
Writing Poetry: Parodies and Perplexities 
 

by Hildegard Lindschinger 
with apologies to the real poets listed in the footnotes 

 

I think that I shall never see 
A poem finished to a “tee”!

1
 

 
What is a line, if, full of care 
I have no time to hone and pare, 
No time to sit, through Webster’s browse, 
And stare ‘til right words I arouse?

2
 

 
Across my lines of hokey scrawls 
this crimson poet scans, 
and all the day my rhyme scheme falls, 
enthusiasm wanes.

3
 

 
What’s in a name? That which we call “just prose” 
by any other name should sound as sweet. 
Perhaps it could, if it were “poetry” call'd, 
Attain that dear perfection which it owes 
Within that title. Prose, doff thy name, 
And for that name which has no part with me, 
Rhyme all thyself!

4 

 

Yet, 
What’s in a name? That which I call my prose, 
By any other name would be indiscrete. 
 

The critics come a-chiding, chiding, chiding, 
The critics come a-chiding 
Up to the writer’s door:

5 

 

“Get to thee a pseudonym 
If thou would’st be a breeder of similes!

6
 

Perhaps thy prose under another name 
might smell more sweet...”

4  

 

 

 
Footnotes:  Originals: 

 
1”

 I think that I shall never see 

A poem lovely as a tree.” 

-from Joyce Kilmer’s Trees, 1913 

 
2”

What is this world, if, full of care, 

We have no time to stand and stare, 

No time to stand beneath the boughs, 

And stare as long as sheep or cows?” 

-from Willian Henry Davies’ Leisure, 1911 

 
3”

Across the line of smoky hills, 

The crimson forest stands. 

And all the day the blue-jay calls 

Throughout the autumn lands.” 

-from William W. Campbell’s Indian Summer 
 

 

 

4”
What's in a name? that which we call a rose 

By any other name would smell as sweet; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 

Retain that dear perfection which he owes 

Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, 

And for that name which is no part of thee 

Take all myself.” 

-from Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, 2:1 

 
5”

The highwayman came riding, riding, riding, 

The highwayman came riding,  

Up to the old inn door.” 

 -from Alfred Noyes’ The Highwayman 

 
6
“Get thee to a nunn'ry, 

why would’st thou be a breeder of sinners?” 

-from Shakespeare’s Hamlet, 3:1 

 


