
Chapter 12 Rhythm and Meter

Rhythm
Duple meters
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Triple meters
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Accented (stressed) syllables
Unaccented syllables
End stopped lines 
Caesura
Rhetorical pause
Grammatical pause
Prose poem (1047)
Meter

Monometer
Dimeter
Trimeter
Tetrameter
Pentameter
Hexameter

Foot
Scansion
Stanza
Metrical variations
Substitution
Extra-metrical syllables
Truncation
Blank verse
Free verse

Introduction to "Songs of Innocence"



By William Blake

Piping down the valleys wild,
Piping songs of pleasant glee,
On a cloud I saw a child,
And he laughing said to me:

"Pipe a song about a Lamb!"
So I piped with merry cheer.
"Piper, pipe that song again;"
So I piped: he wept to hear. 

"Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;
Sing thy songs of happy cheer";
So I sang the same again,
While he wept with joy to hear. 

"Piper, sit thee down and write
In a book, that all may read."
So he vanished from my sight;
And I plucked a hollow reed, 

And I made a rural pen,
And I stained the water clear,
And I wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear. 

Had I the Choice
by: Walt Whitman

 
Had I the choice to tally greatest bards, 
To limn their portraits, stately, beautiful, and emulate at will, 



Homer with all his wars and warriors--Hector, Achilles, Ajax, 
Or Shakespeare's woe-entangled Hamlet, Lear, Othello--Tennyson's fair ladies, 
Meter or wit the best, or choice conceit to wield in perfect rhyme, delight of singers;
These, these, O sea, all these I'd gladly barter, 
Would you the undulation of one wave, its trick to me transfer, 
Or breathe one breath of yours upon my verse, 
And leave its odor there. 
 

The Aim was Song 
By Robert Frost -

Before man came to blow it right
The wind once blew itself untaught,
And did its loudest day and night
In any rough place where it caught.

Man came to tell it what was wrong:
I hadn't found the place to blow;
It blew too hard--the aim was song.
And listen--how it ought to go!

He took a little in his mouth,
And held it long enough for north
To be converted into south,
And then by measure blew it forth.

By measure. It was word and note,
The wind the wind had meant to be--
A little through the lips and throat.
The aim was song--the wind could see.

Because I could not stop for Death
 by Emily Dickinson

Because I could not stop for Death,
He kindly stopped for me;
The carriage held but just ourselves
And Immortality. 

We slowly drove, he knew no haste, 
And I had put away
My labor, and my leisure too,
For his civility. 



We passed the school, where children strove
At recess, in the ring;
We passed the fields of gazing grain,
We passed the setting sun. 

Or rather, be passed us;
The dews grew quivering and chill,
For only gossamer my gown,
My tippet only tulle. 

We paused before house that seemed
A swelling of the ground;
The roof was scarcely visible,
The cornice but a mound. 

Since then 'tis centuries, and yet each
Feels shorter than the day
I first surmised the horses' heads
Were toward eternity. 

Break, break, break 

by Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Break, break, break
On thy cold grey stones, O Sea!
And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

O well for the fisherman's boy,
That he shouts with his sister at play!
O well for the sailor lad,
That he sings in his boat on the bay!

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill;
But O for the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead



Will never come back to me.

 


	By William Blake

