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YOUNG CHICAGO AUTHORS BELIEVES IN CREATING SAFE SPACES

To be a part of Young Chicago Authors’ Louder Than a Bomb, our teachers and students must practice the following:

· No racist, sexist, homophobic, or anti-group language or writings that promote hating groups of people. (This does not mean you cannot write about these subjects but thought must be done about what writing choices can be made to be humane even when speaking about people and things that are despicable to the writer or most of society.)

· If anyone is sitting in the margins we invite them in to center.

· Failure is not an option here. We work on our writing until it works.

· Anyone can offer suggestions to make our writing more powerful and productive. It is up to the writer to decide what will improve their work.

· Writing is how we battle here. Like any good battle, the language should be strategic and help to win the war against willful ignorance.

· Writing is the only drug allowed.

AN AGENT OF SAFE SPACE….. (from swaggerzine.org)
· Identifies oneself as a person who will not publicly and/or privately degrade another person due to what can be stereotypically be prejudged gender, identity, race, religion     and /or ethnicity.

· Reports abuse and/or harassment to someone who will be effective in handling the situation when a witness to or victim of it.

· Becomes conscious of how one’s public and private use of derogatory statements may appear offensive and un-safe to others within in the immediate environment.

· Creates, promotes or supports art/media and institutions committed to eliminating degradation and providing safe spaces for individuals, groups and cultures targeted by oppressive groups, systems, and/or regimes.

TABLE OF CONTENTS

1. Where I’m From: The Poetics of Place

2. Our Language is Poetic Language: Spectacular Vernaculars & Indigenous/Ingenious Slang

3. Club Banger #1: Invocation/Shout Out

4. What It’s Like to Be (Me)…For Those of You Who Aren’t

5. The Corner: Smaller Places & the Poems In Front of Our Noses
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15. If the Walls Could Talk What Would They Say? Personification & the Inanimate Audible

16. Personism: A Poem Between Two People, Rather Than Two Pages

17. The Poetics of Post-Industrialism: The Stories of Work & Working in a Changing City/World

18. Resisting Colonialism: Fractured Poetics & Surrealism as a Marvelous Arm

19. Club Banger #3: Defining Your Generation
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Vocabulary: Vernacular, standard English, repetition, word choice, imagery, sensory imagery, 


compounded rhyme, assonance and alliteration.

Class Sequence

1. Ask students where their favorite rappers come from and what do they know about those places from their lyrics. 

2. Before writing and entering the exercise, have students make a list of sensory details of their own neighborhood. Throw out various categories and have students try to write at least the first five things that come to their mind when considering the category. Categories can include: what does their neighborhood sound like at 9pm, who is on the block on a Saturday afternoon, what does their kitchen smell like, if their back was to their front door and they looked left to right out in the street what would they see, what are the nicknames of people in the neighborhood, what do people do for work, etc.

3. Listen to/or read Mos Def’s verse from “Respiration.”

4. Ask students what they liked about the piece.

5. Make sure to mention the technical aspects of the poem: the use of imagery, compounded rhyme, assonance and alliteration.

6. Read and listen to Willie Perdomo’s “Where I’m From”

7. Ask students what they like and remember about the piece.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students write their own “Where I’m From” poem mimicking Willie’s form. (Students can repeat the phrase “where I’m from” or change it and make it their own.)

2. Students should use the categories and sensory imagery and information as springboard into the description of their neighborhoods.

3. Stress that the more specific the writing the better. In Willie’s poem, we learn the name of the dog, the exact intersection of the block, etc.

4. Have students write for 10-15 minutes.

5. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

6. Stop writing.

7. Read around.

“Where I’m From” by Willie Perdomo

Because she liked the “kind of music” that I listened to and she liked the way I walked as well as the way I talked, she always wanted to know where I was from.


If I said that I was from 110th Street and Lexington Avenue, right in the heart of a transported Puerto Rican town, where the hodedores live and night turns to day without sleep, do you think then she might know where I was from?


Where I’m from, Puerto Rico stays on our minds when the fresh breeze of café con leche y pan con mantequilla* comes through our half-open windows and under our doors while the sun starts to rise.


Where I’m from, babies fall asleep to the bark of a German shepherd named Tarzan. We hear his wandering footsteps under a midnight sun. Tarzan has learned quickly to ignore the woman who begs her man to stop slapping her with his fist. “Please, baby! Por favor! I swear it wasn’t me. I swear to my mother! Mameeee!!” (Her dead mother told her that this would happen one day.)


Where I’m from, Independence Day is celebrated every day. The final gunshot from last night’s murder is followed by the officious knock of a warrant squad coming to take your bread, coffee and freedom away.


Where I’m from, the police come into your house without knocking. They throw us off rooftops and say we slipped. They shoot my father and say he was crazy. They put a bullet in my head and say they found me that way.


Where I’m from, you run to the hospital emergency room because some little boy spit a razor out of his mouth and carved a crescent into your face. But you have to understand, where I’m from even the dead have to wait until their number is called.

*café con leche y pan con mantequilla: translated into English from Spanish means coffee with milk and bread with butter.

1. From the word choices the author makes in this poem can you see, feel, taste, hear, and smell where he is from?

2. What are the images that you recognize from your neighborhood?
3. The author chose to repeat “Where I’m from” 8 times. Does this repetition get boring? If not why?
4. Is this poem written in standard English? 

5. Does the author use vernacular in this poem?

6. from “Respiration” by Mos Def/Black Star

The new moon rode high in the crown of the metropolis
Shinin’, like who on top of this?
People was hustlin’, arguin’ and bustlin’
Gangstas of Gotham hardcore hustlin’
I'm wrestling’ with words and ideas
My ears is picky, seekin’ what will transmit
the scribes can apply to transcript, yo
This ain't no time where the usual is suitable
Tonight alive, let's describe the inscrutable
The indisputable, we New York the narcotic
Strength in metal and fiber optics
where mercenaries is paid to trade hot stock tips
for profits, thirsty criminals take pockets
Hard knuckles on the second hands of workin’ class watches
Skyscrapers is colossus,
the cost of living is preposterous,
stay alive, you play or die, no options
No Batman and Robin,
can't tell between the cops and the robbers,
they both partners, they all heartless
With no conscience, back streets stay darkened
Where unbelievers’ hearts stay hardened
My eagle talons stay sharpened, like city lights stay throbbin’
You either make a way or stay sobbin’,
the Shiny Apple is bruised but sweet and if you choose to eat
You could lose your teeth, many crews retreat
Nightly news repeat, who got shot down and locked down
Spotlight the savages, NASDAQ averages
My narrative, rose to explain this existence
Amidst the harbor lights which remain in the distance…

1. This is the same city that Willie Perdomo is writing about in his poem “Where I’m From”.  What images are similar and what images are different?

2.
Check out the rhymes in this piece.  Which ones were the most unexpected to you. 
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1. Have students write several lists: what are words they and their friends use that no one else does; what are words that are indigenous to their family, school or city; what are words they use that come from their music, pop culture, sports and clubs they might be in; what are words they use that their parents don’t know or understand.

2. Listen to Big L’s “Ebonics.”

3. Read silently and then in the round, trading off stanzas, Paul Beatty’s “Dib Dab.”

4. Note the long and percussive lines of Beatty’s poem, the action of the Kung Fu stanza and how it mirrors the language.

5. Note the structure of the poem. A series of seemingly disparate images brought together by the simple refrain (anaphora) “smooth as.” 

Writing Exercise

1. Have students write their own poem mimicking either Big L’s run of definitions or Beatty’s meditation on the meaning of smooth.

2. Have them choose one word and write at least 8 stanzas on the varied and potential meaning of their word, selected from their list.

3. Write for at least 10-15 minutes.

4. Read around.

Variations

This exercise could easily become a collectively written group poem. Have students select one word together and each write their own 3-4 stanzas about their word and have them shuffle the stanzas together in the read-around back to the class. Groups should have 3-4 students each.

“Ebonics” by Big L

Yo, pay attention
And listen real closely how I break this slang sh*t down

Check it, my weed smoke is my lye
A ki of coke is a pie
When I’m lifted, I’m high
With new clothes on, I’m fly
Cars is whips and sneakers is kicks
Money is chips, movies is flicks
Also, cribs is homes, jacks is pay phones
Cocaine is nose candy, cigarettes is bones
A radio is a box, a razor blade is a ox
Fat diamonds is rocks and jakes is cops
And if you got rubbed, you got stuck
You got shot, you got bucked
And if you got double-crossed, you got f***ed
Your bankroll is your poke, a choke hold is a yoke
A kite is a note, a con is a okey doke
And if you got punched that mean you got snuffed
To clean is to buff, a bull scare is a strong bluff
I know you like the way I’m freakin’ it
I talk with slang and I’mma never stop speakin’ it

Chorus: repeat (2x)

(Nas) Speak with criminal slang 
Thats just the way that I talk, yo
(Nas) Vocabulary spills, I’m ill

Yo, yo
A burglary is a jook, a woof’s a crook
Mobb Deep already explained the meanin’ of shook
If you caught a felony, you caught a F
If you got killed, you got left
If you got the dragon, you got bad breath
If you 730, that mean you crazy
Hit me on the hip means page me
Angel dust is sherm, if you got AIDS, you got the germ
If a chick gave you a disease, then you got burned
Max mean to relax, guns and pistols is gats
Condoms is hats, critters is cracks
The food you eat is your grub
A victims a mark
A sweat box is a small club, your tick is your heart
Your apartment is your pad
Your old man is your dad
The studio is the lab and heated is mad
I know you like the way I’m freakin it
I talk with slang and I’mma never stop speakin' it

Chorus (2x)

The iron horse is the train and champagne is bubbly
A deuce is a honey that’s ugly
If your girl is fine, she’s a dime
A suit is a fine, jewelry is shine
If you in love, that mean you blind
Genuine is real, a face card is a hundred dollar bill
A very hard, long stare is a grill
If you sneakin’ to go see a girl, that mean you creepin’
Smilin’ is cheesin’, bleedin’ is leakin’
Beggin’ is bummin’, if you nuttin’ you c***ing
Takin’ orders is sunnin’, an ounce of coke is a onion
A hotel’s a telly, a cell phone’s a celly
Jealous is jelly, your food box is your belly
To guerrilla mean to use physical force
You took a L, you took a loss
To show off mean floss, uh
I know you like the way I’m freakin it
I talk with slang and I’mma never stop speakin’ it…

“Dib Dab” by Paul Beatty

smooth as…

a baby Nicholas brother

tap dancin in a porcelain tub

mr bubble suds

aye que lindo palms filled

with cocoa butter lotion

smooth as…

Michael Jordan

in the middle of his fifth

airborne freeze frame pump fake

a funky millionaire marionette

pissin on physics

his glossy fresh out the pacific

sea lion brown skin limbs

draped in 8th century heian kimono silk

smooth as…

Sarah Vaughan

holdin a note dipped in bronze

spit shined with a lonely bootblacks jukebox drool

buffed with chamois cloth and heartache

smooth as…

tap beer after midnight mass

smooth as…

granddad’s 30 year old

one sunday a month

white patent leather shoes

ones he wears with his lucky powder blue slack

when he takes you to the track

santa anita belmont yonkers

gives you two disability dollars a race

and tells you to bet the trifecta

on the horses with the names you like

smooth as…

a Cab Calloway blip blap big band stikkle tat riff

rolling over his process

from front to back

sliding on its knees

down the greased part of a geechee ghetto trickster in full regalia

smooth as…

f***
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1. Talk about the meaning of invocation: its religious and ritual aspects. Also ask the students where those invocations take place.

2. The same with shout-outs: where do we find them? (Records, books, the Oscars, football games, etc.)

3. Listen to and follow along with the text of Sekou Sundiata’s Shout Out.

4. Read Aracelis Girmay’s Invocation.

5. Have students talk about what they like and remember in the pieces.

6. Stress the repetition of the poems and how it makes them song-like, and how these giant, seemingly disparate images and ideas come together via repetition.

7. There are many references in both poems that the reader may not know. “The familiar” to the poet does not necessarily mean the reader will be distanced. The use of the familiar might allow readers to access their own symbolism of the familiar. (eg. If the poem mentions a mother, I as a reader think about my own.)

Writing Exercise

1. Have students write their own invocation or shout out.

2. Students can repeat the phrase “come” or “here’s to,” or make their own.

3. Have students write for 10-15 minutes, encourage them to fill two whole pages.

4. Stop writing and read around.

Shout Out: The Blue Oneness of Dreams

by Sekou Sundiata

Here’s to the best words
In the right place
At the perfect time
To the human mind blown-up
And refined.
To long conversations and the
Philosophical ramifications
Of a beautiful day.

To the twelve-steppers
At the thirteenth step,
May they never forget
The first step.

To the increase, to the decrease
To the do, to the did
To the do to the did
To the do to the did
To the done done
To the lonely.
To the brokenhearted.
To the new, blue haiku.

Here’s to all or nothing at all.

Here’s to the sick, and the shut-in.

Here’s to the was you been to the is you in,
To what’s deep and deep to what’s down and down
To the lost, and the blind, and the almost found.

Here’s to the crazy
The lazy
The bored
The ignored
The beginners
The sinners
The losers
The winners.

To the smooth
And the cool
And even to the fools.

Here’s to your ex-best-friend.

To the rule-benders and the repeat offenders.

To the lovers and the troublers,
The engaging
The enraging
To the healers and the feelers
And the fixers and the tricksters,
To a star falling through a dream.

To a dream, when you know what it means.

To the bottom
To the root
To the bass, uh, boom!
To the drum

Here’s to the was you been to the is you in
To what’s deep and deep to what’s down and down
To the lost, and the blind, and the almost found.

Here’s to somebody within the sound of your voice this morning.
Here’s to somebody who can’t be within the sound of your voice tonight.

To a low-cholesterol pig sandwich smothered in swine without the pork.

To a light buzz in your head
And a soundtrack in your mind
Going on and on and on and on and on like a good time.

Here’s to promises that break by themselves,
Here’s to the breaks with great promise.

To people who don’t wait in the car when you tell them to wait in the car.

Here’s to what you forgot and who you forgot.
Here’s to the unforgettable.

Here’s to the was you been to the is you in
To what’s deep and deep to what’s down and down
To the lost, and the blind, and the almost found.

Invocation by Aracelis Girmay

There is a woman with a bird’s nose

&, in each ear, four or seven holes,


Mother, you, come,

& the father who is a house,

& all the mountains in little towns,

clarinets, violins, girls with yellow dresses, come,

Chicago, jump the country, come,

Jazzy & your crooked teeth, Lupita.

Come orange blossoms & news,

good luck, juke box, come photobooths,

freight trains.

Come,


Abraham


Hannah


Zewdit


Tadesse


Tiny


Cisco


Granddaddy, come,

& all the roots of trees & flowers,

street corners & mango stands,

piragua man, come,

silver tooth, back rooms, 12 o’clock,

come cloves & beans & frankincense,

baseball diamond, the dirt track, come Pharoah

& Mary & Nascimento’s band,

come beds, whole lakes & keeping time,

come holy ghost & silver fish,

come


bird,


bird,


bird,

& ballet shoes in the church’s basement,

come candle & maroon,

cilantro, green, come braid & fist of afro-pick,

come tender head & honey hive,

quick knife, domino, come bomba, come,

fish hook, Inglewood, March, old moon,

come busted piano, ivory key,

come, cousin, come alive,

come, time,

uprock, beach crab, cliff,

come glass eye, nazela, sails,

brother, sisters,

come magnum locks & world of things, sphinx,

desert bottles, indigo, maps,

Sojourner, Lolita, Albizu come,

Gwendolyn, Victor & Lorraine, come Neptune,

Hector Lavoe, Haragu, come,

Adisogdo, come free,

come hips, come foot, come rattlesnake, Jupiter, love come,

cardamom & reeds, come wild,

spells, lightning, frogs & rain,

come loss, come teeth, come crows & kites,

conga, conga, & kettle drums,

come holy, holy parade of dirt, come

mis muertos who dance in procession

while tubas play, come.

& a god who is a girl, marigolds

in her hair, see her blow,

into my mouth, a wind of copal

that is smoking, smoking.

& on it, come, ride

into it, come, family,

& ride through the rooms of my house. Into

my veins & brain, come,

the lace of nerves—oh how

you make

me heaven.
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1. Have students create a list of all the various ways they can identify themselves (eg. Daughter, brother, black man, Jewish, reader, hip-hop head, sneaker-head, pescatarian, granddaughter, teacher, etc.)

2. Read Patricia Smith’s poem.

3. Ask students what they liked and find interesting.

4. Note the repetition of “it’s”

5. Note that Patricia Smith uses three of her identities in writing this piece; race, age, and gender.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students select two of their identities to write about.

2. Write the title of their poem at the top of their paper using Patricia’s form. (eg. “What’s It’s Like to Be a Jewish B-boy (for those of you who aren’t).”) 

3. The use of “it’s” should be suggested for use: it allows the ability to string together a variety of images in one place.

4. Tell the students this is their opportunity to tell those who do not know exactly what it is like to be them.

5. Write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage the students to fill an entire page.

6. Stop writing and read around

What It’s Like to Be a Black Girl (For Those of You Who Aren’t) by Patricia Smith

first of all, it’s being 9 years old and

feeling like you’re not finished, like your

edges are wild, like there’s something,

everything, wrong. it’s dropping food coloring

in your eyes to make them blue and suffering

their burn in silence. it’s popping a bleached

white mophead over the kinks of your hair abd

primping in front of mirrors that deny your

reflection. it’s finding a space between your

legs, a disturbance at your chest, and not knowing

what to do with the whistles. it’s jumping

double dutch until your legs pop, it’s sweat

and vaseline and bullets, it’s growing tall and

wearing a lot of white, it’s smelling blood

in your breakfast, it’s learning to say f*** with

grace but learning to f*** without it, it’s

flame and fists and life according to Motown,

it’s finally having a man reach out for you

then caving in

around his fingers.

[image: image7.jpg]Young Chicago Authors





Organization





Art Form(s)





Context







Goal


Materials


Class Sequence

1. Ask students to write a list of their favorite spots to hang out in their neighborhood, in their city, in the country, in the world. Anyplace is applicable, but must be a place they know well and visit fairly often.

2. Have them also write down various street intersections they know well and are important to them.

3. Listen to Common’s “The Corner”

4. Read Ellis’ and Lansana’s poems

5. Ask students what they like and remember about these pieces.

6. Note the rich and vivid details, as well as the specific, familiar and seemingly mundane locations of these places.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students select one location from their list.

2. Write the story or a scene from that location, using sensory imagery and information.

3. Stress that the more specific the writing, the better.

4. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

5. Stop writing. Read around.

“The Corner” by Common, featuring Kanye West and The Last Poets

[Verse 1: Common]
Memories on corners with the fo’s & the moes
Walk to the store for the rose talking straightforward to
Got uncles that smoke it some put blow up they nose
To cope with they lows the wind is cold & it blows
In they socks & they souls holding they rolls
Corners leave souls opened & closed hoping for more
With nowhere to go rolling in droves
They shoot the wrong way cause they ain't knowing they goal
The streets ain't safe cause they ain't knowing the code
By the fours I was told either focus or fold
Got cousins with flows hope they open some doors
So we can cop clothes & roll in a Rolls
Now I roll in a Olds with windows that don't roll
Down the roads where cars get broke in & stole
These are the stories told by Stony & Cottage Grove
The world is cold the block is hot as a stove
On the corners

[Hook: Kanye West]
I wish I could give ya this feeling
I wish I could give ya this feeling
On the corners, n****s robbing, killing, dying
Just to make a living (huh)

[Spoken: The Last Poets]
We underrated, we educated
The corner was our time when times stood still
And gators and snakes gangs and yellow and pink
And colored blue profiles glorifying that

[Verse 2: Common]
Streetlights & deepnights cats trying to eat right
Riding no seat bikes with work to feed hypes
So they can keep sweet Nikes they head & they feet right
Desires of streetlife cars & weed types
It's hard to breath nights days are thief like
The beast roam the streets the police is Greeklike
Game at it's peak we speak & believe hype
Bang in the streets hats cocked left or deep right
Its steep life coming up we’re sheeplike
Rappers & hoopers we strive to be like
G's with 3 stripes seeds that need light
Cheese & weaves tight needs & thieves strike
The corner where struggle & greed fight
We write songs about wrong cause it's hard to see right
Look to the sky hoping it will bleed light
Reality's a b**** and I heard that she bites
The corner

[Hook]

[Spoken: The Last Poets]
The corner was our magic, our music, our politics
Fires raised as tribal dancers and
war cries that broke out on different corners
Power to the people, black power, black is beautiful

[Verse 3: Common]
Black church services, murderers, Arabs serving burger its
Cats with gold permanents move they bags as herbalists
The dirt isn't just fertile its people working & earning this
The curb-getters go where the cash flow & the current is
It's so hot that burn to live the furnace is
Where the money move & the determined live
We talk play lotto & buy German beers
It's so black packed with action that's affirmative
The corners

[Hook]

[Spoken: The Last Poets]
The corner was our Rock of Gibraltar, our Stonehenge
Our Taj Mahal, our monument,
Our testimonial to freedom, to peace and to love
Down on the corner...

Block Party by Thomas Sayers Ellis

A permit is obtained

In advance. Orange, fluorescent

Pylons are placed in the middle

Of the street at both ends

Of the block. No thru traffic,

Nowhere to park.

Weather allows

Word to spread like

A sexually transmitted disease.

Streetwise, one big

Virus, bacon grease,

The epicenter of an itch.

Expect groove, good junk,

Chitlin’ buckets. The DJ is

Too old to be still

Living at home,

Every summer turning

His mama’s front yard

Into a radio station.

A garden of plastic crates,

Wax irises, small reels

Of weeds, two turntables

And a microphone,

Headphones flipped forward

Like the face guard

On a football helmet.

Spin doctor, athlete, star.

Expect old folks, night

Owls perched on porches,

Peering out dark windows.

Expect youngins,

Ripping and running,

High on sugar, salt, sun.

Sodas, burgers, dogs. Bass booming,

Booming again, and backing

Away like thunder.

A synthesized bomb

Parts the crowd. Roadies 

In flare-red jumpers

Work like hustlers,

Plugging things in

And taking things out.

A sea of us wave

And go ho, pumping

Our fists like fists.

The street stretches like skin,

Curbs distant as shores,

Rival congregations, storms.

sixty third & cottage grove by Quraysh Ali Lansana

a new abandoned canopy promises

ghost train rides while providing refuge

from the backstabbing moonlight

twenty-four hour corner summit

meeting midnight minds inside workshirts

stained beyond wear demands for attention

greasy spoons fall by the northside

neon flickering convenience and no surprise

amidst the despair are smiles

true enough to call home

working women wait on tips gracefully

side-stepping after dinner invitations

heads held high, serving retort

salmon patties pepper p.m. hunger pangs

addressing eggs scrambled beyond indifference

as is our waitress, with too many tables
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1. Read Patricia Smith’s poem “First Kiss.”

2. Ask students what they like and remember about the poem.

3. Note in the piece how the language of the kiss is violent, how her word choice or diction matches the emotional mood of the poem itself.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students select and write a story of the first time they did anything. Students should use sensory imagery and information. Stress that the more specific the writing the better.

2. Encourage students to choose wisely the language of the poem, to have the language or diction match the emotional content.

3. Have students write for 10-15 minutes: encourage them to fill a whole page.

4. Stop writing. Read around.

First Kiss by Patricia Smith

All previous attempts had failed miserably,

so I’d only dreamed of the sizzle

until Lloyd Johnson, a swaggering boy who breathed candy,

mashed me flat against the side of a Kedzie Ave. storefront.

I tried to kiss the way I thought Diana Ross would

(a dry, tight-lipped smack that hinted at so much more),

but this was nothing like the smith, seamless smooches I’d

dreamed of.

This was a runaway bashing of throats, tongues and teeth,

this was a collision of misshapen mouths,

this was a feverish lip-tangling

that left my face feeling like the punchline to a bad joke.

So of course I fell in love,

which is what Motown said you did after someone kissed you.

Lloyd Johnson was having none of that, however.

He spoke to me in snickers from that moment on,

as if he’d ripped open a part of me

and didn’t want to see what had spilled out.

He told everyone that I wouldn’t let him touch

what was shaking beneath my shirt,

he wouldn’t let me call him boyfriend,

he wouldn’t even let him call me Lloyd anymore.

Our faces would never collide again.

Then everyone told me why.

It drives a boy crazy when he finds out

he’s kissed a girl

no one has bothered to kiss before.

When the romance between Lloyd and Patricia began and

ended with that one sloppy kiss, it took my daddy to slap a ____ 

on that heartbreak.


My daddy was a factory worker, worked at the Leaf Candy

Company on the west side of Chicago all his life, but nobody

could tell me he didn’t know about romance. He was short and

skinny and almost bald, but you couldn’t beat the ladies off him

with a stick.

So I thought I was lucky because daddies teach little girls

about little boys, that’s just the way it is. But when daddy suddenly

isn’t around, you start waiting again. You wait for the

music to give you hope.
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1. Have students creates some lists: hat would the city/county look like in an ideal world, what would everyone have, how many hours a week would we work, what would we do for work, where would we live, etc.

2. Discuss various utopian ideas and projects: Robin Kelly’s “Freedom Dreams” is the bible.

3. Listen to Aesop Rock’s song.

4. Talk about its abstractions and its manifesto in the chorus.

5. Read silently and aloud Espada’s piece.

6. Ask students what they like and remember about both pieces.

7. Note the inversion of traditional power relations.

8. Note the repetition of the phrase “this is the year” in both pieces.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students imagine the world that will be, the world that they would like to live in that is just and equitable. Have students imagine and re-imagine traditional relationships in the future.

2. Write an anthem about this world: students may use the phrase “this is the year.”

3. Write for 10-15 minutes: encourage them to fill a whole page. Stop writing. Read around.

9-5ers Anthem by Aesop Rock

[Aesop Rock]
Zoom in to the fuming of an aggravated breed
Via the study of post-adolescent agitated seeds.
Half the patients wasted self prior to commencement,
So I focus on the urban Oxygen samples, the half that made it breathe.
This old Pompeii impression sways infection in 12 steps or less
And cretins swiftly tippy-toe on hard to swallow barter concepts.
The give-it/get-it never let itself past wrought iron stubbornness.
Martyrs talk funny causes into a harvesting Spartacus and so on...
I throw long Hail Mary bombs
Toward cookie-cutter Mother Nature's bedazzled synthetic fabrics.
Life treats the peasants like 
They tried to f*** his woman while he slept inside,
While they're merely chasing perfectionist emblems.
When the clock strikes Nine
I'll be waking with the best of the routine caffeine team players 
For the cycle of it.
Under a dusted angel harp-string, Big Brother is watching
My odometer like buzzard to fallen elk, hawkin' stealth.
We got babies, rubber stamps, and briefcase parts.
We on some door-to-door now,
Order ten dollars or more we'll shove it down your throat for free.
I sacrifice my inborn tendencies for copper pennies 
From one commander 'gimme that' so he can retain baby fat.
Mega biter snake bedlam,
Holocaust freak heckle shiesty brain headroom shake planet.
Make a move, pause, make a move, break cannon.
Bend barrel 180 u-turn, squeeze, end it.
It's on like it's never been,
It's bleeding well,
It's bigger than a breadbox,
It corrodes my leaky finance.
I take my seat atop the Brooklyn Bridge
With a Coke and a bag of chips
To watch a thousand lemmings plummet
Just because the first one slipped.
Sometimes I laugh at victory, kissing these little question marks.
I tend to underestimate my average.
Just another bastard savage.
Someday you'll all eat out of my cold hand
Cuz every dog has its day
At which point, I'll pull it away.

We the American working population
Hate the fact that eight hours a day
Is wasted on chasing the dream of someone that isn't us
And we may not hate our jobs,
But we hate jobs in general 
That don't have to do with fighting our own causes.
We the American working population
Hate the nine-to-five day-in/day-out
When we'd rather be supporting ourselves
By being paid to perfect the pass-times 
That we have harbored based solely on the fact
That it makes us smile if it sounds dope...

It's the Year of the Silkworm.
Everything I built burned yesterday.
Let's display the purpose that these stilts serve.
Elevate the spreading of the silk germ.
Trying to weave a web but all I believe in is dead.
Nah brother, it's the Year of the Jackal.
Saddle up on high horse.
My torch forced Polaris embarrassed.
Shackle up the hassle by the doom and legend marriage. 
I bought some new sneakers,
I just hope my legacy matches.
It's the Year of the Landshark.
Dry as sand-parched-damn, get these men some water.
They're out there being slaughtered
In meaningless wars so you don't have to bother
And can sit and soak the idiot box, trying to f*** their daughters.
Man, it's the Year of the Orphan.
Seated adjacent to the fireflies circling the torches on your porches.
Trying to guard the fortress of a king they've never seen or met
But all are trained to murder at the first sign of a threat.
Maybe it's the Year of the Water Bug.
Cockroach. Utter thug specimen.
Fury spawned from dreaming of your next of kin.
I'm still dealing with this mess I'm in. 
I've been the object of your ridicule.
You've been a b**** lieutenant.
God, it's the Year of the Underpaid Employee
Spitting forty plus a week 
And trying to rape earth in my off time.
You bored dizzy, I can't keep myself busy enough
So you can run, run, run,
And I'ma let you think you won.
EVERYBODY!

We the American working population
Hate the fact that eight hours a day
Is wasted on chasing the dream of someone that isn't us
And we may not hate our jobs,
But we hate jobs in general 
That don't have to do with fighting our own causes.
We the American working population
Hate the nine to five day-in/day-out
But we'd rather be supporting ourselves
By being paid to perfect the pass-times
That we have harbored based solely on the fact
That it makes us smile if it sounds dope.

OUTRO
Fumble outta bed and stumble to the kitchen.
Pour myself a cup of ambition. 
And yawn and stretch, my life is a mess, 
And if I never make it home today, God bless.
Fumble outta bed and stumble to the kitchen.
Pour myself a cup of ambition. 
And yawn and stretch, my life is a mess, 
And if I never make it home today, God bless.

from “Imagine the Angels of Bread” by Martin Espada

This is the year that squatters evict landlords,
gazing like admirals from the rail
of the roofdeck
or levitating hands in praise
of steam in the shower;
this is the year 
that shawled refugees deport judges
who stare at the floor 
and their swollen feet
as files are stamped
with their destination;
this is the year that police revolvers,
stove-hot, blister the fingers
of raging cops,
and nightsticks splinter 
in their palms;
this is the year 
that darkskinned men
lynched a century ago 
return to sip coffee quietly 
with the apologizing descendants
of their executioners.
  
This is the year that those
who swim the border's undertow
and shiver in boxcars
are greeted with trumpets and drums
at the first railroad crossing
on the other side;
this is the year that the hands 
pulling tomatoes from the vine
uproot the deed to the earth that sprouts the vine,
the hands canning tomatoes
are named in the will
that owns the bedlam of the cannery;
this is the year that the eyes
stinging from the poison that purifies toilets
awaken at last to the sight 
of a rooster-loud hillside,
pilgrimage of immigrant birth;
this is the year that cockroaches
become extinct, that no doctor
finds a roach embedded
in the ear of an infant;
this is the year that the food stamps
of adolescent mothers
are auctioned like gold doubloons,
and no coin is given to buy machetes
for the next bouquet of severed heads
in coffee plantation country.
  
If the abolition of slave-manacles
began as a vision of hands without manacles,
then this is the year;
if the shutdown of extermination camps
began as imagination of a land
without barbed wire or the crematorium,
then this is the year;
if every rebellion begins with the idea
that conquerors on horseback
are not many-legged gods, that they too drown
if plunged in the river,
then this is the year.
  
So may every humiliated mouth,
teeth like desecrated headstones,
fill with the angels of bread.

[image: image10.jpg]Young Chicago Authors





Organization





Art Form(s)





Context







Goal


Materials


Class Sequence


1. Ask students to write a list of people they know well and come across in their home, school, or neighborhood, in their family, etc.

2. Have them focus on three of the people on their list.

3. For those three people, have students write down the place the person hangs out the most, what items they have around them. Have the students answer the questions about where are these characters going, who would they like to be, what is one wish they might make, who they might ask for a favor, etc.

4. Listen to/read the pieces listed in “materials.”

5. Discuss what is memorable about these characters.

6. In Dybek’s poem, note the singular moment the poem takes place in. In all the poems, note the tone of tenderness and love the poet has for the subject of the poem.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students select one person from their list to write about.

2. Write the story or a scene from that location. Students should use sensory imagery. Stress that the more specific the writing, the better.

3. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

Stop writing. Read around.

“Drive Slow” by Kanye West

My homey Mali used to stay one 79th and May
One of my best friends from back in the day
Down the street from Calumet a school full of stones
He nicknamed me K-Rock so they'd leave me alone
Bulls jacket with his hat broke way off
Walk around the mall with his radio face off
Plus he had the spinner from his Daytons in his hand
Keys in his hand reason again to let you know he's the man
Back when we rocked Alesis he had dreams of Caprices
Drove by the teachers even more by polices
How he get that cash today his father passed away
Left him with a little something 16 he was stunting
Al B Sure n***a with the hair all wavy
Hit Lakeshore, girls go all crazy
Hit the freeway go at least bout 80
Boned so much that summer even had him a baby
See back back then then if you had a car
You were the Chi town version of Baby
And I was just a virgin a baby
One of the reasons I looked up to him crazy
I used to love to play my demo tape when the system yanked
Felt like I was almost signed when the sh*t got cranked
We'll take a Saturday and just circle the mall
They had the Lincoln's and Aurora's we were hurting them all
With the girls a lot of flirting involved

“But dawg f*ck all that flirting I'm trying to get in some draws
So put me on with these h**s homey's”
He told me don't rush to get grown drive slow homey

Drive slow homey

“Freddie” by Patrick Rosal

Freddie claimed lineage from the tough
Boogie-Down Boricuas
who taught him how to break-
dance on beat: up-
rock headspin scramble and dive

We called it a suicide:
the front-flip B-boy move that landed you
back flat on the blacktop That
was Freddie’s specialty — the way he’d jump
into a fetal curl mid-air then thwap
against the sidewalk—his body
laid out like the crucified
Jesus he knocked down
one afternoon in his mom’s bedroom
looking for her extra purse
so both of us could shoot
asteroids and space invaders
until dusk

That wasn’t long before
Freddie disappeared
then returned one day as someone else’s ghost
smoked-out on crack
singing Puerto Rico Puerto Rico
las chicas de Puerto Rico
That was the first summer we believed
you had to be good at something
so we stood around and watched
Freddie on the pavement—all day—
doing suicides
until he got it right

“Christmas Eve: My Mother Dressing” by Toi Derricotte

My mother was not impressed with her beauty; 

once a year she put it on like a costume, 

plaited her black hair, slick as cornsilk, down past her hips,   

in one rope-thick braid, turned it, carefully, hand over hand,   

and fixed it at the nape of her neck, stiff and elegant as a crown,   

with tortoise pins, like huge insects, 

some belonging to her dead mother, 

some to my living grandmother. 

Sitting on the stool at the mirror, 

she applied a peachy foundation that seemed to hold her down, to trap her, 

as if we never would have noticed what flew among us unless it was weighted and bound in its mask. 

Vaseline shined her eyebrows, 

mascara blackened her lashes until they swept down like feathers;   

her eyes deepened until they shone from far away. 

Now I remember her hands, her poor hands, which, even then were old from scrubbing, 

whiter on the inside than they should have been, 

and hard, the first joints of her fingers, little fattened pads,   

the nails filed to sharp points like old-fashioned ink pens, 

painted a jolly color. 

Her hands stood next to her face and wanted to be put away, prayed 

for the scrub bucket and brush to make them useful.   

And, as I write, I forget the years I watched her   

pull hairs like a witch from her chin, magnify 

every blotch—as if acid were thrown from the inside. 

But once a year my mother   

rose in her white silk slip, 

not the slave of the house, the woman, 

took the ironed dress from the hanger—   

allowing me to stand on the bed, so that   

my face looked directly into her face,   

and hold the garment away from her   

as she pulled it down.
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1. Have students create a list of their favorite musicians or genres of music.

2. Read and listen to the suggested pieces.

3. Have students say what they like about these pieces. Ask what conflicted feelings they have about the music. Encourage them to explore their conflicted feelings.

4. Note these letters are addressed to the music, as if the music were a person.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students write a letter to music or a musician they love, yet have conflicted feelings about. Students should use personal information and history associated with this music (eg. Where they first heard it, what it reminds them of, etc.)

2. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

3. Stop writing. Read around.

I Used to Love H.E.R.

 by Common

I met this girl, when I was ten years old
And what I loved most she had so much soul
She was old school, when I was just a shorty
Never knew throughout my life she would be there for me on the regular, 

not a church girl she was secular
Not about the money, no studs was mic checkin her
But I respected her, she hit me in the heart
A few New York n****s, had did her in the park
But she was there for me, and I was there for her
Pull out a chair for her, turn on the air for her
and just cool out, cool out and listen to her
Sittin on a bone, wishin that I could do her
Eventually if it was meant to be, then it would be
because we related, physically and mentally
And she was fun then, I'd be geeked when she'd come around
Slim was fresh yo, when she was underground
Original, pure untampered and down sister
Boy I tell ya, I miss her

Now periodically I would see
ol girl at the clubs, and at the house parties
She didn't have a body but she started gettin thick quick
Did a couple of videos and became afrocentric
Out goes the weave, in goes the braids, beads, medallions
She was on that tip about, stoppin the violence
About my people she was teachin me
By not preachin to me but speakin to me
in a method that was leisurely, so easily I approached

She dug my rap, that's how we got close
But then she broke to the West coast, and that was cool
Cause around the same time, I went away to school
And I'm a man of expandin’, so why should I stand in her way
She probably get her money in L.A.
And she did stud, she got big pub but what was foul
She said that the pro-black, was goin out of style
She said, afrocentricity was of the past
So she got into R&B hip-house bass and jazz
Now black music is black music and it's all good
I wasn't salty, she was with the boys in the hood
Cause that was good for her, she was becomin’ well rounded
I thought it was dope how she was on that freestyle sh*t
Just havin fun, not worried about anyone
And you could tell, by how her titties hung
I did her, not just to say that I did it
But I'm committed, but so many n****s hit it
That she's just not the same lettin all these groupies do her


I might've failed to mention that the chick was creative
But once the man got to her well he altered the native
Told her if she got an image and a gimmick
That she could make money, 

and she did it like a dummy
Now I see her in commercials, she's universal
She used to only swing it with the inner-city circle
Now she be in da burbs lickin rock & dressin hip
And on some dumb sh*t, when she comes to the city 

Talkin about popping locks, servin rocks, and hittin switches

Now she’s a gangsta rollin with gansta bitches

Always smoking blunts and gettin drunk

Tellin me sad stories, now she only f****with the funk

Stressin how hardcore and real she is

She was really the realest before she got into show biz.

I did her, not to say I did it

But I’m committed but so many niggaz hit it

That she’s not the same letting all these groupies do her.

I see n****s slammin her, and takin her to the sewer

But I'ma take her back hopin that the sh*t stop
Cause who I'm talkin bout y'all is hip-hop

selection from When Chickenheads Come Home to Roost by Joan Morgan

You know, Boo,

It’s been six years since I’ve been writing about hip-hop on the womanist tip and I’m still getting asked the same questions. At work, the intelligentsia types want to know if “Given the undeniably high content of sexism and misogyny in rap music, isn’t a declared commitment to both, well, incongruous?” And my girls, they just come right out, “You still wit that n****?”

So I tell them how good you do that thing you do. Laugh and say I’m just a slave to your rhythms. Then I wax poetic about your artistic brilliance and the voice (albeit predominantly male) you give an embattled, pained nation. And then I assure them that I call you out on all of your sexism on the regular. That works until someone, usually a sista-friend calls me out and says that while all of that was valid, none of it explains why I stayed in an obviously abusive relationship. And I can’t lie, Boo, that would stress me. ‘Cuz my answers would start sounding like those battered women I write about.

Sure, I’d say (all defensive). It’s easy to judge—to wonder what any woman in her right mind would be doing with that wack motherf***a if you’re entering now, before the sweet times. But the sweetness was there in the beginning of this on-again, off-again love affair. It started almost twenty years ago, around the time when Tony Boyd all mocked-neck and fine gave me my first tongue kiss in the back of I.S. 148 and the South Bronx gave birth to a culture.

The old-school deejays and M.C.s performed community service at those schoolyard jams. Intoxicating  the crowd with beats and rhymes, they were like shamans sent to provide us with temporary relief from the ghetto’s blues. As for sistas, we donned out flare-leg Lees and medallions, became fly-girls, and gave up the love. Nobody even talked about sexism in hip-hop back in the day. All an M.C. wanted then was to be the baddest in battle, have a fly-girl, and take rides in his fresh O.J. If we were being objectified (and I guess we were) nobody cared. At the time, there seemed to be greater sins than being called “ladies” as in “All the ladies in the house, saw, Oww!”

Or “fly-girls” as in “what you gonna do?” Perhaps it was because we were being acknowledged as a complementary part of a whole.

But girlfriend’s got a point, Boo. We haven’t been fly-girls for a very long time. And all the love in the world does not erase the stinging impact of the new invectives and brutal imagery—ugly imprints left on cheeks that have turned the other way too many times. The abuse is undeniable. Dre, Short, Snoop, Scarface, I give them all their due but the mid school’s increasing use of violence, straight-up selfish individualism, and woman-hating (half of them act like it wasn’t a woman who clothes and fed their black asses—and I don’t care if Mama was Crackhead Annie, then there was probably a grandmother who kept them alive) masks the essence of what I fell in love with even from my own eyes.

Things were easier when your only enemies were white racism and middle-class black folks who didn’t want all that jungle music reminding them they had kinky roots. Now your anger is turned inward. And I’ve spent too much time in the crossfire, trying to explain why you find it necessary to hurt even those who look like you. Not to mention a habit called commercialism and multiple performance failures and I got to tell you, at times I’ve found myself scrounging for reasons to stay. Something more than twenty years being a long –ass time, and not quite knowing how to walk away from a n**** whose growth process has helped define your existence.

So here I am, Boo, lovin’ you, myself, my sistas, my brothers with loyalties that are as fierce as they are divided. One thing I know for certain is that if you really are who I believe you to be, the voice of a nation, in pain and insane, then any thinking black woman’s relationship with you is going to be as complicated as her love for black men.

Whether I like it or not, you play a critical part in defining my feminism. Only you can give me the answer to the question so many of us are afraid to ask, “How did we go from fly-girls to b*****s and h**s in our brothers’ eyes?”

You are my key to the locker room. And while it’s true that your music holds some of fifteen-to-thirty-year-old black men’s ugliest thoughts about me, it is the only place where I can challenge them. You are also the mirror in which we can see ourselves. And there’s nothing like spending time in the locker room to bring sistas face-to-face with the ways we straight up play ourselves. Those are flesh-and-blood women who put their titties on the glass. Real-life ones who make their livings by waiting backstage and slingin’ price tags on the punanny. And if our feminism is ever going to mean anything, theirs are the lives you can help us to save. As for the abuse, the process is painful, yes, but wars are not won by soldiers who are afraid to go to the battleground.

So, Boo, I’ve finally got an answer to everybody that wants to talk about the incongruity of our relationship. Hip-hop and my feminism are not at war but my community is. And you are critical to our survival.

I’m yours, Boo. From cradle to the grave.

“Tom Waits, I Hate You” by Simone Muench

the way your voice snags
my skin when I'm waltzing
through a coffee shop, for the thousand
crows caught in your throat,
how it rains
every time I play "Tom Traubert's Blues."
I hate you for every Valentine you never sent.
Call me indigo, azure, cerulean; call me
every shade of clue for being born
two decades after you.

I hate you for every cornfield, filling
station, phone booth I've passed with my feet
on the dash, listening to you pluck
nightingales from a piano; writhing
as if it were my ribcage being played
beneath a moon that is no grapefruit,
but the bottom of a shot glass.

For every bad relationship, every dead pet,
and every car I've wrecked
into light posts trying to tune you out;
for all the lost radios, Walkmans
tossed over bridges -- still the sound of you
rising from water like a prayer at midday,
or the ragged song of cicadas
tugging frogs out of watery homes.

For every lounge lizard, raindog, barfly
I've met; for every vinyl booth I've been pushed
into by a boy with a bad haircut;
for every man I've f***ed
according to the angle of his chin
or the color of his coat.
Tom Waits, I hate you.

Well, the night is too dark
for dreaming; the barman bellows out
last call; and you've turned me into a gun-
street girl with a pistol and a grudge
and an alligator belt, a pocket
full of love letters
that have never been sent.
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1. Ask students to write a list of things they love: foods, fruits, appliances, articles of clothings, days of the week, parts of speech, seasons, streets, drinks, candies, etc.

2. Listen to a verse of LL Cool J’s “Radio”

3. Read the two poems.

4. Ask students what they like and remember about these pieces. Note the different approaches to all these pieces. Note the stillness and severity between Aracelis’s poems. Note the varied names Pat gives his extra nipple.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students select one thing they love from their list.

2. Write an ode, a poem of praise of this thing. Stress that the more specific the writing the better. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

3. Stop writing. Read around.

from “I Can’t Live Without My Radio” by LL Cool J

My radio, believe me, I like it loud
I'm the man with a box that can rock the crowd
Walkin' down the street, to the hardcore beat
While my JVC vibrates the concrete
I'm sorry if you can't understand
But I need a radio inside my hand
Don't mean to offend other citizens
But I kick my volume way past 10
My story is rough, my neighborhood is tough
But I still sport gold, and I'm out to crush
My name is Cool J, I devastate the show
But I couldn't survive without my radio
Terrorizing my neighbors with the heavy bass
I keep the suckas in fear by the look on my face
My radio's bad from the Boulevard
I'm a hip-hop gangster and my name is Todd
Just stimulated by the beat, bust out the rhyme
Get fresh batteries if it won't rewind
’Cuz I play everyday, even on the subway
I woulda got a summons but I ran away
I'm the leader of the show, keepin' you on the go
But I know I can't live without my radio

[Verse 2]

Suckas on my jock when I walk down the block
I really don't care if you're jealous or not
Cos I make the songs, you sing along
And your radio's def when my record's on
So get off the wall, become involved
All your radio problems have now been solved
My treacherous beats make ya ears respond
And my radio's loud like a fire alarm
The floor vibrates, the walls cave in
The bass makes my eardrums seem thin
Def sounds in my ride, yes the front and back
You would think it was a party, not a Cadillac
’Cuz I drive up to the ave, with the windows closed
And my bass is so loud, it could rip your clothes
My stereo's thumpin' like a savage beast
The level on my power meter will not decrease
Suckas get mad, cos the girlies scream
And I'm still gettin' paid while you look at me mean
I'm the leader of the show, keepin' you on the go
But I know I can't live without my radio
I'm the leader of the show, keepin' you on the go
And I know I can't live without my radio

[Verse 3]

Don't touch that dial, I'll be upset
Might go into a fit and rip off your neck
Cos the radio's thumpin' when I'm down to play
I'm the royal chief rocker LL Cool J
Let your big butt bounce from right to left
Cos it's a actual fact this jam is def
Most definitely created by me
Goin' down in radio history
I'm good to go on your radio
And I'm cold gettin' paid cos Rick said so
Make the woofers wallop and your tweeters twitch
Some jealous knuckleheads might try to dis
But it's nuthin', ya frontin', ya girl I am stuntin'
And my radio's loud enough to keep you gruntin'
My name is Cool J, I'm from the rock
Circulating through your radio non-stop
I'm lookin' at the wires behind the cassette
And now I'm on the right, standing on the eject
Wearin' light blue Pumas, a whole lotta gold
And jams like these keep me in control
I'm the leader of the show, keepin' you on the go
And I know I can't live without my radio

[Verse 4]

Your energy level starts to increase
As my big beat is slowly released
I'm on the radio and at the jam
LL Cool J is who I am
Imma make ya dance, boogie down and rock
And you'll scratch and shake to my musical plot
And to expand my musical plan
Cut Creator, rock the beat with your hands

That's right, so don't try to front the move
As you become motivated by the funky groove
You can see me and Earl chillin' on the block
With my box cold kickin' with the gangster rock
See people can't stop me, neither can the police
I'm a musical maniac to say the least
For you and your radio I made this for
Cool J's here to devastate once more
Pullin' all the girls, takin' out MCs
If ya try to disrespect me, I just say Please!
Here to command the hip-hop land
Kick it live with a box inside my hand
I'm the leader of the show, keepin' you on the go
But I know I can't live without my radio
“Ode to the Letter B” by Aracelis Girmay

B, you symmetry, you, under-blouse.

Half butterfly, two teeth,

sideways: a bird meets the horizon.

To say you, B,

out loud I must

suck in my lips, almost smiling,

top lip kiss bottom lip,

then push the whole mouth out,


‘B’

B is like a set of lips.

BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBB

BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBB

BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBB

In three rows, B is like tire tracks,

the heels of shoes, horse’s hooves exactly

side by side.


B,

without you, Blouses would be louses,

& Blow would be low,

Bird, ird,

& the song would go A, then C.

Without you, what could I, would I

ever use?

To end the word ‘VERB’?

To begin words like:

Beso

Besos

Because

Bodies

Bloom

“Ode to the Watermelon” by Aracelis Girmay

It is June.
At El TaContento near 17th,
the cook slices clean
through the belly of a watermelon,
Sandía, día santo!
& honey bees
grown in glistening temples
dance away from their sugary hives,
ants, in lines,
beetles, toward your red,
(if you are east, they are going east)
over & over,
toward your worldly luscious,
blushed fruit freckled with seeds.

Roadside, my obtuse pleasure,
under strings of lights,
a printed skirt, in grocery barrels,
above park grasses on Sunday afternoon
to the moan & dolorous moan
of swings.

Ripe conjugationer of water & sun,
your opening calls
even the birds to land.
& in Palestine,
where it is a crime to wave
the flag of Palestine in Palestine,
watermelon halves are raised
against Israeli troops
for the red, black, white, green
of Palestine. Forever,

I love you your color hemmed
by rind. The blaring juke & wet of it.
Black seeds star red immense
as poppy fields,
white to outsing jasmine.
Again, all that green.

Sandía, día santo,
summer’s holy earthly,
bandera of the ground,
language of fields,
even under a blade you swing
your quiet scent
in the pendulum of any gale.
Men bow their heads, open-mouthed,
to coax the sugar
from beneath your workdress.
Women lift you
to their teeth.
Sandía, día santo,
yours is a sweetness
to outlast slaughter:
Tongues will lose themselves inside you,
scattering seeds. All over,
the land will hum
with your wild,
raucous blooming.

Poem for My Extra Nipple by Patrick Rosal

Burnt-out sun shut eye

still-born amoeba

miniscule miscarriage

of the flesh ant head

desiccated heart

a volcano’s embryo

unborn twin budged

through my breast misplaced

knuckle I let my woman

kiss me here: this

brown pearl of Olongopo

Bay thorn pierced

inch-deep into dermis

milkless gland

the aria’s last note

lost between armpit

and sternum It is a secret

passage to the aortic

contortions behind my ribs

swollen sand grain

from the beach where

I watched my brother

nearly drown

—I  pray to it—

the singed hint

of some great-great

grandfather’s sin

come back
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1. Ask students what a battle rhyme is. When in the history of hip-hop has it been used? Ask students to name prominent beefs or discrepancies between emcees?

2. Stress that hip-hop started out as an antidote to violence, in the tradition of the trickster; the jester making fun of the king. The weapon of words are the performance of violence, not violence itself.

3. Read and break down the pieces by Qwel and Bao Phi and Doug Kearney. Ask students how they feel about the pieces.

Writing Exercises

1. Have students make a list of things they do not like: days of the week, abstract concepts, foods, subjects in school, famous people, politicians, etc. They can not name someone in the school or the room.

2. Have students select the form they will battle rhyme in: haiku, or couplet.

3. Have them select someone or something from their list that they will battle. Have students write at least 5 haikus or couplets.

4. Write for 10-15 minutes. Stop writing. Read around.

“Cliché” by Qwel

i wonder how this kid whispers thunder sounds

you’re fly like crippled ostriches, i scare headz underground

ask if i’ll kill your career with one verse

you couldn’t beat me to death if i let you jump first

don’t mess with Philippine Cuisine, deeper than Mexican Philosophy

and Chevy submarines, what’s he mean? i think he means you’re wack B

in fact i’m harder to catch than hailing taxis with black peeps

you hope i might choke, you’re as wack as your white jokes

the only kid to drop lines like Samoans on tight ropes

to and fro, fluid flow, you know i’m splittin’ speakers

try pressin’ promos on boomerangs, them sh*ts is cheaper

“Hip-Hop Haiku” by Bao Phi and Douglas Kearney

DK: I’m unkillable

Spill 17 skillables

Get these genitals.

BP: It’s unthinkable

for my style to run dry

cuz it’s refillable

DK: Bend a fool swan-like

Origami cats just fold

I’m cold as Klondike

BP: Act bold and I’ll light

you up like a pipe and set

your a** to swan dive

DK: Got rhymes? You pawned mine

in hard times like heirlooms. I

housed you like spare rooms.

BP: I choke mics like Spre-

well on coaches/my hocus

pocus pops focus

DK: We swarm like locusts

Plague you with loads of toads just

like Magnolia

BP: Phobias broken

You like a nicotine patch

The mic stops smoking

DK: You’re deep throatin’ like

giraffes, uncanny, have

a carafe of whoop a**

BP: While me and D mic

pass/rock tight like tube tops and

tricolored tube socks

[image: image14.jpg]Young Chicago Authors





Organization





Art Form(s)





Context







Goal


Materials


Class Sequence

1. Read Rodriguez’ and Berez’ poems.

2. Ask students how they felt about the poems. Ask them why these poems were written. Why are the authors upset? What are they upset about?

Writing Exercise

1. Have students return to their battle rhyme list. Select another person or idea from that list.

2. Have students write a battle poem/letter to that person or idea for 10-15 minutes.

3. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

4. Stop writing. Read around.

“to the police officer who refused to sit in the same room as my son because he’s a ‘gang banger’” by Luis Rodriguez

For Ramiro

How dare you!

How dare you pull this mantle from your soiled

sleeve and think it worthy enough to cover my boy.

How dare you judge when you also wallow in this mud.

Society has turned over its power to you,

relinquishing its rule, turned it over

to the man in the mask, whose face never changes,

always distorts, who does not live where I live,

but commands the corners, who does not have to await

the nightmares, the street chants, the bullets,

the early-morning calls, but looks over at us

and demeans, calls us animals, not worthy

of his presence, and I have to say: How dare you!

My son deserves to live as all young people.

He deserves a future and a job. He deserves

contemplation. I can’t turn away as you.

Yet you govern us? Hear my son’s talk.

Hear his plea within his pronouncement,

his cry between the breach of his hard words.

My son speaks in two voices, one of a boy,

the other of a man. One is breaking through,

the other just hands. Listen, you who can turn away,

who can make such a choice—you who have sons

of your own, but do not hear them!

My son has a face too dark, features too foreign,

a tongue too tangled, yet he reveals, he truths,

he sings your demented rage, but he sings.

You have nothing to rage because it is outside of you.

He is inside of me. His horror is mine. I see what





he sees. And if my son dreams, if he plays, if he smirks





in the mist of moon-glow, there I will be, smiling





through the blackened, cluttered and snarling pathway





toward your wilted heart.

“Poem for Wicker Park Yuppies (A True Story)” by Kim Berez

You people

talk about travesties, Eurodollar exchange rates


in a foreign land


I can’t find on a map

‘cuz I went to Chicago public schools

& maybe ‘cuz I barely been out of the neighborhood still

You know what’s happening all around the world

but you don’t know what’s going on all in front of your face

Hey! I said you people so well informed

reading the paper all morning in Café Purgatory

sipping $2 a cup herb tea from filtered water with no bugspray in it

or $4 a cup organically grown coffee


from only companies that don’t exploit Nicaraguans

How wonderful to have that choice!

Instead if hunting for a decent-paying job here

To pay the ever increasing rents


to cover the ever increasing taxes


here where the yuppies ever increase

You people walk around blinded by your focus


on worlds so far removed

Deafened by constant anal-ization of the world inside yourself

Can’t you open one eye and see what was in front of your nose ISN’T

What’s missing from this picture?

One less teenage hoodlum to have to pass on the street

nervously with your ‘significant other’

If you noticed you’d think changing demographics

But what’s missing here

WAS

MY COUSIN

My cousin Ricky

was-blown-away

Right here on the corner where you live your ‘pioneering’ life

We buried him

while your face was buried in USA Today

B E Z droning in your earphones


deafening your senses


to such nuisance

& Ricky does not sleep nights no more

so he walks around in my dreams

He’s not carrying the pieces the cops found him with

He’s just a boy with restless legs

Just a number now to read with your coffee and scorn

I mean scone
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1. Ask students to think about the most significant year of their life. Ask them to write down the calendar year of the age they were during that year and what changed for them during that year, what did they learn, who did they meet, who did they say goodbye to, etc.

2. Read the poems listed in “Materials.”

3. Note the specific stories involved in the poems. Note that much is said in a short space.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students write their autobiography of one year in their life.

2. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

3. Stop writing. Read around.
“Five” by Ruth Forman

i can make mommy laugh

move the salt shaker when nobody lookin

i can change a red light to green

n make a ole lady wonder how um so smart

readin the aisles in the Stop n Shop

i can make grown men fall in love with me

n make fireflies come out to play when the sun go down

i can braid ma own hair as well as Barbie’s

even though hers don’t hold

i can run fast as Daddy’s car

when he leave to go back home

i can fall out a tree n land on ma feet

build a fort n 

cook pepper n water soup for dinner

i’m five n just about all the magic i need

“Nineteen” by Elizabeth Alexander

That summer in Culpeper, all there was to eat was white:

cauliflower, flounder, white sauce, white ice cream.

I snuck around with an older man who didn’t tell me

he was married. I was the baby, drinking rum and Coke

while the men smoked reefer they’d stolen from the


campers.

I tiptoed with my lover to poison-ivied fields, camp vans.

I never slept. Each fortnight I returned to the city,

black and dusty, with a garbage bag of dirty clothes.

At nineteen it was my first summer away from home.

His beard smelled musty. His eyes were black. “The


ladies love my hair,”

he’d say, and like a fool I’d smile. He knew everything

about marijuana, how dry it had to be to burn,

how to crush it, sniff it, how to pick the seeds out. He


said

he learned it all in Vietnam. He brought his son to visit

after one of his days off. I never imagined a mother.

“Can I steal a kiss?” he said, the first thick night in the field.

I asked and asked about Vietnam, how each scar felt,

what combat was like, how the jungle smelled. He listened

to a lot of Marvin Gaye, was all he said, and grabbed

between my legs. I’d creep to my cot before morning.

I’d eat that white food. This was before I understood

that nothing could be ruined in one stroke. A sudden

storm came hard one night; he bolted up inside the van.

“The rain sounded just like that,” he said, “on the roofs


there.”

“1989” by John Murillo

There are no windows here, and the walls

Are lined with egg cartons. So if we listen

Past the sampled piano, drum kick

And speakerbox rumble, we’d still not hear

The robins celebrating daybreak.

The engineer worries the mixboard,

Something about a hiss lurking between notes.

Dollar Bill curses the engineer, time

We don’t have. Says it’s just a demo

And doesn’t need perfecting. “Niggas

Always want to make like Quincy Jones

When you’re paying by the hour.”

DeeJay Eddie Scizzorhandz—because he cuts

So nice—taps ashes into an empty pizza box,

Head nodding to his latest masterpiece:

Beethoven spliced with Mingus,

Mixed with Frankie Beverly, all laid

On Billy Squire’s “Big Beat.”

I’m in a corner, crossing out and rewriting

Lines I’ll want to forget years later,

Looking up every now and then,

To watch Sheik Spear, Pomona’s finest emcee,

In the vocal booth spitting rhymes

He never bothers putting to paper,

Nearly hypnotized by the gold-plated cross

Swinging from his neck as he, too,

Will swing, days from now, before

They cut him from the rafters of a jail cell.
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1. Ask students to write a list of people they know well, of people they see regularly, but don’t talk to much: people who are perhaps the opposite of them.

2. Read Espada and Smith’s poems.

3. Discuss why each author would have this person speaking in their poem.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students select a person on their list to write about. Ask students to consider who this person is talking to. Where is the speaker while they are speaking?

2. Students should use sensory imagery and information. Stress that the more specific the writing the better.

3. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

4. Stop writing. Read around.

“The Bouncer’s Confession”

 by Martin Espada

I know about the Westerns

where stunt doubles bellyflop

through banisters rigged to collapse

or crash through chairs designed to splinter.

A few times the job was like that.

A bone fragment still floats

in my right ring finger

because the human skull

is harder than any fist.

Mostly, I stood watch at the door

and imagined their skulls

brimming with alcohol

like divers drowning in their own helmets.

Their heads would sag, shaking

to stay awake, elbows sliding out

across the bar.

I gathered their coats. I found their hats.

I rolled up their paper bags

full of sacred objects only I could see.

I interrogated them for an address,

a hometown. I called the cab,

I slung an arm across my shoulders

to walk them down the stairs.

One face still wakes me some mornings.

I remember black-frame eyeglasses

off-balance, his unwashed hair.

I remember the palsy that made claws

of his hands, that twisted his mouth

in the trembling parody of a kiss.

I remember the stack of books he read

beside the beer he would not stop drinking.

I remember his fainted face

pressed against the bar.

This time, I dragged a corkscrewed body

slowly down the stairs, hugged to my ribs,

his books in my other hand,

only to see the impatient taxi

pulling away. I yelled at acceleration smoke,

then fumbled the body with the books

back up the stairs, and called the cab again.

No movie barrooms. No tall stranger

shot the body spreadeagled across the broken table.

No hero, with a hero’s uppercut, knocked them out,

not even me. I carried them out.

“Skinhead” by Patricia Smith

They call me skinhead, and I got my own beauty.
It is knife-scrawled across my back in sore, jagged letters, 
it’s in the way my eyes snap away from the obvious.
I sit in my dim matchbox, 
on the edge of a bed tousled with my ragged smell,
slide razors across my hair,
count how many ways
I can bring blood closer to the surface of my skin.
These are the duties of the righteous,
the ways of the anointed. 

The face that moves in my mirror is huge and pockmarked, 
scraped pink and brilliant, apple-cheeked, 
I am filled with my own spit.
Two years ago, a machine that slices leather
sucked in my hand and held it,
whacking off three fingers at the root.
I didn’t feel nothing till I looked down
and saw one of them on the floor
next to my boot heel,
and I ain’t worked since then. 

I sit here and watch n*****s take over my TV set,
walking like kings up and down the sidewalks in my head,
walking like their fat black mamas named them freedom.
My shoulders tell me that ain’t right.
So I move out into the sun
where my beauty makes them lower their heads,
or into the night
with a lead pipe up my sleeve,
a razor tucked in my boot.
I was born to make things right.

It’s easy now to move my big body into shadows,
to move from a place where there was nothing
into the stark circle of a streetlight,
the pipe raised up high over my head.
It’s a kick to watch their eyes get big,
round and gleaming like cartoon jungle boys,
right in that second when they know
the pipe’s gonna come down, and I got this thing
I like to say, listen to this, I like to say
“Hey, n*****, Abe Lincoln’s been dead a long time.”
I get hard listening to their skin burst.
I was born to make things right.

Then this newspaper guy comes around,
seems I was a little sloppy kicking some f*g’s ass
and he opened his hole and screamed about it.
This reporter finds me curled up in my bed,
those TV flashes licking my face clean.
Same ol’ sh*t.
Ain’t got no job, the coloreds and spics got ’em all.
Why ain’t I working? Look at my hand, a**hole.
No, I ain’t part of no organized group,
I’m just a white boy who loves his race,
fighting for a pure country.
Sometimes it’s just me. Sometimes three. Sometimes 30.
AIDS will take care of the f*****s,
then it’s gon’ be white on black in the streets.
Then there’ll be three million.
I tell him that.

So he writes it up
and I come off looking like some kind of freak,
like I’m Hitler himself. I ain’t that lucky,
but I got my own beauty.
It is in my steel-toed boots,
in the hard corners of my shaved head.

I look in the mirror and hold up my mangled hand, 
only the baby finger left, sticking straight up, 
I know it’s the wrong god****ed finger, 
but f*** you all anyway.
I’m riding the top rung of the perfect race,
my face scraped pink and brilliant.
I’m your baby, America, your boy,
drunk on my own spit, I am god****ed f***in’ beautiful.

And I was born 

and raised 

right here.
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1. Have students list inanimate objects in their everyday life, in their neighborhood, in popular culture, etc.

2. Read the poems listed in “Materials” and listen to “When the Gun Draws.” Note the stories these pieces are telling. Note how they root in place and history.

Writing Exercise

1.Have students select one item from their list. Write in the voice of that item.

2. Students should use sensory imagery and information. Stress that the more specific the writing the better.

3. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page.

4. Stop writing. Read around.

“the football to Peyton Manning” by Marty McConnell
the air’s less my lover than you. the pig 
of my back was born in Florida and here
I burn and ascend, gloryride flagdrop
unthanked / hold me. February’s 
a dead man pardoned
tonight / after the holler and ink, 
after the hustle and anthem
take me home, Peyton, stitchstretched
and beaten from one endzone
to the next, the yard lines 
nightmare bones, tripping –
when you fall, Peyton, bring my 
round belly to your round
belly as the men tumble
and spill like lumberjacked
pines, treehouse on a rotten bough,
mice without eyes, you need me. huddle
and weave, strongarm takeaway blitz
intercept tendonpull confess
into a linebacker’s pads you
don’t know me. you don’t
know me. pray to me, Peyton –
sweet god you beg out of wind
and father, into turf and spiral, 
I’m the king who carries you 
into each kicking day, your savior
in leather, Peyton – without me 
you’re not even a man.

“the vodka to Miss USA Tara Conner” by Marty McConnell
 
lies don't sit well on dry lips, 
my pretty – admit it. I made you. 
rocked you to sleep after each man 
left. when the hotel paintings 
crawled out of their frames 
to shame you, I took you mirror 
to barstool to blackout just 
like you asked when we stared, 
deadeye down, shot glass
to bar, it was mutual. we had 
a deal. I gave you everything 
I've got and now you cry 
therapy. maybe you didn't read
the fine print, my sweet. this here's 
a lifetime agreement, a pact backed 
with blood and sworn on the flag, 
nothing you can give up so easy. 
when you were waiting tables 
in Tahoe, who brought you home
every night, laid you down 
dreamless, took the Kentucky 
out of your sleep? it was me 
gave your tongue its wink
and damp-eyed charm, 
got you through the Mint 
Jubilee and the Showboat
Float, out of Russell Springs
and into pure Manhattan. 
you owe me. what are you 
going to do dry, my queen?
the stammer will come back, 
and the drawl thicker than a mix 
of honey and molasses. you'll 
be back. give your daddy my love 
when you see him.

“Jemima’s Do-Rag” by Cornelius Eady

I crown her secret, the hair
The world seems to dread.
At night, alone, after work has loosened
Its grip, and the muscles of her smile
Can relax, at the dresser, beside the 
Washbasin, down comes the beauty
They try so hard to bind.

I hear there's a man on the street,
Eyes dead as marbles, dodging 
The law. They say his cap is made
Of wool. If he sleeps, I bet he dreams
Like we do, scalp uncoiled, nobody's helper,
No one's aunt.

“When the Gun Draws” 

by Pharaoh Monch

Good evening, 
My name's Mr. Bullet
I respond to the index when you pull it, the trigger
So make a note, take a vote
Quick man, nickname's Quaker Oates 'cause
Whether domestic violence or coke deals
See how less has changed brain matter to oatmeal
And when I kill kids they say shame on me
Who the f*** told you to put they names on me?
White man made me venom to eliminate
Especially when I'm in the hood, I never discriminate
Just get in 'em, then I renovate
Flesh, bone, ain't nothing for me to penetrate
And it can happen so swiftly
One false move might just shift me
If I'm in-lodged and your soul's not claimed
I'll remind that a** when it's about to rain

[Verse 2:]


Would the new method of murder be arson or firebombs,
If the cost of a single bullet was more than the firearm?
Strange that is, when all exists are final
Point blank range that is
My attitude is cold and callus
Killed Kings in Tennessee
Presidents in Dallas
And if the past be known, at last we know
What happened that afternoon on the Grassy Knoll
It's what made a widow of Jackie O.
The government hired Lee Harvey to blast me though
Fatality shot entered from the right temple
Was not fired from a six-story window
Can it be that it was all so simple,
But yet remains so painful to rekindle
I come through your city I'm hot
Whether you're jiggy or not
Whether your Biggie or 'Pac
"When the Gun Draws"
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1. Make a list with three columns and rows. At the top of each column put the name of someone you love, someone you used to love, and someone you loved for a very short period of time.

2. Beneath each name consider and write the following: where was the last you saw this person, what is something they say often, what do they like to consume, what song/literature/piece of art do you associate with them, etc.

3. Listen to Nas’s “One Love” and discuss.

4. Read out loud O’Hara’s Personism. Have students talk about what they like in his essay.

5. Read silently and aloud O’Hara’s “Steps.” Have students talk about what they like in the poem.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students select one person from their list.

2. Have students write a poem to that person: tell them something you have wanted to tell them. Students should use sensory imagery and information. Stress the more specific the writing the better.

3. Have students write for 10-15 minutes: encourage them to fill an entire page.

4. Stop writing. Read around.

“One Love” by Nas

What's up kid? I know sh*t is rough doing your bid
When the cops came you should've slid to my crib
F*** it black, no time for looking back it's done
Plus congratulations you know you got a son
I heard he looks like you, why don't your lady write you?
Told her she should visit, that's when she got hyper
Flippin, talk about he acts too rough
He didn't listen he be riffin' while I'm telling him stuff
I was like yeah, shorty don't care, she a snake too
F***in’ with the n****s from that fake crew that hate you
But yo, guess who got shot in the dome-piece?
Jerome's niece, on her way home from Jones Beach - it's bugged
Plus little Rob is selling drugs on the dime
Hangin out with young thugs that all carry 9's
At night time there's more trife than ever
What's up with Cormega, did you see 'em, are y'all together?
If so then hold the fort down, represent to the fullest
Say what's up to Herb, Ice and Bullet
I left a half a hundred in your commissary
You was my n**** when push came to shove
One what? one love

[Verse Two]
Dear Born, you'll be out soon, stay strong
Out in New York the same sh*t is going on
The crack-heads stalking, loud-mouths is talking


Hold, check out the story yesterday when I was walking
The n**** you shot last year tried to appear like he hurtin' something
Word to mother, I heard him fronting
And he be pumping on your block
Your man gave him your glock
And now they run together, what up son, whatever
Since I'm on the streets I'm gonna put it to a cease
But I heard you blew a n**** with a ox for the phone piece
Wilin’ on the Island, but now with Elmira
Better chill cause them n****a will put that a** on fire
Last time you wrote you said they tried you in the showers
But maintain when you come home the corner's ours
On the reels, all these crab n****s know the deal
When we start the revolution all they probably do is squeal
But chill, see you on the next V-I
I gave your mom dukes loot for kicks, plus sent you flicks
Your brother's buck wilin’ in four maine he wrote me
He might beat his case, 'til he come home I play it low key
So stay civilized, time flies
Though incarcerated your mind (dies)
I hate it when your mum cries
It kinda wants to make me murder, for real-a
I've even got a mask and gloves to bust slugs for one love

“Personism: A Manifesto” 

by Frank O’Hara

Everything is in the poems, but at the risk of sounding like the poor wealthy man’s Allen Ginsberg I will write to you because I just heard that one of my fellow poets thinks that a poem of mine that can’t be got at one reading is because I was confused too. Now, come on. I don’t believe in god, so I don’t have to make elaborately sounded structures. I hate Vachel Lindsay, always have; I don’t even like rhythm, assonance, all that stuff. You just go on your nerve. If someone’s chasing you down the street with a knife you just run, you don’t turn around and shout, "Give it up! I was a track star for Mineola Prep."

That’s for the writing poems part. As for their reception, suppose you’re in love and somebody’s mistreating (mal aimé) you, you don’t say, "Hey, you can’t hurt me this way, I care!" you just let all the different bodies fall where they may, and they always do may after a few months. But that’s not why you fell in love in the first place, just to hang onto life, so you have to take your chances and try to avoid being logical. Pain always produces logic, which is very bad for you.

I’m not saying that I don’t have practically the most lofty ideas of anyone writing today, but what difference does that make? They’re just ideas. The only good thing about it is that when I get lofty enough I’ve stopped thinking and that’s when refreshment arrives.

But how then can you really care if anybody gets it, or gets what it means, or if it improves them. Improves them for what? For death? Why hurry them along? Too many poets act like a middle-aged mother trying to get her kids to eat too much cooked meat, and potatoes with drippings (tears). I don’t give a damn whether they eat or not. Forced feeding leads to excessive thinness (effete). Nobody should experience anything they don’t need to, if they don’t need poetry bully for them. I like the movies too. And after all, only Whitman and Crane and Williams, of the American poets, are better than the movies. As for measure and other technical apparatus, that’s just common sense: if you’re going to buy a pair of pants you want them to be tight enough so everyone will want to go to bed with you. There’s nothing metaphysical about it. Unless, of course, you flatter yourself into thinking that what you’re experiencing is "yearning."

Abstraction in poetry, which Allen recently commented on in It Is, is intriguing. I think it appears mostly in the minute particulars where decision is necessary. Abstraction (in poetry, not painting) involves personal removal by the poet. For instance, the decision involved in the choice between "the nostalgia of the infinite" and "the nostalgia for the infinite" defines an attitude towards degree of abstraction. The nostalgia of the infinite representing the greater degree of abstraction, removal, and negative capability (as in Keats and Mallarmé).

Personism, a movement which I recently founded and which nobody knows about, interests me a great deal, being so totally opposed to this kind of abstract removal that it is verging on a true abstraction for the first time, really, in the history of poetry. Personism is to Wallace Stevens what la poési pure was to Béranger. Personism has nothing to do with philosophy, it’s all art. It does not have to do with personality or intimacy, far from it! But to give you a vague idea, one of its minimal aspects is to address itself to one person (other than the poet himself), thus evoking overtones of love without destroying love’s life-giving vulgarity, and sustaining the poet’s feelings towards the poem while preventing love from distracting him into feeling about the person. That’s part of Personism. It was founded by me after lunch with LeRoi Jones on August 27, 1959, a day in which I was in love with someone (not Roi, by the way, a blond). I went back to work and wrote a poem for this person. While I was writing it I was realizing that if I wanted to I could use the telephone instead of writing the poem, and so Personism was born. It’s a very exciting movement which will undoubtedly have lots of adherents. It puts the poem squarely between the poet and the person, Lucky Pierre style, and the poem is correspondingly gratified. The poem is at last between two persons instead of two pages. In all modesty, I confess that it may be the death of literature as we know it. While I have certain regrets, I am still glad I got there before Alain Robbe-Grillet did. Poetry being quicker and surer than prose, it is only just that poetry finish literature off. For a time people thought that Artaud was going to accomplish this, but actually, for all their magnificence, his polemical writings are not more outside literature than Bear Mountain is outside New York State. His relation is no more astounding than Dubuffet’s to painting.

What can we expect from Personism? (This is getting good, isn’t it?) Everything, but we won’t get it. It is too new, too vital a movement to promise anything. But it, like Africa, is on the way. The recent propagandists for technique on the one hand, and for content on the other, had better watch out.

“Steps” by Frank O’Hara

How funny you are today New York
like Ginger Rogers in Swingtime
and St. Bridget’s steeple leaning a little to the left

here I have just jumped out of a bed full of V-days
(I got tired of D-days) and blue you there still
accepts me foolish and free
all I want is a room up there
and you in it
and even the traffic halt so thick is a way
for people to rub up against each other
and when their surgical appliances lock
they stay together
for the rest of the day (what a day)
I go by to check a slide and I say
that painting’s not so blue

where’s Lana Turner
she’s out eating
and Garbo’s backstage at the Met
everyone’s taking their coat off
so they can show a rib-cage to the rib-watchers
and the park’s full of dancers with their tights and shoes
in little bags
who are often mistaken for worker-outers at the West Side Y
why not
the Pittsburgh Pirates shout because they won
and in a sense we’re all winning
we’re alive

the apartment was vacated by a gay couple
who moved to the country for fun
they moved a day too soon
even the stabbings are helping the population explosion
though in the wrong country
and all those liars have left the UN
the Seagram Building’s no longer rivalled in interest
not that we need liquor (we just like it)



and the little box is out on the sidewalk
next to the delicatessen
so the old man can sit on it and drink beer
and get knocked off it by his wife later in the day
while the sun is still shining

oh god it’s wonderful
to get out of bed
and drink too much coffee
and smoke too many cigarettes
and love you so much
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1.Ask students to write a list of jobs their family, friends, themselves and people in their neighborhood have and have had.

2. Read Novak’s manifesto. Discuss what this man with students.

3. Listen to West’s verse and read Espada’s poem.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students wrote about a job from their list. Students should use sensory imagery and information. Stress that the more specific the writing the better.

2. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page. Stop writing. Read.

“Spaceship” 

by Kanye West featuring Consequence and GLC

[Hook: GLC]
I've been workin' this graveshift and I ain't made sh*t
I wish I could buy me a spaceship and fly past the sky
I've been workin' this graveshift and I ain't made sh*t
I wish I could buy me a spaceship and fly past the sky

[Verse 1: Kanye West]
Man, man, man
If my manager insults me again I will be assaulting him
After I f*** the manager up then I'm gonna shorten the register up
Let's go back, back to the Gap
Look at my check, wasn't no scratch
So if I stole, wasn't my fault
Yeah I stole, never got caught
They take me to the back and pat me
Askin' me about some khakis
But let some black people walk in
I bet they show off their token blackie
Oh now they love Kanye, let's put him all in the front of the store
Saw him on break next to the 'No Smoking' sign with a blunt and a Marl'
Takin' my hits, writin' my hits
Writin' my rhymes, playin' my mind
This f***in’ job can't help him
So I quit, y'all welcome
Y'all don't know my struggle
Y'all can't match my hustle
You can't catch my hustle
You can't fathom my love dude
Lock yourself in a room doin' five beats a day for three summers
That's a different world like Cree Summers
I deserve to do these numbers
The kid that made that deserves that Maybach 

So many records in my basement 
I'm just waitin' on my spaceship, blaow

[Hook: GLC]
I've been workin' this graveshift and I ain't made sh*t
I wish I could buy me a spaceship and fly past the sky
I've been workin' this graveshift and I ain't made sh*t
I wish I could buy me a spaceship and fly past the sky

“The Toolman Unemployed” by Martin Espada



-Connecticut River Valley, 1992

The toolmaker

is sixty years old,

unemployed

since the letter

from his boss

at the machine shop.

He carries

a cooler of soda

everywhere,

so as not to carry

a flask of whiskey.

During the hours

of his shift,

he is building a barn

with borrowed lumber

or hacking at trees

in the yard.

The family watches

and listens to talk

of a bullet

in the forehead,

maybe for himself,

maybe for the man

holding the second mortgage.

Sometimes

he stares down

into his wallet.
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1. Ask students to write a list of words: write five words under the categories America, gender, race, city (they are in), music.

2. Read and discuss the selection from Cesar’s intro

3. Read Javier and Hammad’s poems. Ask students what words are being repeated.

4. What do these poems feel like?

Writing Exercise

1. Put on some music without words. Have students write about occupation (whatever that means to them). Every so often, how and whenever you see fit, say a category out loud. At that point, the students must put a word from their list beneath that category into the poem, wherever they are, immediately.

2. Write a story or a scene from that location. Stress that right now, students should not be concerned with meaning.

3. Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Stop writing. Read around.

“English is an Occupation” by Paolo Javier

i.

Paranaque

time orgies

misery parables



   vices

cumulus hulas

gravity

plays

caller,  cast Abel’s embryo

pare

mano po, savior
come balasubas

mask chimera’s own toys

venture capital enemy Villa   dollar economy  lusty Hydras

English trippin’ on acid poor lipreads hummed

erase tula culpable due East judged the Angry Oriental

ii. 

English withstands high-end ode my guarded obscurity

toddle my hyenas, toddle my hyenas

Trysteasers cut down to pulburon

soldiers Kai occupies

why does the East accommodate mass culture
my Trysteasers

oracle
Kai diggin’
low-key desert

Paranaque tales of orgies come inquire about my orgies

illbient
justice
    homeless
 swells of arrests

hurricanes sway in the wind of my avarice
    alas turban

Amy Pacio, company
name abandoned
sic ‘em

sic ‘em, company

in essence, Paolo’s brand of justice

iii.

persevere

counter ardor mystic parables

today Paolo occupies you, today Paolo occupies you

buy hacienda
today calls her infinite

parties blink blink minutiae, savior come lascivious 

From “break(place)” 

by Suheir Hammad

(nyc)
the humidity condenses breath
bodies stick and stones gather in a lower
back
gray thick moving slow and alone
i am looking for my body
for my form in the foreign
in translation
what am i trying
to say i sit in this body dream
in this body expel
in this body inherit
in this body
here is the poem
i left a long time ago
remember stubble remember
unwanted remember touch
i can’t remember where i left my
body
poem needs form lungs need
air memory needs loss i need
to translate my body because it
is profane
what had happened was
i wrote myself out of damage
this is the body of words and
spaces
i have found to re-construct

(deheisha)
my home
girl is there now the air is thick
people don’t breathe well hold their
tongues against cursing all of existence
all that would carry on living during this
she wakes to news just the beginning
the same story the one which leaves
bodies
behind as tokens of nothing
one family
roasting corn
now all husks
silk
spraying
wind
my home girl’s body
would be called white be claimed jewish
is mother and loved by a man who sits
in a bay
by telephone and radio and reaches for
his lover’s body
and finds only formless
she is witness and rage
i pray her body save her
come back with her offer lover a home
daughter a beginning and all of us testimony
the people there tell her they will survive
this
if a body can carry through you follow

(beirut)
a green body obsessed white
possessed by all male religion sword
sniper garnishes silicone
radishes video radiology vixens eastern
european prostitution manic
depression olive oil sweat camps resorts
hair gel all that is life
all that is death
the roads and bridges been hit
the airport been hit
where is a body to go
we lived there once my parents sisters
and me
i left my skin there still boiling

[image: image21.jpg]Young Chicago Authors





Organization





Art Form(s)





Context







Goal


Materials


Class Sequence

1. Ask students to write a list of what defines their generation. Ask them to consider technology, music, historic events, slang, the difference between themselves and their parents, clothing, trends, TV shows, movies, hit songs, etc.

2. Read/listen to “Howl” and “Song for Trent Lott.”

3. Note the repetition of the we and who, the series of small portraits.

Writing Exercise

1. Write a generational portrait. Have students, if they wish, use the phrase “we who.” Students should use sensory imagery and information, using their lists as a springboard. Encourage them to create something epic and timeless.

2. Note that in “Song for Trent Lott” the word “nigger” is not censored as it was in previous pieces. Ask the class why they think that is, in the context of the pieces the N-word is used in. 

3. Have students write for 10-20 minutes.

4. Stop writing. Read around.

“Howl” by Allen Ginsberg

I.

I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked, 

dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn looking for an angry fix, 

angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient heavenly connection to the starry dynamo in the machinery of night, 

who poverty and tatters and hollow-eyed and high sat up smoking in the supernatural darkness of cold-water flats floating across the tops of cities contemplating jazz, 

who bared their brains to Heaven under the El and saw Mohammedan angels staggering on tenement roofs illuminated, 

who passed through universities with radiant cool eyes hallucinating Arkansas and Blake-light tragedy among the scholars of war, 

who were expelled from the academies for crazy & publishing obscene odes on the windows of the skull, 

who cowered in unshaven rooms in underwear, burning their money in wastebaskets and listening to the Terror through the wall, 

who got busted in their pubic beards returning through Laredo with a belt of marijuana for New York, 

who ate fire in paint hotels or drank turpentine in Paradise Alley, death, or purgatoried their torsos night after night

“Song For Trent Lott (who said we’d be a better country today if Strom Thurman had won the presidency)” 

by Roger Bonair-Agard

You think you’d have survived

that vote Mr. White Man

do you know what we do in the dark?

we took your rags and made rope

took your kindling  and grew fruit

picked your cotton  and crafted reconstruction

that slave-barrack hunger rages in our history

this too we take into the dark

take it with our dances and our languages

huddle close to it

in the Georgia cold or Alabama cold or Maryland cold

who we be?

you can’t know us

we surviving the crossing and the crossings

we making it onto auction block

and first-round draft pick

we  crossing ocean and swamp

we  descendants of amputees and unknown fathers

ridges with welts and patience

all this  we take into the dark

at night  where you will not follow

where you’d rather cut your losses on a nigger

than lose two more bloodhounds to the chase

we have survived

imagine what we hold

in the corners  in our shadows

who survive Tuskegee and small-pox blanket

heroin and Cointelpro

project housing and Jim Crow

Lynchburg VA and Lynchburg PA

Lynchburg TX

And the whole muthaf***in’ state of Mississippi

we feed on that slave barrack dust

grow fat on your hatred

bleed songs and tap-dances

from your left-overs

imagine who we be

the sardine shipment

rapes

beatings

castrations

humiliation

what son of Denmark Vesey you wanna f*** wit?

what child of Tubman or Assata you wanna run wit?

what son of Cuffy L’Ouvrture or Douglass?

what Nat Turner progeny is in our dark corners

waiting to rise?

seed of Huey  child of Malcolm  Amistad bada**

you think you wanna follow into this absurd future

not knowing the difference between backs and walls?

what child of Crazy Horse you think you wanna fight?

these too we take into the dark

into these mysterious folds of skin

under arms and between our legs

backs of our throats

and all them swamps you don’t wanna follow through

East New York, Brooklyn and Oakland, California

Fifth Ward, Houston and South Side, Chicago

every reservation  every store-front church

every Erzulie ritual and Santero offering

what buffalo soldier you think you want

turnin’ on yo a**?

what hip-hop beat or gospel growl you want

raising spirits against you?

what zydeco  what capoeira you want

holding a gun to your head?

we who survive Ku Klux Klan and Move bombings

who didn’t get thrown overboard

who didn’t get sick in the passage

this sh*t ain’t no coincidence

all this  we take into the dark

grow stink to fester like culture

you don’t want none of this Mau Mau sh*t

none of this Panther sh*t

this Black Jacobin sh*t

from we who survive

Giuliani and Jasper, Texas

you think this sh*t would have been easier?
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1. Read Madhubuti’s manifesto, Kerouac’s “Essentials,” and Angelou’s “Phenomenal Woman.”

2. Talk about what is great about each, discuss.

3. Note the liberties the poets take with spelling/language.

Writing Exercise

1. Have students write their own manifesto or list of writing essentials.

2. Have students write for 20 minutes, encouraging them to fill two pages or 20 essentials.

3. Stop writing. Read around.

“Black Poetics/for the many to come” 

by Don L. Lee (Haki R. Madhubuti)

The most significant factor about the poems/poetry you will be reading is the idea. The idea is not the manner in which a poem is conceived but the conception itself. From the idea we move toward development & direction (direction: the focusing of yr/idea in a positive or negative manner; depending on the poet’s orientation). Poetic form is synonymous with poetic structure and is the guide in developing yr/idea.


What u will be reading is blackpoetry. Blackpoetry is written for/to/about & around the lives/spiritactions/humanism & total existence of blackpeople. Blackpoetry in form/sound/word usage/intonation/rhythm/repetition/definition/direction & beauty is opposed to that which is now (& yesterday) considered poetry, i.e., wh-ite poetry. Blackpoetry in its purest form is diametrically opposed to wh-ite poetry. Whereas, blackpoets deal in the concrete rather than the abstract (concrete: art for people’s sake; black language or Afro-american language in contrast to standard English, &c.). Blackpoetry moves to define and legitimize blackpeople’s reality (that  which is real to us). Those in power (the unpeople) control and legitimize the the negroes’ (the realpeople’s) reality out of that which they, the unpeople, consider real. That is, to the unpeople the television programs Julia and The Mod Squad reflect their vision of what they feel the blackman is about or should be about. So, in effect, blackpoetry is out to negate the negative influences of the mass media; whether it be TV, newspaper, magazines or some wh-ite boy standing on stage saying he’s a “blue eyed soul brother.”


Blackpeople must move to where all confrontations with the unpeople are meaningful and constructive. That means that most, if not all, blackpoetry will be political. I’ve often come across black artists (poets, painters, actors, writers, &c.) who feel that they and their work should be apolitical; not realizing that to be apolitical is to be political in a negative way for blackfolks. There is no neutral blackart; either it is or it isn’t, period. To say that one is not political is as dangerous as saying, “by any mean necessary,” it’s an intellectual cop-out, & n*****s are copping-out as regularly as blades of grass in a New England suburb. Being political is also why the black artist is considered dangerous by those who rule, the unpeople. The black artist by defining and legitimizing his own reality becomes a positive force in the black community (just think of the results of Le Roi Jones [Imamu Amiri Baraka] writing the lyrics for the music of James Brown). You see, black for the blackpoet is a way of life. And, his totalactions will reflect that blacknes & he will be an example for his community rather than another contradictor.


Blackpoetry will continue to define what is and what isn’t. Will it tell what it to be & how to be it (or bes it). Blackpoetry is and will continue to be an important factor in culture building. I believe Robert Hayden had culture building in mind when he wrote these lines in an early poem:



It is time to call the children



Into the evening quiet of the living-room



And teach them the legends of their blood.


Blackpoetry is excellence & truth and will continue to seek such. Blackpoetry will move toe xpose & wipe-out that which is not necessary for our existence as a people. As a people is the only way we can endure….and blacknation building must accelerate at top speed. Blackpoetry is Ornette Coleman teaching violin & the Supremes being black again. Blackpoetry is like a razor, it’s sharp & will cut deep, not out to wound but to kill the inactive blackmind. Like, my oldman used to pickup numbers and he’d seldom get caught & I’m faster than him; this is a fight with well defined borders & I know the side I’m ON. See u. Go head, now.







-As-Salaam Alaikum

“Belief and Technique for Modern Prose” by Jack Kerouac

1. Scribbled secret notebooks, and wild typewritten pages, for yr own joy
2. Submissive to everything, open, listening 
3. Try never get drunk outside yr own house 
4. Be in love with yr life 
5. Something that you feel will find its own form 
6. Be crazy dumbsaint of the mind 
7. Blow as deep as you want to blow 
8. Write what you want bottomless from bottom of the mind 
9. The unspeakable visions of the individual 
10. No time for poetry but exactly what is 
11. Visionary tics shivering in the chest 
12. In tranced fixation dreaming upon object before you 
13. Remove literary, grammatical and syntactical inhibition 
14. Like Proust be an old teahead of time 
15. Telling the true story of the world in interior monolog 
16. The jewel center of interest is the eye within the eye 
17. Write in recollection and amazement for yourself 
18. Work from pithy middle eye out, swimming in language sea 
19. Accept loss forever 
20. Believe in the holy contour of life 
21. Struggle to sketch the flow that already exists intact in mind 
22. Dont think of words when you stop but to see picture better 
23. Keep track of every day the date emblazoned in yr morning 
24. No fear or shame in the dignity of yr experience, language & knowledge 
25. Write for the world to read and see yr exact pictures of it 
26. Bookmovie is the movie in words, the visual American form 
27. In praise of Character in the Bleak inhuman Loneliness 
28. Composing wild, undisciplined, pure, coming in from under, crazier the better 
29. You're a Genius all the time 
30. Writer-Director of Earthly movies Sponsored & Angeled in Heaven

“Phenomenal Woman” by Maya Angelou

Pretty women wonder where my secret lies
I'm not cute or built to suit a fashion model's size
But when I start to tell them 
They think I'm telling lies. 
I say, 
It's in the reach of my arms 
The span of my hips, 
The stride of my step, 
The curl of my lips. 
I'm a woman 
Phenomenally. 
Phenomenal woman, 
That's me. 

I walk into a room 
Just as cool as you please, 
And to a man, 
The fellows stand or 
Fall down on their knees. 
Then they swarm around me, 
A hive of honey bees. 
I say, 
It's the fire in my eyes 
And the flash of my teeth, 
The swing of my waist, 
And the joy in my feet. 
I'm a woman 
Phenomenally. 
Phenomenal woman, 
That's me. 

Men themselves have wondered 
What they see in me. 
They try so much 
But they can't touch 
My inner mystery. 
When I try to show them, 
They say they still can't see. 
I say 
It's in the arch of my back, 
The sun of my smile, 
The ride of my breasts, 
The grace of my style. 
I'm a woman 
Phenomenally. 
Phenomenal woman, 
That's me. 

Now you understand 
Just why my head's not bowed. 
I don't shout or jump about 
Or have to talk real loud. 
When you see me passing 
It ought to make you proud. 
I say, 
It's in the click of my heels, 
The bend of my hair, 
The palm of my hand, 
The need of my care, 
'Cause I'm a woman 
Phenomenally. 
Phenomenal woman, 
That's me.
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Where I’m From: The Poetics of Place





Young Chicago Authors





The Poetics of Place





The basic foundation of hip-hop poetics: represent!





To have students write in detail about their place origin.





Willie Perdomo’s poem, “Where I’m From”


Mos Def’s verse from “Respiration”





Young Chicago Authors





The elevation & innovation of common language and word play





Young people and their sub-cultures have been adding to the dominant lexicon since the dawn of the dictionary. A look at what we say and how we use new language.





To teach students the value of their everyday speak.





Big L’s “Ebonics”


Paul Beatty’s “Dib Dab” from his book Joker, Joker Deuce





Sekou Sundiata’s “Shout Out”


Aracelis Girmay’s “Invocation”





For students to create a great and appropriate introductory poem for their portfolio and collection of poems. An account of their influences..





The invocation and shout is a way to recognize and give praise to the influences and peoples who us where we are and came before us. An exercise of reverence.





Lists and the music of repetition





Young Chicago Authors











Club Banger #1: Invocation/Shout Out














Our Language is Poetic Language: Spectacular Vernaculars and Indigenous/Ingenious Slang














What It’s Like to Be (Me)…for Those of You Who Aren’t








Young Chicago Authors





Identity





A chance to tell the world what it’s like to be you.





To have students create a poem about their multiple identities. 





Patricia Smith’s poem “What it’s like to be a Black Girl” from Life According to Motown








Young Chicago Authors





Thick description





Gwendolyn Brooks said to tell the stories in front of your nose.





To have students write in thick detail a specific spot their see and/or visit on a regular basis. 





Common’s “The Corner”


Thomas Sayers Ellis’ “Block Party”


Quraysh Ali Lansana’s “Sixty Third & Cottage Grove”

















The Corner: Smaller Places & the Poems in Front of Our Noses











Realist Portraiture: Pictures of People We Know














Club Banger #2: The Utopian Future World





Aesop Rock’s “9-5ers Anthem”


Martin Espada’s “Image the Angels of Bread”








To have students write a poem/song of the world to come, a world they hope to inhabit.





The current world has been constructed and imagined. It is the work of the poetic imagination to construct a future world.














1st Thing’s 1st: Narrative of The New





The imaginative world-to-be.





Patricia Smith’s “First Kiss”








To have students write a narrative poem about their first time doing something new. 





We have a million of these stories at our disposal.





Narrative storytelling





Young Chicago Authors





Young Chicago Authors





Young Chicago Authors





Realist portraiture





The people around and close to us are sites to study and report on.





To have students write realist portraits of people they encounter in their daily lives. 





Kanye West’s verse on “Drive Slow”


Patrick Rosal’s “Freddie”


Toi Derricotte’s “Christmas Eve: My Mother Dressing”











Young Chicago Authors





Personification & Epistolary poems





Usually we are unable to respond to the radio and dominant culture. Until now.





To have students write a letter to the music which they love (and hate) and are sometimes disappointed by. 





Common’s “I Used To Love H.E.R.”


Selection from Joan Morgan’s When Chickenheads Come Home to Roost


Simone Muench’s “Tom Waits I Hate You”

















Epistles to Hip-Hop (or other music if you must)





Young Chicago Authors





odes





In the tradition of Neruda and songs about white tees, signing our love for the things around us.





To have students wrote odes to things they can’t live without, things that make their lives a bit better. 





LL Cool J’s “Radio”


Araclis Girmay’s “Ode to the Letter B and Ode to the Watermelon”


Patrick Rosal’s “Poem for my Extra Nipple”

















Odes: elevating and praising the mundane





Qwel’s couplet from his song “Cliché”


Bao Phi and Douglas Kearney’s “Hip-Hop Haiku”





To have students write a battle rhyme in couplets and haikus.





The art of the emcee battle is at the foundation of hip-hop culture. Verbal wars and jousts are in practically all indigenous storytelling traditions.





Coded Language and Writing in Form





Young Chicago Authors














Who Wanna Battle?: Verbal War in Forms














Battle Poems: The   Elevation





Young Chicago Authors





Rants and critical discourse





Sometimes we need to get stuff off our chests and only the paper will listen.





To have students write epistolary (letter) poems to someone or some idea that needs to be addressed.





Luis Rodriguez’s “To the Police Officer”


Kim Berez’s “A Poem for Wicker Park Yuppies”





Young Chicago Authors





Autobiography





Think of all that happens to us within one year, all the changes and experiences we collect.





For students to write an autobiography about one year in their lives.





Ruth Forman’s “Five”


Elizabeth Alexander’s “Nineteen”


John Murillo’s “1989”














The Autobiography of a Year





Young Chicago Authors





Persona poem





Telling the story of someone who is not us, perhaps someone very different.





To have students write a persona poem.





Martin Espada’s “The Bouncer’s Confession”


Patricia Smith’s “Skinhead”














Persona: From the I You are Not





To have students write a personification poem.





The things around us have a history and interesting vantage point upon the universe.





Personification





Young Chicago Authors








If the Walls Could Talk, What Would They Say?: Personification and the Inanimate Audible





Cornelius Eady’s “Jemima’s Do-Rag”


Marty McConnell’s “the football to Peyton Manning” and “the vodka to Miss USA”


Pharaohe Monch’s “When the Gun Draws”





Young Chicago Authors





The poetics of the intimate





Looking at the poetics of Frank O’Hara.





To have students write a poem in the style of O’Hara’s Personism.





Nas’s “One Love”


Frank O’Hara’s essay “Personism” and his poem “Steps”











Personism: A Poem Between Two People, Rather Than Two Pages





Young Chicago Authors





Thick verse and storytelling





HL Mencken said the job of the writer in the 20th century is to record the process of industrialization. Perhaps the job of the poet in the 21st century is to record the process of post-industrialization, de-industrialization and globalization.





To have students write about work in a new economy.





Kanye West’s verse from “Spaceship”�Martin Espada’s “Unemployed Toolmaker”











The Poetics of Post-Industrialism: The Stories of Work and Working in a Changing City/World





Young Chicago Authors





Word play





The desire to honor our fractured and immigrant pidgins.





To have students write a fractured linguistic poem in the style of Suheir Hammad and/or Paolo Javier.





Paolo Javier’s “English as Occupation”


Suheir Hammad’s “break(place)”











Resisting Colonialism: Fractured Poetics and Surrealism as a Marvelous Arm














Club Banger #3: Defining Your Generation





Young Chicago Authors





List poem and anthem





Every generation needs its song sung.





To have students write a generational ode and portrait.





selection of Allen Ginsberg’s “Howl”


Roger Bonair-Agard’s “Song for Trent Lott”











Manifestos & Essentials





Young Chicago Authors





Manifestos





A chance to tie many things learned together and say what is essential about what has been learned and thought.





To have students write a list of essentials and/or manifesto about their own writing.





Haki Madhubuti’s “Black Poetics / for the many to come”


Jack Kerouac’s “Essentials for Spontaneous Prose”


Maya Angelou’s “Phenomenal Woman”





Young Chicago Authors:


Louder Than A Bomb


Curriculum





Developed by Kevin Coval and Toni Asante Lightfoot





Reading Comprehension, fluency, & vocabulary
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