Sunday Morning
The Arabica aroma awakening my senses
The New York Times sitting on the front porch, waiting

The smell of fresh cut grass dresses the morning

A smidge of sweet cream and two spoons of sugar

The kids still asleep at least a half hour more

I unfold the pages the paper and sip my coffee

“Frigid Temperatures Claim Lives Of Children in Kabul”

Twenty-two kids killed in Kabul, the fierce cold like a disease

Infecting, surrendering fourteen infants frozen to death

Humbled, for a moment I think

Just yesterday the dreaded electrical bill came

Writing a the check, irritable, half a week’s pay, for what?

“Syrian Unrest After a Failure of Diplomacy” 

A region in revolt

An activist tortured to death

The government’s hand strengthened

Civilians taking up arms

The death toll at 5,400 – when the United Nations stopped counting

“Egyptians Mourn”

A podium cloaked in mourners

Demanding answers – Liars – they accuse

“Iran: If Israel Attacks”

A slumbering giant, warns of war 

Two hundred killed, in a Syrian City ---

I can hear the footsteps above my 

Head, looking up from my paper, the final sip

Of a once warm cup of coffee realizing, just for a moment, how easy it is 

To forget the rest of the world.

Reflection:

1)     What’s the strength of your poem? I think I have a strong idea, I just am not sure it’s coming through the way want it too. I think the strength of my poem is that I have a good foundation to build upon.
2)    What could still be improved? I’m not super happy with this poem; I think a lot could be improved. When I continue to work on it I’m going to try and use more fresh language, and stronger imagery.
3)   What was the most significant fact you learned about this issue?I didn’t learn about one particular issue, but many current issues.
4)    Was the contemplative activity helpful in allowing you to integrate your feelings with the facts?  Did an image emerge for you? Yes, I took me in a direction that I didn’t expect. While my issue began as an exploration of violence and conflict throughout the Middle East and Africa, through the activity I realized what bothered me a lot was that these awful things happen all over the world, for example the babies and kids that are freezing to death in Kabul, and how petty the US “problems” are in comparison. I complain that my heating bill was too high only to read about these kids freezing to death, I feel grateful and ashamed. It just amazes me at how easy it can be to forget or ignore human suffering. The image that emerged to me was, myself, reflecting on something I do most days. Coffee and the paper before the kids get up, reading about the horrendous things happening all over the world. Then moving on with my day, hardly giving it a second thought. 
Commercial Whaling

 

Blood, red as a poison sunset,

potent as pain,

stains the ocean

 

with death. Over a whale’s corpse,

washed upon the shore,

seagulls cry and Barnacles attached must find a new world.

 

The sea’s child has been slaughtered.

While waves crash,

and the world cries out in anguish,

 

the beast of glory dies.

Such beauty has been broken by

a harpoon lodged in its belly.

 

Washed upon a sandy beach, the whale’s

forever peaceful eyes wane,

and it thrashes its last as the crimson tide shakes its body.

 

I am brought to tears.

 

 Reflection

1)  What’s the strength of your poem?

I think the strength of my poem is the emotions that it expresses and evoked within the reader as well as the imagery.

2)  What could still be improved?

I think it could be lengthened, have more facts added, as well as be more organized. Also, possibly, even more imagery would make the poem better.

3)  What was the most significant fact you learned about this issue?

I learned that whales are actually quickly going extinct from this practice, despite the fact that it is illegal. It’s tragic.

4)  Was the contemplative activity helpful in allowing you to integrate your feelings with the facts?  Did an image emerge for you? 

Yes, I think it was very helpful because it helped me associate myself very personally to the subject. Yes, an image did emerge from me. It was a whale, panting from water, with blood red waves crashing down upon it, and a spear lodged in its belly. It was a very gruesome image, but I used it, and I think it enhanced the reality of the poem.

Here are two more examples of student poems, though I don’t have a copy of the reflection: 

The Great Pacific Garbage Patch

Somewhere deep

in the ocean gyre

out where no men go,

are remnants of my

modern life

writhing to and fro.

Three and a half  million tons of trash

all sent from me and you.

To  gather in this swirling

 mess of plastic garbage stew

the size of Texas

or more – Yahoo.

This gyre has my ire

as it rears its ugly head,

how dare they show me photos

of an albatross that’s dead,

and full of

fetid pieces of plastic.

That’s phenolic to you

chemist types

who love this modern brew.

To me it’s just

my water jug or shoes

or what- have- you.

I do not want to lose

my stuff, my comfort, or

my ease,

so take my trash,

I pay enough

to do just what I please.

Keep your nurdles,

 and your turtles and 

the mermaid tears –

I just want my modern life, what are a million birds to me?

The Roots of a Sentinel

Just down the block

there is a shopping complex

fresh painted and new,

A dozen different destinations

food, clothing or entertainment

for you to choose,

Wandering the stores

I feel a void emptier than

the field that was here before,

Grandma said there

were woods as far 

as the eye could see,

She would bitterly say

what need for woods

compared to the progress of society,

This forest was a shelter

the animals were food

their hides clothed us,

Well, I said to her

these shops provide now 

the merchants sustain us,

She was hurt

I could plainly see

as she clutched her heart,

Saddened by her pain

I grabbed my coat

and a breath of fresh air,

Walking for some time

I came across 

a stand of silent sentinels,

Their trunks stood ancient

and proud, ever watchful

over this region,

White wisps of winter clouds hung in 

the darkened sky their cotton ball 

outlines soaking in a heavenly ink,

As the they wrung out their sepia tones

I took refuge under an immense oak

and ate the berries of a nearby bush,

It was not empty here

here the forest stretched and grew

a thousand different plants and hues,

I soaked in the sweet steady shower

basking in the wetness

my feet taking root in the ground,

She was right

this place was sacred

irreplaceable,

That day my roots took hold and I too became a sentinel.

