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Poetry Explication

What Is Explication & How Do I It?
Analytical writing with the purpose to explain or interpret is also called explication: unfolding or making clear the meaning of a text. When we write an explication of a poem, we are explaining its meaning. This necessarily involves interpretation. An explication of a poem will explain to us the possible meanings of an element or a particular passage of a poem while pointing out the ways and means the author uses to imbue the poem with meaning. To do this, you will craft your own prompt and respond to it in more extended fashion than in a normal AP timed writing: 3-5 pages.


Here’s a step-by-step guide to creating your poetry explication.


1) Choose two paired poems to explore.
	1. “A Barred Owl” and “The History” Teacher – Write an essay in which you analyze how adults provide 
	explanations for children.
	2. “Five A.M.” and “Five Flights Up” – Write an essay in which you analyze the speakers’ reflections on their 
	early-morning surroundings
	3. “When I Have Fears” and “Mezzo Cammin’” – Write an essay in which you analyze the similar concerns these 
	two poets explore.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	4. “To Sir John…” and “When I Was…” – Write an essay in which you analyze the idea of coming of age at 21.

2) TPCASTT your poems.
	Before you begin writing your explication, jot down a short paragraph for each letter of TPCASTT. See the 	TPCASTT documents on my website or look at your Reader Response Journals for examples.

3)      Write an introduction that familiarizes us with your poems and the theme they address. End it with a clear thesis that answers the prompt.
      
4)      Write your body paragraphs.
	Each paragraph must include a topic sentence and plenty of examples (use a mixture of quotes and paraphrases) 
	that are clearly explained. Make sure you clarify why these examples prove your point. Remember, this is an 
	argument.

5)      Write your conclusion.
	Your conclusion should flow smoothly from the rest of your essay and prove your points without simply 	restating.
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ABarred Owl

‘The warping night air having brought the boom
Of an owl's voice into her darkened room,

We tell the wakened child that all she heard.

‘Was an odd question from a forest bird,

Asking of us,if righly listened to,

“Who cooks for you?” and then “Who cooks for you?"

‘Words, which can make our terrors bravely clear,
Can also thus domesticate a fear,

And send a small child back to sleep at night
Not listening for the sound of stealthy flight

Or dreaming of some small thing in a claw
Borne up to some dark branch and caten raw.

—Richard Wilbur

“A Barsd Owl rom MAYFLIES: NEW POEMS AND.
TRANSLATIONS. copyrght © 2000 by Richasd Wik,
reprntd by pemisson of et o
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‘The History Teacher

Trying to protect his students” innocence
he told them the lce Age was really just
the Chilly Age. a period of a million years
when everyone had to wear sweaters.

And the Stone Age became the Gravel Age,
‘named after the long driveways of the time.

The Spanish Inquisition was nothing more.
than an outbreak of questions such as
“How far s it from here to Madrid?"
“What do you call the matador's hat?”

‘The War of the Roses took place in a garden,
and the Enola Gay* dropped one tiny atom
on Japan

The children would leave his classroom
for the playground to torment the weak

and the smart,

‘mussing up their hair and breaking their glasses.
while he gathered up his notes and walked home
past flower beds and white picket fences,
wondering if they would believe that soldiers.

in the Boer War told long, rambling stories
designed to make the enemy nod off.

—Billy Collins
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‘When I Have Fears

‘When T have fears that I may cease to be
Before my pen has glean’d my teeming brain,
Before high-piled books, in charactery,
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 think that T 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.

1818 —John Keats (1795-1821)

Mezzo Cammin!

Written at Boppard on the Rhine August 25, 1842,
Just Before Leaving for Home

Half of my life is gone, and I have let
‘The years slip from me and have not fulfilled
‘The aspiration of my youth, to build
Line _ Some tower of song with lofty parapet.
5 Not indolence, nor pleasure, nor the fret
Of restless passions that would not be stilled,
But sorrow, and a care that almost killed.,
Kept me from what I may accomplish yet;
‘Though, half-way up the hill T see the Past
10 Lying beneath me with its sounds and sights,—
Acity in the twilight dim and vast,
‘With smoking roofs, soft bells, and gleaming lights,—
And hear above me on the autumnal blast
‘The cataract? of Death far thundering from the heights.

1842 —Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

1 Thetie i from the st lne of Dante’s Divine Comeds: “Nel mezzo
del camin dinosva vita” (*Midway upon the jouney of our ).

2 5 Jarge waterfall
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John Lade, on His Coming of Age
A ShortSong of Congratultion’)

Long-expectcd one and ety
Lingering year at las is flown,
Pomp and pleasur, pride and plenty,
Great Si John, are all your own.
Loosened from the minor’ ether,
Free to mortgage o o sell,

1d 25 wind,and light s eather.
i the saves of thrif fsrewell

Call the Betys, Kates, and Jennys,
Every name that aughs a care,
Lavish of your grandsie’s guincas.
‘Show the spitof an heir
Allthat prey on viee snd folly
Joy 0 s heiequary fy,
Here the gamester lightandjoly,
“Therethelender grave and sy.

Wealth, Sie John, was made to wander,
Letit wander s it wi

S the jockey, s the pander,
i them come, and take ther il

‘When the bonny blade carouses,
Pockets full and spirits high,
What are cres? Wht ae houses?

Only di,or wet or dry.

I the gusrdian or the mother
“Tel the woes of wilfl waste,
‘Scom their counsel and e pother.”
You can hang or drown t st

780 —Samuel Johnson (1709-1784)

‘When I Was One-and-Twenty

When 1 was one-snd-tweaty
Thcard 4 wise man say,

“Give crowns and pounds and guiness
Bt not your heart awsy:

Give pearks away and rubles
Bt keep your fancy free.”

Bt 'was one-and-twenty,

"Nowse o talk to me.

When 1 was one-snd-tweaty
Thcard him say agan.
“The heart out of the bosom
Was never given n vain:
“Tis puid with sighs # leny
“And sold fo endies rac.”

And Lam owo-and-wenty,
"And oh,"tis true, s .

1596 —A.E Housman (1859-1936)
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Five AM.

Still dark, the early morning breathes
asoft sound above the fire. Hooded

lights on porches lead past lawns,

ahedge; T pass the house of the couple

‘who have the baby, the yard with the little

dog; my feet pad and grit on the pavement, flicker
past streetlights; my arms alternate

easily to my pace. Where are my troubles?

‘There are people in every country who never
turn into killers, saints have built

sanctuaries on islands and in valleys,

conquerors have quit and gone home, for thousands
of years farmers have worked their fields.

My feet begin the uphill curve

‘where a thicket spills with birds every spring.

‘The air doesn’t stir. Rain touches my face.

“Five AML"Copyright 1991, 1098 by th Estae of Willam Safford.
Reprnted from THE WAY T 1S: NEW & SELECTED POEMS
‘wih the permision of Graywolf res, Sain Paa, Minnesota.
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Five Flights Up

Still dark.
‘The unknown bird sits on his usual branch.
‘The little dog next door barks in his sleep
inquiringly, just once.

Perhaps in his sleep, too, the bird inquires
once or twice, quavering.

Questions—if that is what they are—
answered directly, simply,

by day itself.

Enormous morning, ponderous, meticulous;
gray light streaking each bare branch,

each single twig, along one side,

‘making another tree, of glassy veins ...

‘The bird stil sits there. Now he seems to yawn.

‘The lttle black dog runs in his yard.
His owner's voice arises, stem,

“You ought to be ashamed!”

‘What has he done?

He bounces cheerfully up and down;
he rushes in circles in the fallen leaves.

Obviously, he has no sense of shame.
He and the bird know everything is answered,
all taken care of,

10 need to ask again.

—Yesterday brought to today so lightly!

(A yesterday I find almost impossible to lift)

“Five Flighs U from THE COMPLETE POEMS 1927-1979
by Elizabeth Bishop. Copyriht € 1979, 1983 by Alice Helen
Methfsse. Used by permission of Farar, Strausand

Girous, LLC. All nghis reservd.




