English 10
Name ____________________________________

Poetry Unit
Welcome to the Poetry Unit! Over the next two weeks, you’ll write five poems for the Big Book, read a lot of different kinds of poetry, learn more about poetry, and have fun expressing yourself. It’s your last unit before Spring Break. Let’s get started!


Here’s what you have to do:
· Write and type five poems, one on each page (100 pts)

Poems are (1) on Google Docs, (2) single-spaced, (3) left justified, (4) printed every day before class. Extra credit for those who present their poems

Calendar
	
	Block 1

1st, 2nd, & 3rd Period = Monday
	Block 2

1st & 2nd Period = Tuesday

3rd period = Wednesday
	Block 3

1st & 2nd Period = Thursday

3rd period = Friday

	Week #10
March 3-7
	WU: The Poem I Like
Vocab Review 301-320
Group Activity: The Poems We Like

Notes: Introduction to Poetry
Poetry Workshop (Free verse)
HW: Finish Free Verse Poem
	WU: My Dream
Share Free Verse Poem
Dreams, Langston Hughes,

and the Harlem Renaissance
Poetry Workshop (Dream Poem)
HW: Finish Dream Poem
Study for Vocab Quiz 1-320
	WU: Vocab Quiz 1-320
Share Dream Poem
Shakespeare in Love
Poetry Workshop (Sonnet)
HW: Finish Sonnet
Flashcards 321-340

	Week #11
March

10-14
	WU: My Neighborhood
Vocab Review 321-340

Share Free Verse Poem

“It’s a Wonderful World”
Poetry Workshop (Neighborhood Poem)

HW: Write Neighborhood Poem
Bring in photograph
	WU: One Moment in Time
Share Neighborhood Poem

Imagist Poetry

Poetry Workshop (Imagist Poem)

HW: Write Imagist Poem

Perfect and print out all five poems 
Study for Vocab Quiz 1-340
	All Five Poems Due, Notebook Due
WU: Vocab Quiz 1-340
Big Book Reading (share any poem)
Third Quarter Reflection

HW: Flashcards 341-360


	Dreams, by Langston Hughes
 
	

	

	 

Hold fast to dreams
For if dreams die
Life is a broken-winged bird
That cannot fly.
Hold fast to dreams
For when dreams go
Life is a barren field
Frozen with snow. 



	Dream Deferred, by Langston Hughes
 
	

	

	 

What happens to a dream deferred?
Does it dry up
Like a raisin in the sun?
Or fester like a sore--
And then run?
Does it stink like rotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over--
like a syrupy sweet?
Maybe it just sags
like a heavy load.
Or does it explode? 



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.

William Shakespeare (1564-1616)
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SONNET 18 
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest: 
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

SONNET 130
My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun; 
Coral is far more red than her lips' red; 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
I have seen roses damask'd, red and white, 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 
I grant I never saw a goddess go; 
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 
“The Daffodils” (1802)

By William Wordsworth

I wandered lonely as a cloud



1
   That floats on high o'er vales and hills,


2
When all at once I saw a crowd,


3
   A host, of golden daffodils;



4
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,


5
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.


6

Continuous as the stars that shine


7
   And twinkle on the Milky Way,



8
They stretched in never-ending line


9
   Along the margin of a bay:



10
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,


11
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.


12

The waves beside them danced, but they

13
   Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:


14
A Poet could not but be gay,



15
   In such a jocund company:



16
I gazed--and gazed--but little thought


17
What wealth the show to me had brought:

18

For oft, when on my couch I lie



19
   In vacant or in pensive mood,


20
They flash upon that inward eye


21
   Which is the bliss of solitude;



22
And then my heart with pleasure fills,


23
And dances with the daffodils.



24
Imagist Poetry

Imagist poetry was popular was a movement about 100 years ago. It believed that we can find truth and beauty in one moment in time. As a result, imagists wrote poems about a single event. Here are some examples. Next to each, draw the scene.

“The Red Wheelbarrow,” by William Carlos Williams
so much depends
upon
a red wheel
barrow
glazed with rain
water
beside the white
chickens. 
“Poem,” by William Carlos Williams
As the cat
climbed over
the top of
the jamcloset
first the right
forefoot

carefully
then the hind
stepped down
into the pit of
the empty 
flowerpot  
“Fog,” by Carl Sandburg
The fog comes
on little cat feet.
It sits looking
over harbor and city
on silent haunches
and then moves on.
“In a Station of the Metro,” by Ezra Pound
The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
Petals on a wet, black bough.



