HPEN 4012
The Study of Literature: Text and Theory
POETRY EXERCISE FOR THE STUDY OF LITERATURE, 

LITERARY-CRITICAL CONCEPTS & METAPHOR
Write a commentary on (i.e. give a reading of) four of the nine poems below paying detailed attention to such features as you have encountered in the first four classes of this module: ‘Text’, ‘Language’, ‘Discourse’, ‘Creativity’, ‘Genre’, ‘Voice’ or ‘Mode’, ‘Structure’, ‘Form’, ‘Content’, ‘Influence’, ‘Style’, ‘Prosody’ (i.e. ‘rhythm’, ‘sound’, ‘stress’, ‘intonation’), ‘Metre’, and ‘Metaphor’ (and other related figures). Please post your exercise on the discussion forum on the module page on Moodle by the end of Sunday at the beginning of the second week of the course.
Denise Levertov

The Marriage

They will fit, she thinks,

but only if her backbone

cuts exactly into his rib cage,

and only if his knees

dock exactly under her knees

and all four

agree on a common angle.

All would be well

if only

they could face each other.

Even as it is

there are compensations

for having to meet

nose to neck

chest to scapula

groin to rump

when they sleep.

They look, at least,

as if they were going

in the same direction.

The Ache of Marriage

The ache of marriage:

thigh and tongue, beloved,

are heavy with it,

it throbs in the teeth

We look for communion

and are turned away, beloved,

each and each

It is leviathan and we

in its belly

looking for joy, some joy

not to be known outside it

two by two in the ark of

the ache of it.

W.B. Yeats

Men Improve With the Years

I am worn out with dreams;

A weather-worn, marble triton

Among the streams;

And all day long I look

Upon this lady’s beauty

As though I had found in a book

A pictured beauty,

Pleased to have filled the eyes

Or the discerning ears,

Delighted to be but wise,

For men improve with the years;

And yet, and yet

Is this my dream, or the truth?

O would that we had met

When I had my burning youth!

But I grow old among dreams,

A weather-worn, marble triton

Among the streams.
Edward Thomas

The Bridge
I have come a long way to-day:

On a strange bridge alone,

Remembering friends, old friends,

I rest, without smile or moan,

As they remember me without smile or moan.

All are behind, the kind

And the unkind too, no more

To-night than a dream. The stream

Runs softly yet drowns the Past,

The dark-lit stream has drowned the Future and the Past.

No traveller has rest more blest

Than this moment brief between

Two lives, when the Night’s first lights

And shades hide what has never been,

Things goodlier, lovelier, dearer, than will be or have been.

Andrew Marvell

The Coronet

When for the thorns with which I long, too long,


With many a piercing wound,


My Saviour’s head have crown’d,

I seek with Garlands to redress that Wrong:


Through every Garden, every Mead,

I gather flow’rs (my fruits are only flow’rs),


Dismantling all the fragrant Towers

That once adorned my Shepherdesses head.

And now when I have summ’d up all my store,


Thinking (so I my self deceive)


So rich a chaplet thence to weave

As never yet the king of Glory wore:


Alas, I find the Serpent old


That, twining in his speckled breast,


About the flow’rs disguis’d does fold,


With wreaths of Fame and Interest.

Ah, foolish man, that would’st debase with them,

And mortal Glory, Heaven’s diadem!

But thou who only could’st the Serpent tame,

Either his slipp’ry knots at once untie,

And disintangle all his winding snare;

Or shatter too with him my curious frame:

And let these wither, so that he may die,

Though set with Skill and chosen out with Care.

That they, while Thou on both their Spoils dost tread,

May crown thy Feet, that could not crown thy Head.

William Carlos Williams

Queen-Ann’s-Lace

Her body is not so white as

anemone petals nor so smooth – nor

so remote a thing. It is a field

of the wild carrot taking

the field by force; the grass

does not raise above it.

Here is no question of whiteness,

white as can be, with a purple mole

at the center of each flower.

Each flower is a hand’s span

of her whiteness. Wherever

his hand has lain there is

a tiny purple blemish. Each part

is a blossom  under his touch

to which the fibres of her being

stem one by one, each to its end,

until the whole field is a

white desire, empty, a single stem,

a cluster, flower by flower,

a pious wish to whiteness gone over – 

or nothing. 

Edgar Allan Poe

The Forest Reverie


’Tis said that when



The hands of men


Tamed this primeval wood,

And hoary trees with groans of wo,

Like warriors by an unknown foe,


Were in their strength subdued,



The virgin Earth



Gave instant birth


To springs that ne’er did flow—



That in the sun



Did rivulets run,

And all around rare flowers did blow—



The wild rose pale



Perfumed the gale,

And the queenly lily adown the dale



(Whom the sun and the dew



And the winds did woo),

With the gourd and the grape luxuriant grew



So when in tears



The love of years


Is wasted like the snow,

And the fine fibrils of its life

By the rude wrong of instant strife


Are broken at a blow—



Within the heart



Do springs upstart


Of which it doth now know,



And strange, sweet dreams,



Like silent streams

That from new fountains overflow,



With the earlier tide



Of rivers glide

Deep in the heart whose hope has died—

Quenching the fires its ashes hide, —


Its ashes, whence will spring and grow



Sweet flowers, ere long, —


The rare and radiant flowers of song!

Thomas Hardy
The Convergence of the Twain
(Lines on the loss of the ‘Titanic’)

I 

    In a solitude of the sea

    Deep from human vanity,

And the Pride of Life that planned her, stilly couches she.

           II

    Steel chambers, late the pyres

    Of her salamandrine fires,

Cold currents thrid, and turn to rhythmic tidal lyres

          III

    Over the mirrors meant

    To glass the opulent

The sea-worm crawls – grotesque, slimed, dumb, indifferent.

         IV

    Jewels in joy designed

    To ravish the sensuous mind

Lie lightless, all their sparkles bleared and black and blind.

         V

    Dim moon-eyed fishes near

    Gaze at the gilded gear

And query: “What does this vaingloriousness down here?”…

        VI

    Well: while was fashioning

    This creature of cleaving wing,

The Immanent Will that stirs and urges everything

       VII

    Prepared a sinister mate

    For her – so gaily great –

A Shape of Ice, for the time far and dissociate.

       VIII

    And as the smart ship grew

    In stature, grace, and hue, 

In shadowy silent distance grew the Iceberg too.

       IX

    Alien they seemed to be:

    No mortal eye could see

The intimate welding of their later history.

       X

    Or sign that they were bent

    By paths coincident

On being anon twin halves of one august event,

      XI

    Till the Spinner of the Years

    Said “Now!” And each one hears,

And consummation comes, and jars two hemispheres.

Seamus Heaney

Grauballe Man

As if he had been poured

in tar, he lies

on a pillow of turf

and seems to weep

the black river of himself.

The grain of his wrists

is like bog oak,

the ball of his heel

like a basalt egg.

His instep has shrunk

cold as a swan’s foot

or a wet swamp root.

His hips are the ridge

and purse of a mussel,

his spine an eel arrested

under a glisten of mud.

The head lifts,

the chin is a visor

raised above the vent

of his slashed throat

that has tanned and toughened.

The cured wound

opens inward to a dark

elderberry place.

Who will say ‘corpse’

to his vivid cast?

Who will say ‘body’

to his opaque repose?

And his rusted hair,

a mat unlikely

as a foetus’s.

I first saw his twisted face

in a photograph,

a head and shoulder

out of the peat,

bruised like a forceps baby,

but now he lies

perfected in my memory,

down to the red horn

of his nails,

hung in the scales

with beauty and atrocity:

with the Dying Gaul

too strictly compassed

on his shield,

with the actual weight

of each hooded victim

slashed and dumped.

� ‘Grauballe Man’, dating from around 55 BC,  is one of the famous Bog People, people who had been ritually murdered and deposited in bogs, whose peat-preserved bodies were discovered centuries later by peat-cutters in areas of northern Europe such as Jutland and Ireland.
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