
Companion Poetry Brave New World  

 

Behold: Five poems with a lot to say—and as if that weren’t enough by itself, each contains some 

thematic connection to Brave New World. 

Your job:  

 Read each poem at least three times over the next three weeks, carefully annotating each as 
you do so. Read them at different times of the day, in different places, in different moods.  
Marvel at how the poems reveal themselves to you. 

 Annotate according to TPCASTT. Remember to identify key or unfamiliar words—and then 
define them so they’re not unfamiliar anymore.  Use your tone sheet and watch for shifts.  

 Think about the connections between the poems and the novel.  If one doesn’t seem to arise, 
let’s talk about it. 

 Resist the temptation to consult online sources.  You need to practice poetry analysis, and no 
resources will be available to use during the AP exam.  Your annotations don’t have to be 100% 
correct; you simply need to give it your best shot.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 



Sonnet 116 

William Shakespeare 

 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove: 
O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark, 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wandering bark, 
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 



Wild Geese  

by Mary Oliver 

 

You do not have to be good. 

You do not have to walk on your knees 

for a hundred miles through the desert repenting. 

You only have to let the soft animal of your body 

love what it loves. 

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine. 

Meanwhile the world goes on. 

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain 

are moving across the landscapes,  

over the prairies and the deep trees,  

the mountains and the rivers. 

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air,  

are heading home again. 

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,  

the world offers itself to your imagination,  

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting- 

over and over announcing your place 

In the family of things.  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Success is Counted Sweetest  

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886) 

Success is counted sweetest 
By those who ne'er succeed. 
To comprehend a nectar 
Requires sorest need. 
 
Not one of all the purple Host 
Who took the Flag today 
Can tell the definition 
So clear of Victory 
 
As he defeated--dying-- 
On whose forbidden ear 
The distant strains of triumph 
Burst agonized and clear!  

 

 

 

Much Madness is Divinest Sense 

Emily Dickinson 

Much Madness is divinest Sense - 
To a discerning Eye - 
Much Sense - the starkest Madness - 
`Tis the Majority 
In this, as All, prevail - 
Assent - and you are sane - 
Demur - you`re straightaway dangerous - 
And handled with a Chain -  

 



Advertisement 

I’m a tranquilizer. 
I’m effective at home. 
I work in the office. 
I can take exams 
on the witness stand. 
I mend broken cups with care. 
All you have to do is take me, 
let me melt beneath your tongue, 
just gulp me 
with a glass of water. 
 
I know how to handle misfortune, 
how to take bad news. 
I can minimize injustice, 
lighten up God’s absence, 
or pick the widow’s veil that suits your face. 
What are you waiting for— 
have faith in my chemical compassion. 
 
You’re still a young man/woman. 
It’s not too late to learn how to unwind. 
Who said 
you have to take it on the chin? 
 
Let me have your abyss. 
I’ll cushion it with sleep. 
You’ll thank me for giving you 
four paws to fall on. 
 
Sell me your soul. 
There are no other takers. 
 
There is no other devil anymore.  

Wislawa Szymborska 

 

 


