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Five Powers Exercises


A Narrative Exercise: The Pause
How do you make a dynamic narative poem? These two poems are about the infinite amount of space inside, or in between a moment.  Follow the structure—begin with a piece of speech, which is attributed to someone, and a setting; then let your associative imagination fill in the space with nuance.

A PAUSE
What did the test show, his daughter asked.

There was a momentary pause, an amount

of time to delay still acceptable, maybe

one and a half seconds or so. That’s the gap

in which I’ve no conscious thought. I don’t

plan what I’ll say, but it must be a time 

these neurons need to dwell over the answer

internally. I see how the mouth is framed,

just the way the lips are left parted, how

the head is tilted slightly down and pupils

widen. I see her hands cupped around

the chair’s arms, fingers pulled in tight,

feet pulled deep underneath.

Her pocketbook, large and full left

on an exam table, the X-ray envelope

nearby. She could see the name

on the cover, could see writing

if she wished, that said CT of brain.

But she doesn’t look that way. She looks 

hard at me while I pause ever so slightly.
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AFTER DINNER

Do you want to come up, he asks

and for a moment, I consider the offer,

focusing on everything but his eyes.

There is a wrinkle on the breast pocket 

of his maroon rayon shirt and I can see

that a dark curl has broken free

by his left temple. The wet night air tastes

sweet like the sandlewood undertone

in his aftershave. I spy the pocket watch

pressing against his thigh just right of

the sharp crease leading to the sidewalk,

where snakeskin boots peek out. 

The top button of his shirt is open,

revealing the smooth olive skin of his neck

and a shadow of clavicle. The upper curve of

his ear is scarred where an earring

used to be, and in his hands, keys reflect

the streetlight, ready for the possibility

I might say yes. 
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