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NORTHWEST FLIGHT 3667 WITH NONSTOP SERVICE TO LONDON HEATHROW.  NOW BOARDING AT GATE C2
Two Voice Poetry. “Leaving on a Jetplane”
Me:





My Mom:

It’s time to go!



It’s time to go.

The plane is boarding!


The plane is boarding







Already?

I can’t believe I’m doing this!







I can’t believe you’re doing this.

But I honestly can’t wait!







I can wait.

Anxious, nervous



Anxious, nervous

Thrilled, excited!










Sad, lonely.

London seems







Eight months seem

So





So

Far





Far

Away!





Away.

I’m so ready for change.


I’m going to have









You’re going to have

The time of my life!



The time of your life.


This place is so boring.







But this place is safe.







Will you promise to call?

Of course I will call.

This is just goodbye for now









This is just for a little while

I’ll miss you so much







I love you so much

Goodbye!




Goodbye.

THE NEXT STOP IS MILE END.  THIS IS AN EASTBOUND CENTRAL LINE TRAIN TO STRATFORD.  CHANGE HERE FOR THE WATERLOO, PICADILLY, AND HAMMERSMITH AND CITY LINES.  PLEASE MIND THE GAP BETWEEN THE TRAIN AND THE PLATFORM.
Ode to London.

I had no idea where I was going

Venturing out here on my own,

Breaking a calm course of existence

Lost completely in the unknown.

I’ve lost myself all over this world

Tearing this lonely planet apart

But there’s only one city where I belong

For only London holds my heart

I left some things behind

When I left this wondrous place

Had no time to pick them up

My luggage lacked the space

I left some pieces of back there

So London might miss me too

Until I get these pieces back,

You might wonder why I’m blue

It’s because I’m wrongly sorted,

A puzzle incomplete,

I left bits of my heart all over

London’s cobbled streets

I left one in Hyde park,

The time I  was locked inside its gates,

I left one at the Hayfield Pub,

Certainly with my British mates.

I left one in Picadilly,

One in Leicester Square,

I left one at Westminster Abbey,

Upon Queen Elizabeth’s chair.

I left one at Tate Modern,

Hanging from Waxy O’Connor’s tree,

I left one in Covent Garden,

In “Souf” London, in Bethnal Green.

I left one in Camden town,

Among the mohawks and the punks,

I left one in my Brick Lane aloo,

And in a minicab trunk.

I left one with the Canterbury shoes,

In red phone booths all over the city

I left one floating down the River Thames

The night that Parliament looked so pretty

I left one in my fish and chips,

And on the London Eye,

And if you chance to look straight up,

I left one dangling in London’s sky.

Perhaps the place I left the most was

The campus on Mile End Road,

Queen Mary, University of London

Is the reason I write this ode.

I left it with my flatmates,

At Maynard Flat E2

I left my heart at Queen Mary

But found myself, strangely, too

So cheers to you, dear London

For wherever I happen to roam

It’s true that when I found London,

My heart also found a home.
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EASY JET FLIGHT 32 NOW BOARDING ALL ROWS TO PARIS.  GOOD LUCK.

Rant – Easy Jet Airlines
Sure, flying from Milan to Paris for 30 euro seemed like a good idea at the time.  And of course, as an seasoned easyJet passenger, you were prepared for the usual conditions of a cheap airline service: security is for decoration purposes only, no assigned seating, zero legroom, and in-flight entertainment consists of taking a trip to the bathroom or trying to avoid staring too long at the blaze orange interior, chairs, floors, barfbags, and scarves of the crazy Dutch flight attendants for fear of going blind.  And don’t forget the one of the unmentioned perks of the trip:  the 4:00 am wake up so you can catch the first bus (the metro doesn’t run this early) so you can get to the overpriced coach bus that will hopefully get you to the airport on time.  Upon arrival, however, you notice this so-called airport consists of no more than a tent, a field, and a splattering of pavement in the middle of nowhere, roughly an hour outside of your intended destination.  (Note:  Bergamo Airport is called so, because it is, in fact, in Bergamo, not Milan.)  Then something happens you didn’t expect:  my flight gets delayed.  Then it gets cancelled.  Panic sets in.  Trying to find help in this deserted Italian airport tent is impossible, and you realize the check-in line is seconds away from turning into a full-fledged multilingual brawl.  After searching for the help counter for an hour, and after waiting in line for an additional two, you finally begin to understand that you are, in fact, being ignored by these nice Italian easyJet workers because I’m American.  Soon, your sleep deprived and angered mind begins to come up with crazed solutions like hitchhiking through this country with absolutely no knowledge of the language.  Or buying a EuroRail pass for 200 euro instead.  Or trying to find a way to meet up with your flatmate’s friend’s cousin’s mom’s daughter for a night, who someone possibly once said lived around Italy?  In the midst of all the confusion, you decide the best thing to do is curl up on the “floor” of this airport to take a nap.  Just as you’re about to drift off in a state of utter frustration and complete anger, you hear the sweet British-accented voice of an angel.  This nice lady presents you with the solution of flying from Milan to Prague to Vienna and then to Paris instead just flying directly from Milan to Paris.  Sounds good, you’ll do that.  NO!  Even on the verge of a mental breakdown you can’t help but consider the possible loopholes.  After thinking it over, you decide the best “option” is to wait at this “airport” for another 12 hours so you can catch a plane going to Nice, which at least in France, somewhere.  After surviving the always interesting “every man for themselves” mantra of the easyJet boarding process, you finally make it (more or less) to your destination.  At last.  And even though you arrived sick, starving, a day or two off schedule, spending twice as much as you originally planned, eventually you realize that it wasn’t that bad.  You’re still alive, right?  You got to where you were going and got a good story out of it.  And besides, this is the last time.  Next time you will fly on a real airline.  Except later that night, there you are again, booking flights easyJet.com to Amsterdam next weekend.  Because no matter how hard I try, you just can’t resist a good Eurotrip adventure on easyJet, and their tempting offers to whisk you away to exotic locations for chump change will always keep you coming back.
EASY JET FLIGHT 67 NOW BOARDING FROM PARIS TO BERLIN.  NOW BOARDING ALL ROWS.
Stream of Consciousness – Sachsenhausen Concentration Camp

…I can’t believe we’re in this place I hate this place so many people killed here I can’t believe how real this is I can’t believe this isn’t a place in a text book anymore “arbeit macht frei” is that what that gate just said but work didn’t liberate these people it killed them how terrifying how sad to have to walk through there and never come out that pole is still standing there to play loud German music to drown the noise of people dying people being shot in this death camp Sachsenhausen what a horrible place this track was made to punish people to have them run until the rubber wore off their boots or they collapsed this wasn’t even that long ago how could this have happened I can’t believe people actually slept in these houses the bullet catcher is what they called this thing where they could shoot people the brick is still standing from the gas chamber I wonder how many people stood right here and wanted to die did die death everywhere what was the last thing they saw did they ever think this would end this place is so quiet it’s deathly quiet why isn’t anyone talking here I guess I don’t know what to say either running my fingers over this wall tracing the outlines of the engraved names in this wall so many names so many people pictures of children Kubsch that’s my name I’ve never met another Kubsch before but we are in Germany that’s where my grandparents were born I feel sick I want to get out of here…
TRACK 8 NOW BOARDING ALL CARS WITH NONSTOP SERVICE FROM PRAGUE, CZECH REUPBLIC TO BUDAPEST, HUNGARY.  NOW BOARDING ALL CARS.
Recipe for an amazing EuroTrip:

Ingredients:

6 months England (including a heaping portion of London, a sprinkling of Oxford and Salisbury)

1 week Prague

1 week’s worth of Scottish Highlands

2 weeks Spain (emphasis on Barcelona, Madrid, and Toledo)

2 weekends Germany – Can substitute Freiburg for Berlin if necessary

1 weekend Wales

1 French vacation

1 trip to Greece (1/2 part Athens, ½ part Mykonos)

5 hours Edinburgh

8 generous portions of Italy (a nice Milan, Pompeii, Cinque Terre, Florence, Venice, Sorrento, Capri, and Rome blend highly recommended)

1 heaping spoonful of Eastern Europe (Vienna and Budapest preferred)

Optional, but recommended:

4 adventure-seeking friends

1 roomy backpack

1 airplane

1 train

a variety of metros (for garnish)

Spontaneity

Uncertainty

Fearlessness

Flexibility

Humor

 A “when in Rome” philosophy (literally)

Combine all desired locations and mix thoroughly.  Add small amounts of London until experience is to your liking.  Let simmer for 6 months to 2 years, apply humor, amusement, laughter, and interesting situations liberally.  Return to original location.  Result:  independence, experience, the best trip of your life, and some really good stories to tell.  Repeat if desired (highly recommended).  After all, you only live once.  Enjoy!

NOW BOARDING HELENIC SEAWAYS FERRY FROM BRINDISI, ITALY TO CORFU-ATHENS, GREECE.  GOOD LUCK.
“A Night In Zeus Ostel”

A [mostly true] Ghost Story.

It was a dull, dark, and soundless night in the summer of the year, when the clouds hung oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing by boat through unfamiliar territory.  Having spent the day upon the Greek Isle of Mykonos, my fellow travelers and I had at length found ourselves at 3am, lost, and alone, within view of the melancholy House of Usher.  Or Hostel of Zeus, rather, in Athens, Greece.  The air was hot and sticky, and for the first time since our arrival, it was eerily quiet.  The tourists had retreated from Syntagma Square.  The sword swallowers and fire breathers had disappeared.  The restaurants and shops once so busy, were now still and dark.  Besides the occasional stray cat, the only sign of life was supernatural glow of the Parthenon atop the Acropolis. Suddenly, I felt an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart.  Where exactly were we?  Literally?  I had not the faintest idea how to decipher the name of the street we were on.  ΣΑΦΡΑΜΠΟΛΕΩΣ Street is it?  Perhaps we should ask our cab driver.  But where did he go?  I know he owed us change from that 50€ cab ride.  Had he left us here?  Or was he just a figment of my imagination?  I looked upon the scene before us – the hostel, 5 decrepit stories high, vacant eye-like windows, and a flickering neon sign welcoming us to the vacancy at the Zeus Ostel (the sign, of course, was missing the necessary “H”).  Nevertheless, in this hostel of gloom my traveling party (consisting of my dear friends Lindsay, Alex, and Patrick) and I now proposed to ourselves a sojourn of some weeks.  The cats outside were growing in their multitude.  If we didn’t find somewhere to spend the night, we knew it would be our last out here.  We knew not what lie inside this desolate place, but with the cats licking their lips and closing in on our traveling party, we proceeded to enter the iron gates of Zeus Hostel.  After all, the light of the Parthenon reminded us that entire civilizations had survived here for centuries.  If only we should be so lucky tonight.


The four of us entered, adjusting our eyes to the bleak darkness of the room before us.  Where do we go?


“Fifth floor.  Staircase on your left.” A voice boomed.  Although we could not be certain who had instructed us thus, we reluctantly obeyed, making our way to the staircase on our left.  I tightened my backpack around my waist, preparing to meet my demise at the top of the stairs.  In the midst of everything, I had forgotten to notice how sunburnt I was. My backpack straps dug into my shoulders, and I briefly considered making a run for it.  After all, I could survive three months out of this backpack, why not one more night alone?  After all, my entire life lie before me, and this is not how I pictured it ending.


“Kim?”  Lindsay whispered, snapping me out of my pondering.  “I am totally freaked out right now.”  Me too Lindsay, I thought.


With Patrick leading the way, we approached what resembled the “lobby”, and pushed the door open.  The owner of the voice was waiting for us.  In the dim light, it was difficult to make out his features.  Creepily, he greeted us. “I’ve been expecting you.”  He said, disturbingly, in his thick Greek accent.  “But don’t say a word. You’ll wake them up.  Follow me.”


Wake who up?  I searched my fellow traveler’s faces in hopes of finding an escape.  Faced with this hostel or the street cats eating me alive, we hesitantly followed this curious little man.  He stopped to light a candle.  A candle?  Isn’t this 2007?  What is going on here?  “Let’s go.”  He bellowed.


We proceeded to follow this “manager” in silence through the stone archway of the hall.  We found ourselves marveling at the bleakness of the hostel as we moved through intricate labyrinth of dark hallways and staircases. We finally approached the alleged “front desk”, and I started to barely make out his features.  He had a cadaverousness of complexion.  He was old, but how old I know not, as his thinning hair and leatherish skin made it impossible to guess his age.  What was left of his hair was jet black, grown down to his shoulders.  He wore a stained white tanktop, with enough fake gold jewelry and tacky Alexander the Great medallions to make one think he believed he was Leonidis himself.  Had it not been three in the morning, I would have sworn he was George Jung himself, post-cocaine addiction, post life-long prison sentence.  That, or at least an older, more dirty Danny DeVito.


Completely bypassing the check-in procedures customary to all other hostel stays, the man instead handed over two iron skeleton keys.  This is strange, I thought.  He had not asked us our names, nor had he asked us for any money.  If we were to die tonight, which I had the sickening feeling we most likely would, there would be no record of our presence here at all. 


“For your rooms,” he whispered in his familiar accent, the keys clinking loudly together as he handed them over.  “Down the hall.  Don’t step on anyone on your way in.”  Don’t step on anyone?  Oh my.


He ushered us through a creaky wooden door behind the “front desk.”  We filed in, Patrick leading the way, and I noticed, that true to his word, there were in fact about fifty still bodies lying on the marble floor.  No sheets.  No pillows.  No air in this dark, humid hallway.  Not knowing whether they were dead or alive, we quickly made our way to our rooms. 


Lindsay slid the key into the lock on our heavy wooden door.  We heard the lock unlatch, and slowly, we inched the door forward to see the place in which we would be spending the night.  It was a prison cell.  No, it was worse.  The walls and floor were made of cement, and the one small window was covered with iron bars, too high up for us to see out of anyway.  In disgust we searched around for sheets to cover the dark stains on the cots we were to sleep on.  The heat was unbearable.  The only noise was coming from the steady drip, drip, drip, of water hitting the porcelain sink basin in the room.  Suddenly, I paused abruptly in the doorway, and with a feeling of wild amazement, there could be no doubt that in this instance, I did actually hear (from the direction of the front “lobby”, I presume) a low, harsh, and most unusual laugh.  Lindsay heard it too.  We quickly ran in the room, threw down our bags, and locked the door without hesitation.  “Okay, seriously.  Who IS that man?” we wondered, exchanging terrified glances.  At least we have each other.  


I took off my backpack for the first time since our arrival, and felt the burn of my suntan return to my shoulders.  I wiped the sweat off my forehead, prepared to learn to sleep sitting up.  Regardless of the strangeness of the nights’ events, there were in actuality a lot of people here.  This wasn’t quite the western world I had known and loved, but could that fat little man really be a murderer?  After all, we had a flight to catch in 3 hours taking us to London, to civilization.  We would only have to survive three more hours.  It was only then that the real strangeness occurred.


Having “slept” uncomfortably in our long sleeved shirts and sweatpants (for protection), I was relieved to find my travelling party alive and in one piece.  Finding comfort in this and a renewed sense of dedication to my travels, I proceeded to head for the shower.  After all, I needed to arrive in London looking great, and impossibly fresh looking.  The initial inspection of this “shower” proved it to be in the same morbid condition as our room:  depressed cement walls, a garden hose, a drain, and the most peculiar little Greek toilet.  Incredible!  It soon became clear to me that the last person to use this shower might have just been Plato himself.  Approximately two minutes into this ice-cold sprinkling, it occurred to me that water wasn’t flowing down the drain, but brown sewage and feces were, in fact, coming up, from both the drain and the toilet, at an alarming rate.  From that shower, I fled aghast into our room.  


“Lindsay!” I screamed, struggling to catch my breath.  “We have to get out of here!”  Wildly, we began to collect our things.  Suddenly:  BOOM!  BOOM!  BOOM!


Who could that be?! Rapping at my chamber door? It’s the manager!  He’s going to kill us!   Without warning, Alex suddenly burst through the door.  “You guys!” she yelled, hysterical and out of breath.  “You are not going to believe this!”


In her hands, she dangled her backpack in the crook of her finger.  Her entire life for three months.  Everything she owned.  Dripping, slopping, and wet with sewage and slime.  “It gets worse.”


We peered outside in awe.  Not only had my shower caused Alex and Patrick’s room to flood an inch deep, I had unknowingly created a raging river in the hallway of brown shower refuse and years and worth of human feces.  Looking outside, we could see that this Poop River was showing no mercy.  It was destroying everything in its path, and it was aimed directly for our feet, threatening to drown us and pull our bodies asunder.  “Let’s go!!!” we screamed.


And we did.  In a frantic hurry, we dashed down the stairs and out into the sunrise of the new Athens morning.  We had managed to escape Zeus Ostel without a trace. Had we merely imagined it?  Was that river of poop a figment of my imagination?  Once safely on the sidewalk, I turned around to look the building.  I squinted against the sun and could barely make out a man peering out behind the curtains in the 5th floor window.  As we walked on, I thought I could faintly hear sound of a distant low cackle.
I looked back one more time, and the man in the window was gone.

EASYJET FLIGHT 54 NOW BOARDING FROM LONDON GATWICK TO ROME FIUMICINO AIRPORT.
A limerick on Rome.

This ancient city, to which all roads lead.

Where roads and civilizations converge

Emporers beseeching, popes are preaching, 

Overwhelmed, my senses all merge.

It must have been built by giants, this place

Our eyes barely grasp what is seen

Toppled temples time old, entire walls gilded gold,

 Upon Michaelangelo’s structures we lean

Like cattle we shuffle, from fountain to forum

From colosseum to Vatican we see,

We move like a herd, eyes pointed upward,

To marvel at Rome’s living history 

Down a cobblestone street is the familiar sight

Of accordions, and pasta, red wine,

Black olives so round, mozzerella by the pound

Ti amo an Italian occasion to dine.

Prego! And grazie, bellisimo Italy,

Tossing a quarter in Trevi to return

Amongst ruins take a seat, rest those tired feet,

For the days of Rome, I’ll always yearn.

LAST CALL FOR HAGGIS TOURS, BRIT RAIL FROM KINGS CROSS STATION, LONDON TO EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND.  NOW BOARDING ON PLATFORM 8.
Memoir – why I travel

It has been said that the more one travels, the more one’s attention turns inward.  This has proved itself in my own traveling experience.  I’ve found that I travel not just to see other places, but to find my own place. Travel, though sometimes difficult, is mostly good.  It is the greatest privilege you can only imagine: to see the world in all its unique colors, languages, cultures, and experiences.  To discover with your own eyes that there are so many things that make us different on this huge planet, but mostly there are things that we share in common.  It keeps us away from home, it makes us miss our friends, but upon returning, it’s impossible not to long for the days of living out of a backpack, being scared and alone, and having the total freedom to immerse yourself in someone else’s way of life.  Like the people in the books I love so much, it was impossible for me to visit London, Venice, or Paris and go back to the way I was.  It’s remarkable the feelings of independence, of strength, of appreciation that comes with significant time spent in another place.  It’s that joy of actually living life, of having the invitation to experience today what can only be remembered tomorrow.  It comes with the inexplicable feelings, those moments that make you thankful for everything you’ve got.  One such experience happened in Scotland.  Having spent a week “on holiday” with some truly amazing study abroad friends, we were celebrating the end of the most incredible experience of our lives, the culmination of our study abroad experience, and emotions were already running high, just trying to soak up every last second of this place.  Our last night out, we stopped at a pub near our hostel (an old converted castle) in literally the middle of nowhere in the Scottish Highlands.  At this time, it was just past midnight, but because we were so far north, it was actually sunset.  Stepping outside, the view took my breath away.  Ahead, the red glow of the sun was peaking behind the snow-capped mountains, and above the crystal sky was purple and filled with more stars than I had ever seen.  I don’t know if it was the echo of “Scotland the Brave” lingering off the bagpipes inside, if it was the glow of Carbisdale Castle in the distance, or the realization that this was my last night in this wonderful continent, but I just wanted to stop time and hold onto that one breathtakingly beautiful, perfect moment.  That place, that indescribable sight, that instant that was more beautiful tan can be put into words will be imprinted in my mind forever – becoming the ultimate photograph.  It is for feelings like that that I would travel anywhere.  So move around.  Be nomadic, make the opportunity to see the world.  It’s waiting for you, all you need to do is grab it.  Believe me, you will be very, very glad that you did.
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NORTHWEST FLIGHT 3456 WITH NONSTOP SERVICE TO MINNEAPOLIS/ST.PAUL INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT NOW BOARDING AT GATE E7.
3 Haikus Upon Returning

Familiar home

Longing for distant places

A foreign sunrise.

An opportunity
To experience today
Wonderful unknown

A quick change of plans

Backpacks bursting at the seams

Life in wanderlust.

Kimberly Kubsch

CI 5461 

Multigenre Reflection Essay

March 10th, 2009


Composing a multigenre paper myself was an invaluable experience.  I am currently working on a multigenre unit with my 9th grade class at Armstrong High School, and found that it has been very beneficial for me to not only relate to their own writing process, but to use my own example to guide them along the way.  I completed the assignment as an autobiographical multigenre paper, based on the same prompt I will be using for my students:  “write about any significant moment, place, person, or event from your life in multigenre form.”  I found that the writing process for the multigenre paper was fortunately a really enjoyable one.  I’m happy to have had the opportunity to do this, and it will make my own unit better off for my students in the end.


The multigenre paper is unique because it challenges traditional definitions of literacy, particularly functional literacy, or what the Dornan et. al text defines as “literacy that relates more directly to the acts of reading/decoding print, and writing/encoding print” (p. 12).  Traditionally, functional literacy focuses on a students ability to write sentences and paragraphs with minimal errors, using skills sheets and worksheets to improve understanding of writing skills.  This process often denies students in lower tracks the same literacy skills that lead to higher order thinking used by college bound or middle class students (p. 12).  The multigenre paper challenges this form of literacy because it asks that students pay attention to grammar, spelling, and other literary conventions, but also requires them to focus more on their understanding of genres, and the message and meaning they are trying to convey.  I’ve found that instead of repeating researched information or writing one creative story, the multigenre experience is meant to be more of an experience for the reader.  While traditional functional literacy conventions are still valued in a multigenre paper (meaning won’t be taken seriously if it is misspelled or misunderstood), it challenges students to look for deeper meaning, audience, and purpose.


The multigenre writing experience was completely different from any other writing experience I’ve had.  Perhaps because I’ve been starved of the creative writing process in the last years of both my English major and the licensure program, or perhaps because I haven’t ever had an opportunity to write about such a significant experience in my life, or perhaps because it was something so different, I found the entire process to be an enjoyable one.  I really hope to be able to reflect this in my own 9th grade classroom.  I found that the more I experimented with the genres, the more I was able to come up with some interesting other additions.  For example, I first tried to write poetry in rhyme (my “Ode to London” poem), because I felt I wasn’t that familiar or comfortable with writing poetry.  As I continued, I found that it became easier for me to try writing genres like limerick and haiku, which I hadn’t tried before.  I also found the entire process to be fairly easy, writing about a fun, enjoyable topic for me made the assignment easy to write, as it was actually completed in two sittings.  I found it enjoyable to relive some of the emotions and experiences of my time abroad, and had a tendency to get carried away with certain topics (i.e. the “easyJet rant” and the ghost story), instead of my usual trend of procrastinating and then getting stuck with what to write about.  However, I do see the other side of this coin, where the multigenre paper could bring up painful or difficult emotions from the author as it definitely affords the space to explore deep and emotionally demanding topics and genres.  I want to encourage my students to explore some of these issues if they feel comfortable, as the paper itself was a place to express and explore a range of life experiences, those pleasant as well as those that are difficult.

The one aspect I struggled with, as well as something my students are struggling with right now (from what I’ve noticed so far), was deciding which information was important and what to leave out.  When writing about something like a study abroad experiment, there are so many significant moments, events, people, and places within that moment that I found it difficult to limit what I really wanted to include.  I think that just by focusing on what I really wanted to say, and what story it was that I am telling.  As far as my students go, I’ve been trying to tell my students to really think about their topic, and to focus on their purpose, audience, and message.  This experience was very beneficial for me, as I can now relate to what they are talking about, and hopefully help them to navigate around this problem.

Overall, this experience was extremely beneficial for me from a teaching standpoint.  Having had the opportunity to compose my own multigenre paper, I can now relate to some of the successes and failures of the process.  Fortunately, because it was a positive experience for me, I am very much looking forward to seeing how my own student’s multigenre papers turn out.  From what I can tell after 4 days, it seems as though they are already starting to share in my enthusiasm for this paper, and the opportunity to challenge their own writing and thinking skills in a new type of paper.
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