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Poetry Unit

Lesson 1: What poetry is and is not

Objective: To see the wide parameters as well as the strict guidelines of poetry.

Activity: 

· Read aloud “Sources” in IFOW, pp. 98-100. Note: any subject at all, grounded in experience, observation and detail, “think small”—particulars not generalities; specific; show don’t tell; fresh 

· Read and discuss aspects of poetry outlined above in the poems included in the attachments.

Assignment: Write a poem using one of the topics offered on p. 101 in IFOW. No rhyme but think small. 
Lesson 2: Details and Images
Objective: To recognize importance of details and images in poetry


     To inject images and details into their poems

Activity:

· Read and discuss imagery and details (as well as “think small”) and particulars and freshness in:  “Traveling through the Dark,” p. 103 IFOW and “35/10,” p. 104 IFOW. Do the same in the model in the attachment. 
Assignment: Write a poem using imagery or rework an earlier poem by injecting strong, appropriate images. Rhyme acceptable but not required.
Lesson 3: Denotation and Connotation

Objective:  To recognize the difference between denotation and connotation.


      Write a poem making use of connotative powers of words to convey meaning.

Activity:

· Discuss examples:  childish and childlike, lively and boisterous, aggressive and pushy, cheap and inexpensive

· Use a thesaurus to find words with stronger connotations than in the original and explain what those connotative suggestions are:


Horse


Boat


Vehicle 


Simplify


Frighten

· Find other examples.

· Read and discuss connotative words in “Richard Cory,” p. 128 in IFOW.

· Read and discuss connotative words in “There is no frigate” and The long hill” in attachments.

Assignment: 

· Find examples of words with strong connotations in newspaper or magazine headlines, movie or song titles.

· Write a short poem choosing words with strong connotative powers.

Lesson 4: Poetic Devices—Similes (expressed comparisons)
Objective: To recognize similes and their value to a poem.


      To write fresh similes.

Activity: 

· Discuss explanation of simile on pp. 108-09 in IFOW. 

· Read and discuss use of similes in “Sonnet 130” in IFOW, p. 109.

· Read and discuss use of similes in “Ebb,” “Ars Poetica,” and “funny similes” in the attachments.

Assignment: Write five fresh similes. Write a short poem including at least one simile. 

Lesson 5: Poetic Devices─Metaphors (implied comparisons)

Objective: To recognize metaphors and their value to the poem.

                  To write fresh metaphors 

Activity:

· Discuss explanation of metaphors on p. 112 in IFOW

· Discuss metaphors in “Housing Shortage,”  and “Advice” p. 112-13 in IFOW

· Discuss metaphors “Sale Today” in attachment

· Write fresh metaphors. 

Assignment: Write a poem using at least one metaphor.
Lesson 6:  Poems about People

Objective: To see the poetic form as appropriate for sketching people


      To write a poem about a person

Activity:

· Read and discuss “Richard Cory” p. 128 in IFOW

· Read and discuss people poems in attachments Lucinda Matlock, Ex-Basketball Player, Leslie Aumaire

Assignment: Write a poem about a person

Lesson 7:  Sound in Poetry

Objective: To see the impact of sound on meaning.

     To write a short poem emphasizing sound.

Activity:

· Read explanation of sound in IFOW pp. 131-133. 

· Read and discuss examples in attachments.

Assignment: 

· Identify examples from advertising, speeches, music lyrics or other places that make use of the sound of words to reinforce meaning.
· Write a short poem using sound to reinforce meaning.

Lesson 8: Lyric Poetry

Objective:  To recognize the distinctive elements of lyric poetry—emotion and subjective


       To write a lyric poem

Activity:

· Read and discuss the explanation of lyric in IFOW, pp. 123-24

· Read and discuss the lyric aspects in “Westminster Bridge,” in IFOW p. 124, and in the attachments—“Almost” by E. Dickinson, and “Dream Variations,” by L. Hughes

Assignment: Write a lyric poem.

Lesson 9  Structure in Poetry (Limerick)

Objective: To recognize the use of formal structure in poetry.


       To see rhyme, rhythm, (heightens the emotional effect), rhyme (emphasis, transition, speed) line length, stanzas, and meter contributing to structure. Read aloud.

       To see limerick as a poem with definite structure. 


       To write a limerick in formal structures. 

Activity: 

· Read and discuss “formal poetry” on p. 154 in IFOW. 

· Discuss fixed forms of traditional poetry; lyric
· Read and discuss models in IFOW, p. 154 as well as in attachments.

Assignment: In pairs, write a limerick. 

Lesson 10  Structure in Poetry (Haiku)

Objective: To recognize the structure of the traditional haiku and the traditional elements.


      To write a haiku.

Activity:

· Read and discuss “haiku” in IFOW, p. 154-55.
· Read models in IFOW, p. 155- 56 as well as in attachment.
Assignment: Write a haiku.

Lesson 11: Narrative Poetry

Objective: To recognize the “story” factor in narrative poetry.


      To write a narrative poem.

Activity:

· Read explanation of narrative poetry on pp. 126-28 in IFOW

· Read “I still get calls from bill collectors,” p. 182 in IFOW

· Read “Out, Out” in attachment

Assignment: 

· Recall narrative poems from youth (Twas the Night Before Christmas) 

· Write a narrative poem. 

Lesson 12:  Structure in Poetry (sonnet)
Objective:  To recognize the characteristics of a sonnet (14 lines, rhyme scheme, meter; difference between Italian and Shakespearean)


      To write a sonnet?

Activity:

· Read and discuss explanation in IFOW, p. 156

· Read and discuss “World Is Too Much,” “Acquainted with the Night,” and “Stockyard Café in IFOW.

Assignment: Write a sonnet.

Model Poems for What poetry is and  is not

The Bean Eaters

By Gwendolyn Brooks

They eat beans mostly, this old yellow pair.
Dinner is a casual affair.

Plain chipware on a plain and creaking wood,

Tin flatware.

Two who are Mostly Good.

Two who have lived their day,

But keep on putting on their clothes

And putting things away.

And remembering…

Remembering with twinklings and twinges,

As they lean over the beans in their rented back room
That is full of beads and receipts and dolls and cloths,

Tobacco crumbs, vases, and fringes.

Winter

By William Shakespeare

When icicles hang by the wall,

And Dick the shepherd blow his nail,

And Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in pail,

When blood is nipped and ways be foul,

Then nightly sings the staring owl


“Tu whit, tu-who!”

A merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel* the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw.

And birds sit brooding in the snow,
And Marian’s nose looks red and raw,

When roasted crabs** hiss in the bowl,

Then nightly sings the staring owl


“Tu whit, tu-who!”

A merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

25. keel—skim

** crabs—crabapples

The Man He Killed
By Thomas Hardy

Had he and I but met

By some old ancient inn,

We should have sat us down to wet

Right many a nipperkin*!

But ranged as infantry,

And staring face to face, 

I shot at him as he at me,

And killed him in his place.

I shot him dead because—

Because he was my foe,

Just so: my foe of course he was; 

That’s clear enough; although

He thought he’d ‘list, perhaps

Off-hand-like—just as I—

Was out of work—had sold his traps—

No other reason why.

Yes; quaint and curious war is!

You shoot a fellow down

You’d treat if met where any bar is,

Or help to half a crown. 

25. nipperkin—half-pint cup

Plums by William Carlos Williams
I have eaten 

The plums 

That were in

The icebox

And which 

you were probably 

saving 

for breakfast

Forgive me

They were delicious

So sweet

And so cold

Model poem for Imagery
Meeting at Night 

By Robert Browning

The grey sea and the long black land;

And the yellow half-moon large and low;

And the startled little waves that leap

In fiery ringlets from their sleep,

As I gain the cove with pushing prow,

And quench its speed i’ the slushy sand.

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach;

Three fields to cross till a farm appears;

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch

And blue spurt of a lighted match,

And a voice less loud, through its joys and fears,

Than the two hearts beating each to each.

From Preludes by T. S. Eliot

The winter evening settles down 

With smell of steaks in passageways.

Six o’clock.

The burnt-out ends of smoky days.

And now a gusty shower wraps 

The grimy scraps

Of withered leaves about your feet

And newspapers from vacant lots;

The showers beat

On broken blinds and chimney-pots,

And at the corner of the street

A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps.

Exercise: Identify the points of comparison in the following passages. How does the comparison offer an image and help clarify the thought?
a)
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall 
T.S. Eliot, The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock

b)
I have no spur

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 

Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself

And falls on the other side.


William Shakespeare, Macbeth

c) The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window panes,

The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window panes,

Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,


T.S. Eliot, The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock

Models for Connotative Words

There is no frigate like a book by Emily Dickinson

There is no frigate like a book

To take us lands away,

Nor any coursers like a page 

Of prancing poetry.

This traverse may the poorest take

Without oppress of toll;

How frugal is the chariot 

That bears the human soul!

The Long Hill by Sara Teasdale

I must have passed the crest a while ago

And now I am going down—

Strange to have crossed the crest and not to know,

But the brambles were always catching the hem of my gown.

All the morning I thought how proud I should be 

To stand there straight as a queen,

Wrapped in the wind and the sun with the world under me—

But the air was dull; there was little I could have seen.

It was nearly level along the beaten track

And the brambles caught in my gown—

But it’s no use now to think of turning back,

The rest of the way will be only going down.

Model Poems for Similes
The Written Word By Anonymous

The written word

Should be clean as bone,

Clear as light,

Firm as stone.

Two words are not as good as one.

Ars Poetica By Archibald MacLeish

A poem should be palpable and mute

As a globed fruit,

Dumb 

As old medallions to the thumb,

Silent as the sleeve-worn stone

Of casement ledges where the moss has grown—

A poem should be wordless

As the flight of birds.

A poem should be motionless in time
As the moon climbs,

Leaving, as the moon releases 

Twig by twig the night-entangled trees,

Leaving, as the moon behind the winter leaves,

Memory by memory the mind—

A poem should be motionless in time

As the moon climbs.

A poem should be equal to:

Not true.

For all the history of grief

An empty doorway and a maple leaf.

For love

The leaning grasses and two lights above the sea—

A poem should not mean

But be.

Ebb by Edna St. Vincent Millay

I know what my heart is like

Since your love died:

It is like a hollow ledge

Holding a little pool

Left there by the tide,

A little tepid pool,

Drying inward from the edge.

From The Martian Chronicles by Ray Bradbury
What did Time smell like? Like dust and clocks and people. And if you wondered what time sounded like it sounded like water running in a dark cave and voices cryig and dirt dropping down upon hollow box lids, and rain. And, going further, what did Time look like? Time looked like snow dripping silently into a black room or it looked like a silent film in an ancient theater, one hundred billion faces falling like those New Year balloons, down and down into nothing…. And tonight –Tomas shoved a hand into the wind outside the truck—tonight you could almost touch Time. 

Exercise: Using images, write a paragraph or short poem describing one of the following:

Boredom
fear
loneliness
frustration

Exercise: Fill in the blanks. You may use more than one word.

a)
She was as crafty as a ______.

b) 
He fought like a _______. 

c)
When In a good mood, Uncle George was ______.

d)
Caught in his own trap, the villain _____ at the Caped Crusader.

Funny Similes

The e-mail says they are taken from actual high school essays and collected by English teachers across the country for their own amusement. Some of these kids may have bright futures as humor writers. What do you think?

1. Her face was a perfect oval, like a circle that had its two sides gently compressed by a ThighMaster.

2. His thoughts tumbled in his head, making and breaking alliances like underpants in a dryer without Cling Free.

3. He spoke with the wisdom that can only come from experience, like a guy who went blind because he looked at a solar eclipse without one of those boxes with a pinhole in it and now goes around the country speaking at high schools about the dangers of looking at a solar eclipse without one of those boxes with a pinhole in it.

4. She grew on him like she was a colony of E. Coli, and he was room-temperature Canadian beef.

5. She had a deep, throaty, genuine laugh, like that sound a dog makes just before it throws up.

6. Her vocabulary was as bad as, like, whatever.

7. He was as tall as a six-foot, three-inch tree.

8. The revelation that his marriage of 30 years had disintegrated because of his wife’s infidelity came as a rude shock, like a surcharge at a formerly surcharge-free ATM machine.

9. The little boat gently drifted across the pond exactly the way a bowling ball wouldn’t.

10. McBride fell 12 stories, hitting the pavement like a Hefty bag filled with vegetable soup.

11. From the attic came an unearthly howl. The whole scene had an eerie, surreal quality, like when you’re on vacation in another city and Jeopardy comes on at 7:00 p.m. instead of 7:30.

12. Her hair glistened in the rain like a nose hair after a sneeze.

13. The hailstones leaped from the pavement, just like maggots when you fry them in hot grease.

14. Long separated by cruel fate, the star-crossed lovers raced across the grassy field toward each other like two freight trains, one having left Cleveland at 6:36 p.m. traveling at 55 mph, the other from Topeka at 4:19 p.m. at a speed of 35 mph.

15. They lived in a typical suburban neighborhood with picket fences that resembled Nancy Kerrigan’s teeth.

16. John and Mary had never met. They were like two hummingbirds who had also never met.

17. He fell for her like his heart was a mob informant, and she was the East River.

18. Even in his last years, Granddad had a mind like a steel trap, only one that had been left out so long it had rusted shut.

19. Shots rang out, as shots are wont to do.

20. The plan was simple, like my brother-in-law Phil. But unlike Phil, this plan just might work.

21. The young fighter had a hungry look, the kind you get from not eating for a while.

22. He was as lame as a duck. Not the metaphorical lame duck, either, but a real duck that was actually lame, maybe from stepping on a land mine or something.

23. The ballerina rose gracefully en Pointe and extended one slender leg behind her, like a dog at a fire hydrant.

24. It was an American tradition, like fathers chasing kids around with power tools.

25. He was deeply in love. When she spoke, he thought he heard bells, as if she were a garbage truck backing up.

Model for Metaphors

“Sale Today” by Phyllis McGinley

What syrup, what unusual sweet,

Sticky and sharp and strong,

Wafting its poison through the street,

Has lured this buzzing throng

That swarms along the counters there

Where bargain bait is dangled—

Clustered like flies in honeyed snare,

Shrill, cross, and well entangled?
Models for Poems about People
Lucinda Matlock by Edgar Lee Masters

I went to the dances at Chandlerville,
And played snap-out* at Winchester.

One time we changed partners,

Driving home in the moonlight of middle June,

And then I found Davis.

We were married and lived together for seventy years,

Enjoying, working, raising the twelve children,

Eight of whom we lost 

Ere I had reached the age of sixty.

I spun, I wove, I kept the houses, I nursed the sick,

I made the garden, and for holiday

Rambled over the fields where sang the larks,

And by Spoon River gathering many a shell,

And many a flower and medicinal weed—

Shouting to the wooded hills, singing to the green valleys.

At ninety-six I had lived enough, that is all,

And passed to a sweet repose.

What is this I hear of sorrow and weariness,

Anger, discontent and drooping hopes?

Degenerate sons and daughters,

Life is too strong for you—

It takes life to love life.

* snap-out: game in which players hold hands in a long line and those at the end of the line are flung off when the leader makes a sudden turn

Models for People Poems (con’d)
Ex-Basketball Player by John Updike

Pearl Avenue runs past the high school lot,

Bends with the trolley tracks, and stops, cut off 

Before it has a chance to go two blocks, 

At Colonel McComsky Plaza. Barth’s garage
Is on the corner facing west, and there

Most days, you’ll find Flick Webb, who helps Barth out.

Flick stands tall among the idiot pumps—

Five on a side, the old Bubble-head style,

Their rubber elbows hanging loose and low.

One’s nostrils are two S’s, and his eyes
An E and O. And one is squat, without

A head at all—more of a football type. 

Once , Flick played for the high school team, the Wizards.

He was good—in fact the best. In ‘46

He bucketed three hundred ninety points,

A county record still. The ball loved Flick.

I saw him rack up thirty-eight or forty

In one home game. His hands were like wild birds.

He never learned a trade; he just sells gas,

Checks oil, and changes flats. Once in a while

As a gag he dribbles an inner tube,

But most of us remember anyway.

His hands are fine and nervous on the lug wrench.

It makes no difference to the lug wrench, though.

Off work, he hangs around Mae’s Luncheonette. 

Grease-gray and kind of coiled, he plays pinball,

Sips lemon cokes, and smokes those thin cigars;

Flick seldom speaks to Mae, just sits and nods 

Beyond her face towards bright applauding tiers

Of Necco Wafers, Nibs, and JuJu Beads. 

Models for People Poems (con’d)
Leslie Aumaire by Harold Witt

Few in my school understood Leslie Aumaire,

Who plucked and penciled his eyebrows and dyed his hair

And dared the difference it takes to be a dancer—

In that night dark of my school not many cared

For any attempt at art if we didn’t have to

And wouldn’t go near the edge where his feet veered.

We booed him offstage that time he came dancing on

With a painted face, in a tight ridiculous costume,

After which I don’t think he ever came back—

For us Swan Lake was someplace on the moon

And Leslie, if not a fairy, at least a freak—
Who else would whirl with girls in the afternoon

When bull shouldered helmeted heroes cleated the field?

I never found out what happened to Leslie Aumaire—

Snickered from school, he may have left for the city

And danced into crime or into the limelight there—

But few of us stopped to remember, and less to pity

A boy who practiced what we could only desire.

Models for Sound and Meaning

Sound for musical effect only:

Pease porridge hot,

Pease porridge cold,

Pease porridge in the pot,

Nine days old.

Sound to reinforce meaning:

Upon Julia’s Voice by Robert Herrick

So smooth, so sweet, so silv’ry is thy voice,

As, could they hear, the Damned would make no noise,

But listen to thee (walking in they chamber)

Melting melodious words to Lutes of Amber.

Pretty Words by Elinor Wylie

Poets make pets of pretty, docile words:

I love smooth words, like gold-enameled fish

Which circle slowly with a silken swish,

And tender ones, like downy-feathered birds:

Words shy and dappled, deep-eyed deer in herds,

Come to my hand, and playful if I wish,

Or purring softly at a silver dish,

Blue Persian kittens, fed on cream and curds. 

I love bright words, words up and singing early;

Words that are luminous in the dark, and sing:

Warm lazy words, white cattle under trees;

I love words opalescent, cool and pearly,

Like midsummer moths, and honeyed words like bees,

Gilded and sticky, with a little sting.

Phonetic intensives:

Fl—moving light: flame, flash, flicker, 

Gl—stationary light: glow, glare, gleam

Sl—smoothly wet: slide, slop, slush, slobber

Short i—small, thin: slim, sliver, wink, sip

Long o—sorrow, melancholy: gloom, doom, groan, woe

Att—particled movement: shatter scatter, chatter, rattle

Speed and movement reinforce meaning

The old dog barks backwards without getting up.

I can remember when he was a pup.


Robert Frost

Exercise: Explain how sound imitates meaning in the following:

Scratch

kick

blunt

crooked
chuckle
hiss

Lull



Assonance and Alliteration

Beat and empty barrel with the handle of a broom

Vachel Lindsey

The day of his death was a dark, cold day


W. H. Auden

The moan of the doves in immemorial elms

And murmuring of innumerable bees



Alfred Tennyson

Exercise: List five sayings (e.g. safe and sound) that use alliteration or assonance. You may include advertising slogans 
Models for Lyric Poem
Almost! By Emily Dickinson

Within my reach!

I could have touched!

I might have chanced that way!

Soft sauntered through the village,

Sauntered as soft away!

So unsuspected violets

Within the fields lie low,

Too late for striving fingers

That passed, an hour ago.

Dream Variations by Langston Hughes
To fling my arms wide

In some place of the sun,

To whirl and to dance

Till the white day is done.

Then rest at cool evening

Beneath a tall tree

While night comes on gently,

Dark like me—

That is my dream.

To fling my arms wide

In the face of the sun,

Dance! Whirl! Whirl!

Till the quick day is done.

Rest at pale evening…

A tall, slim tree…

Night coming tenderly

Black like me. 

Model Limericks

I sat next the duchess at tea.

It was just as I feared it would be:

Her rumblings abdominable

Were simply abominable,

And everyone thought it was me.

A tutor who tutored the flute

Tried to tutor two tutors to toot.

Said the two to the tutor,

“Is it harder to toot or

To tutor two tooters to toot?”

There was a young maid who said why?

Can’t I look in my ear with my eye?

If I put my mind to it,

I’m sure I can do it.

You never can tell till you try.

A decrepit old gas man named Peter,

While hunting around for the meter,

Touched a leak with his light.

He arose out of sight,

And, as anyone can see by reading this, he

Also destroyed the meter.

Model Haiku

The Mailman

With your fists ablaze

With letters and colored stamps

Beautiful mailman.


Paul Goodman

A summer shower

Along all the street, servants

Slapping shut shutters


Shiki

Characteristics:

· 5 -7 -5

· Reference to nature

· Particular event

· Time is now

Little silver fish
Pointing upstream moving downstream

In clear quick water


Soseki

Spring Road

Backward I gaze;

One whom I had chanced to meet

Is lost in haze.


Shiki

Loneliness

A fitting firefly!

“Look! There!” I start to call__

but there is no one by.


Taigi
Models for Narrative Poetry
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 their 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 that 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 them 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.

