Directions:  In your groups, please complete the TP-CASTT analysis of each poem.  Do this on this sheet of paper.  It will be helpful if you mark up the poem and identify any feature that you think are important.  You may paraphrase the poem in the space next to it.  Make sure you identify a theme present in both.  It is very important that you discuss this with your group!! Everyone should have his or her own copy for next class.  We will be doing something with this, so make sure you bring it! Also, discuss with your group any repeated ideas that you observe within Whitman’s poetry thus far. 

	I Hear America Singing 
	  

	by Walt Whitman 

	

	I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong,

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work,

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deckhand

     singing on the steamboat deck,

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as he stands,

The wood-cutter's song, the ploughboy's on his way in the morning, or

     at noon intermission or at sundown,

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, or of

     the girl sewing or washing,

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,

The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young fellows,

     robust, friendly,

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.
	

	By the Bivouac’s Fitful Flame
By Walt Whitman



By the bivouac's fitful flame,
A procession winding around me, solemn and sweet and slow--but
    first I note,
The tents of the sleeping army, the fields' and woods' dim outline,
The darkness lit by spots of kindled fire, the silence,
Like a phantom far or near an occasional figure moving,
The shrubs and trees, (as I lift my eyes they seem to be stealthily
    watching me,)
While wind in procession thoughts, O tender and wondrous thoughts,
Of life and death, of home and the past and loved, and of those that
    are far away;
A solemn and slow procession there as I sit on the ground,
By the bivouac's fitful flame.

*biovac. Night guard to prevent surprise attacks

