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Do you ever wonder what the heck some poets are talking about in their poems?  Well, sometimes we have to read the poem a few times and try the following suggestions to help us out.

1. Always look up words you may not know or words that may be important to know the exact definition.

2. Underline important parts; mark up the poem on the page.

3. Consider the significance of the title.

4. What is the poem talking about?  Is it telling a story or describing an experience?  Does history play a key role in the poem?  
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5. What kind of human emotion comes across in the poem?

6. What is the tone of the speaker of the poem?  TONE:  The attitude a writer takes toward the audience, a subject, or a character.

7. What does the poem suggest about life?

8. What images are created in the poem?

9. Identify details of the poem to interpret meanings.

10.  TPCASTT: another method of analyzing a poem

T= Title:  

P= Paraphrase in 1-2 sentences

C= Connotation of words

A= Analyze for deeper meaning

S= Shift of tone or mood
T= Tone (Attitude a writer takes toward a subject, a character, or an audience)
T= Theme

Bottom line is…draw lines, circle words, write down your ideas and thoughts…

Get WILD  & CRAZY with POETRY!



Theme for English B   by Langston Hughes

The instructor said,



Go home and write



a page tonight.



And let that page come out of you—



Then, it will be true.


I wonder if it’s that simple?


I am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.


I went to school there, then Durham, then here


to this college on the hill above Harlem.


I am the only colored student in my class.


The steps from the hill lead down in Harlem,


through a park, the I cross St. Nicholas,


Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the y,


the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator 


up to my room, sit down, and write this page:


It’s not easy to know what is true for you or me


at twenty-two, my age.  But I guess I’m what


I feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you:


hear you, hear me – we two – you, me, talk on this page.


(I hear New York, too.) Me – who?


Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.


I like to work, read, learn, and understand life.


I like a pipe for a Christmas present,


or records – Bessie, bop, or Bach.


I guess being colored doesn’t make me not like


the same things other folks like who are other races.


So will my page be colored that I write?


Being me, it will not be white.


But it will be


a part of you, instructor.


You are white –

yet a part of me, as I am a part of you.


That’s American.


Sometimes perhaps you don’t want to be a part of me.


Nor do I often want to be a part of you.


But we are, that’s true!


As I learn from you,


I guess you learn from me –

although you’re older – and white –

and somewhat more free.


This is my page for English B.
Langston Hughes

I, Too.

I, too, sing America. 

I am the darker brother.
They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,
But I laugh,
And eat well,
And grow strong. 

Tomorrow,
I'll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody'll dare
Say to me,
"Eat in the kitchen,"
Then. 

Besides,
They'll see how beautiful I am
And be ashamed-- 

I, too, am America.

Falling in love is like owning a dog
an epithalamion by Taylor Mali
www.taylormali.com
First of all, it's a big responsibility, 
especially in a city like New York. 
So think long and hard before deciding on love. 
On the other hand, love gives you a sense of security: 
when you're walking down the street late at night 
and you have a leash on love 
ain't no one going to mess with you. 
Because crooks and muggers think love is unpredictable. 
Who knows what love could do in its own defense? 

On cold winter nights, love is warm. 
It lies between you and lives and breathes 
and makes funny noises. 
Love wakes you up all hours of the night with its needs. 
It needs to be fed so it will grow and stay healthy.

Love doesn't like being left alone for long. 
But come home and love is always happy to see you. 
It may break a few things accidentally in its passion for life, 
but you can never be mad at love for long. 

Is love good all the time? No! No! 
Love can be bad. Bad, love, bad! Very bad love.

Love makes messes. 
Love leaves you little surprises here and there. 
Love needs lots of cleaning up after. 
Sometimes you just want to get love fixed. 
Sometimes you want to roll up a piece of newspaper 
and swat love on the nose, 
not so much to cause pain, 
just to let love know Don't you ever do that again! 

Sometimes love just wants to go for a nice long walk. 
Because love loves exercise. 
It runs you around the block and leaves you panting. 
It pulls you in several different directions at once, 
or winds around and around you 
until you're all wound up and can't move. 

But love makes you meet people wherever you go. 
People who have nothing in common but love 
stop and talk to each other on the street.

Throw things away and love will bring them back, 
again, and again, and again. 
But most of all, love needs love, lots of it. 
And in return, love loves you and never stops. 

Like Lilly Like Wilson
By Taylor Mali         www.taylormali.com 

I'm writing the poem that will change the world, 
and it's Lilly Wilson at my office door. 
Lilly Wilson, the recovering like addict, 
the worst I've ever seen. 
So, like, bad the whole eighth grade 
started calling her Like Lilly Like Wilson Like. 
ŒUntil I declared my classroom a Like-Free Zone, 
and she could not speak for days. 

But when she finally did, it was to say, 
Mr. Mali, this is . . . so hard. 
Now I have to think before I . . . say anything. 

Imagine that, Lilly. 

It's for your own good. 
Even if you don't like . . .  it. 

I'm writing the poem that will change the world, 
and it's Lilly Wilson at my office door. 
Lilly is writing a research paper for me 
about how homosexuals shouldn't be allowed 
to adopt children. 
I'm writing the poem that will change the world, 
and it's Like Lilly Like Wilson at my office door.

She's having trouble finding sources, 
which is to say, ones that back her up. 
They all argue in favor of what I thought I was against. 

And it took four years of college, 
three years of graduate school, 
and every incidental teaching experience I have ever had 
to let out only, 

Well, that's a real interesting problem, Lilly. 
But what do you propose to do about it? 
That's what I want to know. 

And the eighth-grade mind is a beautiful thing; 
Like a new-born baby's face, you can often see it 
change before your very eyes. 

I can't believe I'm saying this, Mr. Mali, 
but I think I'd like to switch sides. 

And I want to tell her to do more than just believe it, 
but to enjoy it! 

That changing your mind is one of the best ways 
of finding out whether or not you still have one. 
Or even that minds are like parachutes, 
that it doesn't matter what you pack 
them with so long as they open 
at the right time. 
O God, Lilly, I want to say 
you make me feel like a teacher,
and who could ask to feel more than that? 
I want to say all this but manage only, 
Lilly, I am like so impressed with you! 

So I finally taught somebody something, 
namely, how to change her mind. 
And learned in the process that if I ever change the world 
it's going to be one eighth grader at a time. 
 “The Sound of Silence”     Simon and Garfunkel 
Hello darkness, my old friend,

I’ve come to talk with you again,

Because a vision softly creeping,

Left its seeds while I was sleeping,

And the vision that was planted in my brain

Still remains

Within the sound of silence.

In restless dreams I walked alone

Narrow streets of cobblestone,

’neath the halo of a street lamp,

I turned my collar to the cold and damp

When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of

A neon light

That split the night

And touched the sound of silence.

And in the naked light I saw

Ten thousand people, maybe more.

People talking without speaking,

People hearing without listening,

People writing songs that voices never share

And no one deared

Disturb the sound of silence.

Fools said i,you do not know

Silence like a cancer grows.

Hear my words that I might teach you,

Take my arms that I might reach you.

But my words like silent raindrops fell,

And echoed

In the wells of silence

And the people bowed and prayed

To the neon God they made.

And the sign flashed out it’s warning,

In the words that it was forming.

And the signs said, the words of the prophets

Are written on the subway walls

And tenement halls.

And whisper’d in the sounds of silence.

Kanye West – “Through the Wire”

Yo G they can't stop me from rapping can they?
Can they, huh?

[Chorus:]
Through the fire, to the limit, to the wall
For a chance to be with you, I'd gladly risk it all
Through the fire, through whatever come what may
For a chance at loving you, I'd take it all away
Right down through the wire, even through the fire

I spit it through the wire man
To much stuff on my heart right now man
I'll gladly risk it all right now
It's a life or death situation man
Y'all don't really understand how I feel right now man
It's your boy Kanye to the....
Chi-Town what's going on man

[Verse 1:]
I drink a boost for breakfast, and ensure for dizzert
Somebody ordered pancakes I just sip the sizzurp
That right there could drive a sane man bizzerk
Not to worry y'll Mr. H 2 the Izzo's back to wizzerk
How do you console my mom or give her light support
When you telling her your sons' on life support
And just imagine how my girl feel
On the plane scared as hell that her guy look like Emitt Till
She was with me before the deal she been trying to be mine
She a delta so she been throwing them Dynasty signs
No use me tryin' to be lyin'
I been trying to signed
Trying to be a millionaire
How I use two lifelines
In the same hospital where Biggie Smalls died
The doctor said I had blood clots
But I ain't Jamaican man
Story on MTV and I ain't trying to make the band
I swear this right here is history in the making man

[Chorus]
I really apologize how I sound right now man
If it's unclear at all, man
They got my mouth wired shut for like I don't know the doctor said for like six weeks
You know we had reconstru....
I had reconstructive surgery on my jaw
Looked in the mirror half my jaw was in the back of my mouth man
I couldn't believe it
But im still here for yall right now yo
This is what I gotta say yo
Yeah, turn me up yeah


[Verse 2:]
What if somebody from the Chi was ill got a deal on the hottest rap label around
But he wasn't talking bout coke and birds it was more like spoken word
Except he really putting it down
And he explained the story about how blacks came from glory
And what we need to do in the game
Good dude, Bad night, Right place, Wrong time
In the blink of an eye his whole life changed
If you could feel how my face felt you would know how Mase felt
Thank God I ain't to cool for the safe belt
I swear to God drive two on the sue
I got lawyer for the case to keep whats in my safe; safe
My dawgs couldn't tell if I
I look Tom Cruise on Vanilla Sky, it was televised
All they heard was that I was in an accident like GEICO
They thought I was burnt up like Pepsi did Michael
I must gotta angel
Cause look how death missed his ***
Unbreakable, would you thought they called me Mr. Glass
Look back on my life like the ghost of Christmas past
Toys R Us where I used to spend that Christmas cash
And I still wont grow up, I'm a grown *** kid
Swear I should be locked up for stupid *** that I did
But I'm a champion, so I turned tragedy to triumph
Make music that's fire, spit my soul through the wire

[Chorus]
Know what im saying
When the doctor told me I had a um.. I was goin to have a plate on my chin
I said dawg don't you realize I'll never make it on the plane now
Its bad enough I got all this jewelry on
Can't be serious man
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Her Cruising Car


A Portrait Of Two Small Town Girls





There is nothing...that can be said...that can frighten me


...anymore...Sadden me...perhaps...disgust me...


certainly...but not make me afraid...It has been said...


Learn What You Fear...Then Make Love To It...dance


with it...put it on your dresser...and kiss it good...night


...Say it...over and over...until in the darkest hour...


from the deepest sleep...you can be awakened...to say


Yes...





She never learned...no matter how often people tried...


that it was hers...the fear and the Life...the glory of the


gamble...It was her quarter...she had to pick the machine


...She never understood...simple duty...knowing only to


give all of herself...or none...There was no balance...to


her triangle...though three points...are the strongest


mathematical figures...no tingle...when struck...no joy


...in her song...no comfort in her chair...war/always war


...with who she was...who she wanted to be...and what 


they wanted...of her...





One reason I think...I am qualified...to run the world...


though my appointment is not imminent...is when I get...


what I want...I am happy...It is surprising to me...how


few people are...When they win...like Richard Nixon or


John McEnroe...they are unhappy...when they lose...


impossible...One reason I think...I have neither ulcers 


nor nail biting habits...is I know to be careful...of what I


want...I just may get it...





She was never taught...that everything is earned...that 


Newton was right....for every action there is an equal and


opposite reaction...Interest is obtained...only on Savings


....Personality is developed...only on risk...What is 


sought...must first be given...We please others...by 


only allowing them access...to that part of ourselves which


is public...If familiarity breeds contempt...use breeds ha-


tred...


Turtles...the kind you find in pet stores...the kind Darwin


met on Galapagos...grow to fit the environment...There 


are....probably...some genetic limits...but a small turtle


....in  a small bowl...will not outgrow...her home...











Just Some Poetry





kidnap poem by nikki giovanni


ever been kidnapped�by a poet�if i were a poet�i'd kidnap you�put you in my phrases and meter�you to jones beach�or maybe coney island�or maybe just to my house�lyric you in lilacs�dash you in the rain�blend into the beach�to complement my see�play the lyre for you�ode you with my love song�anything to win you�wrap you in the red Black green�show you off to mama�yeah if i were a poet i'd kid�nap you
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Making a Fist                Naomi Shihab Nye 





For the first time, on the road north of Tampico,�I felt the life sliding out of me,�a drum in the desert, harder and harder to hear.�I was seven, I lay in the car�watching palm trees swirl a sickening pattern past the glass.�My stomach was a melon split wide inside my skin.��"How do you know if you are going to die?"�I begged my mother. �We had been traveling for days.�With strange confidence she answered,�"When you can no longer make a fist."��Years later I smile to think of that journey,�the borders we must cross separately,�stamped with our unanswerable woes.�I who did not die, who am still living,�still lying in the backseat behind all my questions,�clenching and opening one small hand.








