	


Creative Writing
Poetry Unit

Selected Poems:

· Introduction to Poetry by Billy Collins 

· Faces by Sara Teasdale

· Thumbprint by Eve Merriam

· Caged Bird by Maya Angelou
· The Courage That My Mother Had by Edna St. Vincent Millay
· The Lanyard by Billy Collins
· The Revenant by Billy Collins

· Mid-Term Break by Seamus Heaney
· Out, Out by Robert Frost
· Stopping by the Woods on a Snowy Evening by Robert Frost

· Fifteen by William Stafford

· Sonnet 18 by William Shakespeare

· Ode on a Grecian Urn by John Keates

Name: ____________​_____________________________

How to Read a Poem

There’s really only one reason that poetry has gotten a reputation for being so darned “difficult”: it demands your full attention and won’t settle for less. Unlike a novel, where you can drift in and out and still follow the plot, poems are generally shorter and more intense, with less of a conventional story to follow. If you don’t make room for the experience, you probably won’t have one. 

But the rewards can be high. To make an analogy with rock and roll, it’s the difference between a two and a half minute pop song with a hook that you get sick of after the third listen, and a slow-building tour de force that sounds fresh and different every time you hear it. Once you’ve gotten a taste of the really rich stuff, you just want to listen to it over and over again and figure out: how’d they do that? 

Aside from its demands on your attention, there’s nothing too tricky about reading a poem. Like anything, it’s a matter of practice. But in case you haven’t read much (or any) poetry before, we’ve put together a short list of tips that will make it a whole lot more enjoyable.

· Follow Your Ears. It’s okay to ask, “What does it mean?” when reading a poem. But it’s even better to ask, “How does it sound?” If all else fails, treat it like a song. Even if you can’t understand a single thing about a poem’s “subject” or “theme,” you can always say something – anything – about the sound of the words. Does the poem move fast or slow? Does it sound awkward in sections or does it have an even flow? Do certain words stick out more than others? Trust your inner ear: if the poem sounds strange, it doesn’t mean you’re reading it wrong. In fact, you probably just discovered one of the poem’s secret tricks! 

· Read It Aloud. OK, we’re not saying you have to shout it from the rooftops. If you’re embarrassed and want to lock yourself in the attic and read the poem in the faintest whisper possible, go ahead. Do whatever it takes, because reading even part of poem aloud can totally change your perspective on how it works.

· Become an Archaeologist. When you’ve drunk in the poem enough times, experiencing the sound and images found there, it is sometimes fun to switch gears and to become an archaeologist (you know -- someone who digs up the past and uncovers layers of history). Treat the poem like a room you have just entered. Perhaps it’s a strange room that you’ve never seen before, filled with objects or people that you don’t really recognize. Maybe you feel a bit like Alice in Wonderland. Assume your role as an archaeologist and take some measurements. What’s the weather like? Are there people there? What kind of objects do you find? Are there more verbs than adjectives? Do you detect a rhythm? Can you hear music? Is there furniture? Are there portraits of past poets on the walls? Are there traces of other poems or historical references to be found? 

· Don’t Skim. Unlike the newspaper or a textbook, the point of poetry isn’t to cram information into your brain. We can’t repeat it enough: poetry is an experience. If you don’t have the patience to get through a long poem, no worries, just start with a really short poem. Understanding poetry is like getting a suntan: you have to let it sink in. 

· Memorize! “Memorize” is such a scary word, isn’t it? It reminds us of multiplication tables. Maybe we should have said: “Tuck the poem into your snuggly memory-space.” Or maybe not. At any rate, don’t tax yourself: if you memorize one or two lines of a poem, or even just a single cool-sounding phrase, it will start to work on you in ways you didn’t know possible. You’ll be walking through the mall one day, and all of a sudden, you’ll shout, “I get it!” Just not too loud, or you’ll get mall security on your case. 

· Be Patient. You can’t really understand a poem that you’ve only read once. You just can’t. So if you don’t get it, set the poem aside and come back to it later. And by “later” we mean days, months, or even years. Don’t rush it. It’s a much bigger accomplishment to actually enjoy a poem than it is to be able to explain every line of it. Treat the first reading as an investment – your effort might not pay off until well into the future, but when it does, it will totally be worth it. Trust us.

· Read in Crazy Places. Just like music, the experience of poetry changes depending on your mood and the environment. Read in as many different places as possible: at the beach, on a mountain, in the subway. Sometimes all it takes is a change of scenery for a poem to really come alive.

· Think Like a Poet. Here’s a fun exercise. Go through the poem one line at a time, covering up the next line with your hand so you can’t see it. Put yourself in the poet’s shoes: If I had to write a line to come after this line, what would I put? If you start to think like this, you’ll be able to appreciate all the different choices that go into making a poem. It can also be pretty humbling – at least we think so. Soon, you’ll be able to decipher a T.S. Elliot poem from a Wallace Stevens poem, sight unseen. Everyone will be so jealous.

· “Look Who’s Talking.” Ask the most basic questions possible of the poem. Two of the most important are: “Who’s talking?” and “Who are they talking to?” If it’s a Shakespeare sonnet, don’t just assume that the speaker is Shakespeare. The speaker of every poem is kind of fictional creation, and so is the audience. Ask yourself: what would it be like to meet this person? What would they look like? What’s their “deal,” anyway? 

· And, most importantly, Never Be Intimidated. Regardless of what your experience with poetry in the classroom has been, no poet wants to make his or her audience feel stupid. It’s just not good business, if you know what we mean. Sure, there might be tricky parts, but it’s not like you’re trying to unlock the secrets of the universe. Heck, if you want to ignore the “meaning” entirely, then go ahead. Why not? 

Poetry is about freedom and exposing yourself to new things. In fact, if you find yourself stuck in a poem, just remember that the poet, 9 times out of 10, was a bit of a rebel and was trying to make his friends look at life in a completely different way. Find your inner rebel too. There isn’t a single poem out there that’s “too difficult” to try out – right now, today. So hop to it. 
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Introduction to Poetry by Billy Collins
I ask them to take a poem
and hold it up to the light
like a color slide

or press an ear against its hive.

I say drop a mouse into a poem
and watch him probe his way out,

or walk inside the poem's room
and feel the walls for a light switch.

I want them to waterski
across the surface of a poem
waving at the author's name on the shore.

But all they want to do
is tie the poem to a chair with rope
and torture a confession out of it.

They begin beating it with a hose
to find out what it really means.

Discussion Questions

1. What words and images stand out to you? 

2. What is your emotional reaction to the poem (e.g., surprise, dismay, anger)? 

3. Read the poem a second time and identify any figurative language (e.g., simile, metaphor, hyperbole) you encounter. 

4. What do they think Collins is saying about the study of poetry? 

5. According to Collins, what is the real goal of reading poetry?

Faces by Sara Teasdale

Read the poem below and “see and hear” the images the author writes about in a simple fashion.  As you read, think about your own paradigms (how you view things).

People that I meet and pass



 

    In the city’s broken roar, 



     

Faces that I lose so soon



    

    And never found before,



    

Do you know how much you tell




    In the meeting of our eyes,



     

How ashamed I am, and sad



     

    To have pierced your poor disguise?

     

Secrets rushing without sound

    Crying from your hiding places—




Let me go, I cannot bear



     

    The sorrow of the passing faces.


     

--People in the restless street,



     

    Can it be, oh, can it be



     

In the meeting of our eyes

    That you know as much of me?


 

Discussion Questions

1.  What is meant by “the city’s broken roar”?

2. What imagery do you have after reading this poem?

3. Why does the speaker say that strangers are wearing disguises?

4. What could the theme of this poem be?

Quick write on “Faces” by Sara Teasdale

After reading this poem, what does it make you think of?  Do you take notice of how others might be feeling when walking through the hallways or eating lunch in the cafeteria?  Why are some people quick to judge others?  How do you think you are viewed from a distance?

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	


Alliteration and Onomatopoeia

Alliteration and onomatopoeia are poetic devices.  Both are methods of using words and sounds for effect in a poem.

Alliteration is the repetition of a beginning sound for effect.  These may be vowel or consonant sounds.  The alliterative sounds have been underlined in the following examples:

The alligator ate apples and avocados.

Walkin’ in a winter wonderland.

Underline the alliteration in these sentences:

1. The warm wind wafted across the window.

2. I accidentally ate an awful apple.

3. Slipping and sliding, I stumbled in the snow and slush.

Finish these sentences with alliterations of your own:

1. Swiftly swimming _________________________________.

2. The tired traveler __________________________________.

3. While wandering __________________________________.

Onomatopoeia is the imitation of natural sounds.  For example:  The steam hissed from the open valve.  Onomatopoeia is a poetic device that produces an auditory image to the reader.

Underline the words you “hear” in these sentences:

1. The train rumbled down the track.

2. The truck’s brakes screeched in the distance.

3. The old floor creaked as we walked across the room.

Complete the following sentences using onomatopoeia of your own:

1.  The rusty gate ___________________________________________.

2. The branches ____________________________________________.

3. The motorcycle _____________________________________________.

Similes and Metaphors

A simile is a phrase or word that describes one thing as similar to another, often unrelated thing. An example is "Jane went up the stairs as quiet as a mouse." Similes use the words "like" and/ or "as".

A metaphor is a phrase or word that states that one thing is another, often unrelated thing. An example is “Harold is a snake."

	Read the following sentences. At the end of the sentence, write in brackets whether the sentence is an example of a metaphor (M) or simile (S).
Example: The clouds were fluffy like cotton wool. (S)       

1. As slippery as an eel. 

2. He was a lion in battle. 

3. She is as pretty as a picture. 

4. The striker was a goal machine. 

5. The moon was a misty shadow. 

6. His eyes sparkled like a diamond.

Now you are going to make up similes and metaphors of your own by finishing these sentences.

1. As heavy as ______________________________________

2. He was a cold _____________________________________

3. She had skin like a _________________________________

4. As cool as _______________________________________

5. The mountain was a ________________________________

6. Slippery like a ___________________________________



	


Thumbprint by Eve Merriam

In the heel of my thumb

are whorls, whirls, wheels

in a unique design:

mine alone.

What a treasure to own!

My own flesh, my own feelings.

No other, however grand or base,

can ever contain the same.

My signature,

thumbing the pages of my time.

My universe key,

my singularity.

Impress, implant,

I am myself,

Of all my atom parts I am the sum.

And out of my blood and my brain

I make my own interior weather,

My own sun and rain.

Imprint my mark upon the world,

whatever I shall become.

Discussion Questions

1. What is the “treasure” of which the speaker is proud?

2. To the speaker, what does her thumbprint represent?

3. Identify two examples of alliteration in this poem.

4. Give an example of a metaphor the poet uses to describe her thumbprint?

Personification and Hyperboles
Personification is when you give a human quality to an inanimate object.

Personification is a comparison that treats things as if they were capable of the actions and feelings of people.

Personifications are things we feel but don’t literally see.

Examples of personification:

[image: image2.wmf] The moon slept in the night sky.

                    The star is winking at me.

A hyperbole is any extravagant statement or exaggeration for effect.

Hyperbole is used as a figure of speech.  For example:  I could sleep for a year! 

Examples of hyperboles:

               He’s so mean he eats snakes for breakfast.  [image: image3.wmf]
               I’m so hungry I could eat a horse.

Identify whether the following sentences use a hyperbole (H) or personification (P):

1. The flames called out their names.

2. After shoveling snow I was so tired I couldn’t move.

3. The clock told us it was time to go.

4. She hit the ball hard enough to fly all the way to Pittsburgh.

5. The wind whispered to the trees.

6. It was so cold her car laughed at her when she tried to start it.

7. After the dance my feet were killing me.

8. All day long I worked my fingers to the bone.
Allusions
An allusion is a reference to well-known characters or events from literature, history, or another field of knowledge. Writers use allusions to add imagery and emotion into their writing. For example, a writer could say, “He has the Midas touch when picking stocks.” King Midas was a famous character from Greek Mythology whose touch turned items into gold. 

Read the sentences below and explain their meaning based on the allusion in each sentence. Research the meaning of any allusions that are unfamiliar to you.

1. Because of the determination of its people, the country rose like a phoenix from the ashes of revolution.

a. What is a phoenix? __________________________________________________________________________

b. What does this allusion tell us about the country? _________________________________________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________
2. His rise to become head of an international corporation is a real Horatio Alger story. 

a. Who was Horatio Alger? _____________________________________________________________________

b. What does this allusion tell us about the man’s success? 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________
3. After working out at the gym, I felt like I could battle Hercules. 

a. Who was Hercules? _____________________________________________________________________

b. What does this allusion tell us about the speaker’s work out? 

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________
4. Write your own sentence using an allusion: 

________________________________________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Caged Bird by Maya Angelou
The free bird leaps
on the back of the wind
and floats downstream
till the current ends
and dips his wings
in the orange sun rays
and dares to claim the sky.

But a bird that stalks
down his narrow cage
can seldom see through
his bars of rage
his wings are clipped and
his feet are tied
so he opens his throat to sing.

The caged bird sings
with fearful trill
of the things unknown
but longed for still
and is tune is heard
on the distant hillfor the caged bird
sings of freedom

The free bird thinks of another breeze
an the trade winds soft through the sighing trees
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn
and he names the sky his own.

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream
his wings are clipped and his feet are tied
so he opens his throat to sing

The caged bird sings
with a fearful trill
of things unknown
but longed for still
and his tune is heard
on the distant hill
for the caged bird
sings of freedom. 

Discussion Questions for Caged Bird
1. Paraphrase the poem.
2. What do you think the poem is attempting to do? Educate the reader, create nostalgia , or fear, evoke a mood, etc? Is the poet effective?

3. Who is the speaker? What kind of person is the speaker? 

4. Can you identify the author’s intent/purpose?  You may also describe this as the theme or “message” of the poem.  

5. Discuss the imagery of the poem. What kinds of imagery are used? 
6. Point out examples of metaphor, simile, personification, or any other literary device and explain their significance and/ or appropriateness. Also point out significant examples of sound repetition and explain their function.

The Courage That My Mother Had by Edna St. Vincent Millay

The courage that my mother had
Went with her, and is with her still:
Rock from New England quarried;
Now granite in a granite hill.

The golden brooch my mother wore
She left behind for me to wear;
I have no thing I treasure more:
Yet, it is something I could spare.

Oh, if instead she'd left to me
The thing she took into the grave!-
That courage like a rock, which she
Has no more need of, and I have.

Discussion Questions 

1. Define courage in your own words. Provide an example of courage from your own life and/or an example of courage that you witnessed.

2. Reflecting on your own life, what personality trait do you feel people admire about you? 

3. Thinking about the people close to you (friends, family, etc), who is someone that you admire? What qualities do you admire about them? 

The Lanyard by Billy Collins
The other day I was ricocheting slowly
off the blue walls of this room,
moving as if underwater from typewriter to piano,
from bookshelf to an envelope lying on the floor,
when I found myself in the L section of the dictionary
where my eyes fell upon the word lanyard. 

No cookie nibbled by a French novelist
could send one into the past more suddenly—
a past where I sat at a workbench at a camp
by a deep Adirondack lake
learning how to braid long thin plastic strips
into a lanyard, a gift for my mother.

I had never seen anyone use a lanyard
or wear one, if that’s what you did with them,
but that did not keep me from crossing
strand over strand again and again
until I had made a boxy
red and white lanyard for my mother.

She gave me life and milk from her breasts,
and I gave her a lanyard.
She nursed me in many a sick room,
lifted spoons of medicine to my lips,
laid cold face-cloths on my forehead,
and then led me out into the airy light

and taught me to walk and swim,
and I, in turn, presented her with a lanyard.
Here are thousands of meals, she said,
and here is clothing and a good education.
And here is your lanyard, I replied,
which I made with a little help from a counselor.

Here is a breathing body and a beating heart,
strong legs, bones and teeth,
and two clear eyes to read the world, she whispered,
and here, I said, is the lanyard I made at camp.
And here, I wish to say to her now,
is a smaller gift—not the worn truth

that you can never repay your mother,
but the rueful admission that when she took
the two-tone lanyard from my hand,
I was as sure as a boy could be

that this useless, worthless thing I wove
out of boredom would be enough to make us even.
Discussion Questions

1. Provide an example of a simile. 

2 What is the mood of the poem?

3. What is the story of the poem? 

4. Using your inference skills, what type of relationship do you believe the mother and son have? Explain with specific lines for support. 

The Revenant by Billy Collins
I am the dog you put to sleep,
as you like to call the needle of oblivion,
come back to tell you this simple thing:
I never liked you--not one bit.

When I licked your face,
I thought of biting off your nose.
When I watched you toweling yourself dry,
I wanted to leap and unman you with a snap.

I resented the way you moved,
your lack of animal grace,
the way you would sit in a chair to eat,
a napkin on your lap, knife in your hand.

I would have run away, 
but I was too weak, a trick you taught me
while I was learning to sit and heel,
and--greatest of insults--shake hands without a hand.

I admit the sight of the leash
would excite me
but only because it meant I was about 
to smell things you had never touched.

You do not want to believe this,
but I have no reason to lie.
I hated the car, the rubber toys,
disliked your friends and, worse, your relatives.

The jingling of my tags drove me mad.
You always scratched me in the wrong place.
All I ever wanted from you
was food and fresh water in my metal bowls.

While you slept, I watched you breathe
as the moon rose in the sky.
It took all of my strength
not to raise my head and howl.

Now I am free of the collar,
the yellow raincoat, monogrammed sweater,
the absurdity of your lawn,
and that is all you need to know about this place

except what you already supposed
and are glad it did not happen sooner--

that everyone here can read and write,
the dogs in poetry, the cats and the others in prose.

Discussion Questions
1. Paraphrase the poem. 
2.  What do you think the poem is attempting to do? Educate the reader, create nostalgia , or fear, evoke a mood, etc? Is the poet effective?

3. Who is the speaker? What kind of person is the speaker? Is this clear? 

4. Can you identify the author’s intent/purpose?  You may also describe this as the theme or “message” of the poem.  
5. Discuss the imagery of the poem. What kinds of imagery are used? 

6. Point out examples of metaphor, simile, personification, or any other literary device and explain their significance and/ or appropriateness. Also point out significant examples of sound repetition and explain their function.

Mid –Term Break by Seamus Heaney
I sat all morning in the college sick bay
Counting bells knelling classes to a close.
At ten o'clock our neighbours drove me home.

In the porch I met my father crying -
He had always taken funerals in his stride -
And Big Jim Evans saying it was a hard blow.

The baby cooed and laughed and rocked the pram 
When I came in, and I was embarrased 
By old men standing up to shake my hand

And tell me they were 'sorry for my trouble'; 
Whispers informed strangers that I was the eldest, 
Away at school, as my mother held my hand

In hers and coughed out angry tearless sighs. 
At ten o'clock the ambulance arrived 
With the corpse, stanched and bandaged by the nurses.

Next morning I went up into the room. Snowdrops 
And candles soothed the bedside; I saw him 
For the first time in six weeks. Paler now,

Wearing a poppy bruise on his left temple. 
He lay in a four foot box, as in his cot. 
No gaudy scars, the bumper knocked him clear.

A four foot box, a foot for every year.

Discussion Questions

1. What event does this poem narrate in Heaney’s life? 

2. The title “Mid-Term Break” probably makes you think of a holiday. When did you know something was wrong? Give me the line. What else could mid-term “break” stand for?

3. What does Heaney mean by the knelling of the bells? What is the literal purpose and metaphorical purpose?

4. Provide examples of assonance.

5. What does the last line do for you? How is the speaker different by that point than during the day?

Out, Out by Robert Frost

The buzz-saw snarled and rattled in the yard
And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.
And from there those that lifted eyes could count
Five mountain ranges one behind the other
Under the sunset far into Vermont.
And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,
As it ran light, or had to bear a load.
And nothing happened: day was all but done.
Call it a day, I wish they might have said
To please the boy by giving him the half hour
That a boy counts so much when saved from work.
His sister stood beside them in her apron
To tell them "Supper." At the word, the saw,
As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,
Leaped out at the boy's hand, or seemed to leap—
He must have given the hand. However it was,
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!
The boy's first outcry was a rueful laugh,
As he swung toward them holding up the hand
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep
The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all—
Since he was old enough to know, big boy
Doing a man's work, though a child at heart—
He saw all spoiled. "Don't let him cut my hand off—
The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, sister!"
So. But the hand was gone already.
The doctor put him in the dark of ether.
He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.
And then—the watcher at his pulse took fright.
No one believed. They listened at his heart.
Little—less—nothing!—and that ended it.
No more to build on there. And they, since they
Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.and hold it up to the light   
Discussion Questions
1. Provide an example of onomatopoeia.  

2. What is the story behind the poem? 

3. Describe your reaction to the poem.

4. Do you feel people move on perhaps too quickly after one has died? 
5. Explain the reference to Macbeth. 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening by Robert Frost

Whose woods these are I think I know. _____
His house is in the village, though;_____
He will not see me stopping here _____
To watch his woods fill up with snow. _____

My little horse must think it queer_____
To stop without a farmhouse near_____
Between the woods and frozen lake _____
The darkest evening of the year. _____

He gives his harness bells a shake_____
To ask if there is some mistake. _____
The only other sound's the sweep ______
Of easy wind and downy flake. ______


The woods are lovely, dark, and deep, ______
But I have promises to keep, ________
And miles to go before I sleep,_______
And miles to go before I sleep._______

Discussion Questions

1. Label the rhyme scheme of this poem.

2. The first stanza presents the situation. What is going on in the first stanza? 

3. What is the imagery of this poem? (time of day, season, feeling)

4. Why does he stop? Why does he stop there? 

5. Why are the horse’s thoughts included in this poem? The horse acts as a foil. What do you think that might mean?

6. Is there a conflict presented in this poem? If so, what is it? Explain the resolution.

7. What are the final two lines for? What do they mean and what purpose do they serve?

8. What other meanings could the last two lines serve?
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening: An Alternate Ending

Compose an alternate ending for Robert Frost’s poem. Include a minimum of two stanzas following the rhyme scheme Frost used (in the first three stanzas). Your ending should explain where the speaker of this poem is going or why he is stopping in the woods at the time of the poem. Be creative!

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Fifteen by William Stafford

South of the Bridge on Seventeenth

I found back of the willows one summer

day a motorcycle with engine running

as it lay on its side, ticking over
slowly in the high grass. I was fifteen.
I admired all that pulsing gleam, the
shiny flanks, the demure headlights
fringed where it lay; I led it gently
to the road and stood with that
companion, ready and friendly. I was fifteen.

We could find the end of a road, meet
the sky on out Seventeenth. I thought about
hills, and patting the handle got back a
confident opinion. On the bridge we indulged
a forward feeling, a tremble. I was fifteen.

Thinking, back farther in the grass I found
the owner, just coming to, where he had flipped
over the rail. He had blood on his hand, was pale—
I helped him walk to his machine. He ran his hand
over it, called me a good man, roared away.

I stood there, fifteen.
Discussion Questions

1. What is the story of the poem? 
2. Describe two strong visual and auditory images.

3. How is the motorcycle personified?

4. How does the answer to #3 help you understand how the speaker feels about the bike?

5. What is the effect of repetition?

6. What is the theme of this poem?

7. How can this poem be an extended metaphor?
Sonnet 18 by William Shakespeare
Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? ________
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: ________
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, __________
And summer's lease hath all too short a date: ________
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, ___________
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; _________
And every fair from fair sometime declines, ________
By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd; _______
But thy eternal summer shall not fade _________
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; __________
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, __________
When in eternal lines to time thou growest: ________
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, _________
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee._________

Discussion Questions

1. Please label the rhyme scheme. 
2.  This poem is dedicated to the mysterious young man. How is this young man better than nature? Use specific examples from the sonnet.

3. What does the couplet mean? How is this accomplished? This is also the theme of the sonnet.

4. What literary element is used throughout the sonnet?

“Ode on a Grecian Urn”

John Keats, 1795 – 1821
Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness, 

  Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

  A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape 

  Of deities or mortals, or of both,

    In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?

  What men or gods are these? what maidens loth? 

What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?

   What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 

  Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d, 

  Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 

  Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;

    Bold lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 

Though winning near the goal--yet, do not grieve;

  She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 

    For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 

  Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;

And, happy melodist, unwearied,

  For ever piping songs for ever new;

More happy love! more happy, happy love! 

  For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d,

    For ever panting, and for ever young; 

All breathing human passion far above,

  That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d, 

    A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.

Who are these coming to the sacrifice? 

  To what green altar, O mysterious priest,

Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

  And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?

What little town by river or sea shore, 

  Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,

    Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn? 

And, little town, thy streets for evermore

  Will silent be; and not a soul to tell 

    Why thou art desolate, can e’er return.

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede 

  Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With forest branches and the trodden weed; 

  Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought

As doth eternity: Cold pastoral!

  When old age shall this generation waste, 

    Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st,

  ‘Beauty is truth, truth beauty’--that is all 

    Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.
Ode on a Grecian Urn Questions

1. Have you ever been happy enough that you felt you could live in that moment forever? If not, did this poem convince you that such moments are possible?

2. What’s the deal with the speaker? He’s all over the place. He seems to go from curious to nostalgic to lustful to frustrated. If you had to write his fictional life story, what would it say?

3. Why do you think the first critics of Keats’s poetry hated it so much?

4. How would you describe the overall tone of the poem? Is it joyful or sad? 

5. Is the speaker able to identify with the Ancient Greeks depicted on the urn, or is he merely excited by the "mystery" of their culture and its foreignness. Do you feel like you can identify with life on the urn?

HOW TO WRITE A… Shakespearian Sonnet

1) Your sonnet should be 14 lines.

2) Follow the rhyme pattern ABAB CDCD EFEF GG.

3) Each line should be 10 syllables. 

4) Hint: Try www.rhymer.com to help with rhyming

Review the example below to understand the structure of a Shakespearian Sonnet:

The worst day of the week is on Monday


A

I never want to get out of my bed



B

The weather is cold and the sky is gray


A

The alarm clock buzzes next to my head


B

I get ready for school and find my coat


C

I make my lunch and fill my coffee mug


D

I’d watch the news but where is the remote?

C

I find it underneath the hallway rug


D

It’s time to go and drive my car to school


E

I walk downstairs and get into my car


F

I’m out of gas I need to go refuel



E

If I stop I’ll be late my drive is far



F

Monday morning has such a busy start


G

But getting out of beds the hardest part


G

HOW TO WRITE A… Song Sonnet

PLANNING

1. Take out a piece of lined notebook paper and write the sonnet rhyme scheme (abab,cdcd,efef,gg) on the right side of the page- skipping every other line. 

2. Choose the song that will work best out of the choices you have. REMEMBER- you want to choose a song that has AT LEAST 3 different stanzas and one refrain/ hook.

3. Using a BRIGHT colored marker or pen, divide the song’s stanzas/ lyrics into segments. Each 4 line quatrain for your sonnet will come from ONE of the stanzas.

4. The refrain/ hook will be the material for your couplet.

WRITING

1. Start with the first set of lyrics you marked. Using the lyrics from the original writer, you will break down his/ her words into 4 lines, ten syllables each, with the last word of each line following the rhyme pattern-  abab.

· You may NOT make up whole lines not present in the original song.

· You MAY switch the order of lines around, use synonyms of words,  and “adjust” syllables (as Shakespeare often did). You may remove words or change their order also. 

2. Follow this pattern for the next 3 stanzas to create quatrains  2 and 3. REMEMBER- they should follow rhyme patters of cdcd and efef. This means, for example, that the last word from line 2 of your new sonnet can only rhyme with the last word from line 4- as no other “B’s” exist in the rhyme pattern.

3. For your couplet (rhyme pattern gg) you will use the refrain/ hook (repeated part in a song). This you will break down into 2 lines, ten syllables each that have a final word in each sentence that rhyme with each other- but nothing else (as above).

ANALYSIS

1. To complete your song sonnet- you must note 3 things at the bottom of the paper:

· DEFINE 3 terms: SPEAKER, SUBJECT and AUTHOR

· IDENTIFY the SPEAKER, SUBJECT AND AUTHOR of YOUR SONNET

· IDENTIFY the original song writer/ artist and original song title

Example: Original song: “He Won’t Go” by Adele

1. Some say I'll be better without you, 

2. But they don't know you like I do, 

3. Or at least the sides I thought I knew, 

4. I can't bear this time, 

5. It drags on as I lose my mind, 

6. Reminded by things I find, 

7. Like notes and clothes you've left behind, 

8. Wake me up, wake me up when all is done, 

9. I won't rise until this battle's won, 

10. My dignity's become undone, 

11. But I won't go, 

12. I can't do it on my own, 

13. If this ain't love, then what is? 

14. I'm willing to take the risk, 

15. I won't go, 

16. I can't do it on my own, 

17. If this ain't love, then what is? 

18. I'm willing to take the risk, 

19. So petrified, I'm so scared to step into this ride, 

20. What if I lose my heart and fail the climb? 

21. I won't forgive me if I give up trying, 

22. I heard his voice today, 

23. I didn't know a single word he said, 

24. Not one resemblance to the man I met, 

25. Just a vague and broken boy instead,

26. But I won't go, 

27. I can't do it on my own, 

28. If this ain't love, then what is? 

29. I'm willing to take the risk, 

30. I won't go, 

31. I can't do it on my own, 

32. If this ain't love, then what is? 

33. I am willing to take the risk, 

34. There will be times, we'll try and give it up, 

35. Bursting at the seams, no doubt, 

36. We'll almost fall apart and burn the pieces

Song Sonnet: 

A. Some say I will be better without you

B. But I just simply cannot bear this time

A. And they do not know you the way I do

B. Time drags on as I am losing my mind

C. Wake me up; wake me up when all is done

D. If this is not love, then tell me what is? 

C. I will not rise until this battle's won

D. I'm ready and willing to take the risk

E. Petrified, scared to step into this ride

F. Not one resemblance to the man I met

E. What if I lose my heart and fail the climb? 

F. I see a vague and broken boy instead

G. But I will not go, can’t do it alone
G. But I will not go, can’t be on my own.
HOW TO WRITE A…  6-Word Memoir

Visit http://www.sixwordmemoirs.com/ for ideas and tips! Or use the space below to brainstorm.

Express your life in 6 words:

	


Express your relationship with your family in 6 words:

	


Express your fondest memory in 6 words:

	


Express how your weekend was in 6 words:

	


Tell us something you feel strongly about in 6 words:

	


HOW TO WRITE A… Confronting Fear poem
1. Think about something that you fear

2. Take a picture of it or find a picture of it

3. Write a free verse poem about your fear

· It does not need to rhyme

· Simply express your fear, how you deal with it, how it paralyzes you, when you discovered you had this fear, etc.

· The sky is the limit with free verse
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What are you doing here?

You are not invited!

I don’t want you in my home!

I don’t want you crawling in my mouth while I’m asleep!

I don’t care if it’s cold outside.

You belong in the dirt out back!

Get the bug out!

Eww!

I’ve got to kill you.

Come over here you nasty thing.

Squish!  Scream!  Squish!  Scream!

Ugh, I need to clean the carpet.


HOW TO WRITE A… Memory poem
Let’s travel back in time to one of your childhood memories.  Perhaps this memory makes you feel warm and secure, perhaps it brings back the fear or sadness that you experienced at the time.  Choose a memory and think about it.

1.  PLAN.  Before writing, think about how you might begin.  For example: begin with a bit of dialogue to draw us immediately into the scene.  Try to capture the patterns of real speech—short sentences, often incomplete. Next, think about a person or place that is important to the memory.  Try to recall at least five specific details that would help us to SEE, HEAR, SMELL, or TOUCH this person or place.

2. WRITE.  Let the words flow!  Try to bring us with you, using strong verbs, crisp adjectives, lively adverbs, and lines of varying length.  Cross out and change as you go along.  Think of a few titles; choose the best.
3.  PLAN.  Before writing, think about how you might begin.  For example: begin with a bit of dialogue to draw us immediately into the scene.  Try to capture the patterns of real speech—short sentences, often incomplete. Next, think about a person or place that is important to the memory.  Try to recall at least five specific details that would help us to SEE, HEAR, SMELL, or TOUCH this person or place.

4. WRITE.  Let the words flow!  Try to bring us with you, using strong verbs, crisp adjectives, lively adverbs, and lines of varying length.  Cross out and change as you go along.  Think of a few titles; choose the best.

Memory Poem by Ilene

My grandpa owned a laundry

And my father worked there, too.

A visit from the owner’s kids

Nobody thought taboo.

We rode up on the laundry carts

With giant sacks of clothes.

The workers never seemed to mind –

They couldn’t, I suppose.

The best thing was the Coke machine –

My grandpa had the key,

Which he would use to grab a soda,

Ice-cold, just for me.
I’d place that bottle in the slot;

The cap would click and drop.

I’d gulp that Coca Cola (free!)

And never want to stop.

Though years have passed, I close my eyes

And conjure up that place –

The smell of bleach, the burlap bags,

My grandpa giving chase.

It’s strange how we can focus

On some memories so clear,

While others seem, without a trace,

To up and disappear.

That laundry had a child’s allure.

A visit was a treat;

And thinking of it now, I smile,

The recollection sweet.

HOW TO WRITE A…Tribute poem

Create a tribute poem dedicated to someone special in your life. Focus on a strong and unmatched personality trait from that person. Consider using a memory in your poem. 

· Include at least:

· one metaphor 

· one piece of imagery 
specific rhyme scheme
ANALYZE A POEM: Choose 1 poem in this packet to analyze using this graphic organizer.
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