
The Fourth Thing 
 

The poet needs three things 
 
a piercing eye 
a feeling heart 
and a clever pen 
 
what the eye sees 
the heart puts forth  
and the pen polishes 
 

But then there’s that insanity 
 
that love of words 
that makes love  
to those words 
 
making the reader blush  
as if intruding 
unable to turn away 
 

I guess there are four things 
 
 

 
 


