Poetry 8-SP:
Prose to Poetry

Imagery Activity:

Abstract to Concrete

Assignment Description:

Students were given a choice of 8 different images.  I put these images and my own examples on the server so that students could access this information at all once and independently.  Students selected an image and wrote a prose passage about the image.  Prior to writing this piece we discussed fundamental elements of poetry:

1. Rhyme: internal, perfect rhyme, near or slant rhyme

2. Rhythm: a pattern of movement: feet, meter, measure
3. Density: double meaning
4. Form: the shape or the lines/stanzas – specific forms (haiku, villanelle, sonnet etc) 
5. Imagery: Language that appeals to the senses
We also discussed the difference between abstract ideas (emotions, intangibles, etc) and concrete images (tangible items we can see, hear, taste, touch and/or smell).  Students were asked to turn their prose passage into a poem.  

When writing the prose passage students were asked to use as much concrete imagery as they could, as well as write in a fiction story style.  When translating this passage into poetry they were asked to pay particular attention to form and especially to line breaks.  We discussed the idea of enjambment, which is creating a line break that creates density or double meaning.
Image: Steel Stacks

Dana looked above her head at the glittering stars. They gave off reassurance that walking at night in a barely known place, a abandoned factory, was going to be alright. Dana glanced over at her other three friends that embarked on this journey with her. Robbie was staring blankly at dark, eery night in front of them. Nellie looked to the stars as well, and Lauren kept repeatedly looking behind her, just in case someone was following them. They dressed in simple spring jackets and denim, but the chill in the air made them twitch ever so slightly. The sound of the mud being squashed underneath a couple of teenagers feet was annoying, yet, it fueled them to go on, and every once in a while the would see the moon peek out from behind a black cloud. Everywhere the four looked there were old ruins of a factory, rusty cans and patches of dirt and grass. Then the giant, giant building was like oversized tin cans with pipes swerving in and out, and then in and out again. The pipes shot towards the sky as if a rocket would lift off from inside of one and take itself into orbit. Dana, Robbie, Lauren, and Nellie came to a halt, they exchanged the same looks, and gazed up to the building only inches in front of them. It was taller than before, creepier than before, and bigger than before. Dana felt her emotions get all tangled up in her stomach like silly string. Trespassing could not be more riveting. A sudden bright light shone onto them. Nellie screamed, her smile faded into the dark and was replaced with a solid thin line. The light came from a man in all blue, holding a badge. The police. They scattered in different directions. They ran with all their might and strength until they each reached their cozy, welcoming homes. 

Poem 

She looked above

her head at the glittering

stars. They gave off reassurance

that exploring during dusk

at an abandoned factory

would be alright, 

and everything would turn out safe.

The others looked as worried as she felt,

unease swept through them all, 

they shifted their gazes all around the area,

searching for threats,

maybe someone discovered 

that they were trespassing.

Her simple spring jacket

and denim didn’t give her enough warmth,

the chill in the air continued to consume her.

She wrapped her self more tightly

in the thin jacket, hoping it would help

the chill that was taking over.

It didn’t.

The sound of the mud being squashed

underneath a couple of teenagers feet was annoying, yet, 

it fueled them to go on, 

and every once in a while the would see the moon

peek out from behind a black cloud.

Everywhere she looked there were old ruins of a factory,

rusty metal lying about

and patches of dirt and grass. 

Then the giant, giant building was like oversized

tin cans stacked without purpose

with pipes swerving in and out, 

and then in and out again and more. 

The pipes shot towards the sky as if a rocket

would lift off from inside of one

and take itself into orbit.

She and the others came to a halt,

they exchanged the same looks, 

and gazed up to the building only inches

in front of them. It was taller than before, 

creepier than before, and bigger than before.

She felt her emotions get all tangled

up in her stomach like silly string. 

Trespassing could not be more riveting. 

The same energy and thrill was swimming inside

of all of them, they had made it.

She felt her face slide into a smile,

she even felt a ray of light from the moon shine

onto them, it reflected off of her teeth.

A sudden bright light shone onto them. 

It wasn’t the moon; it was not friendly.

One of the others screamed, her smile faded into the dark

and was replaced with a solid thin line. 

The light came from a man in all blue,

holding a badge.

The police. 

They scattered in different directions. 

They ran with all their might and strength 

until they each reached 

their cozy, welcoming homes. 

Image: Soldier 
Itchy grass surrounding him. His comrades scattered about around him. Hot, humid air lingering all around. Trees and plants blend the soldiers in with the earth. The heat is unbearable with all the gear on. The heavy uniform and gun almost matches his weight. Stomach down in the dirt he shoulders his M16. The butt of the gun pressing on his shoulder blade. The safety is flicked off and the gun is cocked putting a bullet into the chamber. His eyes focus down his sight and off into the distance. One eye closed, he focuses intensely down the barrel. Vietnamese dialect fills the air ahead as the battle rages on. His sights move onto one of the Vietcong. His finger shakes and he pulls down the trigger. Boom! One down. Click, two. Click, three. Fourth soldier in his sights. He fires but the bullet whizzes past the enemy’s head. His pops out the clip, shoves a fresh one into the gun and puts a round in the chamber. His flicks the switch from semi to full-auto. He presses and holds the trigger down. A barrage of bullets goes down towards the target taking out four, five, and six. He throws the spent clip onto the ground and slings his gun over his shoulder. He and his squad proceed through the grass taking up the next position.

Dylan- “ Boom! One down. Click two. Click three.”

Pat- “ Hot, humid air lingering all around.”

Eric- “ His flicks the switch from semi to full-auto. He presses and holds the trigger down”

Itchy grass

surrounding him.

Comrades scattered across

the ground around him.

Hot, humid air

lingering all around.

Trees and plants

blend the soldiers in

with the earth.

The heat is

unbearable with all

the gear they carry.

The heavy uniform

and gun

almost matching

his own weight.

Stomach down

in the dirt he shoulders

his M16.

The butt of the gun

pressing down on

his shoulder blade.

The safety is flicked off

and the gun

is cocked

putting a bullet

into the chamber.

His eyes focus

down his sight

and of into the distance.

One eye closed,

he focuses intently

down the barrel.

Vietnamese dialect

fills the air

as the battle

rages on.

His sights move

onto one 

of the Vietcong

His finger

shakes as he

pulls

down the trigger.

Boom!

one down.

Click

two

Click

three.

Fourth soldier

in his sights.

He fires

but the bullet

whizzes past

the enemy’s head.

He pops out

the clip

shoves a fresh one

into the gun

and puts a round

in the chamber.

He flicks the switch

from semi to full-auto

He presses

and holds

the trigger down.

A barrage of bullets

goes down towards

the target

taking out

four

five

and six.

He throws

the spent clip

onto the ground

and slings his gun

over his shoulder.

He and his squad

move on

through the grass

taking up

the next position.
Image: Steel Stacks
Bethlehem Steel, grinding and sawing of metal for generations. Generations of families trying to make a living day in and day out. No breaks and just room after room thick with the noise of machinery. Sparks from white hot metal being shaped into useable pieces. Like a skilled blacksmith over an anvil with the use of a hammer like an artist with a paintbrush. Years of sweat  and work just to make a quick dollar. Now just structures of scrap metal. Abandoned for thirty years without a person in sight. Like a haunted house storm clouds form overhead. Wind gusting, rain beginning to fall. But wait, like a rebirthing work is created again...DING DING DING! Casinos are beginning to sprout up and hotels/condos are being built on the river. Days of cranes pulling on crates and pieces of metal which would be shipped around the country, is now being built from scratch. Herds of tycoons waiting for all of this to be complete so they can widen there already fat wallets.

Bethlehem Steel

grinding and sawing

of metal for generations.

Generations of families

trying to make a living

day in and day out...

No Breaks,

Just room after room thick

with the noise of machinery.

Sparks from white hot metal

shaped and disoriented 

into pieces of useable art

A worker, like a blacksmith, over an anvil

Using his hammer,

like an artist with a paintbrush.

Years and Years

Of perspiration falling down the foreheads

of countless workers

just trying t make a quick dollar.

Now just heaps and piles of scrap metal, Abandoned

For thirty years without a person in sight.

Like a haunted house as storm clouds form overhead,

Wind gusting and rain pelting the side of the buildings.

But wait,

like a rebirth work is created again.

DING DING DING

Casinos and ringing pollutes the air

with noise of countless winners

Cranes swinging around stacking up casinos and condos

Like a kid with building blocks 

New condos are popping up on the riverside

Days on end,

of cranes pulling on metal and crates

Being shipped around the country 

But now cranes are there for a different reason,

Herds of tycoons are here,

that are going to look to widen there already fat wallets.

Image: Soldier
17 years old, drafted right on his 17th birthday. Being stripped from his family with one destination, the gumdrop forest on the island of Peperica. The U.S army against the jolly purple giants. He is aiming at a purple gumdrop who is spazing out and rolling around in the dirt. Dirt and rocks being thrown up in the air from ginormous gumdrops jumping off of rooftops and jumping out of trees.  A purple sniper is based on a jello structure, Starring out on the field of soldiers. Blue, Yellow, Teal tasty explosions are everywhere. As his friends are eating this they are picked off by some more snipers. The smell of corn starch. They are stuck and pinned down from the thick goo.   The U.S army is in a bunker. As he sees all of his comrades falling from the skilled shooters from the gumdrop army. He is all alone now as he has lost the rest of his platoon. He has nowhere to go until a fleet of F-16’s are spotted on the horizon. 5,6,7 planes are spotted locked on the gumdrop base. 7 bombs are dropped from the planes in a perfect line for maximum effect. Achalaachla! The jello explodes as goo in hurled 3 miles from the site. As he walks away a gumdrop land mine is detonated and he is flown into a gumdrop ditch. He waits there until more reinforcements show up and he is saved. 

 From the diary of Lindsay Lohan  (during rehab). (Based on a True Story) 

“ From the diary of Lindsay Lohan  (during rehab). (Based on a True Story)”

“ The U.S army against the jolly purple giants”

“The U.S army is in a bunker.”

“ Achalaachla! The jello explodes as goo in hurled 3 miles from te site.”

Image: Lebron
Sweat drips down Lebron’s face like wax dripping down a Hanukah candle.  His eyes are focused hard on the basketball hoop.  Mouth closed, eyebrows scrunched, hands up, he reaches for the hoop with the basketball slipping past his fingers in his right hand.  This is the all star game.  All the all star basketball players are playing in this game.  At this moment it is very tense.  Everyone around, the players, the crowd, the refs, are following Lebron with their eyes as he’s jumping in the air towards the hoop.  Will he make it or will he miss?  No one knows but they just hope he makes it.  The crowd jumps to their feet.  Everyone is screaming, bouncing on the bleachers, jumping around.  People have come from all around the country to see this game.  It is one of the most exciting of the whole basketball season.  Now it goes dead silent.  Lebron puts the ball in the hoop.  Its rolling around the rim.  Still it is silent.  Finally, the ball does a final turn and slips through the hoop.  Everyone screams so loud, you cant hear yourself think.  Well there is nothing to think about anymore.  Lebron made the basket.  His team won.  This will be a victory that is never forgotten.

mia’s fav line- its rolling around the rim. Still it is silent.

Dylan-  This will be a victory that is never forgotten.

Esra- Everyone screams so loud, you cant hear yourself think.  Well there is nothing to think about anymore.  Lebron made the basket.

Prose to Poetry

Sweat drips

Down Lebron’s face

Like wax dripping down

a Honukah candle.

His eyes are focused

Hard on the basketball 

Hoop.

Mouth closed,

Eyebrows scrunched,

Hands up,

He reaches for the hoop

With the basketball

Slipping past his fingers

In his right hand.

This is the all star game.

All the all star

Basketball players

are playing in this game.

At this moment

It is very tense.

Everyone around,

The players,

The crowd,

The refs,

are following Lebron

With their eyes

as he’s jumping

In the air

Towards the hoop.

Will he make

It, or will he miss?

No one knows,

But they hope 

He makes the basket.

The crowd

Jumps to their feet.

Everyone is screaming,

Bouncing on the bleachers,

Jumping around.

People have come

From all over the country

To see this game.

It is one 

Of the most exciting

Of the whole

Basketball season.

Now it goes dead silent.

Lebron puts the ball

In the hoop.

It’s rolling

around in the rim.

Still it is silent.

Finally, the ball

Does a final turn

and slips through the hoop.

The people scream

So loud

You can’t hear

Yourself think.

Well there is nothing

To think about anymore.

Lebron made the basket.

His team won.

This will be a victory

That is never forgotten.

Image: Soldier
As we creep gradually out of the forest armed and ready like a python closing in on its prey ready to strike. Crack! Thump! The soldier next to me gets a shot off and in the distance you see a man sprinting away clutching what’s left of his arm. He’s covered in blood. Next thing I know I see a massive explosion in the bunker only yards away from me. I see gore and dirt fly through the air. I’m the last of three. THUMP! Dirt only inches away from my head explodes in a shower of grime. Click Click Click I am out of ammo! Splat as the soldier next to me is showered in blood! His head was shot and his cracked skull is leaking purple fluid! I have to retreat or I will end up just like him! I sprint in to the trees and see the ground erupting in lines behind me. I trip, my ankle is covered in blood but I have to make it to the trees! I just barely make behind a big oak tree. I examine my ankle and I see that I was shot in the achilles tendon. The adrenaline fades and the pain floods over me. I shake and seize up like a rattle snakes tail. I can barely think. Someone on my right is running towards me on my right with something glittering in his hand. A knife! Whoosh! Something whizzes past my head and spears the man in the eye! He howls in pain but keeps running. An indian runs to him and cracks his neck! Everything spins and blurs. I pass out. I wake up a year later in a military hospital to find that the war is over and I have a fake ankle. Joy rushes over me! The war is over and I am alive! I was comatose for the remainder of the war.

“ Dirt only inches away from my head explodes in a shower of grime.”

“ Something whizzes past my head and spears the man in the eye! He howls in pain but keeps running. An indian runs to him and cracks his neck!”

“ Splat as the soldier next to me is showered in blood!”,

Poem

We creep gradually 

Out of the forest

Like Pythons ready to strike its prey.

Crack! Thump!

A distant man

Sprinting away.

He’s clutching pieces 

Of his obliterated arm

BOOM! An explosion

Yards from me

The bunker

Gone

Pieces of my friends paint the sky

Only 3 of us left

The soldier next to me 

Sprayed in blood

His head is leaking purple fluid

2 left

Click! Click! Click!

I’m out 

I sprint towards the trees

My ankle explodes

Someone sprints towards me

They have a knife

He is struck

Between the eyes

Everything goes down the drain 

I sleep never to wake again

Image: Football

Pain rushing through my body and the adrenaline gone. Hardly physical pain, although my spine is collapsed over on itself. I sit there staring across the field staring up at the heavens and peering at the stands while roaring cheers are emitted from mouths of thousands of fans. As I lay I think; one winner one loser, trophy or nothing. Did my hands need to slip this time, the time when the clock stuck zero. One moment that I really could have shined I blow it. I feel a cool bead of shimmering water running like molasses down the side of my cheek. I straighten up now. Looking at the one side victorious the others left in shame. What could have been is not, and now it’s time for a new start. The time for redemption. A whole new year, and it’s our year and I’m determined to show my stuff. Scraping turf of my elbow and cleats I rise from the grassy surface and crack a smile on my rough face. I walk off the field, not with a gloomy hunch but a stride of a champion,repeating one statement “ A whole new year has yet to come, it’s our year”. 

New Year, New Chance
By: Zach Ward “The Poetic Genius”

Pain rushing through my body

and the adrenaline gone.

Hardly physical pain, although 

my spine is collapsed over on itself. 

As I sit there

staring across the field 

staring up at the heavens

and peering at the stands 

while roaring cheers

are emitted from mouths of thousands of fans 

and the crying outpour of moans

that the others release;

just like a rubber band

tension is let go.

As I lay I think; 

one winner one loser,

trophy or nothing. 

Did my hands need to slip this time,

the time when the clock stuck zero. 

One moment that I really could have shined 

I blow it. I feel a cool bead

of shimmering water

running like molasses

down the side of my cheek. 

I straighten up now.

Looking at the one side victorious 

the others left in shame. 

What could have been is not,

and now it’s time for a new start.

The time for redemption. 

A whole new year, 

it’s our year and I’m determined

to show what I’ve got.

Scraping turf of my elbow and cleats

I rise from the grassy surface

and crack a smile on my rough face.

I walk off the field, 

not with a gloomy hunch 

but a stride of a champion,

repeating one statement

 “ A whole new year has yet to come, it’s our year”.

Image: Steel Stacks

The workers get up bright and early for their day at the candy factory. You hear co-workers greeting co-workers with “hello”, “good morning”, and “how you doing”. Machinery roars as the whole building starts to slightly shake. Conveyor belts start shifting slowly as workers put molding containers for the candy on the belts. The loud machinery mixes semi-sweet chocolate, sugar, walnuts, and top secret ingredients to form a decadent candy bar. Workers dressed in white uniforms start emptying the glove box to start putting the nutty mixture into the molds. As they scoop this gooey concoction into these molds, their stomachs start rumbling as they see this mixture slowly entering the 5 inch by 2 inch molding container. Now the conveyor belts carry the moldings into a large freezing room to freeze and get hard. About 50 workers start walking in this large freezing room to take these ten foot.

Factory Picture Passage-Poem

The workers get up bright and early

for their day at the candy factory. 

You hear coworkers 

greeting coworkers, 

“hello”, 

“good morning”, 

“how you doing”. 

Machinery roars, 

the whole building 

starts to slightly shake.

Conveyor belts 

start shifting slowly 

as workers 

put molding containers 

for the candy on the belts. 

The loud machinery 

mixes and combines

semi-sweet chocolate, 

sugar, 

walnuts, 

and top secret ingredients, 

to form a decadent candy bar. 

Workers dressed in white uniforms,

emptying the glove box 

to start putting the nutty mixture 

into the molds.  Watching this gooey concoction 

slowing pouring into these molds, 

stomachs start rumbling 

as they start to feel immortal hunger.

Conveyor belts 

carry the moldings 

into a large freezing room,

to freeze and get hard. 

50 workers 

start walking 

in this large freezing room,

to take these gooey bars

and put them on racks,

ten feet high,

five feet wide,

and 8 feet long.

Image: Soldier

Another day...another day.....of...of what...fighting for MY life.....The lives of others? I cant take this its...just to much. Im soooo tired mentally and physically worn out I have reached a despair I not long ago thought possible. Running constantly but I cant escape it the slow despair that comes with every pull of trigger sink deeper running past running to my comrades those who have fallen i have seen many pass i have seen the cold dullness that slowly chokes the lights from their eyes i have often contemplated what its like those final unbearably slow seconds. Is it warm like falling a sleep? Or cold and slow?

Running constantly but I cant escape it the slow despair that comes with every pull of trigger sink deeper running past running to my comrades those who have fallen i have seen many pass i have seen the cold dullness that slowly chokes the lights from their eyes i have often contemplated what its like those final unbearably slow seconds. Is it warm like falling a sleep? Or cold and slow.






running through the day





running jumping diving through fear





         fear so dense I can taste it 






fear is what  compels me





to run to tear at the ground with hand and foot 




time slowing down almost to a stand still like thick syrup




i can feel it around me and i apresheate it more and more.




as much as the cool flowing water from my canteen 



 
                water is like life im drinking life

Image: Steel Stacks


This slaughter house is so spooky and dark. This looks like it would be in the west, where no one wants to live near the slaughter house in the west. Midday a storm approaching, it’s going to be big and brutal, a storm that will makes the perfect scenery for this slaughter house, the thunder will crackle and laugh as the bones are shattered into multiple pieces. I think of death when I see this, it looks spooky and scary, it’s like I’m there hearing the bones crack and the smell of burning flesh so brutal and disgusting I can’t stand the smell. In this picture, on this land, in that strange dark gloomy slaughter house.

The slaughter house, 

spooky and dark.

In the west 

where no one wants to live,

in the west where storms come often.

the storm rolls in as the thunder roars,

the lightning crackles, 

while the thunder chuckles,

Laughing as the bones crack and break,

as the flesh is burned to a crisp.

The flesh with its smell that causes you to burn inside, 

the burning that causes the sky to turn black, 

a pitch black sky,

that swallows you up within it’s smoky grasp.

a place of death,

to kill and destroy.

The brutal laughs of the killer,

scare even the most fearless of animals.

This strange land,

filled with those who kill,

only those who enjoy, 

the slaughter house.

