
English 12/AP English Literature and Composition 
Shaping Forms: Elegy, Ode, Pastoral, Dramatic Monologue, Dinggedicht, Ekphrasis 

All of  the ‘forms’ listed below don’t assume a particular pattern;  rather they take a certain theme or 
approach as their central task. 

1.  Elegy:  An elegy is a poem of  mourning.  Because of  the nature of  the elegy, it is a link to public 
poetry of  the past. 

What the Living Do  
by Marie Howe 
Johnny, the kitchen sink has been clogged for days, some utensil probably fell down there. 
And the Drano won’t work but smells dangerous, and the crusty dishes have piled up 
  
waiting for the plumber I still haven’t called. This is the everyday we spoke of. 
It’s winter again: the sky’s a deep, headstrong blue, and the sunlight pours through 
  
the open living-room windows because the heat’s on too high in here and I can’t turn it off. 
For weeks now, driving, or dropping a bag of  groceries in the street, the bag breaking, 
  
I’ve been thinking: This is what the living do. And yesterday, hurrying along those 
wobbly bricks in the Cambridge sidewalk, spilling my coffee down my wrist and sleeve, 
  
I thought it again, and again later, when buying a hairbrush: This is it. 
Parking. Slamming the car door shut in the cold. What you called that yearning. 
  
What you finally gave up. We want the spring to come and the winter to pass. We want 
whoever to call or not call, a letter, a kiss—we want more and more and then more of  it. 
  
But there are moments, walking, when I catch a glimpse of  myself  in the window glass, 
say, the window of  the corner video store, and I’m gripped by a cherishing so deep 
  
for my own blowing hair, chapped face, and unbuttoned coat that I’m speechless: 
I am living. I remember you. 
******************************************************************************************* 

2.  Ode:  The ode is a form that elevates its worthy subject.  Until the nineteenth century, the ode 
was fairly predictable;  the Romantics found the ode an ideal form for exploring lyric crisis and the 
interaction between the inner world of  ideas and emotion and the outer, material world. 

To Autumn 
by John Keats 

Season of  mists and mellow fruitfulness,  
   Close bosom-friend of  the maturing sun;  
Conspiring with him how to load and bless  
   With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run;  
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,  
   And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;  
      To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells  
   With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,  
And still more, later flowers for the bees,  



Until they think warm days will never cease,  
      For summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells.  

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?  
   Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find  
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,  
   Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;  
Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep,  
   Drows'd with the fume of  poppies, while thy hook  
      Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers:  
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep  
   Steady thy laden head across a brook;  
   Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,  
      Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours.  

Where are the songs of  spring? Ay, Where are they?  
   Think not of  them, thou hast thy music too,—  
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,  
   And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;  
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn  
   Among the river sallows, borne aloft  
      Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;  
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;  
   Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft  
   The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;  
      And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 
******************************************************************************************* 

3.  Pastoral:  The pastoral celebrates rural life.  The pastoral is associated with the lives of  shepherds 
and predictable tropes until, as with the ode, the nineteenth-century Romantic poets open up the 
form.  The contemporary nature poem is a descendent of  the pastoral. 

The Passionate Shepherd to His Love 
BY CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 
Come live with me and be my love,  
And we will all the pleasures prove,  
That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields,  
Woods, or steepy mountain yields.  

And we will sit upon the Rocks,  
Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks,  
By shallow Rivers to whose falls  
Melodious birds sing Madrigals.  

And I will make thee beds of  Roses  
And a thousand fragrant posies,  
A cap of  flowers, and a kirtle  
Embroidered all with leaves of  Myrtle;  
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A gown made of  the finest wool  
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull;  
Fair lined slippers for the cold,  
With buckles of  the purest gold;  

A belt of  straw and Ivy buds,  
With Coral clasps and Amber studs:  
And if  these pleasures may thee move,  
Come live with me, and be my love.  

The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing  
For thy delight each May-morning:  
If  these delights thy mind may move,  
Then live with me, and be my love. 

******************************************************************************************* 

4.  Dramatic Monologue:  In a dramatic monologue an imagined speaker (a persona) addresses a 
particular audience, usually not the reader.   

The Love Song of  J. Alfred Prufrock 
by TS Eliot 

My Last Duchess  
by Robert Browning 

******************************************************************************************* 

5.  Dinggedicht:  Initiated by Rainer Maria Rilke, the Dinggedicht is a thing poem, one that begins 
with an object and deepens to a meditation that the object gives rise to. 

Archaic Torso of  Apollo 
by Rainer Maria Rilke 
trans. Robert Bly 

We have no idea what his fantastic head 
was like, where the eyeballs were slowly swelling. But 
his body now is glowing like a gas lamp, 
whose inner eyes, only turned down a little, 

hold their flame, shine. If  there weren't light, the curve 
of  the breast wouldn't blind you, and in the swerve 
of  the thighs a smile wouldn't keep on going 
toward the place where the seeds are. 

If  there weren't light, this stone would look cut off  
where it drops clearly from the shoulders, 
its skin wouldn't gleam like the fur of  a wild animal, 

and the body wouldn't send out light from every edge 
as a star does . . . for there is no place at all 
that isn't looking at you. You must change your life. 



The Panther 
by Rainer Maria Rilke 
trans.  Stephen Mitchell 

His vision, from the constantly passing bars, 
has grown so weary that it cannot hold 
anything else. It seems to him there are 
a thousand bars; and behind the bars, no world. 
 
As he paces in cramped circles, over and over, 
the movement of  his powerful soft strides 
is like a ritual dance around a center  
in which a mighty will stands paralyzed. 
 
Only at times, the curtain of  the pupils 
lifts, quietly--. An image enters in, 
rushes down through the tensed, arrested muscles, 
plunges into the heart and is gone.  
******************************************************************************************* 

6.  Ekphrasis:  Ekphrastic poetry is inspired by works of  visual art. 

Painting by Vuillard 
by Thom Gunn 
Two dumpy women with buns were drinking coffee 
In a narrow kitchen—at least I think a kitchen 
And I think it was whitewashed, in spite of  all the shade. 
They were flat brown, they were as brown as coffee. 
Wearing brown muslin? I really could not tell. 
How I loved this painting, they had grown so old 
That everything had got less complicated, 
Brown clothes and shade in a sunken whitewashed kitchen. 

But it’s not like that for me: age is not simpler 
Or less enjoyable, not dark, not whitewashed. 
The people sitting on the marble steps 
Of  the national gallery, people in the sunlight, 
A party of  handsome children eating lunch 
And drinking chocolate milk, and a young woman 
Whose t-shirt bears the defiant word WHATEVER, 
And wrinkled folk with visored hats and cameras 
Are vivid, they are not browned, not in the least, 
But if  they do not look like coffee they look 
As pungent and startling as good strong coffee tastes, 
Possibly mixed with chicory. And no cream.


