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Required Readings: 

§ Poetry: “The President Flies Over” by Patricia Smith 
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/55711/the-president-flies-over 

 
§ Poetry: “Sissieretta Jones” by Tyehimba Jess 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/58786/sissieretta-jones 
 

§ Monologue excerpt from the play Natasa’s Dream by Yaroslava Pulinovich (read below) 
 
 
Monologue Excerpt from Natasa’s Dream: 
This work is the property of its author, used by the IWP with permission, and may not be republished without 
permission.  

 
The next day I counted every minute on the clock. I thought the time would never come. But I’m 
also thinking, if I do this right, I’ve got to be late, too. And then I think, yeah, right, I show up late 
and he doesn’t wait for me because he thinks I’m not coming. I changed my mind on that one. In 
the end I got to the park at 5:30 and I sat on a bench. Didn’t even light up a cigarette. Chewed mint 
gum instead. I don’t know how long I sat there. I even got scared at one point that he wouldn’t 
come. I’m sitting there it seems like forever and suddenly I hear his voice, “Hey, Natasha.” I almost 
keeled over from panic, but I didn’t show it. I turn around real calm-like. “Hey, Valery. How are 
ya?” Inside me, though, everything’s all turning upside-down. Like I don’t even remember how to 
breathe. My chest is pounding like a drum and I’m gasping for air with my mouth. “So, what’s on 
your mind?” he asks. I’m sitting there rocking my head back ’n’ forth like a horse. “Second,” I say. 
“Lemme think.” “Are they mean to you there?” he asks. And I say, “Well, anything can happen.” 
“So how come you jumped out the window? Did you want to commit suicide?” Naturally I had no 
such plan. It was all Sveta’s fault, that idiot. But I tell him anyway, “Yeah, I did.” So he says, 
“Natasha, you want a glass of juice or something? Some soda?” So I say, “Yeah. And some 
cigarettes, too. If that’s all right.” He goes and brings back my juice and a beer for himself. Hands 
me the cigarettes, Parliament. We’re sitting there smoking and I spill my whole life out. I have no 
idea what came over me – these jerks always complain all the time and, what am I, a jerk? When we 
were kids we used to grab morons like that and give them purple nurples, the creeps. You think life’s 
hard, do you? But, man, I opened up the floodgates and it was like I couldn’t stop. I’m telling him 
everything and I’m thinking, this guy’s going to pop me one and then it’s all over. Stupid orphan girl, 
he’ll say, and then leave. But he’s sitting there and listening and then he even took me by the hand 
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real carefullike, just like if I was little. Nobody ever used to hold our hands like that even when I was 
in kindergarten. They only took our hands if they were dragging us to the principal’s. I’m no little 
girl anymore but, man, my heart’s going boom-boom-boom. You idiot, I’m thinking, you shoulda 
borrowed Sveta’s hand lotion. What if your hands are scratchy? PULINOVICH IWP 2016 Page 5 of 
10 We sat like that for a long time and I told him about all kinds of things. I told all about all our 
girls, about Irina G., about my best friend Sveta. About our dances. Then he says, all right, let’s go. 
I’ll see you back, Natasha. And we went together. And I’m thinking as we’re walking, what a son-of- 
a-bitch town. How come it has to be so small? You can’t even take a decent walk in it. If we were in 
Moscow we could walk all night long. I’d tell him everything I had to say and in the morning he 
would say, “Natasha, you are the baddest damn chick on earth. Would you marry me?” If we were in 
Moscow he would definitely say that, but not here. Because to say something like that you’ve got to 
build up to it and you need time. And where you gonna get time when you can walk across this 
whole damn town in an hour? When he was going, at the orphanage already, he gave me a hug and  

said, “Natasha, take care of yourself.” Can you imagine that? Natasha, take care of yourself... 
Natasha, take care of yourself... I don’t remember how I went in or how I went to sleep, or whatever 
I told the supervisor on duty. It was the first time I ever forgot everything. I’ve been to a lot of 
booze parties and I still remember everything. But here it was like I was sick. I’m lying there in my 
room after lights out and I can’t get to sleep. Shadows are crawling all over the walls and I’m 
watching them and all I’m thinking is Natasha, take care of yourself, Natasha, take care of yourself, 
Natasha, take care of yourself... Then it started. Nothing ever happened like this before. Sure, Ruslan 
and I kissed a couple of times, but, hell, I never thought about him before. But this guy I can’t get 
out of my head. I’m sitting in class and I’m thinking about him. I’m smoking in the bathroom with 
the girls and I’m thinking about him. I even got a B on a composition we had to write about some 
Ophelia chick from some book, whatever it was... Basically, I don’t remember. Sveta even said, 
“What happened to you, Natasha? You’re a total dunce. You talk to you and you keep rocking your 
head back and forth like a horse.” Usually I’d pull her hair for something like that, but, man, I don’t 
care. She’s right. I’m totally out of it. And I keep looking out the window thinking maybe he’ll come 
by. I mean, could I be any more stupid? Obviously he isn’t going to come by. What’s he know what 
room I live in? But still I’m looking out there so hard my eyes start hurting. All the girls are going, 
“What’s your problem?” I just say, “nothing” and keep looking out the window .  

 
**Natasa’s Dream is comprised of a single ten-page monologue; if you wish, you can read the whole 
play here: https://iwp.uiowa.edu/sites/iwp/files/PULINOVICH_writing%20sample.pdf 
 


