the unbreakable bob stewart

is a local poet

that likely wanted to 

be much more,

but he remains the reluctant 

local icon in a town of 

dried up blood and spit only 

wet enough to stick to the surface.

bobby has his own tv show, 

radio segments,

books,

professorship,

forced smile,

thick glasses,

a poetic love,

some animals at home no doubt,

and a history with this guy writing 

this out.

i had him about 10 years ago in

class and it was my first brush

with someone that wanted to push my

editorial button and i refused.

i would only let the man tweak 

grammar, but told him i would take

the drop in grade to keep my voice

as my voice.

it was my only 'B' during my last semester

in college and i wrote poetry more than i 

did anything else during that period in my life.

but, i still send bob my poems and 

he responds.

from what i understand, 

he rarely, if ever,

responds to individuals that send him poetry.

and these days i watch old bob on the local

access channel and feel relieved that he found

poetry and took it.

he has it.

it used to infuse me in class.

the simple life of a poet

with a bottle of scotch, coffee grounds,

paper, pencil and some books needing attention.

that's all.

and he polished those utopian globes of wonder

as i peer into retro globe in front of me 

and wonder if bob watches himself late at night

during rebroadcast and thinks he missed his

calling in life and should have really be 

a fucking star of the silver poet's circle.
