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What SPARSAR Does… 

• A system to analyze a poem, a collection of 
poems 
• Compare two/a list of poems of the same 

poet/of different poets 
• A complete system that works at different 

levels 
• At the end of the computation it produces a 

parameterized version of a poem to be read 
by a TTS system with expressivity 

















A poem by Sylvia Plath 

[[pbas 38.0000; rate 140; volm +0.5]]edge . [[slnc 400;rset 0]] 
 [[pbas 50.0000; rate 140; volm +0.3]]the woman is [[rate 130; volm 
+0.5]]perfected[[slnc 50;rset 0]] her dead[[slnc 200]] [[rset 0]] 
body wears the smile of [[pbas 44.0000; rate 130; volm 
+0.3]]accomplishment[[slnc 300;rset 0]] , the illusion of a greek [[pbas 44.0000; 
rate 130; volm +0.3]]necessity[[slnc 400;rset 0]] 
 flows in the scrolls of [[rate 130; volm +0.5]]her toga , [[rate 130; volm +0.5]]her 
bare 
 feet seem to be [[pbas 44.0000; rate 130; volm +0.3]]saying[[slnc 300;rset 0]] : 
we have come so far , it is [[pbas 44.0000; rate 130; volm +0.3]]over[[slnc 
300;rset 0]] .  
each dead child coiled , a white [[pbas 44.0000; rate 130; volm 
+0.3]]serpent[[slnc 300;rset 0]] , one at each [[rate 130; volm +0.5]]little[[slnc 
50;rset 0]] 
 pitcher of milk , now [[rate 130; volm +0.5]]empty[[slnc 50;rset 0]] she has 
[[rate 130; volm +0.5]]folded[[slnc 50;rset 0]] 
 them back into her body [[slnc 100]]as [[pbas 44.0000; rate 130; volm 
+0.3]]petals[[slnc 50;rset 0]] of a rose close when [[rate 130; volm +0.5]]the 
garden 
 stiffens [[slnc 100]]and [[rate 130; volm +0.5]]odors bleed from the sweet , deep 
throats of the night [[pbas 44.0000; rate 130; volm +0.3]]flower[[slnc 300;rset 
0]] .  
the moon has [[rate 110; volm +0.3]]nothing[[slnc 100;rset 0]] to be [[rate 130; 
volm +0.5]]sad about , staring from her hood of [[pbas 44.0000; rate 130; volm 
+0.3]]bone[[slnc 300;rset 0]] .  
[[pbas 50.0000; rate 170; volm +0.3]]she is used to this sort of [[pbas 44.0000; 
rate 130; volm +0.3]]thing[[slnc 300;rset 0]] .  
her blacks crackle [[slnc 100]]and [[pbas 36.0000; rate 110; volm 
+0.5]]drag[[slnc 300;rset 0]] .  

edge. 

the woman is perfected 
her dead 

body wears the smile of accomplishment, 
the illusion of a greek necessity 

flows in the scrolls of her toga, 
her bare 

feet seem to be saying: 
we have come so far, it is over. 

each dead child coiled, a white serpent, 
one at each little 

pitcher of milk, now empty 
she has folded 

them back into her body as petals 
of a rose close when the garden 

stiffens and odors bleed 
from the sweet, deep throats of the night 
flower. 

the moon has nothing to be sad about, 
staring from her hood of bone. 

she is used to this sort of thing. 
her blacks crackle and drag. 




