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) far less lavish pneparatmns may brmg.
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o Iboes a?irm perswaslon that a thmg is so, xnake 1t so? R
AL poets be11eve that it does, & in ages of Imagma.t:ton'
‘this ﬁ.rm perswasmn removed mountains. )
: i T .Wllham Blake

e ‘ ) ) o . R . .‘ .
. A . N ; . v B

T This book is a portra1t of a progra.m in whlch poets teach poetry. It

aleo offers a zollectmn of the work of California public school students,

and spec1fic resources for teachers who teach students to wr1te poetry.

- Tk ,
A

Our intention is. pnmanly to make ava11ab1e ‘some - fresh pract1ca1-

K

~ ways for learning to wnte. These techniques have been devised by Master
" Poet/Teachers who work full-time helping poets teach, and by poets who
- are esta,bhshed in their -craft and, who have taught poetry 1n c1ass'rooms of

all kmds and at all levels. L . s

-

We have also included some short art1c1es F10yd Salas s statement :

‘of our credo sketches the Kind. _of environment that makes students recep- .

tive to poetry ‘and describes some of the g1ve-and-take necessary to,make

‘such a program’ work. . Nina Serrand's. .essay on the need for b111ngua1 and
- bicultural approaches gives'a social context to this personal outline. Stan -

Rice offers a realistic view of what can be accomplished in - ‘ten weeks of

~worksh0ps dnd sketches in a process through wh1ch it may be accomphshed
" Dee Lemoz gives an account of the more than generous preparations which

sheasah st-teacher makes for the poet's visit, and the rewards that even .

S \
[}

- We hope thatihls short book: w111 prov1de not only spec1f1c techmcal \ E

" “material of value to student and teacher, but also the kind of orgamzatlonal' <

" considerations that will interest the ‘administrator; and we hépe that-the
'examples of the good WOrk be1ng done by students throughout the state w111, ’

1nterest a11 three. A -



A - l oL . o : o ’ ""=. '." .v
I remember reading in a Foreward to a 1913 hlgh school text that t'he'
poet "never perplexes one with subtle problems, but is always cheerfully -
I~ objective---If Je never touches us_very deeply, neither does he depress us
' by pessimistic views of life. " We make no such promises for our poets. - -
- Foo much has happened in the sixty years since those words were written. . ,
But despite it 3,11 we do remam opt1m1st1c. Our, perswasmn is ﬁrm.- - i
We wol;ld, like" to thank those foundatlons w1thout whose generosity |
Poetry in the Schools ‘and this book would never.have been possible: The |
Manpower~Program, the National Endowment for the Arts, California Arts |
: Comrmssmn, San Franc1sco State Un1ver81ty, University of Cahforma at -
Irvine, San Franc1sco School Boa.rd

l
-~ . . .

. ST o ~ Francis Gretton, Pi_'ojec_:t' Director
: L I Poetry in the Schools =

- . . \ . N
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SR R ”Roma’htic}_ If 'You Want To Call It 'f‘hat'»' . - : i
N . Floyd Salas L
L Greater California Coordinator i
.- Poetry‘ In The Schools, San Francmco State Umversuty
\1 e . l R 1 .'_,. . | - " -

A

Romantlc, if you wa t to call it that, the gu1d1ng ph1losophy of Poetry .

In The Schools;a %rogram which consists of putting local poets in the pub-
.lic schools of the1r community to teach students how to write’ poetry in a
na.tural speaking manner and to think of poets as 11v1ng bemgs like them-
selves rather than as gray-bearded men in dusty textbooks, to teach them
that they can be poets too, and.that poetry is a vital, living th1ng unporta.nt

to their own lives, to help ‘teach students to learn {and love language, to.
help educate them where the schools somet1mes can't. But we had to be -

7t01d thato . "V ] ,‘.

L]
\

We thought we were just idealistic and opt1m18t1c. We wu.nted the pro-

Lo gfamto reach more andmore students in'more and more d1fferent kinds of

schools and reach particularly the students inthe inner-city schools, mostly '

: poorer, darker, and less prepared academically. We wanted to: spread it

. arountf‘to the farm kids too, of whatever color. And, of course, the subur-

ban ‘schools where the program already was should increase in numbers.

. We wanted, if we could, to getsome poets who really caredabout kids. “We

‘wanted poets who were of a high social consciousness, if pogmble, and who

caredabout their society--not just the1r careers. That's often ha.rder than
C . it appeare. ,But we got some. . : . “

»

- For that's what poetry does. It helps people become better(people."

F1rst of.all, it forces. pedple to use parts of the mind they don't use in
- everyday life. ‘The writer, student or pro, has to touch the subconscmus

. parts of hu mind at the same time as he uses the conscious skills; he has .
" learned, and, Mmore, he has to guide his writing by the intpitive 'feeling''

parts, his emotions,, otherwme known as his spirits. With all these he '

must say something so true to h1s Qwn exper1ence that it is ongmal and'

o being a veh1c1e of the sp1r1t 1mmorta1 2 et S

’ e . ’ ¢'> . ) . . . .

. ?
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Each cla.ss was a challenge.A Each cla.ss Was quue and had 1ts own
innate problems and-assets. Poets struggled anew eachtime to shape some -
thing goodand Worthwhﬂe out of the teaching exPenence. And each time it «
was a hard \job that finally paid off. -BWt! first, not’ only. the poet but the -:
teachers and’the students had’ to make.an effort-to get along with somebody. R

. : rad1ca11y different from themselves, ,had tS stretch themselves to receive
' " not only new ideas (usually a teacher's problem’ -but also adJust to older
"ideas (usually a poet's problem), ‘afld seer the worthtin tHat which w 3s dif-
ferent frorh one'srown views. I :§ound out fast enough that the key’to the
success of a Poetry In The Schools’ program was to find and keep the deli-
cate balance. of 1nterpersona1 relatmns between poets and teachers, It .
wagn't always easy and it.always depended upon wanting . see the worth
of the other. person and his views.”  This giving, when it" ppened on all
. sides, was beautiful: - But it meant breaklng people 8 stereotypes of each- t B
Othér. _ ‘j;:"’w. L . . N . T
: - .t | . -“" : [ ,“} . ‘a : )\ —0‘
Some poets assume that. the, teachers they meet are. locked into the
Voo system convent1onal people who won't approve of their bohemian lifestyles
' + and o,ften of their poetry.: They have to learh that the teaghers are as intel-
s e hgent sensitive and basically as artrstlc as they are and know a lot about .
people frém constant contact w1th the many different types of-students ‘and
, % “* parents they have “to reIate to: . Théy have to learn that teachers usually .
: ‘know a. lot ‘about poetry too, and are good critics of sttue%ent work and of
contemporary poetiy. . Some” Third World poets have realize that the
. » - racism they expect from middle class teachers is simply not always there -
: . and that the average poetry teacher or creatlve writing instructoris rarely-
-7 - racist and generally- very-l’/ berated from, the stu1t1fy1ng ideas of more rigid
“* and less educated people.. :

Py - - e,

R T Teachers ‘who make the effort to accept the often eccentric dress-and /
R behavmr of the poets, who allow the poets: to try their often new 'ideas'. =
, . of poetry and teaching techniques ‘on the students, without worrying about - /,
- their authority being undermined, who let the poet and his. usually loose // g
k‘ . . method " of teaching go so that he can realf; get in tune with the students' / ’

vibrations and touch the roots of their beings, where the: poetry lies, mostly /
“  untapped, and establish a'really persona1 and spiritual contact with them, o
, who permit themselves to flow, and even do the exercises the poet gives
. their students, will*find that they themgelves have grown'along with thei
'+ Students, not- on1y in outlook. and writing sk111 ‘but’ in their own ab111ty to :
_teach creative vwrltlng to their students. . ' , o oo

o Whenthe poet comes into a c1assroom'where the teacher has.prepared
%. - for him, talked to the students beforehand,: “perhaps made ynimeographs of
C the1r poems, taken care.of gcheduling problems such as Dee Lemos de-
.scrlvbes so that the poet's _énergy is not Nd1ss_1pated but .continues to grow '
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and build through the- day, chosen only those students Who want to be in the L
o ',f class, where the teacher can make the poet. feel liked andapprec1ated then

P the class is not only a Joy, but the Journey half—reached the goal half-won.

Then' whenthe poet teaches the students to break the rules of grammar -
and Syntax and logical thought in order to create something esthet1ca11y
: pleasmg, when all- this breaking ofthe normal rules of thought is granted
4 legitimacy by . the school author1t1es when this stranger, who may seem
like an older kid, who may dress more like the students than the teachers
)and have long hair and a hip life style, comes into the room and teaches
them that language is a personal thing, that each person. can become a
 .unique writer just by learning to write clear'ly of his own exPenences in
~ . - . his own veice and his own way of spea.kmg and th1nk1ng, .when’the poet
teaches them that what they feel 'is more important for the creation of
+ poems than what they think, when the poet teaches them that they can turn . -
- everything upside down and no matter what their class standing write poetty
- of worth and W1sdom, when one good poem by one student who never wro ,
"a poem befong is worth the whole monetary and energetic and educational
output of all the persons involved, and the group identity that is estab11shed .
_overpowers all the individuals in the room and everything else fades into
”1ns1g€ﬁ"ficance, then a’ PITS session is not only great fun but pure love apd
ecstacy and holy communion, and that is what Poetry In The Schools is all  *-
about. That 1s what we work so hard for. I hope the reader finds proof of
.th1s in these page,s to follow. I d1d. ‘ L ‘ '

. ”v,_v -
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I woke up one mor ng and Iwasa cup Thcy found I R .
me on the bed. So they took me awn and into the i ‘ ‘
‘ IR ' - kntchcn, thcy washed me and hanged me in the sink. - - _
o K .. Ahour later and they came to eat breakfast and they =~ -
‘ ~use me. So ' when they ate, they took me and poured ;

~tea in me. It was hot but k-didn’t do nothing. Sb L _

after breakfast my mother washed me. After I was lay- = \
AR '"mg there until my brother'took me and put waterin =~ oy
* - meand drank. After he drank he tried to hang me S '
, . on the smk but he dropped it. Then he looked back
L 7% - and he séen me. He said where’s the broken cup? . _

- Iwasthe cup. After that I told him that Thada =~~~ .
. - - “weak back. My brother askcd mc how long and I saxd S . |
T aboutawcckpack S e : T .

: You get it about one wcck back _ ’
o o ) i n e .«‘ o ‘ B ‘y , - ' o - . '
CThe e D e Joe\gaylor o : IR
B ’ | o . Be*ssz ‘Carmichael Elementary, S. F '

PRI S .
- . Tu \ ' .
A S . . X R - C . e
.' N L 2 . . ‘ N R ) . ‘
.

. : 'Nothmg spcaks wn:h dry tongucs e
- S . of glass - -
: : . Wmd pushes the dry stalks anmst cach othcr o
R ' o ~ the ‘windows mg,‘n long cmptlcd of Sorrows N
S o ‘ or the fates of children. - C
‘ L :dispatched like the;mice agamst asill’ o
E " I wait aloné by a window o L ) .
: ~ therain silvers the glass‘m lines *, .., -
N " Why? The piano grins in the ¢ rncr of.me , _ 7
B " Iammad Tammad e . B
v . Setonthe delusions of th¢ stars A
: - “Trise like a child’s lost ballodn .
o R o ywmd has bew me‘doublc ‘with fear”, S
R . Alexis Wiener. AN |
. _ -~ College Park H.S. - - : Lot
' ' Pleasant Hill, s S .

e . . '

El
-
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L Witha %
S Cbird s

. ina . :
forest .
1 ) - . ° T~
. Tsaw s .
SR mysclfin' SRR ) B doi
e apool P b i
S L 1w A o
' - ,Dcath,., L ) gur e,
ina - S .{. ack
glass . e e ‘.-llkCA :
I went _ :ud' «
.to your . D U
. ‘ . house I Ao SR
L o, inside ‘.
. ‘ . Saw. €1 - :
: - : feelings -
/ a . TR RN
_ ‘are . S .
S ) oems ' T
’ ~* . named "llkp IR et s
. iracles 1ke R
mira you o
Tam llec e R
“amad” “and - oL o
IR , man .~ flowers IR N L S e
R S - Ty are - o et LT
' B - feelings - oy Y :
T .. GoverTulley . S e e
s . 6th Grade - . T . 0 e
. . . Mendocino Elementary 2 .
! , » S :
‘ ‘Mendocino N I .
- - . 4 By 7.
AT - .

Did you ever thu_xk about. - .-
birds-losing their feathers  ~.
snakes losing their skin and

" people losing their teéth

Did you ever think about
lizards losing their tails

gca animals losing their shells
and people losing their minds. T

_Barbara Passalacqua’
Abrabam Lmeoln HS.,S.F.

B

~handrolled cngarette

, McHaddcn s drugstorc, corner of Sth and Plott street;
Madman Mugger in a black zoot suit watch fob danglingina
wind. -He smokes/a thin, hand-rolled cigarette. Thin rolled
hand, he.smokes a cigarette.’ Cigarette thin hand Plled

smokes. He stands confused, and stays that way, anglmg for E

a small inatch book in his trouset pocket; his cigatette is i

" out. He stands confgged and stays that way, musmg over -

childhood memories he fumbles no more and hghts his thm ,

o 'jeffDu'c'lé.' Lo
- " Marshall HS., L.A;

: .
~ :
: ~ r ’ 9.
2 :
.= . . v
. . - E 1 ‘f: ’
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.
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" Main Squeeze o

_ Poor Lady Marian; .
" waiting on t

a4

X

Are you wamng for your maStcr to takc

Sir Robin Hood (the act-stud), N

pregnant with'

belief waiting on

him (hand and foot and etc. )
obsessed with . -

his accelerated

clongation abundant with his _
-abstractionism, satisfied with his
eloquence and her [P
‘bymll At N
ignogance waiting on °

him (and his “Rob from-thc-nch” phllosophy)
hand and .

.fo_otand,,_ L . ,
Ao Lo

* Dorian Holley -
Washington H.S., L.A.

long, fat, sleazy automobile
basking in the sunlight -

v _you home,
Dnd he gwc you your ratlon of food and -
: ; water
not to mcnnon your & occ:nsmnal treat of oil

. and a delicious lube

So with all this treatment you purg
-gracefully and glide down the street.

Do you think you're getting it bcttcr
than anyone else—you probably are—
He’s not sticking you in some back alley

- Waiting for the man nof is he giving you

the hunger for the junk I stick in my arm. -
Yah, he treats you real good.” Baby, I'd
trade places with you any day :

: Ltsten, don't look at mc w1th thosc '

hugc hollow cycs

'Micbelle Viggiano. -
Washington H.S., L.A.

N

| Flying Fifteen Feet Above the Ground

" Flying fifteen feet above the ground, - .,

down an unlit highway to L.A.,

" * ~While golden beams from cndlcss passing cars -

- shimmer on the rain-wet road through
 the misty fog of car exhaust,

through the cellophane rain on the window,
and the roadside crosses are surrounded
by a natural light shining through the’

. necon darkness. _ .

And 1ns1dc Iam sun'ounded by laughmg pcoplc

" in a darkened bus.

But left to myself, the self sinking and shrmkmg '
further within a cavernous shell .of rcjccnon, _

_Left alonc R .

. .SucStarcher 7

. '« Abrabam Lincoln HS., SF. -
< o S
Carioé Riding on a Bus

" I feel like running around
the bus. People talKihg, the
- wheels moving, kids fighting,
- Kids playing, sitting arid
. . looking out the window.
o . Carlos ‘
Edzsoix Elementaxy, S.F.

~ ‘MOJo STEAMRQLLER

Lam the big mo jo steamroller o

" I wrap chains I eat Mosia

I come up on greyhounds . <0
. They scattcr like shit maggots -
When I comé through 1 chew my chains-
" When I come down I suck my thumb
Iam the big mo jo steamroller
With holes of fear -
" With no one near -
I need the people, I hate the pcoplc
- Why can’t thcy be like me
- Why can’t I be like them. L
Brian Chapman
Sutter Jr. H.S., L.A.

-

N '




| - Magic City ' . o
. . . ' .
" Mountain rubbed against mountain
upon hungry oceans
covled-by a roof of milk-clouds

then
suddcnly Flamc
Flamc Feeding Flamc
' Open wide distant gates o
The Magic City! - L
‘The Magic City! =~ v

- Go and look at the stars
look at the sun-
Why lea.ve the universe alone?.-
. *. The Magic City! :

*  The upside-down, inward :
R . partofthcbcgmnmg
ceo. s after the end of the world ‘

or don’t you know tha‘t
Scarch thc ca;t.h s pxllowcasc
veins and heart
~ Down, Down, Dig, Dig
" Penetrate —
:  Atlantis!

. The Magxc Cxty, v
Numcctrons inner, inner — Penetrate’
. travel further

.Pioneers of future followers
“ Pass through your mind
! The Magic City! )
'I‘hc Magic City!

J Burt - © .
Abrabam meoln HS., S.F.

o

Kol T

. Messican! Dirty Mcssncan

You're thc cause of all my ptoblcms
~You're dirty! You're less than nothing.

" Don’t call me names! ,
. Don’t look at me that way!
You hurt me!
My hurt turns to angcr' :
* Don’t be surprised when I explode,
When I return your ugliness to you!
’  Abel Mufioz
. Santa Ana H.S.-



- celebration of energy from food

you will'have g1ven them perzmsswn to FEEL

o ' .  DEAR POET / DEAR TEACH - - . -

.Tuha Vose - :
Master Poet/Teacher -
| R | - .
Ftrst we hit w1th st1cks and took; then we: grunt theh we talk
We sing & we hum & we plant & it is all for eachother
and our struggle to ma.ke our work tdrn 1nto foad under
the sun and moon : R o
) : e N {
wh1r11ng derv1sh dance into heaven - " " o
 flamenco bird dancing on the‘table after the clam shelis S Y
and crab claws are cleared away S oo '

- celebration of life ' ' _
‘celebration of the click of death empty shells
scattered in sound through the air. : .
ritual . : . ‘ ' L : N .

+

" use the bla.ck board, juggle the day of the child" - : ' ” S
- make a brew of wha.t's happening in-the world, a.kill word : ' :
a soft purr word, a stroke word, a color into a fee11ng,
a feeling into a color, some foods, some work, some
places to go, let it all float'on the board o SR y .
say they can put it together anyway.they want to o o ~
the myth of the momefit comes out - o o ‘
PLAY. PO : ,
: "BE PUTTING LANGUAGE TOGETHER & FOOLING AROUND <
&MAKEAMESS o - . _ ,
. LIKE A PAINTER o N
BUT WE BE SLOPPY WITH BRILLIANT NOISE IN THE ROOM -
& BIG & SMALL LOOPS & LETTERS & LI'I‘TLE GLYPHS,
ON THE PAGE AS WE FEEL THEM

. AND WHY IS A PAGE WITH WRITING ON IT A POEM?

~ . . . ;

‘because every word and all the stuff on the page is one word




- that's right a poem is a moment . g .
-and a. moment can be a lifetime or a sneeze : -
like the moment thé Jews walked endlessly on the desert
it can be the moment Mrs. Jones: flipped over a sunny side egg
and calmly threw her apron in the garBage. it can be
how you skinned your knee one heur ago and the hand with/" .
the bandaid. it can be ten lines of ecstacy for ten reaso
it can be a wish a lie a dream as Mr. Koch has gwen ’

s

. . - N

rhythm & you = = o | o _ S R j‘
‘ : o

1

v . T ; >
|

pay attenhon rhythm .
& you‘ ‘ , B oL SR ' :
attention, r.hyth:m & you Y S A ‘ N
‘pay rhyt‘hm &you . - - R R : v -
. you ° Y A : i
B O
you pay attentmn ' ‘ S A :
S . words all ‘over the page an be a musmal -
. . - score ,. /

Words all:
' overthepage , : . ' P
' an mean hopscotch Lo e e
, in Jo /P o -
L ) ; .+ in (the mind). ‘ v L
words all over the page - : ‘
T o maybe the way your grandma
' fed he# ducks is stuck inyour elbow.
. - thaybe when you rub your tummy you , .
' see your mother bakes bread. - A S "
w1381e your toes and minnows ' o ' )
sl'um swim mbble your ‘toes : a

v . roll your 'h\ead
. o - S : | eyes closed

: star poof

i ght TWINK




wr1teasfa.stasyoucan }
' an dass .1 o

J:e a muscle .,
' with a |
flabby

" Ddddd
) : d-

- Ot . . .
. - . ~

When you}'g'oof or crash or run out of gas SHUT UP!

Wr1te down what's .around you, what people begin sa;y;ng X
to ea.chother, find the carrots & the celery & the tomato

. tastein the soup of thenoise "

el g1ve 1t back as more matenalA
only you wanting to write & them wantlng to wr1te & What
. you want to hear and
 what you can hear
are the truth and the best. way .
finding the poem that speaks to 'us through us for us
through the murk of our attentmn

/-
WHAT DOYU KNOW ABOUT POETR,Y_?

-

Ty

i

-
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YOU CAN'T EDUCATE A CHILD AND LEAVE OUT
HER CULTURE

Y

e Nina Serrano N
' ~Poét/Teacher '

frash off tke generaZ gordon

. ‘t‘dzsca red amertka -
Anl9e9 )

-

+

.. as~g8ix ye qr oZd alien - ! :”rﬂt;v
" .who couZ only say haZZa

gaodbye thankﬁou and my \ : ‘\\“ e

: <,,f‘ "

‘name zs.serafzn w_j xR

. \ - %

. we\lzved in a basement‘on
Tn dzv readero street where

Y

eolony of immigrantes
together wzth adobo and .
‘pioe R
“ a ecommune of tangZed tongues
recztzng rosaries to father _*f

’ﬁ7f;$ fZanagan on KRAP .
V,fzrst in the queup at )
.eathedral presentatwon

\ \\\\*'f‘where the pZayground was ai, o

~hill. sZopznb’down onto turk~_ 5 S

street at»sacﬁed heart on } " g

. fitlmore i divected traffic = ..

my grandmother kept ‘her '§ «\F*;"i




Ced

uszng the wrong arm agaznst'
the light wearz@g my yellow

;cap a badge of my limited
power _

: don't speak that forezgn tongue
- 8on you're in amerika we are

[

w

amerzkans

" dzdn't see snow

tzZZ tahoe b ‘

' ‘Serafin Syquia S
- Poet, Teacher, Editor

/“

- You can't educate a c}uld and leave out his culture.. Seraﬁn Squa
was a. poet/teacher in the Poetry in the Schools. program who wrote about
‘the immigrant F‘lhpmo [American expenence. Identifying with one of his
students in the Grattan Elementary school ‘Serafin \wrote the -following

poenn R : . . L

‘o

o

¢

- »

wngrattén‘fourth grade’flasﬁideke P

T in the back row
ezszlence of, ’

_cZasped fzngers
' shy eyes shy

'tongue unsure
w0f "f" sounds
'v E7S oy
\~?of aacents in

‘.the wrong

syZZabZe Zappzng
- up the energy '

surroundzng




. in the back row. o L | e

eyes decades ago S

-, m,th my tongue , -
imprigoned in a . -

fbreign. cell f A | _Q" o
A% . v)here -sy?’iab,les o -
hung o \.v. )
in varying eeﬁtencee | u"5_ S
Wh11e over 70%- of the San Franc1sco school - populatmn is thifd wof’ld,_

(Asxan, Latinp, Black) most of their educatmn i# not, One ‘exception is the

San Francisco B1hngua1 Bicultural Pﬁ’)gramr This year Poetry in the

. Schools (P.I.T.S.) was lucky enough’to bring poetry workshops into the

bilingual, bicultural,classrooms. Half of the children came from predom-

. inantly non English speaking ‘homes and the others from predommantly
-English speaking. The teachers spoke in two languages to the children,

who,' to our surprme, had no d1ff1cu1ty in unde,rst>and1ng and respondmg.

Bancally the approach of the poets was to rﬂ:g the language of the

| ‘home, the streets dnd: community into the classrooin go that students could
have a more complete and natural 11terary expressudn. A Spamsh b111ngua1

fu'et, grader wrote T .
- \_ Train to beach
" Hater and boai:s s _ _ .
*  Comemos . . i P S o

tortzZZas y frzaoles* :

*(W;e eat tpvrtifllla_s and bea'?i'm) g
. R ‘. N
' The linguage of many third world people is not ‘the language of -the

f country from which the family migrated. Many years of living in ghettoes - -

“
[
s

and barrios have produced -a new hybrid 1angu§ge "La roof-a esta leak-
{fendo’ is a '"Spanglish'' or "Pocho!' sentence--English words W1th Spanish
‘endings. There now exists a whole generatlon of poets who write, publish

* and. give poetry reaémgs in their commumtles in these new languages.

Roberto Vargas ‘work is an example: _ )
.) . “\\ - h : -



J, PO . -

. wet crystals of
' happzness_' .
no more .erying . : .
no ZZorQs masy . . T N EE N

. I see the look of

. tomorrow A o .
© lighting my vzegas el
eyes - L

It i8 spring in the = :
SR ‘unitverse _ . :
.. N Once B R -
- }C aga:v,n : .

. . . S :
N . . . h . b . R 4
- a,

. These oets' ’works began to set a new model ’in langlfs.ge wh1ch like
hew 1deas, does and will meet with res1stance. But: the poets are the van-

‘guard “of languag;, they popularize it by expressing themsélves in ‘print,
' Thhy are expressing themselves publically in the language of the people

g1vi’ag 11terary va11d1t}r toa language wh1ch a1ready' ex1sts.

\ )

- old 1y Guage, the new.and ever changing language is spoken under their .
’ wmdov;s. As an anonymous ‘Blagk poet told us in song '"You can keep the

"!Wlule grammar:.ans and educators teach and preach the rules of the

t

- world ..‘.;rom turnin' round but you can't keep the movement from gainin'

1

Aground:. " Language is a 11v1ng thmg passed on W1th k1sses and breakfast.

In t e ‘recent fau decision the Supreme Court acknowledged that bi-
lmgual q,hd bicultural children were not having the1r needs met.. The San
Franc1sc'o Exammer stated the follow{‘ng as page one news:

A v

\; ,\\ The meltmg pot theory of Amer1can society is .
R being replaced by a salad bowl concept as more
and more immigrants come to the United States
and contribute their cultural perspectwes and
: her1tage to the Amer1can ,mamstream. ...
The US Supreme Court's landmark Lau dec1s1on did more than say that
San Francisco's immigrantand non- -English speaklng children were getting
'shortchanged by. the school system. It focused attention on the fact that
American society is multi-cultural and that Amer1cans can. prof1t from

th1s diverse and rich heritage. R

The mu1t1-11ngual a.pproach to language has brought enrlchment\th

Enghsh speaking Anglo child. I quote fromi the same article: a E



- I want my children to know there's more than )
just the American white culture, I want them
to have & good attitude to culture. - You don't ,
get the appreciation ofsanother culture simply
by having a&SO-rmnute geography 1essqn.

You can't educate a child and léave out h1s culture. For the teacher
who would like to know more about this new language or who would like to
find "'relevant materials™ for 'the inner city' student, T would like to offer
some sugpgstions. Turn on the radio to a.Black station (usually owned by :
" whites but gearing its commercials and music and pr,ogrammlng to Blacks)
Listen to the words of the songs: ', :

N
_ Boy -was born in hard times M18818 81pp1 in four walls
that weren't th pretty - His parerits gave h‘xm love and affectJ.on
To send Inm in the right d1rect1on

. - '\\ .‘.. .
Earnin' just'enough : { o -
Earnin' just enough . _ ‘- o o
for the c1ty - ' : R

.: Stevie Wo nder .
£ D . .“ - .
“. -~ ".v,.':“

orld programs. * These -
. are usually offered on Sundays. or wvery early mornings as public service
- .programming. They are geared to the various Asian, Latino, or Black
audiences. You can become familiar with the po‘ itical and social events
in the Third- World comznumtles in your 10ca11ty and 1earn of the 1ate8t',
local music and poetry. _ ' o '

Turn 6n the telewsmn to some 10ca1 Third

‘ Check out the anthologles of Black and other Th1rd World poets, be-
g1nn1ng to appear in ‘bookstores. You may. have td try off-beat bookstores.

. -Contact Black studies and Ethnic studies departments at a local college or-

university. Ask them if there are any studentlantholog1es available. Also .
look for the new anthologies of women poets, third world women, liberated
‘women, welfare women. Their poetic voices have also been excluded and
suppressed and now re-appear with a special sensibility and 1magery. You o
. _cm.n't educate a child and 1eave out her culture. - B

,2/
. mﬁ . A . . o Loy

i
!i

4, Check jt out. . . S

7 m
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PLT.S. )
SEED DE DREAM . -

\ ’ s

' 'DE DISTINCTIONS .-

' DEEINE

A

 DEFINITION -~ = . =

'SEED DE SEED

' SEE 'DE SEED

MAKE THE SPROUT

.
e
4,
g

SPROUT

SPROU.T'l O'U>"I‘ | R
‘BE THE~‘SEED o | |
‘ s .' v
SEE DE SEED

SPROUT A SHOUT -

Vo

: R s
~ 'BOUT THE HIGH FLYIN' BIRD
THAT THE WORD BE .

P " Pamala Donnegan -
‘ \" . _ " Poet/Tedcher
14 o v

. v
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HOW‘ TO ORGANIZE A POETRY WORKSHOP

o | : : Poet/‘TQa.oher -, Tea.cho,r"
SR Mendoc:.no H1ghSchool S o

I
: . \.
- o N *
|
‘ . N

'1‘ } ' +

. 'I‘ﬁe ﬁrst step is. "lelhng" thenrdea to the admm’istr&tion who in turn T
Alelh the idea to the School. Board and to the . County Supenntendent of - =
" Schools. ' Inmy case, this was easy as ail.were interested in m.novatwe._ L

methods. to stimulate students who otherwise. might ke "turned ,off, """ The -

abova.-teps are important smce the local school di‘s.};rrct ale the county o

schoo] department are responsible for budgeting half of the mopiey involved.
It is very important that the first one go well, and that there- be support _
from all directions. After thas ‘step was taken, I. dwcusseg} the idea ‘with

e faculty, since theytoo haveto be enthusiastic in orderto aIlow students
the freedom to attend the workshop from other classes. 2 :

We took care to fmd a room that was 1arge enough’ w1th ample board .
ce and a large,ta.ble or desk on which papers can be stacked for distri--.
butmon. We used our cafeter1a once, but it did not work well beca.uSe of ~
the|lack of chalkboa.rds. I then contacted the local coordmator and set up '
two\ or three tentative dates. I.checked these dates first with the building

‘principal since.it is wise to schedule a workshop at some time when there =

-are not too mapy other schoolactivities.,It is bestnot to scheduletod near. i
the beginning or endof a schoolyear. I found that October was a. good time,
for students had had time to do some writing by then, and frem 'that point .

the stimulus to write might continue!for the rest of the year. As'a follow-

up, Apr11 or ea.rly Ma.y is good since at this time somet1mes motwatmns .

-begin to lag.

After we dec1ded wh1ch week to hold the first leg of the program, I

- made the 11v1ng arrangements for the poets for that week. I .checked w11:h'1 -
“the coordinator as tohow much expense money they had and made a.rra.nge-. '

ments at inns in- Mendocino that had reasonable rates and that were unique
so that their stay would be. pleasant. I invited the poets to our home on

their arrival for dinner so we could talk about the first day's schedule and
pla.ns for the week. It also gives a chance for the teacher in charge and

4o

T P L e

w0



the poets to get to know ea.ch other personally and soc1a11y. I cons1d r the .
friendships that have devéIOped of utr?:Qst 1mportdnce to me, to the school
a.ndtothe comrnumty R , L - -V :

We ran our workshops for‘*four per1ods a day, two in the morn1ng and
two in the afternoon. (This is sufficient since it requ1res a lot of energy
‘on the part of the poets and the part1c1pants, and everyone ‘needs to re-
charge for the next day.) Before, the first session, I’ collect ‘work pre-
viously written : that semester in {ny creaigve writing classes a.nd have:
someone. type splech.ons, maybe s8ix to e1ght pages, onp d1tto 80 that ‘we
have multiple copies. It is with this that they begini _Generally these are
.all read, criticized, and edited; in th1s process they begin to }earn about
. each other 5 poetry. Since my classes automat1ca11y went to t‘lge workshop, ’
I was able to attend most. sess‘ions. This 'was a very valuable learmng ex= "
perience for e as I saw. students begmmng to part1c1pa.t who otherwise ~
had ‘not. " It zs an excellent way £or ‘teachers to "learn\new meth,ods and
techmques in. presentmg writing exercises. I asked students to turn in, by,
‘the‘'end of each day, the new th1ngs that they. had wnttémsozwe could,,get
. these dittoed 1str1but1on for the next day B sessxon--evem thou_gh th1s
took some do g. T T S '

. t. - We ran art1c1es about the workshop in the :
local paper before and'after. Once we borrowed a video-tape camera from
' * an‘adjoining school and arrangeda showing of our last session on the local
cable waather sta.tmn. ‘We have also taped’ sessions. These are good de-
vices to use as you ca ba.ckand replay them, and students have a chance’
to hear themselves and ee themselves in action. “At the end of a- sess1on
' " I always write letters of appreciation to the School Board and to the County
' * . Schoals Office;. everyone 11kes to be thanked and it makesffor good pubhcg
'rela.tlons. : . o R . N CF e '
Because the 'County Schools Offlce pays for part of th1s, two or three
weeks in advance of the workshop, I ask the Superintendent of Schools-to

‘ sendt a notice to all the schools inthe cdunty about our workshop. We, invite-

- each school to bring. ﬁve (or whatever you have space for)for the last day.
We also ask them to br1ng multiple cop1es of their work. We have had
guests from four other high schools. This is a very good way to get other
schools exc1ted ,about having one of their own. It has 1ed to smvolvmg our
local grammar school in the- program. . e

, I think it is also good to have an informai n’leetir‘;g' mid-week to whith
parents are jnvited. We did this after school on Wednesday. Isenta
dittoed invitation with each student to parents. We had a good. response,
and I also personally invite people to come who I think would be interested.
It gives the poets’ a chance to chscuss the program, and parents have been

- o . k
. S




very enthusiastic. . I try to getsomeone in from: the newspaper as they give
us good coverage. ' Try to get photographs also either by using student .
. photofyaphers or local photographers. . We use these photos in our year-
wgour school newspaper, and in the local paper. ; 4
It is important tokeep good relations *within the school. Iask students
to sign up with teachers' permission. Our faculty has been most coopera-

tive, but I ask students to be also. In other words, if they are excused to
. go to t'he workshop, they must be relpons1b1e to do 8o,

« Because creative wrlting deals so much with expression of feelings,
and emotions; it should be as free as possible; however, the. question of . -
how to deal with controversial subjects, such as the use of obscenities,

- may arise. I think you have to ask the poets to use good judgment; they
should not have to become censors because the flow of the class might be~
come restricted. Depending on the school climate, you have to deal with
obscene language according to the atmosphere of your situation. If indeed .

.+ it becomes offensive to any of the participants and !mght arouse adverse
- criticism from the community, ‘I think that the situation can be discussed,
* andstudents generally will ""cool 1t" and understand why they perhaps have

to use d1scret10n and Judgment for the success of the entire program.

Our school is perhaps as much of a cross- sectlon as any. Ouyr. student
 body is made up of ''straights' and of many counter-culture grolips.. We
really have had no problems in the above mentioned areas. The best ap-_

¢ proach, I be11eve, is to be reasonable and understandmg, and to have re-
' 3pect for all concerned L —~ e - :

... The poetry workshop, after three years, is the h1gh11ght of our year.
1 firmly believe it can be any school's most reward1ng experience. We
publ).sh our works in a creative writing magazine at the end of each year.
This year s copy sold out an the first day of sale. This. kind of support

o speaks for 1tse1f .

" The teacher in charge\then must be the pubhc relations person. Or- =
ganizé it especially with the administration; organize it with the poets and
students; be on top of things whether they be physical or emotional; get the
community invdlved with publicity and invitations; and do all you canto ,
help the poets have good vibrations because their enthusiasm for your
school will make the program go. You will reap the harvest of wr1t1ng that
‘you would not have felt pos s1b1e. ,

£
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‘THE POETS COME 'TO OUR SCHOOL TODAY

* they come inito our classroom for an hour asking

)

~ us poems askmg us what wetwould feel like'to be
-a B’ram or a cloud or a blade of grass or dead
they say draw a plcturc of a ghost and we dtaw

* ghosts with ¢ight eyes ghosts with smiles as big
as sunrise’ the poctry péople scribble down what .
‘we tell them about our ghost drawings and then
they soup it all together intoa beautiful poem ©
then they ask us to write 3 lie the craziest lic
we can think of I tell them i won’t lie cause .
blue babboons never tell a lie they tell us .

stories. about cagles and jumping mice they hand

us tarot cards we look at the cards and write -
down what we see in the future I saw rainbows

_ of flying fish I didn’t write that down cause

its a secret all for myself then the poetry L
“people go away to visit another classroom I'll
tell them my secret next time they come -

Mendocino, Comptcbe and Elk
Elementary Schools : : 0
Peter Veblen, Poet, . '
and Julia Vose, Master Poet/Teacber

S L%

-

]
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TALES OF THE MAGIC BIRD o
| L ) ' Tthag:c Bird eats grass. - , .
’ ' The Magic Bird is flying to Los Angclcs R .\
o to fly around and turn people into pigs. _ ' -
) - | William |

T ' The Maglc Bird has window wings.
’ o He s throwing a volcano to the ground _ v
It splashes. - )
- The Magic Bird flys away to San Francisco o

J . . e - \ . . Lemse

L »

The Magic Bird made the tree tum purplc
. He is diving for fish and thea disappears.’
B ' I (2 fXining on a sunny day .
B T Magic Bird is going south: - A
“I want my mother!” says the Magic Bird.
, HIS mother is a pcacock She is homc in A.laska ' ( '
\ : . - Lenny

- . - =
The Magic Bird has two beaks. He's green. -
He lays eggs the way they always do it,
* from his wings. He hasa. parachutc on his back.
- He has 2 whale spout on his nose.” The Magic Bird
S flymg to outer space to look for rocks and bugs. -

Cbns

* Black mnxcd wnth Rcd That's how magic is madc
On his wings are little faces that glow at mght
They help the Maglc Bird from big bird

s , Thc Maglc Bird drops*f bomb into 2 hole where a dog
- R E . is burymg a bone. :
Sam -
Poems frarﬁ Dra'wings
.~ Ist - 2nd Grade
- Peter Veblen

. <l
Mendocino Elementary
\ ’\/‘
20
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f . Spider - :
~ she has a house head with worms
bat hands over her head
" a chicken body
“and she eats her hair
~ Joanna
Kindergarten
_ Mendocino Elementary C i
N o Everybody knows what every body else is saying thhout
. talking. It’s not E.S.P. but you know. It’s like a big.
candy store and its funnier than being alive.

Unszgned
 #th-5th Grade _ 0
" Mendocino Elementary '
K _ If I were dead 1 would '
~ see dark and feel some
" kind of material and smell
) " old fur like Ive been .
: ' Burried with a furry animal.
- Jill Holtbouse
o ' " 4th-5th Grade ,
‘Mendocino Elementary :
I see clearness in the sky. I see.a big sun 'f‘
that.never dies. There are lots of lots of flowers ‘

" like its raining flowers. I see loneliness like I
am the only- person alive. I can fly. I want to fly.
.. . L Unsigned - " i
T : L 4th=5th Grade
o ) Mendocmo Elemep rﬁt V
It is clear, white ‘ r" '
. Feels like ice, cold ice S )
. Smells like sugar.
Sounds like our ears are plugged up with pcanut bu,)ttcr
: - Like marshmellows inside a telephone. ° K ‘
e "~ Nothing dreams of sométhing in somcthmg . : , )
e o Alight, * :
I : Nothing would berthis wholg world not cvcn aworld.
Thc sky, bubblcgum stuck up. your eyes.

© -

A Group Poem :
Kindergarten- »
Mendocino Elementary

L




IF I WAS A BRAIN

If I was a bram i would know a lot Would gct an A in Math i
got it from the top. -
If I were an car I would turn off through the lung and drive
right in the heart i would drive to the mouth and ycnl my head off

and say dlrty words. Shawn Fra tis
Mendoc;mo Elementary = - . . ot
. V ' ) ‘7.' R ’ . . \,\ .
. o 3 . @ : . L .
I won 30,000,000,000 dollars worth of chicken feed and cornered
" the market and doubled my income-in the chicken feed business.
, : o o f . Anonymous
. .0 v ) . -. ) ) ) 4tb"'5tb G‘fade ] -
: ' o Mendocino Elementary
» . o
- ) =
I'm drcammg about fccdmg someone ¥ o : k :
) g , Anonymous ' o g ;
. . 4th-5th Grade ' A
- ‘. - Mendocino Elementary :
o . )

ERIC .

Aruitoxt provided by Eic:




’ A GOAT MILK DRINKING MONSTER

_ He's got whiskers'to sweep the floor.
. : ‘ His eyes stick out on top of his head. ‘ ‘ )
c ’ "He's got chicken pox , blue chicken pox, ,
but he’s real happy. A ,
: K ' _ Kate - ' : ‘ , :
g | | o 15t-3rd Grade S
: : Mendocino Elementary

‘There was 2 man who was a shoemaker he had so many shoes

he couldn't fit them in a big box. He took them and he went to the
dump. He threw them away. He kept the best ones. He got caught |

throwing them away then he got away from the police so that hc I
could qmt his jOb y S ' T
o . e » - Comptcbe Elementary
‘ : . ’ .
.~ ) o )
‘% GOD LITTLEFEET j i S N
) He has tiny hands. ) Ay - L . ot
He hasbigred eyes. P - oL -
~  God Little Feet : . : R
Lives at Dead Man’s Point. A
‘ Eric . - o~ " o . ,
o w  1Ist-3rd Grade . - LS A i
- _ Mendocino Elementary - Making Trails S e
) A ‘ RN . - Sometimes I make xrails in the forest
N\ ¢ - by stamping or deers come along .
' : ' tromping :
_ ‘ : ' S sometimes look around and stuff
N . Y : *} - or follow my footsteps back _
' o or look for a bid pine tree above the rest of the treoes

, - -+ . or stay close to the river - B .
o - - otfollow the.streams . = - S
' : .‘ ' o _ George _ -
. a 23 o ' ) Camptche Elementary '
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, MOON POEM . ALONELYDESERY
* Inside the moon is cheese: ~ - | ‘_“’ - - Long ago a man.went . ,
inside the cheese is milk : o ~ toadesert, Andhe - .-
inside the milk is vitamins and astronauts - heard a voicé and ihis
inside the astronauts is tang / S is what it said:
inside the tang 1s anose - . - I AM KING. KING
-~ inside the nose isathair e " OF THE WAY YOU ARE WALKING. ;
inside the hair are snakes R I ' _ o : N
inside the snakes are mice . S Puge N
inside the mice is cheese b . . Comptcbe Elemerigary
' A Group Poem - . A .

o " - Comptche Elementary




~ PETER AND PETER X

Doug Fruwald
University High, Irvine

Peter. down the hall goes to North Western. New Mexico State. '
wants to be an advertising man. If he bad his way right now he would be :
living forty stories up in a plush New York penthouse, ~drinking hijgh-octane
Martinis and fiigering a just-nubile girl of nineteen, well-perfumed and
- well-deodorized. But he is not. He carries a bag of groceries fo his
refrigerator, turns on the TV, sweatmg like a pig. - /.
. ) - ) ] ¥
Perhaps there are t1mes in ‘men's lives when they are like prmms,
reflecting different colors unt11 one day colors dazzIe them which are off
the color scale, 1nv111b1e feelings,
Pet\er thmks a horse is the answer to 1ndustr1al polluhoq .
: -~ o -
.
: To eally begm with, though: Peter is two separate 1nd1v1du 1s.  There
is Peteriand there is Peter X. I know only Peter, " my ne1ghbor Peter X
is still a subtle mystery to me. And to Peter. :

. Pete s hobbies 1nc1uded tearing the \mngs off of butterfhes, going to
funerals,| and hghtbg pigeons on fire, watching them beat their wings furi-
ously, live twirling fireworks. He is an average American working hu ’
way through college. He pla.ys tenms occas1onally.

¢
It is 1mperat1ve that you and Peter know this: IF YOU ARE NQT ONE .
'OF THE RATS THEN YOU MUST BE BUILDING THE MAZE. :

Late at night he is reading the newspaper. It says: '"Crimes on ™~
Increase, "' ''Capitol Bomb Threat Thwarted, ' and '"Criminals Favor
Capital Punishment. " Peter is happy he lives in a land ﬂowmg with mﬂk

nd honey. ' :
'A girl with powder and pink 1ips ‘goes into Peter's room every night
for an hokr or so. She is Ramoha. Last week Peter.tried to c,ormnit'

. . 5%

IS A 1
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suicide by eating his brains out, ripping pieces o}f like lettuce and
chewing it adequately to insure good digestion. But Ramona came along
-~ in the nick of tirne that afternoon and rushed him to the hospital. A taxi-
dermist ltuffed hil head with cotton. Thank God he will be his-old self
again. . _ o - '

Peter called me to his apertment the other day, 1 alked lum where
his family was. He stared back bland and vacuous. "My mother and
- father are. not here; they lie in separate.jars on my mantel piecd. in alhes. )
Ah, yes, I tlHought, remembering I had tapped cigarette ashes into his
father or mother the last time I was over., I lfet Peter's because Ramona
came over, visibly uplet- her dog had made a puidle on h\‘er framed p'icture.
from h1gh lchool . :

-

- WHER_E IN THE HELL IS PETER X HIDING? \ o

Peter dreaml bout Forest iawn and'a ‘dozen fat maggots eating hu o A;' , ;

eyes out and wriggling from his ea‘e, one hopeles¥iy lodged in one of his " |
thin nostrils. Th ephemenhty of life. Death. Deca.y. It was his future.

Peter begins o understand how fragile th1ngs are. - How mountains
shitter and crumble at an accusing stare.. How relationships fell apart with
looks delivered side-ways and unspoken words. How rivers and streams
turned pink with embarrassment at notlced m:.sta.kes.

Theae : , -
L Fraglley-k‘ . . ) o 8 o
- s : Words - = . A B o
- ) - Slip e
o - Off S
The .
'~ Page - S
Befor.e.Your Very Eyes. "k
' Peter -and Ramona sit with their legs scissored, sta.r1ng at one another .
‘ mtently, unti™ Ramona becomes bored and turns on the television., A
.. western. Now how banal can you get, Peter thought. Peter turns the 'I'V ‘
) off They stare at each other again, Peter suggests they become vegetar-
ians. Ramona suggested dearly that Peter should run away to the Ea.st and
spend the end of h18 days as a Buddhist monk., ;=

Dldn't I read somewhere that Vegetanamsm is a form of death-wish?

Days and night and days pa'se , Qying away and being reborn like modern

f';_ . 26 S
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apartment, ° o N £

" is here that Pete

mythological phoemx s.  Peter's grades at college lowered 11ke a meat

‘scale. Ramona talks to him incessantly about his problems and persogal .
. foibles. His life is a leeson in lethargy. He begins wondering who'the,

hell Peter X is.
e — < ) . T ) B
He studies monsters. The hydra of Lerna. Trolls, Gnomes. Cy-
clopses: He wonders how ny claws he has, how many eyes, how many
fangs, how many monsters he been and will be in the future. He no
longer knows h1mse1f N ' S - ‘

Ramona comes to him, sobbiﬁg tincontrollably. It seems she has lost

_her dog and fears him to be run over somewhere, a flattened pile of hlood-

ied fur.. To comfort her, Peter takes a chicRen bone out of the garbage
can _and/hqgn ‘to her. Ra.mona. dropa it, cry;ng. She runs out of the

~

. . ‘ L L

It is raining. Peter notices how the street reflects car lights like a

highly pohshed pot. Glancing across into the next apartment building Peter

sees a woman washing dishes, encased in glass as he is, perhaps looking
at him and thmlung the same thmg. ~ : :

There is not one iota of truth to the story that Peter has not changed at
all. He is not Peter X, however; Peter X is a ﬂower bloommg 1n~tke
desert. . _ = \"

‘WOULD PETER X PLEASE CALL PETER? ,

What is the X for? It denotes a man who is 2 man unto himself; self

sufficient. Ramonas and last names are not necessary to h1m._

Peter sits o _his toile and grima.ces, eating the core of an aﬁ'ﬁle. He -
throws the fruit down the toilet, watching it twirl away with the flush." It
realizes that not being dead is not the same as being

alive, a fact Pet

N S .
s .. . . . X - .
L N . . s . ¥ ) S
g - . . . . :
. e . .
. - ‘
. . : .
- 2 . . v
. . W .

X has kpown for a long time. : . .

R
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4 Turnon TV with sound off & tape on. Tell the class t
-, to write what they think the characters are saying and doing--as v v
set up situations & put words into the TV characters' mouths. - Without-

~ words to rely on, the TV perspective is completely d1fferent. V1sua11y, _

N

. - EXPERIMENT W/DIALOGUE WRITING

Equipment° TV set
- 12 min. tape of electronic 'I‘V test patterns (these'
are unidentifiable electronic sounds). '

: , N _ . i .
' This is a writing project Bev Dahlen & I did at Strobridge Jr. High
School in Castro Valley. All examples of wr1t1ng came from the 8th grade
classes of Mary Donnelson. :

soap-operas, -.commercials, money games, -animated cartocns lose their
individual-boundaries & take onnew relationships. The strange, e1ectron1c
'sounds add a further di.m,nsmn. Taryn wrote: ‘

’

: W_i'thout the sbu_nd_ that we're accustomed to
the 'worl* stands between you and me.

This writing assignment does a number of things:

It breaks form (how we have lockcd at tele\nsmn—-arso t‘leater, movies: |
‘It makes new connections, juxtapositions, metaphors (without the nat- h

-ural sound Melissa says, '"'water is a- tunnel")

It uses other senses (sight & sound) to stimulate thinking & writing.

It changes persnective (& one of the offshoots (tf this is anger at the
pressures of commercialism),
It feels good, creative & fun to write this way. _

. _ . A o o
. - Commercial, the life we live in is
all confusing. Trying to make you into _
~ a sucker all by playing it smart
- and making you feel down. Up\ down
up, down. ~ Equmal to each other but-these T
.convincing &xplanations and you not
being able to say anything because of
the continuous talking. :
The pressure is on your mind is try1ng

29

objec_:tive. is

/{.‘.'



" to say no but the impressions are too
- great. If you don't you'll be an obstacle -
being made faces at. What is it?
What should I do? They're getting serious
now. I'm losing. I'm winning. Confused
o , surprised. , Préssure is driving me crazy. _
o SR - ‘Alert, alert, alert your will-power. All e
A contacts in pressure are 5till great. Let's a
get off the subject. Cormng
back again. No way to av01d it. . _
A battle, I'm sick, they're winning. =~~~ =
- They're saying the same thing, 'It's L
terrific, everyone: needs one." '"Ours L R _
- is best. ”"Herewego.n"O K., 1'rm. - - Y
- buy ‘L‘b'" - _ . , N e

Cor

I o S ' Sop}/ra Roth

e POet/Teacher ’ : _

SR SACRAMENTO HIGH BT
I'wrote the poem, Aai/z no jala,on the board and asked the k1ds to
translate parts of it wherever they wanted to. : : : .v

R, . Aqui wo JaZa - o s N
: | " (the hummingbirds) = = - S A
dijo Martin -~ S BRI _
(wings are tired . L
mi primo I pescador Do A
(g0 littile for), ) B
. pero eso fue antel que T saeco N A _
[ : (so many tears) e S
. s un pez de ‘una flor o ~ -
- Then I 3skéd them to write their own poems in response to this poem.
- Acquire no joy A
* The humming bird & s | '
o . - .dies marwelously - . N
CR I . Why so many tears L. o o
7 - for the little winged : - ;o '
A S S creature? ' He is at :
% - g - peace with the - .
- - -flourshing flowers . .

-~

.7 30
| -~ - - '

09




RO ' My‘ 11tt1e hummmg b1rdg looks like death
My littie humming birds always looks his best
. My little hurhrmng bxrds got shot in hig chest: -
- 'My poor 11ttle hummmg bird silent as he rest.’
A . Judy H111

" 1"Oh wow no ch1111e man' :
(the hummmnmnns bird's starvvvv:.ng
Ea.gle Martin L - a bete. N

(his wmgs are tired).- =~ -
and he died, . © s e
. " (so-little for) : L
" his life <. .
S L (so many tears) o ‘
: .m0 - on the petals of flowers . .
o ‘_ o o : - o Vmod _A-_’ps“.

O the donkey is in jail .
: ' ‘he said martin was lost.
my cousin the fisherman
mshes teresa a happy day .
- but tha:t_was before
the humming bird cried
N . . -andthe waves fled the ‘sea
e . : , . . . - .“0 ‘ o ' ‘
v T 11e and ‘wait for somethlng L
e o » -~ butIhave learned not S
T o to look through the wayves of tears Lo
¢ . andIhave seen thoughts so . - - :
L, fast that I could not get » .~
. . ) aspiece for yours and mine but"
W T my head is gone and my arms
- ~*  .mare limp and'life is dead and o
- soamlbutshlllwmtfor S
) e T - Sometl};ng. - e - . . . E




PR - TIMING/ELEMENTARY CLASSES .

Whata'kindergarten thru third grade class might do in one hour. "

1. Start, "Cet any idea what a thing called poetr;r_ dis? " BLAM! Con-

on every 1dea they brmg ‘up. Even kindergartnérs know 'it's some stuff

_ you write dowr and it comes in a birthday card." .Where does it come

from? "Your feelings.'" Where are your feelings? 'Inside,! If they say

- rhyme," play with a -few. fThey'll take ,off..7

-

' 2.‘ I get each to say the1r name, Then repeat the name w1th everyonev .
. chanting and chppmg its rhythm. Mime mirror the way they say it if you
feel like.it. Tmy, soft, blg, hard etc. R e ,

Nl
.

a

4 Feel the maglc 1n your body. Wthh do you 11ke better? "The cloud

» is h1g . or "The cloud is a pillow''? Well everybody goes for the last one.
“Have a partner writing down everything said. Lead therm a little ""The cloud

isaaa,..'" "t's a ghost. . .is a thing of all water/ turns into sugar after
it bends/ into the sky at night/ a bigball that waters the earth/ it's a little

)

: versatmn happening and your lonely speech is over. Repeat and/ or.play ‘

S 3. OOOOO do be a c1rc1e Concentratidn is about 15 minutes rnax', ‘
' cu'cle makes it last. S .

_house upsidedown/ it's a big ball of stuff that goes cscs¢scscshhhht!ti.
‘Well they've played w1th metaphor and won't know it for years. Have your 3
partner read back. . . .- "'"Hey, we made a poem, we made a cloud poem. "

5. I-draw 1nterest back to POEM (sort of why you re here). Read a -

"~ child's poem. Isaya little one from Miracles, 'l am fainty/ I am fizzy/

Iam floppy. n g minie it W1th them. Faint, fizz and f10p.

6. I relate to general condition of environment. Weather, bu11d1ngs
being wrecked, noise. - Get them to imagine be1ng a monster coming out of
it. Say monster and they're with you. Get them to be its body, physically.
""You twothere are the eyes, where is your mouth, tell your mouth to come

over here.: ... Pl When I get it assembled I ask its pertinent parts what

they smell, taste, hear, feel. - Then it moves around. Before it starts
socking and puiiching itself out I ask them to draw it. While they do this,

.my partner and I ask them about their drawing. We read aloud ‘a pOem as

-

it is finished. ' Let others keep working. e

-
B

" Fills up 'an_hour

o
41




'derwear to the unconlcmul.

.-

GRADES 4 THRU 6. Can use many techniques you might use in high-
sthool, but keep your raps bnief op you'll be talking to yourself. oot

-

1. Istart with the "What is P....." qces‘tion, .but write up on board
to give credence to their intuitions, add your own. The rest of the connec-
tion/rap is a conversation. Always d1fferent. Anything from N1xon s un-

2. Nowl read a monta'ge of different kinds of poems to them. Idea
poems, picture poems, rhythmic poems, nonsense poems. I ask them to
write down words and phrases while they're listening, or flashes of their
owp. “When I finish reading about 15 minutes, I ask them to look over what
they ve written down and write non-stop for three to five minutes. The

idea is to get those thoughts flowing down that arm fast enough so theydon't
worry what they'll say next. Don't look back till you're finished. Auto-
“matic writing tells me a lot about the kids I'm with--what their zense of

time, freedom, fear is. Next session rmght be based on thm material, I
have them read their p1eces aloud. :

3. _I reada group fantasy about the family that lives under the echool.
4, Oh, yeah-; « +1 encourage anyone to drawbif they'd rether. :

5. Soinetimes I rap about why I began wr1t1ng, why I still do--if they
ask. I may or may not initiate this. : :

6. I have them wrlte to music. "'Songs of the I—fumpback Whale, "
Strawnsky's "Rite of Spnng, " Jazz, anything strongly lyrical. A chance
to get some cracks in for clues on how to make a poem look on a page.

. Start just scribbling till something comes, lay the bursts of thought down

when the music moves you, and where.

7. .Ipiek words .out ofrtheir eutomatic writing, pﬁt them on cards., I
deal the cards out five at a time to each student. I have them’arrange the
cards to the1r pleasure, use it for the flrst line of a _poem. o

8. Collaboratmns--partners. They 'take turns wr1t1ng lines, five lines

each, careful to cover the line they have just finished. No one knows what

the piece looks like till both are finished.  Kids are usually surpNjsed at
how coherent they are. Some cracks here for language coherm of its
Own. T : :

9. Concrete poem. I show them some. Event:-I have every_one toss
Qut an object. . . hershey bar, muffler, shoe, hat, dance ticket, banana. . . o

¢
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whatever they ve got. I put it in the middle, I invite people to arrange it
in different ways, ma.ybe with a muffler sneaking into a shoe, hershey bar
in hat, etc. I have people wr1te e1ther literal descnptmns or concrete

poems. . _ : _ o
. . .' N ) ‘ ) } ’ 2 - . ' k

§ ' - . ~ Julia Vose
' Master Poet/Teacher
Northern California

. HOW THISGROUP POEM GOT MADE

"Rainy day in Mendocino. Judy Stavely's kindergarten class at Men-
docino Elementary. Reahd a poem ta connect #ith huge storm clouds that
are literally on top of us in a big sky panorama. Read old student poem:
that goes "the lightning is an old witch's finger reaching
can reach ' My partner, Peter Veblen, writes down whit the kids say as
they begm popping out what 'my lightning is. . . ." Irgpeat it and bu11d
it out loud as we create it. When we ﬁmsh Peter rea

- LIGHTNING

One n1ght the w1tch reached
for ;ne P

| ‘it struck my finger

Lightning is a picklehead _ , :
'Lightning is a light that cuts - .
' back and forth - '
. down thru the sky
Lightning is a chimney
N\ Lightning is a bullhorn
S coming thru the sky
’,' ll1ghtn1ng is a weirdo because 1t's crooked"
- . ) J, . .
‘ ts of lightning up in the c1ty called
. Mammoth ' S - I

) ghtmng has a crooked little kitty
and a crooked little house - ,
and a crooked little dog '

Julia Vose.
Master Poet/ Teacher
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Hrs. Robinson's 3rd period class at Sutter Jr. High School; included )pc“
were a Dutch speaker, a Portuguese speaker, two Spanish speakers, a couple '
of Chinese speakers, and a miscellapeous one! Everyone who could gave me
a word in a language other than English. I wrote the words on the black- o
board spelling them the way they would sound to an English-speaker: grva, =
loupen, feo, pulgas, hailo, seeyouguy, escombe. Most of the students didn't.
‘know any of the words; some knew only those that they had given. The class
checked out the words, said them out loud, stressing each word differently-- B
es-oom-BE, es-COM-be, ES-com-be--and tried to.find similar words in English v
for them: pngas = pull gas, feo = fail, and so on. The exercise involved ,
the students® giving these words their own definitions and then using them ’“l
in a poem. The poem could be written using only these words, or it could be
in English with these words distributed throughout. The object of this exexr-
cigse was to get the students to use their own background,; or to give them

something unfamiliar and new as materials for their own creating. :

. Hey Escombe pulgas! . . - =
* -Erva Loupen fao?’ ‘ .
Hailo! Seeyouguy

> - A : r,: . B L. . - "_.. R 2 . R »_ . . \,“; i
' S . B The weary woman' in h#r feo dress - :
' { . walked back frdm the funeral

- ! . _ ’ - - and walked
: " W3 ,
Ou erva hailo l& escombe . L o ‘
seejouguy feo le pulgas . e

de le one loupen = - o

o

The following day we read these in class and then we found out what the words
really meant: erva = grass, loupen = walking, feo = ugly, pulgas = fleas,
‘hailo = rxight on! (Chinese-American slang), seeyouguy = soy sauce chicken,

. @scombe rubber in many ways._ : :

-~
MMMMMW-““ Py

{ R ) ‘ " 7 ' ) .
| : _ . . p
Luis Gonzales , . 1
7 o Poet
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN HIGH SCHOOL
San Francisco, California.

African Lit Class = ™\
‘Teacher, Ms. Davis -

"Readiag, Réc‘ords,j Rapp-i',;g} and 'Riting” -

i

I read some poems from my book, Black szraltar. The poems I,
chose represented a kind of blues.  After the poems were read and dis-
cussed, I bBegan to play records I had chosen just for this theme. These

‘ records also expressed d}fferent kinds of blues.. I gave the students my
impressions and reactions to the songs by jotting on the ‘board thoughts
and feelings that came to me while the records were playing. I also jotted
down the song and singer and put him in a '"blues'' category. At one point,
one of the students was moved to mention ''Lady Sings The Blues' and I
put Billy Holliday in our "L1fet1me Blues"category. The blackboard looked
8 omethmg like this: c . : :

B

 Marvin Gaye "Inner-city Blues" The-bad-living-condition blues.
Syl Johnson "Is It Because I'm Black'' The-just-'cause-I'm-black blués.
Sam Cooke "Change Gonna Come' The-hopeful-for-tomorrow blues.
Lou Ra.wls "Tobacco Road' Roach- on-my-kxtchen-sxnk blues.

Each member of the class was then told to wr1teh 8 orher blues poen,
“and brlng it to class the next day. z o

¥ ) . .
. Leona Welch ’ !
, Poet : :
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| “ FREMONT ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
T , Y Santa Rosa., Cahforma

-
[

‘I-asked the children what they thouight poetry was and pat their random
answers on the blackboard. I asked them for colors, kinds of food, what's
happening in Santa ROSa, what's happening in the world, names of rivers,
etc. All of their responses were put on the board and we made a scramble
poem. Then I asked them if, when they got up in the morning, got dressed,
ate breakfast, if they couyld think a.bout it now, would they. thmlc about it

backwards or forwards. ‘For instance, how does the spoonior. ‘fork'taste

‘as you take it out of your mouth before the first bite of faod and go back
and brush your ‘teeth? ‘I went on to illustrate how this might work by read-
mg a portion of Kurt Vonnegut's Slaugh'berhause -Five:

A\

American planes full of holes and wounded men and
corpses took off backwards from an airfield in Eng-
land. Over France & few German fighter planes flew
at them backwards, sucked bullets and shell frag-

~ ments from some of the planes and crewmen. . .etc
. etc. .,. .- The American fliers turned in their uni-
forms, became highschool kidE. - And Hitler tarned .
mto a baby, B111y Pllgrzm supposed }
‘ abrldged excerpt

-

1 followed this with a poem from Faye Kicknesway's book Poem Tree

the man explodes
the Inan with the bomb at the foot of the sta1rs
the man in the pail of the bomb on the stairs
the stairs are a man and a pail with a bomb
the bomb is the stairs
the pail is the stairs .o
the man thinks it's funny
the pail thinks it's fine
the man is a hook and the pail is a bear
the bear i8 a bomb and is raining
the rain is a man with a pail full of sta.1rs

~ the stairs are his feet : '
his‘feet are made of-lettuce

K . IthCr‘ say'furiny things . " : o

. _ | © 37
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they are a chimney with a man at its foot .
they are being eaten by a dog with a tail like a hook

-

I'repeated the firlt eight lines of the poem and asked the children to
write as fast as they could, scribble, draw, anything, for five mmutea
trying not to let the1r hands etop. '

_ . ~ David Plumb
P . R : . Poet/Teacher

ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

§ . e n'
: s

Th me of the game is "Free the Poet,!" a 81tuat1on in which the
students ‘write poems or draw pictures. to the pirate captain of the ship
-in order to free the poet. The captain will not .free the poet unless the

~ children write a poem or draw a picture. The poems can be written (with.
help of teacher/poet) to either the captain or the captured poet. The poet

- will acknowledge their poems with a poem of his own. . These poems or
drawmgs will be the ransom to free the poet

o . !

Suggestmns for startmg "

~

One.stormy night

a pirate ship =

was fighting the . large waves at\}ea
On this large overgrown “boat -

,Was a sad. captured poet. o« o e

'Let the children work fror_n this.npoint'.‘ \ T . «
. : o Ruben Ruybal -
' : T Poet . o

L2 : . . - . ‘
. : ¥ : n-&\
" . . . R
3 : +
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EMERSON SCHOOL
- Kindergarten, 1st and 2nd Grades
I asked the class what their ideas abou} poetry were, then lit stmks of
. incense and passed them around making suRe each child took a godd whiff.
They then wrote a class poem about their feelings about the incense. I did

the same thing with garlic, only this time I had the class close their eyes.- '
They wrote another poem, then I passed a strong smelhng bar of soap .

around which everyone could both smell and feel. Another poem followed.

The bilingual, bicultural influence came through clearly in the second

grade class where there were two boys from Tokyo who spoke very little -

\ .

‘Enghsh. ~ Through the translations of the teacher's aid they contrlbuted-v
two lines to the tlass poem about incense. :
‘ It smells like something close to B’uddh'a
_/ S _ It smells like the bones of a dead body
- They associated thé smell of incenéé with Byddhist temples and shrines,
~ ancestors and £une'f‘als. '~ Children born in the United.States were more
likely to say ‘ - ' g
- It-dtnells like sbmebody- smoking a sparkler . ?/
: | - :“,‘ ’ ) ) ’ . . - » )‘0 ' '
3 These sarﬁe two boys also wrote 'individual poems in iapanese.
Doug Yamamoto
Poet/Teacher
_ MITCHELL JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL _
t e : : Sacramento, Cahforma o .
- ) Ona déy when things were apparently going to Be restless and noisy
- . from the start, Istarted with, ""Take off your shoeés." Aimost everyone -
- - ' giggled and said, "Huh?' Object: to tell how their feet felt (very impor-
- tant part of body), tell how body and head felt wﬁ:hout using words 111<e foot,
head, leg or body to descrlbe feehng.
. o i . - .- Elaine Jenmngs Staley
. A L - o Poet
. : 39
. . . . L4
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S
- MIRA COSTA HIGH SCHOOL -

Los Angeles, €alifornia-
. v

I aeke{;e class to write a- poem about their bodies. I mentioned .
Pablo Néruda's Ritual of my Legs in which he praises the simplicity of
his legs ("without complicated content/ of senses or trachea or 1ntestmes o
or ganglia.").

e

Acc‘omplishment ’ S (‘\ !
. ¢ L R o
\ | | : ; . ’ .
b Pedaling rhythmic

With the deliberatioh of
a locomotive- ‘
I steer my tricycle in c1rc1es
_ Around the backyard patio
e R The family lemon tree
i ‘ ‘Had just-dropped an oval fruit .
‘ T R1pe and yellow and. fascmatmg -
. . 1 speeded up ' ’7
' . Bearing down hard on the pedals
With my strong, styrong legs
Pumping piston-lilye
ran over the 1e on

, en I was finished "
Llemon juice and pulp and rind and seeds
: Covered the cement A
2 -~ " ThenlI sat back on my trike ,
' Panting slightly from my effort
. Looking at the -

. ) o . a  freshly pungent sticky mess _
S - - Satisfied with a job well done -0
o : I : ~ Michele Berggren
o ' N o ~ William Mohr
..:l_ ,
. " ) 3
- . E
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At Strobridge Junior ngh in Castro Valley Ali Light and I worked
with two _8th grade classes. We also had one hour each week for small

, workshops--S or 6 students met with each of us durmg the noon hour- in
the lerary. .

_ In my small workshop last week I thought it would be fun to ask the .
‘students to write magic spells, chants, or make up recipes for magic po-
tionis. We talked about it for a while. [ read them two ''real" magic spells
from books: "The Killer, " a Cherokee:Indian spell, from Rothenberg's
Technicians of the Sacred (p 70) and: M"Charm for a Sudden Stitch!" from

Charles W. Kennedy 8 translatlons inhis An Anthology of 0ld English Poetry

(p- 70): .

Here are a couple of poems from that sessmn. :
' &

| Y |
o Vanessa Dawson dec1ded to wrlte a spell to "turn Bev back to norma.l"
- |
Bev, Bevyou've gotagood ¢
“head, Black moss & Junk .
out of mud, EIf ears with ,

bloody skin- ‘waste, waste, wasting
the moose's time to eat . )
dinhner. - Goose guts wrapped
m dev11 eyes, you'll return -

Leh

to a normal life.

Mailie LaZarr, a teacher, ha an underground reputation for being a
witch in that school anyway--so is pro;ect was r1ght up her alley. She ~
wrote two spells. He*re is one of them ‘

'IQ restox;e light -

. To break eternal darkness that thee knows all too we11 ,
- Gather for this one you seek help for
, Nothmg . Xy
' For power to heal 1s w1th1n thyself



AN ' R

" - But think of this verse to help you ,
 Ashe girl plucks berries from th,e bush \

‘ . I pluck stars from the sky - ; ' -
S To put them into a shiny pink shell : '
L " Surrounded by deep green leaves

_ And cast these do I to the wind 7

o Above a blue fire from dry bones and corn husks ;
/1 touch thy now my soul to yours and - R SRR

The light of your world you now see’ '

Thee must hold dear else it fly away

~

e

Beverly Dahlen ’ 
~ Poet/Teacher

. 'RECIPE

i I

‘Children were asked to make themselves small and fmd ‘ahiding place.

in the classroom.' R

 Iam hiding under Mrs Martinez Desk.
>+ .~ Iam Dust. : 3 '
T Lalainn

" Leona Welch
Poet/Teacher

A



* -~ SEQUELL HIGH SCHOOL
¢ R . lSanta'Cruz’, California-

-

- Automatic writing: Students free associate, writing fast.

Problem and advice; Students pair up; each one writes a problem or -
. statement or whateverﬁs and then the partners exchange papers and give
, each other adwce. :

*, -

-

. Readxng and Assocmtlon. Teachers read stor1es or poems. or stock-'

-~ poxrket averages while students free associate on paper.

r

&

Word Shufﬂ(a Each student wntes a word on s11ps of paper which’ are
shuffled into goofy poems. =~ . Lo

.

Picture Resmnses. Show or pass around var1ety of p1ctures wh1ch
A - students capt1on, or write about or free associate with.

Conversation Poem: Read example(s) (e.g., "Mr. 'Flood's Party') L
and then students write internal d1alogue, or overheard d1alogue, or dias
logue in palrs. o . oo

- . . N A,

L 3 .
, Cutouts: étudents ‘cut out words ”from magazmes and arrange them
1nto poems. - : >
Priority Lists: Students make a 11st of the th1ngs that are most impor- - o
tant to them and then 1ncorporate those th1ngs into a poem. '

_PM' You gai‘l the k1nd of power you-'ve always wanted to have--
'“« i'"'what do you do?. What%appens? N :

.‘\,

‘N

-’

remember when, . .0t ‘ : S
Inv1s1b1e Poem* .The effect of th1ngs whmhare not there upon the pre- .
sent. _ . TP oA

4

_ Freaky'Grocery.L.ist:_ :'Clasfs"orfindiv,iduals‘ mahe out a crazy grocery
list. .ﬁ" . 1 B . B y . ) .

yohe

S

Graffiti ‘Poem: Students write’ on 1arge sheet of' paper. ar

: - .
- Messages: Students send messages around the room w1th or mthout

signing the1r names.




oy

O

" ERIC

Aruitoxt provided by Eic:

‘Cube Poem: Words on cube which is turned d1fferent d1rect10ns
different combination of words. : . _ , .

3

«

Odes. \ Poems in pra1se of anythmg.

HctoLaphs :

-~

Poems whlch take the shape of obJects. _—

s

for

.Half-crazy ‘Poem: Half the poem makes sense, the other half or ran-

dom lmes do not..

Concret’e Poetry:

 Move words about on the page,

ordering system so that the space becomes important.
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: Steve Wiesinger %
, o Teacher
< . .
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' ’?c Qni'yWay TdGet ImIsToGetOut. ~ - A Catastrophic Montage ~ * '
Iwantto spcaktothc o - , ¢+ Wespeak of such ' 3
‘Intcrlor Mlnd o : o - relevant events. o Lo
‘\Dccorator . <t . BT All‘-ppojc‘ctcd 3s a slapstick comedy -
Why T ) _in #n old, rundown feater.
Because . - - .. 7 .. Someone stgpsdown the aisle,
Why -~ .. . saying to me, “Is this sfat
Because L . taken?” = -
Istoohard toarpange .~ © . “NoIsiy.
You'll just - ' U Flashes of death, dest ction and
haveto .- o T tiny guppxcs fill thc square screen
stay T R T “in front of us. Afadmg dream’
mcsscd up I, ~isthe projcctxomst ‘
. T o ““The movie’s chdppy,” he says.
AR Annie Leveton - - ... 'Thepopcorn is dry in my mouth.
.- - Mendocino H.S. ' - .Double feature. ' .
. R e . . - Lmiss the guppies. ’
Y T T IR I What did he say his name was'r’
' T . - - S ' - Mark Haukdas
o e, o A A AbrabammeolnHS
L R N
A o Aswingback‘and forth - B I
_ back & forth, back& forth i in the wmd o . _
N S . amilliondoors all itarow. B K
> 7 inagreathall ” o '
‘ : all squeaking
: ATSUERRme o 0 | ra
Robin Kilker - BT
o , Mitchell Jr. H.S. I
o o co ﬂ o - Rancho Cordgva
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' AND GREW UP IN ¥PITE OF IT. o )

YOU WERE MY FRIEND.

i
i

LETTER TO A DEAD FRIEND . .

. } _ .
WISH YOU£OULD KNOW ME NOW, JIMMY. .

THE SHY LITTLE GIRE GOT MAD AT THE WORLD -

EVERY BREATH OF AIR THAT YOU TOOK IN SURPRISED You.
YOU TOLD ME THAT WE LIVE IN HELL. I BELIEVED You.

HELLO DEAD FRIEND
WHY DID YOU ESCAPE FROM HELL BY YOURSELF’

" DIDN'T YOUR MOMMY TELL YOU THAT ONE SHOULD SHARE

. ONE’S PLEASURES? WITH OPEN ARMS?

A LETTER.OF LOVE

‘BY THE TIME I DIE AND BY THE TIME I GET TO . R
'WHERE YOU'RE AT YOU'D ALREADY ESCAPED FROM -

 THERE. - , .
BET 1 COULD BEAT YOU THERE C e
< S R Karoll Mead
’ - : College Park H.S;
Pleasant Hill

/

»

I s gcttmg hard for me to say thmgs o .

and twice as hard to wntc thcm

I think it’s because all my thoughts
are constantly about you.

Separation

is not the key to find true. love
It only opens up things > .
1 thought we had locked away forever.

"You're a.cool breeze,

slick as ice..

Glassy eyes, slick clothes, hair duc
~you've got it all.

You're a'cool brccze,

When I want most to scream for you . . slick as ice.

I can’t

~sol get this picture of you
screaming for me

" and that secems worse.. '
- If I.could throw you the key
would you take it calmly
and come back, to open me? e

. Talk.bad, look bad, be bad '
SO You've got it all.

Mark
Lutber Burbank H. S
Sacrqmenta_ »

Jain Lemos ,
Mendocino H.S. . .
“ Mendocino

&t




The non-noise was at an even unloudness
- The new-old new games

»

A DREAM

-

* were heing played
* hard and mean

with ancestral delight

~ in the Jarge non-stadium housing grass cpurts \

[

. green and bright

-Tsnucka blondc g1rl—ch11d away from her father

) . she'was 12 and pretty
I scduccd her '
and she liked it

- the non-stadlum noise rolled on

' Thcy were playmg in the stadium = S

‘ ’ - thousands and thousands
f of non-spectators prcscnt

- but not watch ‘/ng ~
the non-games

Hcr father came lookmg ,
- ‘and we went to non-dinner -

~The wholc stadium waited swiftly,
‘ in short moving lines ;

winlc the men non-athletes -
showcd us how far they could

- kick the balls into, the stands

L4

.

. : . Itried too
<~ they could kick further "
’ and better
than1
Voo L
J Burt
Abmbam meoln HS S. F

-

I was dreaming about complete

nothingness. I guess that’s because the -
poems were so soothing that -7
othey put me to sleep. ~
Keith Mc(,rear
Abrabam Lincoln H S S.F.
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_ ‘ . ‘. Anger -
Angcr,push me back, push mc'back
Push me back so I can slack. .

Anger, slack me short, slack me short . ..
"+ slack me short (I don’t need to snort.)

Anger, I'don’t need to snort, I don’t nccd
to snort . e

Anger, I'm in court, I'm ir_1 court,
- (But I snorted it with a fork).

T

Anger, thecelliscold . . . .
the cellis cold . . .

‘Anger, please send me home
send me home . .

,Aﬁgerﬂ,lcan’t go home I'm six =~ - - - -
~ » feet under all alone.
- I'm mad.

Angcr 5 thc cxpression
at my soul’s

spit—
splattcrcd shifting— o
Drifting shit -
- Directed at me
‘ Visible for aH to see
uscd to stifle spmt ’s creatmty

Group Poem

Mrsszon/Opportdnzty H.S., S F.

- Didn’t they know

~ Sirens scrccchmg down streets

people pecring outside . -
starding by doorsteps

More sirens racing down streets -

brmgmg pohcc paddy wagons

 arriving as in a parade

People scrambling
running, fearing

' Police clubs beating

on beautiful God-given
human‘pasts. A

o hcard crying and shouting

" hate and anger
cht day headlines say
“Riots Cause Fire”

-

the sirens distutbed
peace :

clubs burned

the body

 Their socicty
- planted the

frustration . . . Why? o
' Lydia Rivers

Santa Ana H.S.
Santa Ana. .
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN HIGH SCHOOL )
Mrs. Jacqueline Anderson's Creative Writing Class
B } - ’
: Stepha.me Minea .
Poet/Teacher

i . . s
» |

-~

directly--uung language that was natural to them--and to tap their inner

sources ¥or symbolism and 1magery. To do this I read them ‘poetry by
- people their age and younger (including poems’ that had been compiled by
Mrs. Anderson from previous classes she'd taught), my own poetry; and
poetry by my friends, as well as poetry, by writers like Nikki Giovanni,

Sylwa Plath, Garcia Lorca, Diane Wakowski, Indian poetry (from Tech-

~nicians of the Sacred and Shaking the Pumpkin)3)folk songs from

Africa (Poemd from BZack Afrzca, ed1ted by La,nggton }hﬁhea), and W. B.

Yeats.
-

.
A4

journal (since at that time they weren't on a fixed schedule and forced to
wake up abruptly to go to school). I talked a lot about dreams as a source
of imagery andintroduced themto Anais Nin's workand theories regarding
dreams. Sample assignments were: to write about a person they felt

strongly about, using color and sound to ‘symbolize ~them--go1ng beyond '

superficial description of appearance; to make poems frém their dreams;
to write about an envn'onment that 1nﬂuence& them, to write -about some-

' thing natural in their environment; to sit quiefly by themselves and do free .

association with words they picked at random; and to write about anything
they liked. My feeling was that the more they wrote the easier it would
be, and I think this was proven true as the work got 'better' (i.e., looser

; and freer), and people started handmg in poems that were not assi\g-ned

and often two or three a day. . : ’

I talked abo_ut schizophrenia (how you develop a secret world that you

are afraid to share with those that '"judge'' you) and how writing could be a
~way of working out that duality. This produced many nods of agreement
.and uz(derstandlng, and a lot of talk about how they were respondmg to the
"~ workshop. They reass .red me that their 1aCI:s of direct response to my

- 49
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’I encouraged the étude:‘ts to trust themselves; to speak honestly and )

1 made assignments ej;‘ery' day, often in-class as well as take-home
: assignments. Over the Thanksgiving break I asked them to keep a dream-




L 4

: #rese'ntation’s was not l»_lack_ of interest, but that they were "taking it all
in''--absorbing my message, my style, my being, Finally, I came to feel
that this was one of the mostimportant things I could communicate--not so

much specific information on what poetry was,. but about whatI was and
how I had become a poet. They needed proof that one could live the life

they wantedand not be atotal outcast from society--that it was indeed pos-
sible to be honest. S

Exercises in class included: staring into each other's eyes for five )

minutes and then writing; picking out natural objects from a grab bag I had
collected (leaves and flowers and rocks and fruit and shells)and then writ--
ing about the object they had selected; talking about how a poem made them
feel after I'd read it--what colors. they saw, what sounds they experienced.

Every day I read poems that they had handed in to me and we talked about '
them. By the end of the two-week period we were functioningas a work- .-

shop, that is, I uld read a poem by someone and we would talk directly
~ with the writer ut what he was trying to say and other students would

explainthe messages they received. Atthe beginning, I read poems without -

naming the poet and then, after doing this for about a week, I asked thém

if they would obJect to me saying who had written the poem, and they

didn't--were, in fact, beginning'to be proud of what they had written. Only
two orthree students remained insecure to the end--feelmg they couldn't
write, that everyone wrote better than they. Everyone joined, in to encour-
‘age them that they could write and that it wasn't so hard, tho there was,
“alsoa lot of sympathy for those who felt 1nh1b1ted

DAUG{ITER/FATHER o .
'Loathing the loyd boom of his voice
" in the dark morning, .
Forcing * ‘good-morning” insthd
- " of “goto hell”, '
. Stay in bed! Get out of the house!
Don’t come back' Please!

Asking as sweet as an angcl
' for a favor,
Accusing as dirty as a devil
- to bathe in my tears. °

. Like a hawk he spies, .
" Like a hunted animal hé listens.
Stretching the pains & agonies
of my world into an ocean
of sorrow, hate, despair.

50,




- Why can’t he understand?
The sky will fall if he does .
not have his way.

Heaven forbid! -
He is always right!

~ He is of no value to me.

is like water to'fire
or like a devil to a Christian.
- What is he good for? ,
Somebody explain it to me,
Please. v
- Gloria Jarquin o _
Abmqu Lincoln HS., S.F. .

3

MY MOM

As she awakens, does the sun also.
Softly creeping to bring her

. family to life..
"Praying to God to help her
- through the day as .
" The youngest calls_to her sleepily.

Moin! Mom! g
“Can you do this? <
Can you do that?

o

) Wavmg good-bye from thc wmdow
" Shessighs.

Hcr pure skin clashes with A
the dark house as she. > : “
comibs her mane of chocolate silk.

She lingers in her sun as
she hangs the laundry,
~ Feeling her spirit lift S
like that of a bird’s.
Wishing she could fly as
free as a dove she

- “Enters the house,

returning to her cooking,
ironing, sewing and family.
" Her day will come. |
- : i n

Gloria Jarquin
Abrabam Lincoln H.S., S. F
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L -"POETUTEAMS IN THE INNER CITY SCHOOLS oot
John Muir Elementary, San Francisco
' Nina Serrano g

San Francisco Coordinator




The classroom is {lmoat adance
as the four poet teachers walkinto the -

‘room and introduce tliemselves. The
children @are in a semi-circle, intro-

duce themselves, then’ Buriel ‘lies

down in the center of them and an-
nounces 'I am an oak treeand I+am
six thousand years old."

o .

. The children begin to add the de-
tails of his life while Buriel adds new

facts: ""A tree who has his glasses off -

- andcan't see too well. " In the mean-
time, Natalia and Joe write down what
they say on the blackboard. When the

/ story ends 8, Pamela-reads back:their
" narrative poem. The.class is sur-

s prmed ta realize they have written a

poem. AL
o ¢
Natalia says her version is a lit-

tle different from Pameia.'s‘ because
everyone has been talking at once.
Natalia reads her poem. It is the same

narrative but is adifferent style using .

different rhythms and line repetitions.
The children applaud and so does Bur-'
iel. Joe reads his version and the
excitement grows higher.

*  Buriel is on his_feet now asking

—

‘"What languages do you speak'? There

'is English, Spanish, Frepnch (repre-

sented by "OO la la Madame'), Viet-

namese- and the "K'" which turns out
.tobe like pig latin. Pamela says they
can mizke a poem again using all the
language and sounds they know. They
can even make up their own words to
create a super ice cream sundae us-
ing all the ingredients they like. -

53
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. Words and languages fly. Joe,

uriel and Natalia are writing fast.

‘Pamela acts out their group Multi-

lingual poem while reading it fromthe

s ‘blackboard. The pﬁt-; are surrounded
- by childfen and the excitement is so

high there is a hint of pushing and shov-
- ing. - s

. Natalia claps her hands, then
ﬂ snaps her fingers ﬂ}ree/ four and the .
-} class follows clapfing and snapping in

~ unison. She/snapy and claps softer

- and softer crouching lower and lower
and the children follow until eyeryone

. is very quiet. .'_\ ' SN :

. 'Nata}lia opens her fingers on ei-
. ther side of her face. "I'M a butter-
fly and I've landed on a flower." "I'M
‘a bee, " a boy said. Two girls whis-
per "WE are sitting on bluebells, "
' Buriel is writing as fast as he can'on
“the blackboard. . Natalia stretches her
arms up as her body rises and the
whole class reaches for the sky ‘and
when they are ready to land on the
classroom floor to rest,’ Natalia and
Pamela each read a poem, Natalia in
Spanish and Pamela in English, -

The children take turns reading
poems ‘into the tape recérder. We play
it back for them and-they are an ap-
preciative audience for own voices. .

' The photographer steps forward

.- . asking the class to stand in front of
S the blackboard for a group photo. No
one says smile, but everyone is smil-

ing. The poets wave "Adios Nos Vemos/
goodbye, " o

-~
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™ "how ko build a treehouse withaut mterfemng with thq trees” —8omethzng
. poet Curtis LyZe scnd about uriting poetry.

v | " Holly Prado . o
Master Poet/Teacher . AR
‘ ‘ Southern California T
. ,’ o . v i - | : o
’ This year in Southern Cahforma, there have" been—nmeteen Poetry in R
‘ the Schools workshops, in Los Angeles, Orange, and San Dlego counties., =
I work with poets; teachers and school admimutrators, students, and -
Poetry in the Schools personnel. I do a lot of prganizmg‘, driving, tele-
= phoning, letter ‘writing,, xeroxing. I think about it all and try to plan train-
ing sessions in schools for poets and students that will be full of what

poetry is about: ‘energy, real experience, sharing ideas and feelings 113]
language that can move both the reader and the writer.

: 1 work with the poet, trymg to help him get comfortable and to share
. his work with students so that they can begin to understand the process of.
‘ writing their own poetry. I tell teachers about the progirgm and get them
to take.part, if they can.  Three times this year I've met with groups of
‘teachers after sghool to explore their own wfiting. . They have much to
say--about themselves as people and about teaching--and they say 1t well
 when they begin to write. . _ . - ol
| * B U .
. " At Mira Costa H1gh in Manhatta_!’a Beach, 1 did three three-hpur tra1n1ng - ' ‘
sessions with Bill Mohr. We'd agreed before the first sessisn that each -
.of us would make copies ofone of our own poems sothat the students. could ° w _—
have the poems in front of them forfdiscussion. I used my poem, "country . o
. banjo, " which is about a sort of mythic journey. Bill used a poem of his A
about his Mmotorcycle, which talks about ''moving'' psychologically, and
‘whigh has a lot to do withthis relatmnsh1p with his father. Bill and I read
| - our poems,, talked about them, and planned to get the kids'to write "jour-
' ney' poems of their own: "Where would you have gone this morning if you
.. hadn't come to school? "  We wanted to get into fantasy, 1mag1nat1on, se-~
. cret desires--the material of poetry. Instead, the kids wanted to talk
" about'Bill's father‘ and their méthers and fathers. ,
] .




\ " ’

-

"All of us ended up writing: "How would you feel 1f you were yourself
_now, going into your old elementary school--and you were also yourself at
e1ght or nine years old, watching this 'big person' come into the room? "
: One of the boys in the group felt afraid of hik imaginary small size~-he
. said that when he was little the older boys in the neighborhood would pick
: ~ on the younger kids and it was a real .disadvantage to be small. Some stu-
dents wrote about their outer appearances--how they might look to their
‘younger selves; others concenterated on inner feelings of being foung or
olds Most of them argued that what they wrote wasn't poetry. ill-and I .
disagreed, although the writing wasn't finished or really unified. A couple
of students felt that poetry should be philosophical, about the 'true meaning -
of life, "but I argued that they had been writing about life in a way that was
* more important than those vague poems that use phrases like, 'beautiful
glory of my soul' or ''come to me and we will share our love forever. '

fAs the workéh_op sessions went on, students beganto write interesting, ‘
original poetry.. The following poem is an example--and I think the lines, ’
the words are finally coming/ wﬂ:houtpnde or guilt, " sum up what's been
happemng in the workshops I've part1c1pated in this year. :

‘ . \ ‘ . . -
\ : o I AM'STILL ATLIVE : o
A T - T
©  1was borh in the hollow month . _ ,
of weaning cats : . : .
. I.was born again in the second ' )
e " ‘new moon seventeen years after’ o T .

s ‘ . , - conceived by-abdyéhild ' ‘
) ST - We are each our own

in the time of a fishing heart v

finally reaching the balance A v
" of an ago time = - ' IR \

‘I will see you when I see you
e o I would be seen
| without rmrrored shadows

- The Words.are finally coﬁnng
. without pride or guilt
They are arriving on the
. plain of whiteness
. - for the first time
o - unrehearsed.

: S -+ Julie Patterson
o , 1 B ! - -Costa Mesa High School
: ' ' ’ Manhattan Beach, California .

)




‘For me, oge of the great strengths of Poetnt in the Schools' workshop

is the emphasis on writing as a changmg, immediate thing, rather than on

a pre-determined curr1cu1um 12 which there is little room for insights~or
| tangents. ‘ S

|
|
]
, l
Ry I ) ’ - : ) [

I |
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. GETTOE

in San Franczsco -on f111more street in the alley old drink men come in the

alley and they sleep in the alley because they have know houses to live in - *

they make nose they be droping bottles and be h1t1ng against the wall and

sometimes we can not go to.slegp they ke rats and rochs because the, .
" old drink men be weting on ther\self in the morning wfen 1 go td*school thos

(’\ men be laying ther at night time my brother be scared to take out the gar- . \
' bage because thos men be down ther

- if he do not be scafed if I was h1
of old drink men’r‘

-are you scared of rats and rochs? \

I know I well be scared are you scarea '

if you are. scared of all of this you now what a gettoe is AR '_ R
' The End
' l ' '
. _' S
; , - "Yvonne Maria Thomas , .
p ! T » Edison Elementary School g '
' ' ©* San Francisco, California !
G
1 * 9 v
. '
’
¢
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, THE BAT
Wendy Huber .
Encma H1gh School, Sacramento

Perhaps it ha.d been the summer breeze that had beckoned her out of
~ bed and into the night, But in retrospect she could not really be sure. The,
grass had beendamp and she had lounged on the porch stoop drifting in. and -
" out of sleep, watchmg the twinkling lights of the ‘distant village. A bird's
.ery had aroused her a’ few hours later--towards dawn, she thought--and:

" she had real1zed that she ‘as damp and chilly atid could not stay out.any-
longer. It had been then, as she had risen from the stoop still in the warm
aura of sleep, that her fright had begun, She had heard a rushmg sound
like the wifgs of a struggling insect beating the air, and as she had turned .
away from the house to investigate, she had thought she could make. out-the

. barest suggestion of a blurry .shape coming directly at her. Could remem-
ber ducking and, at the time, she had thought it had brushed her arm. Ex- -

cept, actually, she hadn't been sure,

Perhaps she hadn't really seen ypf'thmg Maybe the rushing noise had
“been the innocent rustling of thé wind in the trees. For several minutes -
she had remained on the cement stoop tryjng to conjure up the events once
'more, but inevitably finding herself defeated by a mind heavy with sleep |
and intoxicated with recent dreams. By the time she had returned to her
bed, the episode had seemed only like a remnant of those dreams and she
had gratefully d1sm188ed it as such o
, Ce
...~ Butnow in the full brilliance and oppr )ve heat of ripening day an odd
reddish streak on her arm made her wonde Was the explanation really so
81mp1e‘? B . o . '

She was sitting in front of her desk, a small pedestal mirror before her.
Dressed in neatly pressed cotton shorts and shirt, her honey hair half

brushed, she would have resembled a young lady in the midst of her morning

primping, except that' the brush lay forgotten in her lap, where it had been -
dropped when her attention had turned to her infjury. There were, she
noticed, other scratches on her hands and lower arms, but she dismissed

E
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- them without concern--they had been inflicted early yesterday dur1ng her S
o gardenlng. But this one--this red welt--had not been there before--she )
_ knew it hadn’t. It must have been caused by the creature she had seen -
last mght, no, had thought she had seen, because hadn't all that beena -,
dream? L :
Then I must have gotten hurt when I climbed back into bed, she thought, =~
‘or maybe when I got up this morning., But she couldn't believe that, either; -~
one didn't acquire a scratch like that without know1ng exactly when it ha\‘pr e
pened. She would JuSt have to face it- ereature had been to- blame, and
~ it had not been created by her sleepy ‘:y or-the illusiong of darkness, and
dreams. It had been as real as the sunlight stireaming through her. window:
and the growing heat that was begmmng to make her feel rather tense and )
: feveruh. 4 - 7/ -

Haw.ng accepted the dec1ded1y unpleasant explanat:.on, she began to S
: wonder at the possibility of 1nfect10n. Even now the welt: appeared to be - :
swelling and she thought she could detect traces of dry blood on the skin.
She hurried to the bathroom smk where she carefully washed the area and .
applied alcohol. Patting her arm dry, -she serutinized her hand1work and
realized, to her amazement, that the sore was not of the same size and .
configuration that she had or1g1na11}r thought. It was much smaller and con- )
. sisted of two shallow punctures that were somewhat run together.. With a
* . hard swallow and a queasy feeling in her stomach she backed out of the o
"~ bathroom. There was only one thing she knew of that could have caused . o
'those marks. A bat! A grotesque, horrid creature that smelled of dung
and fluttered -about.on blood sucking org1es in the dark of night! She shivered _
visibly and broke into a cold sweat--BATS CARRIED RABIES! At onceall’ ', » )
of the.accounts she had ever read of victims of this dread malady ﬂooded : '
. her thoughts. ' She ;emembered that if one did not receive prompt treatment
R he would surely die in an agonizing way, foam: streaming from ‘histjaws, .
his teeth bared like those of a ferocious‘animal. Even with treatment sur-
vival was not always assured. Some people sickened and died from the
agonizing injections that went on for endless weeks. Poor souls, she
thought--poor wretched souls! Her eyes grew’ 1arge ‘with fearful recogni-
tion. She was ONE OF THEM; she would share their agonies. Her head
was spinning and she felt nauseous. She staggered to the bathroom, thinking
she was going to be quite sick. ' But instead her legs turned rubbery and °
, 'she sank to the tile floor, where she sat motionless, listening to the per1od1c
' .,;_dr1pp1ng of the tap. She: began counting the dr0ps until they seem&d
1nterrmnab1e--52 53, 54, 55, . . .,

-

si";‘
)

L "Carol, 1t's t1me for breakfast " Her mother's vome penetrated her '
shell of thought Jarr1ng1y, its cheerfulness out of place in her wor1d of
' despa1r. T S , o o ‘
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leaned against the sink until she felt better, not so nauseous. I guess I'm
going ‘to have to tell them, she thought. But what do'you say? You can't
just come right out with it, like, "Father, mother, your daughter has been
bitten by a rabid bat and is going to die!'" She shook her head muera.bly.
It's going to be so hard, she. thought.f '
"'Carol,‘ breakfas_t.'. Now!" Her father s voice rang through the house
" in round angry tones. L . ‘ :
"I'm coming ," she anpwered hurrymg as fast as she. could "T'm
here now.”" = E S
: .The kltchen was br1ght and cheery, ﬁlled with the strearmng warmth
‘ of the summer day. Her parents were sitting at the table, her father's
"head already buried in his newspaper. Her mother smiled brightly as she
‘entered. "'Good morning, Carol. You look nice today, dear!" The overly
bright kitchen and beam of her mother's smile soured in Carol's stomach
as she sat down at the table. Nice, she thought. How can shé say that?
_ Can't she tell how pale I'am? Can't shé see I'm upset? Her father put
) down his paper, gazed at her pleasantly, then began to d1scuss W1th her
' ”mother an item he had just read :

‘Her mother responded and the cheerful conversation engulfed Carol
like a stifling cloud. This is farsical, she thought. My parents are dis-
cussing a new comedy show and enjoying themselves while their daughter
is at death's door. She took a few bites of her omelet, but it tasted like
! chalk and she barely got it down. Her parents were oblivious to her lack
of appetite and continued their happy chatter. Carol looked at them
desperately, thinking, I've got to tell them, but I don't know if they'll take
me seriously. She thought of several ways to broach the subject,” but none
of them seemed appropriate. Finally she decided a gradual approach would
be wisest. With this in mind, she waited. for a lull in her. parents' light-

hearted conversat1on, then sa1d casuaﬂy, ""Dad, are there any bats around ‘

‘ here? "y . ' o

S suppose so, Carol.'

"Do they ever .come' around houses-? L

"Sure.. Haven't you ever read stomes of bats in att1cs? -

>

Carol w1nced then forced an awkward sm11e. . "Are they t1m1d? Do

-

they. . .dothey chase people?" o - o L

69 -

a "Coming, mother, " ske ca11ed weakly, ~getting up from the floor. She
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"No, .they don't chase people--not that I've ever heard of, .
"If they have rabies do'they chase peoi:le? "

. "Creatures that have rabies chase people, but bats carry rabies.
’ ’I‘here'l a difference. '

"Do. . .do aZZ bats carry rabies? " - - - Lo

MA -q'bltentiel numher,' probably. At least in certain areas. !

o . Y

""Do we live ih one of thos’e ‘areas? "o

r mother looked at them lharply. “Th1s is a strange conversation
for breakfast. Now eat, ‘both of you. ' Carol lowered her head and resumed
eating, although the omelet tasted bad as ever. She now realized that to
~get the results she wanted she must come right out thh it. She raised her
head and spoke in level tonea. : o

"Lult night I went outude in the dark and a baf flew down and b1t me.™"! ‘, _ -
Her father looked up: in amzement. "It what? '

Carol's voice seemed to be getting. aLway from her. It was suddeniy

- loud and fast. "It flew down and bit me! See! Look! Look!" She tried to
lhow her father the wound but he kept staring into her eyes.

o "W’ut a minute.‘ . 31eth get this ,atfaight. You a.ctually saw e' bat dive-
‘bombing you. " ' ' - -

: '""Well, no, I’ heard 1ts wmgs and felt it brush agamst me, and I could
tell it was a bat. " ) @ ‘

Carol's mother spoke uP, ""Honey, answer your father. ’Did yoﬁ -
actually see it? " ' B B

. ' i L N

-

"'Not exactly. Butl had the feeling of something dark that was m6v1ng.

.~ For a while I thought it might have been a dream, then I knew it wasn't,

Besides, look at the marks. It had to be a bat-to make the marks!' Carol
‘held out her arm, and her father bent over it curmusly, then laughed
v

| "Oh Carol those are Just mosquito - b1tes. ‘Look, Mz}rtha. o

"Your father's right, dear. Besides, from what you've Sa{d, you just -
thought maybe- you saw a bat. Things tend to look mysteriops and unfriendly

N : L 62




at night especially when you wake up suddenly. Maybe the whole th1ng :
nightmare. It must have-beer. . .and you imagined you were out-
ide when you were really snuggled safely in b:\ the whole time." -

v "I “was outlide'" Carol insisted frantu:ally. "] woke up and it was hot
-and I wanted to be out there, so I got up and went out and sat on the porch
‘stoop, and then something--the bat--brushed agamst me. Youdid say
there are bats around here. . .rabid ones, maybe'"

Her father looked at her in growing d1sbe11ef and 1mpat1ence. "You
kids are really something these days, making mountains out of molehills, "
He grabbed Carol's arm rdughly. '"lLook here, Martha, you can see as
‘well as I can that these spots on your daughter's arm are plain ordinary-

' molqutt\ o bites, nothing more. In a few days they'll be gone and we'll
htv«sfogotten all about it. Take my word for it--there wasn't any bat!! -

Carol swallowed hard, avoiding her parents' gaze. " "Canl see a
doctor, " she asked txmorously, desperately., o :

E U"Why Carol, the very ideat ‘Troub‘hng such a busy man with your over-
active imagination!" . ' : :

Carol blinked hard to contain the tears she could feel welling in her .
eyes. What her father said made sense to her, but he’hadn't shared her
terrible experience and so she refuséd to believe him. Looking again at
her wound she wanted to scream in protest, but her father had spoken with
‘the bite of authority and she dared not refute his statements. She squirmed
in her chair uneasily, feeling her parents' eyes upon her and wealizing how
futile it had been to voice her fears. They would never believe her until
. she had actually fallen 111 and died. o ' ' '

L

"Mom, I can't eat any more. Can I go outside now? LU

. Her mother looked sadly at her pract1ca11y untouched plate and nodded.
"Of course, dear, if that's all you can eat. And don't worry. . .your
father s right." .~ : :

b

. Carol rmsed her plate and lay it in the sink. As she left the house,’f :

she could hear her parents resuming their light-hearted conversation. She

set her jaw in determination, got on her bike, and rode off down the lane.

. Since her parents would not take her’seriously, she had Just herself to rely .

on. Her first stop would be the public library and, from there, the doctor's
. office. She pedaled furiously, beads of persp1ratlon running down her back

~ and face., Although the lane was heavily shaded by ttees and shrubs, the -

~ heat was oppresswe. A tight knot of fear had stretched her nerves taut ‘and
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at each revolution of the wheels it grew tighter. This was the first time

she had been utterly abandoned by her parents. Was the fact .that she had

been bitten by a bat so silly and childish? Were those marks really mos-
-~ quito bites? Was she really just a juvenile kid, as her parents.thought?

Waves of shimmering-heéat enveloped her, and her mind whirled with

sickening uncertamty.\%e was convinced that a bat had bitten her, so in

,‘gr mind the only correcf course of action was to study the facts and seek
eatment., It was up to her to save herself! : .

o The treel were gradually thmmng along the lane and suddenly the

outskirts of town loomed ahead. It was a-pastoral, white-washed village

set upon the slope of a “hill, .Most of its public buildings were quite old

and located in the center of town, but the library had ’beeh constructed
recently and had been situated near the edge of town so its modern archi-
tecture would not make the official buildings look out of place and behind

the times. This meant a shorte\ ride for Carol. In no time-at all she :
reached her destination and Jumped off her bicycle, hurriedly parking it ¢
in an appropnate place.: , . ¢

_ Ins1de,' the library was cool and calm, causing Carol's tension to wind
down a bit.” Few people were there that early in the day, and even the
. '~ librarians were out of sight. After fifteen minutes she had located all
available material on the subject of rabies--select-portions of six books.
She set aside two that seemed to be the most completé; ské would take them
» - home for further study.  In the remaunng volumes she carefully read the
' portions that interested her most, those dealing with lymptoms and treat-
" ment. Her facial muscles hg]}tened visibly with every sentence until she
«.. could scarcely breathe. When she finished, she picked up the two volumes
she wanted to take home and walked hurriedly to the check-out desk. The
head librarian appeared from an inner office and helped her with the books,
; adding pleasantries about what a nicg'day it was and hbw was Carol enjoy-
ing the summer? = Carol could barely pay attention, muttermg leneeleuly
. in return. Suddenly the walls seemed to be shrinking and she could feel
the blood surgmg uncontrollably through her ve1nl. She grabbed her books
and ran. ’ E

‘, ' "Wait, wait! Carol! You left you.r‘?library card!" The librarian's

voice trailed after her, but Carol was already out the door, her feet flying.
down the steps. She put the books in the basket of the bicycle and turned

in the direction of the doctor's office. I've got to see him imrediately, ,

- she thought, He’ZZ believe me when I explain it all. Suddenly she stopped

‘her knee hooked over the bike seat,and stood in complete rigidity for a_

- long,  thoughtful moment. Then she finished mounting the bicycle and de-
jecteflly rode away from town toward home. '"The doctor wouldn't believe | 4

_ me either, " she ‘whispered. 'If my.own parents don't why should he? He‘d E
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{
only call them on the phone, and. . .and they'd convince him I'm just a
crazy kid. "

She was so lost in her thoughts that she hardly felt the heat during :
the ride home and was surprised to find herself at her own front porch in
an amaringly short time, She leaned her bike against the porch, and,
clutching the books to her chest furtively, hurried into the house. Deter-
mined to avoid her parents, she listened for their voices, then tiptoed to
her room by the least conspicuous route. With a deep ligh she closed the
door tightly behind her and she rushed to her desk, where she immediately
assembled pencils, paper, and her engagement calendar. She first marked
a large scarlet '"X!' on last night'l date, then began taking methodical
notes from the library books. She made lengthy lists of the symptoms to
expect and their usual order of occurrence. Apprehension. . .restless- °
ness. . .difficulty in swallowing. . .rise in temperature. . .spasms of
the mouth and larynx. . .difficulty in breathing. . .terror of water. . .
manical seizures. . . . Her head pounded and her heart throbbed as she
envisioned thé increasingly dreadful symptoms racking her own small body.
'I‘hen finally it was over and she stacked her papers. neatly and closed the
books.” A sense of finality enveloped her as she stored away the marked
calendar. - She knew she had done all that she possibly could a.nd now the

. long, lonely days of waxting stretched ahead.

Suddenly her own room seemed too conﬁning to be endured. She ran ',
through the house and out into the yard. The garden looked beautiful in
the afternoon light and filled her with a strange sense of calm. Yes, all
that could be done had been done , she ed as she wandered among the .
fragrant blossoms. A poorly tri osebush caught her eye, its
scraggly branches offending the peffection about her. Angrily she bent to
. -snap off an offending branch, only to feel a sharp stab of pam on her arm.
Startled, she looked down, noting that a fresh wound had been inflicted
just above the earlier bjte--this time a single jagged puncture. It must
have been a thorn, she thought, and she moved to go. But wait! There to
the right in just the area where she had been reaching was a web--a spider
web! And there in the center was a large spider! Oh, no, she thought, a
damp sweat of fear upon her. . Whdt kind is it? She bent to look, but as she
~.did so, she jazred the bush and in an instant the sp1der vanighed. . Fran-
tically she dropped to her knees and peered through 'the bush\at ground level. .
Where did it go? Where was it? She pawed awkwardly at the Jhorny
br;jrlche trying to part them in such a way that shes¢buld see, but unfor-
t nately.ﬁxe spider was gone. She sat back on her haunches in horror and

studied the sore. again. Her brow was knit and her lips were pursed tensely .

‘as she accepted the realization that it was, indeed, a spider's bite. Then
- she buried her face in her hands. What color was it, she wondered. .
Black? - Oh yes--black' D1d it ha.ve a red hour glass on 1ts belly? - 'I’hmk' '

! ] .
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Think hard! Well, yes--it probably did, no, it absolutely did! "t was.
a black widow spider!' she said aloud, her voice shrill with terror as -
she envigioned the bloated creeper lurking just out of sight, ready to
pounce on its next unwary victim. "How poisonous are they. . .AN I

* GOING TO DIE?" - - SR

_ STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS

Rein Stoal, D.U. _
Doctor of Unconsciousness

This is a lot of meatball garbage, because an unconscious is by definition

- unconscious, which is.not conscious who gives a hoot when the day meets
‘dawn, and what does that have to do with bitterness of bloody fish & whales
searching for emeralds. "Consciousness' poetry is just organized may-
hem, and has no value whatsoever. Rarely have I been.subjected to such

. stupid activities. I could do as much sleeping, ‘more as a matter of fact.
A stream of consciousness is a ‘babbling brook of nonsense, and I. don't see
what this has to do with poetry. If you are intent on 'living in filthy rags, .
being called grauhopper, and subustmg on bean sprouts, go ahead. But .
don't mvolve me. : _ -

‘

. oy
' Dwelling on ugly thoughts is depressing. Dwelhng on beaut1fu1 thoughts is
by far not as nice as dwelling on beautiful things. .Thoughts are reflected
in our actions, and that's about all we need. If you think in nonsensical
- chaos, this will be reflected in your behavior, which accounts for the be-
havior of many of us. Idiocy reaches its zenith when all we do is think about.
~ "Stream of consciousness' is but a branch of the sea of moronism.

'y
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ROEMS

GROWING UP: RUTHIE, CHUCKIE, CHERRY AND DEBBIE

I remember we used to <
“sitinacircle
. . hug, kiss, touch, love -
we four were one.

They’re whities; #m a darkie
1 guess when I grow up I'll turn white.

I am the littlest with the
funny eyes.

Ruthies hates boys so shc’ll marry ChuCleS,
- I hate Debbie so 1 punch her.

. Ihave funny teeth so I don’t Sl’nllc,
~ Daddy hits me a lot.

Thcy say when you grow up you can’t.be kldS
SO NOw we aren’t one anyrmore:

No more playing or loving to touch
we were very much brother and sisters.

 -Is this what we give up?
Adults must be very lonely things.

a 1love Ruthlc, Chucklc ‘and chblc
" Iwould like to go back

Lo

But we are strangers who look not like before,
" we do not see; we'll never feel as one. -

My parents ‘hatcr cach other.
This is what they gave to us. o
B ‘  Charyle Sprague
"Costa Mesa H.S.
Costa Mesa

Y
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She walks to the glass door, 2

The plants out there could use watering;,
Nevertheless they are not ours,

How shie longs for a house of our own.

She walks back to the livingroom,

The book about Transcendental Mcdltatlon
She wants to go there,

but not alone, .

She wants to take me with her,

To that class , e

Closed the book, - »

The child won't read it anyhow ;

She’s too involved w1th animals, music, frxcnds
Anger. :

- She goes to my room. -

Sorrow fills her

‘She walks through the house,

And leaves through the front door

To go wait on the brother,

Slavery,
Captive,.
Wife,
My mother,
Jailed into our world.
Ehzabetb Abrabams
i 8th Grade

-

) Martin Luther ng]r H S

Berkeley

my mom-goeson: . *

, - living
declaring: <
her superiority

but ihave -
* done something sh'c hasn’t
o done

i have slept
on the sides

ofhcrworﬂb S R
Leésa Felix
. Berkeley H.S."
» - Berkeley

o Tha; s Fat' Mam_a

It’s so easy to hate on'c,’s',rr:lo,t‘hgt,,
She probably hated her mottier
who hated her mother—who ..
Then one begins to see the truth
My mother’s disappointments

She was born in Poland—
. She fled persecution oo
_ She worked at 14 to live
- She lived despised where
the streets were paved with
gold.
She had three chxldrcn
she probably never wanted
. She had a2 husband
* who made her feel .
~ lessable & mtclhgcnt than
. she was :
She wished away hcr life——
~ She was unable to love
« her children. ’

.. Now sheisa rlch fashionable,
- somewhat sxlly American
woman—— '

',It s so easy to, feel superior.

Susan Grossman Teacber
Martin Luther King Jr HS.

Berkeley
TALK ABOUT A GIRL
Talk about a glrl _ L
: Shc s'called FatMama. .. &% -

She cats doughnuts -
and iee cream and cake.

Shc s over fattcd

-Comes to: jchool with -

An egg sandwich, bacon,
milk, and loads of candy

She bc so fat
She can’t run and jump -
With her friends -

Corbett Elenientary, S.F,
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THE ANGEL DOG" v
_ (wrlttcn after his dog Griffen was shot)

Once upon a time there was a-
good Dog, Griffén.

He would bark. at you when you

said “Come on GRIFF, lct s go

_ play in the pond.” .

' Griffen has a good friend |
Peggy.

- He would fctch a _sticlé, then

run the other way.

Griff and Elsa were good

S friends.

- When he dlcd even the angcls
. wanted to play with him.

Griffen is the only Angcl dog
*1 know

’ )
Scott Evans
Comptche Elementary

Mendocmo

*Scott has made Tbe A'ngel Dog into a book, most béa’utifully

‘illustrated, and definitely worth secing. —Peter Veblen

I

. %

" MY PANTS THE HORSE

: My':pants are a horse— But

it didn’t have nay teeth, no hair

. no face—so I took him to
the horse shop and got some gluc

I paste on the face and glued

- ‘on some hair and some teeth. The:
‘horse had big teeth and the '

patches on my pants are where

- the face was glued on. It’s his
“eyes,

Donald Dominicus

- Hillcrest Elqméntary, S.F,

A CLOUD

isa ghost -
isa 'thing of its all water
turns-into sugar afar

- it bends into sky at mght

. Its a big ball of stuff
‘that goes cshshhhhhh.

- isa blg\ball that waters thg

- isan angel floatmg threagh/

.

earth

the sky
Its a’little house’ up51dc .
down - o

Group Poem-
Kindergarten
.Mendotino Elementary
Mendocmo




Gcorgé IsMy Turtle, She's Afemale.
’ ~ Cancer o -

Crabby

little .

* Cancer—clambering wanly
onshore.

Observing; living

cautiously. So-as-not-to-be |
- subjected to.  «

pain... oreven

terror. thriving on

joy, grooving on

love, and

life..... ... (except when
those of water/earth

welgh him down with all the | \

unnecessary -

‘bul-shlock of the -
world, and it gets
too-too heavy for

him),-then-
" he climb's ‘
‘back. :
- into his not-so-tiny shell,
. and backs,,
" off. the scene.. backs
" -off. the - .,,“\f, o
shore. - i . .
‘ Dorian Holley

Washington H.S., L.A. .

" a4 .youchew gum
-+ asif it was your last piece
. and if your nylons weren’t
already stuck together
i’d take the gum
~ and smear it over thém
to stop those teeth from smiling
Jucy Frult

- Jain Lemos-

. Mendocino H.S.

¥ .
. Mendocino

~

i

~ Life, In General -~ / 1

Did not plant you,
- True, - .
* But when : ‘
\‘Thc season is done—
When the alternate
Prayers for Sun

. And for rain

Ar¢ counted—

- When the pain

f weeding
And the pride
Of watching
‘Are through—
Then :

- - Twill hold'you
. High, '

A shining wheat

‘Above the thousand

'Seeds grown wild.

' Not by my planting,
A But. by heaven

My harvest—

"My own child.

Janet Brewer - .
Abrabam Lincoln H.S., S.F,

Van Gogh’s Cypress Painting
! S .
There’s a field of Van Gogh’s blood
yellow blood, cause he cut off
» his car when there
were two yellow moons.outside.
People,
innocent, may be eating ycllow blood
for breakfast.

" Just wait till there are

two green moons
» Maybe your blood will ficld
the land

- Julie Wilson |
College Park H.S.
Pleasant Hill




AN AFRICAN PLAY
Afirca

waa-bin;

" Good-By Good Brother

" don't get in. Trouble.

udugu-wuzuki.

N

Your going to school have a nice day

GoodBy - Good Brother  have a nice fishing time catch a big fish.
Good-By - Good Brother  have a nice sleep -good night good Brother
.Good-By = Good Brother your on your way to afirca have a nice time .
Good-By * Good Brother  write me letters good Brother
- hi Good Brother ,I m glad to see you agin I read your
Letters. = ,
The'End o .
' h | :
Group Play

Edison Elementary, S.F.

Homework is such a fuss, -
But pot so bad as a lazy puss..
It’has a rocky path,

To hard, hard, hard, Math.

* Also there is a great defiance
- For boring old Science.

You have to make a powerful wish

To swish through the t&s of English.
From the school you’ll want to be set free
After looking at the problems of Gcomctry
The teacher has to be the King, -

Of old intolerant Spelling,

We learn some events and hbcrty,

In that dusty ancient History.

" Around and around the playground lurk
But wcistill have to do‘that Homework.

v"

Wing Hung Liu ~
Edison Elementary, S.F.

MOnday
Im always tired,
because I have to walk _
down 14th and mlssmnvst
and then catch the trolley. C
Sometimes they’ll be these ' o
drunk men on'the corner, = .
they be falling all over the st.
and,vomiting up/ -
And then I be going thiu
Dolores Park I see the d}ogs,
" the dobeérman pincher then |
-1 got two more stops to get
" off. And then the trolley
~ car man tells us when
our stop is then when i
gett off i have to wait till the
trolley goes off 1st,
I'm feeling-o.k. and then
i run down the hill with-
my friend named Ivan.

. Jobn :
Edzson Elementary, S. F_ )
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I'LL SAY
. Stan Rice |

) - : Poet/Profelsbr - <\
- San Francisco State University

S

Firsi: to the poets. . It is not eneugh to be'a dﬁamte poet to succeed
in the classroom. For too many sessions I left the class feeling a sense

of general exhilaration just because so much had happened. It was excit-

ing. I felf the students had been'excited. But what nagged me was the
feeling that I'had left them with only a dazzling & remote experience which

‘they couldn't}use. Naturally, in every class, there are those who just leap
t isn't hard for them. But for most, even inthe most poetry~ -
oriented clasaes, there is a gulf between their feelings and getting those

into_poems.

feelings on paper. The more I taught the more, I was plagued by the sense

that I was really failing. Yes, a live poet had gotten-them to write a poem

. . .and there is no shortchanging that experience. But when I left, where

~ did that exper1ence go? Was it plowed back into their emotional life?
. Could the teacher have possibly absorbedin such a ‘brief interlude methods -

& perspectives whichwould keep poetry a vital. Bart of the students' educa-
tlon? ‘ . 0 - s '

‘- To combat these fears, 1 had to determine what it really was that I
wanted to accomplish. I decided that my goal was not to make poets out of
the students. I don't say this cynically or pess1mist1ca11y, and when I wit-

nesseda studentactually cross the threshold into an enthusiasm for writing *

poems which might last his/her life, that was fantastic. I decided that my
objective was to get the students to look at words as expressive material.
' Material capable of absorbing & delivefing back emotional charge. Mater-

ial as pliable & alive as clay or paint or any other art medium. ‘What I
found over and over again was that the students were intimidated by words..-

- This was especially true inless academically advanced schools. The halls
would r1ng with the most fiercely alive jivetalk but>when the student sat

down in his desk: muteness. Not because he was dumb, but because the’

way he thought he has to use words in the 'classroem differed from the way
he felt he was free to use them in the hall. This broughtme to a distinction,
which\s no revelation to most people, but which I found can be liberating
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to many highschool students. Itis the d1st1nct1on bet(veen D18cur81ve and
Expresswe ways of-uamg-w&rds.

- 11. The Expressive Ve The Discursive *

"If the terms "discursive'' and "expressive! are too heavy, then sub-
stitute whatever terms work best. The distinction hinges on the difference
,between telling & showing, essays & poetry, 1 g1ca§. transitions of ideas &
emotional-intuitive transitions of ideas. . . it touche% on the crucial differ-
ence between the expressive language of the: hallWay and the discursive
1anguage of the class essay. One simple exa

statement "Shh, somebody might be listening'' and then compare it to the
statement '"The walls have ears.' I explain that the. literal meaning of
both statements is 1dent1ca1, but that the first is discursive.’. . it announces
and tells. . .and that the second is expressive: it creates the experience

of having the idea that somebody m1ght be listening, it is a drama, it even

~causes’ the surreal flicker of a m1nd-pa1nt1ng of a wall having ears, and it

- does it every time because the language is being used ‘to make ‘the reader
go through the process of Imagination. . The simplicity of this example I

have seen make faces shine, as though for the first time the students were
seeing an authority figure (me) lend credence to a way of using words

which they thought was not a valid way to communicate. . .a way which

they thought education was deliberately invented to suppress because it's
too 1rrespon81b1e &inexact. The fact is that the statement "The walls have
ears' is not only exact, it is 1uc1d and itis memorable and it is powerful
It is poetry. _
« S
- I make certain-this d1st1nct1on is understood before I proceed It is
thefirst venture into the creation of imaginative, forms to express feelings.
. But, no sooner is it understood by the class, then a secondary problem

arises. = Shallow fantasy. I call it the Purple Elephant Syndrome. = The :
first poems the students write are frequently collages of surface, silly,

emotmna.lly uncommitted images. That's ok at first because the 1mag1na-
tions get oiled & the students start totrust that sensation of accepting one's

associative m1nd3umps. But my ob3ect1ve is to.get the students finally to

ytarn this expressive-use-of-words on'their emotionallife. To get them to
feel how it feels to get beyond 81ght to insight.” Fqr this I use a series of
exercises which I'd like to pass on. . .not because ‘this is the only way,
but because it may 1nd1cate & pattern that has heart to it. .

III. The Purple Elepjnant‘Syndrome

Once the wild imagery has peaked I turn to the questmn of accuracy., ,
I pomt out that the-great thing about '"The walls have ears’ is that while .
being visually farout, it is- also wonderfully prec1se. It doesn't bullshit

- » ' s -
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-about, the walls. It g1ves them ears J.because 1t is talking about how easy it
is for a secret to be’ overheard So a’poem isn't ‘just "anything you want

. to say‘,“' itis a d18covery that br1ngs to life so{nethmg true that was pres

_viously hidden or obs¢ured or {% ggfte\r& AR \When a very young-¢hild says

."When the sun goes to sleep it makes a hole in'its bed, " the child is not B
"mak1n§ th1ngs up,' she is descr1b1ng expres81ve1y what she sees with her .
" senses: One way to check random fantasy 1mages«‘1s to have the students™ " "

next write poems abgut pa.1nt1ngs you brin 1nto class. The rule is to if-
clude nothing in the poeni that you do not.;
"the bluebird is on the grass' ifitheré 1s~
dangerous stuff, - because it tempts t]tg . _
- emotionalized reporting. Usually you, ggt nother batch of essays & stories -

using beringly flat whole sentencxé-s etc.’ But 'gradually these caxi be dis-

o bluebird on grass. 'I’h1s is’

- couraged by pointing out poems in which the luminous details are’ put down

on the page, so that they are as economical and sh1mmer1ng wﬂ:h signifi-
cant data as the pa1nt1ng (or photo)-ls. ’

Iv. Br1ng1ng The SklllS Back To The Personal

When 1t a11 works ‘out r1ght (and I'm talking about,a ten session wo@

shop to get these methods across) 2’ union 6ccurs between Imagination &

Fidelity to Detafls. The ogre of all poetry workshops, Abstractmns, can
. be beaten back. It's no good to write "I saw my grandfather at his funeral"
when youa could write "When I kissed him he smelled like a candle." If you
have made it clear that a poem creates the exper1ence rather than report-
ing the experience’ the student will gradually fall into the habit of actually
thmkmg expresswely But merefy to get a person to write vivid image
portraits about paintings isn't enough either. . .and here comes what for
me is the true goal of the PITS program. The student is then asked toturn
thls imaginative accuracy on his own life. It can, again, be very discour-
ag1ng Students who were turning out great poems about ‘things outside
them suddenly go mute again® And when asked to write about their own
feelings they w111 frequently s11p back into discursive writing. All I can

say at_this po1nt is to go for broke. They can be encauraged to develop ’

that we1rd double-~think all writers use: the ab111ty to write about yourself -

" as though you are for an instant risen out-ef yourself and watch1ng yourself

have your 6wn fee‘hngs. They can be shown the difference between mere
con.fess1on and words wh1ch make some'thmg be for the reader.,

*.‘ ) .'r. o ) e ’
V. You Gotta Know The Terri.tory- ' ' P : .

é"’)

I hope I have not crystahzed th1s process too much. It would’ be ingane
“to expect th1s to happen quickly, or even'necessarily happen in this order

o every time. ‘As I'said above, I do not str1ve to make poets of the students

per ge. But I do believe that th1s process of 1earn1ng to use ‘words ina

€-in the pa1nt1ng Don't, write o

4tadents to lapse back into de-

RN
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Dy other 8 lovers. "

o o . o , o ren : -

way that W1thout fakmg 1t renders forth on paper a hvmg p1ece of your /
personal emotional life is 1ntr1ns1ca11y hpmanizing., ‘It was the sense that

; 1 was leaving that skill with the students that gave me considerable en-

. couragement. Furthermore, a poem which works gives the student poet
a sense of integration, inside himself, ‘a sense that all the physical and
mental parts of this creation of hig have jelled.” That sense is liberating.
‘It's a pleasure which gives confidence to the student, not just because he

_'is praised, but because he has felt that identity-reinforcing sensation of

making something he feels is really alive and whole. These poems can be
,taken to hesitant administrators and the teacher can say, look, this poem
is articilating thoughts, 1t is organized, it is vivid, it is clear, it touches
the student's inner life, . .in short it accomplishes all the goals that dis-
cursive essay writing procla1ms ‘to seek, and sofrequently fails in finding.
So we need: PITS; - And, as a bit of self—cr1t1c1z1ng, PITS poets need to
. think hard about what the1r goals ate & not rely simply ontheir associative
skills to get them through. . .especially if the workshop lasts long enough .

to do any good. Nothing is worse than entering the class for the 4th time -

realizing that the students' atttentlon is startmg to lag becamse you doi!'t ’

have your act together. : '

Gettmg it together is worth it. Thmkmg out a ba8e goal or vision to
which you.can return for fresh ideas when- thmgs do lag. Once ina 5th
. grade class in a schooldown the peninsula we were ‘writing a collaborative

., poem., They were calling out the words and I was writing them ‘on the

board. They kept asking whether the poem\"had to rhyme. " So finally I
returned'to my goal of getting them to use words- expressively and accu-
rately and told them, ok, we will write a poem’ in whlch every single word
has to rhyme with the word "Tree." This was the poem they wrote:
_ "These trees sneeze leaves. . These Japanese trees are breeze

thieves. Please sieze this diseasé." - s
I nearly dropped my chalk. By the way, first mstead of leaves' they sa1d :
"fleas'; . .it was funny and theylaughed but then the whole class® squ1rmed‘
and stopped shouting out wordS. It was because the word fleas wasn't true ‘

" enough. When some 11tt1e, girl shouted. out the fantasucally log1ca1 r1ghton

word 'leaves'' the class literally jumped up and down in their desks. So I

“. thought, that was too easy, I'll give thema two syllable word. 1I'll give .

‘them the word ""Mother. " The poem they wrote.was so fine & so mysteri-
‘ously deep that'I was afraid the Principal was going to walk 1}1\‘ Here it is:
' "Some mothers smother brothers. Other mothers cover

"To reiterate.” i St 1 make solid the di$tinction between Discursive,
logical, reportorial writing, and Expresswe.; assoc1at1ve, experience-
creat-mg writing. - 1 stress how the entire way of using language is d1f£erent
Then we. do a ser1es of wr1t1ng exerc1ses geared to ‘the creation of images.

Sy .'-.' C A
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B usmg words as expnfsswe material,

Reading from a book while they write a poem picking out whatever they
. need to maKe their own poem works well. Then I turn to the need for
Accuracy, for having nobullshit eyes & ears. I turn this unified approach -
- of Expressiveness plus Precision on their own feelings. I tell them to
write about what Hurts, what embarrasses them, or humiliates them.
Something heavy. At this point in the course all Purple Elephants are to
be slain on the spot.. They won't be intimidated out of ‘writing if you keep
- referring to the need to be expressive rather than 'tell.a story" etc etc,
The final step is to get them to be as_ yivid and precue about invisible,
inner details as they were about visible, external. ones in the earlie:gexer-_
cises. All the time I reach for exercises I keep remembering that the
route to self—honesty is through being awakened to the sheer pleaeure of
’ o

I'll say. . :

- DRUM POETRY

dongada chhh!' rrrmappé chhap pop . oY
dooba dooba daba chhh chhhop chick chick! - .
" BittleLittle bing chhhhbhhop! chucka

chxcka pow' Chucka Clucka pow!

Brrrrapa .chacka pow! chip! Chip! Chxp' chxp' ‘
oBong ding pow ding- Bong ding Bong pow Bong - .
ding Bong Bong ding Brrrappapa pow : .
Brrrrr : N Brrrr _ S ;
(high pitch) .,

" {low pitch) - -

Cs - ]

' GA,' "~ Chew Chew Cbew Chew! Bonga Bonga Bonga

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrreirpop! v'Br‘r'rrrrappa pa Chow!

. - o Bonga da! Brrrrappap tag Chmg' pcn' Chlp
o N |
) b e . Jxmmy Gnego . ,
_ B - Luther Burbank H.S. _ ‘ .
.. Sacramento . S o
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