Poetry

“It is difficult
to get the news from poems
yet men die miserably every day
for lack
of what is found there.”

--William Carlos Williams



1. Write the quote from the previous slide.
2. What does it mean that poetry isn’t the news?

3. What does it mean that “men die miserably
everyday for lack of what is there?”

4. Look at the following four reasons to study poetry.
These are ways to begin to appreciate poetry. Put
these notes (and example lines or phrases from the
accompanying poems) in your notebook.

5. Enjoy!



1. Pleasure

One reason to study poetry is for
the pleasure of it. Poetry
intoxicates — it awakens and
appeals to the senses.

Emily Dickinson said:

;gana of Smoke” Kevin

To watch you walk
cross the room in your black

corduroys is to see
civilization start —

the wish —
whish-whisk

of your strut is flint i&
striking rock — the spark

of a length of cord
rubbed till

smoke starts — yo
me like coal

and for days smoul
| am no more
(continue next slide)



“BURN” /
DICTION: 1 P|
smoke, flint, /
spark, rubbed,
stirred like coal,

/
all day like an iron, out
of habit —

you threaten, brick —
house, to burn

all this down. You leave
me

only a chimney.
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2. Truth

Another reason to read poetry is
because it is in touch with the

world in a way no other art form
iS.

You can...

— learn the truth of people’s lives.

— Get in touch with your own self-
knowledge.

When life is joyful, poetry is there

to say it.

When life is beyond words, poetry
IS there to say it. For example:

“Coal has entered their skin.
A fine black salt drifts

back into their meals.

Every day the mills are fed
tiny wafers of their flesh.”

- from “The Miners of Revloc,”
Ed Ochester




2. Truth

When life is joyful, poetry is there
to say it.

When life is beyond words, poetry
is there to say it. For example:

Buffalo Bill’ s
defunct
who used to
ride a watersmooth-silver
stallion

k fourfi
AL real RS psproetourfive

Jesus
he was a handsome man
and what | want to
how do you like your blueeyed boy
Mister Death

- e.e.cummings




2. Truth

Looking into other people’ s
lives this intimately can be
very hard. This bears the
stamp of experience. The
best poetry doesn’t turn
away from life but looks it
straight in the face. In
“Butcher’ s Son” notice how
the little details carry a great
deal of weight:

*Amy stares down at her
dress

*The speaker stares at the
theater across the street
*The details hurt: the cat
pawing the kidney, the cooler
of meat

*Without it all being said
directly, you know what is
meant.

“Butcher’s Son” by Joe Heithaus

Nothing to do with blood. Nineteen,

| cut off my left pinky and he laughed, held

my bleeding hand over the chopping block

beside four sides of beef on hooks.

He’s a butcher today he must have thought, his own
missing pointer scratching his head. He smiled,
walked me to the sink, the light at the door

was gray, the cat pawed a kidney behind the screen.

(continue next slide)



| thought of all this at my wedding when he held
up my hand after the mass — four fingers

and stump, the gold ring, Amy staring down

at her dress. It was ‘69, Vietnam, Nixon
president , we drove away in a big black Electra
and talked about my buddies overseas who
couldn’t be there, his insistence we bring

a cooler of steaks on the honeymoon.

When | remember those days, | hate him.

That fucking back room, the sawdust

|’ ve swept every day since | turned sixteen.
Joey, help Mrs. Benson, sharpen this knife,
and she’d whisper, What a sweet man

your father is. 1’d fake a smile, look

out the window at the theatre across the street.

We 're closed today, |’ m putting my black suit
back on, scrubbing the stains from my hands.
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- 3. PGary Can Help You
Mid-term Break

It' s a possibility! by Seamus Heaney
n . an in the college sick bay
 Help you see your life Counting knelling classes to a close,
more clearly At two o'clock our neighbors drove me h
 Help you compare your
outlook or experiences to In the porch I met my father crying-~
others’ He had always taken funerals in his stri
« Help comfort you. . And Big Jim Evans saying it was a hard
— Solace.

— Kinship.

— People have formed
communities, taken
action, or decided to
take part all based on

what they have found - Aw s my mother held my han
in poems.

(continue next slide)
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3. Poetry Can Help You

O CAPTAIN! my Captain! our fearful trip is done;

ither’d every rack, the prize we sought is
won;

DW eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and
v daring:

But O heart! heart! heart!

O the bleeding drops of red,

Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

Walt Whitman wrote this poem
after the assassination of
Abraham Lincoln. He saw
America as a ship without a
Captain, a ship that doesn’t
know where to go.



3. Poetry Can Help You

(0] Captaln’ my _Captain! rise up and hear the bells;
| thy %ag is flung--for you the bugle trills,

boned wreaths--for you the shores
_a- crowding,

turning;

Here Captain! dear father!

A5 This arm beneath your head!
: -_"/ It is some dream that on the deck

+ o You've fallen cold and dead.




3. Poetry Can Help You

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will.
The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed and
done,

. From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;
Exult O shores, and ring O bells!
But I, with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies,
i Fall;n cold and dead.

-son of Pre5|dent Abraham Llnéoln



4. Poetry is a Way of Paying Attention YT

Attontion?
7 Things

Mindful People

Do Differently

1

Approach everyday things with curiosity
—and savor them

* |t's a way of bridging your
own hopes and designs with
those of all humanity...of
recognizing your connection
to the human experience.

* It's a way of heing involved.

* Recognizing this makes

yours a fuller liie.
Forgive their : Show gratitude for )
mistakes— good moments—and e |t gives you p|eaSU re, trUth,
big or small grace for bad ones he|p’ and a reason to speak
Practice Make peace with
compassion and imperfection—
nurture connections inside and out
Embrace vulnerability Accept—and
by trusting others— appreciate—that
and themselves things come and go

List created by Elisha Goldstein, Ph.D., psychologist, author of The Now Effect




4. A way of paying attention, of seeing your
own life more clearly

“Getting Through” by

Deborah Pope ol
’ £

Like a car stuck in geatr,

a chicken too stupid to tell xj

its head is gone,

or sound ratcheting on
long after the film

has jumped the reel,

or a phone
ringing and ringing ﬂ “
in the house they have all y
moved away from,
through rooms where dust

IS a deepening sKin,

and the locks unneeded,
so | go on loving you,
my heart blundering
a muscle spilling o
what is no longer

and my words hurtling
like a train off its track,
toward a boarded-up station,
closed for years,

like some last speaker

of a beautiful language

2 NO one else can hear.




4. Poetry is a Way of Paying Attention

Paying
Attention?

From “On the Pulse of the Morning”
Maya Angelou, 1993
Bill Clinton’ s Inauguration

...Lift up your eyes upon

The day breaking for you.

Give birth again

To the dream.

Women, children, men,

Take it into the palms of your hands.
Mold it into the shape of your most
Private need. Sculpt it into

The image of your most public self.
Lift up your hearts

Each new hour holds new chances
For new beginnings...



