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Blame It On Billy Collins

O where are the morose poets,
the broken-hearted, given to drink
and penniless cold-water walk-ups?
I long for the lugubrious
poets of darkness.
Now everyone’s writing
witty little poems
giving serious subjects
wry wings.
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I blame it on Billy Collins,
that former poet laureate
who rolls poems off his fingertips
like a magician pulling coins
from the audience’s ears,
or Lucille Ball rolling out chocolates
on the assembly line, except
nothing ever goes haywire here.
| miss those sad poets
writing with ink in dark bars
and coughing tubercularly,
dressed in clothes that hang
a bit baggy because

they forget to eat.



