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Haiku

Haiku us a poetic form with five syllables in the first and third line, and seven in the second, making seventeen syllables total.


Poet Basho was the first to bring the haiku form into the forefront of Japanese poetry. Today one of the most easily recognized poetry forms. In his era there were only two schools of poetry, the Serious School, which focused on poetry about nobles and other such subject matter, that the common people could not relate to, and the Non-serious School, who mocked the Serious School. Basho’s poems on the other hand, focused on the mundane, something far easier to understand for the public.
Biography of Basho http://www.geocities.com/Tokyo/Island/5022/index.html> December 13, 2005
An example of Basho’s work:
Now the swinging bridge 
Is quieted with creepers 
Like our tendrilled life
The haikus of several other poets:
Buson

Nobly, the great priest 
deposits his daily stool 
in bleak winter fields
With no underrobes,  
Bare butt suddenly exposed  
A gust of spring wind
Issa

Right at my feet -
and when did you get here,
snail?
Ballad


A ballad is a poem or song which narrates a story, often with a repeated refrain. Folk ballads are those with usually anonymous authors which were passed by word of mouth from generation to generation, evolving and changing along the way. A literary ballad on the other hand, is one that is written in imitation of the older folk ballads, usually more complex.

An example of a ballad:
The Ballad of Charlie Dave

My brother was a miner.
His name was Charlie David.

He spent his young life laughing, 

And Digging out his grave.

(Chorus:)

Charlie Dave was big

Charlie Dave was strong, 

Charlie Dave was two feet wide

And almost six feet long.

When Charlie David was sixteen

He learned to chew and spit

And went one day with Grandpa

To work down in the pit

(Chorus)

When Charlie David was sixteen

He met his Maggie June

One day shift week they met at eight

On back shift week at noon.

(Chorus)

When Charlie David was sixteen

He said to June “Let’s be wed”

Maggie June was so surprised

She fell right out of bed

(Chorus)

When Charlie David was sixteen

They had a little boy

Maggie June was not surprised

Charlie danced for joy

(Chorus)

When Charlie David was sixteen

The roof fell on his head

His laughing mouth was full of coal,

Charlie Dave is dead.

(Chorus)




Sheldon Currie
Concrete Poem


A concrete poem is one that either uses its shape to give further meaning to the poem, or takes the actual shape of the subject of the poem.
An example of a concrete poem by e. e. cummings
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When the poem is seen in a different form: 


l(a leaf falls)oneliness

The poem’s content becomes a little easier to see. Instead of a two line poem, where one idea must follow the other, indicating perhaps some sort of chronological order, by placing the second line inside the first line, Poet cummings in essence expresses two ideas at the same time. Instead of thinking that the falling leaf is what has caused the poor speaker’s loneliness, or that the speaker is watching dead leaves because they are lonely, the image presented is one of two separate (but complementary) things happening at the same time. Loneliness is being contemplated. Somewhere, in the background, a leaf dies. The elongated form of the poem enforces the downwards motion of the falling leaf.
Another concrete poem.
[image: image1.jpg]



Dove's Song   


Court Smith

Dove Poem <http://oregonstate.edu/~smithc/poems/dove.html> December 14, 2005

Limerick


A limerick is a poem of five lines, following the rhyme scheme aabba. A limerick has a rhythm where there are no more than two weak beats between each strong beat, and either one or two weak beats beginning a line. Whether one or two beats, it must remain the same for lines 1, 2, 5 and 3, 4. The third and fourth lines generally have one less strong beat than the others.
Edward Lear poem:
There was a Young Lady whose eyes, 
Were unique as to colour and size; 
When she opened them wide, 
People all turned aside, 
And started away in surprise. 
For they saw through pretention and lies.
Two more limericks:
Tis a favorite project of mine,
A new value of pi to assign

I would fix it at 3, 

For its simpler, you see, 

Than 3 point 1 4 5 9


Unknown

An exceedingly fat friend of mine, 

When asked at what hour he’d dine,

Replied, “At eleven, 

At three, five, and seven, 

And eight and a quarter past nine.


Unknown

Both preceding poems:
Limericks. <http://freewebs.com/limericks/> 10 December 2005
Sonnet


A sonnet is a poem of fourteen lines. The two main sorts of sonnets are the Italian sonnet and the Shakespearian sonnet. An Italian sonnet is divided into two parts. The first is an octet, which usually rhymes abbaabba, but sometimes abbacddc, or abababab. The next is a sextet that usually rhymes xyzxyz or xyxyxy. The Shakespearian sonnet on the other hand, is broken into three parts; two quatrains and a couplet which rhyme abab cdcd efef gg. 
A Guide to the Sonnet. <http://www.utm.edu/departments/english/everett/sonnet.htm> 10 December 2005.

An example of an Italian sonnet

Sonnet: The Poet at Seven
And on the porch, across the upturned chair,
The boy would spread a dingy counterpane
Against the length and majesty of the rain,
And on all fours crawl under it like a bear
To lick his wounds in secret, in his lair;
And afterwards, in the windy yard again,
One hand cocked back, release his paper plane
Frail as a mayfly to the faithless air. 
And summer evenings he would whirl around 
Faster and faster till the drunken ground
Rose up to meet him; sometimes he would squat
Among the bent weeds of the vacant lot,
Waiting for dusk and someone dear to come
And whip him down the street, but gently home.



Donald Justice

The poem is a portrayal of a boy (the poet) amusing himself outside and alone. Perhaps reminiscing about his childhood spent wandering the neighborhood and exercising his imagination. He wanders the neighborhood alone, but not uncared for. He waits, hiding in the grass of the vacant lot at dusk for a loved one of some sort to come looking for him. The poem strikes me as simply a poetic wander down memory lane. I enjoy the imagery, and the poem reminds me much of myself in the dawn of my existence.
Sonnet. <http://www.uni.edu/~gotera/CraftOfPoetry/sonnet.html> December 13, 2005

Sonnet 130

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips' red; 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 

I grant I never saw a goddess go; 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare 


Shakespeare, with this poem, either was poking fun of the romantic poetry of the time, or was trying to convince his lover to leave him. The poem discards the grandiose metaphors and similes that are the staple of standard romantic poetry and instead focuses on how truly unlike the ridiculous ideal a real woman might be. Hopefully the subject of the poem is hypothetical; otherwise the wire-haired reek-breathed dun-boob is likely to be offended, regardless of how rare she is.
 Analysis of Shakespeare’s sonnet 130 <http://www.shakespeare-online.com/sonnets/130detail.html> December 13, 2005
Edward Lear


Edward Lear was born in London, England. He was the 20th child of his parents, Jeremiah and Anne Clark Lear. Edward was raised by his older sister Ann, and had very little to do with his mother. Eventually, due to financial hardship, he and his sister were forced to move out and support themselves. 


He was not a healthy child, and did not grow up into a healthy adult. He began to have epileptic seizures at an early age (sometime in his fifth to seventh year) and later on suffered from bronchitis, asthma and partial blindness.


Edward was an artist and a painter, who had his first professional works recognized with great acclaim, when they were published in Illustrations of the Family of Psittacidae, or Parrots in 1830.

He is well known for his nonsense limericks, of which he published several volumes in the later nineteenth century, and is attributed to having popularized the limerick as a poetic form (albeit a silly one)


Lear was chosen to be the poet subject of this booklet, because his poems are without exception silly and nonsensical. I haven’t any idea if it was something wrong with Lear’s psyche, but many of his poems are so ludicrous as to defy explanation. I believe that they are an excellent proof that not only is Poet Lear in touch with his inner child, but it begs the question of whether his inner child is in touch with his inner adult.

Furthermore, I have discovered that I enjoy the limerick as a form of poetry (perhaps because of its inherent silliness) and therefore chose Lear as a sort of tribute.
Several of Poet Lear’s works:

One of three discarded limericks from his earliest works (A Book of Nonsense) with accompanying illustration.
[image: image2.png]



There was an Old Man of New York, 

Who murdered himself with a fork;
But nobody cried

though he very soon died,-
For that silly Old Man of New York.

One of Lear’s poems from his first book of children’s nonsense limericks, this poem was chosen as an example of some of the more morbid poems and stories that abounded and would not be considered appropriate material for children today. Nevertheless it is a good example of the formula that the majority of Lear’s nonsense poems follow, beginning with “There was a someone from somewhere” and ending with a near repetition of the first line.

Spots of Greece
Papa once went to Greece,
      And there I understand
He saw no end of lovely spots
      About that lovely land.
He talks about these spots of Greece
      To both Mama and me
Yet spots of Greece upon my dress
      They can't abear to see!
I cannot make it out at all--
      If ever on my Frock
They see the smallest Spot of Greece
      It gives them quite a shock!
Henceforth, therefore -- to please them both
      These spots of Greece no more
Shall be upon my frock at all--
      Nor on my Pinafore.


This poem caught my attention because it was not a limerick. Still a silly poem, about a child’s misunderstanding and confusion at her parent’s seeming hypocrisy. “Why She wonders, does father so dearly love those spots of Greece that he saw while traveling, and detest the ones that I have for him right here?”  I do hope that the poor girl does not loose too much sleep over the issue. To be burdened with a lifelong complex because of a simple misunderstanding would be horrible.
Saith the Poet of Nonsense
Saith the Poet of Nonsense
"Thoughts into my head do come
Thick as flies upon a plum."

The poet of nonsense, I like to believe, is the small, round shifty creature that dwells inside of Lear’s head. The one who cannot speak but for limericks, and has difficulty adjusting to reality. This is known to be one of the very few times that what he had to say made any sense whatsoever. True, the question he was responding to was “where do you keep the licorice?”

On a slightly more serious note, I believe that this poem has little meaning whatsoever, and just enjoy the images that it presents.
Edward Lear Homepage <http://www.nonsenselit.org/Lear/> December 13, 2005
Edward Lear – Wikipedia <http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edward_Lear> December 13, 2005
The Works of Poet Minshall

A haiku

As quiet as stone

The statue waits patiently

Slave to its nature
A limerick

There’s a bee buzzing round near my head

It won’t stop and land but it said:

You’d better not swat, 

(And I get that a lot)

Cause I’ll sting you once and be dead.
I’ve lost my head - I think
I’ve lost my head.

I swear it was here a minute ago.

What was I doing?

I might have made a mold

Was it of my head?

I think it was.

Oh dear.

My head is in a plaster brick.

I hope this works.

Or I’ll never hear the end of it.

I’ve Lost My Head – I Think 
Explanation / Background


The poem was originally intended to convey the feeling of almost magical confusion I once had while trying to make a mould of a small carving of an easter island head (a moai to be precise). I had just pulled the block of plaster in which the carving was embedded out of it’s container, when the thought struck me that not only was I not at all sure if I would ever manage to get the head out, I was no longer sure if it was even still in there. Upon reflection of course this is ridiculous, but the feeling that that brief moment of transcendent ludicrosity made me feel has stuck with me. If anything needs to be captured poetically, that’s it.


Notice that I said “originally intended”. That’s because the poem does not express anything like what it was “originally intended” to express. Instead, I managed to fashion an image of an absent minded sculptor managing to get his head embedded in plaster. The image amused me greatly, and therefore was pronounced complete.

This poem, since in essence it is a mistake, could never be said to be difficult to write. It took me about a half of an hour to get to the point that the poem was finished, and around another half hour to come back to the poem and decide that it had been my best attempt.


I have no poetry experience. I may have said at different times that I had been forced to write poetry, but as it turns out, writing lines that rhyme is not poetry. I have since decided that poetry is the expression of a thought, feeling or image using non-prosaic wording. Whether the image to be expressed is decided upon before the poem is begun, or evolves with the poem, the image is the goal. So, with that definition in mind, nothing I have ever attempted to date could be called poetry. Someday, I may even try again. No promises though.
Haiku by Buson <http://www.geocities.com/Tokyo/Island/5022/buson.html> December 14, 2005
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