
Chain Poems: April 16 & 17, 2012 

 

First Period 

 

Twisted like a pretzel into yoga knots, 

I find it hard to be bubbly and cheerful 

in this cramped gym with Spanish signs on the walls 

and gum stuck on the exercise equipment. 

It’s easier to be a potato, 

pale and fat, than to fill 

this rift in my tortured soul 

with activity that makes me sweat. 

 

 

Second Period 

 

Praying like the arms of a pretzel, 

he was the “salt of the earth”: 

A man who sailed the ocean of life until 

he arrived in Mexico, a vacation in  

the hot sun, but the 

long summer left him 

swimming in sin. 

And so went his faith. 

 

 

Third Period 

 

This pretzel is not salty enough for my tastes, 

although it is properly curvy in all the right places, 

like those girls in my English class. 

Some say we are just children, 

snot, dripping from our noses in 

gross, greenish gobs. 

But I protest! I have learned more in school than the alphabet. 

I’ve also mastered anatomy. 

 

 

Fourth Period 

 

Having written about pretzels all day, I can almost 

Taste the salt on the end of my pen, 

Which I dip in an ocean of ink, 

Spearing little cartoon fish that populate my desk. 

In Japan, they go to school 11 hours a day, which 

Is nothing new for an Asian culture that loves to learn, 

But I don’t even like rice when it is fried in grease and MSG. 

America is a kitchen, and I am a frozen burrito. 



Fifth Period 

 

Eating pretzels and gossiping,  

the knot of teenaged girls 

is tied around one of the small tables in the food court. 

As if they don’t already have enough shoes, 

they are shopping for more, ever shopping for something to 

take their minds off the inevitability of death, 

that black and fearful dream haunting their thoughts in 

 a gothic wonderland. 

 

 

Sixth Period 

 

Fingers bent like pretzels, 

twisted into painful arthritic knots, 

I attack this evil assignment for English 

while horns from passing 

cars interrupt the peace of my dim bedroom. 

“Consuela!” I hear my rich neighbor shouting for the nanny 

while his baby cries and cries: 

New life here in my concealed womb. 

 

 

Seventh Period 

 

Butter dripped along the folded arms of the thick, doughy pretzel, 

following a salty trail twisted  

like ropes slathered in slippery deliciousness. 

 I slide down that buttery chute, swinging 

back to my childhood, when my greatest concerns 

were sports and candy. 

But my soccer career ended with adolescence, 

and now my hands are empty. 

The pretzel is gone. 

 


