - 

are deemed as - 'master poets' - each a rhyme 'n' meter maven!
Henry for his classics like -- "The Children's Hour"... "Excelsior"...

and Poe for - "Eldorado"... "To My Mother", and... "The Raven".

The lyrical way they built their poems appealed to me at once, 

and never have I written one that fails to emulate
What, to me, is - 'macrame'' - sewn with 'Formal' thread -
And how my pieces mimic theirs is well beyond debate! 

Well into my seventies, I've no desire - nor reason -

to forfeit my obsession to compose the way I do,

So I'll continue penning verse the same as in the past -- 

                     even if my finest works do not appeal to you!
                   It's Just Another Style Within the 'Art'
Deficient academically to pen like William Shakespeare, I started parsing famous 

poems the bard was famous for,

Figuring that, eventually, I'd learn enough by doing so to whip up something fine 

enough to get me through --- the 'Door'!
The 'Door' that poets need to breach before their fellow writers deem them fit to 

share their work with fans of verse world wide.

I only wish I'd had a chance to shoot-the-poop with Willie and profit from his aptitude before he up an' died!
The world-renownded laureate became my aspiration for fabricating stanzas like he 

mostly often did -
And much of what I've penned since then -- in 'syllablical structure' -- evolved from 

what I learned from him when I was just a kid.

His pioneer way of penning verse with 28-syllable-lines -- which - split-to-stack at 14 
each, turns them into couplets --
Which -- put in pairs -- enables me -- at 2 times 28 -- to build my '56-ers' for my super cool quadruplets!
Once ya' get the hang of it it's fairly very simple!   It's -- 14-syllables-each -- per line -- 
done 4 consecutive times -- 

With just the 2nd an' 4th, of course  (the way my mentor's are), very tightly metered 
and endowed with perfect rhymes!
And once you find the 'rhythm' in a poem like I've described, with rhymes appearing at --or near - 28-beats apart -

I'm convinced you'll take a shot at penning one yourself... after all... 

it's just another style within the 'Art'!
                            The Plight of a Naïve Poet
I wasn’t actually searching for, and certainly not expecting, to stumble onto someone 

that would - let’s say - light my fuse -

When almost out of nowhere, I would find myself assessing from what - in such an instance - a relationship ensues!
Her hair - a silky chestnut brown, her eyes - an azure blue, I realized at once the very least 

I had to lose

Was what - with me a poet - would assure me - should we meet - a source of great material and a most prolific muse! 

So, naturally, I did what almost any man will do when meeting such a goddess, were he standing in my shoes.
Assuming - by seducing her with words of tender verse - that absolutely nothing could induce her to refuse -

I plied her heart with poetry, posing my intentions by sending her a lengthy list of ---written-just-for-you-s, 

Never once suspecting her occasional claims to - “love me” - were only meant to keep 

me hanging on, and -- but a ruse!
Fin’ly... after several months of showering her with gifts... a friend explained, reluctantly, the time had come to choose

How to best unchain my soul from someone this unkind, and heal what had undoubtedly received the deepest bruise ---

My pride!    That’s right… my pride!    And I became concerned I'd not survive the heartache that deception like this strews!   
But, thankfully, relationships between seductive women and naïve fellas - like myself - 

are seen from different views, 

And my old buddy, Bobby Baker, volunteered to save me -- pointing out some methods that a jilted fool can use

To make a TRAMP who'd -- led him on -- believe he never loved her -- gleaned from past events in which ---- he’d--had--to--do--it--too-s!
And... just to help me punish her for treating me like garbage… Bobby --- known for nailing every girl that he pursues --- 

Took her out an’ 'HAD' her - several times - to ease my pain --- a favor from the class of those ---- "when--just--good--friends--‘ll--do-s"!   

                                  I'm Not Givin' Up
                      Within my humble domicile, struggling to convince myself 

that I am more than just 'the common bard' -
Flustered by the frequency with which, for all these years, 

I've found composing 'Verse' so gosh-darn hard -

I throw away a basket full of convoluted efforts 

to build what I am meaning to each day -

Trying to nail - in metered rhyme - and - in a proper form - 

the un-mundaney things I yearn to say!
But figuring - after 60 years of piecing words together -

along with gimmicks found in others works -

Borrowing from - not plagiarizing - masters from the past - 

I'd utilize what I perceived as - 'perks' -

And string together countless observations so profound 
that all the touting-accolades I got

Would - essentially - verify my expertise at barding ---
but what the critics hit me with -- is not!
No names shared - (not enough room) - but many learned critics - 

(virtually ALL) - have thoroughly trashed my verse -

Posting things like -- "What a joke" -- "I hope he goes away" -- 

"He'll never make the grade"-- and even worse!
But still I dream of one day winning -- if there is a prize 

for penning 'Verse' -- a gorgeous silver cup --

And I'll not be discouraged by a bunch o' jealous critics -- 

                      so...screw you, assholes...
                      I'm not givin' up!
                          An All-Too Common Conflict
              "What's it feel like," someone asked, "to have a piece you've written 

              rendered into something you no longer recognize?

"A piece that's garnered lofty praise from countless seasoned poets...

a well received and lauded piece you very highly prize,

"Butchered by an 'editor' who errantly presumes 

he's capable of managing what common sense belies?
"Who - rather than to leave a 'proven' member's touted off'rings 

wholly as submitted - (a judicious compromise) -

"Opts instead to purge his site of all who bring dispute, 

then implement - vindictively - a ploy to ostracize
"The poet whom - with reason - deems their desecrated poem - 

(while sacrosanct on equal sites - 'as written') - qualifies

              As -- very much worth sharing, and as -- very much in keeping with 

              the style of Verse' the most-discerning-poetry-patron buys!
                    Don't Bug Me... I'll Get Around To It!
                  Was today my chance to write a sonnet?     Yes - it was!
Something for the 'formal' crowd - concise and true to form.

The reason I've not tried one yet is, simply, sir, because -

Villanelles and sonnet poems - for me - are not the norm!
The lengths of lines I use to build my poems are rarely short -

I leave but tiny margins at the edges of my page -

And making, say - the 'starting team' - in such a picky sport

Demands I pen what's long been deemed - in 'classic' verse - the rage!
Every true, authentic poet... every bard that versifies -
Must -- to wear the 'Master's' wreath -- should they yearn to don it --

Somewhere in their repertoire - among their finest tries --

Achieve a work that constitutes - a 14-liner-sonnet!
                  It isn't like I'm dumb or don't know how --

                  It's just I don't have time to start one now!
                                Poetry Wasn’t Enough
                                      Remember how Daffodil Finnigan

                                          Swore she would never begin-again 
                                          Loving a man, 

                                          So she constantly ran

                                          From men - so’s not to fall-in-again!
       Well... into her life walked a poet,

       Who dug her, and - meaning to show it -

       But easy-to-hate -
       (And weigh over-wait) - 

       To bolster his chance to not blow it -

       Plied her with poetry - sending his best -

       Some very poignant - others in jest -

       He wooed her with verse -

       ‘Til she deemed him a curse -
                                         Then she sued him -- for being a pest!
                                                    A Fresh Recruit
                    To meld with fellow - 'care-abouts' - in fine poetic voice -

Has proved - for unexpected why-s - much tougher than I'd thought.

To gel with who'd appreciate the sort of work I've wrought,

I probed the net and found what I believe's the perfect choice.

It took me more than far too long to comprehend the reason
Much of what the D. C. chefs are brewing reeks of lye!
The world's 'elites' - who run the kitchen - own the scum they buy,
And pay them well for each and every 'bill' their puppets season!
Hopefully this first attempt suffices as a starter,
And - if accused of negligence, I'll certainly not deny it! 

                   'Twas reading fellow poets that encouraged me try it,
                   And now - a fresh recruit - I mean to die -- a 'Versing-Martyr'!
                   Well it's known that poetry, kindled by convictions,

                   Tends to help one cauterize political afflictions!
                      Quit Bitching, and Do Something!
                         Only if and when our smold'ring embers, briskly stirred,

  Reignite our coals-of-discontent - to spread the word -

  Will our fervent battle cry for righting wrongs be heard -
                         And will our fight to overthrow our obstacles be spurred.
                                  Poets Are Particularly Sensitive
   From knowing you I’ve come to see there’s one distinctive skill at which, it’s rather

    obvious, I’m definitely not adept.

    It turns out that - 'rejection' - by what seemed to be a friend - is something - as a poet - 

    I’m reluctant to accept. 

                         Being a 'Poet' Can Be Painful
                   I’ve likely told you, more than once, that poetry can be painful,

                   and whined about the need for penning verse
                   That stems from deep inside my soul... fashions every word...

                   and has become, I will admit, a curse…
                   And I am here to tell you, friend... it comes with being a 'rhymer' - 

                   and trying to fight it only makes it worse! 
                                         Ouch!!
While editing a poem last night - (I'd written when 21) - making tiny fixes - at the age 

of 62 - 
To what I'd felt, for all that time, was truly free of flaws... I began to speculate --- 

'Do others do this too?' 

I phoned a friend who, just like me, had written verse for years, and asked her, "Can you tell me... since you've published several books...

Will the major critics disregard the small mistakes that I suspect a poet - even a great one, overlooks?"

"Maybe one or two," she quipped, "but... Katie bar the door if what you're calling 'boo-boos' are too frequent or -- too dumb! 

Once a book is published flaws can never be 'erased' - and every ugly boo-boo - and the fact of whom they're from -

"Gradually metastasizes... day by day exposing those they deem unqualified to don the wreath of -- 'Bard',
And -- reaching that conclusion, Mark -- I'm sorry to inform you -- having read most every poem you've written --- wasn't hard! 

          9,578 'Reads', yet only 3 'Critiques' --- Hmmmmm??
Browsing just this morning on a bogus 'Poetry' site, where anything-comprised-of-words 
a so-called - 'bard' - submits

Garners exaltations from its countless 'wanna-be-s', while giving, simultaneously, we 'Real-McCoys' the shits --
I was so disturbed by what I read, I swear to God, I momentarily contemplated plucking out my eyes!
Fin'ly understanding why so many sites are doing this, learning that their 'click-to-read' - which makes their incomes rise -

Takes the unsuspecting fan who's simply hunting verse, to -- 'Advertisement Central' --  

where, of course, the price you pay

Rises exponentially for anything you purchase - and far too many poetry venues play the game this way!
Algorithms segregate the works from - 'non-conformists' = (bards who've figured out that certain sites inflate their - 'reads'),

Falsifying numbers to solicit more submissions by stroking - so deceptively - the egos that this feeds!  

Grossly under-focused on the quality they're off'ring, and given, as I've mentioned, even garbage makes the grade --

Several thousand 'visits' - with but two or three critiques - verifies that those who own the sites are only paid
When fans of verse peruse them!     Therefore... driven by their greed...they entice the better poets to accept -- within their post --
Ads galore for anything from Barbie dolls to mufflers... earning serious money from the businesses they host!                   

It wouldn't burn my ass the way it does if what they touted, showed, as far as talent goes - a wee bit more concern...       
But that, my friend, is not the way it works when what they're airing correlates directly to the funds their tactics earn!
Aren't a lot of painters who could do the Sistine Chapel... ones that paint on par with those like Michelangelo...
And so it is with poetry, folks... at least it is to me... as very few today can pen like Edgar Allan Poe --

Who claimed, they say --- "When poems rhyme the words are gently hued -
which -- in our readers' noggin's -- adds a 'plus' to what we write --

While prose -- by those who seek out 'verse' -- and favor my approach -- 

is viewed as merely garbled tripe -- composed in black an' white!
 The 2 Critical Attributes Required for Penning 'Commercial' Verse
Perceptive intuitions and diverse imaginations - 

for crafting worthy pieces - are both very much required

For conjuring up the sort of poem that tends to please the most 

and sells in largest numbers - be them adequately inspired! 

And 'subject matter' matters as the essence of your verse 

dictates what your readers comprehend and will derive 

From what you choose to proselytize so -- trying hard to meld

                       with those that 'Time' has proven were the savviest bards alive --

I've been penning poems alike to Edgar Allan Poe's --

keeping them - 'accessible' - with no thesaurus needed -- 
And -- having stuck with metered rhyme - mimicking my idols -

                       fans who've read my work thus far are saying I've succeeded! 

