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If you are not already familiar with the poems of archy and mehitabel – may I strongly
recommend them to you – they have become classics and are still available in print. archy
and mehitabel are two characters created by the American humorist and journalist, Don
Marquis (1878–1937). Marquis worked for the New York newspaper The Evening Sun and
used his column, with poems created around the characters of archy and mehitabel, as a
social satire. archy was a fictional cockroach who would type out the column overnight
while Don was out of the office. Because he was a cockroach archy could only jump on the
keys individually and could not type punctuation or capital letters – an idea preceding the
poetry of e e cummings. So now you understand the lack of capitals in this piece!
mehitabel was an alley cat of dubious reputation who believed in a previous life she had
been cleopatra. The poem I have chosen as a favourite for today is timeless.

Fran Reader
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Favourite Poem cont.

and only man is vile
as a representative
of the insect world
i have often wondered
on what man bases his claims
to superiority
everything he knows he has had
to learn whereas insects are born
knowing everything we need to know
for instance man had to invent
airplanes before he could fly
but if a fly cannot fly
as soon as he’s hatched
his parents kick him out and disown him
i should describe the human race
as a strange species of bipeds
who cannot run fast enough
to collect the money
which they owe themselves
as far as government is concerned
men after thousands of years practice
are not as well organised socially
as the average ant hill or beehive
they cannot build dwellings
as beautiful as a spiders web
and i never saw a city
full of men manage to be happy
as a congregation of mosquitos
who have discovered a fat man
on a camping trip
a man thinks he amounts to a lot
but to a mosquito
a man is merely
something to eat
i have noticed that when
chickens quit quarrelling
over their food they often
find that there is enough
for all of them i wonder
if it might not be the same
way with the human race
germs are very objectionable
to men but a germ thinks of
a man as only the swamp
in which to live
a louse i used to know
told me once millionaires
and tramps tasted alike
to him
as far as personal beauty

is concerned whoever saw
man woman or child
who could compete with a butterfly
if you tell a dancer
that she is a firefly
she is complimented
a musical composer
is all puffed up with pride
if he can catch the spirit
of a summer night full of crickets
man cannot even make war
with the efficiency and generalship
of an army of warrior ants
and he has done little else
but make war for centuries
make war and wonder
how he is going to pay for it
man is a queer looking gink
who uses what brains he has
to get himself into trouble with
and then blame it on the fates
the only invention man ever made
which insects do not have
is money and he gives up
everything else to get money
and then discovers that it was not worth
what he gave up to get it
in his envy he invents
insect exterminators
but in time every city he builds
is eaten down by insects
what i ask you now is babylon
it is the habitation of flea
also nineveh and tyre
and centipedes are dancing
in the chambers of the palace
where the kings and queens
used to quaff the ruby chalice
and proceed to their romancing
i look forward to the day
when the human race is done
and we insects romp and play
freely underneath the sun
and no roach paste is scattered
about anywhere i got another jolt of it
last night and today I seem to have a case
of intestinal flu the trouble with you
human beings is you are just plain wicked

archy


