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Sonnet Analysis
Join a group of 3 or 4 and analyze your assigned poem. Begin by reading it aloud and using the TP-CASTT method to do an initial analysis. Once you have discussed the poem and have a good understanding of it’s meaning, answer the questions below. Note that you will be presenting this information with the rest of the class.

Analysis:
1. Briefly describe the situation created in the poem.

2. Identify the form of the Sonnet (including rhyme scheme, structure, and theme). With examples from the text, explain the ways that your poem fits the traditional conventions of the format, and in which ways it transgresses against the traditional format.

3. Identify two characteristics of the persona. Support your answer with two examples from the poem.

4. What is the tone created in the poem? Explain how the author creates this tone with two specific examples from the text.

5. Identify three poetic devices used in the poem, and the effect they have on the poem as a whole.

6. Explain how the writer has created irony or a shift(s) in the poem with one support from the poem.

7. Identify the theme of the poem. Support your answer with at least two details from the poem.

Self-Text-World Connections:
Once analyzed, connect the themes and devices used in this poem with other texts we’ve read or current issues. Explain why you think this is a relevant poem for modern audiences or not, with the appropriate support to prove your position. 

Presentation:

Your group is to incorporate some form of media that embodies the theme of your poem. It can be in a digital or physical format, and should include images and quotations. 
Presentation Date: 







Evaluation:






	Criteria
	R
	Level 1
	Level 2
	Level 3
	Level 4

	Analysis
	
	· Poor identification of form and structure

· Poor description of persona & tone w/ support

· Poor analysis of devices, shifts, and overall impact

· Poorly well proven theme statement
	· Fair identification of form and structure

· Fair description of persona & tone w/ support

· Fair analysis of devices, shifts, and overall impact

· Fairly well proven theme statement
	· Good identification of form and structure

· Good description of persona & tone w/ support

· Good analysis of devices, shifts, and overall impact

· Well proven theme statement
	· Great identification of form and structure

· Great description of persona & tone w/ support

· Great analysis of devices, shifts, and overall impact

· Very well proven theme statement

	Inquiry
	
	· Poor selections from the poem to support your answers

· Poor connections to other texts and world issues
	· Fair selections from the poem to support your answers

· Fair connections to other texts and world issues
	· Good selections from the poem to support your answers

· Relevant connections to other texts and world issues
	· Great selections from the poem to support your answers

· Thoughtful connections to other texts and world issues

	Communication
	
	· Poor presentation skills

(tone, voice, & body language)

· Poor integration of media
	· Fair presentation skills

(tone, voice, & body language)

· Fair integration of media
	· Good presentation skills

(tone, voice, & body language)

· Good integration of media
	· Great presentation skills

(tone, voice, & body language)

· Great integration of media

	Media
	
	· Media piece has little relation to the theme

· Poor selection of images and quotations
	· Media piece relates to the theme

· Fair selection of images and quotations
	· Media piece suits the theme

· Good selection of images and quotations
	· Media piece embodies the theme

· Great selection of images and quotations


John Donne “Holy Sonnet XIV (Batter My Heart)”

Batter my heart, three-person'd God, for you
As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend;
That I may rise and stand, o'erthrow me, and bend
Your force to break, blow, burn, and make me new.
I, like an usurp'd town to'another due,
Labor to'admit you, but oh, to no end;
Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend,
But is captiv'd, and proves weak or untrue.
Yet dearly'I love you, and would be lov'd fain,
But am betroth'd unto your enemy;
Divorce me,'untie or break that knot again,
Take me to you, imprison me, for I,
Except you'enthrall me, never shall be free,
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.

John Donne “Holy Sonnet X (Death, be not Proud)”

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,
Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell;
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well
And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.

William Shakespeare “Sonnet 10 (Shall I Compare Thee)”

Shall I compare thee to a Summer's day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And Summer's lease hath all too short a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And oft' is his gold complexion dimm'd; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd: 

But thy eternal Summer shall not fade 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wanderest in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou growest:  

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

Gerard Hopkins “God’s Grandeur”

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.   

It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;   

It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil Crushed. 

Why do men then now not reck his rod? 

Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;        
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;   

And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: 

the soil Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.  

And for all this, nature is never spent;   

There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;      
And though the last lights off the black West went   

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs— 

Because the Holy Ghost over the bent   

World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

John Keats “When I have Fears” 
When I have fears that I may cease to be  

Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain,  

Before high pil&grave;d books, in charact'ry,  

Hold like rich garners the full-ripen'd grain;  

When I behold, upon the night's starr'd face,    
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,  

And feel that I may never live to trace  

Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;  

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour!  

That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the faery power  

Of unreflecting love;—then on the shore    

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think,    

Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink.

John Milton “On His Blindness”

When I consider how my light is spent
Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which is death to hide
Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, lest he returning chide,
"Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?"
I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies: "God doth not need
Either man's work or his own gifts: who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed
And post o'er land and ocean without rest:
They also serve who only stand and wait."

Raymond Souster “Young Girls”
With the night full of spring and stars we stand
here in this dark doorway and watch the young
girls pass, two, three together, hand in hand.
Like flowers they are whose fragrance has not sprung
or awakened, whose bodies dimly feel
the flooding upward welling of the trees;
whose senses, caressed by the wind's soft fingers, reel 
with delirium that makes them ill at ease.

They lie awake at night unable to sleep
and walk the streets kindled by strange desires;
they steal glances at us, unable to keep
control upon those subterranean fires.
We whistle after them, then laugh, for they
stiffen, not knowing what to do or say.

