I have been told that my “poems” do not qualify as true poetry because their meaning lacks ambiguity, their message being too exact. They are short on pentameter and long on mentation. 

They are merely spaced-out paragraphs of prose.

What I hear such critics saying is that my poetry is not that of which (g)laureates are made

I’ve been told that poems speak only to a season rather than to eternity – Ozymandias.
Whatever their shortcomings in form may be, they faithfully resonate the poetry of my soul, and that is all I ask of them.

