English Assignment


Short Analysis Essay: Compare and Contrast
Task 

Write an essay of 700-800 words comparing and contrasting the two poems printed below these instructions. 

 --Answer these points in essay.
· Write a focused essay that analyzes the two poems’ theme(s) and style. 
· What are the poems about? 
· Which specific emotions or ideas are the poets trying to elicit in the reader? 
· Making specific reference to the poets’ word choices -- and such elements as mood, symbolism, structure, and speaker -- identify similarities and differences in the subject and method of expression of the two poems.

You are not expected to do any research on internet for this paper; however, if you borrow any idea(s) and/or language from poem, you must cite.

· Put one direct quotation in each paragraph and cite it.

Format 

Use MLA style as noted in the 8th edition of the MLA Handbook. Choose a 12-point Arial font and double-space your writing. 
 Use:   Purdue Owl MLA site for guidance.

Evaluation
[bookmark: _gjdgxs]This essay is worth 40% of your final grade and will be graded as follows:
Content/Ideas:		/10
Structure:			/10
Clarity of Expression:	/10
Evidence and Citations:	/10





“My Prime of Youth Is but a Frost of Cares,” by Chidiock Tichborne (c. 1558-1586)
My prime of youth is but a frost of cares,
My feast of joy is but a dish of pain,
My crop of corn is but a field of tares,
And all my good is but vain hope of gain.
The day is gone and yet I saw no sun,
And now I live, and now my life is done.

The spring is past, and yet it hath not sprung,
The fruit is dead, and yet the leaves are green,
My youth is gone, and yet I am but young,
I saw the world, and yet I was not seen,
My thread is cut, and yet it was not spun,
And now I live, and now my life is done.

I sought my death and found it in my womb,
I lookt for life and saw it was a shade,
I trode the earth and knew it was my tomb,
And now I die, and now I am but made.
The glass is full, and now the glass is run,
And now I live, and now my life is done.

“Sonnet 71,” by William Shakespeare (1564-1616)
No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Then you shall hear the surly sullen bell
Give warning to the world that I am fled
From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell:
Nay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that writ it; for I love you so
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O, if, I say, you look upon this verse
When I perhaps compounded am with clay,
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse.
But let your love even with my life decay,
Lest the wise world should look into your moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.
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