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"When you read a poem, you should feel as if the top of your head was just blown off."  

Emily Dickinson

Lyrics Analysis Assignment   
 
Directions

1.  Find lyrics to a song that meet the following criteria:


a.  A song that you feel has poetic merit—intense use of words and some 


     examples of poetic devices:  simile, metaphor, personification, onomatopoeia,


     alliteration, hyperbole, situational irony, dramatic irony, verbal irony, repetition,


     rhyme scheme, etc.


b.  A song that has appropriate content and language


c.  A song that has deeper meaning beyond the obvious.


d. A song that you like and we could actually find on your MP3 player.

2. Print out or type a copy of the lyrics, and submit them for approval if you think they are questionable. Have your lyrics in class with you on _____________. 

[image: image2.wmf]3. Carefully analyze your lyrics (See below).

Lyrics Analysis:  Please type and label the following analysis.
I.  Analyze your lyrics verse by verse.  Look up any unfamiliar words that show up in your lyrics.  
· Write the meaning of each verse on your lyrics sheet on the right side; try to create 2 columns. 
· List and label at least 3 examples of figurative language/poetic devices you can find. 

· Then write a paragraph describing what is the song’s deeper meaning and what you’ve learned by taking a closer look at this song.  We’ll be practicing in class, so you’ll get a better idea of what to do. 
II.  On the same sheet of paper as your poetic devices, answer the following question in a paragraph:  Do you consider these lyrics to be poetry?  Why or why not?  
III.  Present your lyrics to the class (3 minutes).  You do not need to present the poetic devices, but you do need to verbally analyze the songs meaning and discuss why you think it is poetry. Do you like the song more or less now after analysis? Use the screen to post you lyrics.  Also, play 1 minute of your song.  Come prepared with a brief outline or note cards.  
E202-Minniti
Lyrics Analysis Grade Sheet
Name:
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Appropriate Song Turned In On Time

0




4
Written portion

Typed and labeled (This means you read and followed directions)

0
1
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4
5

Lyrics Analysis—Stanza by Stanza: describes the deeper meaning 

0
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4
5
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9
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3 Examples of Poetic Devices—Accurate explained?
0
1
2
3
4
5
6
Explanation—Is this poetry?

0
1
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3
4
5

Presentation
Present and read song; give overall analysis, and explain why it is/isn’t poetry.  
0
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10

Incorporates good speaking skills.

0
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10

Comments:






Total _______/50 Points

	Excerpt from “Ends” by Everlast

CHORUS:
Ends
Some people will rob their mother for the ends
Rats snitch on one another for the ends
Sometimes kids get murdered for the ends
So before we go any further I want my ends
	Analysis

	I knew this cat named Darrel who didn't have a dollar
He was Harvard material, Ivy League scholar
Had a Ph.D., had an M.B.A.
But now he's waiting tables 'cause there's rent to pay
Companies downsizing, inflation's rising
Can't find a job, he's feeling kinda stressed
Doesn't even feel the effects when he's 'sessed
Forgot to count how many times he been blessed
So he falls off track, starts smokin' the crack
And once it hits his brain it starts to chain react
Sells the shirt off his back, shoes off his feet
He's losing all his teeth now he's out in the street
And all of a sudden he's like Jesse James
Trying to stick up kids holding watches and chains
But he's from business school and he's nervous with a tool
So he ends up on his back in a bloody pool
For the
	


	Fall to Pieces        by Velvet Revolver
	

	It's been a long year
Since you've been gone
I've been alone here
I've grown old
I fall to pieces, I'm falling 
Fell to pieces and I'm still falling

Every time I'm falling down
All alone I fall to pieces

I keep a journal of memories
I'm feeling lonely, I can't breathe
I fall to pieces, I'm falling
Fell to pieces and I'm still falling

All the years I've tried
With more to go
Will the memories die
I'm waiting
Will I find you
Can I find you
We're falling down
I'm falling

Every time I’m falling down
All alone I fall to pieces
Every time I’m falling down
All alone I fall to pieces
Every time I’m falling down
All alone I fall to pieces
Every time I’m falling down
All alone I fall to pieces
	


	Introduction To Poetry  by 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. 
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Tips for the analysis of poetry

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. First, read the poem.  

· What is your first impression or initial response?  

· How does it make you feel?  What does it make you think?  

· Does this poem make you want to tear your eyes out?  Cry an ocean?  Dance madly through the halls?  Scream from mountain tops?  Fall in love?  Or do something else…?

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

3. Underline important parts; mark up the poem on the page.
4. Find poetic devices and label them….what do these poetic devices do for the poem?
5. What is the poem talking about?  Is it telling a story or describing an experience?  Does history play a key role in the poem?  

6. What kind of human emotion comes across in the poem?
7. What does the poem suggest about life?

8. What images are created in the poem?

9.  TPCASTT: another method of analyzing a poem

T= Title:  

· How does the title relate to the poem? 

· Is the title a line in the poem?

· Does the title affect how we view the poem’s theme?  Does it cause us to look at some piece of the poem more carefully?

P= Paraphrase = summarize stanzas into simpler ideas
C= Connotation

· For example, does the use of onomatopoeia help us to hear what the speaker hears?

· Would this poem be less effective or beautiful if the writer didn’t include these devices?

A= Analyze for meaning

· What does it mean to you?

· Can you relate, or do you know someone else who can relate?

· What can you connect from this poem to your personal life?

· How are you a changed person as a result of reading this poem?

S= Shift of tone

T= Tone = The attitude a writer takes toward the audience, a subject, or a character.

· How would this poem change if the speaker were someone different?
· Do you suspect that the speaker is the writer?  Or is the writing using someone else’s voice?
T= Theme

· What do you think poem is saying?  

· BE CAREFUL about this!  Poems mean different things to different people.  Don’t be afraid to take a guess because the poem will speak to you differently than it does your neighbor.  At Writer’s Week, Michael Salinger said, “Don’t let a teacher tell you what a poem means because he doesn’t know.”  Well, to an extent… we still have to analyze and discuss what the poet is possibly saying.

· While there may be a central message, the poem will impact each of us differently.

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

Get WILD  & CRAZY with POETRY
AND let’s not forget to mark the heck out of our poems!! How’s that for internal rhyme?
USE YOUR MARGINS!

1. Underline, circle, highlight, or otherwise indicate poetic devices.  Label what device is used in the margin.

2. Draw pictures in the margins of the images this poem brings to mind.

3. Write questions in the margins.

4. Write the definitions of words whose meanings you aren’t sure of.

Hey!  This is cool…

1. Think of the poem as weather: is it foggy, sunny, gusty, drizzling, cold, clear, crisp, muggy? 

2. Think of the poem as movement: is it marching, climbing, crawling, rolling along, tiptoeing, strolling, sprinting?

3. Think of the poem as clothing: is it a jacket and tie, overalls, Vera Wang evening gown, Bebe mini skirt, slouchy Hollister jeans, cozy Juicy jumpsuit?

4. Think of the poem as terrain: is it hilly, like a desert, soft and grassy, like a jungle, in a forest?

5. What color is the poem?

6. What shape is the poem?

7. What animal is the poem?

8. What vegetable is the poem?

9. What song?

10. What movement is the poem?  Can you turn the poem into an interpretive dance?

11. What body part is the poem?  Eyes, hands, feet, belly button, curvaceous bum?

Or, let’s pretend…

1. the writer did something very important or unimportant before he or she wrote this.  What was the writer doing?

2. this was written by someone you have never seen.  What does the writer look like?  Draw a picture.

3. the poem is a chunk of clay.  Into what shape would you mold it?

4. you are someone else reading the poem.  How would someone other than yourself respond to and perceive the poem?

5. we are drama queens and kings.  Read the poem aloud with great exaggeration.  Act it out.  Be loud.  Be obnoxious.  Weep.  Scream.  Run around the room.  Laugh your pants off.  FEEL!  

From Junk to Poetry

1.  You have been given an object.  Study it and jot down some ideas about how this object can connect to your own life.  (Remember, poetry involves capturing a different way of looking at something that may usually seem somewhat ordinary.)

2.  Write a five-line autobiographical poem that mentions your object in each line.  The poem should NOT be about the object.  It should somehow tell a story of your life or a part of your life.  You can use your object as a point of comparison or symbolism, but the poem must be about you and not the object.  You MUST use at least one of the poetic devices used in class.  You will be assigned which one you must use, but you can use as many as you like!

An Example:

The Watch

On July 1, 1974, I wasn’t wearing a watch.  Time was an unopened gift that I’d been given.

As I grew older, it was a necessity, the watch—making sure I never missed what came next.

Waiting, wondering, watching the days, the years, go by.

Now the watch wears me.

Sometimes I wish the watch would stop, but then I couldn’t move forward.

Your Object:_______________

Your Poetic Device:_____________________

Title:______________________

Langston Hughes((February 1, 1902 - May 22, 1967)
Born in Joplin, Missouri, James Langston Hughes was a member of an abolitionist family. He was the great-great-grandson of Charles Henry Langston, brother of John Mercer Langston, who was the first Black American to be elected to public office, in 1855. Hughes attended Central High School in Cleveland, Ohio, but began writing poetry in the eighth grade, and was selected as Class Poet. His father didn't think he would be able to make a living at writing and encouraged him to pursue a more practical career. He paid his son's tuition to Columbia University on the grounds he study engineering. After a short time, Langston dropped out of the program with a B+ average; all the while he continued writing poetry. His first published poem was also one of his most famous, "The Negro Speaks of Rivers", and it appeared in Brownie's Book. Later, his poems, short plays, essays and short stories appeared in the NAACP publication Crisis Magazine and in Opportunity Magazine and other publications.

By: Andrew P. Jackson (Sekou Molefi Baako)
Harlem Renaissance-a cultural movement in 1920s America during which black art, literature, and music experienced renewal and growth, originating in New York City's Harlem district; also called [Black Renaissance], [New Negro Movement]
Example: African-American authors and poets, artists, musicians, and movie stars found greater freedom of expression and greater support from white sponsors during the Harlem Renaissance than existed previously.
Mother to Son

Langston Hughes

Well, son, I'll tell you:

Life for me ain't been no crystal stair.

It's had tacks in it,

And splinters,

And boards torn up,

And places with no carpet on the floor,
Bare.

But all the time

I'se been a-climbin' on,

And reachin' landin's,

And turnin' corners,

And sometimes goin' in the dark

Where there ain't been no light.

So, boy, don't you turn back.

Don't you set down on the steps.

'Cause you finds it's kinder hard.

Don't you fall now”

For I'se still goin', honey,

I'se still climbin',

And life for me ain't been no crystal stair.

1.  What is the extended metaphor?  Explain.

2.  How does knowing biographical information about the author add meaning to the poem? 
	 

	Sometimes the notes are ferocious,
skirmishes against the author
raging along the borders of every page
in tiny black script.
If I could just get my hands on you,
Kierkegaard, or Conor Cruise O'Brien,
they seem to say,
I would bolt the door and beat some logic into your head.

Other comments are more offhand, dismissive -
"Nonsense." "Please!" "HA!!" -
that kind of thing.
I remember once looking up from my reading,
my thumb as a bookmark,
trying to imagine what the person must look like
why wrote "Don't be a ninny"
alongside a paragraph in The Life of Emily Dickinson.

Students are more modest
needing to leave only their splayed footprints
along the shore of the page.
One scrawls "Metaphor" next to a stanza of Eliot's.
Another notes the presence of "Irony"
fifty times outside the paragraphs of A Modest Proposal.

Or they are fans who cheer from the empty bleachers,
Hands cupped around their mouths.
"Absolutely," they shout
to Duns Scotus and James Baldwin.
"Yes." "Bull's-eye." "My man!"
Check marks, asterisks, and exclamation points
rain down along the sidelines.

And if you have managed to graduate from college
without ever having written "Man vs. Nature"
in a margin, perhaps now
is the time to take one step forward.

We have all seized the white perimeter as our own
and reached for a pen if only to show
we did not just laze in an armchair turning pages;
we pressed a thought into the wayside,
planted an impression along the verge.

Even Irish monks in their cold scriptoria
jotted along the borders of the Gospels
brief asides about the pains of copying,
a bird signing near their window,
or the sunlight that illuminated their page-
anonymous men catching a ride into the future
on a vessel more lasting than themselves.

And you have not read Joshua Reynolds,
they say, until you have read him
enwreathed with Blake's furious scribbling.




	Marginalia by Billy Collins
 
	

	

	


somewhere i have never travelled 

somewhere i have never travelled, gladly beyond 
any experience, your eyes have their silence: 
in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me, 
or which i cannot touch because they are too near 

your slightest look easily will unclose me 
though i have closed myself as fingers, 
you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens 
(touching skillfully, mysteriously) her first rose 

or if your wish be to close me, i and 
my life will shut very beautifully, suddenly, 
as when the heart of this flower imagines 
the snow carefully everywhere descending; 

nothing which we are to perceive in this world equals 
the power of your intense fragility: whose texture 
compels me with the colour of its countries, 
rendering death and forever with each breathing 

(i do not know what it is about you that closes 
and opens; only something in me understands 
the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses) 
nobody, not even the rain, has such small hands 


e. e. cummings 

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

When You Are Old 

When you are old and gray and full of sleep, 
And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 
And loved your beauty with love false or true; 
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 
And loved the sorrows of your changing face. 

And bending down beside the glowing bars 
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled 
And paced upon the mountains overhead 
And his his face amid a crowd of stars. 

W. B. Yeats (1865-1939)
Time does not bring relief 

Time does not bring relief; you all have lied 
Who told me time would ease me of my pain! 
I miss him in the weeping of the rain; 
I want him at the shrinking of the tide; 
The old snows melt from every mountain-side, 
And last year's leaves are smoke in every lane; 
But last year's bitter loving must remain 
Heaped on my heart, and my old thoughts abide. 
There are a hundred places where I fear 
To go - so with his memory they brim. 
And entering with relief some quiet place 
Where never fell his foot or shone his face 
I say, 'There is no memory of him here!' 
And so stand stricken, so remembering him. 


Edna St Vincent Millay (1892 -1950)
You Smiled, You Spoke, and I Believed
Walter Savage Landor 

You smiled, you spoke, and I believed, 
By every word and smile deceived. 
Another man would hope no more; 
Nor hope I what I hoped before: 
But let not this last wish be vain; 
Deceive, deceive me once again! 
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.

Haiku & Tanka Introduction

	Haiku usually has three lines and 17 syllables distributed in lines of 5 syllables, 7 syllables, 5 syllables.  


	In Japanese, tankas always have five unrhymed lines and a total of exactly thirty-one syllables. Line 1 and 3 have five syllables each. Lines 2,4, and 5 have seven each.  A tanka evokes a strong feeling with a single image.


Haikus  
Twinkies

 Moist golden sponge cake

Creamy white filling of joy                    

Boy I love twinkies

Eagle

 A bald white eagle

flying high to the mountains

finds food with sharp eyes
The following were written by Mrs. Pine! (
Wedding

A white dress to wear

Dancing with the one I love

Forever after

Sleep

Head on my pillow

Wanting what I am lacking

To hit snooze again

Now it is your turn to try!   You are going to create 4-5 haiku or tanka poems (make sure you try both forms), and we’re going to have a tournament tomorrow.  They can be about whatever you want as long as your topics are classroom appropriate.  Prepare ahead of time, and practice reading them aloud.
�





�





Tankas





quiet apartment. . . �  in Dad's sweater drawer �new gray cardigan �neatly, thoughtfully folded �buttonholes slightly outstretched �-------------------------------Peggy Heinrich





when snow crystals float � and flock to my clear window �  I recall again � my mother's lace tablecloth �  and the taste of wild strawberries �-------------------------------------June Moreau





quickly awakened �in the middle of the night �by whispering wind �or…or is it making me�recall the sting of regret? �-----------------------------Angela Leuck 





�





�








Because I could not stop for Death (712) �
�
�
by � HYPERLINK "http://www.poets.org/poet.php/prmPID/155" �Emily Dickinson� �
�
�
�
Because I could not stop for Death – 


He kindly stopped for me –  


The Carriage held but just Ourselves –  


And Immortality.





We slowly drove – He knew no haste


And I had put away


My labor and my leisure too,


For His Civility – 





We passed the School, where Children strove


At Recess – in the Ring –  


We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain –  


We passed the Setting Sun – 





Or rather – He passed us – 


The Dews drew quivering and chill – 


For only Gossamer, my Gown – 


My Tippet – only Tulle – 





We paused before a House that seemed


A Swelling of the Ground – 


The Roof was scarcely visible – 


The Cornice – in the Ground – 





Since then – 'tis Centuries – and yet


Feels shorter than the Day


I first surmised the Horses' Heads 


Were toward Eternity –�
�






�





Yet the one I think of most often,


The one that dangles from me like a locket,


was written in the copy of Catcher in the Rye


I borrowed from the local library


one slow, hot summer.


I was just beginning high school then, 


reading books on a davenport in my parents’ living room, 


and I cannot tell you


how vastly my loneliness was deepened., 


how poignant and amplified the world before me seemed


when I found on one page





A few greasy looking smears 


and next to them, written in soft pencil-


by a beautiful girl, I could tell,


whom I would never meet-


“Pardon the egg salad stains, but I’m in love.”
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