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Session 3 – Narrative in Verse

Chernobyl Once Was My Home
Walking through the vibrancy of an industrial city 
passed its half-life. Home to quarantined memories
of concrete homes.
Stranded cradles stalked by plush carnivores.
Strewn out clothes ravaged by the fear
of escaping radiating cores.
Before, perhaps I was over reacting to the news
but with alarm bells ringing
and the hazmats out,
distance between us led to
isolating our family.
The problem is returning to these empty streets
seeing nothing in disarray. No crumbled buildings,
no abandoned cars attempting to run down bottle necked roads.
Our room in that concrete box of nuclear 
nostalgia sits exactly how we left it: like a junkies home filled
with children’s toys. 
But it’s the way the wind skulks
hiding secrets. It’s the knowledge
of what occurred that makes my stomach roil and ready
to raze how pristine everything is. To learn how our 
Chernobyl mutated to ever radiate mistakes.
I would have never known if it hadn’t blown.
Disaster brings serenity. See the empty streets. 



Session 5 – Imagery (Simile & Metaphor): memory exercise

Play Boys
She held a hushed smile
being passed around like Yu-gi-oh trading cards.
This was a deal never before made by children
wanting her crumpled plastic. Unpristine.
Stored hastily in desks to evade Mr. Dicastrio’s 
eyes. Like the Hardy Boys, we investigated her
posed nakedness: suit unzipped
and exposed like Eve. 
Why couldn’t we look away from this cootie monster?
Only to realize the silliness of such a statement. We all wanted
to catch it. And more bunnies to trade too. 


Session 6 – Line Breaks, Lists and Titles: list exercise 

The World’s Offers

Lavish cruises meandered under the Pacific sun
where we sniffed scotches, and spit wines 
leading us to swill whiskey’s through blizzard nights 
fading into fogged dawns to finally spell our
lover’s creed sworn and known true
by skulking through the alleyways of Paris,
bracing the fish mercato’s stenches of portside Sicily,
silently gazing at the posed monks of Burma, watching few
tumble and closing your eyes laughing only to reopen
to gifts of gold scintillating your ears with their embedded sapphire
complimenting your Caron Poivre essence
that only really stifles the allure of your grasping eyes 
as you surprise me with a slither of touches on our way to 
moon lit dinners, garden walks, and mall sprees 
carried out by helicopter rides turned taxi’s for yacht parties

– we had it all –

then silk dresses paired with silver earrings clichéd, scents of the Sampaguita 
drained; is what your never locking eyes whispered me
as we layed in the beds shared in Boka and Gozo over shallow
waters soon fields of Picso
Elqui questing to stroll through Serpents Road,
instead hiking down the hissing falls of Blue Nile
under a darkened sky where the imminence of the rising moon
was to come, we waited
knowing full well my personality would soon fall
in your list of interests;
I couldn’t out buy it anymore,
we were just stranger sworn together
by the chase to find the world’s end.



Session 7 – Special Collections Library: journey exercise 
Letter to the President
And the war began and ended in that second.
Lights flourish the sky, and illumination
so pure it purges the air of sound.
I stand there with my mind in a daze
seeing empty blue sky for the first time
knowing it’s a delicacy I’ll never taste again

no matter how far I might run. For soon again
the heavens will have their vengeance, and cloud for a second
winter filled with jets and planes to snow down for all time.
The world’s indignation
has finally erupt, and in these abrupt days
it’s a luxury to be safe and sound.

Suddenly the earth contracts, crackling to burst thunderous sound;
the screams of all those fallen rise again
to scream out great winds to daze
those of us hidden in trees. Leaves fall, mourning this second.
Bombers explode past me from their damnation,
attempting to escape in time.

I stagger blinking at the air, seeing time
frozen with the city sound-
ly displaced in the sky, like a mural of nation
it stands higher than man can imagine, but once again
drops like a bomb, exploding for a second 
instance. What is to come in the following days…

The roaring winds slowly calm their daze;
silence follows after. Wartime 
over within a second.
Sound
runs away crying, “yet again”.
What was left of mankind was up to imagination.

Something’s achieved through the assassination
of life by bombs short cutting it’s maze to raze and daze
again and again  
time after time.
Harmony and melodic sound 
have played their last second.

[bookmark: _GoBack]All this to say: what did it do this time, in the second it took you to push that red button, sounding the alarms yet again in a matter of days to strike Iraq, tell me now, what good has it done your nation?
Session 8 – Shaking Out Clichés: place exercise

The Churches Pollination
Through evergreen pines
hangs a wasp’s nest
of withered stone.
Workers drone in, pollen
rattling in their pockets.
It’s easy to join them, bring
some pollen to donate to
the King. See the inside, the high
walls, the infinite doorways to
doorways of rooms with
paintings of once was’s
demanding the now. How
the mass, the hive, the wasps
buzz to the choir
of shh, shh, shh, no questions
now. Go out and bring
back stacks of
drones in droves to serve
as wasps of the church. 
Sting those who turn us down.



Session 8 – Shaking Out Clichés: love poem using unordinary object 

Ode to My Bottle
Sometimes I forget, and lose you
in a coffee shop, or park, or by skipping dinner at a friend’s.
But be it fate or faith, you always roll on back
to my side like a magician’s assistant.
You with that red cap, and bedazzled body.
I take you everywhere
even though you’re cold to the touch –
exactly how I like it. I fill you up
with saliva, but we often mix liquids.
I can see right through you	
clear as a gin and tonic.
Reclusivity defines me, so when I
skulk between eyes
I fumble you
like a magician misdirecting the audience
from the true magic
of my awkward hunched posture
and crooked smile.
You say it’s part of why you stayed with me
for miles and miles. 


Session 10 – Spine of the Poem 

A Bedside Comedy
Actor one and actor two
covered under sheets, this our naked debut.
Play the act that culture caters to:
love and passion, me and you.
There’s a song about us, sure it’s true
how I hold a palm against your cheek, closed eyes in view.
Cue the base and brass, Sinatra’s woos.
Thirty seconds of visceral fucking, then tissues.
Lights up. Music lingers. Take a bow, reach for clothing, redo
my buttons, strangers anew.
You wave away, shoo
me out. Before the curtains close, I leave a stack by your bedside.

Love’s a joke
and sex is the punch line.



Session 11 – The Role of Translation…: soundwave exercise

Embracing Myself
I think I made you up inside my head
because I can’t go another day without a friend,
any more of it and I’ll be dead.
Having a companion to sip tea with in bed,
of faking a phone call in public to pretend
to think I didn’t make you up inside my head.
Social outings, I no longer dread.
Gifting table top girls with twenty’s till we can’t spend
any more. And I’ll be dead
in the morning beside a girl I misled.
Nights are when I suspend
thinking. I made you up inside my head.
That’s when they give me funny faces, shed
their smiles seeing us argue about loose ends.
Any more of her and you’ll be dead.
You know exactly who I am, and what I want: to behead
this person. To be vile and offend.
I made you up inside my head
yet any less of you and I’ll be dead.
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