College Writing


In-Class Poetry Assignment

May 4, 2017

Journal Assignment: (#1) Conduct your interview. Leave evidence in your journal (notes, descriptions, summary, etc.)

Class Activity: Choose one of the poetry prompts below, look at the attached examples and write a poem. Remember the goal is to write a poem you like – so feel free to bend the prompts any way that's necessary. If you finish early, write another poem.  BONUS POINTS FOR SHARING YOUR POEM WITH THE CLASS!
1. Read "Rumors" and write a poem that does the following three things: 
a. uses borrowed text (another piece of writing or an overheard conversation or something you said/was said to you); 
b. recalls a dream; 
c. makes a confession either real or imagined. 
2. Read "Birdbaths cannot fly" and write a 20 line poem with no "I", no passive voice, one adverb, three adjectives and use the words "birdbath" and "pajamas."
3. Read the pantoons and write one.

4. Read the abecedariums and write one.

Birdbaths cannot fly

In dreams maybe

but not in real life.

Dreams create stories

with birdbaths

that soar above towns

with other birdbaths

into the dark night.

Why do birdbaths fly?

Why do dreams think this?

When morning comes

when dreams vanish

the dreamer is left in pajamas.

The birdbaths stop.

They stand.

Birds climb into them

drinking, relaxing

as the birdbaths wait

to fly



NSmith

RUMORS
Don't spread any rumors, Michelle said

before disappearing forever.  I stood mute, 

wondering in that empty, eighth grade hallway, 
Why did she pick me for this farewell warning?  

A school of rumors swarmed around Michelle: 

boys lined up outside her window each midnight, 

locker room tales the next day. 

Now the story was Pregnant!  But 

when she leaned in close – small, dark pupils 

in green marble eyes, her nose long and regal, 

her sharp chin mouthing the words – she was a princess 

forced to flee and I a frightened stable boy.  

I nodded or blinked, but said nothing 

and since, I've seen her only in my dreams, 

leaning close, lips moving.  And I 

am unable to comfort her.  I have dreamed 

of being one of those boys outside her curtains 

and one of those claiming conquest in the locker room

but I'm ashamed only of not wrapping 

my arm around her slender shoulder, 

warming her ear with my breath, and saying, 

Stay.  We shall raise him a king!
