Free Verse: Line-breaking Activity: Cut up, Ss decide where to break lines, then get together in groups (same poems) to compare and discuss best breaks. Solutions on OHT
Carl Sandburg  (1878 – 1967)


Grass

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo, shovel them under and let me work –I am the grass; I cover all. And pile them high at Gettysburg and pile them high at Ypres and Verdun. Shovel them under and let me work. Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor: What place is this? Where are we now? I am the grass. Let me work.

Carl Sandburg
Fog

The fog comes on little cat feet. It sits looking over harbor and city

on silent haunches and then moves on.

William Carlos Williams
The Lonely Street

School is over. It is too hot to walk at ease.  At ease in light frocks they walk the streets to while the time away.  They have grown tall.  They hold pink flames in their right hands.  In white from head to foot, with sidelong, idle look – in yellow, floating stuff, black sash and stockings – touching their avid mouths with pink sugar on a stick  like a carnation each holds in her hand they mount the lonely street.

William Carlos Williams
This Is Just to Say 

I have eaten the plums that were in the icebox and which you were probably saving for breakfast forgive me they were delicious so sweet and so cold

Solutions
Carl Sandburg  (1878 – 1967)

Grass

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo.

Shovel them under and let me work –


I am the grass; I cover all.

And pile them high at Gettysburg

And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun.

Shovel them under and let me work.

Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor:



What place is this?


Where are we now?


I am the grass.


Let me work.

Carl Sandburg

Fog

The fog comes

On little cat feet.

It sits looking 

over harbor and city

on silent haunches

and then moves on.


William Carlos Williams

The Lonely Street

School is over. It is too hot 

to walk at ease.  At ease 

in light frocks they walk the streets 

to while the time away.  

They have grown tall.  They hold 

pink flames in their right hands.  

In white from head to foot, 

with sidelong, idle look – 

in yellow, floating stuff, 

black sash and stockings – 

touching their avid mouths 

with pink sugar on a stick – 

like a carnation each holds in her hand – 

they mount the lonely street.

This Is Just to Say 

I have eaten 

the plums 

that were in 

the icebox

and which 

you were probably 

saving 

for breakfast

Forgive me 

they were delicious 

so sweet and 

so cold
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