
 

LESSON PLAN:  “THIS IS NOT A WORKSHOP”  

CREATED BY SARAH D. LAWSON 

OBJECTIVE:  To create a poem demonstrating a greater understanding of individual parts 

of their physical person or personality as they relate and are influenced by 
the world around them. 

KEY TERMS: Anaphora - Repetition for effect-the use of the same word or phrase at the 
beginning of several successive clauses, sentences, lines, or verses, usually 
for emphasis or rhetorical effect. 
Tone – Refers to an attitude a writer takes toward a subject  
Syntax - The study of an author’s specific use of phrases, clauses, and 
sentence patterns.  
Parallelism (parallel structure) - The repetition of words or phrases that 
have similar grammatical structures. 

STANDARDS:  Virginia 

9.1, 9.2 B, 10.2 C, 9.3 – 12.3 F, 9.4 A, 
C-M, 9.6 – 10.6 A E, 9.6 B, D, E, H, 
10.6 C, F 

Common Core 

Reading 

Grades 6-8: 2, 5 
Grades 9-12: 2, 5 

Writing 

Grades 6-8: 3.b-d, 4, 5 
Grades 9-12: 3.a-d, 4, 5 

Language Standards 

Grades 6-8: 3, 5 
Grades 9-12: 3, 5 

  



 

INTRODUCTION: Today’s workshop is pretty straight forward. We will be creating a “This is not 
a” poem in the style of Ken Arkind’s “An Experiment in Noise, in A Sharp 
Major.” 

STEP ONE: • Start the workshop by having poets pick a body part (G-rated).  
• Next, have them create a list of objects that remind them of the body 

part. If poets have trouble creating the list of objects play a word 
association game with the entire group or give a few examples. 

o Eyes = Windows 
o Teeth = Knives 
o Lips = Guitar Strings 

STEP TWO: Play Ken Arkind’s poem “An Experiment in Noise, in A Sharp 
Major.”  http://youtu.be/k_tJQcbIR-4.   

o The full text is provided in the Additional Materials section. 

STEP THREE: From the list they created, have students create their own first line: “This is 
not a [insert body part], it is a [insert object].” 

Now it’s time to write! Give students 10-12 minutes to free write, using the first 
line they created as their prompt.   

 

 

http://youtu.be/k_tJQcbIR-4


 

ADDITIONAL MATERIALS 

“An Experiment in Noise, in A Sharp 
Major” by Ken Arkind 
 

This is not a heart, it’s a volume knob. 
You turn it this way when you wish to 
scream, 
you turn it this way when you wish to 
whisper. 
It is a gift, and carries much weight with it, 
your chest can feel as heavy as an ocean, 
there is more than enough silence beneath 
the surface for you to drown in. 
Be careful, it is a weapon and can hurt 
people, 
their ears will not be ready for your anthem. 
Speak d without shape is static, 
and you were not born a dead channel. 
You, were born screaming. 
Does music belong to the instrument or the 
ears that hear it? 
If one receives a gift it belongs to them and 
not the gift giver, 
so when you tell someone your name, 
does it still belong to you? 
Branches, Violin Strings,  
The wind, A bow. 
Music notes, Hummingbirds, Ear drums, 
Flowers.  
Epithets, Shotguns, 
Human, Targets. 
This is not a heart, it’s a volume knob. 
That makes your veins wires. 
If your veins are wires, then your limbs are 
speakers, 
if your limbs are speakers, then movement is 
a song. 
Running, Song. 
Dancing, Song. 
Kissing, Song. 
Fighting, Song. 
So choir many many choirs, 
holy holy little fists. 
Leave the world dancing in your headphone 
dust, 
drenched in speaker sweat, 
covered in eardrum graffiti, 
and invite them all into your sonic temple. 
alone. you. are. just. one. word. 
Together we make a sentence. 
Together we have purpose. 
This is not a heart, it’s a volume knob. 

With it you can sing( many many) songs. 
Joy. 
Acceptance. 
Humility. 
Forgiveness. 
Fear. 
Loneliness. 
Pride. 
Hate. 
 

Love.Love.Love.Love.Love.Love.Love. 
Remember that refrain when the waves 
come, (they will come) 
they will try and mute you, 
they will try and drown you with their, 
talking, talking, talking, talking, talking. 
They will try to sharpen your bones. 
They will try to sharpen your shoulders 
blades. 
They will try to convince you to cleave off 
your wings, 
by shrugging from the weight of them. 
That the burden is too much to carry, 
That you deserve silence. 
They will try and deafen you, 
They will try and deafen you by firing their, 
Their guns 
Their guns 
Their guns 
By firing their guns 
Their guns. 
Put your guns away, our weapon’s in our 
chests. 
Your body is an arsenal. Your guy is a 
foxhole, 
Your lungs magazines, Your throat is a 
barrel. 
Your tongue is a trigger. 
Click against the war drum of your jaw, 
and echo the sound: 
No. 
No. 
You will not touch me. 
No. 
You will not call me that word. 
No. 
I will not move. 
A bullet cannot hurt an ocean, 
and waves are just static atop its depth. 
You are louder than this. 
A transmission, 
sent straight through bullhorn of tongue, 
by the soapbox that got lodged in your 
throat, on the day they told you to swallow 



 

your pride. 
You are louder than this. 
You are ruckus. 
You are opus. 
So shatter the silence and proclaim yourself, 
turn up your melody so loudly that they 
never forget, 
and hand the world your name, 
like it was gift. 
Spine, 
straighter than a ship’s mast. 
Chin, 
held higher than full sails. 
Static, 
crashing like waves breaking against your 
bow. 
The bullets of their lips firing, 
but missing, 
with every, 
shot.with purpose, 
sound 

 


