Using TPCASTT for Analysis of Poetry

	T
	Title
	What do the words of the title suggest to you?  What denotations are presented in the title?  What connotations or associations do the words posses?



	P
	Paraphrase
	Translate the poem in your own words.  What is the poem about?



	C
	Connotation
	What meaning does the poem have beyond the literal meaning?  Fill in the chart below.

	
	
	Form
	Diction
	Imagery

	
	
	Point of View
	Details
	Allusions

	
	
	Symbolism
	Figurative Language
	Other Devices

(antithesis, apostrophe, sound devices, irony, oxymoron, paradox, pun, sarcasm, understatement)

	A
	Attitude
	What is the speaker’s attitude?  How does the speaker feel about himself, about others, and about the subject?  What is the author’s  attitude?  How does the author feel about the speaker, about other characters, about the subject, and the reader?



	S
	Shifts
	Where do the shifts in tone, setting, voice, etc. occur?  Look for time and place, keywords, punctuation, stanza divisions, changes in length or rhyme, and sentence structure.  What is the purpose of each shift?  How do they contribute to effect and meaning?



	T
	Title
	Reanalyze the title on an interpretive level.  What part does the title play in the overall interpretation of the poem?



	T
	Theme
	List the subjects and the abstract ideas in the poem.  Then determine the overall theme.  The theme must be written in a complete sentence.




The Writer �
�
�
by � HYPERLINK "http://www.poets.org/poet.php/prmPID/202" �Richard Wilbur� �
�
�
�
In her room at the prow of the house


Where light breaks, and the windows are tossed with linden,


My daughter is writing a story.


�I pause in the stairwell, hearing


From her shut door a commotion of typewriter-keys


Like a chain hauled over a gunwale.


�Young as she is, the stuff


Of her life is a great cargo, and some of it heavy:


I wish her a lucky passage.


�But now it is she who pauses,


As if to reject my thought and its easy figure.


A stillness greatens, in which


�The whole house seems to be thinking,


And then she is at it again with a bunched clamor


Of strokes, and again is silent.


�I remember the dazed starling


Which was trapped in that very room, two years ago;


How we stole in, lifted a sash


�And retreated, not to affright it;


And how for a helpless hour, through the crack of the door,


We watched the sleek, wild, dark


�And iridescent creature


Batter against the brilliance, drop like a glove


To the hard floor, or the desk-top,


�And wait then, humped and bloody,


For the wits to try it again; and how our spirits


Rose when, suddenly sure,


�It lifted off from a chair-back, 


Beating a smooth course for the right window


And clearing the sill of the world.


�It is always a matter, my darling,


Of life or death, as I had forgotten.  I wish


What I wished you before, but harder.�
�
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