
Chorus of Entitlement 
—insights from W.H. Auden (1907–1973) 

Sung in the lecture hall 

o sorry, class. 
I won’t be there to invigilate your exam. 

My cancer treatments start that day. 
What about me? cried the girl in faux-poor jeans 
tweeting her latest distress. 
My feelings affected, 
pain resurrected, 
neurosis connected. 
I won’t hear that word! 

The academy conferred 
Then gave its answer: 
Never say cancer 
in front of a class. 

Sung on the radio 

o sorry, listeners. 
Our guest says you’ve ravaged the sea, 

filled it with man-made debris. 
Plastic waste intensifying, 
whales entangled, seabirds dying, 
lame excuse to say you’re trying. 
Give up that single-use bag. 

What about me? sighed the woman with the toddler 
who was that day’s second caller. 
I need plastic bags for groceries 
to transport home our cookies 
and my Keurig coffee pods. 
Cloth bags are too heavy. 
I can’t lift and carry 
unless it’s petroleum made. 
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Sung at the airport 

o sorry, travellers. 
Max 8 aircraft down, 

passengers hurtled from high. 
Families reeling, grieving, keening. 
The jets won’t fly authorities say  
and this will cause you some delay. 

What about me? vied the teacher, departing Orlando. 
I now must drive two-hundred miles, 
rent a car, 
go so far. 
Without compensation I’ve no consolation. 
What, oh what, about me? 

Sung under pressure 

o sorry, motorists. 
Atmosphere warming 

noxious clouds forming. 
Cars cause congestion, impair respiration, 
a clear correlation. 
Use transit or walk. 

What about me? tried the man with the Burberry raincoat 
who drives to his tower downtown. 
The subway has faces 
from populous places; 
they’re going to displace us 
and I catch their germs. 
I was ill without warning 
from transit this morning. 

Sung from Etobicoke 

o sorry, diners. 
The virus is shedding 

pandemic is spreading 
No meetings, no weddings, 
no in-person meals. 

Follow me! the pied piper of barbeque called 
who was fined when he kept selling ribs. 
My lockdown citation’s 
a form of castration, 
the worst degradation 
a man could endure. 
To spread an infection 
my rights need protection. 
If you fund my fight, I’ll set the world right. 

[stanza break] 
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The torturer’s horse still scratches its innocent behind on a tree 

as Icarus tumbles through space. 
An unimportant failure. 

 


