Achilles says in The Illiad (762 B.C.):
“You insatiable creature, quite shameless.
How can any Achaean obey you willingly
join a raiding party or keep fighting
with full force against an enemy?
I didn’t come to battle over here
because of Trojans. I have no fight with them.
They never stole my bulls or horses
or razed my crops in fertile Phthia,                                                                                 where heroes grow. Many shady mountains
and the roaring sea stand there between us.
But you, great shameless man, we came with you,
to please you, to win honour from the Trojans—
for you, dog face, and for Menelaus.                                                              
You don’t consider this, don’t think at all.                                                                           
You threaten now to confiscate the prize
I worked so hard for, gift from Achaea’s sons.
When we Achaeans loot some well-built Trojan town,
my prizes never match the ones you get.                                                                     
The major share of war’s fury rests on me.
But when we hand around the battle spoils,
you get much larger trophies. Worn out in war,
I reach my ships with something fine but small.
So I’ll return home now to Phthia.
It’s far better to sail back in my curved ships.                                                                    
I don’t fancy staying here unvalued,
to pile up riches, treasures just for you.”
	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To criticize and ridicule “you” in order to get “you” to change. 
	Rhetorical questions
	“How can any Achaean obey you…?”
	Exudes sarcasm, which is biting and pejorative

	
	Hyperbole
	“No fight, never, many, great, at all”
	Exudes cathartic pouring of emotion and abundance of thought-connotes passion of speaker.


Oedipus Rex (429 B.C.) Lines 1000-1020
I was to slay my father. And he dies,

And the grave hides him; and I find myself

Handling no sword; unless for love of me

He pined away, and so I didn’t cause his death.

So Polybus is gone, and with him lie,

In Hades whelmed, those worthless oracles.

JOC.  Did I not tell thee this long time ago?

ŒDIP.  Thou didst, but I was led away by fears.

JOC.  Dismiss them, then, for ever from thy thoughts!

ŒDIP.  And yet that “incest”; must I not fear that?

JOC.  Why should we fear, when chance rules everything,

And foresight of the future there is none;

’Tis best to live at random, as one can.

But thou, fear not that marriage with thy mother:

Such things men oft have dreams of; but who cares

The least about them lives the happiest.

ŒDIP.  Right well thou speakest all things, save that she

Still lives that bore me, and I can but fear,

Seeing that she lives, although thou speakest well.

JOC.  And yet thy father’s grave’s a spot of light.

ŒDIP.  ’Tis so: yet while she liveth there is fear.
	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To express the universal theme that,

“fate will happen; destiny is gonna be the way that it’s gonna be; don’t worry be happy.”
	Hyperbole
	1) everything
2) none
3) least
4) happiest
	Fate is absolute, infinite and omnipotent. It determines how things are and are going to be. It is ubiquitous. So are hyperboles. By using words that push the extremes of our language, they mimic the author’s sentiment when discussing the limits of our existence. 


The Bible New International Version (NIV)

Matthew 13:31-32

31 He told them another parable: “The kingdom of heaven is like a mustard seed, which a man took and planted in his field. 32 Though it is the smallest of all seeds, yet when it grows, it is the largest of garden plants and becomes a tree, so that the birds come and perch in its branches.”

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To teach others to be faithful
	Allegory or parable or simile
	“Like a mustard seed…”
	Jesus was probably the best teacher that ever lived because billions of people believe what he taught. He used parables to teach. Metaphors are powerful tools to teach as they connect things in our brains that aren’t normally associated. People don’t usually put faith ad mustard together, but when they are joined in a theme, it make sense. Parables work pedantically because (if the objects in the text are chosen effectively) the intricacies of the concrete noun and easily exudes the intricacies of the abstract concept- such as, “a lot of good happens from just a little faith/seed”. This particular metaphor/parable works because it is logical to assume that the people of the time would be familiar with the miniscule nature of the mustard see as the role of agriculture was significant in the culture of the time. 


Beowulf  (around 1100)
   “I remember the time that we took mead together,
    when we made promises to our prince 
    in the beer-hall – he gave us these rings – 
    that we would pay him back for his battle-gear, 
    these helmets and hard swords, if such a need 
    as this ever befell him. For this he chose us from the army 
    for this adventure by his own will,
    thought us worthy of glory, and gave me these treasures – 
    for he considered us good spear-warriors,
   proud helmet-wearers, even though our prince,
   shepherd of his people, intended to perform
   this act of courage all alone,
   because he has gained the most glory among men,
   reckless heroic deeds. Now the day has come
   that our noble lord has need of the support
   of good warriors; let us go to it,
   help our warlord, despite the heat,
   grim fire-terror. God knows for my part
   that I would much prefer that the flames should enfold 
   my body alongside my gold-giving lord.
   It seems wrong to me that we should bear shields
   back to our land, unless we first might
   finish off this foe, defend the life
   of the prince of the Weders. I know full well
   that he does not deserve to suffer
   this torment all alone among the Geatish troop,
   or fall in the struggle; now sword and helmet,
   byrnie and battle-dress, shall be ours together!”

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To demonstrate the importance of honor and glory in battle-showing how it is an important aspect of the speaker’s culture.”
	War imagery
	Helmets, swords, army, adventure, glory, treasures, courage, heroic deeds, prince, lord, warriors, warlord, shields, foe, troop.
	This imagery, these nouns, flood the text. They saturate it. No two line section is without one of these words. They are not just the meat of the page; they are the potatoes and collared greens as well. 

	
	Kennings (kinda like neologisms that depict a particular sentiment)
	Battle-gear, spear-warriors, helmet-wearers, fire-terror, gold-giving, battle-dress
	It is almost as if, even though the author used a lot of war words” throughout the text,; it is as if he had to invent more words to express the degree to which honor in battle is important. H could have said the actual names of objects/people, but instead, mixed “war words” that he already knew. 


Canterbury Tales (First few line of the General Prologue), 1380-1392
Whan that Aprill with his shoures soote
The droghte of March hath perced to the roote,
And bathed every veyne in swich licour
Of which vertu engendred is the flour;
Whan Zephirus eek with his sweete breeth
Inspired hath in every holt and heeth
The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne
Hath in the Ram his halve cours yronne,
And smale fowles maken melodye,
That slepen al the nyght with open ye
(So priketh hem nature in hir corages),
Thanne longen folk to goon on pilgrimages. 

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To show that the journey is more important than the destination OR the destination is what matters, regardless of the ups and downs of the journey to get there. 
	One long complex sentence with a couple appositives.
	The whole thing
	Builds anticipation for the second half of the sentce. Reader wants to get to the end of the sentence so bad, he/she kinda ignores the sensory details along the way to get there. In other words, the end is more important than the things that happen along the way. 


Edmund Spenser (1552-1599)
“One day I wrote her name upon the strand,
But came the waves and washèd it away:
Again I wrote it with a second hand,
But came the tide and made my pains his prey.
Vain man (said she) that dost in vain assay
A mortal thing so to immortalise;
For I myself shall like to this decay,
And eke my name be wipèd out likewise.
Not so (quod I); let baser things devise
To die in dust, but you shall live by fame;
My verse your virtues rare shall eternise,
And in the heavens write your glorious name:
Where, when as Death shall all the world subdue,
Our love shall live, and later life renew.” 

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To say “I love you baby.”
	Structure:

Spencerian sonnet

14 lines

Iambic pentameter

Rhyming scheme:

Abab

Bcbc

cdcdee


	Summary of 1st quatrain: “I tried to hold onto my baby’s love eternally, and it didn’t work”
2nd quatrain: Girls says “I want things to end, as they should”
3rd quatrain and couplet: “Gross and crude things should end, but your beauty and our love will live on forever.”
	Reader can predict the “I love you baby” message as it is a sonnet. Reader can see the pro, ca/reb, pro argument easily because of the structure. Author makes a claim, girl disagrees, author concedes a bit-or retorts her claim-and provides another argument for his point. 


“I must have wanton poets” by Marlowe (1564-1593)
I must have wanton poets, pleasant wits,
Musicians, that with touching of a string
May draw the pliant king which way I please:
Music and poetry is his delight;
Therefore I'll have Italian masks by night,
Sweet speeches, comedies, and pleasing shows;
And in the day, when he shall walk abroad,
Like sylvan nymphs my pages shall be clad;
My men, like satyrs grazing on the lawns,
Shall with their goat-feet dance the antic hay;
Sometime a lovely boy in Dian's shape,
With hair that gilds the water as it glides,
Crownets of pearl about his naked arms,
And in his sportful hands an olive-tree,
To hide those parts which men delight to see,
Shall bathe him in a spring; and there, hard by,
One like Actæon, peeping through the grove,
Shall by the angry goddess be transform'd,
And running in the likeness of an hart,
By yelping hounds pull'd down, shall seem to die:
Such things as these best please his majesty. 

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To make the relevance, versatility and importance of the arts, especially poetry, clear to the reader, who may actually be the king. 
	Allusions, which made be in simile form
	1) Like sylva nymph

2) Dian’s shape

3) Like Actaeon
	Marlowe is trying to say that the topic is important to him. How does he make this clear to the reader?...The reader is in a classical renaissance of Greek/Roman culture, so Marlowe uses Greek/Roman reference to show credence in topic. AKA, Greek/Roman is important and Marlowe connects his topic to it, ergo. ..his topic must be important. 


“An elegy” by Ben Jonson (1572-1637)
THOUGH beauty be the mark of praise, 
And yours of whom I sing be such 
As not the world can praise too much, 
Yet 'tis your Virtue now I raise. 

A virtue, like allay so gone 
Throughout your form as, though that move 
And draw and conquer all men's love, 
This subjects you to love of one. 

Wherein you triumph yet-because 
'Tis of your flesh, and that you use 
The noblest freedom, not to choose 
Against or faith or honour's laws. 

But who should less expect from you? 
In whom alone Love lives again: 
By whom he is restored to men, 
And kept and bred and brought up true. 

His falling temples you have rear'd, 
The wither'd garlands ta'en away; 
His altars kept from that decay 
That envy wish'd, and nature fear'd: 

And on them burn so chaste a flame, 
With so much loyalty's expense, 
As Love to acquit such excellence 
Is gone himself into your name. 

And you are he-the deity 
To whom all lovers are design'd 
That would their better objects find; 
Among which faithful troop am I- 

Who as an off'ring at your shrine 
Have sung this hymn, and here entreat 
One spark of your diviner heat 
To light upon a love of mine. 

Which if it kindle not, but scant 
Appear, and that to shortest view; 
Yet give me leave to adore in you 
What I in her am grieved to want! 

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Literary Device 
	Text Words
	Why this device in particular effectively conveys message to reader

	To convey the powerful loss that the speaker feels from the death of the person being addressed in the poem. 
	Metaphysical conceit: an absurd, implausible comparison
	In whom alone loves lives again

Is gone himself into your name
	The absurdity that the love interest would BE love is obvious. The author is saying that since the love interest is dead, all love in the world is gone as well. The hyperbolic nature of this metaphoor/conceit makes the passion of the author clear. 


John Milton (1608–1674)
HOW soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth,
  Stolen on his wing my three and twentieth year!
  My hasting days fly on with full career,
  But my late spring no bud or blossom shew'th.
Perhaps my semblance might deceive the truth,
  That I to manhood am arrived so near,
  And inward ripeness doth much less appear,
  That some more timely-happy spirits indu'th.
Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow,
  It shall be still in strictest measure even
  To that same lot, however mean or high,
Toward which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven,
  All is, if I have grace to use it so,
  As ever in my great Task-master's eye.

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


“Grandfather” by John Locke (1632-1704)
My Grandfather

High-backed chair facing the corner,

Window over books so cherished

Loved.

Like the greatest of scholars, but still humble

He was a trove of stories

Air of silence on a place once full

Of stories from a time past,

A time of honor and courage and duty

Of country and spirit; fighting an enemy

Made from indescribable evil.

Tales of valor, sand, and bullets

Lions and machine guns, young men in battle

Fighting for their lives.

Knowing the enemy was like a jackal

Cruel and twisted, an army of evil

He witnessed it all

First hand, in the heat of the day

And cold of night. Tales passed on, spoken

In a way that conveyed such knowledge

That one was to sit in amazement, and hear it

Firsthand from the chair facing the corner.

Like a throne of deep thought.

The day he left this world, I wept.

Seeing him not but a day before,

It was harder than I could have imagined.

The pain is real, but so were the memories

And so the legacy of the veteran lives on.

The chair sat vacant, but I felt him there.

The books on the shelf, the other treasures

Left behind held him here on earth

While the memories anchored him in our hearts.

The man in the chair shall never be forgotten

And the stories shall pass far into the generations.
	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


“Essay on Man, Epistle II” by Alexander Pope (1688-1744)
I.  Know, then, thyself, presume not God to scan;

The proper study of mankind is man.

Placed on this isthmus of a middle state,

A being darkly wise, and rudely great:

With too much knowledge for the sceptic side,

With too much weakness for the stoic’s pride,

He hangs between; in doubt to act, or rest;

In doubt to deem himself a god, or beast;

In doubt his mind or body to prefer;

Born but to die, and reasoning but to err;

Alike in ignorance, his reason such,

Whether he thinks too little, or too much:

Chaos of thought and passion, all confused;

Still by himself abused, or disabused;

Created half to rise, and half to fall;

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all;

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurled:

The glory, jest, and riddle of the world!

   Go, wondrous creature! mount where science guides,

Go, measure earth, weigh air, and state the tides;

Instruct the planets in what orbs to run,

Correct old time, and regulate the sun;

Go, soar with Plato to th’ empyreal sphere,

To the first good, first perfect, and first fair;

Or tread the mazy round his followers trod,

And quitting sense call imitating God;

As Eastern priests in giddy circles run,

And turn their heads to imitate the sun.

Go, teach Eternal Wisdom how to rule—

Then drop into thyself, and be a fool!

   Superior beings, when of late they saw

A mortal man unfold all Nature’s law,

Admired such wisdom in an earthly shape

And showed a Newton as we show an ape.

   Could he, whose rules the rapid comet bind,

Describe or fix one movement of his mind?

Who saw its fires here rise, and there descend,

Explain his own beginning, or his end?

Alas, what wonder! man’s superior part

Unchecked may rise, and climb from art to art;

But when his own great work is but begun,

What reason weaves, by passion is undone.

Trace Science, then, with Modesty thy guide;

First strip off all her equipage of pride;

Deduct what is but vanity or dress,

Or learning’s luxury, or idleness;

Or tricks to show the stretch of human brain,

Mere curious pleasure, or ingenious pain;

Expunge the whole, or lop th’ excrescent parts

Of all our vices have created arts;

Then see how little the remaining sum,

Which served the past, and must the times to come!
	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


“Home” (1786) by Robert Burns 

O thou pale orb that silent shines 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep! 
Thou seest a wretch who inly pines. 
And wanders here to wail and weep! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep, 
Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 
How life and love are all a dream! 

I joyless view thy rays adorn 
The faintly-marked, distant hill; 
I joyless view thy trembling horn, 
Reflected in the gurgling rill: 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still! 
Thou busy pow'r, remembrance, cease! 
Ah! must the agonizing thrill 
For ever bar returning peace! 

No idly-feign'd, poetic pains, 
My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim: 
No shepherd's pipe-Arcadian strains; 
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame. 
The plighted faith, the mutual flame, 
The oft-attested pow'rs above, 
The promis'd father's tender name; 
These were the pledges of my love! 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 
How have the raptur'd moments flown! 
How have I wish'd for fortune's charms, 
For her dear sake, and her's alone! 
And, must I think it! is she gone, 
My secret heart's exulting boast? 
And does she heedless hear my groan? 
And is she ever, ever lost? 

Oh! can she bear so base a heart, 
So lost to honour, lost to truth, 
As from the fondest lover part, 
The plighted husband of her youth? 
Alas! life's path may be unsmooth! 
Her way may lie thro' rough distress! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe 
Her sorrows share, and make them less? 

Ye winged hours that o'er us pass'd, 
Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd, 
Your dear remembrance in my breast 
My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employ'd: 
That breast, how dreary now, and void, 
For her too scanty once of room! 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope destroy'd, 
And not a wish to gild the gloom! 

The morn, that warns th' approaching day, 
Awakes me up to toil and woe; 
I see the hours in long array, 
That I must suffer, lingering, slow: 
Full many a pang, and many a throe, 
Keen recollection's direful train, 
Must wring my soul, were Phoebus, low, 
Shall kiss the distant western main. 

And when my nightly couch I try, 
Sore harass'd out with care and grief, 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 
Keep watchings with the nightly thief: 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief, 
Reigns, haggard-wild, in sore affright: 
Ev'n day, all-bitter, brings relief 
From such a horror-breathing night. 

O thou bright queen, who o'er th' expanse 
Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 
Observ'd us, fondly-wand'ring, stray! 
The time, unheeded, sped away, 
While love's luxurious pulse beat high, 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 
To mark the mutual-kindling eye. 

Oh! scenes in strong remembrance set! 
Scenes, never, never to return! 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget, 
Again I feel, again I burn! 
From ev'ry joy and pleasure torn, 
Life's weary vale I'll wander thro'; 
And hopeless, comfortless, I'll mourn 
A faithless woman's broken vow!
	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


“Liberty Tree” (1775) by Thomas Paine 
In a chariot of light from the regions of day,
The Goddess of Liberty came;
Ten thousand celestials directed the way
And hither conducted the dame.
A fair budding branch from the gardens above,
Where millions with millions agree,
She brought in her hand as a pledge of her love,
And the plant she named Liberty Tree.
The celestial exotic struck deep in the ground,
Like a native it flourished and bore;
The fame of its fruit drew the nations around,
To seek out this peaceable shore.
Unmindful of names or distinction they came,
For freemen like brothers agree;
With one spirit endued, they one friendship pursued,
And their temple was Liberty Tree.
Beneath this fair tree, like the patriarchs of old,
Their bread in contentment they ate,
Unvexed with the troubles of silver and gold,
The cares of the grand and the great.
With timber and tar they Old England supplied,
And supported her power on the sea;
Her battles they fought, without getting a groat,
For the honor of Liberty Tree.
But hear, O ye swains, 'tis a tale most profane,
How all the tyrannical powers,
Kings, Commons, and Lords, are uniting amain
To cut down this guardian of ours;
From the east to the west blow the trumpet to arms
Through the land let the sound of it flee,
Let the far and the near, all unite with a cheer,
In defence of our Liberty Tree. 
	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


“I've a Pain in my Head” by Jane Austin (1775-1817)
'I've a pain in my head' 
Said the suffering Beckford; 
To her Doctor so dread. 
'Oh! what shall I take for't?'

Said this Doctor so dread 
Whose name it was Newnham. 
'For this pain in your head 
Ah! What can you do Ma'am?'

Said Miss Beckford, 'Suppose 
If you think there's no risk, 
I take a good Dose 
Of calomel brisk.'--

'What a praise worthy Notion.' 
Replied Mr. Newnham. 
'You shall have such a potion 
And so will I too Ma'am.' 

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


“A Face” by Robert Browning (1812-1889)
If one could have that little head of hers
Painted upon a background of pure gold,
Such as the Tuscan's early art prefers!
No shade encroaching on the matchless mould
Of those two lips, which should be opening soft
In the pure profile; not as when she laughs,
For that spoils all: but rather as if aloft
Yon hyacinth, she loves so, leaned its staff's
Burden of honey-colored buds to kiss
And capture 'twixt the lips apart for this.
Then her little neck, three fingers might surround,
How it should waver on the pale gold ground
Up to the fruit-shaped, perfect chin it lifts!
I know, Correggio loves to mass, in rifts
Of heaven, his angel faces, orb on orb
Breaking its outline, burning shades absorb:
But these are only massed there, I should think,
Waiting to see some wonder momently
Grow out, stand full, fade slow against the sky
(That's the pale ground you'd see this sweet face by),
All heaven, meanwhile, condensed into one eye
Which fears to lose the wonder, should it wink. 

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


“Grey the Day” by Faulkner (1897-1962)
Gray the day, all the year is cold,
Across the empty land the swallows' cry
Marks the southflown spring. Naught is bowled
Save winter, in the sky.

O sorry earth, when this bleak bitter sleep
Stirs and turns and time once more is green,
In empty path and lane and grass will creep
With none to tread it clean.

April and May and June, and all the dearth
Of heart to green it for, to hurt and wake;
What good is budding, gray November earth?
No need to break your sleep for greening's sake.

The hushed plaint of wind in stricken trees
Shivers the grass in path and lane
And Grief and Time are tideless golden seas—
Hush, hush! He's home again.

	Text title:

	Author’s intent
	Text words
	Reader’s interpretation

	
	
	


