[image: image1.wmf][image: image2.wmf][image: image3.wmf][image: image4.wmf][image: image5.wmf][image: image6.wmf]
with

Sally Buckner

Contents
1. Poetry Primer: How to Read a Poem by Chitwood; 7 things poems do for us!
2. A Potpourri of Poetry Ideas

3. Crazy Morning  - A Collaborative Poem
4. Collaborative Poem – Generating, Shaping, Refining

Example: “Woodchuck”: A Collaborative Poem

5. Frame Poems Instruction: Little Snail, Little Spider, Little Spider Revised
6. Frame Poem: Grandmother
7. Example following Grandmother Frame: Daddy
8. Frame Poem Examples: Four-Year Old, Aunt Edna, My Neighbor
9. Frame Poem Models:  William Carlos Williams’ The Red 
Wheelbarrow, and This is Just to Say.
10. Revising Poetry for Vividness, Form, & Melody
11. No Way to Go But Up:  Revising with Imagery
12. Making Poetry Sing





















Sally Buckner









3201 Glenhope Ct.









Cary, NC  27511









sbuckner14@yahoo.com





How To Read a Poem




1.  Approach it with stealth 





for it will get its back up and spit.




2.  Let your eyes pick up one word at a time--





stars coming on in the dusk.




3.  Read it down the page slowly, like a 





zipper releasing its hundred latches.




4.  Be quiet; let it come up to you through the





clear water.  It breathes at great depths.




5.  Put it down and pick it up.  Worry it 





like a favorite charm.




6.  Watch it.  It will take you for everything





you’re worth.




7.  Turn it up loud so that it vibrates.




8.  Look on it from a great height--





the dropped black branches in a





snowy field.  Pick them up.  They’ll burn.




--Michael Chitwood

"I have begun to believe in, and even to preach, a poetry of necessity.  This is a recognition not just of the necessity of poetry to our lives, but also the fact that necessity is what drives most of the poetry that matters, or the way that it matters."



Kevin Young, The Art of Losing:  Poems of Grief and Healing


In a poem, the what dictates the how;





therefore, technique must fit the content.


A poem compresses and condenses experience;





therefore, it uses as few words as possible





--and every word counts.




A poem leads the reader to share the writer’s experience;




therefore, the language is concrete and sensory ;





it consists of images





and figurative language.




A poem suggests more than it says;




therefore, words do double duty, 





with connotation and punning.




A poem appeals to the eye;




therefore, the arrangement on the page is important.





(The line is the element of expression in the poem.)




A poem is meant to be heard;




therefore, sound is important:






rhythm (metered or organic)






word music (rhyme and slant rhyme;







repeated vowel and consonant sounds;







onomatopoeia)




A poem surprises!




Therefore, it must give the reader something new--





in subject or in expression.

A POTPOURRI OF POETRY IDEAS

1.  COLLABORATIVE POEM 


a.  Give students a prompt; each writes one line (or two or three, if you wish).  Combine.  Possible prompts:  


*When the sun came up this morning, 


*The day it snowed ten inches, 


*At suppertime last night, 
Combine the lines, perhaps breaking it into stanzas each stanza beginning with the prompt.

b. Zany Poems:


Penny poem: Give every child a penny and ask for 1-3 lines about what happened to the penny (Write from the penny’s point of view)

Sample: 
I’m as shiny as a copper doorknob.



I was flipped into a yellow tree, 




where I made friends with a blue jay.



I flew right through the sun. 



I walked my shiny body to a barrel 




that was shipped to Japan. 



I fell off the edge of California into the sea, 




I swam to Honolulu 




Where I did the polka with a cow.

      Shell poem: Give every child a seashell and ask for 1-3 lines about the adventures of the shell.

2. OPPOSITES 
Choose opposites and ask students to write 5-6 lines about how each is beautiful.  
Possible prompts:
Tall things…Short things


Round things…Square things 




Fast things…Slow things


White things…Black things 



Winter things…Summer things

Example:

Tall things are beautiful:


And short things are beautiful:

A redwood tree soaring out of sight. 
   
A golf tee submerged in lime green grass.

A giraffe feeding off leaves on a tree.

The final punctuation mark on a term paper.

The Rocky Mts. blending into the sky.

The rose bushes surrounding my deck.

Lady Liberty towering over the harbor.

The walk from my car to my bed on Friday night.

Shaquille O’Neal tearing down a rebound.
The diminishing time until graduation.

3. SENSES 

Give a concrete noun and ask students to write one line expressing each of the five (5) senses.
Example:

Thunder




Gray

Thunder is like cymbals cracking. 

Is like

Thunder is like drums beating.


Tasting burned liver.

Thunder is like a gun firing.


Seeing a foggy bay.

Thunder is black as a cat.


Hearing the whispering wind.

Thunder is like tap dancing.


Feeling depressed







Smelling the rain on our street after a hot spell.
By Mrs. Wendy Schull’s Class at Lynn Road Elementary School

And their friend, Sally Buckner
CRAZY MORNING

A Collaborative Poem

Just as the sun came up, 

Your cat said, “Bark, bark I need to go out”  

Your dog said, “Meow, meow, I’m going to my litter box now.”  

My horse was say “Cock-a-doodle-do!”  

I jumped on top of the house, 

And my mom’s favorite polka-dotted dresses—


the polka-dots jumped off of them!  

Just as the sun came up,

My mom roared like a gorilla,

A dragon breathed snow,

A dog jumped off the third story into a pool,

My stuffed bear started playing ping ball with the sun

A worm jumped over the moon, 

And the sun went haywire and burnt everyone!

Just as the sun came up,

Plates started to dance

The giraffe started hopping into the lake,

The sun got yellow,

I saw the animals turn gold,

My sister’s hair was gray,

And purple polka-dotted pigs flew around my house.

Just as the sun came up, 

My dad was getting up in his underwear, making coffee, 

My dog made breakfast,

My stuffed animals came alive and did the tango,

The cat laughed and 

the plate ran away with the cup.

And I saw the rabbits turn green.

Just as the sun came up,

A fish knocked on my door,

I stole a Jeep from the store, 

My cat turned gray, 

A group of gorillas were playing limbo,

And the horses galloped across the field.

Dr. Sally Buckner/sbuckner14@yahoo.com

COLLABORATIVE POEM; generating, shaping, refining
I.  Generating 

Present the subject—probably (especially with younger students) a concrete object.  Ask each student to write one line about the object.
Variation: Divide the class into groups, and give each group a special task: i.e., Group 1 describes the object, Group 2 uses simile or metaphor, Group 3 describes surroundings or context, Group 4 describes activities associated with the object, etc.
II.  Shaping

Have all lines—or all groups of lines—written on the board.  As a class, decide the order of presentation—what should come first, what last, which sections belong together, etc. 
III.  Refining 
Develop concision by cutting out function words, combining lines, etc.

Enrich content by adding material—especially color and other sensory words.

Enliven style by substituting vigorous words for ordinary ones.

(NOTE: This activity can be done by the class as a whole or by assigning sections of the poem to groups.  Final refining probably must be done by the class as a whole or by one group or person working with the whole, to assure continuity.)
The Woodchuck Poem: Generating material

Group 1:  What does the woodchuck look like?  (Compare him.)

Group 2:  Describe the woodchuck.

Group 3:  Show how the woodchuck moves.

Group 4:  Describe what the woodchuck does.

Group 5:  Describe where the woodchuck is (in the picture).

Group 6:  Describe the home of the woodchuck.

Group 7:  What would you do if you saw one?

WOODCHUCK : A Collaborative Poem

In a field with tall green, green leaves,

And rocks all around, 

Woodchuck stands tall.

Nearby are other creatures: bluebirds, foxes, squirrels, 

Snakes, snails, slugs—

And  w     r     s.

             o     m

With eyes like watermelon seeds 

And whiskers like strings, 

Woodchuck’s chubby body looks like a furry football.

His ears—you can barely see them!

His brownish gray-and-white fur

(Orangish-yellow under each arm) 

Needs a haircut!

And he needs a manicure.
Sometimes Woodchuck scurries to his home, 

A deep, dark hole under the ground.  

With his front feet, he dug the hole; 

With his back feet, he threw the dirt back. 

It is warm, with lots of compartments, 

And he sleeps there in the wintertime. 

Then, each February, he comes out 

And looks for his shadow.  

If he sees it we’ll have six 

more 

      weeks 

               of

                  winter!

Listen to him chatter, like a squirrel: Cheep! Cheep! Cheep!

When Mother Woodchuck has her babies

(Four or five at a time),

She chatters to Father Woodchuck

To get him out of the hole.

When the babies are ready to leave she digs each of theme a h









 o









 l









 e.

The farmer hates Woodchuck, who eats all the crops—

The lettuce, the carrots, the flowers. 

But I like Woodchuck 

Because he has chubby cheeks, 

And I like his s-o-f-t fur.
FRAME POEMS: Little Snail, Little Spider, Little Spider revised

1.  Choose a poem that your students will enjoy.

2.  Find the “frame” that indicates the structure.

3.  Give the students the frame and help them find their own content to construct the poem.

4.  When they’ve finished, revise.  Change or take away the frame words, as needed, to make the poem the student’s own.  Add or substitute vivid words.

Examples:



Little Snail  
I saw a little snail

Come down the garden walk.

He wagged his head this way...that way...

Like a clown in a circus.

He looked from side to side

As though he were from a different country.

I have always said he carries his house on his back.

Today in the rain

I saw that it was his umbrella.





...Hilda Conkling 


Little Spider
  (using the frame)
I saw a little spider

Spinning his web on the blackberry bush.

He wove silky threads this way, that way,

Like a granny knitting a shawl.

He watched for flies and moths

As though he were a spy.

I have always said he made his web for a home.

This morning when sunrays glistened on the dew,

I saw it was a tapestry.



Spider ( revised, without the frame)

An inky-black spider

Spun his web on a blueberry bush,

Weaving silky threads this way, that way,

Like a granny knitting a shawl.

On mornings when sunrays glisten on the dew,

His web became a gossamer tapestry.

FRAME POEM: Grandmother
1. Choose a poem with an interesting framework.

2. After reading and enjoying it, insert your own content into the “frame” (which may be only the opening line, or several lines scatted throughout.  

3. Revise lines as need for vigor and rhythm.

4. See if you could remove the framework—as scaffolding is removed once the building is constructed.

5. Revise again as needed.

Try the following:

Grandmother

if i were to see

her shape from a mile away

i’d know so quickly

that it would be her.

the purple scarf

and the plastic

shopping bag.

if i felt

hands on my head

i’d know that those

were her hands

warm and damp

with the smell 

of roots.

if i heard 

a voice 

coming from a rock 

i’d know 

and her words 

would flow inside me 

like the light 

of someone 

stirring ashes 

from a sleepy fire 

at night. 



…Ray Young Bear 

Daddy

If I were to see him 

from a mile away, 
I’d know so quickly that 

it would be he—
The curled, uneven walk, 

The chipped red tool box


The blue chambray shirt, 

dark, half-moons under the arms.

If I were to feel hands on my head, 

I’d know that those were his hands, 
Strong, calloused, 

Grease lining the creases in palms 


and fingers.  
If I heard his voice 

coming from a rock, 
I’d know, 
And his words would skip inside me, 

like children on a playground
 
or a long line drive to center field.
--Sally Buckner
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FRAME POEM: Four-Year Old


Four -Year Old




by Ronald Bayes


Teddy Bear


and a stick


behind clump-weed and wild rye


he charges the evils of


the world.

--------------------------------------------------------------------

Frame

1. Title: Name or age or description of the person


2.  Name one thing the person has, wears, etc.


3.  Name another.


4.  Put him or her in a place.


5-6. Tell what the person does.

-------------------------------------------------------------------







Samples


Aunt Edna


Pearl-white hair








And a bent-over back.



In her retirement home room





She tells me what it was like


To draw water from a well.



My Neighbor



Wearing sandals


And a long, long skirt,


In her kitchen


She makes a pot of steaming soup

 
For her sick friend.

FRAMES FOR POEMS

William Carlos Williams Poems

To Use As Models
	The Red Wheelbarrow

so much depends 

upon 

a red wheel 

barrow 

glazed with rain 

water 

beside the white 

chickens.


	The Daisy

so much depends 

upon 

a single 

field daisy 

rising in the 

green meadow 

after a cooling 

rain



	This Is Just to Say

I have eaten 

the plums 

that were in 

the icebox 

and which 

you were probably 

saving 

for breakfast 

Forgive me 

they were delicious 

so sweet 

and cold


	Sidetracked

I have not graded 

the papers 

you gave me 

yesterday afternoon 

and which 

you were probably 

hoping 

would bring you an A 

Forgive me 

the evening was so cool 

the flowers fragrant 

the wrensong like a sonata
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REVISING POETRY

1.  For vividness

     
a.  Eliminate clichés.


b.  Add sensory words—especially colors.


   *  Roses climbed the arbor




Roses, yellow as sunlight, climbed the arbor.


c.  Change dull verbs to more precise, more lively ones.


   *  Rain fell on the tin roof.



Rain pounded (or drummed or tapdanced on) the tin roof.


d.  Try to avoid passive verbs, to be verbs, have, get, do.


   *Outside, the wind was forceful and loud.



Gales of wind shrieked around the house.


e.  Use adverbs only rarely.  Substitute strong nouns, verbs, adjectives.


   *  He walked quickly down the hall.



He rushed down the hall.


f.  Eliminate function words (the,  and ) as much as possible.


   *  Sea gulls swooped in the blue skies.



Sea gulls swooped in blue skies.


   *  The child lifted her arms and welcomed the wind.



The child lifted her arms, welcomed the wind.




or



Lifting her arms, the child welcomed the wind.




g.  Use the specific word, not the general term.



* Trees rose along the walkway.




Elms (or oaks or pines) rose along the walkway.



* Her arms were filled with flowers.




Her arms were filled with daisies and pink larkspur.

2.  For form (in free verse)


a.  Entice your reader with a strong beginning.


b.  Satisfy your reader with a neat ending but not a “moral.”.

3.  For melody


a.  End lines on a strong word.  (Avoid ending on prepositions, for example.)


b.  Read lines aloud and revise for rhythm.  Have someone else read your poem aloud to you.


c.  Watch for natural breaks in thought to decide where to divide lines into stanzas. (free verse)


d.  After completing a draft, try breaking the lines at different words, varying the line length.


e.  Create word echoes by placing close together words that sound somewhat like each other.



Examples:  
murmur and water
 





stream and sleek




happy and poppy




night and chime


f.  Don’t forget alliteration—words that begin with the same sound.



dewy dawn;    salty seawater;    the chime of church bells .




(But don’t overdo alliteration)


g.  Try onomatopoeia—words that make the sound they name:



The rusty door creaked.



Waves crashed against the rock.

NO WAY TO GO BUT UP: 

Revising With Images

	DELIBERATELY BAD POEM

It is night, 

and I am alone.

I look out the window 

and think of you, 

wondering where you are, 

what you do at this moment, 

why you are not here 

with me.

And I am lonesome.

           …SB


	NIGHT WATCH

Star-hung darkness 

Leans heavily on me; 

A smothering blanket 

Of velvet softness 

Encasing me in my own womb. 

A lone sentinel keeping solitary vigil, 

I pace behind the eye of my watchtower, 

Peering beyond pressed panes 

of fluid blackness,

Molding tree shapes into your figure, 

whispering your name, 

Bowing my head in desire and despair. 

What foreign port harbors you tonight?

What wave of the ocean cradles your sails?

How many tankards of rum 

Will quench your pain?

How many brawls to fight to forget—

That another man won my parent’s favor.

He sits upon his throne

In the study beneath my feet;

A spider guarding this fly

Held prisoner in the web,

And the ocean salts our infected wounds

That bleed freely with your presence.  

My husband’s steps echo on the stairs, 

embraced in blackness, 

I hug myself.

Wendy Fischer


	UNTITLED POEM

Moonlight rushes white

across my unwarmed toes

to rest upon your 

too-perfectly-plump pillow.

Smiling from behind 

the curtains, 

the moon himself 

offers  solace.  

But later 

when his spotlight beam recedes, 

he forgets to leave 

that sweet dimple in 

your sadly smooth pillow.  

How like the lightless absence 

of that “neon sign”

in your whisky right cheek—

your own personal marquee;

who does it flicker for 

today?

And why, Star, can its heat 

not thaw 

these frozen feet tonight?

Tonight,

this Starless night,

when even socks 

don’t help.

…Julie Taylor
	LONELY NIGHT BEAMS

moonlight casts its light across my bed,

in silence each pulse echoes—

my curtain rustle

touched

by a summer night’s breeze 

and I turn

looking into that moon—

that silly man

in the moon.

a puff of high fog shadows that face 

from my view

and yet somewhere,

elsewhere your face can be seen,

Mr. Man 

in the moon.

seconds tick away

and late night

becomes early morning.

I yearn for the sight of you to somehow place you in a setting 

of warming dim firelight

bronzing our love gazes.

ever so naturally I roll over

    and gently drape my arm across

what I dream and wish were you;

    I smile—

but then remembering,

simply squeeze an innocent pillow.

…Cameron Cutts


MAKING POETRY SING 


Draft Review 



sb/97
	
	Yes
	Sometimes
	Work on this

	1. IMAGES
a)  The images you use are so…
Specific

Distinctive

that your poem makes me feel that I’m in the presence of the person you have chosen as your subject.
b) The images are fresh


	
	
	

	2. SENSES
You’ve covered different sensory areas:
a) Sight
b) Smell/Taste

c) Sound/Hearing

d) Touch/Texture


	
	
	

	3. LINES
You arrange lines in such a way as to 
a) emphasize strong words (putting them at the end of   

    lines) 
b) provide a pleasing rhythm.

	
	
	

	4.  You avoid direct statements; instead, you let images and metaphors suggest the message.

	
	
	

	5.  You end your poem with a metaphor that indicates the person’s effect on you.  

	
	
	

	6.  You’ve used energetic language—not the “same old same old” nouns, adjectives, verbs. 

	
	
	

	7.  You’ve trimmed your language to the bone—eliminated function words such as and, the, prepositions (whenever possible), so that we focus on your powerful words.
	
	
	


