Poetry Friday Final

Overview: You have been exposed to a fair amount of poetry this year in a variety of forms, from the elevated language of the ode, to the epic rendering of the Odyssey, to the strange symbolism of Yeats. Poetry, however, is nothing if it is not something that resonates with you and strikes you as some form of truth.

The goal of this assignment is to allow you to search for a poem that you find impacts you or is valuable in some way. Listening to Billy Collins reflect on how and why poetry is important to him should hopefully make you think about what poetry can or cannot reflect in your own life.

Assignment: Use the resources available to you to search for a poem that you respond to in some way. Places to look include the websites:

Poetry 180 at http://www.loc.gov/poetry/180/
Poetry Foundation at http://www.poetryfoundation.org/
http://www.poets.org/
Or a variety of other books and websites that you may find.


Once you have found your poem, copy and paste it onto a document and write a 15 line poem that responds to the poem in some way. This can mean a poem using the same techniques, themes, or ideas, or about your emotional response to the poem.


Finally, write a paragraph about the connection between the poem you chose and your own poetic response. Again, the paragraph should address why you chose the poem you did and your goal in creating your response. Good luck and have fun!

Here are some poems that can get you started with thinking about what poetry means to you.
Introduction to Poetry

Billy Collins
I ask them to take a poem
and hold it up to the light
like a color slide

or press an ear against its hive.

I say drop a mouse into a poem
and watch him probe his way out,

or walk inside the poem's room
and feel the walls for a light switch.
I want them to waterski
across the surface of a poem
waving at the author's name on the shore.

But all they want to do
is tie the poem to a chair with rope
and torture a confession out of it.

They begin beating it with a hose
to find out what it really means.

The Lanyard - Billy Collins

The other day I was ricocheting slowly
off the blue walls of this room,
moving as if underwater from typewriter to piano,
from bookshelf to an envelope lying on the floor,
when I found myself in the L section of the dictionary
where my eyes fell upon the word lanyard. 

No cookie nibbled by a French novelist
could send one into the past more suddenly—
a past where I sat at a workbench at a camp
by a deep Adirondack lake
learning how to braid long thin plastic strips
into a lanyard, a gift for my mother.

I had never seen anyone use a lanyard
or wear one, if that’s what you did with them,
but that did not keep me from crossing
strand over strand again and again
until I had made a boxy
red and white lanyard for my mother.

She gave me life and milk from her breasts,
and I gave her a lanyard.
She nursed me in many a sick room,
lifted spoons of medicine to my lips,
laid cold face-cloths on my forehead,
and then led me out into the airy light

and taught me to walk and swim,
and I, in turn, presented her with a lanyard.
Here are thousands of meals, she said,
and here is clothing and a good education.
And here is your lanyard, I replied,
which I made with a little help from a counselor.

Here is a breathing body and a beating heart,
strong legs, bones and teeth,
and two clear eyes to read the world, she whispered,
and here, I said, is the lanyard I made at camp.
And here, I wish to say to her now,
is a smaller gift—not the worn truth

that you can never repay your mother,
but the rueful admission that when she took
the two-tone lanyard from my hand,
I was as sure as a boy could be
that this useless, worthless thing I wove
out of boredom would be enough to make us even.
