
AP English 
Mr. Stumbaugh 
The Writer’s Craft 
 
Paper#2: Imagery 
 

1. Read pages 16-18 in Sequel.  Define imagery in your notebook. 
2. Read the works on the list on the back of this sheet, making sure to respond to 

each in the Response section of your journal.  Look to focus specifically on the 
element of imagery.  Identify the senses being targeted in the poem. 

3. Read the central piece of this study, William Butler Yeats’ “The Lake Isle of 
Inisfree”, and write a brief Writer’s Craft paper in which you identify the 
imagery at work in the piece and the effect it has on the piece as a whole. 

 
Reading List for Paper #2:   

 
1. “Patterns” Amy Lowell (handout) 
2. “The Idea of Order at Key West” Wallace Stevens (handout) 
3. “In a Station of the Metro” Ezra Pound (handout) 
4. “Blackberrying” Sylvia Plath (handout) 
 
 
Procedure: 
Read each piece and type a paragraph or two in which you focus on the imagery 
in the piece.  Tell me what you feel is the strongest example(s) of imagery in the 
piece, what senses are being focused on, and how the imagery changes the overall 
effect of the piece. 
 
Then read William Butler Yeats’ “The Lake Isle of Inisfree” (handout) 
 
Write a brief paper, 1 -3 pages, that exposes how imagery is used by the writer 
in the piece.  Your thesis should be clearly stated (it should have something to do 
with what you effect the imagery has on the piece) and proven.  As always, follow 
the style sheet. 
 
Due Dates: 
Paragraphs 1,2: Thursday, November 15, 2007 
Paragraphs 3,4: Friday, November 16, 2007 
Rough Draft: Monday, November 19, 2007 
Final Draft Paper: Wednesday, November 21, 2007 
 
Assessment: Paragraphs (20 points total) 
   Paper (50 points) 
 
 
 
 



Poems: 
 

Patterns 
By Amy Lowell 
 

I walk down the garden-paths, 
And all the daffodils 
Are blowing, and the bright blue squills. 
I walk down the patterned garden-paths 
In my stiff, brocaded gown. 
With my powdered hair and jeweled fan, 
I too am a rare 
Pattern.  As I wander down 
The garden-paths. 
My dress is richly figured, 
And the train 
Makes a pink and silver stain 
On the gravel, and the thrift 
Of the borders. 
Just a plate of current fashion, 
Tripping by in high-heeled, ribboned shoes. 
Not a softness anywhere about me, 
Only whalebone and brocade. 
And I sink on a seat in the shade 
Of a lime tree.  For my passion 
Wars against the stiff brocade. 
The daffodils and squills 
Flutter in the breeze 
As they please. 
And I weep; 
For the lime-tree is in blossom 
And one small flower has dropped upon my bosom. 
 
And the splashing of waterdrops 
In the marble fountain 
Comes down the garden-paths. 
The dripping never stops. 
Underneath my stiffened gown 
Is the softness of a woman bathing in a marble basin, 
A basin in the midst of hedges grown 
So thick, she cannot see her lover hiding, 
But she guesses he is near, 
And the sliding of the water 
Seems the stroking of a dear 
Hand upon her. 
What is Summer in a fine brocaded gown! 
I should like to see it lying in a heap upon the ground. 



All the pink and silver crumpled up on the ground. 
 
I would be the pink and silver as I ran along the paths, 
And he would stumble after, 
Bewildered by my laughter. 
I should see the sun flashing from his sword-hilt and the buckles on 
his shoes. 
I would choose 
To lead him in a maze along the patterned paths, 
A bright and laughing maze for my heavy-booted lover. 
Till he caught me in the shade, 
And the buttons of his waistcoat bruised my body as he clasped me, 
Aching, melting, unafraid. 
With the shadows of the leaves and the sundrops, 
And the plopping of the waterdrops, 
All about us in the open afternoon-- 
I am very like to swoon 
With the weight of this brocade, 
For the sun sifts through the shade. 
 
Underneath the fallen blossom 
In my bosom, 
Is a letter I have hid. 
It was brought to me this morning by a rider from the Duke. 
"Madam, we regret to inform you that Lord Hartwell 
Died in action Thursday se'nnight." 
As I read it in the white, morning sunlight, 
The letters squirmed like snakes. 
"Any answer, Madam," said my footman. 
"No," I told him. 
"See that the messenger takes some refreshment. 
No, no answer." 
And I walked into the garden, 
Up and down the patterned paths, 
In my stiff, correct brocade. 
The blue and yellow flowers stood up proudly in the sun, 
Each one. 
I stood upright too, 
Held rigid to the pattern 
By the stiffness of my gown. 
Up and down I walked, 
Up and down. 
 
In a month he would have been my husband. 
In a month, here, underneath this lime, 
We would have broke the pattern; 
He for me, and I for him, 



He as Colonel, I as Lady, 
On this shady seat. 
He had a whim 
That sunlight carried blessing. 
And I answered, "It shall be as you have said." 
Now he is dead. 
 
In Summer and in Winter I shall walk 
Up and down 
The patterned garden-paths 
In my stiff, brocaded gown. 
The squills and daffodils 
Will give place to pillared roses, and to asters, and to snow. 
I shall go 
Up and down 
In my gown. 
Gorgeously arrayed, 
Boned and stayed. 
And the softness of my body will be guarded from embrace 
By each button, hook, and lace. 
For the man who should loose me is dead, 
Fighting with the Duke in Flanders, 
In a pattern called a war. 
Christ!  What are patterns for? 
 
  -- Amy Lowell 
 

 
“The Idea of Order at Key West” 
Wallace Stevens 
 
She sang beyond the genius of the sea. 
The water never formed to mind or voice, 
Like a body wholly body, fluttering 
Its empty sleeves; and yet its mimic motion 
Made constant cry, caused constantly a cry, 
That was not ours although we understood, 
Inhuman, of the veritable ocean. 
 
The sea was not a mask.  No more was she. 
The song and water were not medleyed sound 
Even if what she sang was what she heard. 
Since what she sang was uttered word by word. 
It may be that in all her phrases stirred 
The grinding water and the gasping wind; 
But it was she and not the sea we heard. 



 
For she was the maker of the song she sang. 
The ever-hooded, tragic-gestured sea 
Was merely a place by which she walked to sing. 
Whose spirit is this?  we said, because we knew 
It was the spirit that we sought and knew 
That we should ask this often as she sang. 
 
If it was only the dark voice of the sea 
That rose, or even colored by many waves; 
If it was only the outer voice of sky 
And cloud, of the sunken coral water-walled, 
However clear, it would have been deep air, 
The heaving speech of air, a summer sound 
Repeated in a summer without end 
And sound alone.  But it was more than that, 
More even than her voice, and ours, among 
The meaningless plungings of water and the wind, 
Theatrical distances, bronze shadows heaped 
On high horizons, mountainous atmospheres 
Of sky and sea. 
It was her voice that made 
The sky acutest at its vanishing. 
She measured to the hour its solitude. 
She was the single artificer of the world 
In which she sang.  And when she sang, the sea, 
Whatever self it had, became the self 
That was her song, for she was the maker.  Then we, 
As we beheld her striding there alone, 
Knew that there never was a world for her 
Except the one she sang and, singing, made. 
 
Ramon Fernandez, tell me, if you know, 
Why, when the singing ended and we turned 
Toward the town, tell why the glassy lights, 
The lights in the fishing boats at anchor there, 
As night descended, tilting in the air, 
Mastered the night and portioned out the sea, 
Fixing emblazoned zones and fiery poles, 
Arranging, deepening, enchanting night. 
 
Oh!  Blessed rage for order, pale Ramon, 
The maker's rage to order words of the sea, 
Words of the fragrant portals, dimly-starred, 
And of ourselves and of our origins, 
In ghostlier demarcations, keener sounds. 

 



“In a Station of the Metro” by Ezra Pound 
 

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;   

Petals on a wet, black bough.   

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Blackberrying 
  

 

 
  Nobody in the lane, and nothing, nothing but blackberries, 

Blackberries on either side, though on the right mainly, 
A blackberry alley, going down in hooks, and a sea 
Somewhere at the end of it, heaving. Blackberries 
Big as the ball of my thumb, and dumb as eyes 
Ebon in the hedges, fat 
With blue-red juices. These they squander on my fingers. 
I had not asked for such a blood sisterhood; they must love me. 
They accommodate themselves to my milkbottle, flattening their 
sides. 
 
Overhead go the choughs in black, cacophonous flocks --- 
Bits of burnt paper wheeling in a blown sky. 
Theirs is the only voice, protesting, protesting. 
I do not think the sea will appear at all. 
The high, green meadows are glowing, as if lit from within. 
I come to one bush of berries so ripe it is a bush of flies, 
Hanging their bluegreen bellies and their wing panes in a Chinese 
screen. 
The honey-feast of the berries has stunned them; they believe in 
heaven. 
One more hook, and the berries and bushes end. 
 
The only thing to come now is the sea. 
From between two hills a sudden wind funnels at me, 
Slapping its phantom laundry in my face. 
These hills are too green and sweet to have tasted salt. 
I follow the sheep path between them. A last hook brings me 
To the hills' northern face, and the face is orange rock 
That looks out on nothing, nothing but a great space 
Of white and pewter lights, and a din like silversmiths 
Beating and beating at an intractable metal.  
 
Sylvia Plath  

 



 

 

Write your paper on this poem: 
 
 
 

THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE 
By William Butler Yeats 
 
I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,  
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;  
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honeybee,  
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.  

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,  
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;  
There midnight's all a-glimmer, and noon a purple glow,  
And evening full of the linnet's wings.  

I will arise and go now, for always night and day  
I hear the water lapping with low sounds by the shore;  
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray,  
I hear it in the deep heart's core.  

1892  

 
 
NOTES: 


