
Innocence to Experience

What is innocence to experience?  Simply put, it is the transition of a character
throughout a series of events.  Typically the character, through interactions with others,
witnessing experiences, and/or self-realization becomes someone altogether new.  In
most cases, the character, through this transition, becomes enlightened, sees the world
through a new perspective, or learns a valuable lesson.  Most of the works that we will
be examining this semester will exemplify this theme.  

The theme of innocence to experience is universal.  It is found in many stories.  Think
of early fairy tales.  Which stories do you remember as a child which demonstrates a
theme of innocence to experience?  Why do you think this theme is so popular
(universal)?  

Poetic Devices  

simile: a comparison using "as" or "like" 

alliteration: the deliberate repetition of consonant sounds 

assonance: deliberate repetition of identical or similar vowel sounds 

cacophony: discordant sounds in the jarring juxtaposition of harsh letters or syllables
which are grating to the ear

diction: poet's distinctive choices in vocabulary 

echo: repetition of key word or idea for effect 

euphony:  any agreeable (pleasing and harmonious) sounds; "he fell asleep to the
music of the wind chimes"

hyperbole: exaggeration for dramatic effect 

imagery: language which conveys to the reader a sense of really experiencing the story
while relying on any of the five senses

metaphor: a comparison not using as or like when one thing is said to be another  

onomatopoeia: "sound echoing sense"; use of words resembling the sounds they mean 

oxymoron: a seeming contradiction in two words put together 

paradox: seeming contradiction that surprises by its pithiness 

personification: attribution of human motives or behaviours to



impersonal agencies 

rhyming couplet: a pair of lines which end-rhyme expressing one clear thought  

rhyme: repetition of same sounds 

rhythm: internal 'feel' of beat and metre perceived when poetry is read aloud 

tone/mood: feelings or meanings conveyed in the poem 

theme: a general message or opinion projected by the author through the poem

symbol:   when a substantial meaning is given to an otherwise unsubstantial object

First Lesson 
By Phyllis McGinley

The thing to remember about fathers is, they're men.
A girl has to keep it in mind.
They are dragon-seekers, bent on improbable rescues.
Scratch any father, you find
Someone chock-full of qualms and romantic terrors,
Believing change is a threat--
Like your first shoes with heels on, like your first bicycle
It took such months to get.
Walk in strange woods, they warn you about the snakes there.
Climb, and they fear you'll fall.
Books, angular boys, or swimming in deep water--
Fathers mistrust them all.
Men are the worriers. It is difficult for them
To learn what they must learn:
How you have a journey to take and very likely,
For a while, will not return.

What do I remember of the evacuation?

Joy Kogawa 

I remember my father telling Tim and me
About the mountains and the train
And the excitement of going on a trip.
What do I remember of the evacuation?
I remember my mother wrapping
A blanket around me and my
Pretending to be asleep so she would be happy
Though I was so excited I couldn’t sleep

(I hear that there were people herded



Into the Hastings Park like cattle.
Families were made to move in two hours
Abandoning everything, leaving pets
And possessions at gunpoint.
I hear families were broken up
Men were forced to work. I heard
It whispered late at night
That there was suffering) and
I missed my dolls.

What do I remember of the evacuation?
I remember Miss Foster and Miss Tucker
Who still live in Vancouver
And who did what they could
And loved the children and who gave me
A puzzle to play with on the train.
And I remember the mountains and I was
Six years old and I swear I saw a giant
Gulliver of Gulliver’s Travels scanning the horizon

And when I told my mother she believed it too
And I remember how careful my parents were
Not to bruise us with bitterness
And I remember the puzzle of Lorraine Life
Who said “Don’t insult me” when I
Proudly wrote my name in Japanese
And Tim flew the Union Jack
When the war was over but Lorraine
And her friends spat on us anyway
And I prayed to God who loves
All the children in his sight
That I might be white.

Mother to Son 
Langston Hughes

 Well, son, I'll tell you:
Life for me ain't been no crystal stair.
It's had tacks in it,
And splinters,
And boards torn up,
And places with no carpet on the floor—
Bare.
But all the time 
I'se been a-climbin' on,



And reachin' landin's,
And turnin' corners,
And sometimes goin' in the dark
Where there ain't been no light.
So, boy, don't you turn back.
Don't you set down on the steps.
'Cause you finds it's kinder hard.
Don't you fall now—
For I'se still goin', honey,
I'se still climbin',
And life for me ain't been no crystal stair. 

First Frost
Andrei Voznesensky 

A girl is freezing in a telephone box 
huddled in her flimsy coat, 
her face stained by tears 
and smeared with lipstick. 

She breathes on her thin little fingers, 
Fingers like ice, glass beads in her ears. 
She has to beat her way back alone 
down the icy street. 

First frost. A beginning of losses. 
The first frost of telephone phrases. 

It is the start of winter glittering on her cheek, 
the first frost of having been hurt.

Young
By Anne Sexton

A thousand doors ago
when I was a lonely kid
in a big house with four
garages and it was summer
as long as I could remember,
I lay on the lawn at night,
clover wrinkling over me,
the wise stars bedding over me,
my mother's window a funnel
of yellow heat running out,
my father's window, half shut,



an eye where sleepers pass,
and the boards of the house
were smooth and white as wax
and probably a million leaves
sailed on their strange stalks
as the crickets ticked together
and I, in my brand new body,
which was not a woman's yet,
told the stars my questions
and thought God could really see
the heat and the painted light,
elbows, knees, dreams, goodnight.

This is a photograph of me
Margaret Atwood

It was taken some time ago
At first it seems to be
a smeared
print: blurred lines and grey flecks
blended with the paper;

then, as you scan
it, you can see something in the left-hand corner
a thing that is like a branch: part of a tree
(balsam or spruce) emerging
and, to the right, halfway up
what ought to be a gentle
slope, a small frame house.

In the background there is a lake,
and beyond that, some low hills.

(The photograph was taken
the day after I drowned.

I am in the lake, in the center
of the picture, just under the surface.

It is difficult to say where
precisely, or to say
how large or how small I am:
the effect of water
on light is a distortion.

but if you look long enough



eventually
you will see me.)

The Call by Jessie Pope

Who's for the trench—
Are you, my laddie?
Who'll follow French—
Will you, my laddie?
Who's fretting to begin,
Who's going out to win?
And who wants to save his skin—
Do you, my laddie?

Who's for the khaki suit—
Are you, my laddie?
Who longs to charge and shoot—
Do you, my laddie?
Who's keen on getting fit,
Who means to show his grit,
And who'd rather wait a bit—
Would you, my laddie?

Who'll earn the Empire's thanks—
Will you, my laddie?
Who'll swell the victor's ranks—
Will you, my laddie?
When that procession comes,
Banners and rolling drums—
Who'll stand and bite his thumbs—
Will you, my laddie?

Dulce Et Decorum Est 
byWilfred Owen

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of disappointed shells that dropped behind.



GAS! Gas! Quick, boys!-- An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And floundering like a man in fire or lime.--
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,--
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est
Pro patria mori.
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