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POETRY WORKSHOP 3

1. “I wandered lonely asa cloud”
2 - people/animals/birds etc

- action(s)

- feelings

- things/objects
3. Make 4 word lists of the above
4.  Choose one word from each list
5. Write a poem!!!

7. Two ‘interesting’ quotes:

“No ideas but in things” - W.C

“Show, don’t tell” — Henry Jam
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Push his pupil tenor to a new place.
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But where is he? Who? (Once, wrapped in the ceiling

Rack’s damp sheets, Lawrence of Arabia
Riding his dream.....Akaba!) Now, some
A table’s rightness, returns him to the cl
Of real love, unsaid, in that room for liv
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Metaphysical Villanelle

We may or may not cease to exist

(conclusion of a long, late-night discussion about
religion on an Arvon course ar Lumb Bank)

We have argued for hours and this is the gist.
After much confrontation, ar last we agree:
We may or may not cease to exist.

First you scoffed ar my view, then in turn | dismissed
Your opinion, but now we’ve discovered the key.
We have argued for hours and this is the gist:

There is either a god or we’re al] slightly pissed.

Shall we compromise, since it’s now twenty to three?

We may or may not cease to exist,

If I weren’t so exhausted I might well insist
That I'm right as 2 right-thinking person can be
But we’ve argued for hours and this is the gist:

We can all go to bed without fearing we’ve missed
Some great spiritual truth. Melvyn’s got it, you see —
We may or may not cease to exist,

T —

There isn’t a sub-text. There isn’t a twist

And who cares? Who would like a Ryvita with Brie?
We have argued for hours and this is the gist:

We may or may not cease to exist,
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-THEME-
-SUBJECT-
-NARRATIVE-

-IMAGERY-

-PURPOSE- T
-AIM-

-MOTIVE-
W
-AUDIENCE-
-ADDRESSEE-

-WORDS-
-LANGUAGE-
-VOCABULARY-

-FORM-
-STRUCTURE-

-RHYME-

-PERSON?-
1ST?
2ND?
3RD?

"WHLAHY-
“HYLAN-




“FIXED” poetic forms

SONNET

BALLAD

BALLADE

VILLANELLE

CINQUAIN

LIMERICK

ENGLYN

RONDEAU

HAIKU

OTTAVA RIMA

PANTOUM

TERZA RIMA

SESTINA

GHAZAL

RIME ROYAL

BLANK VERSE

PROSE PO

EM??

“UNFIXED” poetic types

ECLOGUE

PARODY

PANEGYRIC

ELEGY/DIRGE/THRENODY

LYRIC/SONG

ODE

IDYLL

‘FOUND’

SATIRE

EPITHALAMIUM

BURLESQUE

PASTORAL

EPIC

“COMPUTER”

“CONCRETE”

EPITAPH

EPIGRAM

COLLAGE

MONTAGE

SYLLABIC VERSE

RIDDLE
FREE VERSE



accentual ’
syllabic

enjambement
end-stopping

lambic  mopOmeter Rhythm &
dactylic ~ dimeter Meter Metre
trochaic  triméter
anapaestic tetrameter
spondaic pentdMmeter

Form

blank verse

free verse

heroic couplets ,

sonnet  (Shakespearean;
wo:uaog%:oa&

quatrains (ballad quatrains/heroic
quatrains)

lyric

ode

ottava rima

thyme royal
Spenserian stanza
tercets
terza rima
octave
sestet

hexameter
heptameter
Diction
Rhyme
\ ————
—
masculine .
feminine o s
polysyllabic mxmwwm.mmav ' MMMME&
WMNM%BQ (halfl technical
. hai

visual (sight) \Q\m\i D\J.\Em archaic

Imagery

imagery: visual; aural; tactile
metaphor (dead; extended)
simile
alliteration
onomatopeia
assonance
personification
hyperbole




Riddle 1.

Awash in the watery airway, I drift -
But never stray from my moorings.

Child of 2 year, I am born
In the spray, fade in the fall.

My submissive brethren wait man’s time;
I create my own moment,

Leaning from my twiggy rigging
Into the wind’s hand, finding

A mutineer’s grave in my grassy landfall.
Woasps are my monument.

RS

Riddle 2.

A door _ but not a door

In homes but not for humans

I have no hole for a key, nor a handle
Those who flash through me having no fingers.

I am way out and way in

For the night-watchers the long-whiskered.




THREE RIDDLES
What Am 1?

1. Rotary, Probus and W.|.
Too hard for scratching, too precious to try;
My pump for a lifetime, when not drowned in passion,
I'm digging potatoes for roasting and mash’n.
Four times a prime number, bad luck some may feel?
Just one for each week of the year, that's the deall

2. Tiny,shiny craters.
My profile as broad as it is long.
Struck at tea time by a careless driver:
A slice of rough luck!
Fortunately chips were on the menu
Which was only fair.
Way beyond the green grass
| felt a whole Iot better.

3. The boon and bane of modern life,
Much is excused by my shortcomings.
My periphery is hard:

Where is my core, so soft?
Where is the key?

Reach out!

Connect!

| am there.
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Borderlands

d the fear of vyou and the dread of you shall be upon every beast of
*: Genesis, 1X, 2. ) .

‘A man hath no pre-eminence above a beast’: Ecclesiastes, 1, 19,

Once I’d reached the Cymru signs,
my road shook out raw steeples,
wind- and rain-hunched farms, drystones

dipping west through cornfields hungry
for late summer’s holding .... But
nothing in that opening dark

shaped my mood for the shock toy
bullet-train head in my lights:
I braked for a badger’s green-eyed

burly wrestler’s outstare.

*

O myopic earth-mover,
bad-luck bringer: I couldn’t
explain for you the dumbshow

of my midge-specked screen. But my road?
Not an issue, | hoped :
you said in your canticle

of barks, snorts and moorhen creaks
as you flat-footed your musky,
yellow permanent run

across my tarmac’s grey turf.
&

One life’s only sighting, two
lives meeting on a frontier
between home and bone .... Then down

into gear for a valley
where an apricot moon, steady,
inched the highwire of a ridge;

a village where a forecourt’s
slick neon splintered against
a mohican of firs, wild

flanks gentled with brilliances.



CHURCH FELLOWSHIP WALK
They left with urgent boots and straining ru
On a way rocky and hard in places.

That day the leader was Morris. He helped
The uncertain across a flooding stream.

cksacks

When he tried, he could see further than most.

Shy Josh made notes about mending some

stiles.

His wife wouldn’t thank him, he said. She had

Other interests. They missed their son dea

Paula was a revelation. She kept
Them all focussed. GPS was God's gift,

rly.

So she sprinkled hills and valleys with names.

Francesca loved the birds round her council flat.
How many thousands did she feed? For the group

She wove a quilt of their songs and habits.

Pete told a story. Then another...about

Various fish he would catch. He wore white

And was usually the group’s back-marker.

Stone-faced Martin was back-marker, though.
He argued with fences, tapped his head a lot,
Drew lines in the earth and stepped over them.

The one they couldn’t really place was Jud
She disagreed with Jez about the route

=<

And had burning eyes, red hands like rashers.

With their hearts raised to the first of the stars,

Jez drove them down Thieves Lane to Weeping Cross,

And their year’s last meal together. And then home.




