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The bagel
I stopped to pick up the bagel

rolling away in the wind,

annoyed with myself

for having dropped it

as if it were a portent.

Faster and faster it rolled,

with me running after it

bent low, gritting my teeth,

and I found myself doubled over

and rolling down the street

head over heels, one complete 
somersault

after another like a bagel

and strangely happy with myself.

—David Ignatow

Poetic devices
- Simile “like a bagel”



The bat
By day the bat is cousin to the 
mouse.

He likes the attic of an aging 
house.

His fingers make a hat about his 
head.

His pulse beat is so slow we 
think him dead.

He loops in crazy figures half 
the night

Among the trees that face the 
corner light.

But when he brushes up 
against a screen,

We are afraid of what our eyes 
have seen:

For something is amiss or out 
of place

When mice with wings can 
wear a human face.

—Theodore Roethke

Poetic devices 
- Assonance



Bad day 
Not every day

is a good day

for the elfin tailor.

Some days

the stolen cloth

reveals what it 

was made for:

a handsome weskit

or the jerkin

of an elfin sailor.

Other days

the tailor

sees a jacket

in his mind

and sets about

to find the fabric.

But some days

neither the idea

nor the material

presents itself;

and these are 

the hard days

for the tailor elf.

—Kay Ryan

Poetic devices 
- Theme: It’s 

okay to have a 
bad day. 



Tour 
Near a shrine in Japan he'd swept the path

and then placed camellia blossoms there.

Or — we had no way of knowing — he'd swept the path

between fallen camellias.

—Carol Snow

Poetic devices 
1. Free verse 



Poetry
In the same way that the mindless diamond keeps

one spark of the planet's early fires

trapped forever in its net of ice,

it's not love's later heat that poetry holds,

but the atom of the love that drew it forth

from the silence: so if the bright coal of his love

begins to smoulder, the poet hears his voice

suddenly forced, like a bar-room singer's -- boastful

with his own huge feeling, or drowned by violins;

but if it yields a steadier light, he knows

the pure verse, when it finally comes, 
will sound

like a mountain spring, anonymous 
and serene.

Beneath the blue oblivious sky, the 
water

sings of nothing, not your name, not 
mine.

—Don Paterson

Poetic devices 
- Imagery 



The meadow 
Half the day lost, staring

at this window. I wanted to know

just one true thing

about the soul, but I left thinking

for thought, and now -

two inches of snow have fallen

over the meadow. Where did I 
go,

how long was I out looking

for you?, who would never 
leave me,

my withness, my here.

—Kate Knapp Johnson

Poetic devices 
- Imagery “Two 

inches of snow 
have fallen over 
the meadow”



Biscuit 
The dog has cleaned his bowl

and his reward is a biscuit,

which I put in his mouth

like a priest offering the host.

I can't bear that trusting face!

He asks for bread, expects

bread, and I in my power

might have given him a stone.

—Jane Kenyon

Poetic devices 
- Simile “like a priest 

offering the host” 
This is important because 
for christians this is an 
important practice- and for a 
dog its an important daily 
practice for them to get their 
biscuit. 



Advice from the experts 
I lay down in the empty street and parked

My feet against the gutter's curb while from

The building above a bunch of gawkers perched

Along its ledges urged me don't, don't jump.

—Bill Knott

Poetic devices 
- Free verse 
- Imagery 
- Theme “ask before 

it's too late” 



The moon
After writing poems all day,

I go off to see the moon in the pines.

Far in the woods I sit down against a pine.

The moon has her porches turned to face the light,

But the deep part of her house is in the darkness.

—Robert Bly

Poetic devices 
- Anthropomorphism 

Giving the moon human 
characteristics. 



A birthday candle
Thirty today, I saw

The trees flare briefly like

The candles on a cake,

As the sun went down the sky,

A momentary flash,

Yet there was time to wish

—Donald Justice

Poetic devices 
- Alliteration 



Today
Oh! kangaroos, sequins, chocolate sodas!

You really are beautiful! Pearls,

harmonicas, jujubes, aspirins! all

the stuff they’ve always talked about

still makes a poem a surprise!

These things are with us every day

even on beachheads and biers. They

do have meaning. They’re strong as rocks.

—Frank O’Hara

Poetic devices 
- Juxtaposition? 
- Ambiguity  



Animals
I think the death of domestic animals

mark the sea changes in our lives.

Think how things were, when things were different.

There was an animal then, a dog or a cat,

not the one you have now, another one.

Think when things were different before that.

There was another one then. You had almost forgotten.

—Miller Williams

Poetic devices 
- Mood 

The mood of this 
provokes memories of 
the past, forgotten ones. 
Kind of a nostalgic 
feeling or mourning 
feeling. 



An Apology 
Forgive me 

for backing over 

and smashing 

your red wheelbarrow. 

It was raining 

and the rear wiper 

does not work on 

my new plum-colored SUV. 

I am also sorry 

about the white 

chickens.

—F.J. Bergmann

Poetic devices 
- Tone 

Humorous, funny 



The farewell 
They say the ice will hold

so there I go,

forced to believe them by my act of trusting people,

stepping out on it,

and naturally it gaps open

and I, forced to carry on coolly

by my act of being imperturbable,

slide erectly into the water wearing my captain's helmet,

waving to the shore with a sad 
smile,

"Goodbye my darlings, goodbye 
dear one,"

as the ice meets again over my 
head with a click.

—Edward Field

Poetic devices 
- Symbol ‘ice’ is a symbol for 

how fragile someone's trust 
can be. 



Entrance 
Whoever you are: step out of doors tonight,

Out of the room that lets you feel secure.

Infinity is open to your sight.

Whoever you are.

With eyes that have forgotten how to see

From viewing things already too well-known,

Lift up into the dark a huge, black tree

And put it in the heavens: tall, alone.

And you have made the world and all you see.

It ripens like the words still in your 
mouth.

And when at last you comprehend 
its truth,

Then close your eyes and gently 
set it free.

(After Rilke)

—Dana Gioia

Poetic devices 
- Imagery 



Gone
The little house grows quiet now she’s gone from it—

          so he’ll set small orange embers of montbretia in a vase

before the bedroom mirror although its petals can behold

          no more than themselves in the cold truth-telling glass.

—Eamon Grennan

Poetic devices 
- Free verse 



Shakespearean sonnet
A man is haunted by his father’s ghost.

Boy meets girl while feuding families fight.

A Scottish king is murdered by his host.

Two couples get lost on a summer night.

A hunchback murders all who block his way.

A ruler’s rivals plot against his life.

A fat man and a prince make rebels pay. 

A noble Moor has doubts about his wife.

An English king decides to conquer France.

A duke learns that his best 
friend is a she.

A forest sets the scene for this 
romance.

An old man and his daughters 
disagree.

A Roman leader makes a big 
mistake.

A sexy queen is bitten by a 
snake.

—R. S. Gwynn

Poetic devices 
- anaphora - lots of it. 



Mentor
For Robert Francis

Had I known, only known

when I lived so near,

I'd have gone, gladly gone

foregoing my fear

of the wholly grown

and the nearly great.

But I learned alone,

so I learned too late.

—Timothy Murphy

Poetic devices 
- Anaphora 



This moment 
A neighbourhood.

At dusk.

Things are getting ready

to happen

out of sight.

Stars and moths.

And rinds slanting around fruit.

But not yet.

One tree is black.

One window is yellow as butter.

A woman leans down to catch a child

who has run into her arms

this moment.

Stars rise.

Moths flutter.

Apples sweeten in the dark.

—Eavan Boland

Poetic devices 
- Anaphora 



Kyrie 
At times my life suddenly opens its eyes in the dark.

A feeling of masses of people pushing blindly

through the streets, excitedly, toward some miracle,

while I remain here and no one sees me.

It is like the child who falls asleep in terror

listening to the heavy thumps of his heart.

For a long, long time till morning puts his light in the locks

and the doors of darkness open.

—Tomas Tranströmer

Poetic devices
- Personification “till 

morning puts his light in 
the locks”  

- Simile 



Response  

Some of my favorite poems I read were… 

- The bagel by David Ignatow, I like how the author used something simple, like a 
bagel, for something that has a deep meaning. 

-  Entrance by Dana Gioia, I really liked the meaning behind this poem. 
- Shakespearean Sonnet by R. S. Gwynn, I like how with every sentence there 

is a story.  

AND 

- An Apology by F.J. Bergmann, I like how there is a reference from “The Red 
Wheelbarrow” and “This is Just to Say” both by William Carlos Williams in this 
poem.


