
ON TURNIN TEN BY BILLY COLLINS

on turning ten. by billy collins introduced by the previous poem, conveying the feelings and emotions associated with
coming upon a turning point in one's life.

Back then it never fell so solemnly against the side of my tree house, and my bicycle never leaned against the
garage as it does today, all the dark blue speed drained out of it. The fifth and final stanza is also bleak and
melancholy. The sickness is worse than any other childhood ailment: worse than a stomachache, headaches, or
even the chicken pox. The speaker realizes that his days as an innocent child are over: all that lies ahead is
sadness. These observations reflect a feeling of disillusionment experienced by the speaker as he reaches
double digits and nostalgia for simpler times. It is a critical element that has been founded on the main models
as indicated through the different forms of research thereby inculcating the main themes indicated accordingly.
For a special treat and to get a better glimpse of Billy Collins, watch his TedTalk, seen here:. The speaker has
fallen, has skinned his knees, and he is bleeding. But now when I fall upon the sidewalks of life, I skin my
knees. Second Stanza In the second stanza, the speaker talks directly to someone else in the poem, and it
seems as though it is an adult or authority figure who has already crossed this threshold. Any subject. The use
of phrases that are being drawn to paint the bad picture that the narrator faces which have been mainly
exaggerated are critical in indicating the condition that the narrator faces. I could make myself invisible by
drinking a glass of milk a certain way. The speaker, a child who is turning ten in the near future, discusses his
feelings on going from being in the single digits to double. But I can lie on my bed and remember every digit.
It is time to say good-bye to my imaginary friends, time to turn the first big number. Sidewalks are hard and
dull, and they will cut someone if they fall. An adult to whom the speaker is close, presumably his parent, tells
the speaker that he is too young to be so retrospective, that he should enjoy his childhood still. It seems only
yesterday I used to believe there was nothing under my skin but light. The age ten is only significant since it
represents the age when the narrator stops being referred to a single digit in his age towards gaining double
figures. The narrator uses the metaphorical phrases to paint a picture of the bad condition that he has faced
while moving to a new age. If you cut me I could shine. At four I was an Arabian wizard. But now when I fall
upon the sidewalks of life, I skin my knees. However, the speaker confesses that this is impossible: he now
sees the world differently than he once did in his younger years. At four I was an Arabian wizard. He feels as
if he has a sickness of his soul when thinking about turning ten, and he realizes the pain and heartache that
surely awaits him now that he is mature. Although excited for the opportunities that lie ahead, the daunting
duties which now also lie before me cause me some reservations and allow me to identify with this poem's
narrator. The sidewalks of life have been used as a metaphor to mean problems in life with bleeding being the
consequences. But I can lie on my bed and remember every digit. It seems only yesterday I used to believe
there was nothing under my skin but light. The speaker remembers not how he pretended to be a wizard or
soldier or prince, but how he actually was those things at the ages of four and seven, and nine. The
melancholic mood of the whole poem is indicative of this fact as the social paradigm and model that the
narrator's faces have been compounded by the changes indicated perfectly. Get your price writers online On
Turning Ten is a mournful poem by Billy Collins that shows the problems one faces when they become older
in life. But now I am mostly at the window watching the late afternoon light. Imagery has been extensively
used in the poem as the narrator uses different images to indicate the main attributes and changes that the
narrator faces. The whole idea of it makes me feel like I'm coming down with something, something worse
than any stomach ache or the headaches I get from reading in bad light-- a kind of measles of the spirit, a
mumps of the psyche, a disfiguring chicken pox of the soul. I could make myself invisible by drinking a glass
of milk a certain way.


