Emily Dickinson

BEFORE CLASS, Read the poems assigned to your group in #2 and prepare them by using the characteristics in #3 below AND any others you may discover.  Prepare one poem of the three for a formal reading, and read something about Emily Dickinson.
1. Brief Background of Dickinson from Notes

	The bustle in a house

The morning after death

Is solemnest of industries

Enacted upon earth,
The sweeping up the heart,

And putting love away

We shall not want to use again

Until eternity.
	 It's all I have to bring today -- 
 This, and my heart beside -- 
 This, and my heart, and all the fields -- 
 And all the meadows wide -- 
 Be sure you count -- should I forget 
 Some one the sum could tell -- 
 This, and my heart, and all the Bees 
 Which in the Clover dwell.


2. Small Group Work – Poems are titled by first line…
These poems are all included below…
· Group A:
“If you were coming in the fall,” “Of all the souls that stand create,” “The Crickets sang,” and “I felt a funeral in my brain,” and “I years had been from home.” 
· Group B: 
“The Wind took up the Northern Things,” “I heard a fly buzz when I died,” “Because I could not stop for Death,” “The last Night that She lived,” and “We like March – his shoes are Purple.”
· Group C:  
“I taste a liquor never brewed,” “A narrow fellow in the grass,” “Bee! I’m Expecting You,” “This is my letter to the world,” and “Much madness is divinest sense.” 
3. Emily Dickinson’s Work
· Structure

· Choice and Arrangement of Words - transposition

· Length and Arrangement of Lines / Stanza Length and Format

· Use of Consistent Rhyme in 2 and 4 Lines

· Use of Consistent Rhythm Throughout Poem (?)

· Use of Rhythmic Breaks in Important Places in Poem

· Use of Slant Rhyme and Other Innovative Rhymes

· Use of Punctuation and Capitalization

· Figurative Language

· Use of Paradox

· Use of Punctuation and Capitalization

· Use of Rhyme and Rhythm

· Use of Metaphors Related to Inner Feelings and Nature

· Use of Unusual Words and Images

· Unique Use of Words - Connotative Meanings

· Use of Personification

· Content and Themes

· Inner Feelings and Themes of Hope, Grief, Loneliness, Despair, Failure, Frustration, Longing, Madness, Death, Loss, Distress, Society’s Hypocrisy, Solitude, Society’s Expectations, Low Self Concept - Egoless?

· Sense of Nature in Relation to Man’s Feelings but Anologically not as Pathetic Fallacy

· Sense of Isolation and Life’s Disappointments Displayed Clearly in Poems

· The Truths of the Human Condition - Pessimistic, Realistic, or Optimistic?

· Deep Sense of Self and Inner World

· Belief in a Higher Truth - God?

· Relationship to Modern Poetry

· Nonstandard use of Punctuation and Structure

· Nonstandard use of Rhythm and Rhyme

· Use of Connotative Meanings of Words

· Existential Truth

· Shit Happens 
If you were coming in the fall, 

I'd brush the summer by 

With half a smile and half a spurn, 

As housewives do a fly.

If I could see you in a year, 

I'd wind the months in balls, 

And put them each in separate drawers, 

Until their time befalls. 

If only centuries delayed, 

I'd count them on my hand, 

Subtracting till my fingers dropped 

Into Van Diemens land.

If certain, when this life was out, 

That yours and mine should be, 

I'd toss it yonder like a rind, 

And taste eternity.

But now, all ignorant of the length

Of time's uncertain wing, 

It goads me, like the goblin bee, 

That will not state its sting. 

Of all the souls that stand create

I have elected one.

When sense from spirit files away,

And subterfuge is done;

When that which is and that which was

Apart, intrinsic, stand,

And this brief tragedy of flesh

Is shifted like a sand;

When figures show their royal front

And mists are carved sway,--

Behold the atom I Feferred

To all the lists of clay!

The Crickets sang

And set the Sun

And Workmen finished one by one

Their Seam the Day upon.

The low Grass loaded with the Dew

The Twilight stood, as Strangers do

With Hat in Hand, polite and new

To stay as if, or go.

A Vastness, as a Neighbor, came,

A Wisdom, without Face, or Name,

A Peace, as Hemispheres at Home

And so the Night became.

I felt a funeral in my brain,

        And mourners, to and fro,

Kept treading, treading, till it seemed

        That sense was breaking through.

And when they all were seated,

        A service like a drum

Kept beating, beating, till I thought

        My mind was going numb.

And then I heard them lift a box,

        And creak across my soul

With those same boots of lead,

        Then space began to toll

As all the heavens were a bell,

        And Being but an ear,

And I and silence some strange race,

        Wrecked, solitary, here.

And then a plank in reason, broke,

        And I dropped down and down--

And hit a world at every plunge,

        And finished knowing--then—

I Years had been from Home

And now before the Door

I dared not enter, lest a Face

I never saw before

Stare solid into mine

And ask my Business there --

"My Business but a Life I left

Was such remaining there?"

I leaned upon the Awe --

I lingered with Before --

The Second like an Ocean rolled

And broke against my ear --

I laughed a crumbling Laugh

That I could fear a Door

Who Consternation compassed

And never winced before.

I fitted to the Latch

My Hand, with trembling care

Lest back the awful Door should spring

And leave me in the Floor --

Then moved my Fingers off

As cautiously as Glass

And held my ears, and like a Thief

Fled gasping from the House –

The Wind took up the Northern Things

And piled them in the south --

Then gave the East unto the West

And opening his mouth

The four Divisions of the Earth

Did make as to devour

While everything to corners slunk

Behind the awful power --

The Wind -- unto his Chambers went

And nature ventured out --

Her subjects scattered into place

Her systems ranged about

Again the smoke from Dwellings rose

The Day abroad was heard --

How intimate, a Tempest past

The Transport of the Bird –

I heard a fly buzz when I died;

      The stillness round my form

Was like the stillness in the air

      Between the heaves of storm.

The eyes beside had wrung them dry,

      And breaths were gathering sure

For that last onset, when the king

      Be witnessed in his power.

I willed my keepsakes, signed away

      What portion of me I

Could make assignable,-and then

      There interposed a fly,

With blue, uncertain, stumbling buzz,

      Between the light and me;

And then the windows failed, and then

      I could not see to see.

Because I could not stop for Death,

He kindly stopped for me;

The carriage held but just ourselves

And Immortality.

We slowly drove, he knew no haste,

And I had put away

My labor, and my leisure too,

For his civility.

We passed the school, where children strove

At recess, in the ring;

We passed the fields of gazing grain,

We passed the setting sun.

Or rather, be passed us;

The dews grew quivering and chill,

For only gossamer my gown,

My tippet only tulle.

We paused before house that seemed

A swelling of the ground;

The roof was scarcely visible,

The cornice but a mound.

Since then 'tis centuries, and yet each

Feels shorter than the day

I first surmised the horses' heads

Were toward eternity.

THE LAST night that she lived,

It was a common night,

Except the dying; this to us

Made nature different.

We noticed smallest things,—

Things overlooked before,

By this great light upon our minds

Italicized, as ’t were.

That others could exist

While she must finish quite,

A jealousy for her arose

So nearly infinite.

We waited while she passed;

It was a narrow time,

Too jostled were our souls to speak,

At length the notice came.

She mentioned, and forgot;

Then lightly as a reed

Bent to the water, shivered scarce,

Consented, and was dead.

And we, we placed the hair,

And drew the head erect;

And then an awful leisure was,

Our faith to regulate.

We like March.

His Shoes are Purple --

He is new and high --

Makes he Mud for Dog and Peddler.

Makes he Forests dry.

Knows the Adder Tongue his coming

And presents her Spot --

Stands the Sun so close and mighty

That our Minds are hot.

News is he of all the others --

Bold it were to die

With the Blue Birds exercising

On his British Sky.

We like March -- his shoes are Purple.

He is new and high --

Makes he Mud for Dog and Peddler --

Makes he Forests Dry --

Knows the Adder's Tongue his coming

And begets her spot --

Stands the Sun so close and mighty --

That our Minds are hot.

News is he of all the others --

Bold it were to die

With the Blue Birds buccaneering

On his British sky –

I taste a liquor never brewed,

From tankards scooped in pearl;

Not all the vats upon the Rhine

Yield such an alcohol!

Inebriate of air am I,

And debauchee of dew,

Reeling, through endless summer days,

From inns of molten blue.

When landlords turn the drunken bee

Out of the foxglove's door,

When butterflies renounce their drams,

I shall but drink the more!

Till seraphs swing their snowy hats,

And saints to windows run,

To see the little tippler

Leaning against the sun!

A narrow fellow in the grass

Occasionally rides;

You may have met him,--did you not,

His notice sudden is.

The grass divides as with a comb,

A spotted shaft is seen;

And then it closes at your feet

And opens further on.

He likes a boggy acre,

A floor too cool for corn.

Yet when a child, and barefoot,

I more than once, at morn,

Have passed, I thought, a whip-lash

Unbraiding in the sun,--

When, stooping to secure it,

It wrinkled, and was gone.

Several of nature's people

I know, and they know me;

I feel for them a transport

Of cordiality;

But never met this fellow,

Attended or alone,

Without a tighter breathing,

And zero at the bone.

Bee!  I'm expecting you!

Was saying Yesterday

To Somebody you know

That you were due --

The Frogs got Home last Week --

Are settled, and at work --

Birds, mostly back --

The Clover warm and thick --

You'll get my Letter by

The seventeenth;  Reply

Or better, be with me --

Yours, Fly.

This is my letter to the world,

That never wrote to me,--

The simple news that Nature told,

With tender majesty.

Her message is committed

To hands I cannot see;

For love of her, sweet countrymen,

Judge tenderly of me!

Much Madness is divinest Sense --

To a discerning Eye --

Much Sense -- the starkest Madness --

'Tis the Majority

In this, as All, prevail --

Assent -- and you are sane --

Demur -- you're straightway dangerous --

And handled with a Chain --

Her own words shed new light on Emily Dickinson 

'Open Me Carefully'
By Emily Dickinson
edited by Ellen Louise Hart and Martha Nell Smith 
Thursday noon. 

Were it not for the weather Susie -- my little, unwelcome face would come peering in today -- I should steal a kiss from the sister -- the darling Rover returned -- Thank the wintry wind my dear one -- that spares such daring intrusion! Dear Susie -- happy Susie -- I rejoice in all your Joy -- sustained by that dear sister you will never again be lonely. Dont forget all the little friends who have tried so hard to be sisters, when indeed you were alone! 

You do not hear the wind blow on this inclement day, when the world is shrugging it's shoulders -- your little "Columbarium is lined with warmth and softness," there is no "silence" there -- so you differ from bonnie "Alice." I miss one angel face in the little world of sisters -- dear Mary -- sainted Mary -- Remember lonely one -- tho, she comes not to us, we shall return to her! My love to both your sisters -- and I want so much to see Matty. 

Very aff yours, Emily

Thursday evening 

I wept a tear here, Susie -- on purpose for you -- because this "sweet silver moon" smiles in on me and Vinnie, and then it goes so far before it gets to you -- and then you never told me if there was any moon in Baltimore -- and how do I know Susie -- that you see her sweet face at all? She looks like a fairy tonight, sailing around the sky in a little silver gondola with stars for gondoliers. I asked her to let me ride a little while ago -- and told her I would get out when she got as far as Baltimore, but she only smiled to herself and went sailing on. 

I think she was quite ungenerous -- but I have learned the lesson and shant ever ask her again. To day it rained at home -- sometimes it rained so hard that I fancied you could hear it's patter -- patter, patter, as it fell upon the leaves -- and the fancy pleased me so, that I sat and listened to it -- and watched it earnestly. Did you hear it Susie -- or was it only fancy? Bye and bye the sun came out--just in time to bid us goodnight, and as I told you sometime, the moon is shining now. 

It is such an evening Susie, as you and I would walk and have such pleasant musings, if you were only here -- perhaps we would have a "Reverie" after the form of "Ik Marvel," indeed I do not know why it would'nt be just as charming as of that lonely Bachelor, smoking his cigar -- and it would be far more profitable as "Marvel" only marvelled, and you and I would try to make a little destiny to have for our own. Do you know that charming man is dreaming again, and will wake pretty soon -- so the papers say, with another Reverie -- more beautiful than the first? 

Dont you hope he will live as long as you and I do -- and keep on having dreams and writing them to us -- what a charming old man he'll be, and how I envy his grandchildren, little "Bella" and "Paul"! We will be willing to die Susie -- when such as he have gone, for there will be none left to interpret these lives of our's. 

Longfellow's "golden Legend" has come to town I hear -- and may be seen in state on Mr. Adams' bookshelves. It always makes me think of "Pegasus in the pound --" when I find a gracious author sitting side by side with "Murray" and "Wells" and "Walker" in that renowned store -- and like him I half expect to hear they have "flown" some morning and in their native ether revel all the day -- but for our sakes dear Susie, who please ourselves with the fancy that we are the only poets -- and every one else is prose, let us hope they will yet be willing to share our humble world and feed upon such aliment as we consent to do! 

You thank me for the Rice cake -- you tell me Susie, you have just been tasting it -- and how happy I am to send you anything you love -- how hungry you must grow before it is noon there -- and then you must be faint from teaching those stupid scholars. I fancy you very often descending to the schoolroom with a plump Binomial Theorem struggling in your hand which you must dissect and exhibit to your incomprehending ones -- I hope you whip them Susie -- for my sake -- whip them hard whenever they dont behave just as you want to have them! I know they are very dull -- sometimes -- from what Mattie says -- but I presume you encourage them and forgive all their mistakes. It will teach you patience Susie -- you may be sure of that. And Mattie tells me too of your evening carousals --and the funny frights you give in personating the Master -- just like you Susie -- like you for all the world -- how Mr Payson would laugh if I could only tell him, and then those great dark eyes -- how they would glance and sparkle! Susie -- have all the fun wh' you possibly can -- and laugh as often and sing, for tears are plentier than smiles in this little world of our's -- only dont be so happy as to let Mattie and me grow dimmer and dimmer and finally fade away, and merrier maids than we smile in our vacant places! 

Susie, did you think that I would never write you when you were gone away -- what made you? I am sure you know my promise far too well for that -- and had I never said so -- I should be constrained to write -- for what shall separate us from any whom we love -- not "hight nor depth["] ... 

Friday forenoon --

Will you let me come dear Susie -- looking just as I do, my dress soiled and worn, my grand old apron, and my hair -- Oh Susie, time would fail me to enumerate my appearance, yet I love you just as dearly as if I was e'er so fine, so you wont care, will you? I am so glad dear Susie -- that our hearts are always clean, and always neat and lovely, so not to be ashamed. I have been hard at work this morning, and I ought to be working now -- but I cannot deny myself the luxury of a minute or two with you. 

The dishes may wait dear Susie -- and the uncleared table stand, them I have always with me, but you, I have "not always," why Susie, Christ hath saints manie -- and I have few, but thee -- the angels shant have Susie -- no -- no no! 

Vinnie is sewing away like a fictitious seamstress, and I half expect some knight will arrive at the door, confess himself a nothing in presence of her loveliness, and present his heart and hand as the only vestige of him worthy to be refused. 

Vinnie and I have been talking about growing old, today. Vinnie thinks twenty must be a fearful position for one to occupy -- I tell her I dont care if I am young or not, had as lief be thirty, and you, as most anything else. Vinnie expresses her sympathy at my "sere and yellow leaf" and resumes her work, dear Susie, tell me how you feel -- ar'nt there days in one's life when to be old dont seem a thing so sad -- 

I do feel gray and grim, this morning, and I feel it would be a comfort to have a piping voice, and a broken back, and scare little children. 

Dont you run, Susie dear, for I wont do any harm, and I do love you dearly tho' I do feel so frightful. 

Oh my darling one, how long you wander from me, how weary I grow of waiting and looking, and calling for you; sometimes I shut my eyes, and shut my heart towards you, and try hard to forget you because you grieve me so, but you'll never go away, Oh you never will -- say, Susie, promise me again, and I will smile faintly -- and take up my little cross again of sad -- sad separation. How vain it seems to write, when one knows how to feel -- how much more near and dear to sit beside you, talk with you, hear the tones of your voice -- so hard to "deny thyself, and take up thy cross, and follow me --" give me strength, Susie, write me of hope and love, and of hearts that endured, and great was their reward of "Our Father who art in Heaven." I dont know how I shall bear it, when the gentle spring comes; if she should come and see me and talk to me of you, Oh it would surely kill me! While the frost clings to the windows, and the World is stern and drear; this absence is easier -- the Earth mourns too, for all her little birds; but when they all come back again, and she sings and is so merry -- pray, what will become of me? Susie, forgive me, forget all what I say, get some sweet little scholar to read a gentle hymn, about Bethleem and Mary, and you will sleep on sweetly and have as peaceful dreams, as if I had never written you all these ugly things. Never mind the letter Susie, I wont be angry with you if you dont give me any at all -- for I know how busy you are, and how little of that dear strength remains when it is evening, with which to think and write. Only want to write me, only sometimes sigh that you are far from me, and that will do, Susie! Dont you think we are good and patient, to let you go so long; and dont we think you're a darling, a real beautiful hero, to toil for people, and teach them, and leave your own dear home? Because we pine and repine, dont think we forget the precious patriot at war in other lands! Never be mournful, Susie -- be happy and have cheer, for how many of the long days have gone away since I wrote you -- and it is almost noon, and soon the night will come, and then there is one less day of the long pilgrimage. Mattie is very smart, talks of you much, my darling; I must leave you now -- "one little hour of Heaven," thank who did give it me, and will he also grant me one longer and more when it shall please his love -- bring Susie home, ie! Love always, and ever, and true! Emily-- 

February 1852 

