IB English HL—Senior Year

Summer Assignments 
1984 : George Orwell (annotations will be assessed)
Read 1984 by George Orwell. Annotate/highlight the text by color-coding and writing notes in the margins or on the top of the pages. Try not to let the annotations become the focus of your reading. Instead, use annotations to summarize what happened (ex: “Winston visits prole quarters”). Annotations like summaries help you stop every so often (every few pages for example) and note what mattered about the text in those pages. They also help you find parts of the narrative when we begin analysis.  
Color-code is for analysis. Use the following categories for your colors:
· Setting

· Conflict (internal and external)

· Irony

· Exaggeration
1984 will be the focus of your May, 2016 exam.

Macbeth : William Shakespeare (annotations will be assessed)
Read Macbeth by William Shakespeare.
Annotation Prompt: Playwrights are aware of the power of their works to shock the reader. Explore some of the methods Shakespeare uses to shock the reader.

To annotate:

1. Mark passages that you could define as “shocking” (there are many ways to be shocking . . .”

2. Within those passages, close read for language, imagery, tone, characterization, motif, etc. (these are the methods that may contribute to the “shock” experienced by readers)

Macbeth will be assessed during your Internal Oral Assessment (December-January).

Poetry: Eavan Boland (will be collected and assessed)
Poet Eavan Boland will be the focus of your Internal Assessment (the Oral Commentary) given December-January of this year. 
Read EVERY poem.

Use the TOASTTT strategy to annotate each poem. 
A sample is provided for “The Black Lace Fan My Mother Gave Me”

If you have any questions, email me at:  kkerns@rjuhsd.us  I will check email periodically throughout the summer.

See you next year!


The Black Lace Fan My Mother Gave Me by Eavan Boland
It was the first gift he ever gave her,
buying it for five francs in the Galeries
in pre-war Paris. It was stifling.
A starless drought made the nights stormy.

They stayed in the city for the summer.
They met in cafes. She was always early.
He was late. That evening he was later.
They wrapped the fan. He looked at his watch.

She looked down the Boulevard des Capucines.
She ordered more coffee. She stood up.
The streets were emptying. The heat was killing.
She thought the distance smelled of rain and lightning.

These are wild roses, appliqued on silk by hand,
darkly picked, stitched boldly, quickly.
The rest is tortoiseshell and has the reticent clear patience 
of its element. It is
a worn-out, underwater bullion and it keeps,
even now, an inference of its violation.
The lace is overcast as if the weather 
it opened for and offset had entered it.

The past is an empty cafe terrace.
An airless dusk before thunder. A man running.
And no way to know what happened then—
none at all—unless ,of course, you improvise:

The blackbird on this first sultry morning,
in summer, finding buds, worms, fruit,
feels the heat. Suddenly she puts out her wing—
the whole, full, flirtatious span of it. 

Title) History is not a fixed truth—it depends on perspective and the improvisation of imagination.(Theme) The ability to imagine allows us to understand the gift of our place in the natural world. Images of femininity permeate the poem and suggest that this idea of the feminine was also a “gift” from mother to daughter.
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TOASTTT Sstrategy for Poetry Analysis

Analyze postic
devicss

Title (again)

Theme

In youe own words,paraphase thepoamis about. Consider who s
speaking, who s eing spolen t0, an whthes thre i an occasion
forthepoam.

Note postic devies lke imager; figore o spasch lissimils,
‘metaphos, perscification, and symbols. Alsonofasound devicss
fkeallteation onomatoposa, assomance, and chyme

Lty sifs(changes)inpepeciv b ocking fos keywords
(oot ot Howeres i) staea ivisions, snd chnges i fine
sy

LIDDS - angusge, images, detils, dicton, sentence
structue (helps o assess the authorsatitode,a well s the
mood crated by the reader)

Considerthe titeagain. What does it now reval about the
poem?

What is the human experence o condition put forthby the
poem? Consider what i taing place.





Annotations should be written on each poem and should focus on the elements identified above. Be sure to:  

· Write your paraphrase on the poem. 

· Write your thoughts about who is speaking, who is being spoken to, and whether there is an occasion for the poem.

· Highlight/ color-code poetic devices and LIDDS that create tone(s)

· Identify and write the tone(s)

· Answer the questions in the margins of the poem.

ON THE GIFT OF THE BIRDS OF AMERICA 

BY JOHN JAMES AUDUBON
What you have given me is, of course, elegy: the red-shouldered

hawk in among these scattering partridges,

flustered at

such a descent, and the broad-winged one poised on the branch

of a pignut, and the pine siskin and the wren are

an inference

we follow in the plummet of the tern which appears to be,

from this angle anyway, impossible fragile and

if we imagine

the franchise of light these chmphor-colored wings opend out 

once with and are at such a loss for now,

then surely this

is the nature and effect of elegy: the celebration of an element

which an absence has revealed. It is

our earthliness

we love as we look at them, which we fear to lose, which we need 

this rephrasing of the air,

of the ocean

to remind us of: that evening, late in May, the Clare hills were

ghostly with hawthorn. Two swans few over us.

I can still hear

the musical insistence of their wings as they came in past

the treetops, near the lake; and we looked up,

rooted to the spot.



--Eavan Boland

That the Science of Cartography Is Limited by Eavan Boland

—and not simply by the fact that this shading of
forest cannot show the fragrance of balsam,
the gloom of cypresses,
is what I wish to prove.

When you and I were first in love we drove
to the borders of Connacht
and entered a wood there.

Look down you said: this was once a famine road.

I looked down at ivy and the scutch grass
rough-cast stone had
disappeared into as you told me
in the second winter of their ordeal, in

1847, when the crop had failed twice,
Relief Committees gave
the starving Irish such roads to build.

Where they died, there the road ended

and ends still and when I take down
the map of this island, it is never so
I can say here is
the masterful, the apt rendering of
the spherical as flat, nor
an ingenious design which persuades a curve
into a plane,
but to tell myself again that

the line which says woodland and cries hunger
and gives out among sweet pine and cypress,
and finds no horizon

will not be there. 
Object Lessons

Eavan Boland

It was yours.

Your coffee mug.  Black,

with a hunting scene on the side

(cruel theater as the kettle poured).

Together, we unpacked it

in the new house.

A hunting scene:

Dogs.  Hawking.  Silk.

Linen spread out in a meadow.

Pitchers of wine clouding in the shadow

of beech trees.  Buttermilk.

A huntsman.

A wild rabbit.

A thrush ready to sing.

A lady smiling as the huntsman kissed her:

the way land looks before disaster

strikes or suffering

becomes a habit

was not a feature

of the history we knew.  Now

it opened out before us, bright

as our curtainless October nights

whose street-lit glow

was second nature.  Or

those mornings

we drank white coffee

and shared cake in a kitchen full of

chaos, before we knew the details of

this pastoral were merely

veiled warnings

of the shiver

of the presentiment with which

we found the broken pieces of

the sparrow hawk and the kisses of

the huntsman, the pitcher

and the thrush’s never

to-be-finished

aria, an untouched meal

and the lady and the hunting horn

on the floorboards you and I had sworn

to sand down and seal

with varnish.
Anorexic by Eavan Boland

Flesh is heretic.
[image: image2]
My body is a witch.
I am burning it.

Yes I am torching
her curves and paps and wiles.
They scorch in my self denials.

How she meshed my head
in the half-truths
of her fevers

till I renounced                                     
milk and honey
and the taste of lunch.

I vomited
her hungers.
Now the bitch is burning.

I am starved and curveless.
I am skin and bone.
She has learned her lesson.

Thin as a rib
I turn in sleep.
My dreams probe

a claustrophobia
a sensuous enclosure.
How warm it was and wide

once by a warm drum,
once by the song of his breath
and in his sleeping side.


Only a little more, 
only a few more days
sinless, foodless,                          

I will slip
back into him again
as if I had never been away.

Caged so
I will grow
angular and holy

past pain,
keeping his heart
such company

as will make me forget
in a small space
the fall

into forked dark,
into python needs
heaving to hips and breasts
and lips and heat
and sweat and fat and greed. 

Making Up by Eavan Boland

My naked face

I wake to it.

How it’s dulsed and shrouded!

It’s a cloud,

a dull pre-dawn.

But I’ll soon 

see to that.

I push the blusher up.

I raddle

and I prink,

pinking bone 

till my eyes

are

a rouge-washed

flush on water.

Now the base

pales and wastes.

Light thins 

from ear to chin,

whitening in

the ocean shine

mirror set

of my eyes

that I fledge

in old darks.

I grease and full

my mouth.

It won’t stay shut:

I look 

in the glass.

My face is made, 

it says:

Take nothing, nothing

at its face value:

Legendary seas,

nakedness,

that up and stuck

lassitude

of thigh and buttock

that they prayed to –

it’s a trick.

Myths

are made by men.

The truth of this

wave-raiding

sea-heaving

made-up

tale

of a face

from the source

of the morning 

is my own:

Mine are the rouge pots,

the hot pinks,

the fledged 

and edgy mix

of light and water

out of which

I dawn.

Time and Violence
The evening was the same as any other.
I came out and stood on the step.
The suburb was closed in the weather

of an early spring and the shallow tips
of washed-out yellows of narcissi
resisted dusk. And crocuses and snowdrops.

I stood there and felt the melancholy
of growing older in such a season,
when all I could be certain of was simply

in this time of fragrance and refrain,
whatever else might flower before the fruit,
and be renewed, I would not. Not again.

A car splashed by in the twilight.
Peat smoke stayed in the windless
air overhead and I might have missed: 

a presence. Suddenly. In the very place
where I would stand in other dusks, and look
to pick out my child from the distance, 

was a shepherdess, her smile cracked,
her arm injured from the mantelpieces
and pastorals where she posed with her crook.

Then I turned and saw in the spaces
of the night sky constellations appear,
one by one, over roof-tops and houses, 

and Cassiopeia trapped: stabbed where
her thigh met her groin and her hand
her glittering wrist, with the pin-point of a star.

And by the road where rain made standing
pools of water underneath cherry trees,
and blossoms swam on their images, 

was a mermaid with invented tresses,
her breasts printed with the salt of it and all
the desolation of the North Sea in her face.

I went nearer. They were disappearing.
Dusk had turned to night but in the air—
did I imagine it?—a voice was saying: 

This is what language did to us. Here
is the wound, the silence, the wretchedness
of tides and hillsides and stars where

we languish in a grammar of sighs,
in the high-minded search for euphony,
in the midnight rhetoric of poesie.

We cannot sweat here. Our skin is icy.
We cannot breed here. Our wombs are empty.
Help us to escape youth and beauty.

Write us out of the poem. Make us human
in cadences of change and mortal pain
and words we can grow old and die in.
What We Lost

It is a winter afternoon.

The hills are frozen. Light is failing.

The distance is a crystal earshot.

A woman is mending linen in her kitchen.

She is a countrywoman.

Behind her cupboard doors she hangs sprigged,

stove-dried lavender in muslin.

Her letter and mementos and memories

are packeted in satin at the back with

gabardine and worsted and

the cambric she has made into bodices;

the good tobacco silk for Sunday Mass.

She is sewing in the kitchen.

The sugar-feel of flax is in her hands.

Dusk. And the candles brought in then.

One by one. And the quiet sweat of wax.

There is a child at her side.

The tea is poured, the stitching put down.

The child grows still, sensing something of importance.

The woman settles and begins her story.

Believe it, what we lost is here in this room

on this veiled evening.

The woman finishes. The story ends.

The child, who is my mother, gets up, moves away.

In the winter air, unheard, unshared, 

the moment happens, hangs fire, leads nowhere.

The light will fail and the room darken,

the child fall asleep and the story be forgotten.

The fields are dark already.

The frail connections have been made and are broken.

The dumb-show of legend has become language,

is becoming silence and who will know that once

words were possibilities and disappointments,

were scented closets filled with love letters

and memories and lavender hemmed into muslin,

stored in sachets, aired in bed linen;

and traveled silks and the tones of cotton

tautened into bodices, subtly shaped by breathing;

were the rooms of childhood with their griefless peace,

their hands and whispers, their candles weeping brightly?

An Irish Childhood in England: 1951

The bickering of vowels on the buses, 

the clicking of thumbs and the big hips of

the navy-skirted ticket collectors with

their crooked seams brought it home to me:

Exile. Ration-book pudding.

Bowls of dripping and the fixed smile

of the school pianist playing “Iolanthe,”

“Land of Hope and Glory” and “John Peel.”

I didn’t know what to hold, to keep.

At night, filled with some malaise

of love for what I’d never known I had, 

I fell asleep and let the moment pass.

The passing moment has become a night

of clipped shadows, freshly painted houses, 

the garden eddying in dark and heat,

my children half-awake, half-asleep.

Airless, humid dark. Leaf-noise.

The stirrings of a garden before a rain.

A hint of storm behind the risen moon.

We are what we have chosen. Did I choose to?—

in a strange city, in another country, 

on nights in a north-facing bedroom,

waiting for the sleep that never did

restore me as I’d hoped to what I’d lost---

let the world I knew become the space

between the words that I had by heart

and all the other speech that always was

becoming the language of the country that

I came to in nineteen fifty-one:

barely-gelled, a freckled six-year-old,

overdressed and sick on the plane,

when all of England to an Irish child

was nothing more than what you’d lost and how:

was the teacher in the London convent who,

when I produced “I amn’t” in the classroom

turned and said—“you’re not in Ireland now.”

The Pomegranate

The only legend I have ever loved is

the story of a daughter lost in hell.

And found and rescued there.

Love and blackmail are the gist of it.

Ceres and Persephone the names.

And the best thing about the legend is

I can enter it anywhere. And have.

As a child in exile in

a city of fogs and strange consonants,

I read it first and at first I was

an exiled child in the crackling dusk of

the underworld, the stars blighted. Later

I walked out in a summer twilight

searching for my daughter at bed-time.

When she came running I was ready

to make any bargain to keep her.

I carried her back past whitebeams

and wasps and honey-scented buddleias.

But I was Ceres then and I knew

winter was in store for every leaf

on every tree on that road.

Was inescapable for each one we passed.

And for me.

                        It is winter

and the stars are hidden.

I climb the stairs and stand where I can see 

my child asleep beside her teen magazines,

her can of Coke, her plate of uncut fruit.

The pomegranate! How can I forget it?

She could have come home and been safe

and ended the story and all

our heart-broken searching but she reached

out a hand and plucked a pomegranate.

She put out her hand and pulled down

the French sound for apple and

the noise of stone and the proof

that even in the place of death,

at the heart of legend, in the midst

of rocks full of unshed tears

ready to be diamonds by the time

the story was told, a child can be

hungry. I could warn her. There is still a chance.

The rain is cold. The road is flint-coloured.

The suburb has cars and cable television.

The veiled stars are above the ground.

It is another world. But what else

can a mother give her daughter but such

beautiful rifts in time?

If I defer the grief I will diminish the gift.

The legend will be hers as well as mine.

She will enter it. As I have.

She will wake up. She will hold

the papery flushed skin in her hand.

And to her lips. I will say nothing.

The Women

This is the hour I love: the in-between,

neither here-nor-there hour of evening.

The air is tea-coloured in the garden.

The briar rose is spilled crepe-de-Chine.

This is the time I do my work best,

going up the stairs in two minds,

in two worlds, carrying cloth or glass,

leaving something behind, bringing

something with me I should have left behind.

The hour of change, or metamorphosis,

of shape-shifting instabilities.

My time of sixth sense and second sight

when in the words I choose, the lines I write,

they rise like visions and appear to me:

women of work, of leisure, of the night,

in stove-coloured silks, in lace, in nothing,

with crewel needles, with books, with wide-open legs

who fled the hot breath of the god pursuing,

who ran from the split hoof and the thick lips 

and fell and grieved and healed into myth,

into me in the evening at my desk

testing the water with a sweet quartet,

the physical force of a dissonance—

the fission of music into syllabic heat—

and getting sick of it and standing up

and going downstairs in the last brightness

into a landscape without emphasis,

light, linear, precisely planned,

a hemisphere of tiered, aired cotton,

a hot terrain of linen from the iron

folded in and over, stacked high

neatened flat, stoving heat and white.
The Unlived Life

‘Listen to me’ I said to my neighbor,

‘how do you make a hexagon-shape template?’

So we talked about end papers,

cropped circles, block piece-work

while the children shouted and

the texture of synthetics as compared

with the touch of strong cloth

and how they both washed.

‘You start out with jest so much caliker’—

Eliza Calvert Hall of Kentucky said—

‘that’s the predestination

but when it comes to cutting/out

the quilt, why, you’re free to choose.’

Suddenly I could see us

calicoed, overawed, dressed in cotton

at the railroad crossing, watching

the flange-wheeled, steam-driven, iron omen

of another life passing, passing

wondering for a moment what it was 

we were missing as we turned for home

to choose 

in the shiver of silk and dimity

the unlived life, its symmetry

explored on a hoop with a crewel needle

under the silence of the oil light;

to formalise the terrors of routine

in the algebras of a marriage quilt

on alternate mornings when you knew

that all you owned was what you shared.

It was bed-time for the big children

and long past it for the little ones

as we turned to go 

and the height of the season went by us;

tendrils, leaps, gnarls of blossom,

asteroids and day-stars of our small world, 

the sweet-pea ascending the trellis

the clematis descended

while day backed into night

and separate darks blended the shadows

singling a star out of thin air

as we went in.

Woman in Kitchen

Breakfast over, islanded by noise,

she watches the machines go fast and slow.

She stands among them as they shake the house.

They move. Their destination is specific.

She has nowhere definite to go:

she might be a pedestrian in traffic.

White surfaces retract. White

sideboards light the white of walls.

Cups wink white in their saucers.

The light of day bleaches as it falls

on cups and sideboards. She could use

the room to tap with if she lost her sight.

Machines jigsaw everything she knows.

And she is everywhere among their furor:

the tropic of the dryer tumbling clothes.

The round lunar window of the washer.

The kettle in the toaster is a kingfisher

swooping for trout above the river’s mirror.

The wash done, the kettle boiled, the sheets

spun and clean, the dryer stops dead.

The silence is a death. It starts to bury

the room in white spaces. She turns to spread 

a cloth on the board and irons sheets

in a room white and quiet as a mortuary.

(A/poetic devices, (S)Shifts, (T)Tone


Pronouns are ambiguous—they have multiple references. This connects the personal history with the national history.


Imagery of the natural world. 1 category is imagery of weather/heat. Mood of oppression and tension. Tone: objective/distant.


SHIFT 2nd category related to the fan. Introdues 2 additional “histories”—of the woman who made the fan and of the tortoise who died so that its shell could become the fan. Tone: admiration


SHIFT 3rd category: images of fertility/bounty and sensuality linked to the blackbird. Gesture of the wing is feminine. Setting is ripe, warm.





Verb tense shifts from past to present=reflective TONE. Speaker is connecting ideas and learning from the fan.


Other devices noted:


Sentence fragments


Alliteration (s, f sounds)


Use of dash and colon





(Title)The poem is about a gift from mother to daughter. The literal gift is the fan that allows the speaker to explore personal and national history. (O) In the present (stanza 4) the speaker meditates on the fan’s beauty and value; in stanzas 1-3 she imagines the history of the gift. In stanza 5 she considers the improvisational nature of history, in 6 the nature of all life.
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