Rhythm and Meter

Rhythm: the pattern of stressed and unstressed syllables in a line

Steps: 
1.  Find how many syllables are in a word or phrase (clap) 



Words with two or more syllables must have at least one stressed syllable



Words with only one syllable can have either a stressed or an unstressed syllable


2.  Figure out which parts have the accent (you scream it to an old woman)

Scansion: showing the pattern of stressed and unstressed syllables with marks to find the pattern




Unstressed (softer) : u




Stressed (louder):     /


Example:

            u  /  u   /     u   u


Alexa Garvoille    (aLEXa GARvoi-lle)


u    /    u       /        u      /        u     / 


Amazing grace, how sweet the sound    (aMAzing GRAce how SWEET the SOUND)

Foot: a set of stressed and unstressed syllables. Kinds of feet:


iamb  





anapest

u /





u u /


da – DUM




da –da – DUM


troche





dactyl

/  u





/ u u





DUM – da




DUM – da - da

Meter: how many feet are in a line


1-monometer



5-pentameter


2-dimeter



6-hexameter


3-trimeter



7-heptameter


4-tetrameter



8-octameter

Iambic Pentameter
	u
	/
	u
	/
	u
	/
	u
	/
	u
	/

	She
	USED
	to
	LET
	her
	GOLD
	en
	HAIR
	fly
	FREE


Blank Verse: unrhymed iambic pentameter

Free Verse: poetry with no meter whatsoever

Sonnets

Laura

She used to let her golden hair fly free

For the wind to toy and tangle and molest.

Her eyes were brighter than the radiant west.

(Seldom they shine so now.)  I used to see

Pity look out of those deep eyes on me

(It was false pity, you would now protest.)

I had love’s tinder heaped within my breast;

What wonder that the flame burned furiously?

She did not walk in any mortal way, 

but with angelic progress; when she spoke,

Unearthly voices sang in unison.

She seemed divine among the dreary folk

Of earth.  You say she is not so today?

Well, though the bow’s unbent, the wound bleeds on.

Francesco Petrarch (14th Century)

	Sonnet 130

	

	My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;

	Coral is far more red than her lips' red;

	If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

	If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

	I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,

	But no such roses see I in her cheeks;

	And in some perfumes is there more delight

	Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

	I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

	That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

	I grant I never saw a goddess go;

	My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:

	And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

	As any she belied with false compare.

	William Shakespeare  (17th Century)


