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Session 1) 

Lost Loon Lake

Diamond skins,
beneath the dock, 
flit for flecks of shadow. 
Between the weeds
and sucking muck
that stirs within the shallow. 

Living sticks,
on spindly legs,
skate about with ease.
In eddy swirls
and ripple furls -
riding an autumn breeze.

Haunting loons
with speckled coats,
that ring around the collar, 
kick their feet
and pump their wings
to sprint across the water

And here I am,
by stony bank;
by cottonwood and pines.
Casting out
my metal hook
fashioned to dacron line.










Session 3) 
For this I did research into the mining industry. I wanted to use correct terms, such as cage instead of lift. I also visited the big pit mine in order to see a coal mine in person. 

SpringHill

The old metal cage,
all peppered with rust,
bore etchings of men
who toiled in coal dust.

Carved by loose coins,
by chisels and knives,
read names of lovers,
of miners, and wives.

Four thousand feet
it carried them down,
to thick carbon shelves
that fed their small town.

My father was one
who tempted his fate -
down in the darkness’
cruel, crushing weight.

By soft glowing lamps,
with pickaxe and shovel,
He’d lug the rock up
from deep, snaking tunnels.

And when the long caverns
around him would quake,
he told us he prayed
the pillars not break.

But prayers aren’t enough
if you work in the black.
When the roof fell,
he never came back.

Session 4)
This began as a piece longer than eight stanzas. Over time I whittled it down to these two. 

The Guest

Winds,
westward blown,
rise from stirring seas.
Filling sails;
dragging trails
of clouds across the moon.

Listen.
Here it comes.
Sighs, chimes, trumpets.
Climbing hills.
Turning mills.
Grinding brittle grain.





















Session 5)
I planned out this piece on a spider graph. It was the first which I had done this with. I wanted it to be pointed and simple, keeping it concrete without leaving room for question. 

Our First

Scars covered her:
thick and jagged.
They mauled her budding breasts,
and ripped down
her narrow neck,
to the pink flesh of her thighs. 

I kissed her
cardinal lips,
and felt her warm, soft tongue.
She tasted like honeysuckles,
turned sweet
by summer rains.  






















Session 6)

Familiar face

Thumbing through
the sunday paper,
over a bowl
of porridge,
she came across
a familiar face
she hadn't seen
for years. 

His hair was grey;
his nose a knob;
with ear lobes
like cut ham.
And shoulders broad,
despite old age,
that surely still
had strength.

His name was printed
in black ink,
that smudged across
her hands,
followed by
his date of death,
and writing from
his sons.

She spoke his name
aloud within
the empty 
morning kitchen.
Savoring
its bitter taste
that sizzled
on her tongue.


Session 7)
I enjoyed viewing Captain Cook’s journal. Before this class I had only read the poetry of Tolkien. I wanted to do a short verse of journey that has a mythological or fantastical feeling.  

Gilead

Soldiers marched 
against the dark,
beneath the falling sun.
Marching towards 
the shadowed claim
of poor old Gilead. 
To liberate what loyal blood
remained yet to be spilled
by the sword of tyranny,
that broke the honored throne.

























Session 10) 

One Year 

Winter

Icicles shimmer -
Clinging to outstretched branches,
Stripped to wooden bones

Spring

Tiny sprouting buds
Grow in colorful clusters
Waking from their sleep

Summer

Dark refreshing shade
Sprawls out beneath lively leaves
Soaking up the sun

Fall

Thinning canopies
Fading to orange and rust
Are growing tired. 














Session 11)
My article was a piece on firefighters. I began to think more about other types of fighters after drawing a map of a firefighters route. 

Prize fighter

Our canvas’ 
are flesh and blood.
Our tools: 
fists and bones.
We paint together
stroke for stroke,
in blue and darkened tones.
We rise and fall, 
we roll and slip,
for faceless, foaming crowds;
safe beyond the gallery;
outside the ticking rounds. 
 
But we are here.
Us broken few.
With swollen eyes
and jaws.
Before the bells
final ring.
After the last
Applause. 
In photographs and trophies
commemorating grit.
In barroom tales and memories
that we will soon forget.







