To Be a Poet
By Grant Jones

At age two I composed my first poem:

“Stove with Red Circles

Hot Hot I Burns”

The poem, which I titled much later, “Mommy If You Loved Me, Why Didn’t You Stop Me?” was the first step in a lifelong path to be a poet.

Poet is usually not very high on the list of little boys’ dream jobs. While my friends wanted to be astronauts, policemen, and baseball players, all I could dream about was being accepted into the National Academy of Arts and Letters. Despite our differences, children were more accepting of my dream than adults—boys used to love playing hide and seek with me, hiding me in a locker where I would stay hidden for hours, and girls used to have me over to read my poetry at their tea-parties.

It was adults who presented the first roadblock in the path to my dream. I recall being called into the principal’s office after my fifth-grade teacher discovered one of my poems scribbled on the back of my homework:

Ms. Williams

stoops down for a pencil

Her blouse reveals a magical garden

And I feel a burning in my pants


But of all the adults, it was my father who had the hardest time accepting my poetic aspirations. One evening my father told me over dinner, “Grant, don’t write any more poetry. I don’t want you to be a poet.”


“Why not, Dad?” I asked.


“For the same reason I don’t want you to have any more dress-up parties with your Uncle Rick. For crying out loud, you’re sixteen years old, Grant. No sixteen year old boy wants to be a poet.”


The next morning when I came down to breakfast my father was waiting for me at the table. In front of him was a full plate of bacon.


“What’s this?” I asked.


“It’s bacon, Son. I don’t want you eating cantaloupe and eggs benedict for breakfast anymore either. It’s just not a healthy diet. Bacon is good. It’s manly. It’ll put hair on your chest.”


“But I shave my chest, Dad.”


“God Grant, it’s worse than I thought.” My father left the table and returned a few minutes later with all the Playboy magazines from 1984. “I want you to start using these. It’s nothing a healthy sixteen year old shouldn’t know.”


I respected my father and took his advice. The Playboy magazines opened up an entirely new world to me, a world in which there was no room for poetry. The magazine’s in-depth interviews and credible, well-researched articles showed me a style of writing I never knew before. I would spend hours in my bedroom, my door locked, imitating the styles of my favorite reporters. “Why did you lock the door?” my mother used to yell. “What are you doing in there?” I had a new dream, to be a writer for Playboy.


I received no flak from my teachers or parents about this dream—nothing but rewards. My teachers at school commented how much my essays had improved. My biology teacher once told me, “I’ve never read such a good essay about groundhog mating habits.”

 
Nichole Yardley was the reason I began writing poetry again. I wanted nothing more than to ask her to the Senior prom. But the prom was five weeks away, and not only did Nichole have no idea who I was, but there were dozens of other guys with the same plan. Nichole was beautiful, and the daughter of a well know author. She was a talented writer and had already been published in Woman’s World and Seventeen magazines. I decided the only way I was going to get her attention was to approach her as an equal. The only way to be her equal was to be published myself.


Over the next two nights I hammered out an article for Playboy that was about what I hoped my first sexual encounter with Nichole would be like. I knew it could take months to hear back from such a popular magazine, so I got on my knees and said a prayer. Then I stuffed two hundred dollars in the envelope.


My prayer must have been answered because within one week a reply from Playboy was waiting in my mailbox. I ran inside to share the moment with my father.


“You read it,” I said.


“Boy, you’ve made me proud. Can you believe it! My boy, published in Playboy!”


“You don’t know that yet. Open it up!”


My father read:



Dear Grant,

Normally at Playboy we do not respond this quickly to submissions. As you can imagine we receive hundreds of submissions per week, and it can take months to get around to them all. However, because of the quality of your article we felt we could respond immediately.

The purpose of Playboy is two-fold: to provide entertainment for men, both in the high-quality photographs of beautiful women and in top-notch reporting from some of the nation’s best writers. However, it is also our goal at playboy to sell magazines. It is in this category that your submission fails.  We appreciate the two-hundred dollars you sent us, but it does not even scratch the surface of the money we would lose by printing an article as poor as yours. We thank you for your submission and wish you well in placing it in another publication.


Completely devastated, I ran upstairs and threw all my Playboys in the trash, with the exception of certain pages from the November issue.


I went back downstairs and sought the advice of my father. “What can I do, Dad? Nichole will never notice me in time for the prom.”


My father sat quietly for a while and then said something I thought he never would, “Son, perhaps you should write her a poem.”

I stayed up all night pouring my heart into verse. At school the next morning, I slid it through a slit in her locker door. I spent the rest of the morning in a nervous sweat until I gave into the reality that a girl of her beauty and intelligence would never even talk with me. But that night my father yelled up the stairs that a girl was on the phone. I couldn’t believe it. “I asked twice, Grant! It’s a girl alright!” my father assured me. I picked up the phone: it was Nicole!
Not only did Nicole call me, she said she thought my poem was beautiful and ask me to the prom! She was such a cultured girl that she did not even notice I had plagiarized the lyrics from Iron Butterfly’s “In-A-Godda-Da-Vida.” We had a blast at prom and by the time the night was over, we were the talk of the school.

That night Nichole became the first girl other than Miss February 1984 to make me say the words, “You are so hot.” As it turned out, Nichole also had a secret passion for poetry. She reawakened my own love of poetry and even taught me new concepts like “Rhyming” and “Meter.”

I am no longer with Nichole, and have not been for some time, but I will always be thankful for what she did for me. I am now back in heavy pursuit of my dream.
The following are a few poems from my first book of poetry, entitled “The Sun was in My Eyes.” I invite you to read them and share in my passion:

Haiku for the Four Seasons

In the springtime when the birds

flirt through their sweet songs

I play my guitar and hope

In the summer when the world

is green and so bright


I spend my nights under stars

In the autumn when leaves turn

magnificent red

I soak in their red beauty

In the winter when snowflakes

drift to the cold ground

I write my name in urine

A.M. Haiku

Oh I don’t think I can get up this morning

My bed is too warm

And my bathroom too cold

All Alone

I feel all alone

I look around

No one is there

I Apologize

I apologize for this trash

But when my girlfriend left me

She took all my good poems

Self-Doubt

I climbed a tree to get

off the ground

I waved to the wind and the wind

waved to me

I met a girl but she did

not meet me

What does that

even mean

I am beginning to think

I can’t write

No one likes my

poetry

At my readings

people boo

 should quit and

get a job
A Squirrel to his Son

My son

You are so young

And the world is young

With you

When you

Wake from your rest

We will leave the nest

As two

And play

Atop the cherry tree

Eating all the fruit we see

This day

‘Til our

Weight bends the bough

Where the cherries grow

Sweet-sour
Side By Side

Side by Side

You and I

In the park

On deep sleep

You and I

Did embark

But you left

As I slept

In the dark

The muse left

The poet

In the park

Said you left

Like a seal

From a shark

But I say 

Like the song

From the lark

Oh, I say

(Or the off-

Like a tree

Color from

From its bark

A remark)

Or like the

(Or like the

Jeweled crown from
Queen from the

The monarch

Patriarch)

Or like the 

(Or like the

Keystone that

Franc from its

Holds the arc

Water-mark)

Or like the

(Or like that

Herald angel

Squaw girl from

From her “Hark!”
Lewis and Clark)

Whatever the 

That did lose

Filthy Rat!



Analogy 

My precious 

I lost her


That you choose
Love to that

Like the blues

It is I


Butt-hole Mark
To a bottle of booze.

A Farmer’s Wife

I believe

I am

a farmer

for I wish

nothing more

than for my

seeds to sprout

I believe

you are

a farmer’s wife

for you stand

in  my fertile

fields and

expect drought

