Poems I Like

by Tarr Dániel
Roald Dahl
Little Red Riding Hood

As soon as Wolf began to feel

That he would like a decent meal,

He went and knocked on Grandma’s door.

When Grandma opened it, she saw

The sharp white teeth, the horrid grin,

And Wolfie said, “May I come in?”

Poor Grandmamma was terrified,

“He’s going to eat me up!” she cried,

And she was absolutely right,

He ate her up in one big bite.

But Grandmamma was small and tough,

And Wolfie wailed, “That’s not enough!”

“I haven’t yet begun to feel

That I have had a decent meal!”

He ran around the kitchen yelping,

‘I’ve got to have another helping!’

Then he added with a frightful leer,

“I’m therefore going to wait right here,

Till Little Miss Red Riding Hood

Comes home from walking in the wood.”

He quickly put on Grandma’s clothes,

(Of-course he hadn’t eaten those.)

He dressed himself in coat and hat,

He put on shoes and after that

He even brushed and curled his hair,

Then sat himself in Grandma’s chair.

In came the little girl in red.

She stopped. She started. And then she said,

“What great ears you have, Grandma.”

“All the better to hear you with.” the Wolf replied.

“What great big eyes you have, Grandma.”

    said Little Red Riding Hood.

“All the better to see you with.” the Wolf replied.

He sat there watching her and smiled.

He thought, I’m going to eat this child.

Compared with her old Grandmamma

She’s going to taste like caviare.

Then Little Red Riding Hood said. “But Grandma,

what lovely great big furry coat you have on.”

“That’s wrong!” cried Wolf. “Have you forgot

To tell me what BIG TEETH I’ve got?

Ah well, no matter what you say,

I’m going to eat you anyway.”

The small girl smiles. One eyelid flickers,

She whips a pistol from her knickers.

She aims it at the creature’s head

And bang bang bang, she shoots him dead.

A few weeks later, in the wood,

I came across Miss Riding Hood.

But what a change! No cloak of red,

No silly hood upon her head.

She said, “Hello, and do please note

My lovely furry WOLFSKIN COAT.”

Theodore Roethke
The Geranium

When I put her out, once, by the garbage pail,

She looked so limp and bedraggled,

So foolish and trusting, like a sick poodle,

Or a wizened aster in late September,

I brought her back in again

For a new routine --

Vitamins, water, and whatever

Sustenance seemed sensible

At the time: she’d lived

So long on gin, bobbie pins, half-smoked cigars, dead beer,

Her shriveled petals falling

On the faded carpet, the stale

Steak grease stuck to her fuzzy leaves.

(Dried-out, she creaked like a tulip.)

The things she endured! --

The dumb dames shrieking half the night

Or the two of us, alone, both seedy,

Me breathing booze at her,

She leaning out of her pot toward the window.

Near the end, she seemed almost to hear me --

And that was scary --

So when that snuffling cretin of a maid

Threw her, pot and all, into the trash-can,

I said nothing.

But I sacked the presumptious hag the next week,

I was that lonely.

Michael Blumenthal

Suburban
Conformity caught here, nobody catches it,

Lawns groomed in prose, with hardly a stutter.

Lloyd hits the ball, and Lorraine fetches it.

Mom hangs the laundry, Fred, Jr., watches it,

Shirts in the clichéd air, all aflutter.

Conformity caught here, nobody catches it.

A dog drops a bone, another dog snatches it,

I dreamed of this life once. Now I shudder

As Lloyd hits the ball and Lorraine fetches it.

A doldrum of leaky roofs, a roofer who patches it,

Lloyd prowls the streets, still clutching his putter.

Conformity caught here, nobody catches it.

The tediumed rake, the retiree who matches it,

The fall air gone dead with the pure drone of motors

While Lloyd hits the ball, and Lorraine just fetches it.

The door is ajar, then somebody latches it.

Through the hissing of barbecue poets mutter

Of conformity caught here, where nobody catches it.

Lloyd hits the ball. And damned Lorraine fetches it.

W.B. Yeats

Leda and the Swan

A SUDDEN blow: the great wings beating still

Above the staggering girl, her thights caressed

By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill,

He holds her helpless breast upon his breast.

How can those terrified vague fingers push

The feathered glory from her loosening thights?

And how can body, laid in that white rush,

But feel the strange heart beating where it lies?

A shudder in the loins engenders there

The broken wall, the burning roof and tower

And Agamemnon dead.

                                        Being so caught up,

So mastered by the brute blood of air,

Did she put on his knowledge with his power

Before the indifferent beak could let her drop?
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Margareth Piercy

Unlearning not to Speak

         The poem is a simple, clear-cut expression of revolting feminist views. It generates itself around the poetic recapitulation of a night-class for housewives and the consequences of it, which create further reactions. Thus the poem can be divided into three main sections: The first section (line 1-10), the second section (10-20) and the last section (20-30).

The first section reiterates the terrible encounter with an evening class. The subject of the happening (she) is a general subject, which stands for women in general, thus the poet broadens the theme from an obvious, personal experience to a more general topic.

The second section identifies the terrible experience with “phrases of men who lectured her”, and elaborates the scene to a larger extent. It generalizes the attitude of men towards women by bringing up male-chauvinist images of women in general, until she reaches the climax by being identified with “a dish of synthetic strawberry ice-cream rapidly melting”.

Thus the third section starts with a sudden turn: she bursts out to bring the terrible images to a halt. She expresses her individual concerns of having to reorganize her understanding of herself, and create new grounds for her own individualism. But she goes further and identifies her own concerns with (presumed) other women and foresets a clear program of open confrontation and clear expression of rage.

    The question is, whether it is a feminist poem or an anti-chauvinist poem. Whether the issue of feminism corresponds with this form of expression - whether or not feminism can be identified with the same themes as what the poem implies. Is it a good feminist poem or is it just a rebel poem expressing rage and rebellion without clear grounds? I shall argue for the later.

The mistake of the poem is to go beyond the recapitulation of an unjust experience and indicate a categorical criticism, which unfortunately seems to be just as prejudiced. Identifying men with “blizzards of paper...drift and rustle in piles” supposes hypocrisy. The rude interrogation assumes fascist behavior. And the unmanly portrayal of women surmises chauvinism. All this adversary discredits the original thought of unfair conduct of women by men , and turns the poem into a simplistic insurrectionist recapitulation of a banal incident.
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Naula Archer

Whale on the Line

        The poem consists of two clearly distinguishable images, which are two disassociated parts separated (on the technical side) by a gap and (for the aspect of contemplation) by a time gap. The first image describes a powerful picture of a whale entangled in the telephone cables on the ocean floor, dead, disabling the poet to express his love to someone far away by phone. The scene is highly elaborated with images of scuba-divers descending with lamps in the dark, a white octopus floating by and bubbles disappearing into the dark; creating a clear mental picture of the obscure situation. The second image is less coherent, and consists of several broken images tracking the imminent condition of the dead whale: the ripped line with sounds drifting out to sea - words of love lost in the endless ocean, fishes around the dead whale with submarine gulls stirring the water, the white skull washed ashore, a young calf strolling the waters alone - lost with a cord around its neck to remind him of the loss, and the image of distant ships sent to the bottom by whales.

The whole poem is characterized by the sleepy, dark, slow, silent, underwater world’s imagery and mood. This is well reflected by the usage of space; starting from the deep bottom of the ocean, only to surface to a moonlit night. The same feeling applies to the poets expression; he is only elevated as much as a moony night can be. This melancholy is only deepened by the theme of the poem - the incapability of expressing love.

In this world of dead romances and drifting, unheard confessions everything is tangled for some unknown reason. Although everything is in connection - there is a kind of communication between every object; the whale, the scuba-divers, the octopus, the fish etc. - everything is interrelated by some loose association, by some strange unseen reason. As the images pop up, like bubbles from a deep ocean, we can’t help thinking of a kind of strange unity compiled by some higher force - a relation realized through a strangely unfamiliar design. This strange world is an interconnected universe, where everything is pertinent, independently of space and time. A world of loose associations and broken channels of communication only to be retained by a uniting force - Love.
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Sidney Keyes

The Gardener

   The poem consists of three stanzas, comprising of five lines each - the last line being separated in the last stanza. The three stanzas follow each other in a logical order, slowly developing the main idea of the poem - unfulfilled love. Structurally, all of the stanzas have the same composition; the first three lines (two in the last stanza) expressing the inner thoughts, the internal reality, whereas the last two lines express the outer world, the external environment.

The title gives us the main idea of the poetic person - a gardener, which the first stanza elaborates quite clearly by describing the situation: a gardener walking down the gravel in the morning, wondering about when he will meet his love. The first lines phrase the internal thoughts of the person describing an ideal scene of a beautiful tulip garden - a perfect state - and articulating longing for someone to appear walking through the garden and making this angelic day complete by becoming his love. This idealistic vision is contrasted by the truth of the external world, which is not ideal but the frustrating reality of being alone - walking down the silly gravel.

The second stanza continues with the inner thoughts of the gardener, making the external experience of tending the flowers into the internal experience of caressing the hands of the desired person. The hand of the person is compared to a veined leaf - presumably a women’s - contrasted to the gardener’s hand which is square-cut - hinting us the sex of the persona; a men. It is a clear soliloquy of the need for love. The gardener expresses his problems of loneliness and the lack of love, wishing for a partner to fulfill his loving desire. This love is widened in meaning in the last two lines where we return to the external world noticing a greenfly working on the rose. This has obvious sexual connotations of men (fly) and women (rose) sexual intercourse; so the love is also carnal desire, well prompted in stanza one, where he wants to become his love’s lover. The stanza ends with the expression of fear of unfulfillment, since time is passing by, and still the partner hasn’t come.

The third stanza again takes an external picture of young (beautiful) women walking in the park with their children, and internalizes it, turning these ladies into silent pale-eyed angels; still wondering whether his love should be one of these or like these female persons. He is daydreaming about who this person could be - what could her face look like? This fantasy is again contrasted with the external world’s cruel reality; the lovers and beggars (people of the park) leaving, since the day is over and still she has not come. The last sentence of the stanza ‘The gates are closing’ has multiple meaning: once it refers to the actual gates of the park being closed, and it also refers to the gardener’s state of being - becoming old and yet being alone, still not having found the person he loves.

The closing line refers back to the experience of the whole day; the beauty of the internal reality of fulfilled love, harmony and passion contrasted to the external world’s actuality of being alone and lonely. It is terrible to dream of angels, because it is an unfulfilled desire.
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George Barker

Poem XXVI

-A yogacāra analyses-
         The poem is an allegorical journey of ones meditative contemplation. It is one long flux of thought - six long sentences, without grammatical punctuation - building up from three distinguishable parts; the first two (3) lines, the following 13 (14) lines and the last three. The broken form of the poem well supports the concept of ideas shifting and turning as one explores the depths of his own psyche - as images emerge with the flux of one’s consciousness.

    The poem starts with a retoric question, immediately answered in the following sentence, giving us the ‘story’ of the poem - an allegory of someone “who seek among the streets and dead ends of the mind”. Thus the mind is symbolically paralleled with a maze, where one may wonder about. Entering into a state of meditation is like roaming around a maze, wandering around the different regions of the mind. The use of enjambement gives a special emphasis on the word mind, adumbrating that the following part will take place there.

      The second part starts with the continuation of the first two lines stressing that once the inward journey has begun there are no definite boundaries of start and end. It refers back to the idea of one’s reason for getting meditative - the reason being “seeking for what they have lost”.  The search is allegorically described as a search for “the house” and “the homeward angel” - both archetypical images of lost ideals.

Knowing that, his subconscious questions his own immature pursuit for things lost, asking his upper consciusness what it does here, here in the depths of his own mind, where there are no definite things, only “wrack and ruin of the hope that the hope still mourns for”. Here, there is nothing else but the hope of the upper consciousness, which can not accept things as they are - accepting the fact that all things must end - and hopes to find the lost thing still being here below.

The consciuosness keeps on analyzing itself, and realizes that the mind is like “a mansion constructed of mirrors, that reflect only the emptiness of all rooms”. The mind is nothing but the reflection of the emptiness of the self. Since one is locked into this house, he cannot possibly find anything else in the depths of himself, but this emptiness. The only other thing in the mind is “a chamber of wax effigies who died for us” - the artificially preserved, fake images of things long lost or never existed, which one should have long ago set loose.

What one does wrong is condolence to these fake images - believe that they are real, and then a complex flux of illusions springs forth, creating all that is around us. They “do not know they are dead, and therefore continue to sit around in the catacombs of my days /.../ as though death was life”. Once one believes the reality of the self-generated, self-propelling ideas, they take over one’s universe of the consciousness and self, creating a world of absurdity that seems real; where death is thought life, (moreover, where one doesn’t even know what death and life is), where “sleepers make love in the grave”. It is a world of illusion, with illusory participants, who are in fact sleeping, and continuously recreate this imaginary universe around them. The seperation of the word grave, puts a special emphasis on it, foreshadowing the outcome of this whole mistake, the mistake of creating an illusionary universe, - death.

        As one re-emerges from this realization, coming back from this meditative journey in the mind, to “the lily-wreathed bedroom”, it is entirely mysterious to find “an I, who sits there believing he is still breathing”. After the understanding the empty nature of things, it is utterly strange to re-experience the unfolding of this illusory universe: first the external reality of the room, then most strangely an I, who is me - quite distinct from the I who ventured into the depths of my psyche - being there independent from all that “I” have gone through, believing that he is still alive and still breathing.

Taking the mirror of my life

To my face : twenty-two years

I break the image with one sudden blow-

The world is as always

Everything in place

                       (after Taigen Sofu)
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William Carlos Williams

Between Walls

The whole poem comprises of one simple sentence, broken into five stanzas,  five logical units that overlap. It is a clear, highly detailed, exact description of a definite scene, therefore bringing to our mind the very same picture. The poem consists of 22 words only but describes the picture with microscopic accuracy, which not only defines the scene of the sunshine breaking on broken cinders in a hospital backyard, but invokes a flux of associations in the reader. What does it mean? A definite need to explain or interpret the poem arises.

The “message” of the poem is in its condensed accuracy, which depends upon the extremely careful selection of words. The certain words that build up the poem carry with them a whole range of thought patterns and associations, that carry a certain interpretation. Connected with other words in this strange broken form, certain words become more stressed, than if they would simply be written in say a line. The whole poem is characterized by an atmosphere of doom, and a general contradiction that arises from contrasting words put near to each other, which creates ambiguity.

The title is very important, because it carries a certain sense of damnation as the whole poem itself. Between walls - there is no way out, there is a definite sense of hopelessness. (This of course arises from the associations that one attaches to the idea, that you would want to get out - (not the only solution by the way)). The message of the poem arises slowly, put together from the broken imagery of the poem, as we progress from beginning to the end.

The first logical unit overlaps with the first and second stanza, containing two important images; “the back wings of the hospital”. The back wings of something brings with it the idea of something that is hidden, that is pushed back so that no one might see what is inside - there’s a sense of secrecy that creates tension. This meaning is broadened when we learn that it is a back wings of a hospital. The hospital is an ambiguous word, as the place itself - it is a place for recovery, cure and blossom, but it is also a place of dread, fear and death. The back wing of a hospital is usually a place for the latter, strengthening this atmosphere of doom.

The second logical unit overlaps with the second and third stanza, taking a sudden turn with a powerful line; “where nothing will grow”. The tension created in the first unit is executed, - the secret is answered - there is nothing. There is no recovery, and no blossom, there is only death. This idea of death is supported by two more images in the third stanza; “lie cinders”. Lie brings to mind the image of sick or dead people who lie on their beds, carrying an even stronger meaning, because it is contrasted to the preceding word grow, which is an attribute for the healthy and alive. Cinders arouse an association of something that has remained of something that is burned - the ashes of the dead people. Death is explicitly expressed.

The third logical unit overlaps with the third and fourth stanza; “lie cinders in which shine”. The fourth stanza brings about a sense of ambiguity - something shines in the ashes of the dead. Is it the hope of something immortal in man, or is it the dying flame of life? We cannot tell.

Although the following unit overlapping with the last, fifth stanza tells us that these shining pieces are “the broken pieces”. Something is broken to pieces, therefore an end has come, a disintegration has started. The last logical unit clearly tells us that these are “the broken pieces of a green bottle.” The bottle is an allegory for the body, something that contains. The body of man is broken, death has come - decay has begun, only the last sparkles of life can still be traced.

The idea of disintegration, of the bottle shattered to pieces is well reflected in the form of the poem, the fragmented, overlapping units - the fragments of a decaying, broken life.

It is earnest, that he knows,

that where is his nose,

and his ears too -

because he has two.

If you don’t hear,

than come here -

Open your eye,

and we go to buy.

If you write, it is all right,

then I check your cheque.

Written by Vigh Csaba 

(for Homework as an Elementary student of English)
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Sylvia Plath

Lady Lazarus

The poem comprises of twenty-eight broken stanzas, that constitute one great flux of thought, even though certain stronger connections between particular strophes can be traced. The poem is a soliloquy, a recapitulation of two definite experiences superimposed upon each other: One of them is the experience of the holocaust, the other is the happenings of a non-final suicide deriving from the former.

The composition starts with an in medias res start, of an event undefined, that happened again. We understand that ‘it’ happens in every ten years. Before we would find out what this is, the flux of thought is disturbed and shifted to the core experience of the holocaust which continuously breaks down the general line of thought, and we only learn the answer in the eighth stanza - this ‘thing’ is death. The picture that interrupts the argument is that of one’s diminutive, Fascist identification - seeing one’s existence as a potential material for lampshade, paperweight, Jew linen. The poet is identified with her body being exposed to a horrifying outer force - it is the experience of total humiliation and subservience.

When we learn that the welcomed event is death, we further discover that this is the third time it happened. Before we would be told why, the linear thought is again broken, with an abbreviation of an experience of being observed. The encounter is paralleled with a strip dancer’s undergo, - the observants are compared to the “peanut-crunching crowd” - as she is “unwrapped” by them. She is again exposed to this offensive outer force, that has the power to intrude on her privacy. She is laid open: hands, knees, skin and bone - plainly what she is - a cake of soap, a wedding ring, a gold filling.

By now we are made to understand the horror of such an experience, and the pain that derives from it - the incapacity of leading a complete life after such degradation, which can only possibly result in further death. We are told the first two times of her death. The first is an accident in her youth. The second is not defined, it could be either suicide or it could be a death experiment conducted on her. Whichever is meant, one thing is sure - she nearly died. “They had to call and call...” to bring her back to life. Out of these experiences derives the fact that she is familiar with death - she has “nine times to die”. Dying is an art for her, she likes dying, because “it feels like hell, it feels real” - it is liberation from her distorted, wracked self. This is why she does it for the third time; that is why she commits suicide.

This notion is broadened in the 17th stanza, which carries an ambiguous meaning, therefore several interpretations: “It is easy enough to do it in a cell” It’s easy enough to do it and stay put”. Do what? Committing suicide to escape the horrors of the holocaust is one possible answer, but the addition of getting away with it gives it an extra meaning. If it is part of the holocaust undergoings, then it is the experience of total dependence. It can be anything of the horrors of being completely contingent - rape, examination, or evil experiment. This idea is strengthened with the following stanza, where she is brought back to life to behold the same brute amused shout.

The separation of the word brute names a person who executed the process of bringing her back to life. This happened at her second death and also now, therefore both are considered as torture. The conducting person bringing her back to her miserable life is just as bad as the nazi tormentor. Yes, it is a miracle that she can still be brought back to “life” after all that she has gone through, but not without a price.

The tormentor (both the nazi and the doctor) shall pay the price. He will be charged for the pain he has caused, “for a word or a touch, or a bit of blood”. The great resurrector shall pay dearly for intruding on the intimacy of one’s inner self. For he is the enemy of one’s remote privacy, - of one’s final liberation and true resurrection - for what he resurrects is only body. His efforts are not depreciated, but he is concerned with the wrong media. “There is nothing there”, “ash, ash you poke and stir”. He can’t possibly touch the real self, he has no effect - all he can do is torment. Torment by bringing her back to “life”. All he can take is the body, - soap, gold, and teeth - but cannot possibly reach the immortal soul.

The soul which if is not let alone to die the liberation - the true resurrection - of the self, will come back from a thousand deaths to charge the tormentors, who did not let true death to come; who have prolonged the sufferings of a broken, weary life.

