
METAPOETIC IN THE POEM WHEN I

Our concern was to teach ourselves something about the metapoem. The metapoem of course is a poem about poetry,
a poem that is somehow.

But I would not stop there. I snarl at her and bark. What is mysterious? A stillness greatens, in which The
whole house seems to be thinking, And then she is at it again with a bunched clamor Of strokes, and again is
silent. Try to work with each one. Here I am defining a word with other words. From all of us who love poetry
here in Vermont, thank you, Hank! The metapoem of course is a poem about poetry, a poem that is somehow
aware of itself as a thing made of letters and words. What is Mullen saying about relationshipsâ€”about
relation generally? What does that do to semantic sense? I did not go to nearly the number of readings that I
had planned on, but I did go to some memorable ones, nonetheless. I have been eating poetry. From the first
invitee, Robert Creeley, who read before a dozen people in the cafeteria, to Donald Hall, who packed a new
performance center, Hank has brought 13 renowned poets to this setting in rural Vermont. I am a new man.
For Poets by Al Young Stay beautiful but don't stay down underground too long Dont turn into a mole or a
worm. Its goals are to serve as a resource for and about VT poets; to support the development of individual
poets; and to encourage an audience for poetry in Vermont. Her eyes are sad and she walks with her hands in
her dress. Is the reader doing something the poem contends is not as good as living in reality? So we are left
thinking about the two random-seeming sound-words in each line. I pause in the stairwell, hearing From her
shut door a commotion of typewriter-keys Like a chain hauled over a gunwale. Try working with some of
these pairs. When I get on my knees and lick her hand, she screams. Eating Poetry by Mark Strand Ink runs
from the corners of my mouth. Ron Lewis. But now it is she who pauses, As if to reject my thought and its
easy figure. She does not understand. Young as she is, the stuff Of her life is a great cargo, and some of it
heavy.. Each line seems to claim that the object of love is better or greater than the subject the one doing the
loving.


