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Introduction 

These poems represent the hard work (what T. S. Eliot called “vision and revision”) of ENG 303 Creative Writing Poetry OL and OL2 (online) I taught online in the summer 2007. By a very unscientific method characteristic of the discipline of literature I choose the poems I liked best—in some cases the students’ favorites—of each of the students completing the course who responded to my request for permission to publish their poems. Inspired by Celita Sharif’s poem, “Homework,” I drafted a poem about this time-consuming but productive online course. Both poems begin this collection of student poetry.

Celita Sharif

Homework

What's in the mind of our dear professor?
Is it poetry or homework or three hour lectures? 

So little time, so much to do, 

Mondays through Fridays and weekends too. 

Is she aware of the time that we spare,

Reading and writing our homework with care? 

Read a poem per day, write a line or a verse, 

Get it in by twelve midnight or suffer the curse. 

Dear teacher, I beg when you grade you are fair, 

And that letter you’ll place on our record with flair
Is something quite grand. I might add,  

Could you grade with an arc, maybe, just a wee tad? 

“You’ve studied, you’ve learned, you’ve worked hard,” she will say. 

She's taught and taught well, and we’ve all earned our own way. 

“Whatever your grade will be will be.
You may get an A, you may get a C.
You may get an F, you may get a D.

I'll say nothing now; you’ll just wait and see.”
Becoming a poet is not done with ease.

I especially like the Dr. Seuss-like lines Celita gave me. It’s hard for me to read them without imagining an appropriate drawing of one of the good Dr.’s creatures. What would I look like, I wonder, with large flopping feet, for instance?

Here is the poem that Celita and online discussion of “Homework” inspired:

Robbie Clipper Sethi

Asynchronously Yours

I do not get up at 6 AM and read the poem first

Even though I like to say “I go from bed to verse.”

I drink a cup of coffee, hot and Starbucks and black.

I like my coffee like I like my poetry . . .

My name is Robbie Clipper Sethi and I am an addict

Of caffeine. My poet friend, Peter Murphy, says it’s better to be manic

Than what going off it, as I once did, cold turkey, does—make you depressive.

So I drink my coffee at 5:31 (the time now. AM) in the hope it will make me expressive.

What I want to say is my eyes are old, astigmatic and scratchy

My right shoulder aches, and I want to rhyme this line with the poet, J D McClatchy.

But we haven’t read one of his, so why would you believe me?*

Meter gave way to speech a long time ago, so why not rhyme?

And I’m understanding why and how the great Milton went blind

So he could write “When I consider how my light is spent”

(Which my retired colleague, Alan, used to moan on the event

of having taught three hours of composition to 66+ freshmen).

But I think spending the light of my narrow hazels—or anything else that is light

In the glow of my borrowed Apple G-book or Dell desk-top on Rider’s site

With you is well worth the time, the pain in my hand (God’s payback for writing that Blasphemy about book-worshippers in “The House Warming”) and back

And I would do it all again (as I did, Dina knows—hi, Dina! I’m back!)

Though, as my son says, “Mom, you must’ve been on crack”

When I told Rider, “We ought to be using the technology. I can do it. Let me!”

And here I am chained to my computer to students I can’t even see.

But your words, our words, rise into the ether forever

Like the scent of my addictive “Ipanema Bourbon” (no lie, that’s what Starbucks calls this brand; it’s on the label).

And now I have to put the pen down, get up, and get another cup. 

Yours, asynchronous forever,

Sethi

*on page 290 of our text, Writing Poems by Michelle Boisseau and Robert Wallace, in the chapter, “On Becoming a Poet,” which we read at the end of the summer session, J. D. McClatchy is quoted.

And here are the poems:
Krista Comunale

The Storm

The lightening that 
                                                         Shattered
                                    so severe into the night sky

As the heavens begin to open up.
 It 

          crashed
                         clanged
                                             cracked
                                                                 BANG!
Severely striking
                              everything in sight.
Jennifer Cane

Surprise!

The yellow rose

shuddered

in the

cruel wind,

the green thorns

grew

thick

with cold,

and the little white house

shook with anger

as the grey clouds

rolled in and

exploded

with thunder.

Sandra Hladun

No Skiing for Me

It is the
Beginning -
Yet another interesting season
No Snow
No Skis gliding rapidly across the
        Freshly fallen flakes
in this hemisphere - 
So 
on to the sand
Sun
and saltwater
where my body catches a wave
and glides rapidly across the
crest of the breaking surf        
in
The ever present
Ocean.

Kerry Bowers

Come into my cell.

“Come into my cell. Make yourself at home.”  Walker Percy, Lancelot
Seems I was destined to be
surrounded by cement and iron
from the day I saw her. Darkness falls
thick like a box over a rodent.

A rat in a humid cage.

Seems trite, my reason behind my actions;
but had you been there for all the ridicule,
the lies, the shear hatred she exuded on a daily basis.
Then you'd understand.

A rat in a humid cage stirs. 

Seams bustin'. The consonants and vowels
that make her name are enough to 
make my veins pulsate.
I'm sure you understand.

Beads of sweat trickle down my neck.
My eyes burn as if I cried acid instead of salt. 

She walked with such grandeur in the plaza…

Cla-Click
Cla-Click
Cla-Click.

A rat in a humid cage, stirs, waits.

Cla-Click.
Cla-Click.
 Cla-Click.



She utters the consonants and vowels,
as she usually did. I move quicker than a 
hungry piranha attacking a pitiful common fish.

Crack.

Thump.


If only she had been as sweet as she looked.
Courtney Medley

Not Skin Deep 
“Come into my cell. Make yourself at home.” Walker Percy, Lancelot
Personal gate, in-

side where my love stays.

Delicate flower,

Flowing live water,
Growing seeds of life.

Giving you my all,

opening myself

to you was the best

thing my hands have done.

My love’s bond broken

Intertwined flesh from

finger nails to skin, 

open pores and blood, 

a sigh of relief,
layers torn in two,
ecstasy and fear,

muscles throbbing red.

I invited you

to look deeper in 

me. Past the surface 

Into my woman-

self. Layers upon

layers of skin torn

down past the dermis.
Where fat and veins meet

Upon muscles lay

The passage way to

me. Can you see your

way to my home? Where

God made me woman.

Through the artery, 

Come into my cells. 

Make yourself at home. 

I’m yours now. I in-

vited you to love

-Me.

Michele Danna

Guerilla Warfare

Just as I get close enough 
for my lips to graze his,
I can feel his breath.
I want his taste
Soft, wet.

But instead, like dry straw,
my hair sticks to my mouth
worse than a nylon dress to pantyhose at a wedding 
in the dead of winter.
Noticing, he pushes the stragglers behind my ears,
his breath now on my neck.
While he’s not looking, 
its plotting its next destructive move.
His eyes meet mine again
And as two opposing forces try to combine,
his neglect to shave his fashionable stubble

and my strategically wavy strands
form an alliance
pulling at my head, tickling his cheek
like small soldiers marching across our faces
sticking their bayonets into my scalp!
In one final sweeping motion
I clear the battle field,
sending the tousled troops back to their bereted barracks.
Confident that they are secured with an elastic band fortress,
his lips touch mine

and a new kind of battle begins…
Lauren Durkin

Bad Heir

There stood a

Sacred building 

filled with prayers

a place to

celebrate

remember 

honor

for one who is no longer

a family friend

so we

celebrated

remembered

honored

and made an attempt to 

leave our life

for just a moment 

it’s hard to leave a habit

for particulars

I remember thinking so selfishly

ashamed for my desire

I left my family and the friends

looking, wanting for someone

to give a sign

something I could relate to

so, I exited with grace

found myself in the cold rain

looking for every warm breath

as the nicotine ran through

my blood.

Zuri Hadi

Big Sis

Whether you want to listen or not 

She’ll definitely talk your ear off

The ball is in her court 

and she won’t let anyone

block her shot

Higher learning scheduled on a four year basis

just didn’t fit her groove

But scissors and a blow dryer gave her the chance to do what she loved

Hair

Mom pointed her back to higher education

and she firmly stood her ground

So today she’s asking

Long or short?

Blonde or brown?
Andrea Susnick

The Black Birds

Post-dinnertime,

In summer, 
Meant feeding the black birds
The leftover bread. 

Upon opening the front door, 
I could no longer see any green.
The fleet of birds 
Tainted the verdant leaves.

And as I'd cast the first crumb,
Like crashing jets, 
The birds would dive and create 
A turbulent obsidian ocean of the ground.

After refueling, they'd eventually 
Take off into the horizon 
And I'd sit and watch 
The sunset over a depleting sea.
Michael Flatley

Russian Dressing

Tossing and turning every night

He attempted to regain sleep

Just before dinnertime, he quickly napped

While his wife chopped lettuce

Forging it along on his backbone

Thus, salad with Russian dressing was his specialty
Nicole Kulp

Evil Moments

There is an evil moment on awakening 

When all things seem to pause.

When you realize the man you love,

Loves another woman. 

It hits you that your best will never be enough,

No matter how much time and effort you put in. 

When you get the call that someone you loved has passed on,

And it hits you that you will never see them again.

It hits you that you just failed that exam,  

No matter how much studying you did. 

You realize you will never be pretty enough, 

or skinny enough, you will never be good enough.  

These evil moments on awakening 

when all things seem to pause.  


Jennifer LoCastro
A Fisherman's Daughter

After Memoirs of a Geisha by Arthur Golden          
I was born a fisherman's daughter

I have only told a handful of people

I was not born and raised a Kyoto geisha.

I was not even born in Kyoto.

I was born a fisherman's daughter.

I have only told a handful of people

I am from the little town Yoroido

and about my mother, father and older sister.

I was born a fisherman's daughter.

I have only told a handful of people

about how I became a geisha

or what it was like to be one.

I was born a fisherman's daughter.

The other people would rather carry on

believing my mother and grandmother were geisha

and I began training in dance when I was weaned from the breast.

I was born a fisherman's daughter.

Many years ago 

I was pouring a cup of sake

to a man who said he had been in Yoroido.

I was born a fisherman's daughter.

I felt as a bird must feel 

when it has flown across the ocean 

and comes upon a creature that knows its nest.

I was born a fisherman's daughter.

I was so shocked 

I couldn't stop myself from saying:

"Yoroido! Why, that's where I grew up!"

I was born a fisherman's daughter.

This poor man

tried his best to smile

though he couldn't get the look of shock off his face. 

I have only told a handful of people.

I am a fisherman's daughter.

Kelly Mangan

A Life in Prints

A lifetime marked by footprints,

we determine where they face.

Two sets toe to toe

mark lovers’ embrace.

Baby stamps around the kitchen,

Mom’s prints never alone.

A windowsill scraped by mud

reveals a teenager’s escape.

Husband marks in the snow

trudging toward his home.

Heels sunk into soaking mud

during the last goodbye.


If the past pulls us to drag,

our feet can always trek on.  

When we mark a lifetime

in footprints,

we can only pause when we cross our own.

Leigh Epstein

140 West Louther, Apt. 3

I woke in the morning to find 

   that the ceiling had evaporated 

into the warm column of sunlight

    that now illuminated the bedroom
I turned to the Goddess sleeping next to me

      eager to point out the event

only to find 

       a seascape in her place

Where her mouth once was

      now a lapping beachhead

a trickle of waves collecting

       in a tide pool at my shoulder

I tossed aside the dark cloud cover 

     and skimmed my hands lightly

over the crests and valleys of her waves

      taking special care to light on

dazzling volcanic isles that peak slightly from the break

       and kiss her coral atoll to portend the moonlight tide

On my way to the kitchen

      I noticed a smallish beast

dancing upon the lounge chair

    its ears perked listening to 

 the playlist on repeat

       doing her best waltz as her

 stuffed and tattered partner dragged its feet

Hitting the border of the kitchen

    it was  as if I had gone back in time

ivy grew on the old brick walls

  old copper pots lay in amongst 

ferns that grew out of native pottery
   only the refrigerator a link to the present

but buzzing with the insects of the

     untouched tropical orange grove inside

I tarried a moment there, drinking in as much

     sweet nectar as my stomach would allow

Breaking away through the now dense foliage of the grove

       I made my way back through the hall

now a full on ballroom, tempted to join the ball

      however underdressed in my pajamas

but rushed back into the bedroom to brush out a fire 

     that had crept onto the beachhead about the tide pool

it was then that a lazy wave rushed over my chest

    flipping me to my back

I stared up at the sky

     face flush from the sun

          exhilarated by the sea around me
Dina Marcucci

The Soul, Reaching, Throwing out for Love

  after Walt Whitman’s draft of “A Patient, Noiseless Spider”

Reaching as far as one can get

Without ever getting there

Throwing hard and fast 

With no one being there to catch

This tremendous amount of love

The soul bruised and broken

Never gives up

The soul continues fighting

Like a soldier in war

The day will come

When two souls become one

And strength binds them together

This immense amount of love will be shared

Hope has turned to faith

The soul will be mended and no longer fragile

The soul reaches and stretches

And will never stop throwing out for love

Craig Quat

Track 

I know she must have a taste

For something’s in life, 

But Christ! If I even care.

As truly, I’d much rather stare. 

And it serves me little, to ponder 

Or twiddle the thoughts 

Of her pounding heart

Or what causes it to drop. 

Her legs are like chimneys

They climb and they stop

Releasing a steam from 

Inside of my crotch.

Her hips, how they mount 

The frame of herself

They dip where they should 

To raise a plank of wood.

Slender and thin, 

If only to begin 

The torture she lays 

Upon my non-virgin skin.

Breast that are small 

And modest in stealth 

Only to be discovered 

As trophies for my shelf

Of course there is more,   

Though, I seem to have forgotten  

The train of my thought 

It appears that I am caught. 

Hey! Remember that time,

Or, no, just a second. I think

I remember. What about that movie 

With the gay jokes and temper

The one with the girly

The thing and the thing 

Excuse me? Sorry? Did you 

Say you weren’t listening?

La Mecia Tiggett

Honor: Code Blue

Strict codes produce 

wrangled bodies on 

black tar.

The smear of 

sanguinary stains. 

Sick with the smell of death

mothers shriek 

as dreams crumble.

Matthew Pinchick

the radio playing "crash into me"

“you’ve got your ball you’ve got your chain tied to me tight tie me up again”

the wind blowing all around me

“sweet like candy to my soul sweet you rock and sweet you roll”

the highway seems endless

my girlfriend sits beside me

“lost for you I’m so lost for you you come crash into me”

both of us silent

reminiscing on all the great times

“touch your lips just so I know, in your eyes, love, it glows so

this song is our song

we drive for hours, aimlessly

just to be together

“oh and you come crash into me, baby, and I come into you”

but in the end

we become closer and closer

eventhough we were driving aimlessly

it wound up being the right direction

"A bolt of lightning backlights a thundercloud"

the end of the song is near

“for you for me come crash into me”
Ruth Jackson

Where’s Elvis?
I’ve been living with a Hard Headed Woman

Who turned out to be the Devil In Disguise

She said she would always Stand By Me

Cross My Heart and Hope to Die

In a Little Cabin on the Hill
In A House That Has Everything

I keep my Blue Suede Shoes by the door

In case I need to be Moving On
I tell her Don’t be cruel
That I Can’t Help Falling In Love

Fools Fall In Love all the time
I need her to Surrender her love
And Any Day Now
I will hop in my Pink Cadillac
And Just Pretend to be someone else

Because I like living on the Edge of Reality
I will drive to the Heartbreak Hotel
To satisfy my Animal Instinct
By finding someone to Help Me Make It Through the Night
Someone who will Make the World Go Away
And It Is No Secret that I do what I do

For when I Hear A Sweet Voice Calling
Only she knows It’s A Matter Of Time
And will Just Pretend it’s all right

For she’s not ready to Release Me
Because I’m Steppin Out of Line
She knows I Take Good Care of Her

The Lady Loves Me

Then I drive back to Blueberry Hill
500 Miles from nowhere

To that little cabin where we Shake Rattle and Roll
Our way into Today, Tomorrow, and Forever
Ruth Jackson

Pistachios
Oh royal one, we bowed to your graces

And went into the desert to seek your hiding places.

Beneath your trees lovers met

In order for them to get

Good fortune and a wonderful life,

Along with a proposal to become a wife.

Oh delicate fruit that you are

You have become a shining star.

In the eyes of those that wear the crown

You are like a jewel that is brown.

Filled with gems that will protect

Their royal bodies from becoming wrecked.

Caisse Barnes
Sweet Creation
This tropical sweetness is as pure as it gets
and in the raw is when it's at its best

Nourished by plentiful sunlight and water
brings smiles to the faces of my son and daughter

Its harvest time now, each cane taken loose
off to the factory, to be crushed for its juice

Then onto the steamer, boiled til' its thick
Oh what a change from that sugar cane stick!

Last are the crystals of the sugar in the making
and Wa-La, now Momma can use it for baking!


Cookies, and cakes, and pies and much more!

The Sugar Cane plant makes sugar galore.

Corey Massey

And She Doesn’t Want to Press Charges

Besides it wasn’t his fault!

She spoke without asking and

He barely even touched her

She was asking for it!

He promised it was the last time

And she believed him for the thousandth.

He didn’t mean to hurt her!

She said it didn’t really hurt at all.

He was just stressed

And she didn’t stress how much she loved him,

Besides he’s really not that kind of person.

She makes him that way!

And afterwards, he’s silent

And when the police come, she’s silent too.

He does it again, and again, and again

And she doesn’t press charges . . . 

Why?

Because she can’t.

Laura Kantlehner

Tether Ball

There was something therapeutic

in bashing that ball

in one direction

over and over

to win.

Something magical in my stance

and closed fist seemed

to conquer the blur

of yellow ball

over head.

It's been ten years since

the lake-side matches

and still nothing like

the simple victory

of tether ball.

Celita Sharif

Jeans

One hundred and seven pairs

Of jeans prance atop my shelf.

I know they're there, I've bought 

Them all and counted them myself.

Right as the hand that holds

My pen, they wear me instead. 

And

I always feel as good as I look

Nope, it's not just in my head.

My favorites are my True Religion

And yes, they are the truth.

My buns and curves s w

A y 

Right 

To 

Left

Mindful of my youth.

Let’s talk about my 

                            Low 

Riders, now

They have a mind of their own.

Like a queen or maybe high priestess, sitting upon her THRONE. 

We both look good if I must say, Like chocolate on a cone.

Bell Bottoms, I can't even talk about. 

They do nothing for me. They're wide and extra like read all about it.

And I will not commit. I won’t conform to that look-They're not a perfect Fit. 

It's the Skinny jeans you should see. They’re cool

And quite legit.  They’re classy, sexy,

They’re the bomb.  Yup they’re just the sh%&!
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