
Words Are Not Enough
This is not a poem about love, nor the struggle to survive in a socially con-
trived world. Not a poem about race, and the struggle of millions of people 
still waiting to be liberated from the bind that colorless men created to main-
tain the nation’s founding principles of life, liberty and the pursuit of ma-
nipulation no segregation no wait I’m sorry happiness as defined by your 
founding fathers who enslaved mine. No, this is not a poem about the defi-
nition of enslavement because if you ask Ann Sexton would she rather live 
eternally bound to the microwave an appliance created to ease the daily lives 
of housewives I’m sure she would choose suicide and sunbathe in the flames 
of hellfire. No this is not a poem about the destructive nature of this influx of 
communication through the onslaught of technological advances that serve 
to enhance _______well, you fill in the blank because I can’t. I can’t write 
a poem about the progression of America into a better nation because every 
day each American unconsciously goes to bed a little sicker from the waves 
of radiation seeping into their brains and little blinder from the hours of star-
ing at a computer screen and a little deafer from headphones designed to fit 
inside the ear to maximize the disconnect from here -- or is it for your hearing 
pleasure? This is not a political poem, not a poem with the authority to ques-
tion why the images of starving children evoke disgust and the body count of 
men and women become background noise to dinner. This is not a poem de-
signed to identify or empathize with the pill popping, emotionally-disturbed 
outsider; not a poem designed to rationalize the feelings of those of you who 
have decided to ignore your first amendment rights and run and hide, claim-
ing that someone else will fight. Everyone deserves a Sabbath.  It’s your de-
cision whether you deepen the gulf of your ignorance, or realize that words 

alone are not enough.
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