fREE VErse thREE out of fiVE
Assignment: Choose 3 out of the 5 choices below and write the poems. When finished, place all three written poems in your portfolio. 
Father of American Poetry – Walt Whitman (1855)
· Write a free verse poem towards your idol or someone you look up to. Talk about the journey up to today and why that person has changed your life. Thank about this question every line you write: “Why is this person so important to you?” The length requirement is a minimum of 10 lines. 

“An American in every pulse-beat” – Carl Sandburg (1914)

· Write a free verse poem about your hometown, Pittsburgh, or some historical event in the history of America. The only requirement is that it is a minimum of 20 lines.

Avant-Garde – e.e. Cummings (1920-1930)
· As said on poets.org, “Cummings experimented radically with form, punctuation, spelling and syntax, abandoning traditional techniques and structures to create a new, highly idiosyncratic means of poetic expression.” 

· No real requirement on this one… just go radical with everything. Place words all over the page, punctuate random letters, spell words differently…  just be creative. 
Objective Poetry – William Carlos Williams (1927)
· Grab any picture or object and write a poem about it in the same style that William Carlos Williams used to write the Red Wheelbarrow.  If done, picture must be turned in with poem.
· Write it in 8 lines with 3 words on the first line, then 1 word, then 3 words again, and repeat. 

Because I said so.  – Poetry Slam (1990s)

· Take any subject you want. ANYTHING. Then ask a question about it. Try to explain it in poetry by starting each line with “because.”

[image: image1.png]



“O Captain, My Captain”

By Walt Whitman

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, The ship has weather'd every rack,

      the prize we sought is won, The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

      While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; But O heart! heart! heart!

      O the bleeding drops of red, Where on the deck my Captain lies, Fallen cold and dead.

      O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; Rise up- for you the flag is flung- for

      you the bugle trills, 

         For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths- for you the shores

             a-crowding,

          For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

             Here Captain! dear father!

               This arm beneath your head!

                 It is some dream that on the deck,

                   You've fallen cold and dead.

          My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

          My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,

          The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

          From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

               Exult O shores, and ring O bells!

                 But I with mournful tread,

                   Walk the deck my Captain lies,

                     Fallen cold and dead.

“Chicago”

By Carl Sandburg

 HOG Butcher for the World,
     Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat,
     Player with Railroads and the Nation's Freight Handler;
     Stormy, husky, brawling,
     City of the Big Shoulders:
They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I
     have seen your painted women under the gas lamps
     luring the farm boys.
And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it
     is true I have seen the gunman kill and go free to
     kill again.
And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the
     faces of women and children I have seen the marks
     of wanton hunger.
And having answered so I turn once more to those who
     sneer at this my city, and I give them back the sneer
     and say to them:
Come and show me another city with lifted head singing
     so proud to be alive and coarse and strong and cunning.
Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on
     job, here is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the
     little soft cities;
Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning
     as a savage pitted against the wilderness,
          Bareheaded,
          Shoveling,
          Wrecking,
          Planning,
          Building, breaking, rebuilding,
Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with
     white teeth,
Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young
     man laughs,
Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has
     never lost a battle,
Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse.
     and under his ribs the heart of the people,
               Laughing!
Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of
     Youth, half-naked, sweating, proud to be Hog
     Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, Player with
     Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation

“In Just”

By e.e. Cummings

  in Just-
spring       when the world is mud-
luscious the little
lame baloonman 

whistles       far       and wee 

and eddieandbill come
running from marbles and
piracies and it's
spring 

when the world is puddle-wonderful 

the queer
old baloonman whistles
far       and         wee
and bettyandisbel come dancing 

from hop-scotch and jump-rope and 

it's
spring
and 

       the 

               goat-footed

baloonMan       whistles
far
and
wee 

The Red Wheelbarrow

By William Carlos Williams

so much depends
upon

a red wheel
barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens.

What is Slam Poetry?

By Bob Holman

Because Slam is Unfair. 
Because Slam is too much fun. 
… 
Because poetry is an endangered species Slam 
finds and revivifies. 
… 
Because I can do that. 
Because everybody's voice is heard. 
… 
Because the point is not the points. 
Because audience. 
Because heckling. 
Because judges selected whimsically are instant 
experts. 
… 
Because when in the course it looks like poetry is 
disappearing, the furious uproar of Word 
will not be stilled. 
… 
Because it's called Slam.

