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Examples of Specific Poem Styles 

For Assignment #4 
 
Free Verse – is poetry with irregular rhythms and varied line lengths.  It is “free” of the traditional forms 
of poetry.  Since it is written a way that is similar to ordinary speech, if it uses rhyme, the rhymes are loose 
and also irregular.  It can be long or short.  It may or may not have stanzas. It may use figurative and sensory 
language, but not in the traditional lyrical sense.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
A Blessing  
 
Just off the highway to Rochester, Minnesota, 
Twilight bounds softly forth on the grass. 
And the eyes of those two Indian ponies 
Darken with kindness. 
They have come gladly out of the willows 
To welcome my friend and me. 
We step over the barbed wire into the pasture 
Where they have been grazing all day, alone. 
They ripple tensely, they can hardly contain their happiness 
That we have come. 
They bow shyly as wet swans. They love each other. 
There is no loneliness like theirs. 
At home once more, 
They begin munching the young tufts of spring in the darkness. 
I would like to hold the slenderer one in my arms, 
For she has walked over to me 
And nuzzled my left hand. 
She is black and white, 
Her mane falls wild on her forehead, 
And the light breeze moves me to caress her long ear 
That is delicate as the skin over a girl's wrist. 
Suddenly I realize 
That if I stepped out of my body I would break 
Into blossom. 

 Copyright © 2005 James Wright. From Selected Poems.                   
Reprinted with permission of Farrar, Straus, & Giroux. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Time to Talk 
by Robert Frost  
 
WHEN a friend calls to me from the road  
And slows his horse to a meaning walk,  
I don’t stand still and look around  
On all the hills I haven’t hoed,  
And shout from where I am, What is it? 
No, not as there is a time to talk.  
I thrust my hoe in the mellow ground,  
Blade-end up and five feet tall,  
And plod: I go up to the stone wall  
For a friendly visit. 
 
"A Time to Talk" is reprinted from Mountain Interval. 
Robert Frost. New York: Henry Holt, 1921. 
 
 

 
 

In Response to Executive Order 9066 by Dwight Okita 
 
Dear Sirs: 
Of course I'll come. I've packed my galoshes 
and three packets of tomato seeds. Denise calls them 
love apples. My father says where we're going 
they won't grow. 
 
I am a fourteen-year-old girl with bad spelling 
and a messy room. If it helps any, I will tell you 
I have always felt funny using chopsticks 
and my favorite food is hot dogs. 
My best friend is a white girl named Denise -- 
we look at boys together. She sat in front of me 
all through grade school because of our names: 
O'Connor, Ozawa. I know the back of Denise's head very well. 
 
I tell her she's going bald. She tells me I copy on tests. 
We're best friends. 
 
I saw Denise today in Geography class. 
She was sitting on the other side of the room. 
"You're trying to start a war," she said, "giving secrets away 
to the Enemy. Why can't you keep your big mouth shut?" 
 
I didn't know what to say. 
I gave her a packet of tomato seeds 
and asked her to plant them for me, told her 
when the first tomato ripened 
she'd miss me. 
 Source: http://dwightland.homestead.com/aboutpoems.html 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

How to Read a Poem: Beginner's Manual 
by Pamela Spiro Wagner  
 
First, forget everything you have learned,  
that poetry is difficult,  
that it cannot be appreciated by the likes of you,  
with your high school equivalency diploma,  
your steel-tipped boots,  
or your white-collar misunderstandings.  
 
Do not assume meanings hidden from you:  
the best poems mean what they say and say it.  
 
To read poetry requires only courage  
enough to leap from the edge  
and trust.  
 
Treat a poem like dirt,  
humus rich and heavy from the garden.  
Later it will become the fat tomatoes  
and golden squash piled high upon your kitchen table.  
 
Poetry demands surrender,  
language saying what is true,  
doing holy things to the ordinary.  
 
Read just one poem a day.  
Someday a book of poems may open in your hands  
like a daffodil offering its cup  
to the sun.  
 
When you can name five poets  
without including Bob Dylan,  
when you exceed your quota  
and don't even notice,  
close this manual. 

from We Mad Climb Shaky Ladders, published by                  
Cavankerry Press.  Reprinted with permission. All rights reserved. 

 

I, Too 
by Langston Hughes 
 

    I, too, sing America.  
 
    I am the darker brother.  
    They send me to eat in the kitchen  
    When company comes,  
    But I laugh,  
    And eat well,       
    And grow strong.  
 
    Tomorrow,  
    I’ll be at the table  
    When company comes.  
    Nobody’ll dare  
    Say to me,  
    “Eat in the kitchen,”  
    Then.  
 
    Besides,  
    They’ll see how beautiful I am  
    And be ashamed—  
 
    I, too, am America. 
 

Source: The Collected Poems of Langston 
Hughes (Vintage Books, 2004) 
 

 
 
 

 
Peace 

By Patrick Naughton  
(2009 Literary Artist Winner) 

 
I lay down on the soft winter snow 

unaware of what will happen 
nowhere else to go 

my eyes slowly shutting, 
not to open again 

the cold overtakes me 
my breathing ceases, and then… 

Fog by Carl Sandberg 
  

    The fog comes 
    on little cat feet.  
 
    It sits looking  
    over harbor and city  
    on silent haunches  
    and then moves on. 
              
    Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems-and-

poets/poems/detail/45032 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 The Mountain 
By Zachary Cadman 
 
He starts off  
Down the mountain 
Going slowly at first 
Then picking up speed  
And going faster. 
As he makes his way 
He gets the feeling  
      Of speed. 
           Of control. 
He feels special 
Like the only one there 
Like the mountain was 
Made for him 
      There for him. 
           Only him.   
The mountain is part of him 
And he, a part of it. 
He is one with the mountain. 
      One with the snow. 
  One with the cold wind. 
His face is bare. 
He has no need for goggles 
Or any other protection 
From the air whipping at him. 
The rush of cold air 
Feels natural to him 
Like he was born for it. 
Born to ski. 

(2007 Literary Artist Winner) 
 
 
As he reaches the bottom 
He slows down until 
He comes to a stop. 
He realizes that 
It has reached  
The dreaded time 
      When he must go. 
               Back home. 
The feeling of excitement 
Goes away 
As he comes back to reality. 
Warm weather  
Is approaching 
And the snow will not be there 
Next time. 
He has no choice 
But to leave the mountain 
       There.  
              Without him. 
He feels lonely 
Like a part of him is missing. 
The mountain 
Which was a part of him 
And of which he was a part  
Would be gone  
For the summer. 
But there is no need to worry. 
He will be back next winter.  

Night Time 
By Alex Titlebaum (2008 Literary Artist Winner) 
 
Daylight dims 
As night creeps up once again 
All of the daytime animals return home 
Resting for the next tiresome day. 
 
Midnight comes swiftly 
And with it new sounds. 
The owls come out of hiding 
Singing an eerie song through the cool mist. 
Frogs croaking 
In a chorus of high-pitched tunes. 
The moon shines brightly now 
Illuminating the still forest. 
 
Soon the frogs quiet, 
And the owls return home. 
The sun rises slowly on the horizon. 
Daytime animals return, 
Starting the cycle over again.  

Photo, Brownie troop, St. Louis, 1949 
By Margaret Kaufman 
 

   I'm going to put Karen Prasse right here  
   in front of you on this page  
   so that you won't mistake her for something else,  
   an example of precocity, for instance,  
   a girl who knew that the sky (blue crayon)   
   was above the earth (green crayon)  
   and did not, as you had drawn it, come right down  
   to the green on which your three bears stood.  
   You can tell from her outfit that she is a Brownie.  
   You can tell from her socks that she knows how  
   to line things up, from her mouth that she may  
   grow up mean or simply competent. Do not mistake  
   her for an art critic: when she told you    
   the first day of first grade that your drawing  
   was "wrong," you stood your ground and told her  
   to look out the window. Miss Voss told your mom  
   you were going to be a good example of something,  
   although you cannot tell from the way your socks sag,  
   nor from your posture, far from Brownie-crisp.  
   This is not about you for a change, but about   
   mis-perception, of which Karen was an early example.  
   Who knows? She may have meant to be helpful,  
   though that is not always a virtue,  
   and gets in the way of some art.   

 
Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems-and-
poets/poems/detail/52792 

This is Just To Say 
by William Carlos Williams 
 

    I have eaten 
    the plums 
    that were in 
    the icebox 
 
    and which 
    you were probably 
    saving 
   for breakfast 
 
   Forgive me 
   they were delicious 
   so sweet 
   and so cold 
 

Source: The Collected Poems: Volume I, 1909-1939 (New 
Directions Publishing Corporation, 1991 

 
 
 

 


