WORLD LIT DIAGNOSTIC ESSAY
This diagnostic tool is to determine whether or not you have acquired the analytical reading and writing skills to ensure your success in the Potter’s School World Literature course.  I do not want to set up any student to fail.

You may not have an adult review or edit your exam; I want to see your work in order to determine your capabilities.

The reading selection this year are two poems on the art of poetry by Argentinian writer Jorge Luis Borges (pronounced Hor-hay Lwees Bor-hayz) and Chilean poet Pablo Neruda.  The original Spanish versions are side-by-side with the English translations; I do not expect you to be able to read the Spanish, but it will allow you to see the rhyme patterns and understand the difficulty of reading poetry in translation.  (Translators must decide whether to strive for a word-for-word correspondence, a similar rhyme and meter, or the poetic sense of a poem.) 

Directions for answering the essay question:

1. Carve out a quiet, uninterrupted time and place in your life, allowing two to three hours for completion.  Pray with a parent before you begin and ask God to give you understanding and inspiration.


2.

Read the two poems at least three times before beginning; read them aloud the last 

time so that you hear the rhythm of the poets’ words.  Look carefully over the prompt and then back at the poems.  I suggest you explicate the poems before writing the essay, looking for figures of speech, form, tone, and rhyme patterns.  


3.
Develop a thesis (argument or stance) and state it clearly in your first paragraph.  Substantiate your thesis with specific examples or quotes from the text. 


4.
Your essay should include at least five paragraphs, including an introduction and 

a conclusion, and be at least 500 words long.  Your conclusion should not be a repetition of your introductory paragraph.  It should explain the significance of what you have proven.

5. Type your name, address, telephone number, e-mail address, date, essay number, and WORLD LIT in the upper right-hand corner in upper-case, bold letters.  Please use a standard font in a legible size throughout the exam.  


6. Single-space your paragraphs and double-space between paragraphs.  Block flush left, don’t indent, each paragraph.  


7. Use active verbs, specific examples and direct language.  Read over your essay and eliminate any extraneous words that do not move your points forward.  Do not use “I think” or “I feel”; the essay is obviously yours.  


8. Be sure to edit out any punctuation, grammar or spelling errors.  Such errors will count against you.


9. This essay is due one week from receipt of this assignment.  


10. Send your final copy to me as an attachment to MrsKindel@pottersschool.org.  Your subject line should read: WORLD LIT REG DIAG – YOUR LAST NAME


11. I will give you an answer within 10 days of receipt.


12. In the same e-mail, please attach a list of high school English and/or literature courses you have taken, either with the Potter’s School or not.

13. The ability to follow these directions completely will also be a determining factor.

DIAGNOSTIC ESSAY PROMPT:

The role of the poet has been defined as a storyteller, a priest, a prophet, an explorer of unknown seas, a mirror, a critic, the “unacknowledged legislator of the world,” am archaeologist, and “an anarchist.” Poetry itself has been described as propaganda, a careful construct of classic forms, a “spontaneous overflow of feeling,” a collaboration between God and the artist, a shadow on the wall of a cave, a destructive force, a space shuttle, a message in a bottle, and a confession.  Following the two poems in question are some quotes by poets on poetry to further elucidate the subject.

Compare and contrast the Borges and Neruda poems on the art of poetry, explicating the figures of speech, tone, form, rhyme, meter, and content.  What does each poet think is the essence of poetry?  Do their poems support or mirror their philosophies?  

Develop a thesis, and support it with very specific examples from the texts.

	THE ART OF POETRY  (1925-1935)

by Pablo Neruda 
(translated by Robert Bly)

Between shadows and clearing, between defenses and young 

     girls,
having inherited an original heart, and funereal imagination,
suddenly pale, something withered in my face,
in mourning like a desperate widower every day of my life,
for every drop of invisible water I drink
in my sleepy way, and for every sound I take in shivering,
I have the same chilly fever, and the same absent thirst,
an ear coming into the world, an oblique anxiety,
as though robbers were about to arrive, or ghosts,
inside a seashell with great and unchangeable depths,
like a humiliated waiter, or a bell slightly hoarse,
like an aged mirror or the smell of an empty house
where the guests come in hopelessly drunk at night,
having an odor of clothes thrown on the floor, and no flowers,
— in another sense, possibly not as sad —
still, the truth is, the wind suddenly hitting my chest,
the nights with infinite substance fallen into my bedroom,
the crackling of a day hardly able to burn,
ask from me sadly whatever I have that is prophetic,
and there are objects that knock, and are never answered,
and something always moving, and a name that does not 
     come clear.

	ARTE POÉTICA  (1925-1935)

by Pablo Neruda


Entre sombra y espacio, entre guarniciones y doncellas, 
dotado de corazón singular y sueños funestos, 
precipitadamente pálido, marchito en la frente 
y con luto de viudo furioso por cada día de vida, 
ay, para cada agua invisible que bebo soñolientamente 
y de todo sonido que acojo temblando, 
tengo la misma sed ausente y la misma fiebre fría 
un oído que nace, una angustia indirecta, 
como si llegaran ladrones o fantasmas, 
y en una cáscara de extensión fija y profunda, 
como un camarero humillado, como una campana un   

     poco ronca, 
como un espejo viejo, como un olor de casa sola 
en la que los huéspedes entran de noche perdidamente 

     ebrios, 
y hay un olor de ropa tirada al suelo, y una ausencia de 

    flores 
— posiblemente de otro modo aún menos melancólico — 
pero, la verdad, de pronto, el viento que azota mi pecho, 
las noches de substancia infinita caídas en mi dormitorio, 
el ruido de un día que arde con sacrificio 
me piden lo profético que hay en mí, con melancolía 
y un golpe de objetos que llaman sin ser respondidos 
hay, y un movimiento sin tregua, y un nombre confuso.

	THE ART OF POETRY  (1960)
By Jorge Luis Borges
To gaze at a river made of time and water
And remember Time is another river.
To know we stray like a river
and our faces vanish like water.

To feel that waking is another dream
that dreams of not dreaming and that the death
we fear in our bones is the death
that every night we call a dream.

To see in every day and year a symbol
of all the days of man and his years,
and convert the outrage of the years
into a music, a sound, and a symbol.

To see in death a dream, in the sunset
a golden sadness—such is poetry,
humble and immortal, poetry,
returning, like dawn and the sunset.

Sometimes at evening there's a face
that sees us from the deeps of a mirror.
Art must be that sort of mirror,
disclosing to each of us his face.

They say Ulysses, wearied of wonders,
wept with love on seeing Ithaca,
humble and green. Art is that Ithaca,
a green eternity, not wonders.

Art is endless like a river flowing,
passing, yet remaining, a mirror to the same
inconstant Heraclitus, who is the same
and yet another, like the river flowing. 

	Arte Poética  (1960)
By Jorge Luis Borges
Mirar el río hecho de tiempo y agua
y recordar que el tiempo es otro río,
saber que nos perdemos como el río
y que los rostros pasan como el agua.
Sentir que la vigilia es otro sueño
que sueña no soñar y que la muerte
que teme nuestra carne es esa muerte
de cada noche, que se llama sueño.
Ver en el día o en el año un símbolo
de los días del hombre y de sus años,
convertir el ultraje de los años
en una música, un rumor y un símbolo,
ver en la muerte el sueño, en el ocaso
un triste oro, tal es la poesía
que es inmortal y pobre. La poesía
vuelve como la aurora y el ocaso.
A veces en las tardes una cara
nos mira desde el fondo de un espejo;
el arte debe ser como ese espejo
que nos revela nuestra propia cara.
Cuentan que Ulises, harto de prodigios,
lloró de amor al divisar su Itaca
verde y humilde. El arte es esa Itaca
de verde eternidad, no de prodigios.
También es como el río interminable
que pasa y queda y es cristal de un mismo
Heráclito inconstante, que es el mismo
y es otro, como el río interminable.



POETS ON POETRY

"The end of writing is to instruct; the end of poetry is to instruct by pleasing."
(Samuel Johnson, Preface to Shakespeare, 1765)

“All good poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: it takes its origin from emotion recollected in tranquility.” 

(William Wordsworth, Lyrical Ballads, preface, 1801) 

“Poetry lifts the veil from the hidden beauty of the world, and makes familiar objects be as if they were not familiar.”

 (Percy Bysshe Shelley, A Defense of Poetry, 1840) 

“Poetry is the journal of a sea animal living on land, wanting to fly in the air.” 

(Carl Sandburg, Atlantic Monthly, March 1923)

We make out of the quarrel with others, rhetoric, but of the quarrel with ourselves, poetry.” 

(William Butler Yeats, "Anima Hominis," Essays, 1924)

“A poem should not mean.
          But be.”
(Archibald MacLeish, "Ars Poetica," 1926)
“A poem, as a manifestation of language and thus essentially dialogue, can be a message in a bottle, sent out in the — not always greatly hopeful — belief that somewhere and sometime it could wash up on land, on heartland perhaps. Poems in this sense, too, are under way: they are making toward something.”

(Paul Celan, Todesfugue, 1952)
“I have never started a poem whose end I knew. Writing a poem is discovering.” 

(Robert Frost, New York Times, 7 Nov. 1955)

Two opposing forces inhabit the poem: one of elevation or up-rooting, which pulls the word from the language: the other of gravity, which makes it return. The poem is an original and unique creation, but it is also reading and recitation: participation. The poet creates it; the people, by recitation, re-create it. Poet and reader are two moments of a single reality.”

(Octavio Paz, The Bow and the Lyre, 1956)

“The poet is the priest of the invisible.”  

(Wallace Stevens, "Adagia," 1957)

“I don't look on poetry as closed works. I feel they're going on all the time in my head and I occasionally snip off a length.”
(John Ashbery, London Times, 23 Aug 1984) 

“Poetry is not an expression of the party line. It's that time of night, lying in bed, thinking what you really think, making the private world public, that's what the poet does.” 

(Allen Ginsberg, Ginsberg: A Biography, Barry Miles, 1989)

“A good poem is like the space shuttle. It enters the reader’s mind and heart like a rocket. On leaving the atmosphere, it drops the launching gear of experience that served as impetus for its creation. Who wrote the poem, the life the person lived or is living, will not matter once the poem takes on a life of its own.”

(Cate Marvin, “Tell All the Truth, But Tell it Slant,” 2004)

