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Defining the Despicable
by Michael J. Hollows

The first exercise was to write an overly complicated and 
descriptive piece, then a very basic piece. I wrote prose 
because I was finding it hard to concentrate and I think I 
missed the point. But here follows:

Part 1
The boy sat waiting, like a defendant awaiting his time in court. 
He calculated and planned, a thing so devious it would not be 
forgotten. When the man would leave, carefully placing his 
papers like a stack a time, and exit the room. He, the boy, with 
the whole of his devious experience and cunning would take 
from atop the desk, the computer of the man. He would never 
know that it was that boy and not any of the others that snuck 
away like a ghost in the night, no not he.

Part 2
The boy sat waiting in the classroom, planning the theft. He 
waited for the teacher to leave, after he stacked his papers. 
The he stood and quietly placed the teachers laptop in his bag 
and left. No one would know.

Part 3 (We were then asked to write a combination of both)
The boy sat waiting in the classroom, planning the theft. A 
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thing so devious, so wrong it would not be forgotten. He would 
wait until the teacher left, stacking the pieces of paper like a 
timeline of the class edging back into the beginning, and 
exiting the room. Then he would sneak and place the 
computer in his bag. Like a ghost in the night. No one would 
know.
 
As you can see all three examples were pretty close to home 
that night. It was indeed the only thing I could think about. I 
must stress that I have no idea if this is what happened, this is 
just where my upset and hurt mind went.
After that we talked a lot more about poetry and looked at 
some good examples, which I will definitely be looking to read 
more of. We looked at poetry that sought to discuss large, 
abstract topics, but in a human way. I liked that idea. I’ve 
always hated overly abstract writing, sometimes you need to 
get to the point. But it is always about balance. The next 
exercise that night was to write a poem about an abstract idea, 
while keeping it balanced and honest. Naturally, I chose 
‘Anger.’
 
Anger
 
Red is often the colour,
of anger, but
it is so much
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more than that and
yet, much simpler.
Not something to
overelaborate.
Something pure, vengeful.
Something plan, an emotion
of our minds
in reaction to something
that upsets, something
wrong.


