The Poetry Collection


The poetry-writing unit will result in ten daily grades and two major grades.  Thus, it will have a significant impact on your average.


You will create nine original poems – four “formula” poems and five poems demonstrating your understanding of figurative language.  The tenth poem will be a published poem, but more on that later.
· You will receive one daily grade for the first nine poems.
· Collect all of your poems and put them in a 3-brad folder.

· Decorate the cover of your folder.

· Decorate or illustrate each page of your collection, including the title page and table of contents.
· Each poem will have a unique title.

· You will receive two major grades for the final collection:

· visual effect of collection

· correct poems

The Five Figurative Language Poems

Simple Guidelines:  Get them right or don’t.

        (1.  Each poem will consist of approximately 80-100+ words.  



Students often write poems that are TOO short and use lots of little words.




You need to count up the total number of LETTERS in your poem




and divide by five to get the word count.  You need between 400 and 500 letters.


2.  Your poems do not have to rhyme.



3.  Your poems can all be on the same theme or on different themes.
        (4.  Where should my lines end?  That’s a question many students have.


     

The key is to end the line where you might naturally pause when reading it, 

 
      
at the end of a phrase or clause.  You can end the line at other spots, 

 
      
as long as you know why you chose that spot.
Compare:


Hourglass


The ocean is a blue cliché,

The pink sunset a rough-edged neon light through the smog.

Sand and seaweed scuff my toes in the tender spots,

Pillow the tough heels of my wave-buried feet and

Slowly cover my ankles.

There is sand everywhere,

On my face and hands,

Carried by the waves onto my clothes,

Even in the air as it is flung back,

Back into the sea that will toss and churn it

And round the sharper grains

So that some child's small pink feet

Will one day feel them,

Soft under the soft-skinned toes

Of one not even thought of yet

On our sand grain of a world.

Hourglass

The ocean is a blue cliché, the pink sunset a rough-edged neon light through the smog.  Sand and seaweed scuff my toes in the tender spots, pillow the tough heels of my wave-buried feet and slowly cover my ankles.  There is sand everywhere, on my face and hands, carried by the waves onto my clothes, even in the air as it is flung back, back into the sea that will toss and churn it and round the sharper grains so that some child's small pink feet will one day feel them, soft under the soft-skinned toes of one not even thought of yet on our sand grain of a world.
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Figurative Language Poem #1: The Simile Poem

This poem should contain from three to five similes.

My advice is to think of an event with which you have some degree of familiarity.   Write a rough draft, even in paragraph format, then think of comparisons you can make.

“He drove off in the rain, drops splattering against the windshield of the car.  He could hear the car’s tires humming against the pavement, see the windshield wipers swishing back and forth, but all he thought about was saying goodbye.”

Leaving

The staccato sound of the rain

was like a drummer
tapping his beat to the dark night.

Each raindrop

was like a tiny explosion
as it splattered against my windshield.

As I drove,

my tires hummed against the pavement

like fluorescent lights in an empty room,

like the one fly that slips into the house

and hovers near your ear.

The wipers swooshed back and forth

in futility,

like a child waving good-bye

to one who is already gone.

(80 words)

An Essay (70 words)
 

My friends and I went to Astroworld on the first day of summer vacation.  Bob's grandma drove us.  It was a hot day, but there was plenty of Coke to drink to keep us cool.  We rode the Bamboo Shoot and the Cyclone, and then we went to the arcade area where we played Skeeball.  Around noon, it was getting really hot, so we found a shady place to eat pizza and drink some Ozarka water.  Then we went to the water show to watch the dolphins.


Summer Vacation (86 words)

The first day of summer vacation

is like being set free from prison.

I spent it at Astroworld

after Grandma Johnson

drove us slow as a turtle down the freeway.

We thought we’d never get there.

The sun was beating down

like a heat lamp at McDonald’s

and we were Quarter Pounders

waiting to be eaten.

The line for the Cyclone

twisted and turned like a snake
squirming on hot pavement,

but the ride was worth it.

We screamed like we were dying
and every time we shot down,
it was like a jet fighter
dive bombing an enemy encampment.

Figurative Language Poem #2:  The Metaphor Poem

This simple metaphor poem requires you to imagine your family as an object made of many components -  a house, a toolbox, a medicine cabinet, a bookshelf, a shopping mall, a grocery store – and to assign each component to a family member.




Medicine Cabinet (80 words)

My family is a medicine cabinet.
My father is the door
that keeps us together and safe.

Without him,

we’d spill all over the place.
My mother is the bandage
that covers and heals our wounds.
Her touch is a gentle kiss.
My older brother is the tweezers 

‘cause he always picks on me.
Sometimes I just wish

someone would drop him in the toilet.
My little sisters is the aspirin

because she’s such a pain.

Me?  I’m the mirror.

I just reflect what the others want to see

Astroworld (89 words)

My nine month sentence is over

and I’m finally free to leave prison.

Destination?  Astroworld.

Bob’s turtle of a grandma
crept down the freeway

until the gates loomed before us –

Heaven!

But from the sky

a heat lamp cooked us –

steak on the grill,

shrimp on the barbie.

We jumped aboard a roaring dragon
that climbed up and shot down


and twisted round

till our brains were muddled 


and mushed and mired

in a swamp of confused thoughts.

We found a medic’s hut
in this jungle of noise and confusion

and a sweet nurse administered

nectar and ambrosia.


A Metaphor Poem

for a Family of Three (125 words)

My family is a grocery store.

My father is the manager.

He makes sure everything is where 


it’s supposed to be.

“A place for everything, 

and everything in its place,” 


he loves to say.

And if an employee makes a mistake,


he’s there to show correction.

If a “customer” has a complaint,


he always quick to make things right.

My mom is the cashier.

She’s the one who keeps things running smoothly,


and works face-to-face with everyone.

She makes sure we have all the right food,


plenty of clothes,


toilet paper, toothpaste…


all the essentials.

Me?  I’ve got plenty of roles –

Sometimes I’m the customer


getting food from the pantry.

Sometimes I’m the employee


who needs correction.

But usually I just get put to work


doing every job that’s needed


to make the store run.

Figurative Language Poem #3:  The Personification Poem

should have 3 to 5 examples of personification.

The Volleyball (91 words)
Every day,

I fly back and forth
over a shiny wooden floor.
Drops of water

glisten on the players’ foreheads

as their red hands

slap me and pound me
across my leather face.

Different players
hit me in different ways.

Sometimes,

I fly off the court and roll away,

hoping they won’t catch me.

It seems like they want to hurt me

and help each other.

One of them

will throw me up in the air

and the other will run,

jump, and pound me

into the wooden floor.

I can’t wait for the game to be over,

so they’ll leave me with my friends

to rest until the next time.


Summertime (80 words)

“Why are they always so eager to leave?

Don’t they know I’ll miss them during the summer?”

“Now it’s our turn to keep them entertained.  

You get them for nine months, 

but for the two months of summer, 

we wait with open arms, 

ready to make life interesting.”

“That’s right.  

They’re stuck indoors all day,

but now I can shine down upon them

and warm them

and fill them with energy.”

“And I can fill their lives with excitement

as I run up and down the tracks

and twist and turn

and shake them up.”

Figurative Language Poem #4:  The Hyperbole Poem

Hyperbole is an exaggeration used to make a point.  Should have 3 to 5 examples of hyperbole.
Juliet Speaking to Friar Laurence

When Told She was to Marry Paris

and She was Already Married to Romeo

(84 words)
Ask me to jump off the tallest tower

rather than marry Paris.

I would rather walk the dangerous pathways at night

Or be thrown into a pit of snakes

Or be chained to a roaring bear

Or be locked into a tomb

     and be covered in the bones of the dead

Or be thrown into a new grave

    with a fresh corpse.
All of these things that set my heart a’tremble

I would do without any fear

As long as I could stay the true wife of Romeo

Poem for Skipper’s Class (125 words)

My alarm clock rang so loud

it could have awakened the dead.

And though I was quite tired

I still climbed out of bed.

The pyramids of Egypt

are nothing to compare

to the task I had before me - 

combing my morning hair.

The day was starting so poorly

the bus had already left.
By the time I arrived at school

of patience I was bereft.

Skipper’s class had started,

I can’t believe I’m late.

I would rather visit the dentist

than experience what waits.
How many tardies has it been?
I think I’m up to seven.

I know if I get one more I’ll die
and not end up in Heaven.

At least my poems are finished
and ready to turn in.

To miss this deadline

would certainly be a sin.

I’ve worked real hard

and written well.

When he’s done,

he’ll think they’re swell.
Roller Coaster (103 words)

I’ve been in school for one hundred years,

but finally summer is here.

We’ll spend every waking moment at Astroworld,

but if gramps doesn’t drive any faster,

summer will be over by the time we arrive.

Our wait in line for the Cyclone

lasted 72 hours,

but as it climbed its way up,

higher than Mt. Everest,

to the upper stratosphere of space

where we could touch the moon,

we knew it was worth it.

We suddenly plunged down

hitting Mach 5,

breaking the sound barrier,

exceeding the speed of light,

tossed from side to side

until every muscle was bruised,

every bone was broken,

and we ran to the start of the line

to do it all over again.


Roller Coaster
written like a narrow paragraph.



I’ve been in school for one 



hundred years, but finally



summer is here.  We’ll spend 



every waking moment at 



Astroworld, but if gramps 



doesn’t drive any faster,



summer will be over by the 



time we arrive.  Our wait in 



line for the Cyclone lasted 72 



hours, but as it climbed its way 



up, higher than Mt. Everest, to 



the upper stratosphere of space 



where we could touch the moon, 



we knew it was worth it.  We 



suddenly plunged down hitting 



Mach 5, breaking the sound barrier, 



exceeding the speed of light, tossed 



from side to side until every muscle 



was bruised, every bone was broken, 



and we ran to the start of the line 



to do it all over again.

Figurative Language Poem #5:  The Onomatopoeia Poem

Give me 3 to 5 examples of onomatopoeia.

The Hunt (82 words)
The slap of the duck’s webbed feet

echoed across the silent moor –

the lonely sound 

as it made the long walk

down the empty wooden pier.

With a splash
he took his final plunge

into the dark water of the marsh.

Dark ripples went out,
sloshing onto the shore and
into the dreary morn.

With one hollow quack
he beckoned to his fellow ducks,

calling them to their destiny
leading them to the end.

Three sharp bangs,

the acrid smell of gunpowder,

the hunter’s dinner floats

in an expanding pool of red.

School (80 words)
The school doors slammed open

and the stomp of the kids’ feet

echoed down the street

as they tore away to freedom.

School was finally out.

Riding down the freeway,

cars whizzing by,

the clock on the dash

ticked minutes away 

as Bob’s grandma

puttered down the road.

But with a shriek and a holler,

we finally dashed across the park

to the tall creaking clacking Cyclone.

As it roared up and down,

we thumped and bumped
and screamed and shrieked 

till it screeched to a stop at the end.




Racing Through the Night (118 words)

The siren wailed through the night,


the police car squealed around the corner


in pursuit.


I drove on madly


like a vampire


fleeing the rays of the sun.


I could hear the engine of my car


clunking


and could smell the engine


as it began to overheat.


I tore around a corner


through an alley


and into a warehouse door


open wide


ready to swallow me up.


I shut off the car


but the engine still ticked

and steam hissed from  under the hood.


I heard a door slam in the shadows


and the slow clump clump 

of footsteps drawing nearer.


A raspy voice called from the darkness,


its shrillness scratching  at my guts


like a person dragging his nails down a chalkboard.


“You remembered to get extra ketchup, didn’t you?”
Formula Poem #1 - The Cinquain
The Cinquain is a formula poem and must be written exactly so.

Line One:
one noun/ gerund





Dancing

Line Two:
two adjectives






Quick, Lively

Line Three:
three “ing” words





Whirling, Spinning, Jumping

Line Four:
four words describing topic


Expresses my emotions beautifully

Line Five:
two-word metaphor




Twirling Tornado
Formula Poem #2 - The Diamante

The Diamante is a poem of opposites.  Follow these guidelines carefully.

Line one:
noun opposite of line seven

Line two:
two adjectives describing line one

Line three:
three “ing” words describing line one

Line four:
two nouns relating to line one THEN two nouns relating to line seven

Line five:
three “ing” words describing line seven

Line six:
two adjectives describing line seven

Line seven:
noun opposite of line one

Example (Notice it is shaped like a diamond; yours should be, too.)

Water

cool,    clean

refreshing, cleansing, satisfying

Oasis,     Mississippi,     Sahara,     Mirage

thirsting, sweltering, unending

barren, empty

Desert

Formula Poem #3 - The Alliteration Pyramid

The Alliteration Pyramid is a fun poem.  It is shaped like a pyramid.   In addition to being shaped like a pyramid, the majority of the words all begin with the same consonant sound.  It should be a minimum of six lines long.
Bobby

Bad baby

Bobby bombarded

baby-sitter  Betty  by

bombing Betty with brown,

breaded berry balls.  Baby-sitter

Betty boo-hooed, blaming bad baby

Bobby and Bobby’s brown, breaded berries

for Bobby’s baby-sitter Betty’s black and blue boo-boo.

Formula Poem #4 - I Am ….

This is a finish-the-sentence poem.  (but make all the “I am” lines the same).

I am …. 



I am a BMX racer
I wonder …. 



I wonder if I’ll win today
I hear …. 



I hear the roar of a large crowd
I see …. 



I see myself as the 2006 State Champion
I am …. 



I am a BMX race
I pretend …. 



I pretend to be rich and famous
I feel …. 



I feel strong
I touch …. 



I touch my feet to the ground
I worry …. 



I worry about wiping out
I am …. 



I am a BMX racer
I understand ….



I understand what it takes to be the best
I say ….



I say I’ll take anyone on
I dream ….



I dream of being the world champion
I hope ….



I hope to win
I am ….



I am a BMX racer


The Tenth Poem
Find a song that tells a story and contains poetic elements.  Include the lyrics in your collection and an analysis of the song using the following guidelines.
First, look at the title.  What does it suggest the poem will be about? 
Second, write a paraphrase of the song.  Tell the basic story of the song without any interpreting the meaning of the poem.
Next, look for poetic elements.

· Connotations

· Diction and symbolism 

· Imagery 

· Metaphors and similes 

· Rhyme scheme 

· End rhymes and internal rhymes 

· End stop 

· Enjambment 

· Alliteration 

· Assonance 

· Consonance 

· Mood 

· Allusions 

· Punctuation 

· Personification 

Last, explain the theme of the song.  What its message?  What is it saying?  How does it relate to life?

Piano Man by Billy Joel
It's nine o'clock on a Saturday
The regular crowd shuffles in
There's an old man sitting next to me
Makin' love to his tonic and gin

He says, "Son, can you play me a memory
I'm not really sure how it goes
But it's sad and it's sweet and I knew it complete
When I wore a younger man's clothes."

Chorus:
Sing us a song, you're the piano man
Sing us a song tonight
We're all in the mood for a melody
And you've got us all feelin' alright

Now John at the bar is a friend of mine
He gets me my drinks for free
And he's quick with a joke and he'll light up your smoke
But there's some place that he'd rather be

He says, "Bill, I believe this is killing me."
As the smile ran away from his face
"Well I'm sure that I could be a movie star
If I could get out of this place"

Now Paul is a real estate novelist
Who never had time for a wife
And he's talkin' with Davy, who's still in the Navy
And probably will be for life

And the waitress is practicing politics
As the businessmen slowly gets stoned
Yes, they're sharing a drink they call loneliness
But it's better than drinkin' alone


It's a pretty good crowd for a Saturday
And the manager gives me a smile
'Cause he knows that it's me they've been comin' to see
To forget about life for a while

And the piano, it sounds like a carnival
And the microphone smells like a beer
And they sit at the bar and put bread in my jar
And say, "Man, what are you doin' here?"



“Piano Man” by Billy Joel

Title - 


The song will be about a piano player.

Paraphrase - 
A piano player in a bar one Saturday night watches his regular crowd of customers comes in and tells a little about each of them.  There’s an old man whose drink is his only companion who longs for the days of his youth.  The bartender is a friendly fellow, but wishes he could move to Hollywood and become a movie star.  Paul either sells real estate or writes novels (maybe both) and has been so involved with his work that he never got married.  Davy is in the Navy and, by the looks of things, will be forever.  The nameless waitress either wants to get into politics, likes to debate political topics, or works hard to keep everybody happy and still get what she wants.  The piano man comments that all the businessmen share their loneliness together, which is an oxymoron, and slowly get drunk.  All the characters are unhappy with their situation in life and though the piano man has shown no signs that he’s not happy, the other customers wonder why he is playing in a run-down bar for a bunch of lonely people.
Poetic Elements -

Connotations - “the crowd shuffles”, dragging their feet in sorrow and gloom


“the piano sounds like a carnival” - happy sounding


Similes - “the piano sounds like a carnival” is a simile; “the microphone smells like a beer” is a literal comparison

Metaphor - “making love to his tonic and gin” - his love for drink has replaced his love for women.  “Put bread in my jar” - the old comparison of money and bread.  Money buys food (bread).


Hyperbole - “This is killing me” - maybe a slow death, killing his dreams


Oxymoron - “It’s sad and it’s sweet” and the contrast between the atmosphere of the bar and the atmosphere of the carnival that the piano sounds like


Rhyme Scheme - ABCB with alternating stanzas having internal rhyme in the 3rd line

Personification – “the smile ran away from his face”
Theme -
We are all in the same boat, living lives of quiet desperation.  We all have problems.  We need to grab what we can to find meaning and joy in life and sometimes that comes from helping others.

The Cover
This should look like the cover of a book.  It should be quite appealing, colorful, fancy, etc.  Put a title for your collection boldly across the top and in slightly smaller letters across the bottom, put your name and class period.
The Title Page

across the top: The Title of Your Collection

near the middle: Your Name

at the bottom: Mr. Skipper, CLHS, 2007
The Table of Contents

After the title page, you will have a table of contents.

For each poem, you need to have three things:


the title of the poem, the type of poem it is, the page # where the poem appears
*****
CONTENTS


Leaving (simile)
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Medicine Cabinet (metaphor)













2


The Clock (personification)













3


et cetera
The Poem Pages Themselves



Put the title of the poem.


Do NOT put your name



Put the poem.





Do NOT put the type of poem



Put the page number.


Decorate or illustrate.
The Decorations

Every page will have some type of decoration or illustration.  I have gobs of collections for you to look at in class. 

Decorations can be borders or colors or whatever that remain constant throughout the collection.  You might DRAW a flower border or ivy border on every page, or something like that.

Most students choose to illustrate each page with a drawing or picture to represent some aspect of the poem.

Remember, I’m looking at effort AND effect.  Clear, high quality printouts from the computer are good.  Hand drawn art is good.  Color is good.  Good black and white artwork is good.  Remember:  Effort and creativity.


Name:  





  Per.  


Grading Rubric

The Poems

Simile
 (10)






Metaphor
 (10)





Personification (10)




Hyperbole (10)





Onomatopoeia (10)




Diamante
 (10)





Cinquain (10)





Alliteration (10)





I Am (10)







Tenth (10)







Total
Points  




  
The Pages/ Art

cover (20)




title page (5/5)



contents (10/10)


poem art (50)



Total Points 


  
1
18

