Dovid Kanarfogel
Final Exam, Part II
Ten poets walk into a bar.
Shakespeare:


I need not compose; I rule by default!


Refute me and my supporters will smack

You around the room! I’m so far exalted,


Those who don’t know of my skill, clearly lack!

Publicity matters most for one such


As me, whose never ceases to outpace


The next losers: lessers, weakers, no face!

Rhetoric capacity? Ha, not much!


I needn’t count my poems, plays, and all;


Nor graph my style with other ‘poets’.


Take the polls! Number the ballots! You’ll know it:


Whence I make my claims, where I get the gall.



For art surpasses human responses:


Skill depends on how well it ensconces.
Chaucer:


Stories, ah, stories ar ritten to tell reeders whut is rite.


Or ar they? So long ago, so few words to shed sertin lite.


Time holds the kee to the contest:


My lasting words shall win the conkwest.


Yet those who read have onlee a single wish:


That I’d ritten my werks in English!

Donne:


A prize bouquet enamored to find me;


It fell first, rooted second, aired third.


Blessingly they struck, forced me cured


Of the desire to not want to be free.


Strong stories collar me, wall on wall


Of a palace or a chapel, with rings:


Mine for your hand, the other you’ll bring


Around my body, a glittering pall.


So wrapped in wood, I am bare,


Open to invasion of what’s not me;


Forced in five directions to disagree


With those whose flames try to snare



Praise grown from ashes. What I desire:



I’ve fallen; I’ve never been higher.

Herbert:

Here!

My offering:

Words, tears, wine

Flow of my font to thine

‘Till I accept your suffering.

I pour to this; I give’t to thee;

I submit all then to its power.

I stand and proudly cower:

Oh, bottle of noble ignominy!

Wordsworth:


A processed board of wood,


Uncracked, unused, uncut:


I feel within it Man or God


Or Love or Peace and such and such.


Take a brick, make some earth;


See darkened heavens, make it mirth;


Find me what you cannot value,


And I’ll tell you what it’s worth.

Browning:

Here, my desk with my lamp


And my sheets and my chair and my pen;

There, once, I found inspiration and told the world:


All old artists spoke again.


I wrote my morals as spoken;

My style seems lost without it.

But I don’t understand the name:


There’s nothing dramatic about it!

Hopkins:


I of the best? Want to, can’t want to:


Oh, I defy my master; do I?


Whence I boast? Trumpet, ye third eye!


Yet He made me of many, now I of the few?


A quest too proud; I cannot go through.

Whitman:


I read a poem once.


I decided not to enjoy it; it seemed like a good idea.


I think they disagreed, but I forget.


I remember there were words, maybe some verses, probably a scheme;


But I bothered to ask myself how

I felt. I left.

Elliot:

Clang!

Hell’s bells, son of nineteen chinamen:


Ghosts wander

Falling through the floor,

And try to pull themselves up:



Fallen!

Arise!


Frozen drones, hear the unspoken:


Here, I’ve hidden myself, or the world.


But I shrouded it in Latin.

Ergo, exequa rex poetra.
Szymborska:

I though I saw light once

But it may have been a train.


Sure as rain, rain came again.


Trains think they’re metal,


But rust, are just flesh.


Flesh thinks it’s iron.


I wonder if I think


That poetry is as somber as I think?


I disagree even with myself, without having myself,
Only taking this side:


Best is fleshy.
