Why Study Poetry? 

“Out of our quarrels with others we make rhetoric. Out of our quarrels with ourselves we make poetry.” ~ William Butler Yeats 

Poetry is the music of the soul ~ Voltaire 

I believe that poetry is the heart of language, the activity through which language is renewed and kept alive.   ~ Margaret Atwood 

COPY THIS 
What is Poetry? 
Poetry is everywhere: in Scripture, great books, in cards, on mugs, in music, etc. It is a part of our life if we want it to be or not. 

Poetry is a unique use of words to communicate something special or significant.  It is an arrangement of strong beautiful words in a rhythmic or non-rhythmic manner.  A poem often surprises the readers, leading them to see something in a new way.  

How to read a poem:  (READ THIS)

Reading a poem involves spending some time with it.  You need to relax and listen to it.  Discover how the poem connects with your feelings.  Experience what it means to you.  Responding to poetry is not an exercise in finding the hidden meanings.  
Some easy steps to reading a poem :
A) First read the poem all the way through.  If you come to words or phrases that you don’t understand, just keep going.  Let the words have their full effect on you.  

B) Read the poem again.  Concentrate on the parts that seemed unclear.  Use context (surrounding words) to unlock the meaning of unfamiliar words, or use a dictionary to assist you. 

C) Read the poem a third time, aloud.  As you listen, think about how the sounds in the poem and the sounds of the words affect you. Think about your reaction to the poem.  Ask yourself, “What images do I see? How do I feel?”

D) Tell what the poem is about.  What is happening in the poem?  What does the poet see, think, or feel? 

E) Connect with the poem.  Which feelings, situations, or images remind you of events or emotions in your own life?  If none of them do, reflect on how the poem has given you a new experience.  

Discussing a Poem 


Reading a poem can be a very personal experience. Even so, sharing your reactions with your classmates, can make the experience of a poem richer for everyone.  You will get more out of your poem by sharing your thoughts and feelings. 
A) Listen to the poem as it is read aloud.  
B) Read the poem silently.  Does it remind you of an experience or emotion you have had?

C) Take turns stating the reactions to the poem.  How does the poem make you feel? How does it sound to you?  What images does it bring to mind? 

D) Reflect on the first round of comments.  What ideas shared by your classmates related to you?  Did their reactions remind you of an emotion or situation? 

E) Open up the discussion.  Is anything unclear to you?  What questions would you want to ask the poet?  What is happening in the poem?  How do the words or phrases affect you? 

F) Reread the poem aloud.  Try to clear up any confusion that came up in discussion. Report these new findings.  
Sea Fever

John Masefield, 1878-1967



I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,
And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea's face and a grey dawn breaking. 
I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying. 
I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,
To the gull's way and the whale's way where the wind's like a whetted knife;
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over. 
The Tyger

William Blake, 1757-1827



Tyger! Tyger! burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?
In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?
And what shoulder, & what art, 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand? & what dread feet?
What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?
When the stars threw down their spears,
And water'd heaven with their tears, 
Did he smile his work to see? 
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
Tyger! Tyger! burning bright 
In the forest of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye, 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
Leisure

William Henry Davies, 1871-1940



What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.
No time to stand beneath the boughs
And stare as long as sheep or cows.
No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.
No time to see, in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars, like skies at night.
No time to turn at Beauty's glance,
And watch her feet, how they can dance.
No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began.
A poor life this if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.
Happy the man

Horace

[Odes]

Happy the man, and happy he alone,
he who can call today his own:
he who, secure within, can say,
Tomorrow do thy worst, for I have lived today.

Be fair or foul, or rain or shine
the joys I have possessed, in spite of fate, are mine.
Not Heaven itself, upon the past has power,
but what has been, has been, and I have had my hour.

Spell chequer

Martha Snow

Eye halve a spelling chequer
It came with my pea sea
It plainly marques four my revue
Miss steaks eye kin knot sea.

Eye strike a quay and type a word
And weight four it two say
Weather eye am wrong oar write
It shows me strait a weigh.

As soon as a mist ache is maid
It nose bee fore two long
And eye can put the error rite
It's rare lea ever wrong.

Eye have run this poem threw it
I am shore your pleased two no
It's letter perfect awl the weigh
My chequer tolled me sew.

The Road not Taken

Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
and sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveller, long I stood
and looked down one as far as I could
to where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
and having perhaps the better claim
because it was grassy and wanted wear;
though as for that, the passing there
had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
in leaves no feet had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I --
I took the one less travelled by,
and that has made all the difference

Student Response Forms:  
Name: ______________________

Title of the Poem: _____________________________________

Your Response: 

A) Did the poem remind you of an experience or a feeling?  Explain 

Your Response:  

How does 


How does 



What images 

the poem


it sound to 



do you see?

make you feel?
 
you?



 

Groups discussions:  Record some of the thoughts, feelings and connections made by others at your table. 

Person 1


Person 2


Person 3

Words or ideas that are unclear:

Lastly:  What images, feelings, message do you think the Poet is trying to share with you?  

