A Poem by Paul Smith

Give Me No Books

People give me books

I don’t read

| repay them by

Giving them advice they don’t take
Don’t eat red meat

Floss regularly

Check your colon annally

I mean annually

Don’t give me books | won’t read
Following my own advice

I bent over to inspect my backside
And there it was

The advice | gave you

Right where you shoved it

Beside The Great Gatsby and Huckleberry Finn
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