The Most Dangerous Profession



by J. Weintraub

"Your poetry," you told me, "is awfully nice,

rhythmic and musical, picturesque‑‑but slight;

if you're going to do it, then do it right,

release your demons, only that will suffice."

Release my demons! the demons that reside

somewhere twixt ego and id, to inspire

impassioned verse and eventual suicide!

So I replied, "It is not my desire

to ignite a gnawing internal fire

that will one day lead to a bullet through my head!"

No, that's not what I wanted. I wanted instead

the dignity of nature in rhyme.

Mimetic beauty does have its charms,

and, really, the ballade can do no harm;

there are pleasures in the cadenced line.



But when I sat down that final time,

and saw my words with meters entwined,

but not from my will, I dropped my pen.

I have yet to pick it up again, 

and I’ve never since plied the poet's trade,

nor permitted shadows or the rain

to dictate to me as they did then,

because‑‑to be frank, my dear‑‑I'm  afraid.
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