
 

1. Senior journey / introductions 

2. Chat about poems

3. Piece it together

4. A couple things…

5. For next class…



 Create a group of 4-5.  Talk about which picture you 

most related to (from last class.)  After each person has 

discussed his/her choice, have a brief conversation 

about your hopes, anxieties, etc. regarding your 

upcoming senior year. What similarities/recurrent 

themes/ and/or differences do you see?

 Share out your “Before I Graduate…” slips as well.  

Explain just a bit about your goal. 



 Each group should briefly introduce each another to 

the class.  Focus on these things:

o Which image(s) did your partner(s) choose and why?

o How do those images correspond with that person’s 

upcoming journey this year?

o What similarities or recurring themes existed within your 

group?



1. Turn your letter and “Before I Graduate…” slip 

in to me.  (Put your name on the back of the slip.)

2.  Let’s split up according to poem choice.

o “Good Bones”

o “The Summer Day”

o “If—”



Life is short, though I keep this from my children.

Life is short, and I’ve shortened mine

in a thousand delicious, ill-advised ways,

a thousand deliciously ill-advised ways

I’ll keep from my children. The world is at least

fifty percent terrible, and that’s a conservative

estimate, though I keep this from my children.

For every bird there is a stone thrown at a bird.

For every loved child, a child broken, bagged,

sunk in a lake. Life is short and the world

is at least half terrible, and for every kind

stranger, there is one who would break you,

though I keep this from my children. I am trying

to sell them the world. Any decent realtor,

walking you through a real shithole, chirps on

about good bones: This place could be beautiful,

right? You could make this place beautiful.

What do you notice 

about this poem?

What stands out?  

Why?

Diction?

Syntax?

Tone?



Who made the world?

Who made the swan, and the black bear?

Who made the grasshopper?

This grasshopper, I mean-

the one who has flung herself out of the grass,

the one who is eating sugar out of my hand,

who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down-

who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes.

Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face.

Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away.

I don’t know exactly what a prayer is.

I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down

into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass,

how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields,

which is what I have been doing all day.

Tell me, what else should I have done?

Doesn’t everything die at last, and too soon?

Tell me, what is it you plan to do

with your one wild and precious life?

What do you 

notice here?



If you can keep your head when all about you

Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,

And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream—and not make dreams your 

master;

If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those two impostors just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken

Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:

If you can make one heap of all your winnings

And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings

And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew

To serve your turn long after they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you

Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,

Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

And—which is more—you’ll be a

And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!





Divide yourselves into groups of 3-4.

I’m giving you a baggie that contains 

sentences 2-4.

Your task is to put the sentences together 

(and in order) for the rest of the poem.

As you’re working on this, discuss your 

choices.





Read, mark, and think about the poem

Don’t start a scavenger hunt for devices.

Rather, write down insights and questions.

What do you notice?

Let’s talk about it.



 Finish up the study guide for How to Read Literature Like a 

Professor.

 Submit on Classroom by the end of Mon 8/19 (M) / Tues 8/20(G) 

OR you can print a copy and give it to me that day in class.

 Make sure you’ve got your copy of Brave New World – you’ll need 

it soon.

 Read and annotate Thomas Jefferson’s “The Dangers of Reading 

Fiction” I’m passing out to you now.

 After reading and annotating, briefly write your thoughts about what 

he has to say.  Pull in several examples from BNW as examples 

either agreeing/disagreeing with his claims, as well as from your own 

experiences.


