“Song of Myself”  Assignment
Honors English 11

Whitman, even his most severe critics concede, has a unique poetic style.   Based on your knowledge of that style, compose your own “Song of Myself.”  Use the same poetic devices that Whitman does (word repetition, parallel structure, alliteration, free verse, anaphora).  Your subject matter may be just as broad and all inclusive as Whitman’s, or it may be devoted to a single, restricted idea.  Remember that this is your “Song of Myself.”  Your poem should be MLA style, at least one page, and accompanied by an image.   Be sure that you rely on showing, rather than telling!  At least two-thirds of the poem should be comprised of tangible, specific, vivid, sensual imagery.

See sample below.
Dazzle.
RUBRIC for “Song of Myself”

Unique, specific, and sincere (honest) content: 

_____________(10)

Shows rather than tells (meets requirements of assignment):











_____________(20)

LOTS of vital, rich, original imagery (appeals to five senses)

                        









                                                                                              

   




                _____________(20)

Sincere and distinct voice:




     _____________(10)

Skillful inclusion of appropriate poetic devices:

       ____________(20)

Details are specific and tangible 



        ___________ (10)

An average, educated reader can easily understand the poem     _________ (10)

A Circus Comes to Town
I am a wonder and a marvel—quickly, come look, come listen!

To the laughter and jeers that mix in the wind, swirling, swirling, directionless spirals vanish into empty air, upward.

To the flies that dance over old meat and open bonfires and children’s vomit.

To the horses that swirl and turn and shine so pretty in tangerine and turquoise, glittering like a general in a feather cap.

To the sun that shines down on the upturned face of a girl with pink ribbons and plastic eyes.

To the boy who juggles knives and swords and fire and laughs at her, cruelly.

To the lion with his sandpaper tongue curling in a yawn and his whiskers bristling in contempt.

To the woman peeling back her lace as she walks tiptoed and weightless on the thin edge of the world.

To the man with the white painted face and the faux red smile stretching for miles and miles.

To the audience, enraptured in the magnificence of eccentricity as the world tilts and spins. 

Are you dazzled by me?

Glitters and sparkles—how the world shines! Do you see how I shine, too? Rush, rush—rush past and see them blurring, burning.

I slow down the world and Thursday’s child trembles as the colors fade to white.

Neon lights scorch the sun and the world dissolves in smoke, as magic, we vanish and reappear.

Secret boxes, secret doors, and secret tricks of mirrors and dust betwixt what our eyes see and minds dream.

A secret like the smile of the man in red and black to the girl in white and sapphire, dancing circles in circles, pirouette.

A secret like the boy who cries when the red-blue tasseled elephants escape in a shower of light and fire and rain of gold.

A secret like the collapse of peppermint tents in heaps and the groan and whine of the fall of day that clatters and weighs heavy with coins and sweat.

A secret like the people that leave in the dark of the night, the freaks, the talents, the beasts, leave to drift to the next town.

They hold the secrets of the world’s magnificence in a miniature globe; turning, turning.

But I am a secret, too.

For me. For you.

