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O]%cia/ Disclaimer: Students aze encowzaged to
do theit best in writing a bief (1 page max)
[ite’za’zy commentary on this poem, in class. This
exercise is mandated by people who have authoity
to do so and appazently know mote than me so
thete s nothing we can do about it. In light of this
unsett[ing ’zea[ity 9 have pickea/ somet/cing J
thought you might find interesting in hopes that

you will take it se’zious[y even t/zoug/t tec/mica[/g

you will not be g’zow{ec[ on it. Please enjoy, and §0
Cocks.




(P@e#w 5 3277279 ae‘lf"

Practice

][O’Z the Individual Oral €0mmenta’zy



{[:{erleW: (3.c. you should know megt of thig aﬂweac@)
Fowms: Iy’zics, S)onnets, Fvee Vese
¥/ echnical aspects: /chyt/tm, Wete’z, Feet
jz.igu’zative o&mguage: Wetap/ao’z, _S)imi[e, pe’zsong[ication
Devices: gry'ambment, Caesuza, Elision, Allusion,
Sibilance, Synecdoche, Oxymoron, Irony, Diction,
W/ one, ’W]oocl, elc.

Syntax: ﬂnve’zsion, }uxtaposition, C/ziasmus, Anap/zo’za,
/4na/epsis, %[post’zop/ze, ﬂnasync[eton/ pa[ysgm/etan,

elc.

English 5 1B HL
Mr. Nigro



{l{@%zanﬁﬁc (P)@elﬁﬂy ga%z]aaew
Wi[[iam WO’ZO[SWO’ZtA ( 1-2 )
Samuel 7 ay[o’z Co[e’zic[ge ( 3-4 )

}O/Ln Keats ( 4-5 )
pe’zcy /3y55/ce S/Le[[ey (5-7 )

ofo’zc{ /3y’z0n [ S )
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ge’za’zc[ Wan/eg Jvlopkms ( 9)
Watt/zew /4’m0[c/ ( 10 )
7 /Lomas f/a’zc[y ( 11 )
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Commenta’zy Practice: go to the Atic fo’z the text.
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I lay in in London;

And round my bed my live children were crying,
And round my bed my dead children were singing.
As my blood left me it set the clappers swinging:
Tolling, jarring, jowling, all the bells of London
Were ringing as I lay dying-

John Donne, Anne Donne, Undone!

Ill-done, well-done, all done.

All fearing done, all striving and all hoping,

All weanings, watchings, done; all reckonings whether
Of debts, of moons, summed; all hither and thither
Sucked in the one ebb. Then, on my bed in London,

I heard him call me,. reproaching:

Undone, Anne Donne, Undone!

Not done, not yet done!

Wearily I rose up at his bidding.

The sweat still on my face, my hair dishevelled,
Over the bells and the tolling seas I travelled,
Carrying my dead child, so lost, so light a burden,
To Paris, where he sat reading

And showed him my ill news. That done,

Went back, lived on in London.
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William Butler Yeats (12-14)
T.S. Eliot (15-16)

Wilkied Owen(17)

WM. Auden (18-20)
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O]%cia/ ibisc/aime’z: Students aze encou’zaged to do
their best in witing a é’zi@f ( 1 page max) [ite’za?zy

commentary on t/lis poem, in c/ass. Jl /1[5 exerelse (S

manc[atec[ Ag peop[e W/Lo Aave aut/to’zity to do SO anc[

appa&ently know moxe tkan me so t/te’ze ’5 nOt/Ling we

can do about it. I [ig/zt 0][ this unsett/ing ’zea[ity g have
pickec[ somet/u'ng ¥ tltoug/at you migkt ][mc[ interesting in

/Lopes that you will take it se’zious[y éecause t/Lis tume you

Wi[/ ée g’zac[ec/ onit. P [ease enjoy, anc{ go ﬂ’zis/t.




