
What Poetry Cannot Accomplish 
 
 
I dream words will  
walk me through walls, 
 
trick the devil  
into jumping the cliff,  
 
transform pigs to pearls. 
 
Instead, I have no comforting words, 
 
but a sad end of broken nets  
and pecking birds. 
 
Words like a bullet  
flee death,  
 
but always return  
to the barrel. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


