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The Poetry Kit

Word Attack Skills and Figurative Language

Purpose:
a) to allow you to examine words more closely so that you will realize how powerful words can be.


b) to help you understand how advertisers use words to manipulate you, and to entice
you to buy certain products.


c) to help you realize that you can also use words to manipulate or produce a particular emotional effect in people.


d) to help you understand some basic concepts needed to understand poetry.


e) to help you understand how various devices can make writing more colourful, effective and interesting to read.

Denotation and Connotation:

The words “overweight”, “fat”, and “plump” are synonyms, but do they mean exactly the same thing? Words, which are the building blocks of poetry, possess many shades of meaning. Meanings are not fixed and constant; they depend on the Context in which they are used, the way they are used, and the mind-set/relationship of the people using and receiving them.

Consider the following words:

a) If you were an old man, would you rather be called elderly, old or

b) If you were underweight, would you most like to be called skinny, scrawny, or slim?

As you have noticed, some of the words you have considered create pleasant and approving feelings, and others create unpleasant or disapproving feelings. If you react toward a word, whether approvingly or disapprovingly, the word is being used CONNOTATIVELY. If you feel nothing toward a word, it is being used DENOTATIVELY.

DENOTATION is the literal or exact meaning of a word (i.e., “obese” and “portly” both mean overweight). CONNOTATION is what is suggested by a word in addition to its literal meaning (i.e., “obese” means overweight, but suggests unpleasantness and poor health; “portly” also means overweight, but it suggests dignity).

Some words have connotations as a result of the way they are used, or the Context in which they are placed. Take, for example, the word “youthful”. Notice how in sentence 1 below, the word has a positive connotation, but in sentence 2, it is used negatively.

Sentence 1: The people admired the old woman’s youthful energy.

Sentence 2: His arguments showed too much youthful enthusiasm, and not enough common sense.

Exercise 1
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In the following sentences, the underlined words are being used in different contexts. Decide whether each underlined word is being used denotatively with a pleasant connotation, or with an unpleasant connotation. Write your answer on the line at the end of each sentence.
	1.
My teacher is ancient.
	

	2.
The ancient buildings were carefully preserved.
	


Exercise 2

In each of the following sentences, the underlined word causes us to respond approvingly or

disapprovingly. Replace the underlined word with a word or phrase that will produce the opposite effect. 




Example:
John firmly stated his opinion.








John pig-headedly stated his opinion.

1.
The genius was the teacher’s favourite student.

____________________________________________________________________________

2.
Mary hoarded her money.

____________________________________________________________________________

3.
The doctor was extremely self-confident.
____________________________________________________________________________

4.
The aroma from the kitchen filled the house.

____________________________________________________________________________

5.
The saxophone moaned out the melody.

____________________________________________________________________________

Exercise 3

1.
Nearly all advertisements rely heavily on the connotational use of words. The following paragraph is an advertisement for a cosmetic. Underline as many pleasantly connotational words as you can find.

“Spring-time” is a miracle. A few droplets of dewy-moist “Spring-time” will smooth out those

winter lines, giving your face the pure bloom and young sparkle of spring. See your face light up with the glow of sunshine. “Spring-time” is as natural as sunlight on the water of a stream. Don’t delay. Breathe in the fragrance of “Spring-time” today - all the dew-fresh fragrance of thecountry in a slim, trim container to fit in your purse.

[image: image6.jpg]



2.
Why are goods advertised as on sale, reduced, or reasonable, but never as cheap?

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

3.
Why would a used furniture store be called “Ye Olde Furniture Shoppe”?

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
4.
Why would “Stink-Out” be a bad name for a deodorant?

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

5.
Write a short advertisement for a bar of soap, being as soothing as you can. Underline all the pleasantly connotative words you use.

POETRY

What is a Poem?

A poem is a concise verbal snapshot of a poet’s thoughts, Poems work through the images the poets create, the sounds they use, and the ideas they communicate.

The Images of Poetry

Most poets do not make direct statements in their poems because direct statements do not appeal to our emotions. Rather, poets paint us pictures using connotationally powerful words that help us see, hear. smell, feel and understand. These pictures that poets create in our minds are called images.

Exercise 4

Example: Read the following and the answers to the questions below it.
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Miss Snettins clapped her hands briskly and glared severely at two boys who were still talking. Her hair was scraped back off her face and tied in a tight bun. Her cold eyes stared through rimless spectacles. She snapped, “Open your books”.

Questions:
a)  Has the writer made any direct statement that passes judgement on Miss Snettins? No

b)  Does the writer like or dislike Miss Snettins?      Dislikes

c) Which words in the paragraph enable you to answer the previous question? “Snettins”, 




“briskly”. “glared severely”. “scraped”. “tight”. “cold”. “stared”,“rimless”.“snapped”.

Your turn!

A. Read the following.

The cook slapped the steak down on a plate and then gouged a burnt spot out of it with his thumb nail. Then he shoveled a scoop of French fries. He pressed the steak into place with his pink, sausage fingers, afterwards wiping them on his greasy, bulging apron.

a)
Has the writer made any direct statement that passes judgement on the cook or cooking? 


____________

b)
Does the writer like or dislike the cook or the cooking? 

______
c)
Which words in the paragraph enable you to answer the previous question? List them.

d)
Which two words enable you to guess at the size and weight of the cook? What is the writer’s attitude to the cook’s size?

B. Read the following.

The old man worked on the length of wood with skilled and devoted hands. He worked patiently with his knife and chisel, coaxing the graceful shape of the chair leg from the rough wood.

a)
Has the writer made any direct statement which passes judgement on the old man or his work?




b)
Does the writer like or dislike the man? 
__


c)
Which words enable you to answer the question? List them.

Exercise 5

Select two of the sentences below. Rewrite them using connotationally powerful words that help the reader see, feel, hear, smell and/or understand the images you have created. Remember, images are designed to appeal to our senses, but every image will not appeal to every sense.

I. The man walked down the road.

2.
The child played in the sand.

3.
The pet welcomed its owner.

4.
The kite flew overhead.

The Sound Patterns of Poetry

Poetry is meant to be read aloud. As you read, listen for the rhyme and for the rhythm, which is like music. Listen for words that imitate the sounds in life. Listen for letter sounds that repeat. All these sounds add to the effect of a poem.

Rhyme has an organizing effect in a poem. It also contributes to the appeal of a poem.

The rhyme scheme of a poem refers to the arrangement of rhyming words in a poem. The rhyme scheme can be fixed, variable, simple or complex, depending on the type of poem the poet writes. The rhyme scheme helps the reader understand the meaning of the poem.

We identify the rhyme scheme of a poem by labeling the first line of a poem “a”: any line in the poem that rhymes with “a” is also labeled “a”. The first line in the poem that does not rhyme with “a” is labeled “b”; any line in the poem that rhymes with “b” is also labeled “b”. This labeling system continues until all lines in the poem are assigned a letter.
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Example:
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Daffodils

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretch in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The rhyme scheme for “Daffodils”, then, is ababcc.

Exercise 6

Identify the rhyme schemes for each of the following poems by placing letters at the end of the lines.

Then, write the total rhyme scheme on the line below each poem.
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The Song of The Old Mother


I rise in the dawn, and I kneel and I blow


Till the seed of the fire flicker and glow:


And then I must scrub and bake and sweep

The sun that brief December day.
Till stars are beginning to blink and peep:

Rose cheerless over hills of gray,
And the young lie long and dream in their

And, darkly circled, gave at noon
bed

A sadder light than waning moon
Of the matching of ribbon for bosom and


head,


And their days go over in idleness.

Rhyme Scheme________________
And they sigh if the wind but lift a tress:


While I must work because I am old.


And the seed of the fire gets feeble and cold.


                - William Butler Yeats


Rhyme Scheme_____________________

Repetition of a sound, syllable, word, phrase, line or stanza in a poem helps unify the poem by 
reinforcing or emphasizing the poet’s ideas. Sometimes, for instance, poets use words that have a pattern of vowels and consonants in common. Consider the pattern in the words flit, flick, flash, flutter, flee, and flare. You will notice that they all begin with fl- and are all concerned with rapid movement.

Exercise 7

For each of the following lists of words:

a)
identify the common vowel or consonant pattern

b)
state the idea the words have in common

1.
slop, slush, sleet, slick, slip, slimy ( ___________
2.
moan, mourn, doom, gloom, woe, forlorn ( ___________
3.
imp, slit, sip, bit, kitten ( __________
The combinations of sounds that poets use have technical names. Three combinations of sounds that we will study are Onomatopoeia, Alliteration, and Assonance.

Onomatopoeia (echo words)

Many words imitate the sounds of things. Words like “crash” and “crack”, for instance, make the sound of something breaking or snapping. When poets use words that imitate or “echo” the meaning they are trying to convey, they are using Onomatopoeia.

Exercise 8

a)
List five words which imitate animal noises.

b)
List five words which imitate loud noises.

c)
List five words which imitate the sound of running water.

Exercise 9

Underline the examples of onomatopoeia in these sentences. Many sentences have more than one example.

1.
The tiger’s tail had whipped softly at first.

2.
He loved to hear the masts creak, to breathe in the fresh and whistling gusts of wind that arose in the night.

3.
There was a smart slap of an open hand upon a neck, a quick start, and then the rattle of chains as the horse quivered from the blow.

4.
There were terraces of rippling water shooting down over the rocks.

5.
Through the building crawled the scrubwomen, their old shoes slapping.

Alliteration is the repetition of the same first consonant letter in words which stand near one another in a sentence. Good alliteration is not too excessive or obvious.

Example:
Work proceeded more rapidly now: step succeeded step.

An example of excessive use of alliteration is the well-known tongue twister “Peter Piper”.

Assonance is the repetition of the same vowel sounds in neighbouring words.

Example:
In Flander’s Fields the poppies grow


Between the crosses, row, on row.

The “o” sound imitates moaning. It imitates the sadness of the poem’s meaning.

POETIC LANGUAGE
In addition to images, connotational words, and sound effects, poets use figures of speech to help express their ideas in fresh, unexpected ways. Three types of figurative language that are commonly used in poems are Personification, Similes and Metaphors.

Personification 
Personification is a figure of speech in which an object, animal, idea or quality is given human form, character, feelings, or abilities.

Example:
The wind whistled.

The wind is being personified. It is being given the human ability to whistle.

Example:
Time marches on.


     Time is being personified. It is being given the human ability to march.

Exercise 10

Complete the following chart by stating what is being personified and what human feeling, ability, form, or characteristic is being given.

	
	Personification
	What is being personified?
	What human quality is given?

	1. 
	The flowers danced in the wind.
	
	

	2. 
	The rain drummed on the roof.
	
	

	3. 
	“But I am faint; my gashes cry for help.”
	
	

	4. 
	The gloom slinks up the stairs.
	
	


Simile

A simile is a direct comparison between two things that are basically unlike, but are similar in one way.  The words “like” or “as” are always used in the comparison.

We use similes everyday to make comparisons. We might say, “He eats like a horse”, or “This water is as cold as ice”.

A good writer or poet tends to avoid the similes of everyday language because he/she knows the reader will not pay attention to them. He/she wants to keep the readers’ interest, so fresh, imaginative similes are used.

Exercise 11

For each of the following similes, identify the two things that are being compared, and explain how they are similar.

	
	Simile
	2 things being compared:
	How are they similar?

	1. 
	Her smile was as warm as a sunbeam.
	
	

	2. 
	The arthritic man moved like a rusty hinge.
	
	

	3. 
	The river is like a snake winding through the landscape.
	
	

	4. 
	The human mind should be like a good hotel - open all year round.
	
	

	5. 
	Marriage is like doing handsprings. It looks easy until you try it.
	
	


Exercise 12

Complete the following similes by choosing words that convey original ideas. After each simile, identify the two things that are being compared, and explain how they are similar.

	
	Simile
	2 things being compared:
	How are they similar?

	1. 
	He was as nervous as __________________

___________________________________
	
	

	2. 
	It was as hard to catch as _______________

___________________________________
	
	

	3. 
	Your shoes are like ___________________

___________________________________
	
	

	4. 
	Going to school is like _________________

___________________________________
	
	


Metaphor

Metaphors are comparisons which leave out the words “like” and “as”. Instead of saying that one thing

is “like” another, metaphors imply that one thing “is” another.

Example:
The room is a pigpen.

The two things being compared are a room and a pigpen. They are similar in that they are both messy or dirty.

Example:
The woman has satiny skin.

The two things being compared are satin and skin. They are similar in that both are smooth and soft.

Example:
The fullback plowed through the field.

The two things being compared are a fullback and a plow. They are similar in that they are both strong and move forcefully.

Exercise 13

For each of the following metaphors, identify the two things being compared, and explain how they are similar.

	
	Metaphor
	2 things being compared:
	How are they similar?

	1. 
	The police combed the city for the escaped convict.
	
	

	2. 
	The woman had a fiery temper
	
	

	3. 
	Joy is the best wine.
	
	

	4. 
	The orders shot from the sergeant’s mouth.
	
	


Exercise 14 – 
Differentiating Between Similes and Metaphors:
Indicate whether each of the following sentences contains a metaphor or a simile.

Identify the two things being compared in each sentence.

Explain how the two things being compared are similar.

	
	Metaphor OR Simile?
	2 things being compared:
	How are they similar?

	1. 
	The water is crystal clear.
	
	

	2. 
	She is as stubborn as a mule.
	
	

	3. 
	The girl galloped across the grass
	
	


TYPES OF POEMS
1.  Acrostic - a poem in which the initial letter of each line has a meaning when read downward:



Example:  J 






    U 






    L 






    I 






    E 



2. Ballad (narrative poem) - originally transmitted orally

         - the story of a single episode or situation



Example:  Edmund Fitzgerald

3.  Concrete Poem - a poem in which the poem is physically arranged to resemble the topic of the poem:

                        Example:  topic is spider - shape of poem is spider

4. Limerick (Cinquain – five-line humorous poem)

Limerick Pattern


Line 1




rhyme a


Line 2




rhyme a


Line 3




rhyme b


Line 4




rhyme b


Line 5




rhyme a


Usually there is an element of surprise in the last line of the limerick.  The intended result is wit.



Example:
There was an old party of Lyme





Who married three wives at a time





When asked, "Why the third?"





He replied, "One's absurd,





And bigamy, sir, is a crime!"



Example:
There was a faith healer of Deal





Who said, "Although pain isn't real,





If I sit on a pin





And I puncture my skin





I dislike what I fancy I feel!"

5. Alphabet - Thematic Poem

· One word theme example:  Jungle

· Write one word or phrase for every letter of the alphabet - relates to topic of jungle.

6. Haiku - Japanese form

· Three short lines of 5, 7, 5 syllables respectively

· Words speak of a mood, strong feeling or atmosphere

· Usually about nature, but a person's thoughts and emotions are included.

Example:
Being Alive



Spring is a great time (5 syllables)



When hearts are light and fluffy (7 syllables)



Just like candy floss (5 syllables)

· Title is important

· Mood of joy is conveyed in "great time:, "light", "fluffy"

· Last line often compares or contrasts

7.  Diamante (Grammar Poem) - a poem that follows a pattern based on different parts of speech.  In a shortened diamante, a poet selects an object, thinks up a creative comparison for it, and then writes a poem using the pattern of the diamante.

	Example:
	Leaves
	(Line 1)  Noun

	
	Red, Purple, Green
	(Line 2)  Adj, Adj

	
	Twirling, Spinning, Dancing
	(Line 3)  ing, ing, ing

	
	Autumn's confetti
	(Line 4)  creative comparison


When you write a shortened diamante, you are creating a metaphor.

A regular diamante is a poem that shows contrast.  The last work of the poem must represent an opposite of the first word.

	Example:  
	Elephant
	(Line 1)  Noun

	
	Huge, Strong
	(Line 2)  adj, adj,

	
	Stomping, Charging, Trumpeting
	(Line 3)  ing, ing, ing

	
	Leader, Herd, One, Follower
	(Line 4) Noun, noun, noun, noun

	
	Hiding, Scurrying, Squeaking
	(Line 5)  ing, ing, ing

	
	Tiny, Defenseless
	(Line 6)  adj, adj

	
	Mouse
	(Line 7)  Noun


Questions:

1.
Why do you think this poetry pattern is called diamante?  
2.
At what point in the poem does the description switch to the mouse?

Poetry Review Exercise:
1. Find and underline or highlight the following literary examples within this poem: alliteration, allusion, euphemism, hyperbole, symbol, irony, metaphor, simile, onomatopoeia, personification, rhyme.
2. Explain why you believe that each of these literary examples is present within this poem. (ie) PROVE IT!
DO NOT GO GENTLE INTO THAT GOOD NIGHT

Written by: Dylan Thomas

Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rage at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Poetry Assignment

1)
Song Lyrics

a) On a separate piece of paper, write out the song lyrics of your choice (select a song that you believe is poetic).

b) Include the title of the song and the songwriter's name.

c) Glue the song lyrics onto the left-hand side of a sheet of Bristol board.

d) Create a collage to surround your lyrics.  The collage should be an interpretation of the lyrics.  (10) T/I
e) In paragraph form, explain the meaning of the song. (5) C 
f) Justify (three reasons) why the song is poetic. (6) T/I
g) Identify and explain three poetic devices in the lyrics. (6) K/U
2)        Poem of Choice

a) Select one poem that is about the same topic/subject matter as your chosen lyrics (take the time and effort to choose one that you like!!).
b) On a separate piece of paper, write out the poem. Include the title and the name of the poet.
c) Glue the poem on the right-hand side of the same sheet of Bristol board.
d) Explain why you selected this particular poem.
e) Explain the meaning of the poem by making direct reference to the theme of the poem. (4) T/I
f) Identify and explain three poetic devices used in the poem (be sure to select a poem that has three poetic devices). (6) K/U 
g) Identify the rhyme scheme. (1) K/U
h) Choose two images from the poem.  Write them out and explain what senses the poet is emphasizing in each image. (3) T/I; (3) C
i) Then either draw out one of these images OR create the image (using magazine clippings, a photo, etc.) (1) 
Mechanics ( spelling, grammar, punctuation, sentence structure (10) C

Presentation ( neatness, creativity, layout  (10) T/I; Application – (5)
K/U

/13
T/I

/23
C

/18
A 

/5
Poetry is for Everyone

Poetry is difficult because it is fully involved with the inescapable complexities and uncertainties of existence.  Poetry is one of the few guides that show how meaning and order are possible in a very complicated world.  Just as astronauts explore the immensities above us, poets explore the immensities within us.  They bring back new knowledge about the self, new and superior ways of feeling, and more accurate ways of seeing and interpreting the phenomena surrounding us.

e.e. cummings on what a poet is:

A poet is somebody who feels, and who expresses his feelings through words.


This may sound easy.  It isn’t.

A lot of people think or believe or know they feel—but that’s thinking or believing or knowing; not feeling.  And poetry is feeling—not knowing or believing or thinking.

Almost anyone can learn to think or believe or know, but not a single human being can be taught to feel.


Why?

Because whenever you think or you believe or you know, you’re a lot of other people: 

but the moment you feel, 

you’re nobody-but yourself.

I Wonder How Many People in This City

Johnnie’s Poem

Leonard Cohen





Alden Nowlan

I wonder how many people in this city 


Look!  I’ve written a poem!

live in furnished rooms. 




Johnnie says

Late at night when i look out at the buildings

and hands it to me

I swear I see a face in every window 



and it’s about

looking back at me 





his grandfather dying

and when I turn away





last summer, and me

I wonder how many go back to their desks


in the hospital

and write this down. 




and I want to cry,








don’t you see, because it doesn’t matter








if it’s not very good:









what matters is he knows








and it was me, his father, who told him









you write poems about what









you feel deepest and hardest.

1. Is Cohen’s poem “I Wonder How Many People in This City” actually a poem?  What is the author’s message?

2. What is the speaker of “Johnnie’s Poem” revealing about his life?  About poetry?  Do you agree with his philosophy?

The Sun is Burning Gases (Loss of a Good Friend)

Cathleen Mc Farland

I was young when

17 was a number

Too high to count

The sun was the miracle

Spinning sorcerer

That melted my crayons

Into bright wax rivers.

A golden-skinned princess lived there

Nightly in my mind,

When stars and moon

were marginal connect-the-dots,

different everytime — 

Beyond the realms of man.

Now I'm 17

And even infinity is

A place I can define.

Man has touched the moon - 

Now stretching to the stars.

I know the sun is burning gases

My princess long since turned to ashes.

1. Fill in this chart with words that would fit underneath each heading.  Use words from your own experience and words from the poem.

	Childhood
	Adulthood

	
	


2. In a sense, this poem is about growing up.  If you could remain at one age for the rest of your life, what age would that be?  Explain in a paragraph.

3. Explain the subtitle of this poem (Loss of a Good Friend).

Poetry Writing
Throughout this unit your will be writing poetry regularly.  Some days you will receive suggestions for topics or elements you must include in your poem.  On other days, you will have more freedom to decide what to write about.

Write a poem about your childhood.  Choose a vivid memory you have between the ages of 6-10.  Try use all five senses in your poem.

Prose and Poetry

Generally, it is fairly easy to distinguish between prose and poetry.  There are a number of external signs (breaks at the end of lines, stanzas, rhyme scheme, capital letters at the beginning of many lines etc.)  The most obvious difference between poems and prose is rhythm.  A poem contains words arranged in a rhythmic pattern.  Another important difference between prose and poetry is the use of imagery.  When words are used to cause us to see, hear, touch taste, or smell something, they are creating an image.  Since poetry is a very compact mode of expression, concentrated images or image patterns are often used to help the reader form a total impression.

The Argument for Ascending

Sid Marty

Sidehill gouging 
gives your ankles pain 
stiffkneed evenings 
and arthritic old age 

Slabrock and ice 
have let so many down 
from an awkward balance 
to their finger ends 
The mystery of falling 

Gravity too, is my domain 
It turns you, swimmer, over 
I watch from the steep approaches 

Would you be the man for the mountain? 
The skulls of goats, the skulls of sheep 
foot my precipitous fences 

Learn to fail sometimes, bear with me 
Your body is the cross you carry 
up to the high places 

And your reward 
a tearing wind 
a view 

of endless higher mountains

Provincial 

Miriam Waddington 

My childhood 

was full of people 

with Russian accents 

who came from 

Humble Saskatchewan 

or who lived in Regina 

and sometimes 

visited Winnipeg 

to bring regards 

from their frozen 

snowqueen city. 

In those days 

all the streetcars 

in the world slept 

in the Elmwood 

car-barns and the 

Indian moundbuilders 

were still wigwammed 

across the river 

with the birds 

who sang in the bushes 

of St. Vital. 

Since then I have 

visited Paris 

Moscow London 

and Mexico City 

I saw golden roofs 

onion domes and the 

most marvellous 

canals, I saw people 

sunning themselves 

in Luxembourg Gardens 

and on a London parkbench 

I sat beside a man 

who wore navy blue socks 

and navy blue shoes 

to match. 

All kinds of miracles: 

but I would not trade 

any of them for the 

empty spaces, the 

snowblurred geography 

of my childhood. 

Canoe Trip 

Douglas Le Pan 

What of this fabulous country 

Now that we have it reduced to a few hot hours 

And sun-burn on our backs? 

On this south side the countless archipelagoes, 

The slipway where titans sent splashing the last great 

     glaciers; 

And then up to the foot of the blue pole star 

A wilderness, 

The pinelands whose limits seem distant as Thule, 

The millions of lakes once cached and forgotten, 

The clearings enameled with blueberries, rank silence 

     about them; 

And skies that roll all day with cloud-chimeras 

To baffle the eye with portents and unwritten myths, 

The flames of sunset, the lions of gold and gules. 

Into this reservoir we dipped and pulled out lakes and 

     rivers, 

We strung them together and made our circuit. 

Now what shall be our word as we return, 

What word of this curious country? 

It is good, 

It is a good stock to own though it seldom pays dividends. 

There are holes here and there for a gold-mine or a hydro-plant. 

But the tartan of river and rock spreads undisturbed, 

The plaid of a land with little desire to buy or sell. 

The dawning light skirls out its independence; 

At noon the brazen trumpets slash the air; 

Night falls, the gulls scream sharp defiance; 

Let whoever comes to tame this land, beware! 

Can you put a bit to the lunging wind? 

Can you hold wild horses by the hair? 

Then have no hope to harness the energy here, 

It gallops along the wind away. 

But here are crooked nerves made straight, 

The fracture cured no doctor could correct. 

The hand and mind, re-knit, stand whole for work; 

The fable proves no cul-de-sac. 

Now from the maze we circle back; 

The map suggested a wealth of cloudy escapes; 

That was a dream, we have converted the dream to act. 

And what we now expect is not simplicity, 

No steady breeze, or any surprise, 

Orchids along the portage, white water, crimson leaves. 

Content, we face again the complex task. 

And yet the marvels we have seen remain. 

We think of the eagles, of the fawns at the river bend, 

The storms, the sudden sun, the clouds sheered downwards. 

O so to move! With such immaculate decision! 

O proudly as waterfalls curling like cumulus! 

120 Miles North of Winnipeg 

Dale Zieroth 

My grandfather came here years ago, 

family of eight. In the village, 

nine miles away, they knew him as 

the German and they were suspicious, being 

already settled. Later he was 

somewhat liked; still later 

forgotten. In winter everything 

went white as buffalo bones and 

the underwear froze on the line 

like corpses. Often the youngest 

was sick. Still he never thought 

of leaving. Spring was always greener 

than he'd known and summer had 

kid-high grass with sunsets big 

as God. The wheat was thick, 

the log house chinked and warm. 

The little English he spoke 

he learned from the thin grey lady 

in the one-room school, an hour away 

by foot. The oldest could hunt, the youngest 

could read. They knew nothing of 

the world he'd left, and forgotten, 

until 1914 made him an alien and 

he left them on the land he'd come to, 

120 miles north of Winnipeg. 

Answer the following on lined paper:

1. Both "The Argument for Ascending" and "Canoe Trip" present individuals involved in challenging themselves and nature. What is the similarity of their experiences? 

3. Discuss what the poet is saying in the poem "Provincial." Do you have the same feelings as those expressed by the speaker of this poem? 

4. Why was the grandfather in "120 Miles North of Winnipeg" made an alien in the year 1914? 

Having read Zieroth's "120 Miles North of Winnipeg," discuss whether you feel that people's reactions to newcomers have changed in the last seventy-five years. 

Emotion 

Genuine poetry is spontaneous. It springs from a deeper level of the self than we're aware of in daily life. Every true poem is generated by the dynamo of emotional experience, though it may take this emotion a long time to break through into the world of conscious thinking. Therefore, although a finished poem is a combination of feeling and thinking, it originates in the deep, inexplicable wells of emotion. 

Emotional experience more than anything else is what poetry gives us. And this is what we value as much as anything in life. Our lives are afloat on seas of emotion. We live there more richly than we live in any geographical world. T.S. Eliot once commented, "The poet who `thinks` is merely the poet who can express the emotional equivalent of thought." 

We all know an emotion when we feel one. We know that strong emotion has a marked and instant physical effect on us. It influences our heartbeat, our breathing, and the distribution of our blood flow (we flush or grow pale). It is no wonder that poetry affects sensitive readers in a physical way. Emily Dickinson judged poetry by its physical effect: 

If I read a poem and it makes my whole body 

so cold no fire can ever warm me I know that 

is poetry. If I feel physically as if the top of my 

head were taken off, I know that is poetry. 

These are the only ways I know it ....

We do not have to believe in the ideas of a poem to share its experience. But we do have to believe in its emotions. Our emotions are so many and so complex that we can hardly classify them. Yet these emotions, though sometimes mixed, can remain distinct. 

It is quite possible for a poem to have too much emotion. Emotion in excess of its object is called "sentimentality." Run-of-the-mill poetry often is guilty of sentimentality—emotion gone out of control and taking over. 

The poems in this section reflect a number of moods, and may cause you to reflect upon things you perhaps haven't yet had time to think about very much. Do not be surprised, however, if you find that most of the poems describe moods and emotions that you have already felt but have never put clearly into words. 

Invictus 

William Ernest Henley 

Out of the night that covers me, 

     Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods may be 

     For my unconquerable soul. 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 

     I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 

     My head is bloody, but unbowed. 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 

     Looms but the horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 

     Finds, and shall find me, unafraid. 

It matters not how strait the gate, 

     How charged with punishments the scroll, 

I am the master of my fate: 

     I am the captain of my soul. 

The Long Voyage 

Malcolm Cowley 

Not that the pines were darker there, 

nor mid-May dogwood brighter there, 

nor swifts more swift in summer air; 

       it was my own country, 

having its thunderclap of spring, 

its long midsummer ripening, 

its corn hoar-stiff at harvesting, 

     almost like any country, 

yet being mine; its face, its speech, 

its hills bent low within my reach, 

its river birch and upland beech 

     were mine, of my own country. 

Now the dark waters at the bow 

fold back, like earth against the plow; 

foam brightens like the dogwood now 

     at home, in my own country. 

Toronto Crossing 

Robert Finch 

The well-drest woman in the costly car 

Stares at the busfolk waiting in the wet, 

The soldiers thumbing rides; her cigarette 

Impeccably finds where lighter and ashtray are. 

The well-rest car round the costly woman purrs 

At its quiver of light shopping, its corner full 

Of the new books, its driver a furred fruit on wool; 

The purr the car purrs is both its and hers. 

If she were those people waiting, she wouldn't, she'd walk. 

This has been an unusually exhausting day. 

The lights have been against her all the way. 

She flicks her unfinished smoke onto the sidewalk 

As the lights change and the changed eyes of the starer 

Release the crowd for a double glance at the mirror. 

Travel 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 

The railroad track is miles away, 

     And the day is loud with voices speaking, 

Yet there isn't a train goes by all day 

     But I hear its whistle shrieking. 

All night there isn't a train goes by, 

     Though the night is still for sleep and dreaming, 

But I see its cinders red on the sky, 

     And hear its engine steaming. 

My heart is warm with the friends I make, 

     And better friends I'll not be knowing; 

Yet there isn't a train I wouldn't take, 

     No matter where it's going. 

The Sound of Silence 

Paul Simon 

Hello darkness my old friend, 

I've come to talk with you again, 

Because a vision softly creeping, 

Left its seeds while I was sleeping 

And the vision that was planted in my brain 

Still remains within the sound of silence. 

In restless dreams I walked alone, 

Narrow streets of cobble stone 

'Neath the halo of a street lamp, 

I turned my collar to the cold and damp 

When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of a neon light 

That split the night, and touched the sound of silence. 

And in the naked light I saw 

Ten thousand people maybe more, 

People talking without speaking, 

People hearing without listening, 

People writing songs that voices never share 

And no one dares disturb the sound of silence. 

"Fools!" said I, "You do not know 

Silence like a cancer grows 

Hear my words that I might teach you 

Take my arms that I might reach you." 

But my words like silent raindrops fell 

And echoed, in the wells of silence. 

And the people bowed and prayed 

To the neon God they made, 

And the sign flashed out its warning 

In the words that it was forming. 

And the sign said: 

"The words of the prophets are written 

on the subway walls and tenement halls" 

And whispered in the Sounds of silence. 

Answer the following on lined paper:  

1. In "lnvictus," is the speaker's claim to being "master" of his fate supported in the poem? In what kind of life situations can people demonstrate that they are "masters" of their souls?  Analyze this poem from your Biblical perspective.

2. What would you consider the theme of "The Long Voyage" to be? Explain. 

3. In a few seconds, the speaker of "Toronto Crossing" observes and sums up the character of the driver. From the moment the light turns red until the car moves away with the next green light, the poet has developed a negative picture of this person. Supporting your answer with references to the poem, write a character sketch of the driver. 

4. The call of distant places sometimes can be very loud, especially when life seems to grow monotonous. In "Travel," Edna St. Vincent Millay does not say exactly where she would like to go—she speaks only of the desire to see new places and have new experiences. If you could travel wherever you wished, where would it be? Why do you want to go there? 

5. What emotion is present in "The Sound of Silence"? Have you ever experienced it? How did you deal with it?  What is this poem really about? 

Reflection
A good poem may be written about anything.  In this section the range of topics include a plowman, a pile of rocks, rain, and education.  Elsewhere, we can read of everything from kisses to coffins to clouds.  A good poet doesn’t ignore the ordinary.  In poems we are often encouraged to see things we have seen before but through new eyes, in new ways.  We are encouraged to reflect upon the ordinary but also to go beyond it.  Thus, a poem may move us with imagery, may inspire us with noble themes, but also challenge us to go deeper than its surface.  Something ordinary becomes something new.  Through the poem, we experience a moment of insight.  This is reflection.

The Rock Pile

Fred Cogswell

Right in the middle of a field there stands

A huge rockpile, but most of it is one

Big stone, a lump of rock that weights a ton

Or more, too much for horses or for hands

To budge, and there the man who cleared these lands,

Jim Armstrong, in the days of brawn and grit

Wrestled for weeks in vain to lever it;

It broke his harness, traces, grappling bands.

And so Jim covered up with little stones

The only thing in life he could not beat;

But when new settlers came after a while

To look and praise in awed, admiring tones

The mighty rockpile in his field, he’d smile

A twisted smile and find the credit sweet. 

In the Street

Dorothy Livesay

In rainy weather

Who can tell

Whether we weep

Or not?

I dread the sun

For his fierce honesty.

The Ploughman

Raymond Knister

All day I follow

Watching the swift dark furrow

That curls away before me,

And care not for skies or upturned flowers,

And at the end of the field

Look backward

Ever with discontent.

A stone, a root, a strayed thought

Has warped the line of that furrow –

And urge my horses ‘round again.

Sometimes even before the row is finished

I must look backward;

To find, when I come to the end

That there I swerved.

Unappeased I leave the field,

Expectant, return.

The horses are very patient.

When I tell myself

This time

The ultimate unflawed turning

Is before my share,

They must give up their rest

Someday, someday, be sure,

I shall turn the furrow of all my hopes

But I shall not, doing it, look backward.


Modern Ode to the Modern School

Modern Ode to the Modern School 

By John Erskine

Just after the Board had brought the schools up to date

To prepare you for your Life Work

Without teaching you one superfluous thing,

Jim Reilly presented himself to be educated.

He wanted to be a bricklayer.

They taught him to be a perfect bricklayer.

And nothing more.

He knew so much about bricklaying

That the contractor made him a foreman

But he knew nothing about being a foreman.

He spoke to the School Board about it,

And they put in a night course

On how to be a foreman

And nothing more.

He became so excellent a foreman

That the contractor made him a partner.

But he knew nothing about figuring costs

Nor about bookkeeping

Nor about real estate,

And he was too proud to go back to night school.

So he hired a tutor

Who taught him these things

And nothing more.

Prospering at last

And meeting other men as prosperous,

Whenever the conversation started, he'd say to himself

"Just wait till it comes my way -

Then I'll show them!"

But they never mentioned bricklaying

Nor the art of being a foreman

Nor the whole duty of contractors,

Nor even real estate.

So Jim never said anything.

1. Explain the poet’s purpose in “Modern Ode to the Modern School.”

2. Write a paragraph in which you compare your education with that of Jim Reilly.  Do you think your education will leave gaps in your knowledge?  If so, what gaps?  What can you do about it?

Ballads

Ballads have strong associations with childhood: much children's poetry comes in ballad form, and English poets traditionally associated ballads with their national childhood as well. Ballads emphasize strong rhythms, repetition of key phrases, and rhymes; if you hear a traditional ballad, you will know that you are hearing a poem. Ballads are meant to be song-like and to remind readers of oral poetry—of parents singing to children, for instance, or of ancient poets reciting their verse to a live audience. 

Ballads do not have the same formal consistency as some other poetic forms, but one can look for certain characteristics that identify a ballad, including these: 

1. Simple language. Some ballads, especially older traditional ballads, were composed for audiences of non-specialist hearers or (later) readers. Therefore, they feature language that people can understand without specialist training or repeated readings. When later poets choose to write ballads, regardless of their intended audience, the choice of the ballad form generally implies a similar emphasis on simple language. Sometimes poets write ballads specifically to react against poetry they see as overly intellectual or obscure. 

2. Stories. Ballads tend to be narrative poems, poems that tell stories, as opposed to lyric poems, which emphasize the emotions of the speaker. 

3. Ballad stanzas. The traditional ballad stanza consists of four lines, rhymed abcb (or sometimes abab--the key is that the second and fourth lines rhyme). The first and third lines have four stresses, while the second and fourth have three. 
4. Repetition. A ballad often has a refrain, a repeated section that divides segments of the story. Many ballads also employ incremental repetition, in which a phrase recurs with minor differences as the story progresses. 

5. Dialogue. As you might expect in a narrative genre, ballads often incorporate multiple characters into their stories. Often, since changes of voice were communicated orally, written transcriptions of oral ballads give little or no indication that the speaker has changed. Writers of literary ballads, the later poems that imitate oral ballads, sometimes play with this convention. 

6. Third-person objective narration. Ballad narrators usually do not speak in the first person (unless speaking as a character in the story), and they often do not comment on their reactions to the emotional content of the ballad. 

Information adapted from http://www.cs.grinnell.edu/~simpsone/Connections/Poetry/Forms/ballad1.html

Wreck of the Hesperus

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

It was the schooner Hesperus,

That sailed the wintery sea;

And the skipper had taken his little daughter,

To bear him company.

Blue were her eyes as the fairy flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds,

That ope in the month of May.

The Skipper he stood beside the helm,

His pipe was in his mouth,

And he watched how the veering flaw did blow

The smoke now West, now South.

Then up and spake an old Sailor,

Had sailed the Spanish Main,

"I pray thee, put into yonder port,

for I fear a hurricane.

"Last night the moon had a golden ring,

And to-night no moon we see!"

The skipper, he blew whiff from his pipe,

And a scornful laugh laughed he.

Colder and louder blew the wind,

A gale from the Northeast,

The snow fell hissing in the brine,

And the billows frothed like yeast.

Down came the storm, and smote amain

The vessel in its strength;

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed,

Then leaped her cable's length.

"Come hither! come hither! my little daughter,

And do not tremble so;

For I can weather the roughest gale

That ever wind did blow."

He wrapped her warm in his seaman's coat

Against the stinging blast;

He cut a rope from a broken spar,

And bound her to the mast.

"O father! I hear the church bells ring,

Oh, say, what may it be?"

"Tis a fog-bell on a rock bound coast!" --

And he steered for the open sea.

"O father! I hear the sound of guns;

Oh, say, what may it be?"

Some ship in distress, that cannot live

In such an angry sea!"

"O father! I see a gleaming light.

Oh say, what may it be?"

But the father answered never a word,

A frozen corpse was he.

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,

With his face turned to the skies,

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow

On his fixed and glassy eyes.

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed

That saved she might be;

And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave,

On the Lake of Galilee.

And fast through the midnight dark and drear,

Through the whistling sleet and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept

Tow'rds the reef of Norman's Woe.

And ever the fitful gusts between

A sound came from the land;

It was the sound of the trampling surf,

On the rocks and hard sea-sand.

The breakers were right beneath her bows,

She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept the crew

Like icicles from her deck.

She struck where the white and fleecy waves

Looked soft as carded wool,

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side

Like the horns of an angry bull.

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,

With the masts went by the board;

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank,

Ho! ho! the breakers roared!

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,

A fisherman stood aghast,

To see the form of a maiden fair,

Lashed close to a drifting mast.

The salt sea was frozen on her breast,

The salt tears in her eyes;

And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed,

On the billows fall and rise.

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,

In the midnight and the snow!

Christ save us all from a death like this,

On the reef of Norman's Woe!

The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald

Gordon Lightfoot

The legend lives on from the Chippewa on down 

of the big lake they called "Gitche Gumee."

The lake, it is said, never gives up her dead

when the skies of November turn gloomy.

With a load of iron ore twenty-six thousand tons more

than the Edmund Fitzgerald weighed empty,

that good ship and true was a bone to be chewed

when the "Gales of November" came early. 

The ship was the pride of the American side

coming back from some mill in Wisconsin.

As the big freighters go, it was bigger than most

with a crew and good captain well seasoned,

concluding some terms with a couple of steel firms

when they left fully loaded for Cleveland.

And later that night when the ship's bell rang,

could it be the north wind they'd been feelin'?

The wind in the wires made a tattle-tale sound

and a wave broke over the railing.

And ev'ry man knew, as the captain did too

'twas the witch of November come stealin'.

The dawn came late and the breakfast had to wait

when the Gales of November came slashin'.

When afternoon came it was freezin' rain

in the face of a hurricane west wind.

When suppertime came the old cook came on deck sayin'.

"Fellas, it's too rough t'feed ya."

At seven P.M. a main hatchway caved in; he said,*

"Fellas, it's bin good t'know ya!"


The captain wired in he had water comin' in

and the good ship and crew was in peril.

And later that night when 'is lights went outta sight

came the wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald.

Does anyone know where the love of God goes

when the waves turn the minutes to hours?

The searchers all say they'd have made Whitefish Bay

if they'd put fifteen more miles behind 'er.

They might have split up or they might have capsized;

they may have broke deep and took water.

And all that remains is the faces and the names

of the wives and the sons and the daughters.

Lake Huron rolls, Superior sings

in the rooms of her ice-water mansion.

Old Michigan steams like a young man's dreams;

the islands and bays are for sportsmen.

And farther below Lake Ontario

takes in what Lake Erie can send her,

And the iron boats go as the mariners all know

with the Gales of November remembered.

In a musty old hall in Detroit they prayed,

in the "Maritime Sailors' Cathedral."

The church bell chimed 'til it rang twenty-nine times

for each man on the Edmund Fitzgerald.

The legend lives on from the Chippewa on down

of the big lake they call "Gitche Gumee."

"Superior," they said, "never gives up her dead

when the gales of November come early!"

Comparing Two Sea Ballads

The Wreck of the Hesperus

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

1. Contrast the description of the daughter with the picture we are given of her father.

2. Why does the old sailor urge the captain to put into port?  Why do you think he ignores this advice?

3. Why does the captain tie his daughter to the mast of the ship?

4. Wadsworth chose very colorful adjectives to help describe as accurately as possible the tragedy outlined in the poem.  What adjectives did he decide to use to describe the following nouns?


a) sea (stanza 1)


b) laugh (5)

c) steed (7)

d) gale (8)

e) sea (11)

f) corpse (12)

g) eyes (13)

h) sleet (15)

i) surf (16)

j) bull (18)

k) mast (20)

5. Using the previous page determine which characteristic of a traditional ballad are used in this poem.

6. Using evidence from the poem suggest a possible theme for this poem.

The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald

Gordon Lightfoot

7. List five examples of well-chosen strong verbs in this poem.

8. How can waves turn minutes into hours?

9. A poet can add a great deal of colour to his poem by careful choice of words and phrases (diction).  For each of Lightfoot’s phrases below, write in your own words what he meant.


a) “That good ship and true was a bone to be chewed when the gales of November came early.”

b) “a crew and good captain well seasoned”

c) “twas the witch of November came stealin’”

d “the gales of November came slashin’”

10. As a crew member on the Edmund Fitzgerald you have kept a diary for many years.  Only hours before the freighter sinks in the violent November storm, with little hope of rescue, your make your final entry in this diary.  Write that entry. 

Cats in the Cradle

By Harry Chapin

My child arrived just the other day

He came to the world in the usual way

But there were planes to catch and bills to pay

He learned to walk while I was away

And he was talkin' 'fore I knew it, and as he grew

He'd say "I'm gonna be like you dad

You know I'm gonna be like you"

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon

Little boy blue and the man on the moon

When you comin' home dad?

I don't know when, but we'll get together then son

You know we'll have a good time then

My son turned ten just the other day

He said, "Thanks for the ball, Dad, come on let's play

Can you teach me to throw", I said "Not today

I got a lot to do", he said, "That's ok"

And he walked away but his smile never dimmed

And said, "I'm gonna be like him, yeah

You know I'm gonna be like him"

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon

Little boy blue and the man on the moon

When you comin' home son?

I don't know when, but we'll get together then son

You know we'll have a good time then

Well, he came home from college just the other day

So much like a man I just had to say

"Son, I'm proud of you, can you sit for a while?"

He shook his head and said with a smile

"What I'd really like, Dad, is to borrow the car keys

See you later, can I have them please?"

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon

Little boy blue and the man on the moon

When you comin' home son?

I don't know when, but we'll get together then son

You know we'll have a good time then

I've long since retired, my son's moved away

I called him up just the other day

I said, "I'd like to see you if you don't mind"

He said, "I'd love to, Dad, if I can find the time

You see my new job's a hassle and kids have the flu

But it's sure nice talking to you, Dad

It's been sure nice talking to you"

And as I hung up the phone it occurred to me

He'd grown up just like me

My boy was just like me

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon

Little boy blue and the man on the moon

When you comin' home son?

I don't know when, but we'll get together then son

You know we'll have a good time then

1. In this poem, the father tells us that his boy has grown up to be just like him.  How is his son just like him?  How does the father feel about this?

2. If the father could do it all again, do you think he would raise his son any differently?  Why or why not?

3. What social comment is Chapin making in this poem?  What is the “life truth” Chapin reveals?  Do you agree?  Support your answer.

The Fog

F.R. McCreary

Slowly the fog,
Hunch-shouldered with a grey face,
Arms wide, advances,
Finger-tips touching the way
Past the dark houses
And dark gardens of roses.
Up the short street from the harbour,
Slowly the fog,
Seeking, seeking;
Arms wide, shoulders hunched,
Searching, searching,
Out through the streets to the fields,
Slowly the fog –
A blind man hunting the moon.

Fog

Carl Sandburg

The fog comes
 

on little cat feet.
 

It sits looking
 

over harbor and city
 

on silent haunches
         

and then moves on.

Fueled

Marcie Hans

Fueled

by a million

man-made

wings of fire-

the rocket tore a tunnel

through the sky-

and everybody cheered.

Fueled

only by a thought from God-

the seedling

urged its way

through thicknesses of black-

and as it pierced

the heavy ceiling of the soil-

and lauched itself

up into outer space -

no

one

even

clapped.

Rhythm

The Highwayman

Alfred Noyes

PART ONE

I

THE wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees, 

The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas, 

The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor, 

And the highwayman came riding— 

Riding—riding— 

The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.

II

He'd a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin, 

A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin; 

They fitted with never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the thigh! 

And he rode with a jewelled twinkle, 

His pistol butts a-twinkle, 

His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

III

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard, 

And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred; 

He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there 

But the landlord's black-eyed daughter, 

Bess, the landlord's daughter, 

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

IV

And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked 

Where Tim the ostler listened; his face was white and peaked; 

His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay, 

But he loved the landlord's daughter, 

The landlord's red-lipped daughter, 

Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—

V

'One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize to-night, 

But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light; 

Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day, 

Then look for me by moonlight, 

Watch for me by moonlight, 

I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.'

VI

He rose upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her hand, 

But she loosened her hair i' the casement! His face burnt like a brand 

As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast; 

And he kissed its waves in the moonlight, 

(Oh, sweet, black waves in the moonlight!) 

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonliglt, and galloped away to the West.

PART TWO

I

He did not come in the dawning; he did not come at noon; 

And out o' the tawny sunset, before the rise o' the moon, 

When the road was a gypsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor, 

A red-coat troop came marching— 

Marching—marching— 

King George's men came matching, up to the old inn-door.

II

They said no word to the landlord, they drank his ale instead, 

But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed; 

Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side! 

There was death at every window; 

And hell at one dark window; 

For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that he would ride.

III

They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest; 

They had bound a musket beside her, with the barrel beneath her breast! 

'Now, keep good watch!' and they kissed her. 

She heard the dead man say— 

Look for me by moonlight; 

Watch for me by moonlight; 

I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way!

IV

She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good! 

She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or blood! 

They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years, 

Till, now, on the stroke of midnight, 

Cold, on the stroke of midnight, 

The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was hers!

V

The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for the rest! 

Up, she stood up to attention, with the barrel beneath her breast, 

She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again; 

For the road lay bare in the moonlight; 

Blank and bare in the moonlight; 

And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her love's refrain .

VI

Tlot-tlot; tlot-tlot! Had they heard it? The horse-hoofs ringing clear; 

Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, in the distance? Were they deaf that they did not hear? 

Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill, 

The highwayman came riding, 

Riding, riding! 

The red-coats looked to their priming! She stood up, straight and still!

VII

Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence! Tlot-tlot, in the echoing night! 

Nearer he came and nearer! Her face was like a light! 

Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep breath, 

Then her finger moved in the moonlight, 

Her musket shattered the moonlight, 

Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with her death.

VIII

He turned; he spurred to the West; he did not know who stood 

Bowed, with her head o'er the musket, drenched with her own red blood! 

Not till the dawn he heard it, his face grew grey to hear 

How Bess, the landlord's daughter, 

The landlord's black-eyed daughter, 

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there.

IX

Back, he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky, 

With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high! 

Blood-red were his spurs i' the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat, 

When they shot him down on the highway, 

Down like a dog on the highway, 

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with the bunch of lace at his throat.

*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   * 

X

And still of a winter's night, they say, when the wind is in the trees, 

When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas, 

When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor, 

A highwayman comes riding— 

Riding—riding— 

A highwayman comes riding, up to the old inn-door.

XI

Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn-yard; 

He taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked and barred; 

He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there 

But the landlord's black-eyed daughter, 

Bess, the landlord's daughter, 

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair. 
1. What is the plot of this poem?  (point form)

2. What feeling is created by the author in the first stanza of The Highwayman?  How is this achieved?

3. How is treachery involved in this story?

4. In what ways is this poem a love story?

5. How does rhythm contribute to the excitement and suspense in this poem?

6. Noyes has used many descriptive words and phrases that appeal to the sense.  Fill in the following chart with appropriate words and phrases.

	Taste


	Touch
	Smell
	Hearing
	Sight


7. Select the best metaphor and the best use of alliteration in this poem.

8. Evaluate this poem from a Christian perspective.

Nonsensical and Humourous Poetry

A great many poems are written just for fun.  A poem which is both funny and good is a tricky combination, for a good joke is funniest the first time it is heard, whereas a good poem get better each time it is reread.  Often writers with a sense of humour play with words and ideas, even though the results do not mean very much.  This type of writing is called “nonsense,” because it has little or no significance beyond the funny ideas presented.

nobody loses all the time

e.e. cummings

               nobody loses all the time

              i had an uncle named 

              Sol who was a born failure and 

              nearly everybody said he should have gone 

              into vaudeville perhaps because my Uncle Sol could 

              sing McCann He Was A Diver on Xmas Eve like Hell Itself which 

              may or may not account for the fact that my Uncle

              Sol indulged in that possibly most inexcusable 

              of all to use a highfalootin phrase 

              luxuries that is or to 

              wit farming and be 

              it needlessly 

              added

              my Uncle Sol's farm 

              failed because the chickens 

              ate the vegetables so 

              my Uncle Sol had a 

              chicken farm till the 

              skunks ate the chickens when

              my Uncle Sol 

              had a skunk farm but 

              the skunks caught cold and 

              died and so 

              my Uncle Sol imitated the 

              skunks in a subtle manner

              or by drowning himself in the watertank 

              but somebody who'd given my Uncle Sol a Victor 

              Victrola and records while he lived presented to 

              him upon the auspicious occasion of his decease a 

              scruptious not to mention splendiferous funeral with 

              tall boys in black gloves and flowers and everything and 

              i remember we all cried like the Missouri 

              when my Uncle Sol's coffin lurched because 

              somebody pressed a button 

              (and down went 

              my Uncle 

              Sol

              and started a worm farm)

Waiter!...There's An Alligator in My Coffee

By Joe Rosenblatt

Waiter!...there's an alligator in my coffee.

Are you trying to be funny?

he said:

what do you want for a dime...?

...a circus?

but sir! I said,

he's swimming

around

and around

in my coffee

and he might

jump out on the table...

Feed him a lump of sugar! he snarledno!...

make it two;

it'll weigh him down

and he'll drown.

I dropped two blocks of sugar

into the swamp

two grist jaws snapped them up

and the critterhe

never drowned.

Waiter!...there's an alligator in my coffee.

Kill him! Kill him!

he said:

BASH HIS BRAINS OUT

WITH YOUR SPOON...!

By this time

considerable attention had been drawn;

around my coffee

the waiters, the owner,

and customers gathered.

What seems to be the trouble?

the owner inquired,

and I replied:

There's an alligator in my coffee!

...But the coffee's fresh, he said

and raised the cup up to his nose...

Careful! I said

he'll bite it

off

and he replied:

How absurd,

and lowered the cup

level to his mouth and

swallowed

the evidence.

Susan Simpson

Anonymous

Sudden swallows swiftly skimming,

Sunset's slowly spreading shade,

Silvery songsters sweetly singing,

Summer's soothing serenade.

Susan Simpson strolled sedately,

Stifling sobs, suppressing sighs.

Seeing Stephen Slocum, stately

She stopped, showing some surprise.

"Say," said Stephen, “sweetest sigher;

Say, shall Stephen spouseless stay?”

Susan, seeming somewhat shyer,

Showed submissiveness straightaway.

Summer's season slowly stretches,

Susan Simpson Slocum she —

So she signed some simple sketches —

Soul sought soul successfully.

Six Septembers Susan swelters;

Six sharp seasons snow supplied;

Susan's satin sofa shelters

Six small Slocums side by side.

1. Using the poems in this chapter for ideas, choose some incidents for a humorous skit or for a cartoon illustration.

2. What is funny about Rosenblatt’s poem?

3. What is Bissett mocking in his poem?

th tomato conspiracy aint worth a whol pome

Bill Bissett
very few peopul

realize ths but altho yu have 5 or 6

billyum peopul walking around beleeving

that tomatoez ar red     they ar

actually blu       nd ar sprayd 

red to make ther apperance

consistent with peopuls beleef

i was whuns inside th

      largest tomato spraying plant

in th world with binoculars nd

       camoflage material all ovr me

nd ive got th pictures to proov it

oranges uv corz ar not orange nor ar lemons

lemon color  its all a marage  it

was decreed what color things

       wud b at th beginning nd then

              theyve bin colord that

                  way evr since

          it adds to th 

     chemicals nd artifishulness uv everything

we eet tho did yu know what oranges 

       ar actually a discouraging off

color

         i was luky really to get 

out uv th tomatao factoree alive

         th tomatoez wer really

         upset to b xposed

What is poetry for two or more voices?

Poetry written for more than one person has been around for a LONG time. Though there is little documentation about when Poems for Two Voices actually came into being, most Christian churches have had a poetic liturgical reading somewhere in their services for over 400 years. Choral readings, they were called, were a back and forth between the worship leader and another parishioner or the entire congregation. No one seems to know when this form of poetry became popular as a contemporary form of poetry, but most poems specifically for two voices began to be published with some frequency in late 1980’s and early 1990’s.

Poetry written for two or more voices is a poem that is written for two or more people to perform. The poetry usually has two columns—one for each person who is reading the poem. The persons reading the poem will each take their column. Sometimes the poet wants the two readers to say something at the same time, and then the poet will write the words on the same line in each column. It’s a lot like writing a dialogue for two people.
Poems with Two Voices
· Offers two perspectives or opposing points of view
· A dialogue
· Can be done individually or in pairs
· Each voice speaks individually and then the two voices speak together.
· When speaking together, the voices comment on something they agree or agree to disagree about.
· In the end the two sides do not have to agree. They may agree to disagree.
Gone

Gone






Gone

I am your son












I am your mother

I miss you








I’m still here

I wish I could see you











Just close your eyes

I know you are in a better place









I’m always with you

I remember all the food things








I know, and there will be more

I loved your voice

And I lover your lullabies



And you loved my lullabies

I remember the smile you saved for me








You always made me smile

I wish I had spent more time with you








I cherished every moment

I tried to be strong for you








I know I needed that

I’ll love you forever




I’ll love you forever

I’ll always be with you




I’ll always be with you

Taken from English Journal – March 2005 – no author listed

One Less 

This poem is meant for two voices. The bold type is the mother of an enlisted young man and the plain type is a politician  who voted for this war but whose children will not be fighting in it. 

I have two children.



I have two children. 

One is dead.







Both are alive. 

He fought for freedom.







They live in freedom. 

I told him to enlist.







I made sure my kids did not enlist. 

I couldn’t afford their college.







I paid for them to stay home. 

A war of lies.




A war of lies. 

All for oil.




All for money. 

I lost everything.



I lost nothing. 

Freedom is gone.






More power. 

My son is gone.






One less vote. 

I had two children.



I have two children. 

Bianca Reynolds
Franklin High School
Portland, Oregon 

A Graduation Poem for Two
By Stephanie Klose
	I am a teacher
	

	
	I am a student

	Twenty years my trade
	

	Seven classrooms
	

	
	Fourteen classrooms

	Seven hundred children
	

	
	Fourteen teachers

	Have touched my life.
	Have touched my life.

	Every day I come
	Every day I come

	My choice, my call
	

	
	They make me

	I'm glad I'm here
	I'm glad I'm here.

	
	

	I come to teach
	

	
	I come to learn

	I come to earn a paycheck
	I come to earn my diploma

	I come to be with my friends
	I come to be with my friends

	
	

	I work very hard
	

	
	They make me work hard

	Lesson plans, forms and more forms
	

	
	Projects, exams, oral reports

	
	

	I have to correct so many papers
	I have to write so many papers

	
	

	I love my students
	

	
	My teachers hate me

	Sometimes I think the kids hate me
	

	
	Most of my teachers are pretty cool

	Sometimes they make me so mad
	Sometimes they make me so mad

	
	

	Like when it's only been ten minutes since lunch and they ask to go to the restroom and I know it's because they are really worried about how their hair looks...
	

	
	Well, they won't let us talk 
I write about what's important to me!

	or when they won't talk
	(silence)

	or when they won't stop talking
	

	
	It's like they don't think we have a life and we should just be able to stop it when the bell rings and start talking about what they want us to talk about instead of what is important to us.

	(glare)
	

	They can make me laugh
	

	
	I like to play 
I like to joke and put people on

	They help me stay young 
New music 
New slang
	

	
	"I love school.....not!"

	I try to challenge them
	

	
	They challenge me

	Challenge their perceptions of the world and themselves
	

	
	I challenge them back

	I try to keep them on their toes
	I try to keep them on their toes

	
	

	Sometimes I'm so proud of them
	

	
	Sometimes I get good grades

	They work hard
	I work hard on something

	They rise to my challenge
	

	They succeed
	I succeed

	I feel so proud
	I feel so proud

	
	

	All seven hundred have moved on
	

	
	It's time to move on

	I worry about them when they go
	

	
	It's kind of scary

	I hope I've provided them each with little something that will make the way a little smoother
	

	
	And exciting

	And I am often reassured as I grow to know my students each year because invariably I find something uniquely wonderful and special in each one
	

	
	

	This gives me hope
	

	Because
	Because

	They are the future
	I am the future.


Assignment:

With a partner write a Poem for two voices.  Requirements are:

· At least 15 lines per speaker

· At least 10 combined speaking lines

· Topic of your choice, some examples: relationships, siblings, war veteran to a teenager, dog to a cat, mother daughter, mother to individual who killed her child while dui, etc. The options really are limitless.

· You will type out your poem – you only need to hand in one copy

· You and your partner will memorize your poem and perform it in front of the class – make it come alive!
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Rhyme scheme





a


b


a


b


c


c
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Describe Julie with phrase for each letter





1. Who is the speaker in this poem?  Explain the effectiveness of this choice.





2. What are the arguments made against ascending?





3. Explain what the reward is for ascending.





4. Do you find Marty’s imagery effective?  Explain your answer with reference to the poem.





5. With this poem in mind, write a poem about some sport or hobby you enjoy, such as hockey, wakeboarding, snowboarding, horseback riding etc. Be sure to include the dangers, the advantages, and the main reason you enjoy this activity. 








1. What details does Cogswell supply in Jim Armstrong in “The Rock Pile”?  What can we learn by reading between the lines?  What insight are we supposed to glean from this poem?


2. In a sentence or two identify what Livesay wants her readers to understand about people in “In the Street”?


3. It seems that Knister is using the experience of plowing in “The Plowman” to reflect on something deeper?  What is the poet saying?





*2010 lyric change: 


At 7 p.m., it grew dark, it was then he said,








1. With the poem “Fueled” in mind, what type of world do we live in today?  What does our society think of itself?  What is Marcie Hans making us realize?


2. Write a poem like “Fueled”.  Think of a natural and man-made object that at first thought are not alike at all but upon closer examination share a connection.


3. Explain how McCreary’s use of personification in “The Fog” is effective.


4. Which poem about the fog do you find most true?  Explain why.
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