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POETRY TERMS TO KNOW 
If you do not get these definitions in class, it is your responsibility to get them from a classmate 
 
Stanza 

Quatrain / Sestet / Octet 

Rhyme Scheme 

Connotation 

Denotation 

Euphony 

Cacophony 

Assonance 

Consonance   

Scanning / Scansion 

Caesura 

Enjambment 

Couplet  

Heroic Couplet 

Lyric 

Imagist Lyric 

Elegy 

Epigraph 

Slant Rhyme 

True Rhyme 

Narrative Poetry 

Free Verse 

Blank Verse 

Poetic License 

Sonnet (Three most common types: Shakespearean, Italian, Spenserian) 

Volta 

Villanelle  

Formal Poetry 

Ekphrastic Poetry 
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TONE MAP (for identifying the poet’s tone… because we can do better than “happy” and “sad”)

abashed 

abrasive 

abusive 

acquiescent 

accepting 

acerbic 

admiring 

adoring 

affectionate 

aghast 

allusive 

amused 

angry 

anxious 

apologetic 

apprehensive 

approving 

arch 

ardent 

argumentative 

audacious 

awe-struck 

bantering 

begrudging 

bemused 

benevolent 

biting 

bitter 

blithe 

boastful 

bored 

brisk 

bristling 

brusque 

calm 

candid 

caressing 

caustic 

cavalier 

childish 

child-like 

clipped 

cold 

complimentary 

condescending 

confident 

confused 

coy 

contemptuous 

conversational 

critical 

curt 

cutting 

cynical 

defamatory 

denunciatory 

despairing 

detached 

devil-may-care 

didactic 

disbelieving 

discouraged 

disdainful 

disparaging 

disrespectful 

distracted 

doubtful 

dramatic 

dreamy 

dry 

ecstatic 

entranced 

enthusiastic 

eulogistic 

exhilarated 

exultant 

facetious 

fanciful 

fearful 

flippant 

fond 

forceful 

frightened 

frivolous 

ghoulish 

giddy 

gleeful 

glum 

grim 

guarded 

guilty 

happy 

harsh 

haughty 

heavy-hearted 

hollow 

horrified 

humorous 

hypercritical 

indifferent 

indignant 

indulgent 

ironic 

irreverent 

joking 

joyful 

languorous 

languid 

laudatory 

light-hearted 

lingering 

loving 

marveling 

melancholy 

mistrustful 

mocking 

mysterious 

naïve 

neutral 

nostalgic 

objective 

peaceful 

pessimistic 

pitiful 

playful 

poignant 

pragmatic 

proud 

provocative 

questioning 

rallying 

reflective 

reminiscing 

reproachful 

resigned 

respectful 

restrained 

reticent 

reverent 

rueful 

sad 

sarcastic 

sardonic 

satirical 

satisfied 

seductive 

self-critical 

self-dramatizing 

self-justifying 

self-mocking 

self-pitying 

self-satisfied 

sentimental 

serious 

severe 

sharp 

shocked 

silly 

sly 

smug 

solemn 

somber 

stern 

straightforward 

stentorian 

strident 

stunned 

subdued 

swaggering 

sweet 

sympathetic 

taunting 

tense 

thoughtful 

threatening 

tired 

touchy 

trenchant 

uncertain 

understated 

upset 

urgent 

vexed 

vibrant 

wary 

whimsical 

withering 

wry 

zealous
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TPCASTT Annotations (TPCASTT explanation, slightly modified, taken from several online sources) 
 
The majority of your grade for this unit will come from your annotations of these poems. The TPCASTT 
method is an excellent way to gather your thoughts on what a poem (and a poet) is aiming to accomplish. I 
should see evidence of this level of analysis on every poem.  

T Title 

Before you even think about reading the poetry or trying to analyze it, speculate on what you 
think the poem might be about based upon the title. Authors often give clues in the title about 
where the poem is heading. Jot down what you think this poem will be about – even if it seems 
like a totally obvious guess. 

P Paraphrase 

Don’t overlook the literal meaning of the poem. One of the biggest problems that students often 
make in poetry analysis is jumping to conclusions before understanding what is literally taking 
place in the poem. When you paraphrase a poem, write EXACTLY what happens in the poem, 
but in your own words. Look at the number of sentences (not lines) in the poem—your 
paraphrase should have exactly the same number. This technique is especially helpful for older 
or more complex poems. Make sure that you understand the difference between paraphrase and a 
summary.  FOR THE SAKE OF SPACE, IF YOU HAVE NO PROBLEM 
UNDERSTANDING THE POEM YOU ARE MARKING UP, SKIP THIS STEP TO 
LEAVE ROOM FOR DEEPER ANALYSIS. 

C Choice of 
Words 

This part of TPCASTT refers to any and all poetic devices, focusing on how such devices 
contribute to the meaning, the effect, or both of a poem. You may consider connotation, 
imagery, figures of speech (simile, metaphor, personification, symbolism, etc.), diction, point of 
view, and sound devices (alliteration, euphony, cacophony, onomatopoeia, rhythm, and rhyme). 
It is always better if you attempt to explain WHY the poetic device was used, instead of simply 
indicating that is was used. This will be the most important part of any close reading of a 
poem!!! 

A Attitude 

Having examined the poem’s devices and clues closely, you are now ready to explore the 
multiple attitudes that may be present in the poem. Examination of diction, images, and details 
suggests the speaker’s attitude and contributions to the understanding. You may refer to the 
list of words on our Tone Map. That will help you. Remember that usually the tone or attitude 
cannot be named with a single word. Think complexity. 

S Shifts 

Rarely does a poem begin and end the poetic experience in the same place. As is true of most of 
us, the poet’s understanding of an experience is a gradual realization, and the poem is a 
reflection of that understanding or insight. Watch for the following keys to shifts: 
·        Key words (but, yet, however, although) 
·        Punctuation (dashes, periods, colons, ellipsis) 
·        Stanza divisions 
·        Change in line or stanza length or both 
·        Irony 
·        Changes in sound that may indicate changes in meaning 
·        Changes in diction 

T Title 
Now look at the title of the poem again, but this time on an interpretive level. What new insight 
does the title provide in understanding the poem? The title doesn’t always change meaning, but 
when it does, it really jumps out at you...  

T Theme 

What is the poem saying about the human experience, motivation, or condition? What subject 
or subjects does the poem address? What do you learn about those subjects? What idea does 
the poet want you to take away with you concerning these subjects? Remember that the 
theme of any work of literature is stated in a complete sentence. 
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Practice with TPCASTT 

The Panther  by Rainer Maria Rilke 
 
In the Jardin des Plantes, Paris 
 
His vision, from the constantly passing bars, 

has grown so weary that it cannot hold 

anything else. It seems to him there are 

a thousand bars; and behind the bars, no world. 

 

As he paces in cramped circles, over and over, 

the movement of his powerful soft strides 

is like a ritual dance around a center 

in which a mighty will stands paralyzed. 

 

Only at times, the curtain of the pupils 

lifts, quietly – an image enters in, 

rushes down through the tensed, arrested muscles, 

plunges into the heart and is gone. 

 
 
The Eagle  by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 

Close to the sun in lonely lands, 

Ringed with the azure world, he stands. 

 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 

He watches from his mountain walls, 

And like a thunderbolt, he falls. 
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Writing the Poetry Essay 

A poetry essay is not like your typical analytical essay. It varies from the traditional essay 
structure both stylistically, and in length. The analysis should begin with a thesis statement 
/ broad assertion about the topic of the poem. This is not to suggest that the thesis should 
tell the factual truth about the subject of the poem, nor should it wildly speculate about the 
“true story” beneath the surface. In a sentence, state what deeper message you thin the 
poem is aiming for. From there, the analysis should move through the poem on a line-by-
line, or stanza-by-stanza basis. As you write indicate the stanza or line number you are 
examining (see the locator phrases in bold in the sample essay). Also, pay CLOSE 
attention to the specifics of the poem, not just its general meaning. First, here’s the poem…  
 
Ozymandias  by P. B. Shelley 
 
I met a traveller from an antique land, 

Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 

Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand, 

Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 

The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 

And on the pedestal, these words appear: 

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings; 

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 

Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare 

The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 

 

 

On the following page is an essay that walks through the poem, starting with a 

UNIFYING THESIS, and then a careful, line-by-line examination. In your essay, you 

do not need to put the locator phrases (e.g. “In the third line”) in bold print. You can 

also find an extended version of this essay on our website … 

(Courses > Grade 10 > Poetry Unit)  
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There's No “I” in Irony: 
 

Analysis of “Ozymandias” by P.B. Shelley 
 

 Percy Bysshe Shelley's “Ozymandias” displays an unwillingness to learn from the 

faults of others. The title opens the poem with the speaker directing his attention to the 

former king Ozymandias, and further creates a distance between himself and the subject of 

the poem in the first two lines. The poem begins with a personal pronoun, “I,” and a past 

tense verb “met”, which reveals that he is telling a story from his past. The remainder of the 

first line shifts the narration of the poem from the poem's speaker to a different narrator, 

whose story comprises the final thirteen lines of the sonnet. This second speaker has no 

clear identity – the poem establishes “a traveller,” not even specifying gender, who comes 

from “an antique land,” using the unusual adjective “antique” to describe a contemporary 

location. And after this new narrator begins his speech, the original speaker of the poem 

never again appears. In the traveller's story, in the second line, the story shifts from the past 

tense to the present. Less than two lines into the poem, the speaker has surrendered his story 

to a cloudy figure from a murky place, who then tells a completely unrelated tale. The poem 

further creates a distance between the narrator and the poem's subject in lines 2-4 which 

describe the “trunkless legs” and “shattered visage” of the statue of Ozymandias; the traveller 

does not speak of Ozymandias, or even his statue, but rather, the remains of a statue of the 

man. The image of the statue is dehumanized in line two when the legs are immediately 

identified as being “of stone,” and in the selection of “visage” to describe the statue's face in 

line 4. Lines 5 and 6 further describe the visage in a mechanical way, with two of the three 

descriptions (“frown,” and “sneer of cold command”) point to the face's expression rather 

than to the face itself. Ozymandias the king is reduced to a “wrinkled lip” and a series of 

external descriptions.  
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 The poem is not entirely successful in dehumanizing the statue's subject, or in 

removing the speaker from the poem, however. Shelley uses the active verbs “stand” and 

“tell” to describe the statue's legs and lips, reasserting Ozymandias's humanness. The poem's 

title is immediately followed in the first line by the lone personal pronoun that refers to the 

speaker of the poem, thus binding the two subjects together. The similar assonance and 

internal rhyming of the two speakers' opening sentences – “traveller,” “antique land,” “vast,” 

“Stand,” and “sand” connect their stories, and suggest that the speaker cannot fully vanish 

from this tale. Line six further humanizes the statue, as it indicates that the sculptor of the 

statue could understand Ozymandias's emotions, which “yet survive” after centuries, despite 

being surrounded by “lifeless things”. Immediately after this statue begins to project emotion, 

the traveller meditates on “the hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed,” envisioning 

Ozymandias as he once lived and ruled (8). In the opening octet of the poem, the narration 

shifts from cool detachment to compassion and anger, which leads to the volta of the sonnet. 

Line 9 directs the poem's attention to the pedestal of the statue, the lone piece of the statue 

mentioned in the entire poem that is not in fact a part of Ozymandias. Yet, the traveller then 

recites the engraving on the statue, which are the words of Ozymandias himself. The words 

“appear” on the statue, suggesting an almost magical quality to what is about to be spoken, 

and in lines 10 & 11, Ozymandias himself becomes the speaker of the poem, stating “My 

name is Ozymandias, King of Kings / Look on my Works ye Mighty, and despair!” In this 

moment, the narration becomes further removed from the original speaker; an “antique” 

traveller tells the words that he once read on the base of a far-distant and ancient statue that 

commemorates a man who is long dead. Yet, the poem again links the speaker to the subject. 

Ozymandias's inscription, like the speaker, begins with a first-person pronoun, and the 

brevity of both speakers stand out in contrast to the long-winded speech of the traveller.  
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Here's another example of an essay and an analysis of it.  
 
My Papa’s Waltz   by Theodore Roethke 
 
The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 
 
We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother’s countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 
 
The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 
 
You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 
Still clinging to your shirt. 
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It’s Never Easy: 

Youth and Uncertainty in Theodore Roethke’s Poem, “My Papa’s Waltz” 

 
 Theodore Roethke’s “My Papa’s Waltz” suggests that the conflict of accepting an 

imperfect past can create an uncertainty that lasts into adulthood. In the first line, Roethke 

introduces the topics of youth, remembrance and alcoholism that carry throughout the poem. 

The poem begins with the image of “the whiskey on your breath,” which has the speaker 

addressing his “Papa” directly. The first association with the father is with the man’s 

alcoholism, as the poem begins with “The whisky” before introducing the Papa, or the “you” 

of the poem. While the title (where the speaker uses “Papa” and not “Dad” or “Father”) and 

the first line establish a connection between the father and son, with the father’s own breath 

touching the small child, the following line, “could make a small boy dizzy” erodes that 

connection. The son, making his first appearance in the poem, arrives as “a small boy” 

instead of “me,” and the poem’s shift into the conditional mood (“could make” instead of 

“made”) clouds the scene, and questions the closeness that Roethke had established. The 

reference to the size of the child also positions the speaker as thinking from a much later 

time, as the size of the boy is contrasted by the control and elevation of the diction in the first 

stanza, which employs analogy, litotes, personification, and suggests an understanding of 

alcohol and its effects. At the end of the first stanza, the speaker once again remains 

intentionally vague, remarking that his dancing with his father “was not easy,” employing 

litotes to indicate difficulty, rather than the more natural and straightforward diction of “was 

hard”. The first stanza also establishes an inconsistency in tone, as the poem bounces from 

lighthearted, gentler connotations (“dizzy,” “such waltzing,” “your breath”) to the darkness 
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and heaviness of “I hung on like death” as a description of dancing. By introducing the 

conflict in tone and in connection, Roethke introduces an uncertainty in his first stanza.  

 The second stanza begins with the dancing pair immediately united, with the line “We 

romped until the pans / slid from the kitchen shelf.” The two characters are now united into a 

single pronoun, and their “romp” swings the poem back to a more fun, enjoyable tone. The 

structure of the poem, with four ABAB stanzas of strict iambic trimeter, also helps create a 

bouncier mood, although the deployment of slant rhymes “dizzy” and “easy,” as well as the 

erratic end-line feminine syllables (countenance, knuckle, dizzy) even keep the form from 

being entirely supportive. The second stanza of the poem also shows the mother, the only 

other character in the poem, expressing displeasure, while the speaker again diminishes the 

negative element by stating “My mother’s countenance / could not unfrown itself.” In this 

line, the mother is addressed more formally and distantly; she is “mother” while her husband 

is “My Papa,” and her face is described more superficially as her “countenance.” The verb 

choice, “could not unfrown itself,” is passive and reflexive, and is a much more complicated 

structure than if the speaker had stated more directly, “My mother was frowning.” The chaos 

in the kitchen, with pans euphoniously “sliding from” shelves onto the floor, and the 

disapproval from the mother are again disguised by the indirectness of the language, and the 

strain on the closeness between the father and the son, which Roethke continues to develop in 

the next stanza. 

[the remainder of the poem would continue this line-by-line walk through the poem, 

showing where else the poem supports the initial thesis. Please notice the frequent 

quoting and quote dissecting. You should be doing the same] 
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My Caballero   by José Martí 

In mornings past 
My little one 
Would waken me 
With one grand kiss, 
Astride my chest 
With bridle reins 
Forged from my hair. 
Both drunk with joy, 
A groggy pair, 
My pint-sized knight 
Would spur me on: 
But what soft spurs 
His two fresh feet! 
And how he laughed, 
My buckaroo! 
Then I would kiss 
His tiny feet 
Two feet that fit 
In just one kiss! 
 
 
The More Loving One  by W. H. Auden 
 
Looking up at the stars, I know quite well  
That, for all they care, I can go to hell,  
But on earth indifference is the least 
We have to dread from man or beast.   
 
How should we like it were stars to burn  
With a passion for us we could not return?  
If equal affection cannot be,  
Let the more loving one be me.   
 
Admirer as I think I am  
Of stars that do not give a damn,  
I cannot, now I see them, say  
I missed one terribly all day.   
 
Were all stars to disappear or die,  
I should learn to look at an empty sky  
And feel its total dark sublime,  
Though this might take me a little time. 

1 
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One Art   by Elizabeth Bishop 
 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master; 
so many things seem filled with the intent 
to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 
 
Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 
 
Then practice losing farther, losing faster; 
Places and names, where it was you meant 
to travel. None of these will bring disaster. 
 
I lost my mother’s watch. And look! My last, or 
next-to-last of three loved houses went. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 
 
I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster, 
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. 
I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster. 
 
Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture  
of love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident 
the art of losing’s not too hard to master, 
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster. 
 
 
Cross   by Langston Hughes 
 
My old man's a white old man 
And my old mother's black. 
If ever I cursed my white old man 
I take my curses back. 
If ever I cursed my black old mother 
And wished she were in hell, 
I'm sorry for that evil wish 
And now I wish her well 
My old man died in a fine big house. 
My ma died in a shack. 
I wonder where I'm going to die, 
Being neither white nor black?  
 

1 
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A Locked House   by W. D. Snodgrass 
 
As we drove back, crossing the hill,  
The house still  
Hidden in the trees, I always thought—  
A fool’s fear—that it might have caught    
Fire, someone could have broken in.    
As if things must have been  
Too good here. Still, we always found    
It locked tight, safe and sound.  
 
I mentioned that, once, as a joke;    
No doubt we spoke  
Of the absurdity  
To fear some dour god’s jealousy    
Of our good fortune. From the farm    
Next door, our neighbors saw no harm    
Came to the things we cared for here.    
What did we have to fear?  
 
Maybe I should have thought: all  
Such things rot, fall—  
Barns, houses, furniture.  
We two are stronger than we were  
Apart; we’ve grown  
Together. Everything we own  
Can burn; we know what counts—some such    
Idea. We said as much.  
 
We’d watched friends driven to betray;    
Felt that love drained away  
Some self they need.  
We’d said love, like a growth, can feed    
On hate we turn in and disguise;  
We warned ourselves. That you might despise    
Me—hate all we both loved best—  
None of us ever guessed.  
 
The house still stands, locked, as it stood    
Untouched a good  
Two years after you went.  
Some things passed in the settlement;    
Some things slipped away. Enough’s left    
That I come back sometimes. The theft    
And vandalism were our own.  
Maybe we should have known. 

2 
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Mid-Term Break   by Seamus Heaney 
 
I sat all morning in the college sick bay 
Counting bells knelling classes to a close. 
At two o'clock our neighbors drove me home. 
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

A four foot box, a foot for every year.  
 
 

First Deer   by Joseph Bruchac 
 

I trailed 
your guts 
     a mile through snow 
before my second bullet 
     stopped it all. 
Believe me now, 
there was a boy 
who fed butterflies sugar water 
and kept hurt birds 
in boxes in his room 
 
 
 
 

2 
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Those Winter Sundays  by Robert Hayden 
 
Sundays, too, my father got up early 
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold, 
then with cracked hands that ached 
from labor in the weekday weather made 
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him. 
 
I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking. 
When the rooms were warm, he’d call, 
and slowly I would rise and dress, 
fearing the chronic angers of that house. 
 
Speaking indifferently to him, 
who had driven out the cold 
and polished my good shoes as well, 
What did I know, what did I know 
Of love’s austere and lonely offices? 
 
 
Richard Cory   by E. A. Robinson 
 
Whenever Richard Cory went down town, 
We people on the pavement looked at him: 
He was a gentleman from sole to crown, 
Clean favored, and imperially slim. 
 
And he was always quietly arrayed, 
And he was always human when he talked; 
But still he fluttered pulses when he said, 
"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked. 
 
And he was rich—yes, richer than a king— 
And admirably schooled in every grace: 
In fine, we thought that he was everything 
To make us wish that we were in his place. 
 
So on we worked, and waited for the light, 
And went without the meat, and cursed the bread; 
And Richard Cory, one calm summer night, 
Went home and put a bullet through his head. 
 
 
 
 

3 
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Good Bones   by Maggie Smith 
 
Life is short, though I keep this from my children. 
Life is short, and I’ve shortened mine 
in a thousand delicious, ill-advised ways, 
a thousand deliciously ill-advised ways 
I’ll keep from my children. The world is at least 
fifty percent terrible, and that’s a conservative 
estimate, though I keep this from my children. 
For every bird there is a stone thrown at a bird. 
For every loved child, a child broken, bagged, 
sunk in a lake. Life is short and the world 
is at least half terrible, and for every kind 
stranger, there is one who would break you, 
though I keep this from my children. I am trying 
to sell them the world. Any decent realtor, 
walking you through a real shithole, chirps on 
about good bones: This place could be beautiful, 
right? You could make this place beautiful. 
 
Playground Elegy   by Clint Smith 
 
The first time I slid down a slide my mother  
told me to hold my hands in towards the sky 
 
something about gravity, weight distribution, 
& feeling the air ripple through your fingers. 
 
I remember reaching the bottom, smile consuming  
half of my face, hands still in the air because  
 
I didn't want it to stop. Ever since, this defiance  
of gravity has always been synonymous with feeling alive. 
 
When I read of the new child, his body strewn across  
the street, a casket of bones and concrete I wonder how  
 
many times he slid down the slide. How many times  
he defied gravity to answer a question in class. Did he  
 
raise his hands for all of them? Does my mother regret  
this? That she raised a black boy growing up to think  
 
that raised hands made me feel more alive. That raised hands  
meant I was alive. That raised hands meant I would live. 

3 
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Equator  by D. C. Stone 
 
The natives of this region built a temple 
On the equator, centuries ago. 
How on earth, I wonder, did they know  
They'd found the heart of things, in times so simple? 
 
The two of us were never as aware. 
This photo shows us there, your palm to mine, 
On either side of the imagined line, 
Shadowless and hot, the laughing pair. 
 
I know. I should have built a monument 
To you; I should have learned to honor years 
With stone cathedrals, though I never thought as much. 
This photograph now seems a testament  
 
That we were always split by hemispheres, 
Even there, even as we touched. 
 
 
 
 
Industry   by Marta Rijn Finch  
 
Perfection’s been achieved. With our machines 
what once was made by hand a bit askew –  
the crippled stool, the candlestick that leans –  
can be, in massive quantities, made true. 
The pure white cotton shirt stays wrinkle-free 
with all its surface blemishes effaced; 
products with (whose?) lifetime guarantee 
are purchased polyethylene-encased. 
It’s said that in the Orient, hand-tied 
tribal rugs by design were flawed. The gaps 
would let the demons out. A lofty guide,  
but not for us, victims of our own traps – 
stuck in a world of goods that can’t allow 
loopholes for escaping evils now.  

4 
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New Year   by Alfred Nicol 
 
“Even such is man” 
- Henry King, “Sic Vita” 
 
Like an engaging lady's whim, 
Or like a tabby's morning swim; 
Like an accountant's spending spree, 
A starlet's popularity, 
A daughter's mood, a boy's regrets, 
An open box of chocolates; 
Like morning mist; like cradlesong: 
My resolution lasts as long.  
 
The cat keeps three paws on the deck 
The clerk, too, keeps himself in check; 
The whim passes; the crowd moves on; 
The boyfriend calls; the candy's gone; 
A boy forgets; the sun breaks through; 
The baby sleeps: I stay with you. 
 
 
 
Poem   by Simon Armitage 
 
And if it snowed and snow covered the drive 
he took a spade and tossed it to one side.  
And always tucked his daughter up at night  
And slippered her the one time that she lied.   
And every week he tipped up* half his wage.    
And what he didn't spend each week he saved.  
And praised his wife for every meal she made.  
And once, for laughing, punched her in the face.    
And for his mum he hired a private nurse.  
And every Sunday taxied her to church.  
And he blubbed when she went from bad to worse.  
And twice he lifted ten quid* from her purse.      

Here's how they rated him when they looked back:  
sometimes he did this, sometimes he did that.  
 
 
tip up = to hand over, esp. with money 
ten quid = ten pounds (approx $15) 
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Cambridge Now     by Andrew Sofer 
 
Our living room and dining room are gone 
as is the Garden Room where I would play 
the sick piano, bored on my half-terms, 
while Mr. Sadler sweated on the lawn. 
He’d tip his cap and shift his eyes away, 
muttering Sir, and I would turn beet-red – 
knowing that I was younger than his son. 
I helped him pick our apples where they lay 
beneath the tree, checking the worst for worms, 
their musty bulk rotting the garden shed. 
 
I find the study where my parents worked, 
desks side by side, hers in a messy pile 
of papers, Freud’s complete works, a small fern. 
My father’s desk was neat. I often lurked 
until he left and raided his velvet file 
for drawing paper. It put him in a rage. 
He’d shout at me until my shoulders jerked 
with tears; then he’d recover, gravely smile 
and say he was sorry, but I had to learn 
the hidden cost of every wasted page. 
 
My mother’s room smelled faintly of cologne 
and medicine. Surrounded by her books, 
she’d lay in bed with all the blinds pulled down, 
pretending she was talking on the phone. 
She used to joke about our firing Cook 
but still served Campbell’s soup day after day, 
then crept upstairs to have a bite alone. 
In later years her chap would catch my look 
at table, quickly tie his dressing-gown 
and help her clear the dirty plates away. 
 
The owner leads me up the creaking stairs. 
Perched on a step, I’d read for hours on end, 
picking the worn green lino into shreds –  
our family never went in for repairs. 
My fingers trace the banister round its bend 
past the dim landing to my bedroom door. 
I open it expecting stained blue chairs, 
the broken spacecraft built for my best friend, 
my vampire collection, typewriter, bunk beds. 
We put our kitchen on the second floor. 
 
I sit down at a table of stripped pine 
and force myself to look. The room is bright 
with sun cascading through the window pane 
and cheery with a warmth that isn’t mine. 
It used to get so dark in here at night 
I made my parents put a light outside 
the door I had to close when I was nine. 
My hand shakes, spilling tea. Are you all right? 
I nod – but at the cracked sink once again,  
I rinse my eyes, like when my father died. 
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There are Birds Here    by Jamaal May 
 
For Detroit 
 
There are birds here, 
so many birds here 
is what I was trying to say 
when they said those birds were metaphors 
for what is trapped 
between buildings 
and buildings. No. 
The birds are here 
to root around for bread 
the girl’s hands tear 
and toss like confetti. No, 
I don’t mean the bread is torn like cotton, 
I said confetti, and no 
not the confetti 
a tank can make of a building. 
I mean the confetti 
a boy can’t stop smiling about 
and no his smile isn’t much 
like a skeleton at all. And no 
his neighborhood is not like a war zone. 
I am trying to say 
his neighborhood 
is as tattered and feathered 
as anything else, 
as shadow pierced by sun 
and light parted 
by shadow-dance as anything else, 
but they won’t stop saying 
how lovely the ruins, 
how ruined the lovely 
children must be in that birdless city. 
 
 
The Red Wheelbarrow   by W. C. Williams 
 
so much depends 
upon 
a red wheel 
barrow 
glazed with rain 
water 
beside the white 
chickens 
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First Lesson   by Philip Booth 
 
Lie back daughter, let your head 
be tipped back in the cup of my hand. 
Gently, and I will hold you. Spread 
your arms wide, lie out on the stream 
and look high at the gulls. A dead- 
man's float is face down. You will dive 
and swim soon enough where this tidewater 
ebbs to the sea. Daughter, believe 
me, when you tire on the long thrash 
to your island, lie up, and survive. 
As you float now, where I held you 
and let go, remember when fear 
cramps your heart what I told you: 
lie gently and wide to the light-year 
stars, lie back, and the sea will hold you. 
 
 
Swimming Lesson   by Mary Oliver 
 
Feeling the icy kick, the endless waves 
Reaching around my life, I moved my arms 
And coughed, and in the end saw land. 
 
Somebody, I suppose, 
Remembering the medieval maxim, 
Had tossed me in, 
Had wanted me to learn to swim, 
 
Not knowing that none of us, who ever came back 
From that long lonely fall and frenzied rising, 
Ever learned anything at all 
About swimming, but only 
How to put off, one by one, 
Dreams and pity, love and grace, -- 
How to survive in any place. 
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Traveling Through the Dark    by William Stafford  
 
Traveling through the dark I found a deer 
dead on the edge of the Wilson River road. 
It is usually best to roll them into the canyon: 
that road is narrow; to swerve might make more dead. 
 
By glow of the tail-light I stumbled back of the car 
and stood by the heap, a doe, a recent killing; 
she had stiffened already, almost cold. 
I dragged her off; she was large in the belly. 
 
My fingers touching her side brought me the reason— 
her side was warm; her fawn lay there waiting, 
alive, still, never to be born. 
Beside that mountain road I hesitated. 
 
The car aimed ahead its lowered parking lights; 
under the hood purred the steady engine. 
I stood in the glare of the warm exhaust turning red; 
around our group I could hear the wilderness listen. 
 
I thought hard for us all—my only swerving—, 
then pushed her over the edge into the river. 
 
maggie and milly and molly and may   by e. e. cummings 
 

maggie and milly and molly and may   
went down to the beach(to play one day)    
 

and maggie discovered a shell that sang   
so sweetly she couldn't remember her troubles,and    
 

milly befriended a stranded star   
whose rays five languid fingers were;    
 

and molly was chased by a horrible thing   
which raced sideways while blowing bubbles:and    
 

may came home with a smooth round stone   
as small as a world and as large as alone.    
 

For whatever we lose(like a you or a me)   
its always ourselves we find in the sea  
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To a Friend Whose Work Has Come to Triumph   by Anne Sexton  
 
Consider Icarus, pasting those sticky wings on, 
testing that strange little tug at his shoulder blade 
and think of that first flawless moment over the lawn 
of the labyrinth. Think of the difference it made! 
There below are the trees, as awkward as camels; 
and here are the shocked starlings pumping past 
and think of innocent Icarus who is doing quite well: 
larger than a sail, over the fog and the blast 
of the plushy ocean, he goes. Admire his wings! 
Feel the fire at his neck and see how casually 
he glances up and is caught, wondrously tunneling 
into that hot eye. Who cares that he fell back to the sea? 
See him acclaiming the sun and come plunging down 
while his sensible daddy goes straight into town. 
 
 
what they did yesterday afternoon   by Warsan Shire 
 
they set my aunts house on fire 
i cried the way women on tv do 
folding at the middle 
like a five pound note. 
i called the boy who use to love me 
tried to ‘okay’ my voice 
i said hello 
he said warsan, what’s wrong, what’s happened? 

i’ve been praying, 
and these are what my prayers look like; 
dear god 
i come from two countries 
one is thirsty 
the other is on fire 
both need water. 

later that night 
i held an atlas in my lap 
ran my fingers across the whole world 
and whispered 
where does it hurt? it answered 
everywhere 
everywhere 
everywhere.  
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Musée Des Beaux Arts   by W. H. Auden 
 
About suffering they were never wrong, 
The Old Masters: how well they understood 
Its human position: how it takes place 
While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully along; 
How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting 
For the miraculous birth, there always must be 
Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating 
On a pond at the edge of the wood: 
They never forgot 
That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course 
Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot 
Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer’s horse 
Scratches its innocent behind on a tree. 
 
In Breughel’s Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away 
Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may 
Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry, 
But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone 
As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green 
Water, and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen 
Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky, 
Had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on. 

 
 

Landscape with the Fall of Icarus by Peter Breughel 
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KEY QUESTIONS 
 
Your teacher may ask a thought-generating question during 
the beginning portion of each day’s discussion. Please use 
this part of the textbook to compile your answers. 
 
 
Poems #1) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #2) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #3) 
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Poems #4) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #5) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #6) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #7) 
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OTHER POEMS 
 
My Papa’s Waltz   by Theodore Roethke 
 
The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 
 
We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother’s countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 
 
The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 
 
You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 
Still clinging to your shirt. 
 
***See our website for lots of helpful information on Roethke’s poem*** 
 
Flash Cards   by Rita Dove 

In math I was the whiz kid, keeper 
of oranges and apples. What you don’t understand, 
master, my father said; the faster 
I answered, the faster they came. 

I could see one bud on the teacher’s geranium, 
one clear bee sputtering at the wet pane. 
The tulip tree always dragged after heavy rain 
so I tucked my head as my boots slapped home. 

My father put up his feet after work 
and relaxed with a highball and The Life of Lincoln. 
After supper we drilled and I climbed the dark 

before sleep, before a thin voice hissed 
numbers as I spun on a wheel. I had to guess. 
Ten, I kept saying, I’m only ten. 
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Red Roses   by Anne Sexton 
 
Tommy is three and when he's bad 
his mother dances with him. 
She puts on the record, 
"Red Roses for a Blue Lady" 
and throws him across the room. 
Mind you, 
she never laid a hand on him. 
He gets red roses in different places, 
the head, that time he was as sleepy as a river, 
the back, that time he was a broken scarecrow, 
the arm like a diamond had bitten it, 
the leg, twisted like a licorice stick, 
all the dance they did together, 
Blue Lady and Tommy. 
You fell, she said, just remember you fell. 
I fell, is all he told the doctors 
in the big hospital. A nice lady came 
and asked him questions but because 
he didn't want to be sent away he said, I fell. 
He never said anything else although he could talk fine. 
He never told about the music 
or how she'd sing and shout 
holding him up and throwing him. 
 
He pretends he is her ball. 
He tries to fold up and bounce 
but he squashes like fruit. 
For he loves Blue Lady and the spots 
of red roses he gives her 
 
Invictus by 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 
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Snow   by David Berman 
 
Walking through a field with my little brother Seth 
 
I pointed to a place where kids had made angels in the snow. 
For some reason, I told him that a troop of angels 
had been shot and dissolved when they hit the ground. 
 
He asked who had shot them and I said a farmer. 
 
 
 
Then we were on the roof of the lake. 
The ice looked like a photograph of water. 
 
Why he asked. Why did he shoot them. 
 
I didn't know where I was going with this. 
 
They were on his property, I said. 
 
 
 
When it's snowing, the outdoors seem like a room. 
 
Today I traded hellos with my neighbor. 
Our voices hung close in the new acoustics. 
A room with the walls blasted to shreds and falling. 
 
We returned to our shoveling, working side by side in silence. 
 
 
 
But why were they on his property, he asked. 
 
 
I May, I Might, I Must by Marianne Moore 

If you tell me why the fen 
appears impassable, I then 
will tell you why I think that I 
can get across it, if I try. 

  


