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I.  Definition of Poetry 
  

Poetry is any kind of verbal or written language that is structured rhythmically and is 

meant to tell a story, or express any kind of emotion, idea, or state of being. Poetry is 

used to achieve this artistic expression in several ways. There are certain forms and 

patterns that poets follow in the composition process of their work. These different forms 

were birthed out of separate artistic and cultural movements. Most of these forms 

coincide with the previously mentioned definition of poetry; and, the most popular of 

these forms are elegy, narrative, ode, ballad, sonnet, villanelle, sestina, free verse, and 

epic.  

Different schools of poetry are each characterized by or associated with specific 

styles of composition, and/or themes that give them their identities. However, these 

themes and methods of composition are complex. Structure and technique to follow in 

order to become inspired and compose poetry to achieve goals set for expression have 

been problems for writers throughout history. There have been acclaimed works that 

address these troubles written by credible writers, most notably Aristotle’s “Poetics,” 

Edgar Allen Poe’s “The Philosophy of Composition,” and Sir Philip Sydney’s “The 

Defense of Posey.” They each incorporate their respective writer’s ideas on how a poem 

should be composed and structured, as well as how to evoke a catharsis or other emotion 

from the reader, and they give the writer’s ideas on what a poem should contain in order 

to classify it. It is mandatory that people meaning to be educated in poetry understand 

these works in order to be able to comprehend and identify different poetic forms.  

 



 Ollila/Jantas 2 

Where would the world be without poetry? Its impact on civilization has been 

immeasurable. Poetry has helped men achieve artistic and creative expression since its 

creation. However, poetry hasn’t only helped its composers. Poetry has contributed to its 

readers and fans immensely as well. It serves as a means of therapy for the people it 

entertains in several ways, through the way the person interprets and relates the work to 

his or her own experiences in order to feel better or less alone about a situation in their 

lives. Poetry has evolved over the course of time. In a contemporary sense, poetry is 

viewed as something a person participates in through reading while they are alone, as 

opposed to a primitive view of poetry being theatrical. In any case it achieves its goal of 

giving rhythmic life to emotional expression, either through private reading, or theatrical 

performance.  .  

The following dissertation is meant to defend the statement that poetry is any kind of 

verbal or written language which is structured rhythmically and is meant to tell a story, or 

express any kind of emotion, idea, or state of being, doing so by establishing parallels 

between the statement and selected works of poetry.  
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II. The Composition of Poetry 

 The development of poetry came from man’s desire to imitate. Men possess a 

desire to recreate and imitate their lives and environments, either as a means of 

expression, or to gain a better understanding. The task of imitation is often daunting, 

creating a block for the man attempting to imitate. The categorization of poetry depends 

on its content and/or the form that the poet uses to write the particular poem. 

However, much poetry is written through feelings and emotions. One must sit 

down and open up, free verse from the heart and get ideas onto a paper. With those ideas 

completely thought out they can begin to form and structuralize their work. A theme and 

purpose will slowly emerge further and further through out the thinking process. 

"A poem . . .   

begins as a lump in the throat,   

a sense of wrong, a homesickness, a lovesickness. . . .   

It finds the thought   

and the thought finds the words."   

- Robert Frost 

      Frost believes that poetry in ones self derives from a passion of 

something. Something you feel so strongly about that the words become free 

flowing. A wrongdoing, homesickness and lovesickness were all appropriate 

examples of that. He describes the thought process as the poem beginning in the 

throat, as nothing more than a lump, and as it travels, the thought and the poem 

find each other and come together to form something beautifully scripted. Frost  
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also said, "Poetry is about the grief." The poetry is a result of dying emotions of 

the poet’s rather hot or creative imaginations. Poetry turns all things to 

loveliness. It makes the beautiful more beautiful thus all familiar things are 

shown with a touch of better beauty than they actually hold the most important 

tool used in the composition of poetry is language. Language is a weapon, it is a 

shield. What you choose to use it as is the choice of the poet. Language as a 

weaponry allows the author to attack its reader with a barrage of words that 

exaggerate the theme and plot to a necessary level. Using it as a shield is a 

defense mechanism for poets. They open themselves just enough to construct 

prose, but the language used guards them from any criticism or feedback on a 

sensitive issue they may or may not be consciously ready to accept from an 

outsider. It gives them their outlet, but still shelters themselves from the reader.  

Languages are often described as having timing set primarily by accents, 

syllables, or moras, depending on how rhythm is established, though a language 

can be influenced by multiple approaches.  Japanese is a mora-timed language. 

Syllable-timed languages include Latin, Catalan, French and Spanish. English, 

Russian and, generally, German are stress-timed languages. Varying intonation 

also affects how rhythm is perceived. Languages also can rely on either pitch, 

such as in Vedic or ancient Greek, or tone. Tonal languages include Chinese, 

Vietnamese, Lithuanian, and most sub-Saharan languages (www.wikipedia.org). 
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a. Aristotle’s “Poetics” 

            Aristotle goes into much detail about means of composition. He says that life 

must be imitated through action. These actions must give a portrayal of men as better 

than they are in real life, exactly true to life, or worse than they are in life. The primary 

genres used to depict these portrayals of men are comedy, and tragedy. Comedy portrays 

men as worse than they are in real life, and tragedy depicts men as better than they are in 

actual life. Examples of literature that prove Aristotle’s idea of character portrayal are 

Ben Johnson’s “Volpone,” and any of the Shakespearean tragedies. In “Volpone,” the 

main character is a swindling rich miser bound on accumulating more wealth by way of 

trickery and deceit. The men he swindles are also very greedy swindlers themselves. The 

actions of these men are idiotic, and done in ignorance; and, because of this, they come 

off as extremely humorous. Whereas, the tragedies of William Shakespeare depict a man 

in conflict with either himself or an outside force who comes to a realization by way of 

some sort of epiphany and rises to an occasion to save something or someone, giving the 

character an aspect of heroism; because, he accomplishes or does something that a 

normal, average man could, or would not under the same set of circumstances.  

            Aristotle’s manner of imitation is narration. An author can either give an account 

through his own personality, which is the first person point-of-view, or he can give an 

account through another personality, which is the third person point-of-view. The author 

must incorporate three separate aspects of expression in the narrative though, no matter 

which point-of-view he is writing from. He must use the afore mentioned medium,  
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object, and mode. By medium, he means the imitation of life through rhythm, language, 

and harmony; object is imitating man in action; and, mode is through narration.  

            Early stage poetics used a chorus as a means to express action. The chorus idea 

was diminished though, and the works were written to tell the story through action and 

dialogue, as opposed to the previous form of incorporating a chorus to tell the audience 

what was going on.  

            Of the two most common imitations of human life, the comedy portrays the 

“ugly” side of men. However, “ugly” is not meant in a bad way. Comedy is like putting a 

mask on men; a mask distorts the perception of a human beings face, but does not imply 

pain the way that the word “ugly” does. The origins of comedy cannot be traced though; 

because, when it was first introduced, it wasn’t taken seriously. Aristotle doesn’t spend 

very much time on comedy, because it is a simple form of imitation. There is hardly any 

thinking, evaluating, or analyzing required when one chooses to enjoy a comedic 

performance. Sub-plots and themes are most often obvious. Comedic characters are often 

worse than real life because they are silly and ignorant, and often they involved in some 

sort of scheme to benefit themselves. What is funny about comedic plots are the fates of 

the characters; they usually end up somewhere they don’t want to be.  

            Tragedy is the most elaborated topic of Aristotle’s poetics. He says that tragedy is 

an imitation of serious action that is of a certain magnitude and is meant to evoke a 

catharsis from the audience. Aristotle says that tragedy must incorporate six parts, those 

being, plot, character, diction, thought, spectacle, and song. These, Aristotle says, are the 

necessary aspects of a story to classify it as tragedy. Plot is the structure of incidents in a  
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story; the structure must evoke catharsis. The story’s characters and their thoughts must 

be the natural causes from which the plot’s action spring. However, tragedy is an 

imitation of life, not of man, and life is made of action. So, the action of a story must 

influence the characters actions and reactions. This makes sense because to start a story 

an action must be introduced as a result of a natural occurrence. This influences what the 

characters do, and what they do develops the action for the rest of the work. The 

character’s diction is meaning expressed in words that evoke thought. Spectacle is the 

magnitude of which the setting of the story is destroyed, created, or influenced by action. 

The spectacle is meant to be a visual embellishment that adds dramatic effect. Song is 

important in theatre; according to Aristotle, the song is the most important expression of 

the character’s emotions or ideas.  

            The plot is the most crucial aspect of a story. Aristotle emphasizes the importance 

of order of a stories action. Things can’t just happen; there must always be a reason. This 

order creates a beauty, and the beauty is what constitutes a good plot. The magnitude of 

the events is the severity of the change of good fortune to bad or bad fortune to good. 

This is essential to every tragic plot. The main theme of the poem must always be kept in 

mind. Poets often get too caught up in minute details that take away from the central 

theme of the story. The theme must always be the center of the action. It is not the poet’s 

job to simply express an idea or give an account of events. The poet is not a historian; 

history involves too many particulars. A poet expresses universals. The primary objective 

of a poet is to make the audience contemplate what is possible based on the idea of  
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natural occurrence. A good plot will make an audience come to every conclusion that 

they can; but the denouement is a result of natural occurrence that they didn’t think of.  

            Aristotle’s expression of plot structure and unity of events makes a lot of sense. A 

well-structured plot is one in which any one thing can be removed, and the entire story 

wouldn’t make sense. The audience must always be able to identify a character’s action 

as a result of a previous action that was caused by a natural sequence of events. This ties 

in to the idea of complex, and non-complex plots.  

            A complex plot incorporates the reversal of a situation, and the character’s 

recognition of the reversal; whereas, a non-complex plot does not involve the character’s 

recognition. Reversal takes places when action veers around based on the principle of 

probability and necessity; meaning that reversal takes place because of natural 

occurrence. Recognition is the change from ignorance to knowledge based on the 

reversal. The character must acknowledge a change in fortune. Aristotle uses Oedipus as 

an example, because Oedipus’ problem throughout his ignorance of the identities of his 

mother and father. A messenger comes to cheer him up by informing him of the identity 

of his mother; however, this deed is meant to do well, because Oedipus will find out who 

his mother is, thus resolving a main problem in his life. His mother turns out to be his 

wife though, creating the opposite effect. Oedipus knows who his mother is, but he 

would’ve been better off in ignorance.  

            Aristotle’s “Quantitative Parts of Tragedy” introduce the necessity of prologue, 

episode, exode, and choric song in the telling of a tragic story. The prologue is the events 

that precede any major event; episode is the major events; exode is the end; and, the  
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choric song is a final explanation. These elements of Aristotle’s constitution of tragedy 

are also found in several popular works of poetry; these things are meant to outline 

necessary aspects of poetry. For example, a poet often introduces an idea, and then 

elaborates on that idea based on a course of events or a description of something. The 

poet then gives a resolution. However, in contemporary poetry, the readers are often left 

to draw their own explanation of the poem, rather than be told, as it were in Aristotle’s 

time.  

            In more detail of the quantitative parts, Aristotle mentions the incorporation of 

tragic action, its significance, and what constitutes an action as tragic. As he mentions 

several times, Aristotle expresses the importance of the evocation of pity and fear in 

order to constitute a tragedy. He says that some sort of unmerited misfortune evokes pity, 

and that fear is evoked through the misfortune of someone like us. However, these things 

can’t just be expressed. The misfortune of the character that resembles us can’t be 

brought on by vice or depravity; it must be brought on by frailty or error; and, that error 

or frailty must be a flaw in his character.  

            A character like ourselves is meant to be good. Aristotle says that his good 

qualities must be brought on by a speech that he gives, or an action that he does. A 

character can’t be good just because the author says so. This character must possess 

manly valor, be consistent with the nature of his deeds, and be in service of the plot.  

            Aristotle moves even further in depth to discuss word usage a form. He says that 

the use of metaphor is key, and that the reader should be able to make the connection 



between two unlike things through metaphor without having to be bluntly told what the 

connection is. . He says that the best poetry uses current words. He also lists common  
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mistakes and misconceptions, while also providing methods to go about avoiding them. 

His concepts of language in the last few chapters of his “poetics” hold true. What he says 

gives an accurate guideline for a writer to follow in order to best achieve a positive 

reaction from his reader. Also, if the poet follows Aristotle’s language guidelines, 

achieving the expression of a thought, emotion, or idea can be achieved as far as 

language goes.  

 

b. Edgar Allen Poe’s “The Philosophy of Composition 

  "The Philosophy of Composition" is an essay written by Edgar Allan Poe that 

elaborates a theory about how good writers write when they write well. Poe recounts the 

process by which he wrote his most famous poem, "The Raven" to illustrate the theory, 

which is in deliberate contrast to the "spontaneous creation" explanation put forth, for 

example, by Coleridge as an explanation for his "Kubla Khan".  The essay states Poe's 

conviction that a work of fiction should be written only after the author has decided how 

it is to end and which emotional response, or "effect," he wishes to create. Once these 

matters have been determined, they should decide all other matters pertaining to the 

composition of the work, including, for example, the tone, theme, setting, and the 

characters, the conflict, and the plot. In this same essay, Poe contends that the short story 

is superior in its ability to create a desired effect to longer literary works because such 

effects are best achieved by works that can be read in a "single sitting."  It may be argued 



that the method that Poe endorses in "Composition" exemplifies the working backwards 

heuristic.  Poe's explanation of the process of writing is so rigidly logical, however, that  
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some have suggested the essay was meant as a satire or hoax.  "The Philosophy of 

Composition" first appeared in Graham's Magazine in April 1846  

(www.wikipedia.com). 

            Poe’s angle, from what I incur, is that good writers have a certain style or method 

of writing that only good writers have.  The writer has a goal, and that goal of writing his 

work should be only started after he or she has determined an ending for the work, as 

well as an emotional effect or response he or she wants to relay to the readers.   

  

-The following is Poe’s Philosophy of Composition with our own notes and ideas 

incorporated within.  Our opinions and findings stand out from the text, so as not to be 

confused with Poe’s work, much like what appears in our note taking.  I chose to use 

Poe’s entire Philosophy of Composition because of his impact on the world of poetry, as 

well as the importance of his philosophy of composition. 

Charles Dickens, in a note now lying before me, alluding to an examination I once 

made of the mechanism of "Barnaby Rudge," says — "By the way, are you aware that 

Godwin wrote his 'Caleb Williams' backwards? He first involved his hero in a web of 

difficulties, forming the second volume, and then, for the first, cast about him for some 

mode of accounting for what had been done."  

I cannot think this the precise mode of procedure on the part of Godwin — and 

indeed what he himself acknowledges, is not altogether in accordance with Mr. Dickens' 



idea — but the author of "Caleb William" was too good an artist not to perceive the 

advantage derivable from at least a somewhat similar process. Nothing is clearer than  
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that every plot, worth the name, must be elaborated to its dénouement before any thing be 

attempted with the pen. It is only with the dénouement constantly in view that we can 

give a plot its indispensable air of consequence, or causation, by making the incidents, 

and especially the tone at all points, tend to the development of the intention.  

This, in short, is an exact summary of the entire work Poe wrote.  In stating 

the fact that Godwin, like other great writers, thoroughly depicted his writing in is 

own head before his pen even touched the paper.  Something inside his wanted a 

particular effect, a certain wave of emotion to come over the reader, and that’s what 

Poe states usually motivates a writer.  In my mind, development of intention is a key 

factor in whether a piece of poetry is effective or not.  Without development of 

intention I really don’t see why a writer would write at all.  Writing without 

meaning or emotion is just scribbling lines on a paper.  In fact, I feel as though 

anything written, whether its poetry or not is written with development of intention, 

or at the very least, intention.  I write this paper with the intention of getting an A; 

authors write textbooks with the intention of guiding education.  Poe, and all other 

poets, develop their own intentions as they see fit, but all intentions root with 

emotion, and making a reader feel a certain way, whether it be happy or sad or 

otherwise.   

 There is a radical error, I think, in the usual mode of constructing a story. Either 

history affords a thesis — or one is suggested by an incident of the day — or, at best, the 



author sets himself to work in the combination of striking events to form merely the basis 

of his narrative — designing, generally, to fill in with description, dialogue, or authorial  
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comment, whatever crevices of fact, or action, may, from page to page, render themselves 

apparent.  

    I prefer commencing with the consideration of an effect. Keeping originality always in 

view — for he is false to himself who ventures to dispense with so obvious and so easily 

attainable a source of interest (Side note:  I feel this is a strong motto not only that Poe 

wrote by, but that other poets should strive to write by as well) — I say to myself, in 

the first place, "Of the innumerable effects, or impressions, of which the heart, the 

intellect, or (more generally) the soul is susceptible, what one shall I, on the present 

occasion, select?" Having chosen a novel, first, and secondly a vivid effect, I consider 

whether it can best be wrought by incident or tone — whether by ordinary incidents and 

peculiar tone, or the converse, or by peculiarity both of incident and tone — afterward 

looking about me (or rather within) for such combinations of event, or tone, as shall best 

aid me in the construction of the effect.  

    I have often thought how interesting a magazine paper might be written by any author 

who would — that is to say, who could — detail, step by step, the processes by which 

any one of his compositions attained its ultimate point of completion. Why such [column 

2:] a paper has never been given to the world, I am much at a loss to say — but, perhaps, 

the authorial vanity has had more to do with the omission than any one other cause. Most 

writers — poets in especial — prefer having it understood that they compose by a species 

of fine frenzy — an ecstatic intuition — and would positively shudder at letting the 



public take a peep behind the scenes, at the elaborate and vacillating crudities of thought 

— at the true purposes seized only at the last moment — at the innumerable glimpses of  
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idea that arrived not at the maturity of full view — at the fully matured fancies discarded 

in despair as unmanageable — at the cautious selections and rejections — at the painful 

erasures and interpolations — in a word, at the wheels and pinions — the tackle for 

scene-shifting — the step-ladders, and demon-traps — the cock's feathers, the red paint 

and the black patches, which, in ninety-nine cases out of the hundred, constitute the 

properties of the literary history. 

Poe suggests that he would love to see a newspaper written by a writer who, 

unlike poets, let the reader behind the scenes to see “detail, step by step, the 

processes by which any one of his compositions attained its ultimate point of 

completion”.  However interesting a newspaper written in that style may be, its 

highly unfortunate that we will never read such a thing, due to the extreme vanity of 

writers and writers wanting readers to understand that their work was done on 

their own terms.  An in-depth look at a poets writing process would be detrimental 

to their own image, and not a single writer I’m sure would be willing to sacrifice 

such pride. 

    I am aware, on the other hand, that the case is by no means common, in which an 

author is at all in condition to retrace the steps by which his conclusions have been 

attained. In general, suggestions, having arisen pell-mell, are pursued and forgotten in a 

similar manner.  



    For my own part, I have neither sympathy with the repugnance alluded to, nor, at any 

time, the least difficulty in recalling to mind the progressive steps of any of my 

compositions; and, since the interest of an analysis, or reconstruction, such as I have  
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considered a desideratum, is quite independent of any real or fancied interest in the thing 

analyzed, it will not be regarded as a breach of decorum on my part to show the modus 

operandi by which some one of my own works was put together. I select "The Raven" as 

most generally known. It is my design to render it manifest that no one point in its 

composition is referable either to accident or intuition — that the work proceeded step-

by-step, to its completion with the precision and rigid consequence of a mathematical 

problem.  

            Poe here explains that he himself will do what not too many other writers 

have done, and as suggested in his previous paragraphs, he will explain his 

methodical writing process behind “The Raven”, one of his more popular bodies of 

works. 

    Let us dismiss, as irrelevant to the poem per se, the circumstance — or say the 

necessity — which, in the first place, gave rise to the intention of composing a poem that 

should suit at once the popular and the critical taste.  

We commence, then, with this intention.  

The initial consideration was that of extent. If any literary work is too long to be read 

at one sitting, we must be content to dispense with the immensely important effect 

derivable from unity of impression — [page 164:] for, if two sittings be required, the 

affairs of the world interfere, and every thing like totality is at once destroyed.  But since, 



ceteris paribus, no poet can afford to dispense with any thing that may advance his 

design, it but remains to be seen whether there is, in extent, any advantage to 

counterbalance the loss of unity which attends it. Here I say no, at once. What we term a  
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long poem is, in fact, merely a succession of brief ones — that is to say, of brief poetical 

effects. It is needless to demonstrate that a poem is such, only inasmuch as it intensely 

excites, by elevating the soul; and all intense excitements are, through a physical 

necessity, brief. For this reason, at least, one half of the "Paradise Lost" is essentially 

prose — a succession of poetical excitements interspersed, inevitably, with corresponding 

depressions — the whole being deprived, through the extremeness of its length, of the 

vastly important artistic element, totality, or unity, of effect.  

It appears evident, then, that there is a distinct limit, as regards length, to all works of 

literary art — the limit of a single sitting — and that, although in certain classes of prose 

composition, such as "Robinson Crusoe," (demanding no unity), this limit may be 

advantageously over passed, it can never properly be over passed in a poem. Within this 

limit, the extent of a poem may be made to bear mathematical relation to its merit — in 

other words, to the excitement or elevation — again in other words, to the degree of the 

true poetical effect which it is capable of inducing; for it is clear that the brevity must be 

in direct ratio of the intensity of the intended effect: — this, with one proviso — that a 

certain degree of duration is absolutely requisite for the production of any effect at all.   

(The length of a poem is key to relaying a feeling or emotion to a reader.  Poems 

with certain length to them require sabbaticals, which in turn distract the reader 

and hinder appreciation an understanding.  Distancing yourself while in the midst 



of reading a piece of work sets your brain back a few steps, and you lose the 

meaning due to outside distractions and or opinions or other readers, or even 

yourself through experiences.  These distractions may alter your true vision of what  
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the poems meaning is, and, staying true to ones definition of poetry, you need your 

own interpretation in order for any writing to affect you in any way.  Unity in a 

poem is extremely important, and when a writer reaches unity in his writing, you 

don’t want to interrupt that unity by taking a break form a poem that keeps going 

and going.  Poems that are mentally taxing are never fully understood as the writer 

hoped it would be, and possibly is never written on paper as the writer had conjured 

it in his mind.  A poet should demand that his work be read at one sitting, and that 

demand should be displayed through a certain level of conciseness in ones writing.  

If you want to write a billion-line poem, write a novel.  A long length poem that 

forces readers into losing focus or taking breaks usually robs itself of all artistic 

merit and its emotional goals.) 

  

Holding in view these considerations, as well as that degree of excitement which I 

deemed not above the popular, while not below the critical, taste, I reached at once what I 

conceived the proper length for my intended poem — a length of about one hundred 

lines. It is, in fact, a hundred and eight.  

My next thought concerned the choice of an impression, or effect, to be conveyed: 

and here I may as well observe that, throughout the construction, I kept steadily in view 

the design of rendering the work universally appreciable. I should be carried too far out 



of my immediate topic were I to demonstrate a point upon which I have repeatedly 

insisted, and which, with the poetical, stands not in the slightest need of demonstration — 

the point, I mean, that Beauty is the sole legitimate province of the poem. A few words,  
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however, in elucidation of my real meaning, which some of my friends have evinced a 

disposition to misrepresent. That pleasure which is at once the most intense, the most 

elevating, and the most pure, is, I believe, found in the contemplation of the beautiful. 

When, indeed, men speak of Beauty, they mean, precisely, not a quality, as is supposed, 

but an effect — they refer, in short, just to that intense and pure elevation of soul — not 

of intellect, or of heart — upon which I have commented, and which is experienced in 

consequence of contemplating "the beautiful." Now I designate [column 2:] Beauty as the 

province of the poem, merely because it is an obvious rule of Art that effects should be 

made to spring from direct causes — that objects should be attained through means best 

adapted for their attainment — no one as yet having been weak enough to deny that the 

peculiar elevation alluded to, is most readily attained in the poem. Now the object, Truth, 

or the satisfaction of the intellect, and the object Passion, or the excitement of the heart, 

are, although attainable, to a certain extent, in poetry, far more readily attainable in prose. 

Truth, in fact, demands a precision, and Passion, a homeliness (the truly passionate will 

comprehend me) that is absolutely antagonistic to that Beauty which, I maintain, is the 

excitement, or pleasurable elevation, of the soul. It by no means follows from any thing 

here said, that passion, or even truth, may not be introduced, and even profitably 

introduced, into a poem — for they may serve in elucidation, or aid the general effect, as 

do discords in music, by contrast — but the true artist will always contrive, first, to tone 



them into proper subservience to the predominant aim, and, secondly, to unveil them, as 

far as possible, in that Beauty which is the atmosphere and the essence of the poem.  
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   (Couldn’t have said it better myself really.  Beauty is the essence of poetry, prose, 

and should not be lost when reading such work.) 

Regarding, then, Beauty as my province, my next question referred to the tone of 

its highest manifestation — and all experience has shown that this tone is one of sadness. 

Beauty of whatever kind, in its supreme development, invariably excites the sensitive 

soul to tears. Melancholy is thus the most legitimate of all the poetical tones.  

The length, the province, and the tone, being thus determined, I betook myself to 

ordinary induction, with the view of obtaining some artistic piquancy which might serve 

me as a key-note in the construction of the poem — some pivot upon which the whole 

structure might turn. In carefully thinking over all the usual artistic effects — or more 

properly points, in the theatrical sense — I did not fail to perceive immediately that no 

one had been so universally employed as that of the refrain. The universality of its 

employment sufficed to assure me of its intrinsic value, and spared me the necessity of 

submitting it to analysis. I considered it, however, with regard to its susceptibility of 

improvement, and soon saw it to be in a primitive condition. As commonly used, the 

refrain, or burden, not only is limited to lyric verse, but depends for its impression upon 

the force of monotone — both in sound and thought. The pleasure is deduced solely from 

the sense of identity — of repetition. I resolved to diversify, and so vastly heighten, the 

effect, by adhering, in general, to the monotone of sound, while I continually varied that 



of thought: that is to say, I determined to produce continuously novel effects, by the 

variation of the application of the refrain — the refrain itself remaining, for the most part, 

unvaried.  
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These points being settled, I next bethought me of the nature of my refrain. Since 

its application was to be repeatedly varied, it was clear that the refrain itself must be 

brief, for there would have been an insurmountable difficulty in frequent variations of 

[page 165:] application in any sentence of length. In proportion to the brevity of the 

sentence, would, of course, be the facility of the variation. This led me at once to a single 

word as the best refrain.  

                The question now arose as to the character of the word. Having made up my 

mind to a refrain, the division of the poem into stanzas was, of course, a corollary: the 

refrain forming the close to each stanza. That such a close, to have force, must be 

sonorous and susceptible of protracted emphasis admitted no doubt: and these 

considerations inevitably led me to the long o as the most sonorous vowel, in connection 

with r as the most producible consonant.  

The sound of the refrain being thus determined, it became necessary to select a 

word embodying this sound, and at the same time in the fullest possible keeping with that 

melancholy which I had predetermined as the tone of the poem. In such a search it would 

have been absolutely impossible to overlook the word "Nevermore." In fact, it was the 

very first which presented itself.  

(Here, Poe alludes to the word “nevermore”, which is the stirring word he 

uses as his refrain in “The Raven”  His thought process  in trying to discover a word 



that fit is extraordinary, how he uses the thought of an echoing “O” and a very 

producible consonant in “R”, to find a word that so fit his poem to a tee.  The word 

“nevermore”, after such a though process, seemed to be an obvious choice of  
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vocabulary to him, something that may have been an over thought for writers both 

novice and experienced.  The hollow sound of the word ended each stanza, and gave 

readers the sense of beauty and also burden.  The brevity of “Quote the raven, 

nevermore” is quite stunning, how such a short sentence can evoke such emotion, 

and to even think that here was such an in depth thought process behind choosing 

just one single word is amazing.) 

  

The next desideratum was a pretext for the continuous use of the one word 

"nevermore." In observing the difficulty which I had at once found in inventing a 

sufficiently plausible reason for its continuous repetition, I did not fail to perceive that 

this difficulty arose solely from the pre-assumption that the word was to be so 

continuously or monotonously spoken by a human being — I did not fail to perceive, in 

short, that the difficulty lay in the reconciliation of this monotony with the exercise of 

reason on the part of the creature repeating the word. Here, then, immediately arose the 

idea of a non-reasoning creature capable of speech; and, very naturally, a parrot, in the 

first instance, suggested itself, but was superseded forthwith by a Raven, as equally 

capable of speech, and infinitely more in keeping with the intended tone.  

    I had now gone so far as the conception of a Raven — the bird of ill omen — 

monotonously repeating the one word, "Nevermore," at the conclusion of each stanza, in 



a poem of melancholy tone, and in length about one hundred lines. Now, never losing 

sight of the object supremeness, or perfection, at all points, I asked myself — "Of all 

melancholy topics, what, according to the universal understanding of mankind, is the  
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most melancholy?" Death — was the obvious reply. "And when," I said, "is this most 

melancholy of topics most poetical?" From what I have already explained at some length, 

the answer, here also, is obvious — "When it most closely allies itself to Beauty: the 

death, then, of a beautiful woman is, unquestionably, the most poetical topic in the world 

— and equally is it beyond doubt that the lips best suited for such topic are those of a 

bereaved lover."  

            (To me, this is when Poe really proves to everyone that he is one of the most 

intellectual poets all time.  His methods of choosing a refrain, to relating the solemn 

sound of the word to a bird that can also be described as solemn, and then relating 

both the word and the bird to something as dark as death, and then making his  

melancholy of topics linked to beauty, its just such a interesting process that he goes 

through to just begin writing his poem.  Its like he started with scratch, and by the 

end, he had composed a list of ideas, words, and images that would guide him in 

writing an epic.) 

    I had now to combine the two ideas, of a lover lamenting his deceased mistress and a 

Raven continuously repeating the word "Nevermore" — I had to combine these, bearing 

in mind my design of varying, at every turn, the application of the word repeated; but the 

only intelligible mode of such combination is that of imagining the Raven employing the 

word in [column 2:] answer to the queries of the lover. And here it was that I saw at once 



the opportunity afforded for the effect on which I had been depending — that is to say, 

the effect of the variation of application. I saw that I could make the first query 

propounded by the lover — the first query to which the Raven should reply "Nevermore"  
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— that I could make this first query a commonplace one — the second less so — the 

third still less, and so on — until at length the lover, startled from his original 

nonchalance by the melancholy character of the word itself — by its frequent repetition 

— and by a consideration of the ominous reputation of the fowl that uttered it — is at 

length excited to superstition, and wildly propounds queries of a far different character — 

queries whose solution he has passionately at heart — propounds them half in 

superstition and half in that species of despair which delights in self-torture — propounds 

them not altogether because he believes in the prophetic or demoniac character of the bird 

(which, reason assures him, is merely repeating a lesson learned by rote) but because he 

experiences a phrenzied pleasure in so modeling his questions as to receive from the 

expected "Nevermore" the most delicious because the most intolerable of sorrow. 

Perceiving the opportunity thus afforded me — or, more strictly, thus forced upon me in 

the progress of the construction — I first established in mind the climax, or concluding 

query — that to which "Nevermore" should be in the last place an answer — that in reply 

to which this word "Nevermore" should involve the utmost conceivable amount of 

sorrow and despair.  

    Here then the poem may be said to have its beginning — at the end, where all works of 

art should begin — for it was here, at this point of my preconsiderations, that I first put 

pen to paper in the composition of the stanza:  



"Prophet," said I, "thing of evil! prophet still if bird or devil!  

By that heaven that bends above us — by that God we both adore,  
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Tell this soul with sorrow laden, if within the distant Aidenn,  

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore —  

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore."  

            Quoth the raven — "Nevermore." 

    I composed this stanza, at this point, first that, by establishing the climax, I might the 

better vary and graduate, as regards seriousness and importance, the preceding queries of 

the lover — and, secondly, that I might definitely settle the rhythm, the meter, and the 

length and general arrangement of the stanza — as well as graduate the stanzas which 

were to precede, so that none of them might surpass this in rhythmical effect. Had I been 

able, in the subsequent composition, to construct more vigorous stanzas, I should, without 

scruple, have purposely enfeebled them, so as not to interfere with the climacteric effect.  

            (Working backwards, it was his previously stated theory, and again, he 

shows us how he began with his ending, his climax, and by beginning with the end, 

he’s forcing himself to stay within his limits so that the ending ties what he is going 

to write together.) 

    And here I may as well say a few words of the versification. My first object (as usual) 

was originality. The extent to which this has been neglected, in versification, is one of the 

most unaccountable things in the world. Admitting that there is little [page 166:] 

possibility of variety in mere rhythm, it is still clear that the possible varieties of meter 



and stanza are absolutely infinite — and yet, for centuries, no man, in verse, has ever 

done, or ever seemed to think of doing, an original thing. The fact is, originality (unless 

in minds of very unusual force) is by no means a matter, as some suppose, of impulse or  
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intuition. In general, to be found, it must be elaborately sought, and although a positive 

merit of the highest class, demands in its attainment less of invention than negation.  

Of course, I pretend to no originality in either the rhythm or meter of the "Raven." 

The former is trochaic — the latter is octametre acatalectic, alternating with heptameter 

catalectic repeated in the refrain of the fifth verse, and terminating with tetrameter 

catalectic. Less pedantically — the feet employed throughout (trochees) consist of a long 

syllable followed by a short: the first line of the stanza consists of eight of these feet — 

the second of seven and a half (in effect two-thirds) — the third of eight — the fourth of 

seven and a half — the fifth the same — the sixth three and a half. Now, each of these 

lines, taken individually, has been employed before, and what originality the "Raven" 

has, is in their combination into stanza; nothing even remotely approaching this 

combination has ever been attempted. The effect of this originality of combination is 

aided by other unusual, and some altogether novel effects, arising from an extension of 

the application of the principles of rhyme and alliteration.  

(Poe here describes his method of originality.  He describes that originality in 

poetry is a must, and his first goal when writing is to retain his mark, his stamp of 

originality on his work.  However, in the second paragraph, he makes it known that 

in no way is the rhythm, tone, or meter of “The Raven” at all indigenous to his own 

mind.  How he uses the preexisting form of rhythm is what is original.  He uses 



alliteration to the fullest, and that’s what makes each line original, along with his 

themes that were previously discussed.  He knows that by using meter that was 

previously used, and combining it with his idea of the Raven, that he has something  
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original, something that only he could make, only he can hold over his head and say 

“I did this”.) 

    The next point to be considered was the mode of bringing together the lover and the 

Raven — and the first branch of this consideration was the locale. For this the most 

natural suggestion might seem to be a forest, or the fields — but it has always appeared to 

me that a close circumscription of space is absolutely necessary to the effect of insulated 

incident: — it has the force of a frame to a picture. It has an indisputable moral power in 

keeping concentrated the attention, and, of course, must not be confounded with mere 

unity of place.  

    I determined, then, to place the lover in his chamber — in a chamber rendered sacred 

to him by memories of her who had frequented it. The room is represented as richly 

furnished — this in mere pursuance of the ideas I have already explained on the subject 

of Beauty, as the sole true poetical thesis.  

    The locale being thus determined, I had now to introduce the bird — and the thought 

of introducing him through the window, was inevitable. The idea of making the lover 

suppose, in the first instance, that the flapping of the wings of the bird against the shutter, 

is a "tapping" at the door, originated in a wish to increase, by prolonging, the reader's 

curiosity, and in a desire to admit the incidental effect arising from the lover's throwing 



open the door, finding all dark, and thence adopting the half-fancy that it was the spirit of 

his mistress that knocked.  

    I made the night tempestuous, first, to account for the Raven's seeking admission, and 

secondly, for the effect of contrast with the (physical) serenity within the chamber.  
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    I made the bird alight on the bust of Pallas, also for [column 2:] the effect of contrast 

between the marble and the plumage — it being understood that the bust was absolutely 

suggested by the bird — the bust of Pallas being chosen, first, as most in keeping with the 

scholarship of the lover, and, secondly, for the sonorousness of the word, Pallas, itself.  

    About the middle of the poem, also, I have availed myself of the force of contrast, with 

a view of deepening the ultimate impression. For example, an air of the fantastic — 

approaching as nearly to the ludicrous as was admissible — is given to the Raven's 

entrance. He comes in "with many a flirt and flutter." 

            (Location of the poem didn’t come easy for Poe.  Knowing that an obvious 

place to find such a bird would be a forest or a field, he decided to go against the 

grain and not use one of the obvious choices.  Incorporating his idea of beauty into 

his poem seemed to be simple for Poe.  He set the lover in his chamber, and made 

sure that the readers could see how richly furnished it was, and had no doubts as to 

the beauty of where the lover reminisces about his love.  When he moves on to 

introducing the bird, he does use the inevitable, and places him on the windowsill 

with his wings flapping as he lands softly.  The flapping of the bird’s wings are at 

first mistaken by a knock at the door from the lover’s maiden, which in itself is a 

unique way to link the man to the bird and their relationship to the memory of a 



former love.  He then gives the middle of the poem a little bit of fantasy, making it a 

little bit over the top, fantastical as he put it.) 
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Not the least obeisance made he — not a moment stopped or stayed he,  

But with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door. 

    In the two stanzas that follow, the design is more obviously carried out: —  

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling  

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,  

"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven thou," I said, "art sure no craven,  

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the nightly shore —  

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!"  

            Quoth the Raven — "Nevermore."  

   

                                          —  

   

Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,  

Though its answer little meaning — little relevancy bore;  

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being  

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door —  

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,  

           With such name as "Nevermore."  



   

                                          — 
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The effect of the dénouement being thus provided for, I immediately drop the 

fantastic for a tone of the most profound seriousness: — this tone commencing in the 

stanza directly following the one last quoted, with the line,  

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only, etc.   

From this epoch the lover no longer jests — no longer sees any thing even of the 

fantastic in the Raven's demeanor. He speaks of him as a "grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, 

and ominous bird of yore," and feels the "fiery eyes" burning into his "bosom's core." 

This revolution of thought, or fancy, on the lover's part, is intended to induce a similar 

one on the part of the reader — to bring the mind into a proper frame for the dénouement 

— which is now brought about as rapidly and as directly as possible.  

    With the dénouement proper — with the Raven's reply, "Nevermore," to the lover's 

final demand if he shall meet his mistress in another world — the poem, in its obvious 

phase, that of a simple narrative, may be said to have its completion. So far, every thing 

is within the limits of the accountable — of the real. A raven, having learned by rote the 

single word, "Nevermore," and having escaped from the custody of its owner, is driven, 

at midnight, through the violence of a storm, to seek admission at a window from which a 

light still gleams — the chamber-window of a student, occupied half in poring over a 

volume, half in dreaming of a beloved mistress deceased.  [page 167:] The casement 



being thrown open at the fluttering of the bird's wings, the bird itself perches on the most 

convenient seat out of the immediate reach of the student, who, amused by the incident 

and the oddity of the visitor’s demeanor, demands of it, in jest and without looking for a 

reply, its name. The raven addressed, answers with its customary word, "Nevermore" —  
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a word that finds immediate echo in the melancholy heart of the student, who, giving 

utterance aloud to certain thoughts suggested by the occasion, is again startled by the 

fowl's repetition of "Nevermore." The student now guesses the state of the case, but is 

impelled, as I have before explained, by the human thirst for self-torture, and in part by 

superstition, to propound such queries to the bird as will bring him, the lover, the most of 

the luxury of sorrow, through the anticipated answer, "Nevermore." With the indulgence, 

to the utmost extreme, of this self-torture, the narration, in what I have termed its first or 

obvious phase, has a natural termination, and so far there has been no overstepping of the 

limits of the real.  

    But in subjects so handled, however skillfully, or with however vivid an array of 

incident, there is always a certain hardness or nakedness, which repels the artistical eye. 

Two things are invariably required — first, some amount of complexity, or more 

properly, adaptation; and, secondly, some amount of suggestiveness — some under 

current, however indefinite of meaning. It is this latter, in especial, which imparts to a 

work of art so much of that richness (to [column 2:] borrow from colloquy a forcible 

term) which we are too fond of confounding with the ideal. It is the excess of the 

suggested meaning — it is the rendering this the upper instead of the under current of the 



theme — which turns into prose (and that of the very flattest kind) the so-called poetry of 

the so-called transcendentalists.  

    Holding these opinions, I added the two concluding stanzas of the poem — their 

suggestiveness being thus made to pervade all the narrative that has preceded them. The 

under-current of meaning is rendered first apparent in the lines —  
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"Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!"  

            Quoth the Raven "Nevermore!" 

(Right in the middle of his fantastical fairy-tale, Poe drops the bomb and 

switches from fantasy to seriousness in the blink of an eye.  From this point on, the 

lover now sees the Raven as a dark and serious character, not as the fantastical 

being Poe had originally written him to be.  This brings a deafening tone to the 

poem, taking from something that might represent hope, to a series of word that 

represents a message more serious.  Poe successfully relays the feeling of the lover 

into the reader’s minds, which now puts both the lover and the reader in the same 

mind set.  Poe is also able to bring a sense of realism into the poem through the way 

the Raven acted, almost giving him a back-story in the description of how the Raven 

came to be.  The jovial arrival of the Raven lightens what is seeming to be a rough 

night of reading and thinking for the lover, but the hallowed sound of “nevermore” 

is what Poe described as a word the lover used to apply self-torture as he thought 

about his missed loved one.  Feeling the need for a concise ending, Poe added two 

more stanzas.  Within those stanzas the self-torture gets to the lover, as he screams 



for the raven to “remove his beak from his heart, and take thy form from off my 

door!”). 

It will be observed that the words, "from out my heart," involve the first 

metaphorical expression in the poem. They, with the answer, "Nevermore," dispose the 

mind to seek a moral in all that has been previously narrated. The reader begins now to 

regard the Raven as emblematical — but it is not until the very last line of the very last  
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stanza, that the intention of making him emblematical of Mournful and Never-ending 

Remembrance is permitted distinctly to be seen:  

   

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting,  

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;  

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming,  

And the lamplight o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;  

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor  

            Shall be lifted — nevermore. 

            (Poe’s ending of “The Raven” was intended for readers to get a sense of 

mourning for the lover.  The Raven brought the lover so much pain through the 

remembrance of his lost lover that at once he demands the Raven fly away and leave 

him to mourn on his own.  The lover’s soul is described as being overshadowed by 

the Ravens shadow, lying on the floor basked in darkness.) 
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c. Composition’s Support of Poetic Definition  

In order for a reader to appreciate poetry, the reader must make his or herself familiar 

with some kind of means by which to determine whether or not a specific work contains 

certain elements that constitute it as poetry. Aristotle and Poe both give their opinions 

and ideas on what poetry is, and how to write and interpret it. Their methods were 

selected because they demonstrate a sufficient presentation of how to achieve the task of 

categorizing, and defining a literary work as poetry. Most people who read poetry already 

use their means of defining poetry; however, they don’t recognize that they do. Thus, 

“Poetics,” and “The Philosophy of Composition” reinforce the idea that poetry is an 

expression of emotion, idea, or state of being through rhythmic language.  
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III. Poetic Form/Analysis of Poems written in Specific Form        

            There are several forms and styles that poets use to express themselves in word. 

As Aristotle said, poetry is meant to imitate life; and, there are roughly twenty-five of the 

poetic forms that coincide with his idea. The objective to imitate life can be seen in an 

examination of the theme of a poem. Although the poet’s specific intentions may not be 

clearly identifiable, it does not take a poetry fanatic, or avid reader to draw some kind of 

meaning from a work of poetry, even if it is one of disgust or misunderstanding. The 

selected poems from the Wadsworth Anthology of Poetry provide examples and 

introductions to these poets and their themes. The following selections are meant to not 

only correlate with the idea of poetry being a rhythmic expression of emotion, idea, or 

state of being; they were also selected because of their correspondence with the most 

common and various styles of poetic form, theme, and verse.  
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a. The Epic 

According to Jay Parini, “The epic is one of the major genres. The term is rather, 

flexible, and it often refers loosely to works written on a grand scale with heroic 

dimensions,” (31). The epic is the most primitive form of the art of poetry. It began 

roughly around the time of the Greeks and was used to tell stories, either meant to be 

read, or to be seen on a stage. For example, Homer’s “The Odyssey” is an epic poem that 

is meant to be read. Unlike “The Odyssey,” though, Sophocles’ “The Oedipus Cycle” is 

poetry that is meant to be performed for an audience, rather than be read; but, it is still 

poetry that is epic in form. Epic poetry continued to be composed all the way through the 

time of the renaissance. “Beowulf” is an example of poetry; as are Shakespeare’s plays 

(pertaining to theatre), and Edmund Spenser’s “The Faerie Queene,” (pertaining to works 

meant to be read by the individual, rather than be performed). 

 

Analysis of a passage from “Beowulf” 



Beowulf’s author remains anonymous. The poem’s origins date back over one 

thousand years. It was originally conceived and transferred orally, and was not written; 

hence, the anonymity of the author. 

 

 

 

 

           Ollila/Jantas 36 

Episode XXVI 

BEOWULF spake, bairn of Ecgtheow: -- 

"Lo, we seafarers say our will, 

 

far-come men, that we fain would seek 

Hygelac now. We here have found 

hosts to our heart: thou hast harbored us well. 

If ever on earth I am able to win me 

more of thy love, O lord of men, 

aught anew, than I now have done, 

for work of war I am willing still! 

If it come to me ever across the seas 

that neighbor foemen annoy and fright thee, -- 

as they that hate thee erewhile have used, -- 



thousands then of thanes I shall bring, 

heroes to help thee. Of Hygelac I know, 

ward of his folk, that, though few his years, 

the lord of the Geats will give me aid 

by word and by work, that well I may serve thee, 

wielding the war-wood to win thy triumph 
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and lending thee might when thou lackest men. 

If thy Hrethric should come to court of Geats, 

a sovran's son, he will surely there 

find his friends. A far-off land 

each man should visit who vaunts him brave." 

Him then answering, Hrothgar spake: -- 

"These words of thine the wisest God 

sent to thy soul! No sager counsel 

from so young in years e'er yet have I heard. 

Thou art strong of main and in mind art wary, 

art wise in words! I ween indeed 

if ever it hap that Hrethel's heir 

by spear be seized, by sword-grim battle, 

by illness or iron, thine elder and lord, 



people's leader, -- and life be thine, -- 

no seemlier man will the Sea-Geats find 

at all to choose for their chief and king, 

for hoard-guard of heroes, if hold thou wilt 

thy kinsman's kingdom! Thy keen mind pleases me 

the longer the better, Beowulf loved!  
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Thou hast brought it about that both our peoples, 

sons of the Geat and Spear-Dane folk, 

shall have mutual peace, and from murderous strife, 

such as once they waged, from war refrain. 

Long as I rule this realm so wide, 

let our hoards be common, let heroes with gold 

each other greet o'er the gannet's-bath, 

and the ringed-prow bear o'er rolling waves 

tokens of love. I trow my landfolk 

towards friend and foe are firmly joined, 

and honor they keep in the olden way." 

To him in the hall, then, Healfdene's son 

gave treasures twelve, and the trust-of-earls 

bade him fare with the gifts to his folk beloved, 



hale to his home, and in haste return. 

Then kissed the king of kin renowned, 

Scyldings' chieftain, that choicest thane, 

and fell on his neck. Fast flowed the tears 

of the hoary-headed. Heavy with winters, 

he had chances twain, but he clung to this, -- 

that each should look on the other again, 

and hear him in hall. Was this hero so dear to 
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his breast's wild billows he banned in vain; 

safe in his soul a secret longing, 

locked in his mind, for that loved man 

burned in his blood. Then Beowulf strode, 

glad of his gold-gifts, the grass-plot o'er, 

warrior blithe. The wave-roamer bode 

riding at anchor, its owner awaiting. 

As they hastened onward, Hrothgar's gift 

they lauded at length. -- 'Twas a lord unpeered, 

every way blameless, till age had broken 

-- it spareth no mortal -- his splendid might  (www.everypoet.com). ` 

 Hrothgar's most emotional scene occurs just before Beowulf and his men are 

ready to depart from Denmark. Beowulf offers to come to Hrothgar's assistance when and 



if he ever needs it and Hrothgar predicts that one day Beowulf will be king of the Geats. 

Their relationship is more like father and son than king and warrior. Hrothgar realizes 

that he'll probably never see the young warrior again. He embraces and kisses him, 

bursting into tears. He is not crying so much because Beowulf is departing , as a way of 

releasing all the tension that built up during the years when the Danish people were being 

tormented by the monsters. Beowulf feels his pain, but he does not know the true 

meaning of the tears.  
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1. the epic’s support of poetic definition  

Beowulf is a work of poetry that expresses several emotions and ideas. The thematic idea 

it conveys is the chivalric concept of great men that do impossible good deeds. A man 

seeks revenge on a monster. His vendetta is of consequence of the monster’s destruction 

and killing of the man’s allies. This is the expression of emotion. The rhythmic structure 

of the poem was originally oral, but probably was given rhyme scheme during its 

translation to written text. So, based on this interpretation, the epic, “Beowulf,” supports 

the poetic definition. 
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b. The Elegy 

An elegy is a versatile form of poetry; because, its name has a dual meaning. 

Elegy can either be a poem written in couplets; or, a simple song. Nonetheless, the elegy 

has been around for centuries, and was an embraced form of the art by famous poets 

throughout the course of the existence of poetry. “Lycidas,” by John Milton is regarded 

as the best poem in the English language; and, it is written in elegy form. Even though 

the poem contrasts with Edgar Allen Poe’s “Philosophy of Composition,” in terms of 

ideal length, “Lycidas” delivers the necessary aspects of poetry according to Aristotle. On 

the surface, the poem is about a shepherd who mourns a dead friend. However, there are 

metaphors that can be explored which are extraordinary. He incorporates the protestant 

view of priests, the Catholic Church as an evil entity, judgment day, and several other 

ideas that are personified through his use of metaphor.  

 



Analysis of “Lycidas,” by John Milton: 

  

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more,  

Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere,  

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,  

And with forced fingers rude  

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.  

*This is the speaker’s expressing his state as unprepared. 
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Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear,  

Compels me to disturb your season due;  

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime,  

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer.  

Who would not sing for Lycidas? He knew  

Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme.  

He must not float upon his wat'ry bier  

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind,  

Without the meed of some melodious tear.  

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well,  

That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring,  

Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string.  



Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse,  

So may some gentle Muse  

With lucky words favour my destined urn,  

And as he passes turn  

And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud.  

For we were nursed upon the selfsame hill,  

Fed the same flock by fountain, shade, and rill.  

Together both, ere the high lawns appeared  

Under the opening eyelids of the morn,  

We drove a-field, and both together heard  
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What time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn,  

Batt'ning our flocks with the fresh dews of night,  

Oft till the star that rose, at ev'ning, bright  

Toward heav'n's descent had sloped his west'ring wheel.  

Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute,  

Tempered to th' oaten flute;  

Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel  

From the glad sound would not be absent long;  

And old Damoetas loved to hear our song.  

*The speaker expresses his relationship with a dead Lycidas. The two 

composed poetry together that many people enjoyed. The speaker states that since 



Lycidas was a beloved poet, his death must be recognized and mourned.  

 

But O! the heavy change now thou art gone,  

Now thou art gone and never must return!  

Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and desert caves,  

With wild thyme and the gadding vine o'ergrown,  

And all their echoes mourn.  

The willows, and the hazel copses green,  

Shall now no more be seen  

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays.  
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As killing as the canker to the rose,  

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze,  

Or frost to flow'rs, that their gay wardrobe wear,  

When first the white-thorn blows;  

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd's ear.  

 *Lycidas’ death cause nature to suffer.  

Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless deep  

Closed o'er the head of your loved Lycidas?  

For neither were ye playing on the steep  



Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie,  

Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high,  

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream.  

Ay me, I fondly dream!  

Had ye been there, for what could that have done?  

What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore,  

The Muse herself for her enchanting son,  

Whom universal nature did lament,  

When, by the rout that made the hideous roar,  

His gory visage down the stream was sent,  
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Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore?  

  

*The speaker says that Lycidas could not be saved. 

Alas! what boots it with uncessant care  

To tend the homely slighted shepherd's trade,  

And strictly meditate the thankless Muse?  

Were it not better done as others use,  

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,  

Or with the tangles of Neaera's hair?  



Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise  

(That last infirmity of noble mind)  

To scorn delights, and live laborious days;  

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find,  

And think to burst out into sudden blaze,  

Comes the blind Fury with th' abhorred shears,  

And slits the thin-spun life. "But not the praise,"  

Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears:  

"Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,  

Nor in the glist'ring foil  

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies,  

But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes  
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And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;  

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,  

Of so much fame in heav'n expect thy meed."  

  

*The speaker indicates that Lycidas’ death was premature, and that he was 

too young. The unfair nature of death is addressed as a theme here. Since Lycidas 

was a great, beloved poet who died too young, he was never able to gain fame for his 

work. However, the speaker says that fame is found in heaven, and that earthly 



recognition and glory is not as significant as that which is found in Heaven in the 

presence of God.  

O fountain Arethuse, and thou honoured flood,  

Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds,  

That strain I heard was of a higher mood;  

But now my oat proceeds,  

And listens to the herald of the sea  

That came in Neptune's plea.  

He asked the waves, and asked the felon winds,  

What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain?  

And questioned every gust of rugged wings  

That blows from off each beaked promontory:  

They knew not of his story,  
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And sage Hippotades their answer brings,  

That not a blast was from his dungeon strayed;  

The air was calm, and on the level brine  

Sleek Panope with all her sisters played.  

It was that fatal and perfidious bark,  

Built in th' eclipse, and rigged with curses dark,  

That sunk so low that sacred head of thine.  



Next Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow,  

His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge,  

 

 *Lycidas’ death came as a result of some kind of flaw in his boat; and, his 

death was a tremendous loss to the world of scholars. 

Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge  

Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe.  

"Ah! Who hath reft (quoth he) my dearest pledge?"  

Last came, and last did go,  

The Pilot of the Galilean lake.  

Two massy keys he bore of metals twain,  

(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain)  

He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake  

"How well could I have spared for thee, young swain,  
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now of such as for their bellies' sake  

Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold!  

Of other care they little reckoning make  

Than how to scramble at the shearers' feast,  

And shove away the worthy bidden guest.  



Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold  

A sheep-hook, or have learned aught else the least  

That to the faithful herdman's art belongs!  

What recks it them? What need they? They are sped;  

And when they list, their lean and flashy songs  

Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw;  

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,  

But swoll'n with wind, and the rank mist they draw,  

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread;  

 *According to St. Peter, Lycidas was important to the church. His death 

leaves the church in the hands of corrupt pastors and clergymen who compose 

heretic sermons. However, they will receive their punishment on judgment day.  

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw  

Daily devours apace, and nothing said;  

But that two-handed engine at the door  
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Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more."  

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is past  

That shrunk thy streams; return, Sicilian Muse,  

And call the vales, and bid them hither cast  

Their bells and flow'rets of a thousand hues.  



Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use  

Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks  

On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks,  

Throw hither all your quaint enamelled eyes,  

That on the green turf suck the honeyed show'rs,  

And purple all the ground with vernal flow'rs.  

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,  

The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine,  

The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jet,  

The glowing violet,  

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,  

With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,  

And every flower that sad embroidery wears.  

Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed,  
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*The speaker relaxes, and imagines what the body of Lycidas would look like 

if it were to be brought forth from the sea. 

And daffadillies fill their cups with tears,  

To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies.  

For so to interpose a little ease,  

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise.  



Ay me! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas  

Wash far away, where'er thy bones are hurled,  

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides,  

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide  

Visit'st the bottom of the monstrous world;  

Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied,  

  

 *The speaker wonders where Lycidas’ body ended up. He asks Michael to 

bring the body to land, and Lycidas’ soul to heaven.  

Sleep'st by the fable of Bellerus old,  

Where the great vision of the guarded mount  

Looks toward Namancos and Bayona's hold.  

Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth;  

And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth.  
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Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more,  

For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,  

Sunk though he be beneath the wat'ry floor.  

So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed,  

And yet anon repairs his drooping head,  



And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore  

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky:  

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high,  

Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves,  

Where, other groves and other streams along,  

With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves,  

And hears the unexpressive nuptial song,  

In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love.  

There entertain him all the saints above,  

In solemn troops, and sweet societies,  

That sing, and singing in their glory move,  

*The speaker informs the reader that Lycidas’ death will bring about good, 

making mourning him pointless; because, he is enjoying heaven, and now he will 

protect any traveler who crosses the section of the ocean where he drowned. 
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And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.  

Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more;  

Henceforth thou art the genius of the shore,  

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good  

To all that wander in that perilous flood.  

Thus sang the uncouth swain to th' oaks and rills,  



While the still morn went out with sandals grey;  

He touched the tender stops of various quills,  

With eager thought warbling his Doric lay:  

And now the sun had stretched out all the hills,  

And now was dropped into the western bay.  

At last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue:  

Tomorrow to fresh woods, and pastures new.  

*The poem was composed in one day.  

 Ultimately, Lycidas is a poem about a shepherd who mourns the death of his 

friend, but comes to the conclusion that his death should not be mourned, because in 

death Lycidas can only do good.  
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1. the elegy’s support of poetic definition  

“Lycidas” is an elegy that uses symbolism to express ideas, emotions, and the 

speaker’s somber state of being. Since Milton was a puritan, he hated the catholic 

church. He uses the wolf in the poem to symbolize his hate for the church. This 

poem’s form is continuous, written as a song. Thus, since “Lycidas” expresses 

emotion through symbolism, and conforms to a structure to do so, it supports the 

poetic definition.  
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a. The Narrative 

A narrative poem is one that tells a story. Narrative poetry can’t be discussed 

without the mention of Edgar Allen Poe’s “The Raven.” It is one of the most acclaimed, 

imitated, adapted, and well-known works of poetry ever to have been written. Though the 

poem is written with a somber, melancholic tone and theme, there is a beauty in its 

composition through Poe’s vast vocabulary, and use of internal rhyme, alliteration, and 

assonance. In short, the poem is about a man who has lost a lover. Though he appears to 



be miserable, he is in fact content with his isolation. The conflict of the poem’s story is 

introduced when a raven cruelly interrupts the man’s loneliness with its mere presence. 

The man continuously interrogates the bird, to which its reply is “nevermore.” His 

continuous interrogation presents a curiosity that makes the reader question whether or 

not the man actually was content in his solitude. Through the interrogation, and the 

reactions of the man-who acts as the narrator-, as well as his description of his 

surroundings and his conversation with the bird provide the reader with a view of the 

man’s decent into insanity; because, he feels guilt in Lenore’s loss, and fears punishment 

for his role in her death. 

Interpretation of The Raven: 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered weak and weary, 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 

`'Tis some visitor,' I muttered, `tapping at my chamber door – 
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Only this, and nothing more.' 

In the poem’s first stanza, Poe introduces his reader to fragile, fatigued man 

who is contemplating the loss of something he that he appreciated. The man is 

falling asleep, when he is what appears to be graced by the presence of some 

unexpected visitor. He appears to be startled by visitors knock, and feigns an 

interest in whoever it is, rather than express any curiosity.  



Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 

Eagerly I wished the morrow; - vainly I had sought to borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow - sorrow for the lost Lenore - 

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels named Lenore – 

Nameless here for evermore. 

            Poe provides a solemn, dismal setting through the narrator as he recalls the 

month of December; which is usually the first of the cold winter months. However, 

the end of December is associated with new life through the holidays of Christmas, 

and the start of a new year. This is meant to confuse the reader; because, with the 

mention of December, the reader doesn’t know whether to expect the poem to be 

grave, like December’s cold, or blissful, like the month’s holidays. The narrator 

seeks to end his misery; and, the visitor could be a gift, associated with Christman, 

or a curse, associated with cold.  

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 

Thrilled me - filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
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So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 

`'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door - 

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; - 

This it is, and nothing more,' 

            Here, Poe’s narrator is startled and scared by the unexpected knock at his 

door. However, the terror excited him; because, there was a presence other than his 



own in his company. The narrator is unsure whether or not he should view the 

intruder as a threat or not, though. This is evident because he calms himself by 

telling himself that the visitor is begging to come in, In doing so, he dismisses the 

idea of a threat; since, one who begs does not mean to harm. 

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 

`Sir,' said I, `or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 

That I scarce was sure I heard you' - here I opened wide the door; - 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 

            The narrator embraces the idea of the visitor as benevolent; and, pleads with 

whoever it is to forgive him for his hesitation in answering. This makes him appear 

happy to have company; but, he answers the door to find no one. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before 

But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, 
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And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, `Lenore!' 

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, `Lenore!' 

Merely this and nothing more. 

            Poe introduces his reader to the recollection of on of his previous poems 

about a dead, beautiful young woman named Lenore. The only visitor that the 



narrator could want is a woman named Lenore, based on this stanza. As he stares 

into the silent darkness outside his door, his composure is broken, and his ostensible 

fatigue is lost as he exclaims her name into the abyss. His loneliness appears to still 

be intact though; because the only reply is an echo of what he said. However, Poe 

wants the reader to question the sanity of the narrator, and the aspect of the 

supernatural in the poem.  

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 

Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 

`Surely,' said I, `surely that is something at my window lattice; 

Let me see then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore - 

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;  

'Tis the wind and nothing more!' 

            The narrator returns to his chamber curious, and hurt by the absence of a 

tangible presence at his door that could explain the knocking. He then hears another 

tapping; this time it is at his window. He assures himself that his solitude is not 

driving him insane by knowingly asserting that there is definitely something at his  
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window. He explains the new tap by crediting it to the wind; because, the only thing 

that could knock his door and tap his window within a short frame of time could be 

wind.  

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 

In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore. 

Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 



But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door - 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door – 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

            The narrator then means to discover what could be making the noise by 

inspecting his window. However, upon his examination, he finds a raven that enters 

his chamber with a magnificent grace and royal pompous. The raven doesn’t greet 

him. It simply perches, and sits on his chamber door very pretentiously. Poe is 

giving the reader the idea that this raven is of a greater importance than the 

narrator.  

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 

`Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,' I said, `art sure no craven. 

Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the nightly shore - 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 
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 The bird’s decorum charms the narrator into smiling, seemingly eliminating 

the idea that the bird poses any kind of threat. Since the raven isn’t disfigured, or 

ugly, the narrator tells the raven that it can’t be an evil, scheming bird playing 

tricks on people, because of its regal, perfect appearance. In a friendly gesture, the 

man asks the raven’s name; to which the bird replies no. The bird’s answer to the 



man’s simple inquiry destroys the benign tone that was created through his 

embracement of the bird.  

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning - little relevancy bore; 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door - 

Bird or beast above the sculptured bust above his chamber door,           

With such name as `Nevermore.' 

The narrator dismisses the presence of the bird, apparently knowing that in 

time it will be gone. He either mocks its presence by saying sarcastically saying that 

no one has ever met a bird named “nevermore,” or he actually accepts that as the 

bird’s name. The latter of the two interpretations suggests that Poe is forcing his 

reader to question whether or not he or she is viewing the narrator’s decent to 

insanity; because, only a crazy person would acknowledge not only a bird speaking 

to him, but accepting its reply to a question.  

But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only, 

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 
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Nothing further then he uttered - not a feather then he fluttered - 

Till I scarcely more than muttered `Other friends have flown before - 

On the morrow will he leave me, as my hopes have flown before.' 

Then the bird said, `Nevermore.' 



            Poe is reminding his reader of the dead Lenore, through the symbolization of 

the bird as guilt. The dead Lenore could have been killed by the narrator; and, since 

the perception of taking someone’s life comes with it a guilt that one carries 

throughout the remainder of his or her life, the bird saying that it will never leave 

justifies its symbolizing guilt.  

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

`Doubtless,' said I, `what it utters is its only stock and store, 

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful disaster 

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore - 

Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore 

Of "Never-nevermore."' 

            The narrator suggests that the bird’s reply of “nevermore” is simply a word 

that it was trained to say by a miserable owner. The prevalent use of allegory 

throughout the poem that is incorporated here is through the idea of the bird’s 

miserable owner. Since ravens are generally viewed as evil, scavengers, the owner is 

be the devil. The devil sent the bird to haunt the man; and, to remind him of his  
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responsibility of Lenore’s death, as well as the despicable fate that awaits him in the 

afterlife.  

But the raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door; 

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 



Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore - 

What this grim, ungainly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore 

Meant in croaking `Nevermore.' 

            The narrator is smiling because the bird evokes a curiosity from him that he 

can’t explain. He then sits himself in front of the bird, and contemplates the 

meaning of its reply of “nevermore” to his questions. Obviously, he will say 

something to the bird next. 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; 

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 

On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er, 

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er, 

She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

            Again, the bird symbolizes guilt. It is looking into him at something only he 

knows about. He wonders what is going on while he is sitting on a velvet chair under 

a dim light. The dim light on the chair symbolizes the limited boundaries of his guilt, 

meaning that since only he knows that Lenore died by his hands, the world is in  
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darkness concerning the matter. The chair represents the comfort he enjoys by 

leaving the rest of the world in ignorance; and, the raven represents his guilt. The 

guilt tears into him, like the raven’s eyes.  

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 



`Wretch,' I cried, `thy God hath lent thee - by these angels he has sent thee 

Respite - respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! 

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

            The narrator curses the bird. He condemns it as a curse sent either by the 

devil or by God; since, the Seraphim is an angel. It is obvious here that he is losing 

his mind. He orders himself to relieve himself of the guilt and forget about Lenore; 

however, the raven says, “nevermore,” implying to the narrator that since it (the 

raven) will never leave, the narrator will never forget what he has done-because the 

bird symbolizes his guilt.  

`Prophet!' said I, `thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! - 

Whether tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted - 

On this home by horror haunted - tell me truly, I implore - 

Is there - is there balm in Gilead? - tell me - tell me, I implore!' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

            

           Ollila/Jantas 63 

 Again, the narrator curses the bird as an evil entity, bound on torturing him 

through the remembrance of his killing Lenore, which evokes guilt in him. He 

demands to know why the raven has come, and whether or not there is suffering in 

store for his afterlife. The bird tells him “nevermore,” meaning that it will not 

answer his question; and/or that there is no great salvation in his (the narrator’s) 



afterlife; because, “balm” means salvation, and Gilead is a holy place, according to 

religious dogma, which symbolizes heaven here.  

`Prophet!' said I, `thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! 

By that Heaven that bends above us - by that God we both adore - 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels named Lenore - 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden, whom the angels named Lenore?' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

            Poe’s narrator again refers to the bird as evil; however, be it evil or not, he 

inquires about the fate of Lenore. “Aidenn” is the heavenly Garden of Eden, which 

is mentioned in the Book of Exodus in the Old Testament as the source of creation; 

here, it is allegorical to heaven. The bird still refuses to answer.  

`Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!' I shrieked upstarting - 

`Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! 

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 

Leave my loneliness unbroken! - quit the bust above my door! 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!' 
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Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

The narrator orders the bird to leave him. He commands the bird to retreat 

back to the wicked storm of hell from which it came. Here, the narrator is certain 

that the bird is from the devil. He demands that it leave no evidence of its being 

there, so that he may forget the entire encounter and retreat into his solitude until 



the day that he dies and must confront his fate with the bird’s earlier mentioned 

master, who is the devil. 

And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming, 

And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 

Shall be lifted - nevermore! 

            Though the narrator sits comfortably in his chair of deceit, under his light of 

trickery, he can’t escape his own guilt. The bird symbolizes his guilt; and, that guilt 

casts a shadow over his chair, blocking his light. His soul symbolizes any other 

means of escape from the guilt. But, like a guilty person would, his shadow tries to 

creep away, but it too is overcast by the bird’s shadow, eliminating any possibility of 

ever evading his conscience. This is the poem’s denouement; the narrator has been 

driven to the point of insanity through his guilt, and imagining that a bird that 

entered his home means to condemn his soul; and, his desire to be alone is  
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  “The Raven” is essentially a story about conflict. The conflicts addressed in this 

poem are that of committing murder vs. escaping  the guilt that the act bestows upon the 

conscience, and the reality of whether or not there is a God who will punish the 

transgression of murder through the condemnation of the soul of the transgressor to hell. 

“The Raven” examines these themes through the guilty conscience of a man, his desire 



for solitude, and the interruption of that solitude by an unexpected intruder. The man has 

killed a beautiful young woman named Lenore. Obviously, his society has not held him 

accountable for the act. He feels very guilty about what he has done; and, maybe even 

regrets it to a certain extent. His desire for isolation is derived from this guilt. He fears 

that if he is confronted with the notion that he is responsible for the death of Lenore by a 

third party, he will be punished. However, for some reason he does not feel completely 

accountable, because he tries to forget about it. He does so by isolating himself in his 

quarters, not only to contemplate whether or not he is fully responsible, but also to try to 

forget about her. Up until the time that the poem begins, this has been a success. 

            When he hears a knocking at his door and finds no one; he can’t explain the cause 

of the knock. Rather than make the logical assumption that it was something natural that 

was struck into his door by a powerful gust of wind, he merely dismisses it as something 

that is either inexplicable, or is too unimportant to make an effort to explain. Then hears a 

tap at his window, and he is greeted by and given the company of a raven when he opens 

the window. He also doesn’t try to explain the raven. Rationally, to explain a bird 

entering a house, one would say that is simply flew into an opened window. But, this man 

is too wrapped up in his contemplation of his guilt, and his trying to forget his guilt that  
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he has a conversation with the bird. He eventually believes the bird to be a messenger 

from a greater power sent to deliver the news that he is damned for his deed; and, that his 

guilt will stay with him forever. This idea drives him insane; because, his perception of 

reality is distorted by his guilt, as he has spent so much time thinking about Lenore and 

her death, and hardly any time thinking about anything else.  



            His decent into madness through the presence of this bird, and his one-way-

conversations with it were inspired by Poe’s losing faith in God, and his obsession with 

the idea that men want to be isolated and miserable. Essentially, “The Raven” has the 

reputation that it does because of its colorful word usage, and its captivating narrative of 

a man driven mad by a guilt from which he can’t escape; because, it is rooted in him from 

his moral Christian beliefs. And, these beliefs conflict with a rationality and sanity, which 

he eventually loses from over-contemplating the situations.  
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1. the narrative’s support of poetic definition 

“The Raven” corresponds with the poetic definition. The entire work is an expression 

of the narrator’s state of being, which starts out as depressed, and evolves into a 

lunacy. The bird in the poem evokes the emotion of guilt from the narrator. Its 

presence reminds him of a wrong-doing he has committed. The poem accomplishes 



these tasks through its captivating, critically acclaimed language. Hence, the narrative 

poem, “The Raven,” supports the poetic definition; because, it expresses and emotion 

and state of being through rhythmic language.  
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c. The Ode 

From the days of Horace, poets have composed odes. An ode is a poem that 

address a rather serious or necessary theme, and is written in stanzas. However, in 

Horace’s time, an ode was composed in three parts, which are the strophe, antistrophe, 

and the epode, which are meant to be movements from right to left, followed by a stand-



still. This idea evolved over time though. An example of this evolution is the odes of the 

romantic era.  

            During the romantic era of art and literature, the concept of nature was heavily 

explored. The movement also provoked an interest in aesthetic experience. One of the 

poets to have come from this school of thought was John Keats. His “Ode to a 

Nightingale,” is a poem that address the concepts of nature and aesthetic experience 

through transience, and the exploration of mortality, and the ode also incorporates the 

idea of altering the perception of reality to achieve a greater aesthetic experience.  
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Analysis of “Ode to a Nightingale” by John Keats 

I. 

 My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 

 My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 

 Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 



 One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk : 

 ‘Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 

 But being too happy in thine happiness, - 

 That thou, light winged Dryad of the trees, 

     In some melodious plot 

 Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 

 Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 

             

Keats introduces himself as miserable; he feels like he is poisoned by the 

lethal Greek hemlock, or by some hallucinogenic opiate. He hears some sort of fairy, 

or mythological, beautiful creature singing in a forest.  

II. 

  

O for a draught of vintage! that hath been 

 Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth, 

 Tasting of Flora and the country green, 

 Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth! 
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O for a beaker full of the warm South, 

 Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 

 With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 

     And purple-stained mouth; 



 That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 

 And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 

  

            Here, Keats expresses his desire for alcohol. He also references the Greek 

idea of the muse for inspiration, for the purpose of being inspired to find the source 

of the song he hears.  

III. 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 

 What thou among the leaves hast never known, 

 The weariness, the fever, and the fret 

 Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 

 Where palsy shakes a few. sad, last grey hairs, 

 Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 

 Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 

     And leaden-eyed despairs, 

 Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 

 Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow 
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In this stanza, Keats is telling the fairy to retreat to wherever it came from, 

so that it may never know the pains of being a human, or the mortality that man-

kind faces. This is the incorporation of romantic influence. Keats is giving 

something from nature, the fairy voice, a supernatural characteristic. The romantics 



believed that nature possessed a sort of immortality and perfection that mankind 

didn’t know; because, nature is untainted until men spoil it, and has always been 

around.  

IV. 

Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 

 Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 

 But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

 Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 

 Already with thee! tender is the night, 

 And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 

 Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays; 

     But here there is no light, 

 Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 

 Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways 

  

Here, Keats integrates the romantic idea of transience through his telling the 

fairy he will fly away with it by way of poetry. This is possible through his 

intoxication; because, the “dull brain” is a sober one that a man lives in all the time,  
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which recognizes reality and all of its rules. However, a mind alter by substance is 

one of euphoria which can easily break the chains of sober rationality and explore 

ideas without the bounds of mortality.  



V.  

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 

 Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 

 But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 

 Wherewith the seasonable month endows 

 The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 

 White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 

 Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves; 

     And mid-May's eldest child, 

 The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 

 The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eve. 

  

            This is the expression of never fully being able to escape sobriety’s 

boundaries. Keats can’t fully appreciate what is around him.  

VI.  

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 

 I have been half in love with easeful Death, 

 Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
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 To take into the air my quiet breath; 

 Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 

 To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 



 While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 

     In such an ecstasy! 

 Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain - 

 To thy high requiem become a sod. 

  

            Keats again addresses mortality. He says that even though he can’t fully 

appreciate what is going on, he would be content to end his life at this point; 

because, it is a pleasant aesthetic experience in nature with a supernatural fairy. 

However, if he were to die, the fairy’s song would continue without him. Keats 

doesn’t want to lose the song; but, if he were to die, the song would be an excellent 

requiem.  

VII.  

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 

 No hungry generations tread thee down; 

 The voice I hear this passing night was heard 

 In ancient days by emperor and clown: 

 Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 

 Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
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She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 

     The same that oft-times hath 



 Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam 

 Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 

  

Again, in this stanza, romantic philosophy is obvious. As nature is and 

always will be, so will the fairy’s song. Keats is sobering now; evident as he refers to 

the fairy as simply a bird.  

VIII.  

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 

 To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 

 Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 

 As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf. 

 Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 

 Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 

 Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep 

     In the next valley-glades: 

 Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 

 Fled is that music: – Do I wake or sleep? 
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    As he becomes sober in this stanza, Keats refers to the fairy as an elf; and, almost 

is pleased by the idea of returning to reality. As he comes to, he is unsure of whether 

or not his experience was real or not; since, he has nothing tangible to show for it.  



            Following the necessity for structure in an ode, this poem is Keats’s 

acknowledgement of his mortality through the use of an immortal source; that source 

being a supernatural creature from a forest (which deals with nature). The source of the 

voice symbolizes the romantic idea that nature is fantastic; because, Keats says that the 

voice is fantastic. Keats says that even if he were to die the voice would continue singing, 

as it had done before he arrived, meaning that it always was and will be, just like nature. 

The romantics believed that man contaminated nature. In this poem, Keats imagines a 

euphoric aesthetic experience of a nature that has remained untainted by mankind. He 

achieves this experience through substance abuse; which also coincides with the romantic 

concept of transcendence. He transcends the plain, normal, constant sober mind through 

this substance; and, this allows him to have the experience that he does.  
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1. the ode’s support of poetic definition  

Keats’ addresses his feeling several different emotions in this poem, such as a sense 

of euphoria, an appreciation for nature and his fairy, and his love of nature’s beauty. 



Keats’ use of stanzas is the language through which he achieves his emotional 

expression; and the rhythmic structure of the poem can be compared to that of a 

sonnet, and uses a specific scheme of every other line rhyming. Thus, the ode, “Ode 

to a Nightingale” supports the poetic definition.   
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e. The Ballad 

            A ballad is a work of poetry that uses rhyme, and repetition; repetition is achieved 

through use of refrain. Ballads sometimes incorporate dialogue, and are meant to tell a 



story. The lines are composed in the succession of  beats, and are supposed to have a 

rhythm. Like all forms of art though, ballads have evolved over the course of time. A 

more primitive example ballads would be the lais of Marie de France. The word lai 

literally translates to ballad or song. However, her works are very long in comparison to 

more contemporary ballads. Marie de France’s work also contrasts in her recurring use of 

allegory. A good example of the contrast would be Langston Hughes’ “Ballad of the 

Landlord.”  

            Unlike Marie de France, Langston Hughes was poor, and wrote for the lower 

class. De France wrote about the courtly chivalry of her environment in the twelfth 

century, while Langston Hughes wrote about his poor environment in the twentieth 

century. The audience of Marie de France was wealthy and educated; whereas, Hughes’ 

audience was poor and not very well learned. De France used allegory, because her 

audience was educated enough to be able to decipher the actual meanings of her works. 

Her work is also lengthy in its resemblance to the popular epic form of poetry of her time 

Hughes, though, bluntly wrote what he meant in short composition in order to give his 

oppressed minority audience a feeling of acceptance through understanding literature. 

The idea of the ballad has maintained the concept that the poet writes about his or her 

surroundings and what they know, while accommodating the audience that will read the 

poetry.  
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Interpretation of a Lanval Excerpt: 

He gave just what Lanval asked for. 

Now Lanval knows not what to do; 



He's very thoughtful, very sad. 

My lords, I don't astonish you: 

A man alone, with no counsel--or bad-- 

A stranger in a strange land 

Is sad, when no help's at hand. 

This knight--by now you know the one-- 

Who'd served the King with many a deed, 

One day got on his noble steed 

And went riding, just for fun. 

Alone he rode out of the town, 

  

            King Arthur distributed awards amongst all of his knights for their bravery, 

valiancy, and courage. Lanval was among the best of these knights; however, 

Arthur neglected to award him among his peers. Lanval never asked anything of 

Arthur; and, in the typical chivalric sense, instead of complaining, Lanval rides 

alone to think about what has happened. Marie de France’s main character, Lanval 

is depicted in the typical chivalric fashion here. Marie also addresses her audience 

as “lords.” She apologizes if her story doesn’t have the effect of complete honesty,  
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and reassures them that what she says is true and sensible. She does this out of fear 

and respect; because, her audience is powerful. 

Interpretation of Ballad of the Landlord: 



Landlord, landlord, 

My roof has sprung a leak. 

Don't you 'member I told you about it 

Way last week? 

  

            From the start, Hughes addresses his man in power as any normal person, 

and insists that the man in power, the landlord, do something to benefit Hughes 

himself. 

Landlord, landlord, 

These steps is broken down. 

When you come up yourself 

It's a wonder you don't fall down. 

 

Ten Bucks you say I owe you? 

Ten Bucks you say is due? 

Well, that's Ten Bucks more'n I'l pay you 

Till you flx this house up new. 

  

            Here, Hughes refuses to obey his landlord, and continues to make demands. 
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What? You gonna get eviction orders? 

You gonna cut off my heat? 

You gonna take my furniture and 



Throw it in the street? 

 

Um-huh! You talking high and mighty. 

Talk on-till you get through. 

You ain't gonn a be able to say a word 

If I land my fist on you. 

  

            In these stanzas, Hughes expresses an apathetic view of the punishments that 

his landlord can inflict on him. Even more, he goes as far as physically threatening 

the man.  

Police! Police! 

Come and get this man! 

He's trying to ruin the government 

And overturn the land! 

  

Copper's whistle! 

Patrol bell! 

Arrest. 

Precinct Station. 
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Iron cell. 

Headlines in press: 

MAN THREATENS LANDLORD 



TENANT HELD NO BAIL 

JUDGE GIVES NEGRO 90 DAYS IN COUNTY JAIL! 

  

Hughes is referencing the oppressive United States government, criticizing it 

for the allowance of ill-begotten treatment of its citizens by not protecting the 

citizen’s rights and privileges of the pursuance of a quality life. Enraged by the poor 

treatment he receives, Hughes physically threatens his landlord out of anger. He 

then criticizes the government for imprisoning him for protesting his poor living 

situation, because he is a black minority.  

These two ballads address themes through language that is rhythmical, and easily 

identifiable to their audiences. De France wrote for the courtly, chivalric British court of 

the twelfth century, and Hughes wrote for poor blacks in Harlem during the early 

twentieth century. Unlike de France, Hughes shows no respect for an oppressive 

government; whereas, De France goes as far as making apologies in her poems. Marie de 

France’s work is intricately developed through the use of metaphor and allegory; and, 

Hughes’ work is direct and honest.  
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1. the ballad’s support of poetic definition 

Marie de France’s “Lanval,” and Langston Hughes’ “Ballad of the Landlord” each 

tell a story. “Lanval” is a third-person account of the story of a knight. His emotions 



are expressed by the third-person-party. Lanval feels abandoned and isolated, and de 

France’s linguistic structure expresses these emotions through a rhythmic 

arrangement of the poem’s lines into beats. Like de France, Hughes’ “Ballad of the 

Landlord” expresses emotion; however, it is a third person account that tells a story 

through following the same concept of rhythmic composition to a beat. The reader 

can identify through Hughes’ word structure that the tenant is angry with his landlord. 

Thus, the two selected ballads support the poetic definition.  
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f. The Villanelle  



 The villanelle was a form of poetry developed in France and Italy during the 

renaissance. Its goal is to use original, complex forms and structures to express 

something.  

 

“A Fading of the Sun” 

  

                                    Who can think of the sun costuming clouds 

                                    When all people are shaken 

                                    Or of night endazzled, proud, 

                                    When people awaken 

                                    And cry and cry for help? 

  

                                    The warm antiquity of self, 

                                    Everyone, grows suddenly cold. 

                                    The tea is bad, bread sad. 

                                    How can the world so old be so mad 

                                    That the people die? 

  

                                    If joy shall be without a book 

                                    It lies, themselves within themselves, 

                                    If they will look 
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                                    Within themselves 



                                    And cry and cry for help? 

  

                                    Within as pillars of the sun, 

                                    Supports of night.  The tea, 

                                    The wine is good.  The bread, 

                                    The meat is sweet. 

                                    And they will not die. 

  

            When I first read “A Fading of the Sun”, I was a little confused to the meaning.  

The style of the poem caught me off guard and I wasn’t reading between the lines like I 

probably should have.  As I read deeper and deeper into what the poet was saying, it 

became clear to me that the motivation behind writing this was religion.  Throughout the 

poems four stanzas, the poet questions many things, all dealing with religion and faith.   

            The opening stanza is a shout of desperation.  He questions how people can 

pretend that things are ok when they really aren’t.  The sun is a symbol of happiness. The 

clouds are a symbol of problems brewing.  When the poet ponders why people put up the 

front of things being ok when they aren’t (the sun costuming the clouds), he is really 

questioning people’s beliefs in themselves in society. 

            The second stanza relates to a feeling of growing old with ones emotions.  The 

poet alludes to the fact that when a couple things go wrong in peoples worlds, anger 

beings to flourish.  And when things are even worse, and time goes by, the eventuality of  
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death draws near, and the poet questions why people are at such unrest over the fact that 

when get old they die.  The key word is eventuality, and he’s questioning his readers on 

why the world would be so furious over the thought of eventual death.   

            Stanza three makes the first direct stab at religion, alluding to “a book” (the Bible) 

and joy that lies between the bindings.  He challenges those who find solace in the bible 

to ponder the question, what if there wasn’t a Bible?  Does that same solace not reside in 

ones own heart?  When people aren’t able to find solace in the Bible, he notices an outcry 

for help, but he wants to know why people aren’t challenging their own self to find the 

comfort they crave so heavily.   

            The closing stanza is more upbeat, acknowledging that there is in fact something 

“within the pillars of the sun”.  Making an obvious correlation to heaven, the poet then 

states that when you live between those pillars, “the tea, the wine is good.  The bread, the 

meat is sweet”.  He answers his own questions, and possibly those of others who are 

unable to find the answers to the questions they are asking themselves.  He writes that the 

people within the pillars of heaven will not die.  They will only leave their body, but your 

soul and your very essence of being lives forever between those pillars of heaven, so 

there really is no reason to be upset with the world.  He pains for an understanding that 

all will be well, and that when you put your faith in the book of joy, and stand between 

those pillars, you are invincible, and will live on in spirit forever. 
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“The Brave Man” 

             

                                    The sun, that brave man 

                                    Comes through boughs that lie in wait, 

                                    That brave man. 

  

                                    Green and gloomy eyes 

                                    In dark forms of grass 

                                    Run away. 

  

                                    The good stars, 

                                    Pale helms and spiky spurs, 

                                    Run away. 

  

                                    Fears of my bed, 

                                    Fears of life and fears of death, 

                                    Run away. 

  

                                    That brave man comes up 

                                    From below and walks without meditation, 

                                    That brave man. 
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“The Brave Man” is a poem written in villanelle style. It utilizes personification 

more often than any other poetic device.  In the opening stanza, the sun is given the label 

of a brave man.  The narration is as though someone perhaps felt as though they knew the 

sun, and was telling the sun’s tale to the reader.  The sun is first depicted shining through 

the boughs or a tree or possibly a bush.  Following that line, you notice the line “that 

brave man” is being used often in this stanza, which also gives the poem repetition.  The 

repetition is used to drive the point home that the narrator does in fact regard the sun as a 

brave man.   

            In the second stanza, the grass is the next inanimate object to receive some 

sort of personification.  The sun then receives what I believe may be one of many 

adversaries to come.  These adversaries may be what makes him such a brave man.  The 

grass is personified as having green and gloomy eyes.  The narrator finishes the stanza 

with the line “Run away” which may be a warning to the sun to get away from the 

darkness that is the gloomy grass.  Running away, in relation to the sun, means that the 

sun is being asked to go down and let the night take over. 

            In stanza three, the sun receives sort of a friend.  The good stars are given 

the personification of pale helms and spiky spurs.  The sun is again told to run away, but 

considering that it may already be dark seeing as the stars are out, the narrator may just 

be warning the sun against coming back up.  The use of “run away” yet again leaves us 

with yet another form of repetition, first with the namesake of the poem and now with 

“run away”.  
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The fourth stanza leads me to believe that the stars are going down, and the sun is 

proving himself as a brave man by rising.  The sun chases the narrator’s fears of his bed, 

of life, and of death, and they too are now told to run away.  Immediately in the fifth 

stanza, you can almost hear the admiration the narrator has for the sun.  The narrator 

speaks of how  that brave man came up from below and walks without meditation.  He 

feels as though the sun rising scares away all the fears that are encapsulated in the night 

for him.  He hold the sun on a plateau of bravery, as he himself may be too cowardly to 

deal with his own vices.  Again, “that brave man” is used twice in the final stanza, as it 

was in the opening one, showing even more repetition.   

The narrator comes off as the protagonist of this poem.  All his fears and 

nightmares seem to bully him as the sun goes down.  He isn’t able to stand up for himself 

in his own mind, and when the sun rises to begin a new morning, he takes solace in 

knowing that a new day means his fears and weaknesses are put on the top shelf as long 

as he has the sun guarding him.  He speaks of the brave sun as if he was a legend.  

Unable to deal with his own vices, he counts on the one thing that’s always a guarantee in 

life, the sun will always rise. 

My opinion of the narrator/poet is that he obviously has his own emotional 

problems.  He seems lonely, and his poetry is being used as an outlet to battle against his 

fears.  The brave sun is like a big brother to him, someone he can look up to can count on 

even when he’s down on himself.  The repetition of “that brave man” and “run away” are 

prime examples of his emotion.  “That brave man” shows his admiration and love 

towards the sun for, in a sense, loving him and taking care of him.  “Run away” depicts  
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Immense fear and spite that confront him as the evening continues. 
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1. the villanelle’s support of poetic definition 

“A Fading of the Sun,” and “The Brave Man” both use complex structures to express 

emotion, which supports the poetic definition.  
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g. The Sonnet 

  

            The original definition of a sonnet is a poem that is fourteen lines long, written in 

iambic pentameter, and is conformed to a particular rhyme scheme, and is usually about 

love. The sonnet’s origins lay in Italy and were made famous by Dante. William 

Shakespeare made this form of poetry popular in the English language; poets such as 

John Donne also used it. The sonnet is still utilized in contemporary poetry, and can even 

be seen in the process of song writing by musicians today, such as Connor Oberst of the 

band Bright Eyes.  

Shakespeare. Sonnet 152 Analysis: 

                        In loving thee thou know’st I am forsworn, 

                        But thou art twice forsworn to me love swearing: 

  

The first two lines of this sonnet pronounce that Shakespeare is wrong for 

engaging in a love affair with a woman who is twice as wrong (if not than more 

wrong) than he is for participating in the affair with him.  

             In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn  

             In vowing new hate after new love bearing  

  

Shakespeare explains that she is wrong because she is breaking a “bed-vow,” 

or vow of fidelity. The “new hate” is the woman hating her new lover, or husband.  
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The use of the word bearing is a description of the new love and fidelity that she has 

vowed as a burden.  

            But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse thee 

            When I break twenty? I am perjured most.  

  

Shakespeare wonders how he can even judge her for being unfaithful, as he 

is committing the same injustice as she is.  

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee 

And all my honest faith in thee is lost, 

  

Here, he confesses that their affair is different to him than it is to her. She 

hates her new love, and wants to be with Shakespeare; but, he is only involved in the 

affair for sex. The second line is him saying that he couldn’t be with her anyway, 

because she is a woman of infidelity; because, she is having sex with Shakespeare. 

So, he couldn’t be with an unfaithful woman, even if she was unfaithful with her 

husband through a relationship with Shakespeare. 

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness, 

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy, 

            And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness, 

Or made them swear against the thing they see. 
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  First, these lines are a beautiful use of the English language. Shakespeare 

says that he has blinded himself to his vows, and her vows by blocking out 

everything about their affair except what is good in the woman. 

For I have sworn thee fair; more perjured eye,  

To swear against the truth so foul a lie! 

  

Shakespeare is disgusted with himself for lying, and living a lie. 

This sonnet is Shakespeare’s attempt to justify a love that violates the sanction of 

marriage and vows of fidelity; however, he won’t give it up. The tone is angry, and is a 

projection of Shakespeare’s anger with himself through the description of an 

unsanctioned, immoral love affair.  

 

 

Connor Oberst is a modern-day musician who frequently uses various forms of 

poetry in composing lyrics for his songs, one of which bears the title “A Perfect Sonnet.” 

The song isn’t actually a single sonnet though; it’s a series of sonnets. Each sonnet within 

the song addresses a particular attitude of love. These sonnets progress from angry and 

bitter to accepting and congratulatory.   

Bright Eyes. “A Perfect Sonnet” Analysis: 

Lately I've been wishing I had one desire 

Something that would make me never want another 

Something that would make it so that nothing mattered 
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All would be clear then 

But I guess I'll have to settle for a few brief moments 

And watch it all dissolve into a single second 

And try to write it down into a perfect sonnet 

or one foolish line 

'Cause that's all that you'll get so you'll have to accept 

You are here then you're gone 

But I believe that lovers should be tied together and 

Thrown into the ocean in the worst of weather 

and left there to drown 

Left there to drown in their innocence 

  

This first sonnet is an expression of envy. What he envies is love. The “brief 

moments” are chance encounters between himself and a woman in which physical 

displays of affection are involved with no emotional connection, or any connection 

for that matter other than physical on any level. Oberst wishes that he could capture 

these moments in words, but since they are a connection on a strictly physical level, 

they are insignificant; and, their insignificance makes them incomparable to 

connections between two lovers that are captured in sonnet form by poets. Thus, his 

moment it unworthy to write about, because it lacks a connection.  
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But as for me I'm coming to the final chapter 

I read all of the pages and there is still no answer 

Only all that was before I know must soon come after 

That is the only way it can be 

So I stand in the sun 

And I breathe with my lungs 

Trying to spare me the weight of the truth 

Saying everything you've ever seen was just a mirror 

And you've spent your whole life sweating in an endless fever 

And now you are laying in a bathtub full of freezing water 

Wishing you were a ghost 

But once you knew a girl and you named her Lover 

And danced with her in kitchens through the greenest summer 

But autumn came, She disappeared 

  

This next sonnet is an expression of a fear of never finding love. Oberst is 

saying that he had love once, but lost it; and, there he sees no way of ever having it 

again; because, he felt so much for the woman that it would be impossible to find the 

same connection again. 

You can't remember where she said she was going to 

But you know that she's gone 'cause she left you a song 

That you don't want to sing 
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We're singing I believe that lovers should be chained together 

And thrown into a fire with their songs and letters 

And left there to burn 

Left there to burn in their arrogance 

But as for me I'm coming to my final failure 

I've killed myself with changes trying to make things better 

But I ended up becoming something other than what I had planned to be 

Now I believe that lovers should be draped in flowers 

And layed entwined together on a bed of clover 

And left there to sleep 

Left there to dream of their happiness 

  

For whatever reason, she left him. Her leaving him created a spiteful, 

envious, and angry view of love and lovers for him. He wishes them to be destroyed 

along with whatever reminds them of their love. No matter how much he changes, 

he fails to find love; however, these changes have turned him into a man who has 

lost his spite. He wants to be spiteful. However, he has ended up becoming apathetic 

regarding having love in his life. Through this apathy he has accepted the happiness 

of others and recalled what he felt like when he had love, and wishes those who have 

acquired it to be left alone in a beautiful place, and tied together, so that they can 

enjoy their contentment and love forever without interruption; because, he feels that  
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losing love is the worst thing that could happen; and, he wishes no one to go through 

the pains of this particular loss that he has endured. 
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1. the sonnet’s support of poetic definition 

The goal of each of the poets who composed these sonnets was to express an idea 

about the emotion, love. Each does so through the traditional fourteen line sonnet 

structure, and incorporates specific language rhyme scheme in order to 

rhythmically, creatively, and effectively do so. “A Perfect Sonnet” addresses an 

envy and hate for the emotion, and those who feel it. However, he progresses to 

acceptance and embracement. Sonnet 152 expresses the emotion regret in the 

same for the “A Perfect Sonnet Does.” Hence, since both use structure and 

rhythmically express emotion, the support the poetic definition.  
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h. The Haiku 

 The haiku is a Japanese form of poetry adopted, and altered to be composed in the 

English language. A haiku’s phonetic structure is the most important part in the 

categorization of a poem as a haiku. They usually generalize a broad idea, and evoke a 

curiosity in the reader to further contemplate its subject matter. 

old pond 

a frog leaps in 

the sound of water  

 

This haiku, written by Japanese poet Basho, is one of the more famous haikus 

ever written.  Imagery is displayed through out its three lines.  The pond is know as old, 

and the frog jumping into said pond isn’t given an age standard.  The sound of water is a 

use of audible imagery.  Perhaps Basho was inclined to write this to show that the frog 

leaping into the old pond gives the pond new life.  The old pond, possibly forgotten, is 

rejuvenated by the continuous chain of life and death, and therefore will never truly be 

forgotten. 

 

Over the wintry 

forest, winds howl in  rage 

with no leaves to blow. 
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Written by the “Charles Dickens of Japan,” Natsume Soseki, this haiku is 

seasonally based.  It depicts the raw energy of the winds through out a forest 

dominated by the wintry conditions.  The last line is a downer, a thought of 

desperation of the winds, that it has no leaves to scatter about.  The lack of foliage 

possibly frustrates the winds.  Will that frustration lead to even more rage, or 

perhaps a sense of defeat, causing the winds not to howl again? 

 

From a bathing tub 

I throw water into the lake - 

slight muddiness appears. 

 

Hekigodo Kawahigashi’s haiku about a bathing tub and a lake signifies that the water 

from the tub is pure, and when thrown into the lake, creates a mud.  In order for mud to 

be created in a lake, the lake must be dry.  So somehow, this lake is dry and the bathtub 

water is replenishing the water lost from the lake. 

 

First autumn morning: 

the mirror I stare into 

shows my father's face. 
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For Kijo Murakami, the seasons are changing from summer to fall, signifying that the 

year is growing old.  As he stares into the mirror, he sees not his face, but that of his 

fathers.  The correlation between the two is that as the years grow old, so does he too, and 

he is seeing more of his father’s aged wrinkled face in his own. 

 

The moment two bubbles 

are united, they both vanish. 

A lotus blooms. 

 

In this haiku, also by Murakami, the two bubbles floating amongst each other 

slowly unite.  And what was once two bubbles quickly becomes one, and just as 

quickly, becomes none. 
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1. the haiku’s support of poetic definition 
 

The haiku is a device used most commonly to describe. The description is usually the 

state of being a person, or object in nature. The above mentioned haikus accomplish 

this through their structure of three lines, and conformity to a specific, short phonetic 

structure. Thus, the haiku supports the poetic definition.  
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i. Free Verse 

Free Verse is poetry’s most liberal genre, because it is not guided in its 

composition by a fixed writing scheme or pattern. Though there is no set rhyme, meter, or 

structure of free verse, it is recognizable as poetry by its ability to present an identifiable 

thematic pattern to its reader.  

Birthed by Walt Whitman during the romantic artistic movement, free verse 

poetry came about from Whitman’s desire for creative originality. Whitman’s collection 

of poetry, Leaves of Grass, is one of the most heavily criticized works of poetry to come 

from America. It didn’t die out after Whitman, though. Other poets participated in the 

composition of free verse poems, such as E.E. Cummings.  

E.E. Cummings was an American poet known for his experimental and often 

strange writing techniques. A testament to his originality would be his use of free verse 

poetry. His poem “Buffalo Bill’s/Defunct,” bears its strange title because Cummings 

never appropriately titled the work; consequently, the poem gets its name from its first 

two lines. The poem is free verse, because Cummings structured the poem in accord with 

creativity, rather than use a well-known and accepted structure to compose the piece. He 

uses odd spacing techniques to create a dramatic effect for the poem; and, is critical and 

sarcastic of the poem’s subject, Buffalo Bill, after he praises him. Cummings’ “Buffalo 

Bill’s/Defunct” is free verse also because of its identifiable theme, which is that death 

comes for everyone.  

The following interpretation supports the above statements made about E.E. 

Cummings’ poem, “Buffalo Bill/Defunct.” 
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1. Buffalo Bill’s 

2. defunct 

3.  who used to  

4.  ride a watersmooth-silver 

5.          stallion 

6. and break onetwothreefourfive pigeonsjustlikethat 

7.                          Jesus 

8. he was a handsome man 

9.       and what i want to know is 

10. how do you like your blueeyed boy 

11. Mister Death 

  

 E.E. Cummings’ use of spatial word separation here is intended to add dramatic 

effect to the poem’s words and theme. The first line is the name of the character of the 

poem, and the second line is the word, “defunct.” The space here is a pause in the flow. 

We hear about Buffalo Bill, and then are made aware that he is dead by the word, 

“defunct.” An even longer pause occurs when the speaker then says that, “he used to 

ride;” the space between lines three, four, and five is a stammer in the speech, which is 

caused by the grief of Bill’s death. However, in line six, Cummings speeds the speech of 

the speaker up. The haste is made clear through the lack of space between a few words. 

Here, the speaker has become self-conscious. He is aware that he is making a fool of 

himself through his slow speech, so he tries to pick it up. In line seven, the speaker  
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realizes that speaking too fast doesn’t look good either; so, he pauses before he says, 

“Jesus.” The next line comes almost immediately after, but not too fast. This indicates 

that he has regained his composure, and is now speaking at a normal pace. Line nine is a 

another pause similar to the poem’s opening lines, demonstrating the speaker’s inability 

to maintain his composure. In the last two lines of the poem, the speaker patronizes 

Buffalo Bill. He does so because he knows that he looks silly, and wants to take the 

reader’s impression of his idiocy away by attempting to transfer it onto Buffalo Bills.  

The poem incorporates the idea of death, by implying that it comes for everyone, even 

the great Buffalo Bill, and the old fool Buffalo Bill. Buffalo Bill’s accomplishments were 

viewed as great during his time; but, in Cummings’ time, they are merely sophomoric 

gestures with no actual relevance or entertainment value. This is expressed through the 

speaker’s pauses at the beginning due to sadness over Bill’s loss; because, this sadness 

comes to a peak, then declines, and the narrator realizes that Buffalo Bill wasn’t actually 

that great.  
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1. free verse’s support of poetic definition   

Free verse poetry uses its liberal style to express the poet’s desire for freedom. E.E. 

Cummings accomplishes this with his “Buffalo Bill’s/Defunct” through the rhythmic 

structure of awkward spacing in the poem’s composition. It articulates the speaker’s 

grief over death through the pauses in the speaker’s speech, while also illustrating the 

speaker’s state of being through his stammers, regain of self-control, and changes it 

from sad to logical when the speaker realizes the unimportance of the man he had 

mourned.  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IV. Conclusion  

 Poetry allows the people who utilize it to express themselves rhythmically. 

Through the beauty of language, poets project their emotions, thoughts, and ideas to their 

readers. If one is familiar with some form of proper means to both perceive poetry, and 

project it, one can clearly establish that poetry is defined through this rhythmic 

articulation of a story, thoughts, or feelings. An example would be the aforementioned 

works by Aristotle and Poe. The reader should take these analyses into account when he 

is examining the forms and works of notable poets, as we have in this essay. 

 Through writing this paper, we feel that we have gained a much greater 

understanding and appreciation for poetry. We also have a new respect for poets, and the 

works that they have contributed to literature.  


