
1.  Explain the meaning of the poem on a holistic level and 

close level.  Discuss word choice, word placement, 

literary devices, and overall meaning and effect.
2.  Connect the poem to the story “The Chrysanthemums.”  

Does it reflect a similar perspective on theme or an 

opposing perspective?
Curriculum Outcomes

· analyse thematic connections among texts

· demonstrate a willingness to explore diverse perspectives

· interpret sophisticated texts

· describe and discuss the language, ideas, and characteristics of a variety of genres

Submit a two-paragraph written comparison of your poem to the short story.

1. Summarize the meaning of the poem.  Use direct quotations to   

          support your ideas.

2. Compare the meaning of the poem to your understanding of the short story.  What are the significant similarities?  Differences?

· develop ideas with supportive details (quote correctly)
· include rich, domain-specific vocabulary and phrases
· create smooth transitions between elements to clarify 

    ideas and relations (cohesion)
· describe and discuss the language, ideas, and characteristics of

the poem

Shame is the Shawl of Pink



-Emily Dickinson

Shame is the shawl of Pink

In which we wrap the Soul

To keep it from infesting Eyes --

The elemental Veil

Which helpless Nature drops

When pushed upon a scene

Repugnant to her probity1 --                  1. morality    
Shame is the tint divine.

Part 1 – Explain the meaning of the poem

“Shame is the shawl”, “wrap the soul”, “elemental veil”


= metaphor – shame is a garment that wraps the soul

Why does it wrap the soul?


= In wrapping the soul, it has dual purposes:


A) It protects the soul. That protection offered by shame



     is that which serves as a guide on matters of morality. 



     It appears as a warning of possible “repugnant” 



     errors in social judgment.



B) It isolates the soul. The words “elemental veil” 



     suggest separation and isolation. Shame’s “tint” 


     separates the individual from that which may be 


     desired, effecting a divide between the “infesting” 


     desire and the moral conformity.
The poem seems to explore the shame experiences by women in particular. The references to shawl and veil are associated with female garments. This is not to say that men cannot experience shame, but this poem seems to focus on female shame.
If we read the poem with iambic meter, the emphasis of the first line is on the word “is”. Shame IS the shawl of Pink. This emphasis provides a certainty in the voice of the speaker.

Part 2 – Connect the Poem to The Chrysanthemums

Shame’s protection and separation are also evident in Steinbeck’s short story “The Chrysanthemums.”  The main character, Elisa, experiences the effects of shame as a result of her unplanned interaction with the travelling pedlar. He stirs within her a desire and passion for that which is “hot and sharp and – lovely,” all of which exist outside the accepted social norms of prescribed female experience.  
In the moment she recognizes her passion, she “[stands] up, very straight, and her face [is] ashamed.”  This is the protection and separation offered by shame.  In its effort to protect her from harsh social condemnation, it ultimately alienates her from her innate longings.

Loss and Gain 

-Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
When I compare
What I have lost with what I have gained,
What I have missed with what attained,
Little room do I find for pride.

I am aware
How many days have been idly spent;
How like an arrow the good intent
Has fallen short or been turned aside.

But who shall dare
To measure loss and gain in this wise?
Defeat may be victory in disguise;
The lowest ebb is the turn of the tide. 

Pain In Pleasure 

-Elizabeth Barrett Browning

A THOUGHT is like a flower upon mine heart,
And drew around it other thoughts like bees
For multitude and thirst of sweetnesses;
Whereat rejoicing, I desired the art
Of the Greek whistler, who to wharf and mart
Could lure those insect swarms from orange-trees
That I might hive with me such thoughts and please
My soul so, always. Foolish counterpart
Of a weak man's vain wishes! While I spoke,
The thought I called a flower grew nettle-rough
The thoughts, called bees, stung me to festering:
Oh, entertain (cried Reason as she woke)
Your best and gladdest thoughts but long enough,
And they will all prove sad enough to sting ! 

Erosion

· EJ Pratt

It took the sea a thousand years,

A thousand years to trace

The granite features of this cliff,

In crag and scarp and base.

It took the sea an hour one night,

An hour of storm to place

The sculpture of these granite seams
Upon a woman’s face.

Thursday


-William Carlos Williams

I have had my dream – like others –

and it has come to nothing, so that

I remain now carelessly

with feet planted on the ground

and look up at the sky – 

feeling my clothes about me,

the weight of my body in my shoes,

the rim of my hat, air passing in and out

at my nose – and decide to dream no more.

Wild Geese

· Joyce Davis

I watched her clip their wings one day – 

She said she’d keep them safe that way

From the dangers wild geese face

If they should leave this sheltered place

And when that night I heard the cry

Of wild flocks soaring through the sky –

I shared the pain of earth-bound things

Held fast below on love-maimed wings.
There’s Silence Between One Page

and Another





- Valerio Magrelli

There’s silence between one page and another

The long stretch of the land up to the woods

where gathered shadows

exit from the day

and nights show through

discrete and precious

like fruit on branches.

In this luminous

and geographic frenzy 

I am still unsure

whether to be the landscape I am crossing

or the journey I am making there.

I Felt a Funeral, In My Brain




- Emily Dickinson

I felt a Funeral, in my Brain,

And Mourners to and fro

Kept traveling – 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, again,

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 Am a Rock


- by Paul Simon
A winter’s day

In a deep and dark December –

I am alone

Gazing from my window

To the streets below

On a freshly fallen silent shroud of snow.

I am a rock;

I am an island.

I build walls,

A fortress deep and mighty

That none may penetrate.

Friendship causes pain.

Its laughter and its loving I disdain.

I am a rock;

I am an island.

Don’t talk of love.

Well, I’ve heard the word before;

It’s sleeping in my memory.

I won’t disturb the slumber

Of feelings that have died.

If I’d never loved, I never would have cried.

I am a rock;

I am an island.

I have my books

And my poetry to protect me.

I am shielded in my armour,

Hiding in my room,

Safe within my tomb.

I touch no one and no one touches me.

I am a rock;

I am an island.

And a rock feels no pain,

And an island never cries.
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Dickinson’s poem “Shame is the Shawl of Pink” captures the inescapable consequence of shame.  The fact that shame “wraps the Soul” in a “shawl” suggests both protection and separation.  The protection offered by shame is that which serves as a guide on matters of morality.  It appears as a warning of possible “repugnant” errors in social judgment. Dickinson’s portrayal of shame also seems to suggest separation with the use of the words “elemental veil” which indicates an isolation. Shame’s “tint” separates the individual from that which may be desired, effecting a divide between the “infesting” desire and the moral conformity.

Shame’s protection and separation are also evident in Steinbeck’s short story “The Chrysanthemums.”  The main character, Elisa, experiences the effects of shame as a result of her unplanned interaction with the travelling pedlar. He stirs within her a desire and passion for that which is “hot and sharp and – lovely,” all of which exist outside the accepted social norms of prescribed female experience.  In the moment she recognizes her passion, she “[stands] up, very straight, and her face [is] ashamed.”  This is the protection and separation offered by shame.  In its effort to protect her from harsh social condemnation, it ultimately alienates her from her innate longings.


