AP Lit:  Poetics

The Modes of Discourse

Examples

“On May 5, 1920, two professed anarchists named Nicola Sacco and Bartolomeo Vanzetti were arrested on charges that they had killed two men in a payroll robbery at South Braintree, Massachusetts.  Both men were immigrants, neither could speak English very well and both had avoided the World War I draft on ideological grounds.  To some aroused Americans, the evidence against Sacco and Vanzetti seemed inconclusive, and many were convinced that the two men were the victims of raw prejudice because they were foreigners, radicals and draft-dodgers.  Nevertheless, after seven years of litigation and uproar, the men were executed.”

This Fabulous Century, Vol 3 (New York:  Time/Life Books, 1969), 26.

Justice Denied In Massachusetts

Edna St. Vincent Millay

Let us abandon then our gardens and go home

And sit in the sitting-room

Shall the larkspur blossom or the corn grow under this cloud?

Sour to the fruitful seed

Is the cold earth under this cloud,

Fostering quack and weed, we have marched upon but cannot

conquer;

We have bent the blades of our hoes against the stalks of them.

Let us go home, and sit in the sitting room.

Not in our day

Shall the cloud go over and the sun rise as before,

Beneficent upon us

Out of the glittering bay,

And the warm winds be blown inward from the sea

Moving the blades of corn

With a peaceful sound.

Forlorn, forlorn,

Stands the blue hay-rack by the empty mow.

And the petals drop to the ground,

Leaving the tree unfruited.

The sun that warmed our stooping backs and withered the weed

uprooted—

We shall not feel it again.

We shall die in darkness, and be buried in the rain.

What from the splendid dead

We have inherited —

Furrows sweet to the grain, and the weed subdued —

See now the slug and the mildew plunder.

Evil does overwhelm

The larkspur and the corn;

We have seen them go under.

Let us sit here, sit still,

Here in the sitting-room until we die;

At the step of Death on the walk, rise and go;

Leaving to our children's children the beautiful doorway,

And this elm,

And a blighted earth to till

With a broken hoe.

Last Speech to the Court

Bartolomeo Vanzetti

I have talk a great deal for myself

But I even forgot to name Sacco.

Sacco too is a worker, 

From his boyhood a skilled worker, lover of work,

With a good job and pay,

A bank account, a good and lovely wife,

Two beautiful children and a neat little home

At the verge of a wood, near a brook.

Sacco is a heart, a faith, a character, a man;

A man, lover of nature, and mankind;

A man who gave all, who sacrifice all

To the cause of liberty and to his love for mankind:

Money, rest, mundane ambition, 

His own wife, his children, himself

And his own life.

Sacco has never dreamt to steal, never to assassinate.

He and I have never brought a morsel

Of bread to our mouths, form our childhood to today

Which had not been gained by the sweat of our brows.

Never…

Oh, yes, I may be more witful, as some have put it;

I am better babbler than he is, but many, many times

In hearing his heartful voice ringing in faith sublime, 

In considering his supreme sacrifice, remembering his heroism,

I felt small at eh presence of his greatness 

And found myself compelled to fight back

From the tears, 

And quench my heart 

Trobling to my throat to not weep before him:

This man called thief and assassin and doomed.

But Sacco’s name will live in the heart’s of people

And in their gratitude when Katzmann’s bones 

And yours will be dispersed by time;

When your name, his name, your laws, institutions,

And your false god are but a dim rememoring

Of a cursed past win which man was wolf 

To the man…

If it had not been for these thing

I might have live out my life

Talking at street corners to scorning men.

I might have die, unmarked, unknown, a failure.

Now we are not a failure.

This is our career and triumph.  Never

In our cold life could we hope to do such work

For tolerance, for justice, for man’s understanding

Of man, as now we do by accident.

Our words, our lives, our pains – nothing!

The taking of our lives – lives of a good shoemaker and a poor 

Fishpeddlar – 

All!  That last moment belongs to us – 

That agony is our triumph.
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