
NAME: _____________________________________________________ BLOCK: ________  

 

1 AP English Lit & Comp Poetry Exam  Mr. Rose 

 

Poetry Unit Exam -- Poems 

A.P. English Literature & Composition – Mr. Rose 

 
The following are the poems that will be used on the unit exam. Some will be accompanied by multiple choice 

questions. Others will be accompanied by essay prompts. 

 
 
 
Sestina 
by Elizabeth Bishop 

 
September rain falls on the house. 
In the failing light, the old grandmother 
sits in the kitchen with the child 
beside the Little Marvel Stove, 
reading the jokes from the almanac, 5 
laughing and talking to hide her tears. 
 
She thinks that her equinoctial tears 
and the rain that beats on the roof of the house 
were both foretold by the almanac, 
but only known to a grandmother. 10 
The iron kettle sings on the stove. 
She cuts some bread and says to the child, 
 
It’s time for tea now; but the child 
is watching the teakettle’s small hard tears 
dance like mad on the hot black stove, 15 
the way the rain must dance on the house. 
Tidying up, the old grandmother 
hangs up the clever almanac 
 

on its string. Birdlike, the almanac 
hovers half open above the child,  20 
hovers above the old grandmother 
and her teacup full of dark brown tears. 
She shivers and says she thinks the house 
feels chilly, and puts more wood in the stove. 
 
It was to be, says the Marvel Stove.  25 
I know what I know, says the almanac. 
With crayons the child draws a rigid house 
and a winding pathway. Then the child 
puts in a man with buttons like tears 
and shows it proudly to the grandmother. 30 
 
But secretly, while the grandmother 
busies herself about the stove, 
the little moons fall down like tears 
from between the pages of the almanac 
into the flower bed the child   35 
has carefully placed in the front of the house. 
 
Time to plant tears, says the almanac. 
The grandmother sings to the marvelous stove 
and the child draws another inscrutable house. 

 
The Habit of Perfection 
by Gerard Manley Hopkins 
 
Elected Silence, sing to me 
And beat upon my whorled* ear, 
Pipe me to pastures still and be 
The music that I care to hear. 
 
Shape nothing, lips; be lovely-dumb: 5 
It is the shut, the curfew sent 
From there where all surrenders come 
Which only makes you eloquent. 
 
Be shellèd, eyes, with double dark 
And find the uncreated light:  10 
This ruck and reel* which you remark 
Coils, keeps, and teases simple sight. 
 
Palate, the hutch of tasty lust, 
Desire not to be rinsed with wine: 
The can must be so sweet, the crust 15 
So fresh that come in fasts divine! 

 
Nostrils, your careless breath that spend 
Upon the stir and keep of pride, 
What relish shall the censers* send 
Along the sanctuary side!   20 
 
O feel-of-primrose hands, O feet 
That want the yield of plushy sward* 
But you shall walk the golden street 
And you unhouse and house the Lord. 
 
And Poverty, be thou the bride  25 
And now the marriage feast begun, 
And lily-colored clothes provide 
Your spouse not labored-at nor spun. 
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Lady with a Falcon 
Flemish tapestry, fifteenth century 
 
Gentleness and starvation tame 
The falcon to this lady’s wrist. 
Natural flight hooded from blame 
By what ironic fate of twist? 
For now the hunched bird’s contained flight     5 
Pounces upon her inward air, 
To plunder that mysterious night 
Of poems blooded as the hare. 
Heavy becomes the lady’s hand, 
And heavy bends the gentle head            10 
 

Over her hunched and brooding bird 
Until it is she who seems hooded. 
Lady, your falcon is a peril. 
Is starved, is mastered, but not kind. 
The bird who sits your hand so gentle,           15 
The captured hunter hunts your mind. 
Better to starve the senseless wind 
Than wrist a falcon’s stop and start: 
The bolt of flight you thought to bend 
Plummets into your inmost hear.           20 

 
Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night 
By Dylan Thomas 
 
Do not go gentle into that good night,  
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they    5 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 

 
 
 
Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn , too late, they grieved it on its way 
Do not go gentle into that good night.                      12 
 
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless, em now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night.                       18 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 
Channel Firing 
by Thomas Hardy 

 
That night your great guns, unawares, 
Shook all our coffins as we lay, 
And broke the chancel window-squares*, 
We thought it was the Judgment-day 
 
And sat upright. While drearisome 
Arose the howl of wakened hounds: 
The mouse let fall the altar-crumb, 
The worms drew back into the mounds, 
 
The glebe* cow drooled. Till God called, "No; 
It's gunnery practice out at sea 
Just as before you went below; 
The world is as it used to be: 
 
"All nations striving strong to make 
Red war yet redder. Mad as hatters 
They do no more for Christés sake 
Than you who are helpless in such matters. 
"That this is not the judgment-hour 

For some of them's a blessed thing, 
For if it were they'd have to scour 
Hell's floor for so much threatening .... 
 
"Ha, ha. It will be warmer when 
I blow the trumpet (if indeed 
I ever do; for you are men, 
And rest eternal sorely need)." 
 
So down we lay again. "I wonder, 
Will the world ever saner be," 
Said one, "than when He sent us under 
In our indifferent century!" 
 
And many a skeleton shook his head. 
"Instead of preaching forty year," 
My neighbour Parson Thirdly said, 
"I wish I had stuck to pipes and beer." 
 
Again the guns disturbed the hour, 
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Roaring their readiness to avenge, 
As far inland as Stourton Tower, 

And Camelot, and starlit Stonehenge*.

 

 
When I Have Fears 
1818 —John Keats (1795-1821) 
 
When I have fears that I may cease to be 
Before my pen has glean’d my teeming brain, 
Before high-piled books, in charactery, 
Hold like rich garners the full ripen’d grain; 
When I behold, upon the night’s starr’d face, 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 
And think that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance; 
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour, 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love;—then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink. 
 
 
 

 

Mezzo Cammin* 
1842 —Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882) 
 
Half of my life is gone, and I have let 
The years slip from me and have not fulfilled 
The aspiration of my youth, to build 
Some tower of song with lofty parapet. 
Not indolence, nor pleasure, nor the fret 
Of restless passions that would not be stilled, 
But sorrow, and a care that almost killed, 
Kept me from what I may accomplish yet; 
Though, half-way up the hill, I see the Past 
Lying beneath me with its sounds and sights,— 
A city in the twilight dim and vast, 
With smoking roofs, soft bells, and gleaming lights,— 
And hear above me on the autumnal blast 
The cataract of Death far thundering from the heights. 
 

The Chimney Sweeper 
1789 —William Blake (1757-1827) 
 
When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry "Weep! weep! weep! weep!" 
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep. 
 
There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head, 
That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved; so I said, 
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for, when your head's bare, 
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair." 
 
And so he was quiet, and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight! -- 
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack, 
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black. 
 
And by came an angel, who had a bright key, 
And he opened the coffins, and let them all free; 
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing, they run, 
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun. 
 
Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, 
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind; 
And the Angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy, 

He'd have God for his father, and never want joy. 
 
And so Tom awoke, and we rose in the dark, 
And got with our bags and our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and 
       warm:  
So, if all do their duty, they need not fear harm. 
 
 
The Chimney Sweeper 
1794 —William Blake (1757-1827) 
 
 A little black thing among the snow, 
 Crying “’weep! ’weep!” in notes of woe! 
 “Where are thy father & mother? say?” 
 “They are both gone up to the church to pray. 
  
 “Because I was happy upon the heath, 
 And smil’d among the winter’s snow, 
 They clothed me in the clothes of death, 
 And taught me to sing the notes of woe. 
     
 “And because I am happy & dance & sing, 
 They think they have done me no injury, 
 And are gone to praise God & his Priest & King, 
 Who make up a heaven of our misery.” 

  

 


