Freshmen English 

                           N:_____________________ D:__________ P: _____

POETRY ANNOTATION & ANALYSIS

Think of poems like a moment frozen in time. Use poetry as an opportunity to explain your thoughts and feelings in a new way. Instead of saying you are sad, try explaining exactly what sad is or what it looks like. 
In order to have a rich understanding of poetry, one must closely examine the words the author chooses to convey his or her meaning. Annotating a poem helps the reader find the meaning of the poem and to understand it on a deeper level. 

Below are the steps for simple poem annotation:
	1. Examine the title and author

2. Circle words you don’t know; find synonyms.

3. Use synonyms for unusual words

4. Paraphrase the lines
	5. Identify poetic devices and analyze what the author’s purpose for using it.

6. Summarize each stanza (section)

7. Summarize the main idea by identifying the topic and theme.

8. How does it relate to you?


	Where the Sidewalk Ends

 by Shel Silverstein 
There is a place where the sidewalk ends

And before the street begins,

And there the grass grows soft and white,

And there the sun burns crimson bright,

And there the moon-bird rests from his flight

To cool in the peppermint wind.

Let us leave this place where the smoke blows black

And the dark street winds and bends.

Past the pits where the asphalt flowers grow

We shall walk with a walk that is measured and slow,

And watch where the chalk-white arrows go

To the place where the sidewalk ends.

Yes we'll walk with a walk that is measured and slow,

And we'll go where the chalk-white arrows go,

For the children, they mark, and the children, they know

The place where the sidewalk ends. 
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	Identity
 by Julio Noboa Polanco 
Let them be as flowers,
Always watered, fed, guarded, admired,

But harnessed to a pot of dirt.

I’d rather be a tall, ugly weed,

clinging on cliffs, like an eagle

wind-wavering above high, jagged rocks.

To have broken through the surface of stone

to live, to feel exposed to the madness

of the vast, eternal sky.

To be swayed by the breezes of an ancient sea,

carrying my soul, my seed beyond the mountains of time

or into the abyss of the bizarre.

I’d rather be unseen, and if,

Then shunned by everyone

than to be a pleasant-smelling flower,

growing in clusters in the fertile valley

where they’re praised, handled, and plucked

by greedy, human hands.

I’d rather smell of musty, green stench

than of sweet, fragrant lilac.

If I could stand alone, strong and free,

I’d rather be a tall, ugly weed.
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