Eating Sin

By Michael Sharkey
A man began to eat his order of fish, and the ghost of the fish arose and spoke. Forgive me, it said, please hear me. I died in despair, which is, as you know, the worst of the deadly sins. As I slowly suffocated in the alien air, I gave up hope of salvation, and so died without the consolation of religion. In your compassion and mercy, have a Mass said for me, and pray for my soul. With that, the ghost of the fish vanished, and the man, congratulating himself on possessing the carcass of such a remorseful creature, tucked in. 

Sonnet 75: 

So are you to my thoughts as food to life,
Or as sweet-seasoned showers are to the ground;
And for the peace of you I hold such strife
As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found.
Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure;
Now counting best to be with you alone,
Then bettered that the world may see my pleasure;
Sometimes all full with feasting on your sight,
And by and by clean starvèd for a look;
Possessing or pursuing no delight
Save what is had, or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,
Or gluttoning on all, or all away. 


William Shakespeare
Honey at the Table

It fills you with the soft

essence of varnished flowers; it becomes

 a trickle sharp as a hair you follow

from the honey pot over the table

and out the door and over the ground,

and all the while it thickens,

grows deeper and wilder, edged

with pine boughs and wet boulders,

pawprints of bobcat and bear, until

deep in the forest you

shuffle up some tree, you rip the bark,

you float into and swallow the dripping combs,

bits of the tree, crushed bees–a taste

composed of everything lost, in which everything

lost is found.


Mary Oliver


from American Primitive
Directions:  Read the poems about food, generate reusable poem ideas, form ideas and techniques and write one of your own.

Christmas Powder

It's just butter, Adam said

and sugar and dough that you roll

in a ball.  Put in the oven 

for eight minutes and then

roll in sugar and then roll

in colored sugar – green

and red for Christmas.  

Sugar, sugar, sugar is all

I hear as the outer layer

of sugar mixes in my mouth

with the middle layer

and in my stomach 

the acids mix 

the inner layer in 

filtering further as

my intestines grind

and strain while tiny grains

are already slipping through 

the thin walls to coat my organs

with a fine Christmas powder

so by the time my heart

begins to pump the sugary

red blood cells down 

the dark veins to my toes 

and brain my body is singing 

with sugar – a punk Christmas

tune with snares double timing

and blaring three note guitar

and lyrics shouting against

the roar, "Sugar! Sugar!

Sugar!" with heads shaking

and the audience shouting 

Diabetes! as the rush 

is already racing out 

my system and I grab

another and say, Mmmm

and Thanks, Adam

Merry Christmas.


Author Unknown




The Fish
Billy Collins


As soon as the elderly waiter
placed before me the fish I had ordered,
it began to stare up at me
with its one flat, iridescent eye.

I feel sorry for you, it seemed to say,
eating alone in this awful restaurant
bathed in such unkindly light
and surrounded by these dreadful murals of Sicily.

And I feel sorry for you too--
yanked from the sea and now lying dead
next to some boiled potatoes from Pittsburgh--
I said back to the fish as I raised my fork.

And thus my dinner in an unfamiliar city
with its rivers and lighted bridges
was graced not only with chilled wine
and lemon slices but with compassion and sorrow

even after the waiter removed my plate
with the head of the fish still staring
and the barrel vault of its delicate bones
terribly exposed, save for a shroud of parsley.

HOW TO EAT A POEM
Don’t be polite.

Bite in.

Pick it up with your fingers and lick the juice


that may run down your chin.

It is ready and ripe now, whenever you are.

You do not need a knife or fork or spoon

or plate or napkin or tablecloth.

For there is no core

or stem

or rind

or pit

or seed

or skin

to throw away.


Eve Merriam

NO, THIS IS HOW YOU EAT A POEM, EVE MERRIAM

(After Eve Merriam’s “How to Eat a Poem”)
Push it to the side of your plate.

Don’t let poem juice seep

into your mashed potatoes,

cast its poem stench

on your steak.

Hold your nose.

Shove every bit into your mouth at once.  

Chew fast and swallow big chunks.

Wash it down 

with a tall glass

of cold white milk.

Clear your mouth

and throat with a slice

of chocolate pie with 

Graham cracker crumbs.

And hope it doesn’t come

back up on you, the faint taste

of metaphors belching in your throat, 

the rumbling of undigested

imagery, the embarrassing farts

of unabsorbed emotion.


Jack Powers
