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 Winter 2013-14 Schedule 
Trimester 2  
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& 2//Share Haiku 
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Read pp 5-14 for FRI 
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Lab starts and short 
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Short Writing 
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Discuss Freewriting 
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25 
Lab – free write quiz 

 

26 
Typing & revising 
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29 
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3 4 5 6 
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10 
 
 Workshop Week 
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17 
 
 Lab –  
Portfolio Work 
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Presentations 

24 
 
Presentations 
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Presentations 
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Presentations 
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No classes 
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Master List 

 
Showing, not telling 

! Direct action 
! Direct dialogue 
! Direct thought 
! Sensory detail 

 
Concrete images, not abstract ideas 
 
Sonic devices (rhyme, rhythm, alliteration, repetition, consonance, 
assonance, etc) 
 
Avoiding cliché phrases (dead as a doornail), but also avoiding 
cliché storylines and ideas. 
 
Writing what you KNOW, finding meaning in the everyday 
 
Repetition 
 
Juxtaposition 
 
Diction 

• precision 
• eliminate adverbs/adjectives 
• pay attention to connotation 
• avoid “realistic” dialogue markers (umm, well, yeah, 

good, okay, etc.) 
 
Be true to the STORY, not true to the FACTS of what happened. 
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Formatting Instructions  
For every typed assignment in this class, I will ask you to use MLA formatting guidelines.  I will not 
accept a paper that does not conform to these guidelines. If that makes it late or makes you 
miss a workshop, then it’s still your responsibility.   
 
Guidelines 

1. Use Times New Roman as your font for the entire paper. 
 

2. Use a size 12 font for the entire paper. 
 

3. Double Space the entire paper. 
 

4. Use 1” margins.  This means you must CHANGE the margins on the school computers, 
which default to 1.25 inches. 
 

5. Do not bold, underline or change the font of your title. 
 

6. Use both forms of MLA headers (see example below).  One goes in the paper itself.  The 
other is in a “header.”  Do NOT manually type the page number in.  Use “insert” and 
“page number” to get the number in the header. 
 

7. For your assignment title, please include the genre in parentheses next to it (fiction, short 
assignments, memoir, or poetry). 

 
8. DO NOT STAPLE CREATIVE WORK; It has to be photocopied. 

 
Smith 1 

Jane Smith 

Mrs. Borger-Germann 

Creative Writing 

5 March 2012 

Assignment Title (Genre) 

          Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor 

incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis aute irure dolor in 

reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint 

occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. 

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco 

laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat.  

          Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla 

pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt 

mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do 

eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis 

nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis aute irure 

dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur 

sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est 

laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 

 

Smith 2 

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco 

laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in 

voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat 

non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor 

sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore 

magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut 

aliquip ex ea commodo consequat.  

          Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla 

pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt 

mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do 

eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis 

nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis aute irure 

dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur 

sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est 

laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 

 

 



 5 

Excerpts from Writing Down the Bones 
by Natalie Goldberg 

 
Excerpt One: “Timed Writing” 
The basic unit of writing practice is the timed exercise.  You may time yourself for ten minutes, 
twenty minutes, or an hour.  It’s up to you.  At the beginning you may want to start small and 
after a week increase your time, or you may want to dive in for an hour the first time.  It doesn’t 
matter.  What does matter is that whatever amount of time you choose for that session, you 
must commit yourself to it and for that full period: 
 

1. Keep your hand moving.  Don’t pause to reread the line you have just written.  That’s 
stalling and trying to get control of what you’re saying. 
 

2. Don’t cross out.  That is editing as your write. Even if you write something you didn’t mean 
to write, leave it. 

 
3. Don’t worry about spelling, punctuation, grammar. Don’t’ even care about staying 

within the margins and lines on the page. 
 

4. Lose control. 
 

5. Don’t think.  Don’t get logical. 
 

6. Go for the jugular.  If something comes up in your writing that is scary or naked, dive right 
into it.  It probably has lots of energy. 

 
These are the rules.  It is important to adhere to them because the aim is to burn through to first 
thoughts, to the place where energy is unobstructed by social politeness or the internal censor, 
to the place where you are writing what your mind actually sees and feels, not what it thinks it 
should see or feel.  It’s a great opportunity to capture the oddities of your mind.  Explore the 
rugged edge of thought.  Like grating a carrot, give the paper the colorful coleslaw of your 
consciousness. 
 
First thoughts have tremendous energy.  It is the way the mind first flashes on to something.  The 
internal censor usually squelches them, so we live in the realm of second and third thoughts, 
thoughts on thought, twice and three times removed from the direct connection of the first fresh 
flash.  For instance, the phrase, “I cut the daisy from my throat” shot through my mind.  Now my 
second thought, carefully tutored in 1+1=2 logic, in politeness, fear, and embarrassment at the 
natural, would say, “That’s ridiculous.  You sound suicidal.  Don’t show yourself cutting your 
throat.  Someone will think you are crazy.”  And if instead, we give the censor its way, we write 
“My throat was a little sore, so I didn’t say anything.” Proper and boring. 
 
First thoughts are also unencumbered by ego, by that mechanism in us that tries to be in control, 
tries to prove the world is permanent and solid, enduring and logical.  The world is not 
permanent, is ever-changing and full of human suffering.  So if you express something egoless, it 
is also full of energy because it is expressing the truth of the way things are.  You are not carrying 
the burden of ego in your expression, but are riding for moments the waves of human 
consciousness and using your personal details to express the ride. 
 
In Zen meditation you sit on a cushion called a zafu with your legs crossed, back straight, hands 
at your knees or in front of you in a gesture called a mudra.  You face a white wall and watch 



 6 

your breath.  No matter what you feel—great tornadoes of anger and resistance, thunderstorms 
of joy and grief—you continue to sit, back straight, legs crossed, facing the wall.  You lean not to 
be tossed away no matter how great the thought or emotion.  That is the disciple: to continue to 
sit. 
 
The same is true in writing.  You must be a great warrior when you contact first thoughts and 
write from them.  Especially at the beginning you may feel great emotions and energy that will 
sweep you away, but you don’t stop writing.  You continue to use your pen and record the 
details of your life and penetrate into the heart of them.  Often in a beginning class students 
break down crying when they read pieces they have written.  That is okay.  Often as they write 
they cry, too.  However, I encourage them to continue reading or writing right through the tears 
so they may come out the other side and not be thrown off by the emotion.  Don’t stop at the 
tears; go through to truth.  That is the discipline. 
 
Why else are first thoughts so energizing?  Because they have to do with freshness and 
inspiration.  Inspiration means “breathing in.”  Breathing in God.  You actually become larger 
than yourself, and first thoughts are present.  They are not a cover-up of what is actually 
happening or being felt.  The present is imbued with tremendous energy. It is what is.  My friend 
who is a Buddhist said once after coming out of a meditation retreat, “The colors were so much 
more vibrant afterward.”  Her meditation teacher said, “When you are present, the world is truly 
alive.” 
 
Excerpt Two: “Writing as a Practice” 
This is the practice school of writing.  Like running, the more you do it, the better you get at it.  
Some days you don’t want to run and you resist every step of the three miles, but you do it 
anyway.  You practice whether you want to or not.  You don’t wait around for inspiration and a 
deep desire to run. It’ll never happen, especially if you are out of shape and have been 
avoiding it.  But if you run regularly, you train your mind to cut through or ignore your resistance.  
You just do it.  And in the middle of the run, you love it.  When you come to the end, you never 
want to stop.  And you stop, hungry for the next time. 
 
That’s how writing is, too.  Once you’re deep into it, you wonder what took you so long to finally 
settle down at the desk.  Through practice you actually do get better.  You learn to trust your 
deep self more and not give in to your voice that wants to avoid writing.  It is odd that we never 
question the feasibility of a football team practicing long hours for one game; yet in writing we 
rarely give ourselves the space for practice.  
 
When you write, you don’t say, “I’m going to write a poem.” That attitude will freeze you right 
away.  Sit down with the least expectation of yourself; say, “I am free to write the worst junk in 
the world.” You have to give yourself the space to write a lot without a destination.  I’ve had 
students who said they decided they were going to write the great American novel and haven’t 
written a line since.  If every time you sat down, you expected something great, writing would 
always be a great disappointment.  Plus that expectation would also keep you from writing. 
 
My rule is to finish a notebook a month.  I’m always making up writing guidelines for myself.  
Simply to fill it.  That is the practice.  My ideal is to write every day.  I say it is my ideal.  I am 
careful not to pass judgment or create anxiety if I don’t do that.  No one lives up to his ideal. 
 
...Often I can look around the room at my students as they write and can tell which ones are 
really on and present at a given time in their writing. They are more intensely involved and their 
bodies are hanging loose. Again, it is like running. There’s little resistance when the run is good. 
All of you is moving; there’s no you to separate from the runner. In writing, when you are truly on, 
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there’s no writer, no paper, no pen, no thoughts. Only writing does writing—everything else is 
gone. 
 
One of the main aims of writing practice is to learn to trust your own mind and body; to grow 
patient and nonaggressive. At lives in the Big World. One poem or story doesn’t matter one way 
or the other. It’s the process s of writing and life that maters. Too many writers have written great 
books and gone insane or alcoholic or killed themselves.  This process teaches about sanity. We 
are trying to become sane along with our poems and stories. 
 
Chogyam Trungpa, Ripoche, a Tibetan Buddhist master, said, “We must continue to open in the 
face of tremendous opposition. No one is encouraging us to open and still we must peel away 
the layers of the heart.” It is the same with this way of practice writing: We must continue to 
open and trust in our own voice and process. Ultimately, if the process is good, the end will be 
good. You will get good writing. 
 
A friend once said that when she had a good black-and-white drawing that she was going to 
add color to, she always practiced first on a few drawings she didn’t care about in order to 
warm up. This writing practice is also a warm-up for anything else you might want to write. It is 
the bottom line, the most primitive, essential, beginning of writing. The trust you learn in your own 
voice can be directed then into a business letter, a novel, a Ph.D. dissertation, a play, a memoir. 
But it is something you must come back to again and again. Don’t think, “I got it! I know how to 
write. I trust my voice. I’m off to write the great American novel.” It’s good to go off and write a 
novel, but don’t stop doing writing practice. It is what keeps you in tune, like a dancer who does 
warm-ups before dancing or a runner who does stretches before running. Runners don’t say, 
“Oh, I ran yesterday. I’m limber.” Each day they warm up and stretch. 
 
Writing practice embraces your whole life and doesn’t demand any logical form: no chapter 19 
following the action in Chapter 18. It’s a place that you can came to wild and unbridled, mixing 
the dream of your grandmother’s soup with the astounding clouds outside your window. It is 
undirected and has to do with all of you right in your present moment. Think of writing practice 
as loving arms you come to illogically and incoherently. It’s our wild forest where we gather 
energy before going to prune our garden, write our fine books and novels. It’s a continual 
practice. 
 
Sit down right now. Give me this moment. Write whatever’s running through you. You might start 
with “this moment” and end up writing about the gardenia you wore at your wedding seven 
years ago. That’s fine. Don’t try to control it. Stay present with whatever comes up, and keep 
your hand moving. 
 
Excerpt 3: “Composting” 
It takes a while for our experience to sift through our consciousness.  For instance, it is hard to 
write about being in love in the midst of a mad love affair.  We have no perspective. All we can 
say is, “I’m madly in love,” over and over again.  It is also hard to write about a city we just 
moved to; it’s not yet in our body.  We don’t know our new home, even if we can drive to the 
drugstore without getting lost.  We have not lived through three winters there or seen the ducks 
leave in fall and return to the lakes in the spring.  Hemingway wrote about Michigan while sitting 
in a café in Paris.  “Maybe away from Paris I could write about Paris as in Paris I could write about 
Michigan.  I did not know it was too early for that because I did not know Paris well enough.” 
 
Our senses by themselves are dumb.  They take in experience, but they need the richness of 
sifting for a while through our consciousness and through our whole bodies.  I call this 
“composting.” Our bodies are garbage heaps: we collect experience, and from the 
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decomposition of the thrown-out eggshells, spinach leaves, coffee grinds, and old steak bones 
of our minds come nitrogen, heat, and very fertile soil. Out of this fertile soil bloom our poems 
and stories.  But this does not come all at once. It takes time. Continue to turn over and over the 
organic details of your life until some of them fall through the garbage of discursive thoughts to 
the solid ground of black soil. 
 
When I have students who have written many pages and read them in class, and the writing is 
not all necessarily good but I see that they are exploring their minds for material, I am glad.  I 
know those people will continue and are not just obsessed with “hot” writing, but are in the 
process of practice.  They are raking their minds and taking their shallow thinking and turning it 
over. If we continue to work with this raw matter, it will draw us deeper and deeper into 
ourselves, but not in a neurotic way. We will begin to see the rich garden we have inside us and 
use that for writing. 
 
Often I will stab many times at something I want to say. For instance, you can look in my 
notebooks from August through December 1983 and see that I attempted several times a month 
to write about my father dying. I was exploring and composting the material. Then suddenly, 
and I can’t say how, in December I sat transfixed at the Croissant Express in Minneapolis and a 
long poem about that subject poured out of me. All the disparate things I had to say were 
suddenly fused with energy and unity—a bright red tulip shot out of the compost. Katagiri Roshi 
said “Your little will can’t do anything. It takes Great Determination. Great Determination doesn’t 
mean just you making an effort. It means the whole universe is behind you and with you—the 
birds, trees, sky, moon, and ten directions.” Suddenly, after much composting, you are in 
alignment with the stars or the moment or the dining room chandelier above your head and 
your body opens and speaks. 
 
Understanding this process cultivates patience and produces less anxiety. We aren’t running 
everything, not even the writing we do. At the same time, we must keep practicing. It is not an 
excuse to not write and sit on the couch eating bonbons. We must continue to work the 
compost pile, enriching it and making it fertile so that something beautiful may bloom and so 
that our writing muscles are in good shape to ride the universe when it moves through us. 
 
This understanding also helps us to accept someone else’s success and not to be too greedy. It 
is simply that person’s time. Ours will come in this lifetime or the next. No matter. Continue to 
practice. 
 
Excerpt Four: “A List of Topics for Writing Practice” 
Sometimes we sit down to write and can’t think of anything to write about. The blank page can 
be intimidating, and it does get boring to write over and over again for ten minutes of practice, 
“I can’t think of what to say. I can’t think of what to say.” It is a good idea to have a page in 
your notebook where you jot down, as they come to you, ideas and topics to write about. It 
could be a line you heard. For example, at a restaurant I complained to one waiter about 
another one.  His response: “I know he’s odd, but if they dance to a different drummer I say, ‘Just 
let them dance.’” It could be a flash of memory: your grandfather’s false teeth; how the lilacs 
smelled last June when you weren’t there; who you were in your saddle shoes at eight years old.  
It could be anything. Add to the list anytime you think of something. Then when you sit down to 
write, you can just grab a topic from that list and begin.  
 
Making a list is good. It makes you start noticing material for writing in your daily life, and your 
writing comes out of a relationship with your life and its texture. In this way, the composting 
process is beginning. Your body is starting to digest and turn over your material, so even when 
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you are not actually at the desk physically writing, there are parts of you raking, fertilizing, taking 
in the sun’s heat, and making ready for the deep green plants of writing to grow. 
 
If you give your mind too much time to contemplate a beginning when you sit down to write, 
your monkey mind might meander over many topics and never quite get to putting a word on 
the page.  So the list also helps to activate your writing quickly and cut through resistance. 
Naturally, once you begin writing you might be surprised where your mind takes the topic.  That’s 
good. You are not trying to control your writing. You are stepping out of the way. Keep your 
hand moving.  
 
But until you get your own list, here are some writing ideas: 

1. Tell about the quality of light coming in through your window. Jump in and write.  Don’t 
worry if it is night and your curtains are closed or you would rather write about the light 
up north—just write. Go for ten minutes, fifteen, a half hour. 
 

2. Begin with “I remember.” Write lots of small memories.  If you fall into one large memory, 
write that.  Just keep going.  Don’t be concerned if the memory happened five seconds 
ago or five years ago.  Everything that isn’t this moment is memory coming alive again as 
you write. If you get stuck, just repeat the phrase “I remember” again and keep going. 

 
3. Take something you feel strongly about, whether it is positive or negative, and write 

about it as though you love it.  Go as far as you can, writing as though you love it, then 
flip over and write about the same thing as though you hate it. Then write about it 
perfectly neutral. 
 

4. Choose a color—for instance pink—and take a fifteen minute walk. On your walk, notice 
wherever there is pink.  Come back to your notebook and write for fifteen minutes. 
 

5. Write in different places—for example, in a Laundromat, and pick up on the rhythm of 
the washing machines.  Write at bust stops, in cafes. Write what is going on around you. 
 

6. Give me your morning. Breakfast, waking up, walking to the bus stop. Be as specific as 
possible. Slow down in your mind and go over the details of the morning. 
 

7. Visualize a place that you really love, be there, see the details. Now write about it. It 
could be a corner of your bedroom, an old tree you sat under one whole summer, a 
table at McDonald’s in your neighborhood, a place by a river. What colors are there, 
sounds, smells? When someone else reads it, she should know what it is like to be there. 
She should feel how you love it, not by your saying you love it, but by your handling of 
the details. 
 

8. Write about “leaving.” Approach it any way you want. Write about your divorce, 
graduating, leaving the house this morning, a friend dying. 
 

9. What is your first memory? 
 

10. Who are the people you have loved? 
 

11. Write about the streets of your city. 
 

12. Describe a grandparent. 
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13. Write about 
a. swimming 
b. the stars 
c. the most frightened you’ve ever been 
d. green places 
e. how you learned about sex 
f. your first sexual experience 
g. the closest you ever felt to God or nature 
h. reading and books that have changed your life 
i. physical endurance 
j. a teacher you had 

 
Don’t be abstract. Write the real stuff. Be honest and detailed. 
 

14. Take a poetry book. Open to any page, grab a line, write it down and continue from 
there. A friend calls it “writing off the page.” If you begin with a great line, it helps 
because you start right off from a lofty place.  “I will die in Paris, on a rainy day...It will be 
a Thursday,” by the poet Cesar Vallejo. “I will die on Monday at eleven o’clock, on Friday 
at three o’clock in South Dakota riding a tractor, in Brooklyn in a delicatessen,” on and 
on. Every time you get stuck, just rewrite your first line and keep going. Rewriting the first 
line gives you a whole new start and a chance for another direction—“I don’t want to 
die and I don’t care if I’m in Paris or Moscow or Youngstown, Ohio.” 
 

15. What kind of animal are you? Do you think you are really a cow, chipmunk, fox, horse 
underneath? 

 
Start to generate your own writing material and topics. It is good practice. 
 
Excerpt Five: “Fighting Tofu” 
Discipline has always been a cruel word. I always think of it as beating my lazy part into 
submission, and that never works.  The dictator and the resister continue to fight. 
 “I don’t want to write.” 
 “You are going to write.” 
 “I’ll write later. I’m tired.” 
 “You’ll write now.” 
 All the while my notebook remains empty. It’s another way that ego has to continue to 
struggle. Katagiri Roshi has a wonderful term: “fighting the tofu.” Tofu is cheese made out of 
soybeans. It is dense, bland, white. It is fruitless to wrestle with it; you get nowhere. 
 If those characters in you want to fight, let them fight. Meanwhile, the sane part of you 
should quietly get up, go over to your notebook, and begin to write from a deeper, more 
peaceful place.  Unfortunately, those two fighters often come with you to your notebook since 
they are inside your head. We can’t always leave them in the backyard or basement or at the 
day-care center. So you might have to give them five or ten minutes of voice in your notebook. 
Let them carry on in writing. It is amazing that when you give those voices writing space, their 
complaining quickly gets boring and you get sick of them. 
 It’s just resistance. Ego can be very creative and make up remarkable resistive tactics. 
My friend who was beginning her first novel said that she would sit at the typewriter for the first 
ten minutes and just write about what a terrible writer she was, what a jerk she was to even 
attempt a novel. Then she pulled out that sheet of paper, tore it up, and began on the task at 
hand—the next chapter of her novel. 
 It is important to have a way worked out to begin your writing; otherwise, washing the 
dishes becomes the most important thing on earth—anything that will divert you from writing. 
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Finally, one just has to shut up, sit down, and write. That is painful. Writing is so simple, basic, 
austere. There are no fancy gadgets to make it more attractive. Our monkey minds would much 
rather discuss our resistances with a friend at a lovely restaurant or go to a therapist to work out 
our writing blocks. We like to complicate simple tasks. There is a Zen saying, “Talk when you talk, 
walk when you walk, and die when you die.” Write when you write. Stop battling yourself with 
guilt, accusations, and strong-arm threats. 
 But after saying all this, I will tell you a few tricks I have done in the past to nudge me 
along: 

1. I haven’t written anything in a while. I call a writing friend and make a date with her to 
meet in a week and go over our work. I have to write something to show her. 
 

2. I teach writing groups and have to do the assignments I give the class. I didn’t wait for 
years of writing before I began to teach writing. I was living in Taos, and there were few 
writers there ten years ago. I needed writing friends, so I began a women’s writing group, 
In teaching them, I learned to write. Baba Hari Dass, an Indian yogi, says, “Teach in order 
to learn.” 
 

3. I’ll wake up in the morning and say, “Okay, Natalie, you have until ten A.M. to do 
whatever you want. At ten you must have your hand on the pen.” I give myself some 
space and an outside limit. 
 

4. I wake up in the morning, and without thinking, washing, talking to anyone, I go right to 
my desk and begin writing. 
 

5. The past two months I have been teaching all day, five days a week. I come home very 
tired and resistant to writing. There is a wonderful croissant place three blocks from my 
house that makes the best homemade chocolate chip cookies for thirty cents. They also 
let you sit there and write forever. About an hour after I am home from work I say to 
myself, “Okay, Natalie, if you go to the Croissant Express and write for an hour, you can 
have two chocolate-chip cookies.” I am usually out the door within fifteen minutes since 
chocolate is one of my driving forces. One problem: on Friday I had the nerve to have 
four cookies instead of my quota of two, but anything to get me writing. Usually, once 
I’m in the midst of actually writing, it’s its own greatest reward. 
 

6. I try to fill a notebook a month. There’s no quota on quality, just quantity—a full 
notebook, no matter what garbage I write. If it is the 25th of the month and I have only 
filled five pages, and there are seventy more to fill by the end of the month, I have a lot 
of writing ahead of me in the next five days. 
 

You can make up all kids of friendly tricks. Just don’t get caught in the endless cycle of guilt, 
avoidance, and pressure. When it is your time to write, write. 
 
Excerpt Six “Trouble with the Editor” 
It is important to separate the creator and the editor or internal censor when you practice 
writing, so that the creator has free space to breath, explore, and express. If the editor is 
absolutely annoying and you have trouble differentiating it from your creative voice, sit down 
whenever you need to and write what the editor is saying; give it full voice—“You are a jerk, 
whoever said you could write, I hate your work, you suck, I’m embarrassed, you have nothing 
valuable to say, and besides you can’t spell...” Sound familiar? 
 
The more clearly you know the editor, the better you can ignore it. After a while, like the 
jabbering of an old drunk fool, it becomes just prattle in the background. Don’t reinforce its 
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power by listening to its empty words. If the voice says, “You are boring,” and you listen to it and 
stop your hand from writing, that reinforces and gives credence to your editor. That voice knows 
that the term boring will stop you dead in your tracks, so you’ll hear yourself saying that a lot 
about your writing. Hear “you are boring” as distant white laundry flapping in the breeze. 
Eventually it will dry up and someone miles away will fold it and take it in. Meanwhile you will 
continue to write. 
 
 

Excerpt from Bird by Bird 
By Anne Lamott 

“Shitty First Drafts” 
Now, practically even better news than that of short assignments is the idea of shitty first drafts. 
All good writers write them. This is how they end up with good second drafts and terrific third 
drafts. People tend to look at successful writers, writers who are getting their books published 
and maybe even doing well financially, and think that they sit down at their desks every morning 
feeling like a million dollars, feeling great about who they are and how much talent they have 
and what a great story they have to tell; that they take in a few deep breaths, push back their 
sleeves, roll their necks a few times to get all the cricks out, and dive in, typing fully formed 
passages as fast as a court reporter. But this is just the fantasy of the uninitiated. I know some 
very great writers, writers you love who write beautifully and have made a great deal of money, 
and not one of them sits down routinely feeling wildly enthusiastic and confident. Not one of 
them writes elegant first drafts. All right, one of them does, but we do not like her very much. We 
do not think that she has a rich inner life or that God likes her or even can stand her. (Although 
when I mentioned this to my priest friend Tom, he said you can safely assume you’ve created 
God in your own image when it turns out that God hates all the same people you do.) 
 
Very few writers really know what they are doing until they’ve done it. Nor do they go about 
their business feeling dewy and thrilled. They do not type a few stiff warm-up sentences and then 
find themselves bounding along like huskies across the snow. One writer I know tells me that he 
sits down every morning and says to himself, nicely, “It’s not like you don’t have a choice, 
because you do—you can either type or kill yourself.” We all often feel like we are pulling teeth, 
even those writers whose prose ends up being the most natural and fluid. The right words and 
sentences just do not come pouring out like ticker tape most of the time. Now, Muriel Spark is 
said to have felt that she was taking dictation from God every morning—sitting there, one 
supposes, plugged into a Dicta-phone, typing away, humming. But this is a very hostile and 
aggressive position. One might hope for bad things to rain down on a person like this. 
 
For me and most of the other writers I know, writing is not rapturous. In fact, the only way I can 
get anything written at all is to write really, really shitty first drafts. 
 
The first draft is the child’s draft, where you let it all pour out and then let it romp all over the 
place, knowing that no one is going to see it and that you can shape it later.  You just let this 
childlike part of you channel whatever voices and visions come through and onto the page. If 
one of the characters wants to say, “Well, so what, Mr. Poopy Pants?” you let her. No one is 
going to see it. If the kid wants to get into really sentimental, weepy, emotional territory, you let 
him. Just get it all down on paper, because there may be something great in those six crazy 
pages that you would never have gotten to by more rational, grown-up means. There may be 
something in the very last line of the last paragraph on page six that you just love, that is so 
beautiful or wild that you now know what you’re supposed to be writing about, more or less, or in 
what direction you might go—but there was no way to get to this without first getting through 
the first five and a half pages. 
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I used to write food reviews for California magazine before it folded. (My writing food reviews 
had nothing to do with the magazine folding, although every single review did cause a couple 
of canceled subscriptions. Some readers took umbrage at my comparing mounds of vegetable 
puree with various ex-presidents’ brains.) These reviews always took two days to write. First I’d go 
to a restaurant several times with a few opinionated, articulate friends in tow. I’d sit there, writing 
down everything anyone said that was at all interesting or funny. Then on the following Monday 
I’d sit down at my desk with my notes, and try to write the review. Even after I’d been doing this 
for years, panic would set in. I’d try to write a lead, but instead I’d write a couple of dreadful 
sentences, XX them out, try again, XX everything out, and then feel despair and worry settle on 
my chest like an x-ray apron. It’s over, I’d think, calmly. I’m not going to be able to get the 
magic to work this time. I’m ruined. I’m through. I’m toast. Maybe, I’d think, I can get my old job 
back as a clerk-typist. But probably not. I’d get up and study my teeth in the mirror for a while. 
Then I’d stop, remember to breathe, make a few phone calls, hit the kitchen and chow down. 
Eventually I’d go back and sit down at my desk, and sigh for the next ten minutes. Finally I would 
pick up my one-inch picture frame, stare into it as if for the answer, and every time the answer 
would come: all I had to do was write a really shitty first draft of, say, the opening paragraph. 
And no one was going to see it. 
 
So I’d start writing without reining myself in. It was almost just typing, just making my fingers move. 
And the writing would be terrible. I’d write a lead paragraph that was a whole page, even 
though the entire review could only be three pages long, and then I’d start writing up 
descriptions of the food, one dish at a time, bird by bird, and the critics would be sitting on my 
shoulders, commenting like cartoon characters. They’d be pretending to snore, or rolling their 
eyes and my overwrought descriptions, no matter how hard I tried to tone those descriptions 
down, no matter how conscious I was of what a friend said to me gently in my early days of 
restaurant reviewing. “Annie,” she said, “it is just a piece of chicken. It is just a bit of cake.” 
 
But because by then I had been writing for so long, I would eventually let myself trust the 
process—sort of, more or less. I’d write a first draft that was maybe twice as long as it should be, 
with a self-indulgent and boring beginning, stupefying descriptions of the meal, lots of quotes 
from my black-humored friends that made them sound more like the Manson girls than food 
lovers, and no ending to speak of. The whole thing would be so long and incoherent and 
hideous that for the rest of the day I’d obsess about getting creamed by a car before I could 
write a decent second draft. I’d worry that people would read what I’d written and believe that 
the accident had really been a suicide that I had panicked because my talent was waning and 
my mind was shot. 
 
The next day, I’d sit down, go through it all with a colored pen, take out everything I possibly 
could, find a new lead somewhere on the second page, figure out a kicky place to end it, and 
then write a second draft. It always turned out fine, sometimes even funny and weird and 
helpful. I’d go over it one more time and mail it in.  
 
Then a month later, when it was time for another review, the whole process would start again, 
complete with the fears that people would find my first draft before I could rewrite it. 
 
Almost all good writing begins with terrible first efforts. You need to start somewhere. Start by 
getting something—anything—down on paper. A friend of mine says that the first draft is the 
down draft—you just get it down. The second draft is the up draft—you fix it up. You try to say 
what you have to say more accurately. And the third draft is the dental draft, where you check 
every tooth to see if it’s loose or cramped or decayed, or even, God help us, healthy. 
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What I’ve learned to do when I sit down to work on a shitty first draft is to quiet the voices in my 
head. First there’s the vinegar-lipped Reader Lady who says primly, “Well, that’s not very 
interesting, is it?” And there’s the emaciated German male who writes these Orwellian memos 
detailing your thought crimes. And there are you parents, agonizing over your lack of loyalty and 
discretion; and there’s William Burroughs, dozing off or shooting up because he finds you as bold 
and articulate as a houseplant; and so on. And there are also the dogs: let’s not forget the dogs, 
the dogs in their pen who will surely hurtle and snarl their way out if you ever stop writing, 
because writing is for some of us, the latch that keeps the door of the pen closed, keeps those 
crazy ravenous dogs contained. 
 
Quieting these voices is at least half the battle I fight daily. But this is better than it used to be. It 
used to be 87 percent. Left to its own devices, my mind spends much of its time having 
conversations with people who aren’t there. I walk along defending myself to people, or 
exchanging repartee with them, or rationalizing my behavior, or seducing them with gossip, or 
pretending I’m on their TV talk show or whatever. I speed or run an aging yellow light or don’t 
come to a full stop, and one nanosecond later am explaining to imaginary cops exactly what I 
had to do what I did, or insisting that I did not in fact do it. 
 
I happened to mention this to a hypnotist I saw many years ago, and he looked at me very 
nicely. At first I thought he was feeling around on the floor for the silent alarm button, but then he 
gave me the following exercise, which I still use to this day. 
 
Close your eyes and get quiet for a minute, until the chatter starts up. Then isolate one of the 
voices and imagine the person speaking as a mouse. Pick it up by the tail and drop it into a 
mason jar. Then isolate another voice, pick it up by the tail, drop it in the jar. And so on. Drop in 
any high-maintenance parental units, drop in any contractors, lawyers, colleagues, children, 
anyone who is whining in your head. Then put the lid on, and watch all these mouse people 
clawing at the glass, jabbering away, trying to make you feel like shit because you won’t do 
what they want—wont’ give them more money, won’t be more successful, won’t see them 
more often. Then imagine that there is a volume control button on the bottle. Turn it all the way 
up for a minute, and listen to the stream of angry, neglected , guilt-mongering voices. Then turn 
it all the way down and watch the frantic mice lunge at the glass, trying to get to you. Leave it 
down, and get back to your shitty first draft. 
 
A writer friend of mine suggests opening the jar and shooting them all in the head. But I think he’s 
a little angry, and I’m sure nothing like this would ever occur to you.  
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Freewriting Instructions & Evaluation 
 

On our lab days, each class period will start with ten minutes of free-writing using the method 
outlined in the excerpt you read from Natalie Goldberg’s Writing Down the Bones.  Remember 
that free writing may or may not lead to finished creative work, but the process loosens our inner 
voices and often opens up channels to more creativity.   
 
Requirements: 

1. Students write 20 ten-minute freewrites (one on each lab day and one additional 
freewrite on the date/time of student’s choice). 

 
2. Freewrites are typewritten as one continuous document (see visual example below). 

 
3. Each freewrite is clearly labeled with a date.  This means students may leave the date off 

of their usual header, but all other MLA formatting guidelines still apply. 
 

4. Students hand in all twenty freewrites by the first day of portfolio work. 
 

Smith 1 
Jane Smith                         

Mrs. Borger-Germann 

Creative Writing 

 

Freewrites 

 

5 March 2012 

 

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod 

tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim 

veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea 

commodo consequat. Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit 

esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat 

cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est 

laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do 

eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad 

minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea 

commodo consequat. Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit 

esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat 

cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est 

laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do 

eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad 

minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea 

commodo consequat. Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit 

esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat 

cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est 

laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit  

Smith 2 
amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis 

aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat 

nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in 

culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 

amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis 

aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat 

nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in 

culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 

amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis 

aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat 

nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in 

culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. 

 

6 March 2012 

 

amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis 

aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat  

Smith 3 
nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in 

culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 

amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis 

aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat 

nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in 

culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 

amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis 

aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat 

nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in 

culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. 

 

7 March 2012 

 

amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis 

aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat 

nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in 

culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 

amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut 

labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 

exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo  
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Freewrite Rubric 
Freewrites will be worth 99 points, and will be a part of students’ writing grades (see syllabus).  
Please note that this rubric is really set up for students to earn an A, Pass or Fail grade. 
 

 33 (A+) 30 (A-) 20 (Passing) 10 (Failing) 
Teacher 
Observations 

Student 
consistently 
wrote for a full 
ten minutes 
during the 
assigned times.  

Student 
frequently wrote 
for a full ten 
minutes during 
the assigned 
times. 

Student 
sometimes wrote 
for a full ten 
minutes during 
the assigned 
times OR wrote 
for only part of 
the ten minutes. 

Student 
frequently 
dallied, resisted, 
wrote nonsense 
or refused to 
write during 
assigned times. 

Number of free 
writes 

Student wrote 21 
freewrites of 
consistent 
lengths.   

Student wrote 
17-20 freewrites 
of consistent 
lengths.   

Student wrote 
only 10-16 
freewrites, OR 
wrote with 
inconsistent 
length.  

Student wrote 
fewer than 10 
freewrites OR the 
freewrites are so 
varied in length 
that they may 
have all been 
completed in 
one night. 

Freewrite Quality Student clearly 
made an effort 
to tap into 
his/her creative, 
inner voice.  The 
freewrites 
improve over 
time. 

Student clearly 
made an effort 
to write 
productively.  
The freewrites 
improve over 
time. 

Student used 
freewrites to 
complain about 
freewrites, the 
class, or as a 
diary of life 
events.  The 
freewrites 
demonstrate little 
or no 
improvement. 

Student’s 
freewrites are 
completely 
unproductive in 
the creative 
process. The 
freewrites 
appear to all 
have been 
written within a 
few days of one 
another. 
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Workshop Examples and Typical Comments 
+   Marks 
Specific, references sentence, line, phrase or word choice in text, opens up discussion for the 
rest of the group, uses rubric criteria or masterworks reading to explain, only mentions 
grammatical/usage errors when explaining how they interfere with understanding, refers to the 
author in the third person 
 
For Example 

• The second paragraph is telling instead of showing.  She says she is worried and confused 
and has no idea what to do, but she could show that by actions like wringing her hands 
or bumping her head on the dashboard. 

• The first paragraph sounds just like the excerpt we read from Checkout Girl.  She really 
captured the sarcasm and brief sentences that the other author used. 

• I’m confused about who is talking on page two in the fourth paragraph.  At first I thought 
it was Jackson, but now that we’re talking about it, it seems like it was Susan.  Maybe the 
writer should have a dialogue tag there like “Susan said.” 

• I notice a lot of old-fashioned language in the memoir.  I went through and circled the 
words that seemed old fashioned [holds up the page, reads out five or six examples], 
and I wonder if the story might be stronger if he used more modern-day expressions. 

• There were so many typos and fragments and run on sentences in the first paragraph 
that I couldn’t make sense of what I was reading.   
 

"  Marks    
Somewhat specific, references text broadly, may use rubric criteria like “showing vs. telling,” may 
mention grammatical/usage error as a problem with understanding 

 
For example: 

• Yeah, there is a lot of telling in the memoir, especially on the second page. 
• She could have done a better job on transitions.  I was confused about when the scene 

changed. 
• I had trouble following it at the bottom of the first page because of your mistakes. 

 
- Marks    
Not specific, does not reference text, based on opinion and speculation or personal affinity OR 
focuses on grammatical/usage errors, refers to the author as “you” instead of using third person. 
 
For example:   

• I think you meant “they” instead of “the” on the first page. 
• I liked the way you wrote about your grandfather instead of a friend. 
• You seem to have a really good relationship with your boyfriend. 
• There is a lot of telling in the memoir. 
• The story made me laugh/cry. 
• Wow.  I didn’t know you were ___________.  What was that like? 
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Rubric for Creative Work 
 

 Category Excellent (10) Appropriate (8) Needs Work (6) Missing (0) 

 

A
ss

ig
ne

d
 

C
rit

e
ria

 Students handed in 
high quality work 
that meets the 
criteria of the 
assignment  
 

Student handed in 
quality work that 
meets the criteria of 
the assignment.  

Student handed in 
work that meets 
some criteria for the 
assignment.   
 

Student did not 
hand in work, or 
hands in work that 
meets no criteria 
for the assignment.   

 

C
re

a
tiv

e
 

C
rit

e
ria

 

The assignment 
indicates that 
student has  strived 
to make use of the 
master list criteria 
the class 
generated. 
 

The assignment 
makes minimal use 
of the master list 
criteria the class 
generated. 
 

The assignment does 
not make active use 
of the master list 
criteria the class 
generated.  

Student did not 
hand in work, or 
hands in work that 
meets no criteria 
for the assignment. 

 

D
ic

tio
n,

 
St

yl
e

, 
St

ru
c

tu
re

 The assignment 
demonstrates 
thought about 
organization, word 
choice, and style.   
 

The assignment is 
organized clearly 
and student has 
paid some attention 
to issues of word 
choice and style.   
 

The assignment may 
be disorganized 
and/or confusing to 
follow.  
 

Student did not 
hand in work, or 
hands in work that 
meets no criteria 
for the assignment. 

 

M
e

c
ha

ni
c

s The assignment has 
been carefully 
proofread and 
contains very few 
errors. 
 

The assignment has 
been proofread, but 
still contains a 
number of errors. 
These errors do not 
impede reading or 
understanding. 

The assignment may 
have been 
proofread, but still 
contains numerous 
errors that make it 
difficult to read. 
 

Student did not 
hand in work, or 
hands in work that 
meets no criteria 
for the assignment. 

Re
vi

si
o

n 

Students made 
extensive use of the 
assessment from 
conferences to 
improve and revise 
final piece(s).   
 

Students made 
meaningful use of 
the assessment from 
conferences to 
improve and revise 
final piece(s). 

Students made 
minimal use of the 
assessment from 
conferences (or may 
have asked for 
assessment too late 
to make meaningful 
use of it).  

Students did not 
use assessment 
from the 
conference to 
improve the final 
piece(s) or did not 
arrange a 
conference during 
the writing week. 
 

 

La
b

 W
o

rk
 E

th
ic

 

Student wrote 
consistently and 
diligently for all  the 
lab days. 
 

Students wrote 
consistently and 
diligently for all the 
lab days with only 
minor difficulties 
staying on task. 
 

Students consistently 
had difficulty staying 
on task with their 
writing and needed 
frequent reminders 
from instructor. 
 

These students 
stared at their 
screens, insisted 
they had writer’s 
block, engaged in 
off-task behavior 
or otherwise 
wasted their lab 
time in non-writing 
related activities.  
 

  

   
Total Score ___________/60 

  

   
Name ___________________________________ 
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Short 
Assignments 

Unit 
Short Assignments To Do List 

! I wrote a ten-minute freewrite each day one was assigned. 
! I created a list of topics I’m interested in writing about 

  
CREATIVE WORK:  

! I wrote short assignment #1: Three Haiku (51 syllables) 
! I wrote short assignment #2: Flash Fiction (55 words) 
! I wrote short assignment #3: Concrete-image Poem (15-25 lines) 
! I wrote short assignment #4: Dialogue script (One page double spaced) 
! I wrote short assignment #5: Showing a Single Moment (One page double spaced) 
! I submitted all five assignments in a stapled packet to Mrs. B. 
! I submitted a single copy of ONE of my short assignments for workshop. 
! I took notes on my piece during workshop, and I kept the copy with Mrs. B’s comments 

on it  
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Haiku 
Definition & Assignment 

Haiku is a Japanese form of syllabic poetry.  The first line has five syllables, the second 
line has seven syllables, and the final line has five syllables. Ordinarily, Haiku have to do 
with nature and the human relationship to the universe, but they use small, concrete 
images to accomplish this.   
 
In this assignment, I’m asking you write three Haiku to introduce yourself to the class.   
 
We’ll count you as the “nature” in the poem, so you’re not stuck with cherry blossoms 
and snowy roads.   
 
But the master list challenge in writing these is to write them using specific, concrete 
images or moments. 
 

Write like this NOT like this 
 

Motherhood 
 

Ruffling their hair 
An endless game of Go Fish 

Snuggles in the night 
 

Running in the sun 
Sweat trickling down their bodies 

Eyes crinkled to grin 
 

Laughing with their dad 
Racing Hotwheels in the halls 

Waiting to drive me 
 
 

 
What I’m Like 

 
Try to keep it real 

Loving life and both my kids 
Dreaming of writing 

 
Reading books is life 

Except for soccer season 
My two sporty boys 

 
 People understand 

I’m more than just a teacher 
I’m also a mom. 

 

 
Concrete images: ruffling, snuggles, Go Fish, sun, sweat trickling, laughing, racing, 
hotwheels in the halls 
 
Abstract phrases: real, loving life, dreaming, reading, sporty, understand, teacher, mom 
 
Also, notice that you can accomplish a LOT with a title.  You do not have to title the 
poems, but it can be a sly way of helping readers understand what you’re writing 
about, as it is in my example. 
 
Of course, a title can also just be an excuse to restate the assignment, as it is in the 
“what not to do” example. 
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Flash Fiction  
Definition & Assignment 

 
For your flash fiction assignment, you will write two 55-ers (flash fiction with fifty five words or less) 
OR one longer “flash” (flash fiction with 250 words or less) 
 
Many of you will be hearing about flash fiction for the first time, so I pull up Wikipedia if you want 
an overview. 
 
In a nutshell?  Flash fiction is really short fiction.  It still has all the components of plot (exposition, 
rising action, climax, falling action, resolution), but accomplishes it in an unusual way.   
 
To get an idea of what you’re trying to do—a variety of samples of flash fiction are available for 
you in your Master Works.   
 
In addition, I’ve included a few “how to” suggestions and a short article about how to write flash 
fiction on the next few pages. 
 
 
 

Help for “How To” Write Flash Fiction 
Mrs. B’s Suggestions 

• Always start with a freewrite.  10 minutes of writing about any old thing can help your brain get started. 
• Go back through the freewrite and find the most interesting bits.  Highlight them. 
• Use the interesting bits to do another freewrite, if needed, or to get started writing. 
• Write without editing if you can, because you can always go back and edit later. 

 
From WikiHow 

• For flash fiction choose a moment in a character's life that you can tell a lot about them in, but in a short 
amount of time. This could be telling a story in the amount of time someone take to ride the bus to work, sit 
through a 60 minute class, or sitting a doctor's office. It shouldn't be the life story of a character, save that for 
longer forms of fiction.  

• Outline your beginning, middle, and end to the story. 
• Begin to write. With a short short story you have to be extremely concise in your story telling. A beginning of a 

flash fiction piece should not last more than a couple of paragraphs, if that. Long explanations and multiple 
character development should be saved for longer stories. Your ending should be a resolution for the character 
and, as like with the beginning, make sure that the end is extremely short. A paragraph should do. 

• Edit everything out of the story that isn't essential to understanding the setting, the action, or feelings of the 
characters. You can also remove modifiers that aren't necessary, such as "very," "quite," and "actually." Be 
intentional about every word in the story. 

  
From E-How 

• Brainstorm for a story idea. In general, stories with broad themes won't work as well as those taking place in a 
short period of time and those involving only two or three characters. 

• Write the story without worrying about the word count. Make sure that it has all the necessary story elements. 
• Start cutting. Delete every adjective and adverb. Make the verbs specific. Reword the sentences to make 

them shorter. Cut dialogue down to only what's needed to further the plot. Take out every word that's not 
essential to the story. 

• Start in the middle. Try going directly to the action and cut everything that comes before that point. 
• Ask yourself what the reader absolutely needs to know. For instance, if the setting is a desert, the reader doesn't 

need to know which desert or what variety of cactus grows there. Make further cuts in the description of 
characters, background information and stage direction. 

• Make the story ambiguous. The fun of reading flash fiction is that each person sees something different. Is the 
story about a lost love, a beloved first car or a runaway pet? Allow for more than one interpretation and 
people will read your story again and again. 
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Writing Flash Fiction  
By G. W. Thomas (a flash fiction writer) 

 
1) The small idea  Look for the smaller ideas in larger ones. To discuss the complex interrelationship of parents and 
children you'd need a novel. Go for a smaller piece of that complex issue. How kids feel when they aren't included in a 
conversation. What kids do when they are bored in the car. Middle child. Bad report card. Find a smaller topic and build 
on it.   
 
2) Bury the preamble in the opening  When you write your story, don't take two pages to explain all the pre-story. Find a 
way to set it all in the first paragraph, then get on with the rest of the tale.   
 
3) Start in the middle of the action  Similar to #2, start the story in the middle of the action. A man is running. A bomb is 
about to go off. A monster is in the house. Don't describe any more than you have to. The reader can fill in some of the 
blanks.   
 
4) Focus on one powerful image  Find one powerful image to focus your story on. A war-torn street. An alien sunset. They 
say a picture worth a thousand words. Paint a picture with words. It doesn't hurt to have something happen inside that 
picture. It is a story after all.   
 
5) Make the reader guess until the end  A little mystery goes a long way. Your reader may have no idea what is going on 
for the majority of the story. This will lure them on to the end. When they finish, there should be a good pay off or 
solution.   
 
6) Use allusive references  By using references to a commonly known story you can save yourself all those unnecessary 
words. Refer to historical events. Use famous situations from literature. If the story takes place on the Titanic you won't 
have to explain what is going to happen, who is there or much of anything. History and James Cameron have already 
done it for you. Beware of using material that is too obscure. Your reader should be able to make the inferences.   
 
7) Use a twist  Like #5, the twist ending allows the writer to pack some punch at the end of the story. Flash fiction is often 
twist-ending fiction because you don't have enough time to build up sympathetic characters and show how a long, 
devastating plot has affected them. Like a good joke, flash fiction is often streamlined to the punch-line at the end.   
 
Let's look at these techniques in my story "Road Test.”  I wanted to write a story about taking my driving exam. I didn't 
mention the pre-test or practicing. Just the test. (#1 THE SMALL IDEA) This narrows our subject down to a manageable 
scene.   
 
I didn't have room to describe the driving examiner in detail. I set my main character in two sentences.(#2 BURY THE 
PREAMBLE) "The man in the government-issued suit sat down without looking at the person across from him. We've 
established the main character and his chief flaws. (He's mediocre and probably hates his job.)   
 
I started in the middle of the action by having the driver very quickly go from good driving to dangerous driving. 
Johnson, the driving examiner realizes the driver is not human but goat-headed (#3 START IN THE MIDDLE). "He had 
changed. The beard was longer, the skin darker and two large curved horns crowned his skull." This creates tension and 
has created an image: a man trapped in a speeding car with a monster (#4 A POWERFUL IMAGE).  
 
It pushes the reader on because they want to know what will happen next, maybe why is it happening? We won't tell 
them until the end (#5 KEEP THEM GUESSING).  The monster keeps yelling the same word, "Pooka!" Johnson begins to 
understand. He knows the old fairy stories about the Pooka, about how they pretended to be horses so they could 
drown their victims. (#6 ALLUSION)   
 
Now is the time for resolution, our great twist ending that no one sees coming (#7 TWIST ENDING). As the monster crashes 
the car into a pond, Johnson realizes a modern-day Pooka wouldn't look like a horse, but would use a car. The car 
crashes and we finish with: "They would die, only Johnson would live long enough to feel those large goatish teeth 
chewing the flesh from his bones. The souped-up V8 hit the slick surface of the pond like a fist into jello. Windshield 
collapsed under tons of water, washing away the high, shrill laughter of the driver."   
 
"Road Test" clocks in at 634 words. It is essentially a man gets killed by a monster story, but the crux of the idea is "How 
would mythological creatures adapt to the modern world?" This is really the small idea. The allusions to the Pooka will 
work for some, but I gave enough explanation to help those that don't know about the old stories. This example story was 
chosen because it illustrated all 7 methods. Using only one in a flash story can be enough.  
 
Writing flash fiction is a great way for writers to write everyday, even when larger projects seem to daunting or they are 
pressed for time. Using these short cuts can have you writing in minutes.   
-----------------------------------------  
G. W. Thomas has appeared in over 100 different books and magazines. His micro story "Nano-Hunk" won the Zine Guild 
Award for Best SF Micro Fiction 2000.  
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Concrete Image Poem 
Definition & Assignment 

 
For this Assignment, you will write a 15-25 line poem that relies on concrete images. You may 
choose any of the following topics: 
 

1. Write about a toy or a piece of candy 
2. Write about a scene in a photograph you have  
3. Write about something specific a deceased person left behind 
4. Write about glasses/contacts, hearing aids, a cast, crutches, a cane, or a wheelchair 
5. Write about shoes, a shirt, a sweater, a pair of jeans, a dress, a skirt 
6. Write about mud, a garden, a sandbox 
7. Write about a swimming pool, a lake, a river, an ocean 

 
Differences Between Concrete and Abstract Language 
From John Friedlander, associate professor in the English department at Southwest Tennessee Community College 

 
Abstract terms refer to ideas or concepts; they have no physical referents. Examples of abstract terms include love, 
success, freedom, good, moral, democracy, and any -ism (chauvinism, Communism, feminism, racism, sexism). These 
terms are fairly common and familiar, and because we recognize them we may imagine that we understand them—but 
we really can't, because the meanings won't stay still.  
 
Take love as an example. You've heard and used that word since you were three or four years old. Does it mean to you 
now what it meant to you when you were five? when you were ten? when you were fourteen? I'm sure you'll share my 
certainty that the word changes meaning when we marry, when we divorce, when we have children, when we look 
back at lost parents or spouses or children. The word stays the same, but the meaning keeps changing.  
 
If I say, "love is good," you'll probably assume that you understand, and be inclined to agree with me. You may change 
your mind, though, if you realize I mean that "prostitution should be legalized" [heck, love is good!].  
 
Does this mean we shouldn't use abstract terms? No—we need abstract terms. We need to talk about ideas and 
concepts, and we need terms that represent them. But we must understand how imprecise their meanings are, how 
easily they can be differently understood, and how tiring and boring long chains of abstract terms can be. Abstract 
terms are useful and necessary when we want to name ideas (as we do in thesis statements and some paragraph topic 
sentences), but they're not likely to make points clear or interesting by themselves, especially in creative writing.  
 
Concrete terms refer to objects or events that are available to the senses. Examples of concrete terms include spoon, 
table, velvet eye patch, nose ring, sinus mask, green, hot, walking. Because these terms refer to objects or events we 
can see or hear or feel or taste or smell, their meanings are pretty stable. If you ask me what I mean by the word spoon, I 
can pick up a spoon and show it to you. [I can't pick up a freedom and show it to you, or point to a small democracy 
crawling along a window sill. I can measure sand and oxygen by weight and volume, but I can't collect a pound of 
responsibility or a liter of moral outrage.]  
 
While abstract terms like love change meaning with time and circumstances, concrete terms like spoon stay pretty 
much the same. Spoon and hot and puppy mean pretty much the same to you now as they did when you were four.  
You may think you understand and agree with me when I say, "We all want success." But surely we don't all want the 
same things. Success means different things to each of us, and you can't be sure of what I mean by that abstract term. 
On the other hand, if I say "I want a gold Rolex on my wrist and a Mercedes in my driveway," you know exactly what I 
mean (and you know whether you want the same things or different things).  
 
If you were a politician, you might prefer abstract terms to concrete terms. "We'll direct all our considerable resources to 
satisfying the needs of our constituents" sounds much better than "I'll spend $10 million of your taxes on a new highway 
that will help my biggest campaign contributor." But your goal as a writer is NOT to hide your real meanings, but to make 
them clear, so you'll work to use more concrete terms.  
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Dialogue Script 
Definition & Assignment 

 
For this assignment, you’re going to write a one page script of dialogue between two 
characters.  
 
Unlike flash fiction, this script doesn’t need to have all the elements of plot...but it does need to 
have two clear, well-developed characters who interact about something (not just shooting the 
breeze). 
 
Boundaries: 

• Only two characters 
• One page limit 
• Single spaced with an extra space between speakers (see below) 

 
Smith 1 

Jane Smith 
 
Mrs. Borger-Germann 
 
Creative Writing 
 
20 March 2013 
 

Short Assignment #4: Dialogue Script 
 

Joe: Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad 
minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat.  
 
Jenny: Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat.  
 
Joe:Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit anim id est laborum.  
 
Jenny:  Dius aute irure dolor in reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis nostrud 
exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat.  
 
Joe: Ut enim. 
 
Jenny: Sit amet, consectetur adipisicing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua.  
 
Joe: Dolore. 
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Showing a Single Moment 
Definition & Assignment 

 
For this assignment, you will choose a single moment in your life—no longer than five minutes 
(and even that is pressing it)—and you’ll SHOW it in your writing. You have a 250 word limit (that 
works out to about one page double spaced, TNR, size 12, one inch margins). You must Show, 
not tell this moment.  
 
How? Showing uses  

! Direct Dialogue like this: “No way!” he said. 
 

! Direct Action like this: He slammed the door. 
 

! Direct Thoughts like this: Well, I thought, At least she didn’t puke. 
 

! Imagery like this: A hot puff of air hit my face when I looked up.  
 

Examples 
Telling Showing 
He served as my chauffuer for the remainder 
of the evening as we proceeded down East 
Wacker Drive, pausing to question a bicyclist 
where the nearest hospital was located. 
 

He chauffeured me down East Wacker Drive 
for a few minutes before stopping near a bike 
path.  He rolled down his window.  “Excuse 
me,” he said to a bicyclist resting on a bench. 
 “Do you know where the nearest hospital is 
located?” 
 

 
“Shut up,” I said angrily. 
 

 
“Shut up,” I snapped. 

 
I looked tired. 
 

 
My face was pale and I had circles under my 
eyes.  I yawned. 

 
Notice: Showing doesn't have to do with detail or flare or adjectives or metaphors, even.  It has 
to do with letting the reader experience your experience with you rather than hearing about it 
from you.   
 
Showing means letting the reader draw his or her own conclusions from the data…and then 
providing really good data so that they will get the same impression you meant to give.   
 

A great example of good data is the word "chauffeur" in the telling example above. 
 
When I revised to “show” instead, I kept the word, though I changed it to a verb, 
because it communicates a lot about the man’s graciousness and good humor during a 
difficult situation. 

 
Notice, too, that showing presses me to get rid of adverbs (“angrily”) and adjectives (“tired”). 
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“Showing” Practice 
For each of the “telling” examples below, revise so that it’s SHOWING. The first few are done for 
you. You may be called on to SHARE your work with the group. 
 
 A “telling” passage... ...Fixed to “show” instead 
Feeling I felt sad My face crumpled 

Action Then I threw up.  I leaned over the railing and puked. 

Sensory 
Detail 

It smelled bad. The smell that wafted up reminded me of the moo-shu pork I ate for 
dinner. 

Dialogue Lisa told me it was her mom’s 
favorite rug. 

“Jenny!” my friend said. “That’s my mom’s favorite rug.” 

Thought I thought about the fact that I 
hadn’t meant to do that. 

I didn’t mean to, I thought. 

Action The night was great, everyone 
was having a good time, the 
good music was blasting and the 
good times were rolling. Things 
were calming down as the sun 
set and we went out for one 
more thrill out on the gravel 
road. Gas pedal through the 
floor cruising on the gravel. 
 

Cruising for one more thrill out on the gravel road before the sunset, 
we turned up the music and laughed. My friend pushed the gas 
pedal through the floor and let the speedometer ride higher and 
higher. 
 
 
 

 
Action & 
Feeling 
 
 
 
 
 

Sam waved to me and let me sit 
down with them. I was really 
excited. I felt nervous, too, 
because even though I knew 
Jenny and Tracy, they weren’t 
really my friends yet. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Action & 
dialogue 
 
 
 
 
 

Tracy caught up to us and told 
us about the plan prank Jenny at 
the dance. They were going to 
pretend some guy had a crush 
on her and wanted to meet her 
in the parking lot.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Sensory 
detail & 
Feelings 
 
 
 
 

It was warm enough outside that 
Sarah and I were walking 
downtown to get some pizza. I 
felt guilty about what must have 
happened at the dance, but not 
guilty enough to ask about it. 
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Memoir Unit  

Memoir To Do List 
! I wrote a ten-minute freewrite each day we worked in the lab. 
! CREATIVE WORK: I wrote a piece of creative non-fiction/memoir according to the 

instructions in my handbook. 
! I submitted one piece of creative non-fiction/memoir for workshop. 
! I took notes on my piece during workshop, and I kept the copy with Mrs. B’s comments 

on it  
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Creative Non-Fiction/Memoir Instructions 
 
For your memoir assignment, you will choose a moment from your life and write about it.   Aim for 
500-750 words.   
 
To get an idea of what you’re trying to accomplish, use the memoir examples we studied in 
class and consult your Master List.  There are also a ton of great titles in the CHS library, if you’re 
really stuck. 
 
I’ve also included several pages of brainstorming tools on the next few pages—these are 
optional! 
 
Finally, I want to offer you some specific guidelines: 
 

1. Focus in on ONE moment.  Don’t simply write from the beginning of your experience to 
the end.  The smaller, more specific your moment is, the happier you will be with the end 
result. 
 

2. You must SHOW rather than TELL in your writing.  We’ve already practiced this with Short 
Assignment #5, and there are support handouts about this in the mini-lessons.  Read 
them.  Do it.   
 

3. You can take one of two approaches.  The first is to write a continuous narrative.  The 
second is to do what I would call a “vignette” approach.  This involves taking several 
related moments and offering them to your reader like snapshots in a photo album 
rather than one, ongoing story. 
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Memoir Topics Brainstorm I 
If you’re stuck for ideas, try.... 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

I felt most proud of myself when 
 
 
 
I surprised myself when 
 
 
 
I overcame an obstacle when 
 

One time I tried or started something new was 
 
 
 
 
  Something I do all the time is 
 

An incident that continues to puzzle me is 
 
 
 
I felt confused about what to do when 
 
 
 
I had to “pick sides” when 
 
 
 
I felt like I should do one thing but wanted to do  
something else when 
 
 
 
I couldn’t make up my mind when 
 
 
 
I was being pulled in lots of directions when 
 

I had to work when everyone else got to have fun when 
 
 
 
A time my life changed so much that my “crowd” 
changed too was… 
 
 
 
A time someone else had something that I didn’t was… 
 
 
 
A time someone excluded me but I didn’t know why 
was… 
 
 
 
A time I thought my friends were wrong was…. 
 
 
 
A fight or quarrel I had that surprised me was… 
 

A tension in my friendships is usually about 
 
 
 
A disagreement or fight that keeps happening 
in my life is 
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Memoir Topics Brainstorm 2: Bests, Worsts, and Firsts 
If you’re still stuck for ideas, on this page, take some time to try and remember some of your “best moments,” some 
“worst moments” and some of your “firsts” (first time  you rode a bike or kissed someone or traveled overseas…).  You 
may also use ideas from the other side “digging deep” to try and find moments worth jotting down.  Don’t worry about 
the grade or age being exact, just take your best guess and go from there. 

 
Kindergarten_____________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
1st grade _________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
2nd grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
3rd grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
4th grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
5th grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
6th grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
7th grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
8th grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
9th grade_________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
10th grade________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
 
11th grade________________________________________________ 
__________________________________________________________ 
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Poetry Unit 
Poetry To Do List 

! I wrote a ten-minute freewrite each day we worked in the lab. 
! CREATIVE WORK: I wrote 5 poems based on the Instructions in the  handbook. 
! I starred my two best poems and submitted them for workshop. 
! I took notes on my pieces during workshop, and I kept the copies with Mrs. B’s comments 

on them. 
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Instructions for Poems 
 
General Guidelines 
You will write five finished poems.  These will be typed in a single, continuous document.  Each 
poem will be titled with it’s correct number (1-5, see below) as well as any title you’d like to 
apply to that poem. I have created a GDocs template for this unit to help make it easier.  
 
Because this is your major writing for this unit, I’m establishing some basic guidelines for all of the 
poems. 

1. No haiku or “shape” poems. 
2. No poems shorter than fifteen lines (except for Poem #2 and the form poem, depending 

on what form you choose). 
3. Most lines should be longer than five words. 

 
Poem One: You Pick  
In this poem, you have all the freedom you want.  All I ask is that you use poetic tools of sound 
OR meaning.  Remember that free verse isn’t really free, if it’s good.  Try some awesome 
alliteration or make time for rhyme or build a poem like a walled city around a metaphor or a 
simile you enjoy. You’re also welcome to use one of the Kooser Concepts from ALP columns pp 
70-75. You might even try song lyrics, a found poem, a rap—whatever moves YOU. 
 
Poem Two: Write a poem for Iowa City’s Poetry in Public.  
It can be anything you like, it just has to be seven lines or shorter. The successful, chosen poems 
usually reflect something about how we live our lives here. 
 
Poem Three: Write a Poem that relies on concrete images and avoid clichés. 
In Adios, Nirvana, Wesselhoeft’s narrator says it’s a bad idea to start a poem with a big concept 
like love or anarchy.  And, he adds, it’s a bad idea to use clichés.  Instead, he says, start with 
simple, concrete images like a girl on a bus or a moon rising and “tilt those images at your own 
angle.”  For this poem, follow his advice.  Build a poem of concrete images. You may NOT use 
the poem you used for the “short assignments” unit. 
 
Poem Four: An Imitation Poem 
Choose only ONE of the following options for your imitation poem. 
 

OPTION A: For this poem, choose one of the poems in the “Master Works” section of this packet.  
(Choose one you like).  Write a poem in imitation of that poem.  Make sure to include the original 
next to it.  I suggest inserting a table to make this happen—See Imitation Poem Instructions and 
Sample (p 34) for more help. 
 
OPTION B: For this poem, read 4-5 poems by a contemporary poet of your choice (so not Walt 
Whitman or Keats or Shakespeare). You can use the American Academy of Poets link on the blog, 
Mrs. B’s collections or collections from the LMC if you need help finding a poet.  At the top of the 
page write the title of each poem you read and then 3-4 things you observed about that poet’s 
style (stuff all the poems have in common) and then write a poem that uses that same style. 

 
Poem Five: Use Form 
We write and read free verse so much that we tend to forget how poetry used to be.  Before the 
1900’s, poetry always had pattern.  Always.  In fact, there was no poetry without form of some 
kind.  Form came from a variety of places: meter (rhythm), rhyme, structure, etc.  For this poem, 
choose ONE of the forms from the Poetry Form Sheet (page 35-36), and write a poem in that 
style, following its rules.  Make sure to title the poem with the form you’ve chosen.  NOTE: rhythm 
is not optional in a sonnet; if you don’t want to write in iambic pentameter, pick a different form.
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Imitation Poem Instructions & Sample 
ORIGINAL IMITATION 
What They Wanted 
By Victor Bausch 
 
Was my soul, my body, my mind. 
Instead what they got 
Was a declaration 
To wage war on the war. 
 
In the Nam,   
during my relationship 
Between the manipulated 
 And the manipulator, 
 I was nothing more  
Than U.S. Grade A American meat 
 Used for some bureaucrat's political gain. 
 
Now over thirty years later 
In this war of no fronts, 
 An MIA in my own country,   
I sleep lightly,   
Keep a knife nearby on the night stand, 
 Continue to go on night patrols   
Look for an alternative revenge. 

What I Wanted 
By Ali Borger 
 
Were my dreams, my futures, my possibilities 
Instead, what I got 
Was a decree 
Of love and belonging on paper 
 
In the Courthouse 
During my relationship 
With adoption agencies  
And birthparents 
I was nothing more 
Than one of thousands 
Used as a poster family for multiculturalism 
 
Now over four years later 
In this university town full of racism, 
An anomaly in my ordinariness, 
I sleep hardly at all 
Keep photographs and toys everywhere 
Continue to check on sleeping babies 
Who have no idea (yet) where they sleep. 
 

 
Notice that the IMITATION is built on a careful reading of the original—and that’s 
critical to success:  
 

• You’ll also notice that the sentence structure matches.  The nouns are matched 
to nouns, verbs to verbs, adjectives to adjectives.  It is a true “imitation.” 
 

• The original discusses what society wanted of the speaker when he was fighting in 
the Vietnam war.  He realized he was not important to the big-war machine at 
all, in fact he was expendable, and plotted a revenge of some kind. 
 
In the imitation, the speaker discusses what society expected of her when she 
underwent infertility diagnosis and then adopted children.  She realized that while 
she and her children are expendable to the system, her best revenge is a fully 
lived life that cherishes her children, no matter what the system says. 
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Poetry Form Sheet 
Sonnet 
• Fourteen lines 
• Iambic pentameter (ten syllables per line, begin with unstressed and 

alternate for every syllable after) 
• Uses rhyme scheme (please use ABAB CDCD EFEF GG) 
• Contains a “volta” or turn at a key point in the poem (for this poem, the turn 

should happen just before the final couplet) 
• For example: 

 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds  
Admit impediments. Love is not love  
Which alters when it alteration finds,  
Or bends with the remover to remove:  
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark   
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;  
It is the star to every wandering bark,  
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.  
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks   
Within his bending sickle's compass come:   
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,   
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.     
If this be error and upon me proved,     
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

 
 
Chiasm (twenty five line minimum) 

• Narrative poem (tells a story) 
• Ideas appear in a symmetrical pattern.  “For example, suppose that the 

first topic in a text is labeled by A, the second topic is labeled by B, and 
the third topic is labeled by C. If the topics in the text appear in the order 
ABC…CBA so that the first concept that comes up is also the last, the 
second is the second-to-last, and so on” (Wikipedia). 

• The idea in the middle is the most important one, the one that impacts or 
changes how the reverse items happen in the rest of the poem/story. 

• For example: 
There was a young boy whose life with his relatives was miserable (A) 
One day he discovered he was a wizard (B) 
He went off to school (C) 
Fought battles, won hearts, learned magic (D) 
Until it was time to go home from school (C) 
Where he used his wizard identity (B) 
And made his life with his relatives less miserable (A) 
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Acrostic (twenty five line minimum) 
• Choose a word or phrase with at least twenty-five letters. 
• Write a line of poetry for each of the twenty-five letters in your word or 

phrase. 
• The poem itself should be directly related to the word or phrase you’ve 

chosen. 
• Title the poem with the word or phrase you chose. 
• For example: 

Love 
Laughing with my family 
(Over nothing at all it seems) 
Very happy eating and talking 
Each person part of the circle of us. 

 
 
 

Villanelle  
• Written in pentameter or alternating trimeter/tetrameter (you do the work 

on that if you choose this form) 
• Contains both rhyme and refrain.  Rhyme indicated by small letters, 

refrains indicated by capital letters: 
 

o For example: 
Refrain 1 (A1) 
Line 2 (b) 
Refrain 2 (A2) 
 
Line 4 (a) 
Line 5 (b) 
Refrain 1 (A1) 
 
Line 7 (a) 
Line 8 (b) 
Refrain 2 (A2) 
 
Line 10 (a) 
Line 11 (b) 
Refrain 1 (A1) 
 
Line 13 (a) 
Line 14 (b) 
Refrain 2 (A2) 
 
Line 16 (a) 
Line 17 (b) 
Refrain 1 (A1) 
Refrain 2 (A2) 

 

Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
And you, my father, there on that sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
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Fiction Unit 
Fiction To Do List 

! I wrote a ten-minute freewrite each day we worked in the lab. 
! CREATIVE WORK: I wrote either a short story OR a chapter of a novel according to the 

instructions in my handbook. 
! I submitted my piece of fiction for workshop. 
! I took notes on my piece during workshop, and I kept the copy with Mrs. B’s comments 

on it. 
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Fiction Instructions  
 
For your fiction writing assignment, you have two choices.  You may 
 

1. Write the first several pages of a novel 
2. Write a short story 

 
For both choices, your limits are the same: 

1. The piece must be no more than 5 pages (1000 words), double spaced. 
 

2. The piece must contain some elements of plot.  In other words, statements like these are 
unacceptable: 

a. Well, this is just the exposition.  I have to explain all this now because it matters 
later... 

b. Yeah, I’m just introducing the characters... 
c. There isn’t any plot yet because.... 
d. Etc. 

 
 

Stuck for how to start?  Try... 
# Draw a plot map and identify the exposition, climax and resolution of your story.  Use that 

map as an outline for writing. 
 

# Take an idea from a freewrite and develop it into a story 
 

# Retell a famous story in a new way (e.g. fractured fairy tales, modernizations of Jane 
Austen, etc) 
 

# Choose a moment in your life to fictionalize  
 

# Choose a moment from the life of someone you know and fictionalize it 
 

# Tell an ordinary story with a bizarre angle or twist that makes it funny (e.g. driving to the 
ped mall with friends and aliens land on your car and want to come with)  
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Portfolio 
Portfolio To Do List 

! I looked back at all the pieces I’ve written: flash fiction, poetry, memoir, fiction. 
! I identified at least three things that my pieces have in common.  
! I identified at least two strengths and two weaknesses of my creative work overall.   
! I revised my pieces based on the feedback from Mrs. B and my peers. 
! I chose my favorite piece of writing and found a creative way to present it.  
! I pulled all the items above together into a Slide Show and prepared to present it to the class.  
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Portfolio & Presentation Instructions 
Our final project in creative writing is an opportunity for you to showcase what 
you’ve accomplished.   
 

1. You will REVISE the pieces based on the feedback you’ve gotten in 
workshops.   
 

2. You will COMPILE evidence of  
a. your revisions,  
b. your strengths, weaknesses  
c. your style (what all your work has in common) 

 
3. Creative Exploration: You will CREATE a visual, oral or aural project based 

on one of your pieces 
 
You will use these three components to develop a well-rehearsed 6-8 minute 
slide-show presentation for the class. 
  
Here’s a typical map of a slide show 
Slide 1: Title 
and Opening 
Slide 

Slide 2: 
Revision 1 
before/after 

Slide 3: 
Revision 2 
before/after 

Slide 5: 
Revision 3 
before/after 

Slide 6:  
Revision 4 
before/after 

Slide 7:  
Revision 5 
before/after 

Slide 8:  
Revision 6 
before/after 

Slide 9: 
Strength & 
example 

Slide 10:  
Strength & 
example 

Slide 11:  
Weakness & 
Example 

Slide 12:  
Weakness & 
example 

Slide 13: 
Style 
commonalities 

Slide 14: 
Creative 
Exploration 

  

 
 
Creative Exploration Ideas 
Choose your favorite piece of your writing and find a creative way to present it.  
For example: 

• Make a movie trailer for it  
• Turn it into a comic strip  
• Set it to music with slides of appropriate photos or illustrations  
• Film your script (if you wrote one) 
• Stage a reading and arrange to have it recorded 
• Turn it into music 

 
The sample portfolio (on the blog) will likely help you to get a sense of what your portfolio and 
presentation will look like, and there are samples of Creative Exploration ideas. 
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Portfolio & Presentation Rubric 
 

  

 Exceptional Level 
10 Points  

Advanced Level 
8 Points 

Basic Level 
7 Points 

Below Basic Level 
6 Points 

Requirements Students include all 5 
required items in 
portfolio 
presentation. 

Students include only 4 
of the required items in 
portfolio presentation 

Students include 
only 3 of the 
required items in 
portfolio 
presentation 

Students include 2 or 
fewer of the required 
items in portfolio 
presentation 

Presentation Student is easily 
heard throughout 
the room and 
maintains good 
posture and a 
speech persona 
before, during and 
after the 
presentation. 
 Student maintains 
an appropriate rate 
throughout the 
presentation (not to 
fast or too slow). 
 Student consistently 
uses gestures and 
slides to reinforce 
what s/he is saying 
verbally. 

Student is heard 
throughout the room 
and maintains good 
posture and a speech 
persona through most 
of the presentation. 
 Student maintains an 
appropriate rate 
through most of the 
presentation.  Student 
frequently uses 
gestures and slides to 
reinforce what s/he is 
saying. 

Student is not heard 
easily, and fails to 
maintain good 
posture or a speech 
persona through 
the presentation. 
 Student speaks too 
quickly or too 
slowly, and 
infrequently uses 
gestures and slides 
to reinforce what 
s/he is saying. 

Student is not heard, 
slouches or leans on 
the podium, breaks 
the speech persona, 
uses deadpan or 
conflicting facial 
expressions, speaks 
far too quickly or 
slowly to be 
understood, and 
movement, gestures 
or slides are used 
infrequently. 

Commonalities, 
strengths and 
weaknesses 

Students identify 
several sophisticated 
areas of 
commonalities, 
strengths and 
weaknesses (these 
go beyond “what” 
they write about to 
include issues of 
voice and style) 

Students identify and 
demonstrate 
thoughtfulness about 
several areas of 
commonalities, 
strengths and 
weaknesses in their 
own writing.   

Students identify 
some basic 
commonalities, 
strengths, and 
weaknesses in their 
own writing.   

Students identify very 
few commonalities, 
strengths, and 
weaknesses in their 
own writing, and 
those they do identify 
are minimalistic or rely 
on superficial 
qualities. 

Poetry & short 
assignments 
revisions 

Students revise their 
short pieces, and 
show 2-3 specific 
before-and-after 
revisions, explaining 
in detail why they 
made the revisions 
they did and why 
those revisions 
demonstrate 
improvement. 

Students revise their 
short pieces, and show 
1-2 specific before-
and-after revisions, but 
may abbreviate their 
explanation for why 
they made the 
revisions they did and 
why those revisions 
demonstrate 
improvement. 

Students revise their 
short pieces, and 
show at least one 
specific before-
and-after revision. 
 Students may say 
they made a 
particular revision 
because a peer or 
the instructor 
suggested it, but 
they do not or 
cannot yet 
articulate how 
those revisions 
demonstrate 
improvement. 

Students edit rather 
than revising their 
short pieces.  They 
may show before-
and-after revisions 
regarding 
proofreading or other 
superficial qualities. 
 They do not explain 
why they made the 
revision or how that 
revision demonstrates 
improvement. 
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Fiction, Memoir 
& Choice 
Revisions 

Students revise their 
longer pieces and 
show 2-3 specific 
before-and-after 
revisions, explaining 
in detail why they 
made the revisions 
they did and why 
those revisions 
demonstrate 
improvement. 

Students revise their 
longer pieces and 
show 1-2 specific 
before-and-after 
revisions, but may 
abbreviate their 
explanation for why 
they made the 
revisions they did and 
why those revisions 
demonstrate 
improvement. 

Students revise their 
longer pieces and 
show at least one 
specific before-
and-after revision. 
 Students may say 
they made a 
particular revision 
because a peer or 
the instructor 
suggested it, but 
they do not or 
cannot yet 
articulate how 
those revisions 
demonstrate 
improvement. 

Students edit rather 
than revising their 
longer pieces.  They 
may show before-
and-after revisions 
regarding 
proofreading or other 
superficial qualities. 
 They do not explain 
why they made the 
revision or how that 
revision demonstrates 
improvement. 

Creative 
Exploration 

Students carefully 
craft a creative 
presentation of a 
piece of their writing. 
Their work 
demonstrates 
significant effort at 
communicating the 
ideas from the 
writing using image, 
sound, or another 
mode of expression 
not dependent on 
words alone.  The 
creative piece is 
polished, 
professional and 
neatly integrated 
into the power point 
presentation. 

Students include a 
creative presentation 
of a piece of their 
writing .  Their work 
demonstrates some 
effort at 
communicating the 
ideas from the writing 
using image, sound, or 
another mode of 
expression not 
dependent on words 
alone.  The creative 
piece is neat and 
integrated into the 
power point 
presentation. 

Students include a 
creative 
presentation of a 
piece of their 
writing .  Their work 
only superficially 
includes image, 
sound or another 
mode of expression 
not dependent on 
words alone.  The 
creative piece is 
neat and 
integrated into the 
power point 
presentation. 

Students include  a 
creative presentation 
of a piece of their 
writing .  Their may fail 
to include image, 
sound or another 
mode of expression 
not dependent on 
words alone.  The 
creative piece is 
sloppy, demonstrates 
minimum effort 
and/or is not 
integrated into the 
power point 
presentation. 

Time & Polish Presentation is 
perfectly timed 
between 5 and 7 
minutes. 
 
 
 
Presentation had 
clearly been 
rehearsed.  Student 
used slides to 
support and 
supplement what 
s/he was saying.   

  Presentation is less 
than 4 minutes  or the 
student must be 
stopped at 7 minutes 
and does not 
complete 
presentation. 
 
Presentation does not 
appear to have been 
rehearsed. Student 
essentially reads slides 
to us. 
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Mini-Lessons 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 1: Passive Voice 
Avoid Passive voice.  Use Active voice. 
 
Active voice: 
Mark Twain wrote Huckleberry Finn in 1863. 
 
Passive voice 
Huckleberry Finn was written in 1863. 
Huckleberry Finn was written in 1863 by Mark Twain. 
 
In the passive voice, the writer does two things: 

1. He hides the subject of the sentence (either by removing it entirely or pushing it to the 
end of the sentence).   

2. He uses a helping verb or to-be rather than an active verb as the main verb of the 
sentence. 

 
Most writing instructors advocate the active voice because it increases clarity (readers know the 
subject of the sentence) and it increases simplicity (uses one strong verb instead of two verbs).   
 
Strategy for solving passive voice problems 
The easiest way to solve passive voice is to look at the passive sentence, and ask yourself WHO 
or WHAT is doing the action.  For example: 
 

Sentence: This strategy is also used in the present. 
 
Ask myself: WHO or WHAT is doing the USING in this sentence?   
 
Answer?  Authors. 
 
Revision: Authors also use this strategy in the present. 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 2: Parts of Speech 
 

Part of Speech Job Example Words Example Sentences 
Verb action or state (to) be, have, do, like, work, 

sing, can, must 
I like creative writing.  She is tired.  He jumped on the bus. 

Noun thing or person pen, dog, work, music, town, 
London, teacher, John 

This is my dog. He lives in my house. We live in London. 

Adjective describes a noun a/an, the, 72, some, good, 
big, red, well, interesting 

My dog is big. I like smart dogs. 

Adverb describes a verb, 
adjective or adverb 

quickly, silently, well, badly, 
very, really 

My dog eats quickly. When he is very hungry, he eats really 
quickly. 

Pronoun replaces a noun I, you, he, she, some Tara is Indian. She is beautiful. 
Preposition links a noun to 

another word 
to, at, after, on, but We went to school on Monday. 

Conjunction joins clauses or 
sentences or words 

and, but, when I like dogs and I like cats. I like cats and dogs. I like dogs but I 
don't like cats. 

Interjection short exclamation, 
sometimes inserted 
into a sentence 

oh, ouch, hi, well Ouch! That hurts! Hi! How are you? Well, I don't know. 

Above Chart taken from EnglishClub.com 

 

Each part of speech explains not what the word is, but how the word is used. In fact, the same word can 
be a noun in one sentence and a verb or adjective in the next. The next few examples show how a word's 
part of speech can change from one sentence to the next. 

Books are made of ink, paper, and glue. In this sentence, "books" is a noun, the subject of the 
sentence. 

Deborah waits patiently while Bridget books the tickets. 
 

Here "books" is a verb, and its subject is "Bridget." 

We walk down the street. 
 

In this sentence, "walk" is a verb, and its subject is the 
pronoun "we." 

The mail carrier stood on the walk. In this example, "walk" is a noun, which is part of a 
prepositional phrase describing where the mail carrier 
stood. 

The town decided to build a new jail. 
 

Here "jail" is a noun, which is the object of the infinitive 
phrase "to build." 

The sheriff told us that if we did not leave town 
immediately he would jail us. 
 

Here "jail" is part of the compound verb "would jail." 

They heard high pitched cries in the middle of the night. 
 

In this sentence, "cries" is a noun acting as the direct 
object of the verb "heard." 

The baby cries all night long and all day long. 
 

But here "cries" is a verb that describes the actions of the 
subject of the sentence, the baby. 

 
 
 Above chart and paragraph written by Heather MacFadyen for University of Ottowa Writing Center 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 3: Anti-adverbs 
Ruthlessly eliminate adverbs from your creative work. 
 
And adjectives, too, really.   
 
Before After 
I awkwardly giggled.  His big, meaty hand 
reached pumped the tiny jack until the blue 
car lifted. 
 
 
Adverb and adjective = 5 

I giggled, covering my face with my fingers. 
 
With one giant paw, he pumped the jack until 
the car lifted. 
 
Adverb and adjective = 2 

“I won’t be able to assemble the Canon right,” 
he said distractedly. 
 
“It’s pretty heavy, even for you,” I said 
teasingly. 
 
“Go see if the boys have a wagon we can 
borrow,” he said politely. 
 
I climbed downstairs to search. I saw the metal 
frame of a rusty wagon peeking out from 
behind a stack of old toys. “I found it!” I said 
loudly. 
 
“Bring it up here” he said kindly. 
 
 
Adverb/adjective = 8 

“I won’t be able to assemble the Canon right,” 
he murmured, tapping his finger on his cheek. 
He wasn’t talking to me, I could tell. 
 
“It’s pretty heavy, even for you,” I teased. 
 
“Why don’t you see if the boys have a wagon 
we can borrow?” he asked. 
 
I climbed downstairs to search. I saw the metal 
frame of a rusty wagon peeking out from 
behind a stack of old toys. “I found it!” I 
shouted. 
 
“Great work, Lou! Bring it up here, will you?” he 
said. 
 
Adverb/adjective = 3 

 
 
One useful thing about this is that it helps with SHOWING instead of TELLING (more on Handout 5) 
 
 
“Shut up,” I said angrily. 

 
“Shut up,” I snapped. 
 

 
I looked tired. 
 
 

 
My face was pale and I had circles under my 
eyes.  I yawned. 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 4: Weak Verbs 
Use strong, active verbs as much as possible: 

I ate. 
She jumped. 
We screamed. 
He said. 

 
This means, of course, avoiding weak verbs: 
 I was eating. 
 She did jump. 
 We had to scream. 
 He was saying. 
 
What’s the difference?  A strong verb doesn’t need any help.  A weak verb needs help.   
 
Weak verbs to avoid when possible: 

TO BE TO HAVE TO DO 
be 
am 
are 
is 
was 
were 
being 
been 

have 
had 
having 
has 

do  
did 
done 
doing  
does 

 
Helpful hint: 
Usually, if a sentence is using a weak verb, the whole sentence needs to be revised—and 
honestly, it’s probably telling instead of showing (see handout 5 for more details) For example: 
 
Before After 
She had him go after the thief while she was 
taking care of the victim.  

“Go after the thief,” she said.  “I’ll stay here 
and help her.” 
 
OR 
 
She pointed toward the retreating figure and 
nodded.  Her partner ran while she took the 
victim’s pulse. 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 5: Showing vs. Telling 
Part #1: Showing Versus Telling in Description 

For example, in an early draft of the essay, I wrote:  

In elementary school, we walked with neighbors.  I told David Posegay the story of the 

naked woman at the lava hot springs in Oregon.   I pretended my bicycle was a horse 

and used my chain lock as reins.  In winter, we kept a snowball locked and loaded in the 

event of fifth graders attacking us.  I remember carrying my snowball carefully, walking 

through thigh-deep snow, though I’ve since understood that thigh-deep to a second 

grader isn’t quite as deep as thigh-deep to a mother. 

This paragraph speeds through experiences, as if listing them was all the reader needed to 
engage with the narrator.  In the final piece, each of the components became a paragraph in 
its own right, for example “I pretended my bicycle was a horse and used my chain lock as reins” 
became: 
 

Sometimes we rode our bikes—or at least the other kids did.  I rode horseback.  My white 

banana seat had a wide rainbow the middle that served as a saddle, and the blue-jelly 

covered chain lock gripped the handlebars easily enough that I could steer using them 

as reins.  I rode in the grass as much as possible, and though it was too bumpy to 

promote conversation with the others, it seemed to protect her hooves quite nicely.  

When I secured her at the bike racks, I gave her a little lump of sugar and apologized 

that I didn’t have time to rub her down properly.  
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Mini-Lesson 5 - Part #2: Showing Versus Telling in Action & Dialogue 
 
In the first draft, I’m rushing through the action to get to my point instead of letting the reader 
overhear the conversation and see the action: 
 

Everyday I wanted to get up, cross the lunchroom and join in at the table where 

Sarah and her other friends sat. So one day I did.  I said goodbye to my friend Rachel, 

who was looking dorky as usual and eating her lame lunch, and I crossed the lunchroom. 

 
In the final revision, this paragraph evolved into a section that included true dialogue and 
character actions: 
 

 “Rachel, I’m going to go over and sit with Sarah today.”  I looked at Rachel, 

sitting there with her little girl’s curls poking out everywhere.  She didn’t even tight roll her 

jeans or curl her bangs.  Couldn’t you do something about your hair, Rachel? I thought 

silently. 

 “Okay Annie!  Good luck!” She smiled and took a bite of her peanut butter 

sandwich. 

 Yeah, wish me luck getting out of this crowd, I thought.  And then I walked across 

the wide aisle separating the two sides of the cafeteria.  
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Mini-Lesson Handout 6: Imagery 
Imagery is any language that appeals to the senses.   

 
Sight – her mane falls wild on her forehead 
 
Sound—his voice a well of dark water  
 
Smell—rich egg scrambled in a gray clay bowl 
 
Taste—munching the young tufts of spring 
 
Touch—her long ear that is delicate as the skin over a girl’s wrist 

 
Don’t get hooked into thinking imagery is just what you “see.” 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 7: Craft of the Line 
One of useful guideline in poetry is to think about the word that begins the line as well as the 
word that ends the line.  These words should be strong, evocative words rather than prepositions, 
articles, etc. 
 
I’m leaving the rest of this page blank and we’ll fill it in if we need it. 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 8: Craft of the Sentence 
A sentence needs a subject and a verb. 
 

I ate. 
He saw. 
We screamed. 

 
The more complicated a sentence becomes, the trickier it can be to find the subject and the 
verb, but it still needs one.   
 

While sunning on the porch, I ate the leftover pork chops mom had served the night 
before.  (I ate) 

 
A sentence that is missing either the subject or the verb is called a fragment.   
 
Fragments can be a useful device.  Really.  (See?  I just did it).  But in general, it’s wise to avoid 
them unless you’re using them for effect. 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 9:Dialogue 
General tips 

• Use dialogue tags. According to Nathan Bransford, “as long as you mainly stick to 
said and asked, your reader won't notice they're there,” and he’s right! Both 
“said” and “asked” are invisible, as long as you don’t over do them or use them 
repeatedly in the same place in a sentence. 

• Again, Nathan Bransford has some great explanation about this: “Good dialogue 
evokes the way people actually talk in real life without actually sounding 
precisely like the way people talk in real life. it's usually best to cut to the chase 
rather than spending time on the pleasantries that normal people use in 
everyday conversation. 
 
“In real life our conversations wander around all over the place, and a 
transcribed real life conversation is a meandering mess of free association and 
stutters. In a novel, a good conversation is focused and has a point." 

 
Punctuating Dialogue 

1. Start the remarks of EACH speaker as a new paragraph, no matter how brief. Example: 
 

“Waiter, what was in that glass?” 
“Arsenic, sir.”  
“Arsenic. I asked you to bring me absinthe.” 
“I thought you said arsenic. I beg your pardon, sir.” 
“Do you realize what you’ve done, you clumsy fool? I’m dying.” 
“I am extremely sorry, sir.” 

 
2. Closely related bits of narrative can be included in the paragraph. Example: 
 

“We have a special sale today on sweaters,” said the salesperson. She continued 
to stand next to the customer, waiting for the woman to indicate why she was there. 

“How nice for you,” said the customer as she walked out. 
 

3. If one person’s speech goes on for several paragraphs, use quotation marks at the 
beginning of each paragraph but not at the end of every paragraph before the last 
one. Example: 

 
“You know, John, that the religious life has always attracted me. Now the time 

has come to heed Heaven’s call. Only why I have waited so long? God is punishing me 
for it. It was for you alone that I remained in the world. 

“Dear brother, it is only now that I feel the full need of those retreats which I have 
heard you condemn so often. There are certain sorrows which separate us from men 
forever…” 

 
4. Periods, question marks, exclamation points, and commas go inside quotation marks. 

Examples: 
“Don’t compromise yourself,” said Janis Joplin. “You are all you’ve got.” 
“Are you going to wear that?” she asked. 
“Look out!” he yelled. 
 

5. Exceptions to the rules: in plays, court testimony, and transcripts where the name of the 
speaker is indicated, quotation marks are not needed. Example: taped ambulance 
dispatcher call: 
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Dispatcher: Rural Metro Ambulance Service. What is your emergency? 
Caller: Help! I think my husband’s having a heart attack! 
Dispatcher: Remain calm and tell me if he’s breathing. 
Caller: I don’t think so. His lips are blue. Send help fast! 
Dispatcher: An ambulance is on the way, ma’am. Is your address 42 Main Street? 
 

 
6. If a speaker quotes a second person, use a single quote around the second person’s 

comments.  Example: 
 

 “I was feeling nervous about the dance.  But my dad gave me a hug and said 
‘Just be yourself.  They’ll love you.’  After that I felt so much better that I went out there 
and gave it my all!”  
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Mini-Lesson Handout 10: Word Choice & Voice 
 
Word choice has to do with using the right word for the right context 

• Choosing FEWER words than you thought you needed 
• Revising sentences to be SHORTER, not longer 
• Selecting words that communicate a character’s VOICE 

 
How does Word Choice create VOICE? 
 
Voice A Voice B 
 
People just want a gram or a quad. It’s their life 
to live. There are guys who hate me, guys who 
want my corner. So I stay in a lot. Still, a guy’s 
gotta eat something.  
 
I walked through the store with my head down. 
I felt somebody watching me.  

 
Each wants a gram of this, a quad of that. I 
don’t judge, it’s not good for business. 
Naturally, I have enemies, so I tend to stay in 
my apartment. But even I have to leave for the 
occasional groceries.  
 
As I perused the aisles of the nearest mini-mart, 
I felt as if someone was watching me. 
 

What do we know about Narrator A? What do we know about Narrator B? 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 11: Revision vs. Editing 
 
I am not asking you merely to “tinker” with a sentence here or there. 
 
I am not asking you merely to “edit” for grammatical mistakes and spelling errors.  
 
Instead, I am asking you to rethink, reinvent, rewrite. This may mean deleting whole paragraphs, 
moving entire chunks of the paper to other places. 
 
It could mean that one angle doesn’t work and you need to find an entirely new argument for a 
particular part of the paper. It may mean scrapping the whole thing and starting from scratch. 
That is what real writers do, and in this class, you are real writers. 
 
What I’m trying to say is that revision, like writing, is HARD WORK. I expect to see evidence of that 
in your revisions. 
 
Original Edited Revised 
 
So then I said goodbye to my 
friend Rachel who looked 
really dorky and always acted 
all cute instead of acting like 
a normal person, and I 
crossed the lunchroom.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
I said goodbye to Rachel, who 
always dressed like a dork and 
acted cute. 
 
And I crossed the great 
cafeteria divide. 

 
“Rachel, I’m going to sit with 
Sam today.”  I looked down at 
her little girl’s curls poking out 
everywhere and rolled my 
eyes.  Peeking under the edge 
of the table, I noticed that her 
pants weren’t even tight-
rolled. 
 
“Okay Ali, good luck!” She 
smiled and took a bite of her 
peanut butter sandwich. 
Yeah, I thought, wish me luck 
getting out of this crowd.  
 
I made my way over to the 
other side of the cafeteria. 
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Mini-Lesson Handout 12: Clichés 
 
In your writing, AVOID CLICHÉS. 
 
Stephen Minot defines a cliché this way: 

A metaphor or simile that has become so familiar from overuse that it no longer 
contributes any meaning...It provides neither the vividness of a fresh metaphor nor the 
strength of a single word.  The word is also used to describe overused, but non-
metaphorical expressions such as “tried and true” and “each and every.” 

—Three Genres: The Writing of Poetry, Fiction and Drama 
 

Examples of clichés: 
• Busy as a bee 
• tired as a dog 
• working my fingers to the bone 
• beet red 
• blind as a bat 
• eats like a horse 
• eats like a bird 
• strong as an ox 
• empty souls 
• unleash my thoughts 
• made matters worse 
• outside the box 
• better off dead 

(the list goes on and on and on...) 
 
Note, too, that you can have a cliché plot or a cliché character.  Again, avoid this “like the 
plague,” to borrow a cliché. 
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Handout 13: Use Past Tense 
 
Fiction, creative non-fiction and flash fiction are best written in the PAST tense.  When we tell 
each other stories out loud, we often use the present tense: 

 
I’m going to my girlfriend’s house and WHAM, my tire blows out.  I’m still like three miles 
away.  So I call her and say “Look babe, my tire exploded.  I don’t think I’m going to be 
there on time.”  But she gets all pissed off... 

 
But that’s not generally appropriate for young writers.  Instead, use the past tense: 
 

On my way to my girlfriend’s house, my tire blew out.  I was still three miles away.  I dialed 
her number, and when she picked up, I said “Look babe, my tire exploded.  I don’t think 
I’m going to be there on time.”  But she got pissed off... 
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Handout 14: Punctuation 
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Master Works 
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Flash Fiction 
FIRST ENCOUNTER 

 
She had reservations.  Lots of them.  She thought the personal ads were 

for losers.  But she was terribly lonely and maybe, just maybe… 

She placed the ad.  The most promising answer arrived early.  And now, 

here she was, waiting at the restaurant for a stranger with a rose in his lapel. 

“Daddy?  Is that you?” 

ARTHUR L. WILLARD 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

HIGHER EDUCATION 
 

“College was a breeze,” Jennings said, washing his grimy hands.  “With all 

those budget cuts, they couldn’t teach much.  They just gave us our grades and 

sent us on our way.” 

“How did you learn?” 

“We didn’t, but so what?  Look at me now.” 

A nurse opened the door. 

“Dr. Jennings, you’re wanted in surgery.” 

RON BAST 



 63 

CARE FOR ANOTHER BITE? 
 

The animals brown eyes peered at Tom, full of innocence and trust.  

Without remorse, Tom placed the gun between those eyes and pulled the 

trigger.  As he butchered the animal, he thought of sizzling steaks. 

Later, he savored a mouthful.  As the well-marbled meat slid down his 

throat, the animal began its own revenge. 

BRIAN BARNES 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THERE’S NO PLACE LIKE IT 
 

The President was rushed to the Arizona desert to greet the arrival of the 

huge alien spacecraft. 

“Peace,” said the President. 

“Thank you,” said the very human-looking alien.  “We’ve been on a 

million-year universal tour.  We’re excited about returning home.” 

“Please, visit.  Then, good journey.” 

“No, you misunderstand,” said the alien.  “We are home.” 

DEAN CHRISTIANSON 
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Poetry 
The Silver Fish  
Shawn Pittard 
I killed a great silver fish,  
cut him open with a long 
 
thin knife. The river carried  
his heart away. I took his 
 
dead eyes home. His red flesh  
sang to me on the fire I built 
 
in my backyard. His taste  
was the lost memory of my 
 
wildness. Behind amber clouds  
of cedar smoke, Orion 
 
drew his bow. A black moon rose  
from the night’s dark waters, 
 
a sliver of its bright face  
reflecting back into the universe. 
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Isaac’s Blessing  
by Janet Eigner 
 
When Isaac, a small, freckled boy 
approaching seven, visits us for Family Camp, 
playing pirate with his rubber sword, 
 
sometimes he slumps in grief, 
trudging along, his sacrifice and small violin 
in hand, his palm over his chest, 
 
saying, Mother is here 
in my heart. Before he leaves for home, 
we ask if he’d like a Jewish blessing. 
 
Our grandson’s handsome face ignites; 
he chirps a rousing, yes, for a long life. 
We unfold the prayer shawl, 
 
its Hebrew letters silvering the spring light, 
hold the white tallis above his head, 
recite the blessing in its ancient language 
 
and then the English, adding, for a long life. 
Isaac complains, the tallis didn’t 
touch his head, so he didn’t feel the blessing. 
 
We lower its silken ceiling 
to graze his dark hair, 
repeat the prayer. 
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In Childhood  
Sarah A. Chavez 
 
In childhood Christy and I played in the dumpster across the street  
from Pickett & Sons Construction. When we found bricks, it was best.  
Bricks were most useful. We drug them to our empty backyard  
and stacked them in the shape of a room. For months  
we collected bricks, one on top another. When the walls  
reached as high as my younger sister’s head, we laid down.  
Hiding in the middle of our room, we watched the cycle  
of the sun, gazed at the stars, clutched hands and felt at home. 
 
 
 
 
Fish Fry Daughter 
Sara Ries 
 
Holiday Inn kitchen, the day I am born: 
My father is frying fish for a party of seventeen 
when the call comes from the hospital. He stays 
until the batter is crispy, cold salads scooped 
on platters, rye bread buttered. 
 
Dad never told me this story. 
He told my boyfriend, one short order cook to another. 
Mom doesn’t know why Dad was late 
for her screams and sweat on the hospital bed. 
Once, when she was angry with him, she told me: 
When your father finally got there, the nurse had to tell 
him to get upstairs, “Your wife is having that baby now.” 
I hope that when Dad first held me, 
it was with haddock-scented hands, apron 
over his black pants still sprinkled with flour, 
forehead oily from standing over the deep fryer, 
telling the fish to hurry  hurry. 
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Killing Mark 
by Richard Blanco 
 
His plane went down over Los Angeles last week, again.  
Or was it Long Island?  Boxer shorts, hair gel, his toothbrush washed up on the 
shore of New Haven,  
but his body never recovered, I feared.  
Monday he cut off his leg chain-sawing.  
Bled to death slowly while I was shopping for a new lamp.  
Never heard my messages on his cell phone.  
Where are you? Call me.  
I told him to be careful. He never listens.  
Tonight, 15 minutes late. I'm sure he's hit a moose on Route 26.  
But maybe he survived.  
Someone from the hospital will call me, give me his room number.  
I'll bring his pajamas and some magazines.  
5:25, still no phone call. Voice mail full.  
I turn on the news, wait for the report.  
Flashes of moose blood, his car mangled,  
as I buzz around the bedroom dusting the furniture,  
sorting the sock drawer. 
By 7:30, I'm taking mental notes for his eulogy,  
suddenly adoring all I've hated,  
10 years worth of nose hairs in the sink,  
of lost car keys, of chewing too loud and hogging the bed sheets,  
when Joy yowls, ears to the sound of footsteps up the drive and darts to the 
doorway, I follow with a scowl:  
Where the hell were you? Couldn't you call?  
Translation: I die each time I kill you. 
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The New Dentist 
Jaimee Kuperman 
 
Driving to the new dentist’s office 
the slow drive of a new place 
with the McDonalds that I don’t go to 
on the left, the mall two miles away. 
The Courthouse and the Old Courthouse 
road signs that break apart, the fork in the road 
that looks nothing like a fork or a spoon, in fact 
at best, maybe a knife bent in a dishwasher 
that leans to one side. And I know the dentist 
will ask about my last visit and want to know 
in months that I can’t say some time ago 
and I know he will ask me about flossing 
and saying when I’m in the mood won’t be 
the appropriate answer. 
He will call out my cavities 
as if they were names in a class. 
I brush my teeth before going in. 
It’s like cleaning before the cleaning person 
but I don’t want him to know I keep an untidy 
mouth. That I am the type of person who shoves 
things in the closet before guests arrive. 
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Kooser Concept: Perhaps there’s a kind of afterlife that is made up of our 
memories of a departed person, especially as these cling to that person’s 
belongings. Bruce Snider, who lives and teaches in California, suggests that 
here.  
 
Afterlife  

I wake to leafless vines and muddy fields,  
patches of standing water. His pocketknife 
 
waits in my dresser drawer, still able to gut fish. 
I pick up his green shirt, put it on for the fourth day 
 
in a row. Outside, the rusty nail he hammered  
catches me, leaves its stain on everything. 
 
The temperature drops, the whole shore  
filling with him: his dented chew can, waders, 
 
the cattails kinked, bowing their distress. 
At the pier, I use his old pliers to ready the line: 
 
fatheads, darters, a blood worm jig. Today, the lake’s  
one truth is hardness. When the trout bite, 
 
I pull the serviceable things glistening into air. 
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Kooser Concept: Here’s an observant and thoughtful poem by Lisel Mueller 
about the way we’ve assigned human characteristics to the inanimate things 
about us. Mueller lives in Illinois and is one of our most distinguished poets.  
 
Things  

What happened is, we grew lonely 
living among the things, 
so we gave the clock a face, 
the chair a back, 
the table four stout legs 
which will never suffer fatigue. 
 
We fitted our shoes with tongues 
as smooth as our own 
and hung tongues inside bells 
so we could listen 
to their emotional language, 
 
and because we loved graceful profiles 
the pitcher received a lip, 
the bottle a long, slender neck. 
 
Even what was beyond us 
was recast in our image; 
we gave the country a heart, 
the storm an eye, 
the cave a mouth 
so we could pass into safety. 
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Kooser Concept: There are many fine poems in which the poet looks deeply into 
a photograph and tries to touch the lives caught there. Here’s one by Tami 
Haaland, who lives in Montana.  
 
Little Girl  

She’s with Grandma in front 
of Grandma’s house, backed 
by a willow tree, gladiola and roses. 
 
Who did she ever want 
to please? But Grandma 
seems half-pleased and annoyed. 
 
No doubt Mother frowns 
behind the lens, wants 
to straighten this sassy face. 
 
Maybe laughs, too. 
Little girl with her mouth wide, 
tongue out, yelling 
 
at the camera. See her little 
white purse full of treasure, 
her white sandals? 
 
She has things to do, 
you can tell. Places to explore 
beyond the frame, 
 
and these women picking flowers 
and taking pictures. 
Why won’t they let her go? 
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Kooser Concept: Here’s a poem by Robin Chapman, from Wisconsin, that needs 
no introduction, because we’ve all known an elderly person who’s much like this 
one.  
 
Time  

My neighbor, 87, rings the doorbell to ask 
if I might have seen her clipping shears 
that went missing a decade ago, 
with a little red paint on their shaft, 
or the iron turkey bank and the porcelain 
coffee cup that disappeared a while back 
when her friend, now dead, called the police 
to break in to see if she were ill, and have we 
had trouble with our phone line, hers 
is dead and her car and driver’s license 
are missing though she can drive perfectly 
well, just memory problems, and her son 
is coming this morning to take her up 
to Sheboygan, where she was born 
and where the family has its burial lots, 
to wait on assisted living space, and she 
just wanted to say we’d been good neighbors 
all these how many? years, and how lucky 
I am to have found such a nice man 
and could she borrow a screwdriver, 
the door lock to her house is jammed. 
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Kooser Concept: You can’t get closer to our hunter-gatherer ancestors than by 
clawing in the earth with your fingers. Here’s a delightful poem about digging for 
bait by Marsha Truman Cooper, a Californian.  
 
A Knot of Worms  

As day began to break, we passed 
the “honk for worms” sign, 
passed it honking again 
and again, to wake up the worms 
my dad said. It was only 
about another half mile to 
the aspen grove and our worm digs. 
The humus, spongy and almost 
black, turned over easily. 
I used my bare hands to put 
some moist earth into a coffee can 
and, as the aspen glittered 
in the risen sun, I gently 
slid the fresh, fat bait into my container. 
I heard the worms still in the ground 
gurgle as they tried to escape, 
while the ones in the can began 
to ball up as their numbers grew. 
Streamside, surrounded by mountains 
with snow lingering into summer, 
I picked out a worm and my dad 
arranged it on the hook to save 
my small fingers. Now you can purchase 
a time-share on that land. 
The colony of aspen, thinned 
by the builders, continues to 
tremble. No amount of honking 
brings back the worms. 
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Kooser Concept: If we haven’t done it ourselves, we’ve known people who 
have, it seems: taken a vacation mostly to photograph a vacation, not really 
looking at what’s there, but seeing everything through the viewfinder with the 
idea of looking at it when they get home. Wendell Berry of Kentucky, one of our 
most distinguished poets, captures this perfectly.  
 
The Vacation  

Once there was a man who filmed his vacation.  
He went flying down the river in his boat 
with his video camera to his eye, making 
a moving picture of the moving river 
upon which his sleek boat moved swiftly  
toward the end of his vacation. He showed 
his vacation to his camera, which pictured it,  
preserving it forever: the river, the trees, 
the sky, the light, the bow of his rushing boat  
behind which he stood with his camera  
preserving his vacation even as he was having it  
so that after he had had it he would still 
have it. It would be there. With a flick 
of a switch, there it would be. But he 
would not be in it. He would never be in it. 
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Fiction 
The Baseball Glove 
Kenyon Ledford (778 Words) 
 

They rolled in at one thirty-five in the morning and headed straight for the beer in the back. 
I checked the clock. My shift at the Quick-N-Go was ending at three A.M. But when cutoff time 
for selling booze is two o’clock, a little attention to detail is needed. I stashed the sports page 
and watched the three gang-bangers linger in the back. 

I gritted my teeth as they approached the register; three Latinos, late teens, early twenties, 
shaved heads, tattoos, clean white T-shirts and baggy pants. Full of gangster machismo they 
approached the counter, loudly, and set down forty-ounce bottles of malt liquor. They’d 
already begun horsing around, loudly and profanely. 

“No, puto. I paid last time, eh?” 
“Don’t be like that, dog. You sound like my heina.” 
“Shut up, fool. I’ll kick your ass.” 
Let me guess, I thought. They’re not going to have ID, or enough money, or they’re going 

to try and intimidate me into giving them something free. 
They were still jawing at each other. “Just hurry up, fool. This gentleman doesn’t got all 

day.” The gentleman was me, and it wasn’t said in a respectful way. 
They bunched in at the counter. On the left a short, bull-like boy with a ring in his eyebrows 

was smiling menacingly at me. On the right, a medium sized kid, very skinny. He was watching 
the street, keeping his face away from me. The local area code was tattooed in large numerals 
on the back of his head. 

In the middle, I assumed, was the leader. He hadn’t joined in the general smack-talking, 
and the other two left him alone. He was the tallest of the three. His face looked like a storm was 
brewing. “What’s up, Ricky?” 

My name tag said Rick. Here we go, I thought. “Not much. Can I see your ID?” 
He handed me his license. “You don’t remember me, Ricky?” 
My scalp prickled. That was the last thing I wanted to hear. My mind raced to recall any 

incidents I may have had with his kind in the past. I looked at the ID, the photo, probably taken 
a few years ago. When I looked up at him he smiled. It was like the sun coming out. 

I looked at him closer. “Jorge?” 
His smile grew. “You remember, Ricky? You gave me my first baseball glove.” 
I looked for a moment at his face. He had a nasty scar in his right eyebrow and a gold ring 

through the other. His nose had been spread across his face and he had three teardrops 
tattooed under his left eye. His right forearm bore a memorandum for somebody, and the back 
of his hand had the three dots that meant my crazy life. But in his eyes I could now see the 
pudgy ten year old that a dishwasher had brought to the company picnic for a restaurant I used 
to work at. 

He had been a delightful kid who preferred to be around the adults. He was on the 
opposing team during the softball game and didn’t have a glove. Each time my team came up 
to bat I tossed him my glove as he ran to the outfield, and vice versa. When the picnic had 
broken up he tried to return the glove to me but I’d told him to keep it. 

“Jorge!” I exclaimed and stuck out my hand. He put out his fist, so I bumped it with mine. 
“How are you?” 

He put his hands in his pockets and looked down. “Oh, you know, Ricky, same stuff, 
different day.” 

“So where are you working?” 
“I can’t work right now. I have a trial coming up and all.” 
I raised my eyebrows “For...?” 
He made a clicking sound of disgust with his tongue. “You know that shooting in Oakdale a 
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couple years ago?” 
I slowly nodded. 
“They’re trying to say it was me, but that’s bull...crap, I was at home — it was some other 

fools but I’m the only one they can go after, ’cause — ” 
The one who had been looking out the window interrupted. “George, we gotta bounce, 

eh?” 
“All right, hey, I gotta go, Ricky.” We bumped fists again. “If you don’t see me again it’s 

because I’ll be in...” he smiled, “you know.” When they were at the door he paused. “I’ve never 
forgotten you for giving me that glove, Ricky.” Then the night seemed to suck them outside into 
the darkness where they belonged. 
In a daze I absently began wiping the counter while I recalled the boy at the picnic. I said a 
prayer for him; he was beyond baseball gloves, now. 
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A Purple Heart 
Craig Delancey (997 Words) 
 
 “Patrick McMahon died two months ago, defending his country,” Father Cunningham intones. 
Most of us in the church look over at Patrick, where he sways in the first pew, to see if he reacts. 
He doesn’t. 

Patrick has not spoken a word since the two army nurses led him, with a tight grip on each 
bicep, through our front door and into our living room. “Oh, honey, welcome home,” my mother 
exclaimed. She didn’t touch him. The nurses let go and Patrick tottered on the dingy carpet. 
They explained that he’d only been dead a short while, so his brain damage wasn’t as bad as 
most. They told us he couldn’t eat more than a handful of living people’s food each day, and 
they gave us a drum of blue pellets that he should eat instead. They told us to bathe him and 
walk him. And then they left. Mom fled to the kitchen. 

“Hey,” I said then. His skin had a gray sheen. I touched him. He was cold. “It’s me. Your little 
bro.” 

His eyes flickered. His hand twitched. The skin under his nails was dark purple, almost dead 
black. “Uh,” he grunted. 

Now Father Cunningham frowns at Patrick. “My friends, we all here loved Patrick. Let us 
remember him alive and vibrant. Let us celebrate his life.” 

We tried to celebrate. We had a party. People brought casseroles. Patrick stood, swaying, 
and looked no one in the eye. Mom forced a smile through the whole thing but when Patrick 
had his piece of cake he couldn’t chew with his mouth closed and gooey bits of frosting 
mushed off his purple tongue and fell out over his gray lips. It made Mom flee again to the 
kitchen to weep. I took a party napkin and wiped his cold face. He didn’t even blink. 

“God asks us to bear our burden,” Cunningham continues, “and to take comfort in 
knowing that He awaits us after death. We must not forget this.” 

Father Cunningham argued against signing the forms. My mother had been against it too, I 
think. But after Patrick got his orders, she sat with him at the kitchen table and read the 
paperwork from the thick folders. Then she handed Patrick a pen to sign the in-case-of-death 
authorizations: the green sheet for a plastic heart transplant, and the blue for the purple serum 
that would replace his coagulated dead blood. She understood that, before he went to war, 
Patrick needed to believe that if he were killed, it wouldn’t be permanent. 

Father Cunningham smiles sadly at my mother. “What can we say of this son of ours?” 
That he had not been a good son. That he had failed at school, never excelled at sports, 

disobeyed all the best advice, gotten at least one girl pregnant who later had an abortion, and 
joined the army not for college money but because violent computer games infested him with a 
desire to become a sniper. Yet my mother had been so proud to see him in uniform, burstingly 
erect. He seemed another man. Transformed with purpose — even if a purpose not his own. 

The Priest nods, and answers his own question. “We can say he was one of us. A child of 
God. Today we remember him, but let us also remember Christ’s sacrifice for us so that we may 
have a true eternal life.” 

I think the smell finally pushed my mother beyond endurance. When the dank hint of 
putrefaction overwhelmed the kitchen and then our bedrooms, she called Father Cunningham 
and told him he was right: this abomination was not Patrick. This Patrick sat on the couch all day, 
motionless but for, perhaps once an hour, slowly lifting a blue pellet to his mouth from the bowl 
mom had set on the table. His eyes were turning black. Only the changing of a TV station could 
make him blink. 

“Amen,” Father Cunningham finishes. Music starts. I lead Patrick to the hearse. 
At the graveyard, we set the empty coffin in the mud beside the pit and lift the lid. Rain 

spots the white silk interior. My brother doesn’t even grunt. We wait a moment, unsure who 
should try to lead him. But then, unbidden, Patrick shuffles through mire to the coffin and climbs 
inside. 
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His eyes stare wide at the padded cover as it drops over him. Then we slide the coffin onto 
the bed of straps. The winch lowers him into the muddy hole. 

I vow that if he hits the door once, if he just taps on it, I’ll leap into the grave and bust him 
out. Though he could lift the lid himself, if he wanted. But the coffin is silent and still. 

The water makes the dirt heavy. It falls into the grave as if thrown. There is no sound but the 
rain on umbrellas, and the chunk of the shovels, and my mother grieving her son’s final end. 

When we get home I pour the last of his blue pellets into the trash out behind the garage. 
Then I lay on my bed and wait for the neighbors to arrive with a second batch of casseroles. 

Patrick won’t last long. A week, maybe. His purple heart, pushing each day more sluggishly 
at his congealing blood, starved of oxygen and the warmth of living cells, will eventually stop. 
That is some comfort to Mom. To know that all the pains and the mess of this uncertain end will 
be forgotten, and what will remain is what a passerby might take from a veteran’s grave stone: 
here lies a hero. 
History will set everything aright, with a story of how many good men fought evil and then died. 
The kind of story that could only be told after the dead were bound under the heavy Earth that 
keeps them silent and unseen. 
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