
Diction/Tone, Imagery, and Symbol Poetry 

 
My Papa's Waltz by Theodore Roethke 
 
The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 

We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother's countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 

The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 

You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 
Still clinging to your shirt. 

War is Kind by Stephen Crane 1899 
 
Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.  
Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky  
And the affrighted steed ran on alone,  
Do not weep.  
War is kind.  

Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment,  
Little souls who thirst for fight,  
These men were born to drill and die.  
The unexplained glory flies above them,  
Great is the battle-god, great, and his kingdom --  
A field where a thousand corpses lie.  

Do not weep, babe, for war is kind.  
Because your father tumbled in the yellow trenches,  
Raged at his breast, gulped and died,  
Do not weep.  
War is kind.  

Swift blazing flag of the regiment,  
Eagle with crest of red and gold,  
These men were born to drill and die.  
Point for them the virtue of slaughter,  
Make plain to them the excellence of killing  
And a field where a thousand corpses lie.  

Mother whose heart hung humble as a button  
On the bright splendid shroud of your son,  
Do not weep.  
War is kind.  

 "The Lake Isle of Innisfree" by William Butler Yeats 

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made: 
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee; 
And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 
 
And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes 
dropping slow, 
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the 
cricket sings; 
There midnight's all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow, 
And evening full of the linnet's wings. 
 
I will arise and go now, for always night and day 
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey, 
I hear it in the deep heart's core. 
 

 

"Up-Hill" by Christina Rossetti 1862 

Does the road wind up-hill all the way? 

        Yes, to the very end. 

Will the day's journey take the whole long day? 

        From morn to night, my friend.  

But is there for the night a resting-place? 
        A roof for when the slow dark hours begin. 
May not the darkness hide it from my face? 
        You cannot miss that inn.  

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night? 
        Those who have gone before. 
Then must I knock, or call when 'ust in sight? 
        They will not keep you standing at that door.  

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak? 
        Of labor you shall find the sum. 
Will there be beds for me and all who seek? 
        Yea, beds for all who come. 

 

 


