The Absolute Last Sonnet Ever.

Kindly say 'Love' no more;

That cliché is dead.

Say 'torture' or 'vicissitude' instead;

Or nothing.  Really, that other word is simply a bore.

Though it served its purposes before,

It has become an utter banality of the head, 

A thing you say the day you're wed;

But to persist with 'Love' now is to cling to some ancient lore.

The thing is, it has to be fresh,

But L-o-v-e (and the 'e' is silent, I might add)

Has none of that compelling flair

Of both spirit and flesh

Which—well, I'm told—it once had.

Best just to forget the whole affair.

