The Body Personal Poem:  Write a persona poem in the voice of one of the characters from The Body.  Choose someone besides the narrator Gordie. You may choose Vern, Teddy, Chris, Gordie,’s parents Ray Brower, Dennis or any other character from the story who can give us another point of view on the story.  Use the poem to give the character an opportunity to share his views, defend his actions or give insight into what he's thinking.  For form ideas and techniques, look at the examples below that respond to "Gregory" by Panos Ioannides from the perspectives of Gregory and the narrator.  
Each poem must be at least 22 lines and 7-12 syllables long.  You may use litany (a repeating phrase: "I'm just like you"), rhyme (or near-rhyme: "decide…survive"/"tarts…shirts"), mid-rhyme ("You…do") or any other poetry form or technique you choose.

Just Like You

Don't you see?  I'm just like you

with a girl back in the village

who nags, but loves me still,

a little home with cracked windows

and a garden full of watermelons,

cucumbers, juicy tomatoes, grapes.

I'm just like you.  It's just an accident 

of geography that we did not always 

share our meals, our stories, a laugh.

Didn't you love those apple tarts?  Didn't 

I sew your socks, clean your shirts,

save your life? I'm just like you

and that's what friends do.

This war is somewhere else:

the generals, the bullets whizzing by,

the fight for this hill or that strange idea.

Just like you I am man who makes his way

day to day, finding moment's pleasure 

in a hot meal, a smoke, a joke,

a brief respite from the fates,

the rich, the cruel, those who tell us

what to do.  I am a man just like you.


Them, Us, You and Me

You fool!  You friend!  You fiend!

You tool of the enemy!  Don't you see?  

It's you or me?  You are Them

and I am Us and we are foes.

We don't choose: we do.  We don't decide!

We kill or die, succumb or survive.

It doesn't matter that you darned my socks

that we shared our lives, that you have a wife, that your life, your run down hut, 

your little village, your peasant ways

are just like mine.  You are on the other side

and we don't draw the line.  Orders

are orders and I have mine.  

You could have escaped, you could have 

run, you could have lived your stupid life just like mine, you should have let me die.  You idiot!  You fool!  It doesn't work 

the way we want.  We're tools.  

We're fools.  When the generals call,

we answer, we salute, we obey

and that way, perhaps, see another day.

But you my stupid friend must die

and I must pull the trigger.  Turn your head

my friend and let's pretend that isn't you,

this isn't me.  It's all them in the end.

