Poetry Review
Poetry – Nikki Giovanni

poetry is motion graceful

as a fawn

gentle as a teardrop

strong like the eye

finding peace in a crowded room

we poets tend to think

our words are golden

though emotion speaks too

loudly to be defined

by silence

sometimes after midnight or just before

the dawn 

we sit typewriter in hand

pulling loneliness around us

forgetting our lovers or children

who are sleeping

ignoring the weary wariness

of our own logic

to compose a poem

  no one understands it

it never says "love me" for poets are

beyond love

it never says "accept me" for poems seke not

acceptance but controversy

it only says "i am" and therefore

i concede that you are too

a poem is pure energy

horizontally contained

between the mind

of the poet and the ear of the reader

if it does not sing discard the ear

for poetry is song

if it does not deligh discard

the heart for poetry is joy

if it does not inform then close

off the brain for it is dead

if it cannot heed the insistent message

that life is precious

which is all we poets

wrapped in our loneliness

are trying to say

Sow  - Sylvia Plath

God knows how our neighbor managed to breed

His great sow:

Whatever his shrewd secret, he kept it hid

In the same way

He kept the sow--impounded from public stare,

Prize ribbon and pig show.

But one dusk our questions commended us to a tour

Through his lantern-lit

Maze of barns to the lintel of the sunk sty door

To gape at it:

This was no rose-and-larkspurred china suckling

With a penny slot

For thrift children, nor dolt pig ripe for heckling,

About to be

Glorified for prime flesh and golden crackling

In a parsley halo;

Nor even one of the common barnyard sows,

Mire-smirched, blowzy,

Maunching thistle and knotweed on her snout-

cruise--

Bloat tun of milk

On the move, hedged by a litter of feat-foot ninnies

Shrilling her hulk

To halt for a swig at the pink teats. No. This vast

Brobdingnag bulk

Of a sow lounged belly-bedded on that black

compost,

Fat-rutted eyes

Dream-filmed. What a vision of ancient hoghood

must

Thus wholly engross

The great grandam!--our marvel blazoned a knight,

Helmed, in cuirass,

Unhorsed and shredded in the grove of combat

By a grisly-bristled

Boar, fabulous enough to straddle that sow's heat.

But our farmer whistled,

Then, with a jocular fist thwacked the barrel nape,

And the green-copse-castled

Pig hove, letting legend like dried mud drop,

Slowly, grunt

On grunt, up in the flickering light to shape

A monument

Prodigious in gluttonies as that hog whose want

Made lean Lent

Of kitchen slops and, stomaching no constraint,

Proceeded to swill

The seven troughed seas and every earthquaking

continent.

A Camp in the Prussian Forest – Randall Jarrell

I walk beside the prisoners to the road.

Load on puffed load,

Their corpses, stacked like sodden wood,

Lie barred or galled with blood

By the charred warehouse. No one comes to-day

In the old way

To knock the fillings from their teeth;

The dark, coned, common wreath

Is plaited for their grave - a kind of grief.

The living leaf

Clings to the planted profitable

Pine if it is able;

The boughs sigh, mile on green, calm, breathing mile,

From this dead file

The planners ruled for them. . One year

They sent a million here:

Here men were drunk like water, burnt like wood.

The fat of good

and evil, the breast's star of hope

were rendered into soap.

I paint the star I sawed from yellow pine -

And plant the sign

In soil that does not yet refuse

Its usual Jews

Their first asylum. But the white, dwarfed star -

This dead white star -

Hides nothing, pays for nothing; smoke

Fouls it, a yellow joke,

The needles of the wreath are chalked with ash,

A filmy trash

Litters the black woods with the death

of men; and one last breath

Curls from the monstrous chimney . . I laugh aloud

Again and again;

The star laughs from its rotting shroud

Of flesh. O star of men!

