
Group 1.  

Hope is the thing with feathers                                                         


That perches in the soul,

And sings the tune without the words,

And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard;

And sore must be the storm

That could bash the little bird 

That kept so many warm.

I’ve heard it in the chillest land,

And on the strangest sea;

Yet, never, in extremity,

It asked a crumb of me.

Group 2.

Some keep the Sabbath going to church;

I keep it staying at home,

With a bobolink for a chorister.

And an orchard for a dome.

Some keep the Sabbath in surplice;

I just wear my wings,

And instead of tolling the bell for church,

Our little sexton sings.

God preaches-a noted clergyman-

And the sermon is never long;

So instead of getting to heaven at last,

I’m going there all along!

Group 6.  

Tell all the truth but tell it slant—

Success in Circuit lie

Too bright for our infirm Delight

The Truth’s superb surprise

As Lightning to the Children eased

With explanation kind

The Truth must dazzle gradually

Or every man be blind—

Group 7.

The Soul selects her own Society-

The-shuts the Door-

To her divine Majority-

Present no more-

Unmoved-she notes the Chariots-pausing-

At her low gate-

Unmoved-an Emperor be kneeling

Upon her Mat-

I’ve known her-from an ample nation-

Choose One-

Then-close the Valves of her attention-

Like Stone-







Group 3. 





There is no frigate like a book


To take us lands away,


Nor any coursers like a page


Of Prancing poetry.


This traverse may the poorest take


Without oppress of toll.


How frugal is the chariot


That bears the human soul!





Group 4. We never know how high we are


Till we are called to rise – 


And then, if we are true to plan – 


Our statures touch the skies.





The heroism we recite


Would be a daily thing – 


Did not ourselves the cubits warp


For fear to be a king.





Group 5.


There’s a certain slant of light,


Winter Afternoons-


That oppresses, like the Heft


Of Cathedral Tunes-





Heavenly Hurt, it gives us-


We can find no scar,


But internal difference,


Where the meanings, are-





None may teach it-Any-


‘Tis the Seal Despair-


An imperial affliction


Sent us of the Air-





When it comes, the Landscape listens-


Shadows-hold their breath-


When it goes, ‘tis like the Distance


On the look for Death-








Instructions:





On a separate sheet of paper come up with the following for each of the poems:





1) A title


2) Examples of Literary devices used


3) Briefly summarize what the poem is about.


4) Re-write each line in your own words.


5) What is the tone?  Mood?





***Be prepared to present your responses to the class.  This will be graded for a “Class work Grade.”





Also as you are working, I will be walking around… and off-task groups WILL have points deducted from their grades





Emily Dickinson Group Interpretation Activity 








