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DAY	  TWO	  and	  DAY	  THREE:	  Discussion	  and	  Group	  Analysis	  of	  Four	  Different	  
Poems	  
	   Students	  may	  break	  into	  group	  of	  three	  or	  four	  to	  examine	  one	  of	  the	  following	  
poems.	  	  As	  in	  DAY	  ONE,	  they	  will	  make	  a	  list	  of	  scientific	  things	  they	  learned	  from	  the	  
poem,	  and	  a	  list	  of	  “poetic”	  factors	  in	  the	  poem.	  	  The	  goal	  is	  not	  to	  be	  overly	  technical,	  
but	  to	  see	  that	  science	  and	  poetry	  are	  not	  separate	  –	  	  that	  one	  can	  enhance	  the	  other.	  	  	  	  
Each	  student	  should	  have	  a	  copy	  of	  all	  four	  poems	  to	  aid	  the	  discussion	  at	  the	  end	  of	  the	  
period.	  
	   Any	  given	  poem	  may	  be	  given	  to	  more	  than	  one	  group.	  
	  

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––	  
	  
The	  Whale	  by	  Hilaire	  Belloc	  
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/176030	  

	  
The	  Whale	  that	  wanders	  round	  the	  Pole	  	  	  	  
	  	  	  Is	  not	  a	  table	  fish.	  	  
You	  cannot	  bake	  or	  boil	  him	  whole,	  	  	  	  
	  	  	  Nor	  serve	  him	  in	  a	  dish;	  	  
	  

But	  you	  may	  cut	  his	  blubber	  up	  	  
	  	  	  And	  melt	  it	  down	  for	  oil,	  	  
And	  so	  replace	  the	  colza	  bean	  	  
	  	  	  (A	  product	  of	  the	  soil).	  	  
	  

These	  facts	  should	  all	  be	  noted	  down	  	  	  	  
	  	  	  And	  ruminated	  on,	  	  
By	  every	  boy	  in	  Oxford	  town	  	  
	  	  	  Who	  wants	  to	  be	  a	  Don.	  
	  
	  
**	  Colza	  beans	  are	  squeezed	  for	  their	  oil	  used	  in	  lamps	  
	  
Hilaire	  Belloc	  (1870–1953)	  was	  French	  first,	  and	  then	  British.	  	  He	  was	  a	  writer,	  orator,	  
and	  poet.	  	  Some	  of	  his	  books	  are	  Verses	  and	  Sonnets	  (1896),	  The	  Bad	  Child's	  Book	  of	  
Beasts,	  some	  travel	  books,	  and	  more.	  
	  
	  
The	  Bear	  by	  Susan	  Mitchell	  
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/48200/the-‐bear-‐56d2293d9a364	  	  
 
Tonight the bear 
comes to the orchard and, balancing 
on her hind legs, dances under the apple trees, 
hanging onto their boughs, 
dragging their branches down to earth. 
Look again. It is not the bear 
but some afterimage of her 
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like the car I once saw in the driveway 
after the last guest had gone. 
Snow pulls the apple boughs to the ground. 
Whatever moves in the orchard— 
heavy, lumbering—is clear as wind. 
 
The bear is long gone. 
Drunk on apples, 
she banged over the trash cans that fall night, 
then skidded downstream. By now 
she must be logged in for the winter. 
Unless she is choosy. 
I imagine her as very choosy, 
sniffing at the huge logs, pawing them, trying 
each one on for size, 
but always coming out again. 
 
Until tonight. 
Tonight sap freezes under her skin. 
Her breath leaves white apples in the air. 
As she walks she dozes, 
listening to the sound of axes chopping wood. 
Somewhere she can never catch up to 
trees are falling. Chips pile up like snow 
When she does find it finally, 
the log draws her in as easily as a forest, 
and for a while she continues to see, 
just ahead of her, the moon 
trapped like a salmon in the ice. 
 
Mitchell	  (b.	  1944	  )	  lives	  in	  Boca	  Raton	  and	  teaches	  at	  Florida	  Atlantic	  University.	  She	  is	  
author	  of	  three	  collections	  of	  poetry,	  The	  Water	  Inside	  the	  Water	  (1983);	  Rapture	  
(1992),	  and	  Erotikon	  (2000). 
	  
	  
	  
Night	  Dive	  By	  Peggy	  Shumaker	  
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/241396	  	  
	  
Plankton rise toward the full moon  
spread thin on Wakaya’s surface.  
Manta rays’ great curls of jaw  
scoop backward somersaults of ocean  
in through painted caves of their mouths, out  
through sliced gills. Red sea fans 
pulse. The leopard shark  
lounges on a smooth ramp of sand,  
skin jeweled with small hangers-on.  
Pyramid fish point the way to the surface. 
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Ninety feet down, blue ribbon eels cough,  
their mouths neon cautions.  
Ghost pipefish curl in the divemaster’s palm.  
Soft corals unfurl rainbow polyps, thousands  
of mouths held open to night. 
Currents’ communion—giant clams  
slam shut wavy jaws, send  
shivers of water. Christmas tree worms  
snap back, flat spirals tight, 
living petroglyphs against the night. 

 
Peggy	  Shumaker	  is	  a	  retired	  professor	  from	  the	  University	  of	  Alaska	  Fairbanks,	  but	  she	  
is	  still	  teaching	  in	  workshops	  and	  conferences.	  She	  has	  won	  many	  honors.	  
	  
	  
	  
Lady Edison by Lavinia Kumar 
  
Of all the Knights from York, Maine, 
the cleverest was young Margaret E.. 
At twelve she saw a dangerous blow, 
was determined to stop the shuttle flow, 
went home and made a safety device – 
just the beginning for our white knight. 
 
No other Knights in all the land 
could do the things that she could do. 
She looked at new flat-bottomed bags, 
thought gluing them was way too slow,  
so set about to make a machine 
to speed the work, focused on ease. 
 
When Margaret applied for her own patent, 
She found it stolen by Charles Anan. 
She sued this man with proper energy, 
and won her case, as it should be. 
Queen Victoria gave her a medal, 
Miss K. happy to receive the credit. 
 
She went on to make even more machines,  
like sewing, soling, even a skirt shield. 
She worked near twenty-four hours a day, 
planned to always continue that way. 
And our Knight surely gave her best, 
until the very day she was laid to rest. 

 
Margaret E. Knight (1838 –1914) was a prolific inventor 
 The poem takes its format from A.A. Milne’s The Knight Whose Armour Didn't Squeak 
 



	   4	  

Lavinia Kumar spent years teaching sciences and technology-based data assessment.  She 
became a poet after she retired, and has written several books. 
	  
	  
	  
POSSIBLE	  DISCUSSION	  POINTS	  FOR	  THE	  POEMS	  
What	  appeals	  to	  you	  about	  this	  poem?	  	  Are	  there	  particular	  lines	  that	  you	  like?	  
Let’s	  look	  at	  the	  science	  in	  the	  poem:	  

• what	  “facts”	  of	  science	  are	  in	  your	  poem?	  
• did	  you	  find	  out	  some	  science	  you	  didn’t	  know	  already.	  	  What?	  
• what	  “facts”	  of	  any	  other	  subject	  are	  in	  this	  poem	  (if	  any)?	  

Let’s	  look	  at	  the	  poetry:	  
Is	  there	  rhyming	  in	  the	  poem?	  	  (Within	  the	  lines,	  at	  the	  end?]	  
If	  your	  poem	  didn’t	  rhyme,	  did	  you	  notice	  words	  that	  had	  similar	  beginnings?	  	  List	  some	  
Were	  there	  words	  with	  similar	  sounds?	  	  List	  them.	  
Was	  there	  a	  surprise	  after	  a	  line	  break?	  Give	  an	  example.	  
Why	  do	  you	  think	  a	  new	  stanza	  started?	  	  A	  new	  topic?	  	  An	  emphasis?	  	  To	  slow	  the	  
reader	  down?	  
 
 


