Poetry Socratic Seminar - due
Prep Sheet

NOTE: All of these poems are worthy of analysis; therefore, they have been analyzed extensively online. Please do NOT
refer to online resources to help you understand these poems. That will (1) deprive you of the opportunity to practice
analysis and (2) make for an extremely boring Socratic Seminar. The goal of this Socratic Seminar is to come to a deeper

understanding of the text through discussion. Don’t come with all the answers ready -- this is our work together during

the discussion!

Essential Question
How does this poet use words to convey a theme?

Potential Questions to ask during the Socratic Seminar:

a

[ W W

What do you think this line means?
What is the speaker’s attitude in this line?
What effect does (poetic device) create?

What is the poet saying about ?

“Forgetfulness”
Billy Collins

The name of the author is the first to go

followed obediently by the title, the plot,

the heartbreaking conclusion, the entire novel

which suddenly becomes one you have never read,

never even heard of,

as if, one by one, the memories you used to harbor
decided to retire to the southern hemisphere of the brain,
to a little fishing village where there are no phones.

Long ago you kissed the names of the nine Muses goodbye
and watched the quadratic equation pack its bag,

and even now as you memorize the order of the planets,
something else is slipping away, a state flower perhaps,
the address of an uncle, the capital of Paraguay.

Whatever it is you are struggling to remember,

it is not poised on the tip of your tongue,

not even lurking in some obscure corner of your spleen.

It has floated away down a dark mythological river

whose name begins with an L as far as you can recall,

well on your own way to oblivion where you will join those
who have even forgotten how to swim and how to ride a bicycle.
No wonder you rise in the middle of the night

to look up the date of a famous battle in a book on war.



No wonder the moon in the window seems to have drifted
out of a love poem that you used to know by heart.

“Because | could not stop for Death”
Emily Dickinson

Because | 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 | 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

| first surmised the Horses' Heads
Were toward Eternity —

“Out, Out--"



Robert Frost

The buzz saw snarled and rattled in the yard

And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.
And from there those that lifted eyes could count
Five mountain ranges one behind the other

Under the sunset far into Vermont.

And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,
As it ran light, or had to bear a load.

And nothing happened: day was all but done.

Call it a day, | wish they might have said

To please the boy by giving him the half hour

That a boy counts so much when saved from work.
His sister stood beside him in her apron

To tell them ‘Supper.” At the word, the saw,

As if to prove saws know what supper meant,
Leaped out at the boy’s hand, or seemed to leap—
He must have given the hand. However it was,
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!

The boy’s first outcry was a rueful laugh,

As he swung toward them holding up the hand

Half in appeal, but half as if to keep

The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all—

Since he was old enough to know, big boy

Doing a man’s work, though a child at heart—

He saw all was spoiled. ‘Don’t let him cut my hand off—
The doctor, when he comes. Don’t let him, sister!’
So. But the hand was gone already.

The doctor put him in the dark of ether.

He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.

And then—the watcher at his pulse took fright.

No one believed. They listened to his heart.
Little—less—nothing!—and that ended it.

No more to build on there. And they, since they
Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.



“Theme for English B”
Langston Hughes

Go home and write

a page tonight.

And let that page come out of you---
Then, it will be true.

| wonder if it's that simple?

| am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.
| went to school there, then Durham, then here
to this college on the hill above Harlem.

| am the only colored student in my class.

The steps from the hill lead down into Harlem
through a park, then | cross St. Nicholas,

Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and | come to the Y,

the Harlem Branch Y, where | 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 | guess I'm what

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

hear you, hear me---we two---you, me, talk on this page.
(I hear New York too.) Me---who?

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

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

| like a pipe for a Christmas present,

or records---Bessie, bop, or Bach.

| 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 | 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 | am a part of you.

That's American.

Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a part of me.
Nor do | often want to be a part of you.

But we are, that's true!

As | learn from you,

| guess you learn from me---

although you're older---and white---

and somewhat more free.

This is my page for English B.



