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“To a Young Poet” by Mahmud Darwish
Darwish poem, “To a Young Poet” is an inspiration to any person who aspires to exploit his or her poetic skills. It gives insight into what it takes to make a poem and how people should regard poets. However, the verse reminds me of an experience I went through before I realized I could create a poem. The epiphany occurred to me about five years ago when I learned that the future holds either fortune or loss and that people should bear with what life presents. I will base my narration on stanza 7, line 1(Life is less alive than we think, but we don’t believe so) and verse 12, lines 1and 2(A poem is a difficult time/ is a beautiful flower in a cemetery). The three lines evoke bitter moments in my past and also remind me of the very time I wrote my first poem. 
Stanza 7, line 1, reminds me that people do not have all the time to wonder on earth. Our lives are “less alive than we think.” The statement by the persona in Darwish’s poem takes me back to the time my friend Edward lost his father, mother, and a sister in a car accident. The incidence affected me because of Edward’s family, and I maintained a close friendship. According to the persona in Darwish’s poem, human beings never take time to think about how life is short. 
However, the three never died at the same time. Edwards’s father died on the spot; his mother and sister received fatal injuries and died a week after in succession. Their death hit on a wound that I nursed since my sister passed on. I felt as if I lost everything that was legally mine. However, the incidence made me realize how fragile life was and that I could lose life any time and in any place. Therefore, life is less alive and people.
Also, Darwish’s poem, probably stanza 12, reminds me of how I discovered I could use language figuratively to point reality beyond the literal meaning of the vocabulary in poetry. After the burial of my friends, I felt overwhelmed by feelings of wanting to tell somebody something. At first, I could not understand what subject matter I would address in my talk or writing. Bitterness and fear of death filled my mind and soul. I could only write about death. I looked at my life history as if it were a story recorded on a book with chapters which contained my every failure. The first two stanzas read:
The Memories
Verse 1
For the first time I open
This mysterious book
Ugly appears the cover page
But the inside holds
A story of my life
You can share in the pain of the protagonist
If only you allow me to read it
Before tears rob me of my memories
Verse 2
The first chapter captures love
Love sweet and sour
The sweet love glued us together
My father, mother, my brother and my siter
We were a happy family
But days danced dull and nights darkened and
My father had fallen in love with death
I saw him; I saw him and her vanish
Let me read the next chapter
Before anger robs me off my memories
