These poems she said

These poems, these poems,

these poems, she said, are poems

with no love in them. These are the poems of a man
who would leave his wife and child because

they made noise in his study. These are the poems
of a man who would murder his mother to claim
the inheritance. These are the poems of a man

like Plato, she said, meaning something | did not

comprehend but which nevertheless
offended me. These are the poems of a man



