	Binko Lesson Plan Format
	SECD 532



Subject Area: ELA
Grade Level: 11th-12th
Unit Title: The Romantics
Lesson Title: Using Art to Understand ‘Kubla Khan’
Overview Students will sketch out a visual representation of Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s “Kubla Khan” in order to practice close reading of a difficult poem. By making the first analysis of the poem concrete, students will have a stepping stone from which to consider the more abstract and symbolic aspects of the poem. 

Connection to the Curriculum Art, History/Social Studies
Connection to Standards Common Core Standards: Integrate multiple sources of information presented in diverse formats and media (e.g., visually, quantitatively, orally) in order to make informed decisions and solve problems, evaluating the credibility and accuracy of each source and noting any discrepancies among the data.
Make strategic use of digital media (e.g., textual, graphical, audio, visual, andinteractive elements) in presentations to enhance understanding of findings,reasoning, and evidence and to add interest.
Time 50m
Materials/Equipment Required: Drawing Materials and Drawing Paper, Kubla Khan Printout
Objectives Students will practice close reading of a poem. Students will begin to identify major themes in Romantic thought. Students will produce an artwork that will help them to analyze the poem.
Suggested Procedure Opening (10m), Development (10m), Closing (10m), Student Assessment (10m), Extending the Lesson (10m)
Opening Give brief biographical background on Coleridge – situate time and place. Have a student read out loud Kubla Khan. Afterwards, ask students to journal with this prompt: “Imagine that you live in Coleridge’s era without any knowledge of modern psychology or how the brain functions. From this outlook, explain dreams. Do dreams and the unconscious state have any connection to imagination? Why or why not?”
Development As the teacher, sketch out an example landscape from Kubla Khan. Show the class.
Closing Walk around the room to check – be available for questions. Stop 10 minutes into activity and ask entire class for questions. When class is done, have the students who are comfortable share their artwork.

Student Assessment Students will work in pairs to draw the concrete landscape of the poem.

Strategies to Differentiate Instruction Students who are ELL/SPED can take the artwork home or work on it next class period if they need additional time. Students who are Gifted/Talented can make more than one drawing.

Extending the Lesson Draw a landscape from Coleridge’s a Rime of an Ancient Mariner Pt.1
Additional Resources Samuel Taylor Coleridge at Britannica.com http://www.britannica.com/EBchecked/topic/125261/Samuel-Taylor-Coleridge
Kubla Khan


By Samuel Taylor Coleridge

In Xanadu did Kublai Khan
A stately Pleasure-Dome decree,
Where Alph, the sacred river ran
Through caverns measureless to man
Down to a sunless sea.

So twice five miles of fertile ground
With walls and towers was girdled ’round,
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;
And here were forests ancient as the hills,
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.

But, oh! That deep, romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hill, athwart a cedarn cover:
A savage place! As holy and enchanted
As e’er beneath the waning moon was haunted
By woman wailing for her Demon Lover!
And from this chasm with ceaseless turmoil seething,
As if this Earth in fast, thick pants were breathing,
A mighty fountain momently was forced,
Amid whose swift, half-intermitted burst
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail;
And ‘midst these dancing rocks at once and ever,
It flung up momently the sacred river!
Five miles meandering with ever a mazy motion,
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reached the caverns measureless to man,
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean.
And ‘mid this tumult, Kublai heard from far
Ancestral voices prophesying war!

The shadow of the Dome of Pleasure
Floated midway on the waves,
Where was heard the mingled measure
From the fountain and the caves.
It was a miracle of rare device:
A sunny Pleasure-Dome with caves of ice!

A damsel with a dulcimer
In a vision once I saw:
It was an Abyssinian maid,
And on her dulcimer she played,
Singing of Mount Abora.
Could I revive within me
Her symphony and song,
To such deep delight ‘twould win me
That with music loud and long,
I would build that dome within the air!
That sunny dome, those caves of ice,
And all who heard should see them there,
And all should cry: “Beware! Beware!
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!
Weave a circle ’round him thrice,
And close your eyes in holy dread:
For he on honeydew hath fed,
And drunk the milk of Paradise!”

Samuel Taylor Coleridge Biography

(born Oct. 21, 1772, Ottery St. Mary, Devonshire, Eng.died July 25, 1834, Highgate, near London) 
English poet, critic, and philosopher. 
Coleridge studied at the University of Cambridge, where he became closely associated with Robert Southey. In his poetry he perfected a sensuous lyricism that was echoed by many later poets. Lyrical Ballads (1798; with William Wordsworth), containing the famous Rime of the Ancient Mariner and Frost at Midnight, heralded the beginning of English Romanticism. Other poems in the fantastical style of the Mariner include the unfinished Christabel and the celebrated Pleasure Dome of Kubla Khan. While in a bad marriage and addicted to opium, he produced Dejection: An Ode (1802), in which he laments the loss of his power to produce poetry. Later, partly restored by his revived Anglican faith, he wrote Biographia Literaria, 2 vol. (1817), the most significant work of general literary criticism of the Romantic period. Imaginative and complex, with a unique intellect, Coleridge led a restless life full of turmoil and unfulfilled possibilities.
Rime of the Ancient Mariner Part I

By Samuel Taylor Coleridge

It is an ancient Mariner,
And he stoppeth one of three.
`By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,
Now wherefore stopp'st thou me?

The bridegroom's doors are opened wide,
And I am next of kin;
The guests are met, the feast is set:
Mayst hear the merry din.'

He holds him with his skinny hand,
"There was a ship," quoth he.
`Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!'
Eftsoons his hand dropped he.

He holds him with his glittering eye - 
The Wedding-Guest stood still,
And listens like a three years' child:
The Mariner hath his will.

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:
He cannot choose but hear;
And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

"The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,
Merrily did we drop
Below the kirk, below the hill,
Below the lighthouse top.

The sun came up upon the left,
Out of the sea came he!
And he shone bright, and on the right
Went down into the sea.

Higher and higher every day,
Till over the mast at noon -"
The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,
For he heard the loud bassoon.

The bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she;
Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy.

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear;
And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

"And now the storm-blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong:
He struck with his o'ertaking wings,
And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow,
As who pursued with yell and blow
Still treads the shadow of his foe,
And foward bends his head,
The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
And southward aye we fled.

And now there came both mist and snow,
And it grew wondrous cold:
And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
As green as emerald.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts
Did send a dismal sheen:
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken - 
The ice was all between.

The ice was here, the ice was there,
The ice was all around:
It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
Like noises in a swound!

At length did cross an Albatross,
Thorough the fog it came;
As it had been a Christian soul,
We hailed it in God's name.

It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
And round and round it flew.
The ice did split with a thunder-fit;
The helmsman steered us through!

And a good south wind sprung up behind;
The Albatross did follow,
And every day, for food or play,
Came to the mariner's hollo!

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
It perched for vespers nine;
Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmered the white moonshine."

`God save thee, ancient Mariner,
From the fiends that plague thee thus! - 
Why look'st thou so?' -"With my crossbow
I shot the Albatross."


