

Write a poem about a work of art.

The Dancer
William Carlos Williams

In Breughel’s great picture, The Kermess,
the dancers go round, they go round and
around, the squeal and the blare and the
tweedle of bagpipes, a bugle and fiddles
tipping their bellies (round as the thick-
sided glasses whose wash they impound)
their hips and their bellies off balance
to turn them. Kicking and rolling about
The Fair Grounds, swinging their butts, those
Shanks must to sound to bear up under such 
rollicking measures, prance as they dance
in Breughel’s great picture, The Kermess.








Archaic Torso of Apollo
Rainer Maria Rilke
Trans. By Stephen Mitchell

We cannot know his legendary head
with eyes like ripening fruit. And yet his torso
is still suffused with brilliance from inside,
like a lamp, in which his gaze, now turned to low,

gleams in all its power. Otherwise
the curved breast could not dazzle you so, nor could
a smile run through the placid hips and thighs
to that dark center where procreation flared.

Otherwise this stone would seem defaced
beneath the translucent cascade of the shoulders
and would not glisten like a wild beast’s fur:

Would not, from all the borders of itself,
burst like a star: for here there is no place
that does not see you. You must change your life.





Vermeer
Wislawa Szymborska

So long as that woman from the
Rijksmuseum
in painted quiet and concentration
keeps pouring milk day after day
from the pitcher to the bowl
the World hasn’t earned 
The world’s end.
