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FOSTERING LITERACY THROUGH POETRY

with Alice B. Fogel

based on

STRANGE TERRAIN: A POETRY HANDBOOK 

FOR THE RELUCTANT READER

with syllabi, lesson plans, & discussion questions

[Hobblebush Books 2009]

“The purpose of poetry is not to persuade.  It’s to explore.  Explorers will find it.  Those who are looking to be persuaded, or remain persuaded, will avoid it.”—Chase Twichell

“Poetry is the synthesis of hyacinths and biscuits.”—Carl Sandburg

THE STEPS:

1. Shape—poems look different on the page

2. Words—poems are made up of words

3. Sound—poems make sounds out of their words, separate from what the words “say”

4. Images—poems can make you see things that aren’t there

5. Emotions—poems can make you feel things

6. Thought—poems can make you think

7. Literary devices—poems use some of the same ploys as prose
8. Unknowing—poems can mystify you
sorrows 

by Lucille Clifton, from VOICES   

who would believe them winged  

who would believe they could be   

beautiful   who would believe  

they could fall so in love with mortals 

 

that they would attach themselves  

as scars attach and ride the skin   

sometimes we hear them in our dreams  

rattling their skulls   clicking   

their bony fingers  

they have heard me beseeching   

as i whispered into my own  

cupped hands   enough   not me again   

but who can distinguish  

one human voice   

amid such choruses  

of desire

DAYBREAK


by Galway Kinnell

On the tidal mud, just before sunset,

dozens of starfishes

were creeping. It was

as though the mud were a sky

and enormous, imperfect stars

moved across it as slowly

as the actual stars cross heaven.

All at once they stopped,

and, as if they had simply

increased their receptivity

to gravity, they sank down

into the mud, faded down

into it and lay still, and by the time

pink of sunset broke across them

they were as invisible

as the true stars at daybreak.

LITTLE FATHER


by Li-Young Lee

I buried my father

in the sky.

Since then, the birds

clean and comb him every morning

and pull the blanket up to his chin

every night.

I buried my father underground.

Since then, my ladders

only climb down,

and all the earth has become a house

whose rooms are the hours, whose doors

stand open at evening, receiving

guest after guest.

Sometimes I see past them

to the tables spread for a wedding feast.

I buried my father in my heart.

Now he grows in me, my strange son,

my little root who won’t drink milk,

little pale foot sunk in unheard-of night,

little clock spring newly wet

in the fire, little grape, parent to the future

wine, a son the fruit of his own son,

little father I ransom with my life.

Copyright 2001 by Li-Young Lee.  Reprinted from Book of My Nights with the permission of BOA Editions, Ltd., Rochester, New York 

A GLIMPSE OF THE ETERNAL


by Ted Kooser

Just now,

a sparrow lighted

on a pine bough

right outside

my bedroom window

and a puff

of yellow pollen

flew away.

PROMISE—by Judson Micham, Georgia Rev., summer 07

Those back roads traveled me all my life. 

Time spent me in idleness, wasted me.

Small towns passed through me, the old  

melodies put me on and played me,

and stars used me to reckon with. 

Maybe the truth tried to find me out.

A little history learned me. Right away,  

it forgot. An odd dream, here and there,

understood me. The same old stories  

told me over and over, and my soul

tried to save me, until  

the day night walked off into me, alone,

when a promise broke me.

Heedless


by Penelope Austin


From Bow, Slope Editions 2008

Perhaps we love the shore


because the debris here could not be ours



no matter how hard our lives.

Or because the long shelf of land


continues on under the water



so even here at the edge

of the world the edge is uncertain.


Perhaps we love that the water rises 



to uncertain levels leaving 

and returning.  We may love


the shore as we love the madwoman 



who repeats the same phrase

endlessly, as we love the dying 


who go on living, the traveller



who promises return.

Here, just here, we leave


no mark.  Spume renders footprints,



castle, cry the same.

It’s all the same


what we say to the traveller,



the dying, the madwoman:

Come back, I love you, come back.
