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· Kafka
· existential
· people helpless, disoriented, and overpowered by life
· writing highlighted “irrationality at the root of a supposedly rational world”
· Civil Service Job
· IRS, MVA, USPS, etc.


by Jacob Polley
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by Leontia Flynn




[image: ]In your notebooks, write a brief summary of each poem. What is happening, and how does failure take place?



by Gary Langford
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The Weasel

Up 2nd down the London Road
Blinder by the hour
I spent as much again a5 we owed
White winter flowers

Crowds and crowds ke fallen leaves
Blown between the towers

You came in with the cold up your sleeves
White winter flowers

Screams and shouts and broken things
Now you're fired and cower

Under the sheets when the postman brings
White winter flowers

Who'd have dreamt a itte twist
Could turn your sweet breath sour
I tasted this when we first kissed
White winter flowers

For your whale heart is half my heart
My heart s half of yours

So we're neither complete and lie drunk in the street
White winter flowers
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For Stuart, who accidentally obtained a job in the Civil Service.

Ihave it in my diary as May the 6th
and a beautiful evening. We walk in silence
back to my house. There are condolences;
sitting round as though we are at a wake,
somebody mentions Kafka.

You explain about your mother.
For now, I tell you, just for now
the evening light and a spark, fallen
from your cigarette butt onto the waally jumper
over your truculent heart, quietly dying.
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But I Didn't

I wanted to tell you it was alright to look for the lost child,
The spiritis delicate, we must nourish it
But I didn't.

I wanted to tell you I shouldn't have thrown grenades,
You were on patrol in our bedroom,
But I didn't.

I wanted to tell you we shouldn't play blackmail games,
Words go out and return to judge us,
But I didn't.

1 should have run with you under the moon more often,
Gone to where the fish were biting,
But I didn't.

I wanted to say I understood why you came home drunk,
Staring at the kids as If they had taken something from you,
But I didn't.

I wanted to say I shouldn't have served you  bowl of jealousy.
Eating the sweet blood of berries with your best friend,
But I didn't.

T wanted to tell you T loved you,
When you came back from the war,
But you didn't.
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