
poem, unlimited (poetry is dead) 

 

poetry is dead but so is my grandfather and he doesn’t mind so I’ve stopped asking 

him about it so maybe we could come up with some new questions for it, like “who’s 

your daddy?’’ or “when did everything get paved over with asphalt and concrete or 

“what’s the price of vowels?” or “why is everyone so, so afraid?” or “how exactly can I 

read the dictionary for deep and abiding satisfaction?” 

 

poetry is dead because everybody says so but I am still on the lookout for Elvis even 

though I don’t really believe he’s not gone I mean I guess I pretty much believe he is 

gone but it’s still fun to pretend, especially when I go to diners because somehow it 

makes the food taste better, thinking I just missed him one cheeseburger ago 

 

poetry is dead like a doornail which I suppose is very different from any other kind 

of nail, though I think I could still use one, maybe on a door or somewhere else if I 

can chance it, not hurting it when I hit it even if I bent it being dead as itself and 

maybe even poetry 

 

poetry is dead but don’t tell anyone because some people still imagine it might be 

available  for the prom or might even be open to giving them a ride to San Diego or 

possibly may even have tickets to a Cubs game and saved one just for them 

 

poetry is dead I can’t believe it I was just talking to it last night this is  such a shock 

I mean I know it was no spring chicken or anything but this is so sudden (are out 

sure?) I mean it was just last night just the other day we had plans for the weekend 

has anyone heard about arrangements or anything? I’ve got to know because I’ll have 

to take off from work 

 

 



poetry is dead I hit it with my car I thought it was a squirrel so I just kept going but 

later I was driving down that street again and saw it there all smashed and flattened 

with some crows pecking at what was left of it it was a few days later so maybe, maybe 

it wasn’t me I hope it wasn’t me either way, I’m so, so sorry 

 

poetry is dead TMZ reported that opiates were found near the body but it will take 

weeks before the toxicology reports come back I just don’t even want to think about 

it 

 

poetry is dead I had to tell my kid about it and she asked me “did you flush it down 

the potty like we did with Mr. Bubbles?” Mr. Bubbles was her goldfish and I said 

“No, honey, it wasn’t like that but poetry’s in heaven now with Mr. Bubbles and David 

Bowie” 

 

poetry is dead I heard about it on the radio no one knows what happened but they 

have already declared thirty days of mourning in Azerbaijan I never knew it was 

even important there 

 

poetry is dead I watched a show about in on dateline apparently the husband was 

leading a double life and got a couple of meth freaks to do the dirty work and make 

it look like a robbery so he could start a new life with his secret lover up in Alaska 

they almost got away with it but one of the hit men I think his name was Cletus 

spilled the beans trying to cross over into Arkansas with a huge load of drugs and I 

think six or seven semiautomatic weapons I can’t remember exactly 

 

poetry is dead I used to go out with it in high school and out of the blue I thought 

about it and decided to see if it was on facebook but it had died of a brain tumor a 

few years ago in Colorado I was going to leave a message on the wall but thought it 

might be creepy so I didn’t from the looks of it it had a pretty good life until, well, 

you know 

 



poetry is dead they called CPS like 50 thousand times but no one ever did anything. 

bastard 

 

poetry is dead we must assume it was picked up on the street in Argentina in the 

seventies and never heard from again its mother put on a white scarf and stood in 

the Plaza de Mayo every day, staring into the windows of the presidential palace but 

what could anybody do? I heard they found bones outside of town, thousands of them 

in the 90s but the DNA tests were inconclusive 

 

poetry is dead it was supposed to be a routine traffic stop 

 

poetry is dead I held its hand and watched it go and now I can’t stop feeling like 

someone is sitting on my chest 

 

poetry is dead stabbed through the arras by the hero of the story a case of mistaken 

identity but maybe it was really poetic justice 

 

poetry is dead “I’m sure it’s all a misunderstanding” I heard Mom say when the men 

in uniforms came to the door but then it seemed like everything just stopped and then 

got fast again and she fell down in a heap making the most awful noise I ever heard 

nothing was the same again 
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