
|Make Your own Story| 
 

For this Assignment, we will be doing things in reverse. Instead of analyzing a piece of literature, 
you will use your newfound literary knowledge to craft a story of your own.  
1.  You will be given a writing prompt (taken from the Iowa City Police Activity Log) If you missed 
the class, you may select a tweet from Police Log Tweets.docx to serve as the inspiration for the 
story or poem that you write.  
2. You will carefully read the prompt (tweet) and consider what string of events would lead to this 
report. Who are the characters in the story? What are their motivations?  How did the activity 
reported in the tweet transpire?  
3. Consider whose story you want to tell in this piece of fiction--and whose perspective it will be 
told from. Will you use first or third person?  
4. Write the story! (at least 1 page) 
5. EVERYTHING ABOUT WRITING CONTAINS CHOICES. You choose what decisions your 
character’s going to make, the best words to convey their actions, their feelings, their surroundings, 
and the tone and emotional resonance of your writing. In a short paragraph, I would like you to 
briefly reflect upon the decisions you had to make to write your story. Which decisions were easy? 
Which were difficult? How did you make difficult decisions? IF you were to revise your story, 
which choices would you change? 
 
Illustration of the Hero’s Journey: 

 
 

Student Example: 

https://uiowa.instructure.com/courses/223996/files/26987880?wrap=1


 
Tweet: Bong on a Dumpster 
 
Story: Someone was looking at me. Their face, mine, separated by only a few inches, a thin 
pane. Drooping eyes flitted from me to those next to me, above me, below me. “Can I get a 
look at this one?” another came over. A click and a breeze across my glassy surface. Again 
and again. Then one day, she. She took me home, filled my emptiness with water, love. I 
filled her with smoke, she breathed me in. So much time spent together, happy time. She 
took good care of me, bathed me. Always kept me safe, never on the edge of a table. Sesh 
with the gang, just one of the guys. The happiest time, the best of friends. Flowers 
bloomed, the air got warm. She stopped spending as much time with me. Always hunched 
over her desk, reading, writing. She rushed towards something, I didn’t know what. What of 
this estrangement, my love. Sometimes she looked at me, longing eyes, loving eyes. She 
started putting all of her things in boxes, not me. 
 
Then, she picked me up. She used me, bathed me. Something was different from the happy 
times, I didn’t know what. “Thank you, you’ve been good,” tears welled, “I can’t bring you 
back home with me, my parents wouldn’t like you.” I don’t understand, who cares what 
others think? She bundled me in her sweatshirt, jerga on glass. It smelled like her, it 
smelled like me. Her tear fell, filled my emptiness. The fabric fell away, a clang of my base 
against metal. Piercing sunlight reflected off of me, through me. “Goodbye, bong. I’ll miss 
you,” she walked away. A cold wind wrapped around me, blew through her hair.  
 
Her tear, all that I had left of her. Vaporized in the heat, her vapor caressed my insides. The 
last of it floated upwards, left my lips. I desperately tried to cling to her, but the emptiness 
returned. Why had she left me, why here? Unbearable heat, stench all around. “Bong on a 
dumpster!” a pointed finger, cruel laughter. Please come back, take me back. “Hi, yes, I’d 
like to report a bong on a dumpster.” I hadn't done anything wrong, only what I was made 
for. All I ever did, what she wanted, when she wanted. Red and blue lights reflected off me, 
through me. I beg, take me away before they do! Footsteps approached, not hers. I though 
she loved me, how could she do this? Fear and grief hardened into rage, glassy rage. Rage 
that made me want to shatter, shatter her. 
 
Reflection: 
Upon reading the Tweet, a classmate of mine exclaimed, “Aren’t we all just a bong on a 
dumpster,” more of a statement than a question. His words inspired me to tell this story 
from the bong’s perspective to help answer some of my many questions. How did the bong 
get there? Who left it? Why was it left on the dumpster rather than in it? The bong is the only 
one who knows this story from start to finish. I imagined that a bong would think not in 
grammatically correct sentences, but in short observational bursts with surprising 
emotional depth. Since the bong this story is based on was left on a dumpster in Iowa City, 
I drew inspiration from another story set here. In “Is This Kansas?”, Eula Biss critiques the 
transience of students and their wasteful habit of leaving their belongings on curbsides and 
dumpsters when they leave. Bongs, however, can be valuable works of art, cherished by 



their owner. It was difficult to imagine someone leaving one there of their own volition. I 
decided to write a sad story about a student being forced to give up her beloved bong when 
she moves back home with her parents. The semi-erotic love story between the bong and 
his girl was an unexpected development. I deliberately omitted physical descriptions of the 
pair to give the reader the opportunity to impart their own memories and desires onto this 
story. If I were to revise this piece, I would add a paragraph in which the girl’s parents come 
to visit and she must hide her bong. Confused, ashamed, and hurt, the bong goes through 
stages of understanding, ending with him convincing himself that of course she loves him, 
she is only protecting him. This would provide foreshadowing and history. His hurt would 
compound as he realizes that he should have seen this coming. 



 

 



 

 
 

 



 

 



 

 
 



 

 
 



 







 
Hello, Ning, 
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