College Writing

6/8/17
Late students

Go to Commons

& sign in with Bruce

The Greater Romantic Lyric and Nature Poems:  Many so-called nature poems follow the structure of the "Greater Romantic Lyric" described in Wikipedia by M. H. Abrams: "The speaker begins with a description of the landscape; an aspect or change… in the landscape evokes a [response] varied by… process of memory, thought, anticipation, and feeling which remains closely intervolved with the outer scene. In the course of this meditation the lyric speaker achieves an insight, faces up to a tragic loss, comes to a moral decision, or resolves an emotional problem. Often the poem rounds itself to end where it began, at the outer scene, but with an altered mood and deepened understanding… the result of the intervening meditation."  

Your task is to write poems based on your observations out in the wilds of Commons.  A Greater Romantic Lyric is optional.
Make-up Class Activity:  Find a spot away from everyone else in the cafeteria and write observations or observations poems.  Describe the people or objects you see and what they make you wonder about.  Write what you see without trying too hard to turn it into a poem.

Journal Assignment (#7) Complete your Overall Assessment.  Follow the Scoring Guidelines. All early exams must be shared by 2:07 today. 
Poppies
Mary Oliver 

The poppies send up their
orange flares; swaying
in the wind, their congregations
are a levitation

of bright dust, of thin
and lacy leaves.
There isn't a place
in this world that doesn't

sooner or later drown
in the indigos of darkness,
but now, for a while,
the roughage

shines like a miracle
as it floats above everything
with its yellow hair.
Of course nothing stops the cold,

black, curved blade
from hooking forward—
of course
loss is the great lesson.

But I also say this: that light
is an invitation
to happiness,
and that happiness,

when it's done right,
is a kind of holiness,
palpable and redemptive.
Inside the bright fields,

touched by their rough and spongy gold,
I am washed and washed
in the river
of earthly delight—

and what are you going to do—
what can you do
about it—
deep, blue night?
