13 WAYS TO SEE EXERCISE – CHOOSE A WORD.  WRITE 13 LITTLE POEMS USING THE WORD IN VARIOUS WAYS.  DESCRIPTION AND ORIGINALITY ARE IMPORTANT.

13 WAYS TO SEE THE MOON

1. The blood red orb rose over the wheat

Soon to feel the slice of the scythe

      A victim of the harvest moon.

2.
       

Gently the red canoe glides


       


Over the mirror


       

A silver moon trapped in its reflection

3.
    A fleshy behind wedges itself in the window


   The old beater putts past


   With its shocking cargo 


    Many stifle giggles,



   Mothers distract their wide-eyed children

            

   and an old woman


     Gasps at its receding pink form 


     Flouting the world along Main Street

4. We are on opposites sides of the world

Two continents; two hemispheres.

Even the constellations we are born under

Take different forms.


I stare at Orion 

and imagine you staring at who knows what

(I never was too good with geography

Or is it astrology?)

Even our tongues betray us.

Look to the moon

Its craters the only thing we can agree upon.

5. Pink Floyd plays on

“the dark side of the moon”

The heater hums cozy lullabies

Being stranded at 40 below

Is welcome:

Quiet,

Solitary

My mind only on my survival,

like living on

The dark side of the moon.


6.
Can you believe someone left all of 



this stuff here.

How many times do we have to remind those

Picnickers not to leave litter

‘No trace exploring’ I like to call it.

And they even had the nerve to plant a flag

Like they own this rock or something!

I heard them out here the last time.

“One small step for man, one giant step for mankind”

Too bad they can’t do anything more for their own 

Before spending millions on sending 5 guys out  here

But that was many moons ago.

Do you think they’ve changed?

6. Moondrops they call it.

She began using it the day 

She turned 50.

She’s 72 and still trying

To erase the wisdom 

She’s gained

Every wrinkle has a price

But she’s earned them.

I found one today

I’ll have to ask her where 

I can get a jar of Moondrops.

7. She practices

Ponderously

Biting her lip 

Until it bleeds.

As a salty river 

Runs its course

Raindrops on piano keys

Moonlight Sonata

Was never felt so deeply

So desperately

Trying to please 

A critical ear



Deaf to humanity



Demanding of perfection.

8. Pots clatter in a steel sink

Doors slamming for effect

Who does he think he is? she fumes

Outside the lawn mower

Roars to life

As if sound could drown out

The anger pounding on the door

The honeymoon’s over.

9. Is it a crush?

Are you going steady?

The Paleolithic phrases burst forth

The phone rings 

(You don’t need a cell phone she insists)

It’s a boy she whispers dramatically

At least we’ve got a cordless

I can escape her radar ears

Her ridiculous idiotic idiomatic banter

 (Are you mooning over that boy?)

Every moment becomes a B movie

Her corny lines 

Causing my eyes to roll.

Emerging from my room

Red eyed

I avoid her curious gaze.

She puts her arm around me

A blanket of platitudes

But it’s cozy

Certain

Like her.

She strokes my hair

There are plenty of fish in the sea.

10. Moonface!

The epithet lost on him

He smiles and waves

His tiny teeth like rows 

Of white corn 

Childlike

he returns to

His world where 

There is no cruelty

No Tards



Where authority waves



A mightly hand

 to keep him safe from  

our childish jibes.

11. The violin her mother insists

As she corrects us.

Not a fiddle

Fiddles are for hillbillies

I see the small black case

And imagine Carey Grant

Pull out a machine gun

Such a scene would be welcome.

Let me escape from this recital hell.

Let me hear the shoeless poor

Their spoons bouncing off patched knees

Their spirits lifted by moonshine

Their limbs loose and fluid

Better yet,

Just shoot me.
12. Hecate holds out her withered hand

Attempting to catch a vaporous drop


Strong medicine

The final ingredient for chaos

A turning of the tides of fortune

Fatal to the fearless

A murderous drop of water from the moon.

13. Muenster, moonster, monster

Words changing shape

Their letters like watercolours in the rain

Creative chaos

