






















































AstayingAlive.li TheOffice

WhooshWhoosh

Is this thing on? Aha! Great!

Whoosh

When talking about pottery, 

there are many instances of 

throwing clay&

Like pulling boat oars:

Let’s begin with a lesson;

Like Michael Scott performing CPR. 

Wire off a chunk of clay.

Wedge the clay,
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Then put down the bat and turn on the wheel.

Here is the first 

instance of 

throwing clay.

The next step is to brace your core, Center the clay,

Then open it up,
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This very action of pulling and shaping the 

clay wall, is called throwing.

But this story is 

about a lesser 

known way of 

“throwing clay”&

They were both behind in assignments.

A foot is a raised base on the bottom of a piece—

My task was to create a bowl with an attached foot.

Two high school boys (Ben and Paul) spent their 

open period in their school’s ceramics studio.

Commence the build up to one of the greatest fights of all time:
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After completing the foot, I stood 

up, and so my hand covered with 

clay was raised over Paul’s head.

And th
e tin

iest p
iece of c

lay

D
u
e to gravity

And plopped on his head

— and serves many practical purposes

It were as if I was a goose flying south for the winter

Of which landed on his head

That just released an early Christmas gift mid flight.     
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He grasped the closest chunk of clay And channeled his inner MLB pitcher

 The bullet of clay whirled past my head as I was sprinting towards the door.

I knew that 

he wouldn’t 

throw clay 

outside the 

studio, so 

getting 

through the 

door meant 

an ending.

It was paradise.


















































































Until that meteorite fell on my foot.

Which turned into my shield.

Against the glass wall 

stood a snow shovel,

So I began deflecting the shots,

And even found a way to return fire.

That decisive sprint to the ammunition Triggered the true start of this fight.









We smothered each other with clay,
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Until the teacher caught us.

And gave us a talking to.

We spent the 

next hour triple 

mopping the 

floor and using 

sponges to 

clean the walls

The teacher came back to a 

cleaned studio, smiled, and asked,
I suppose it would make 

for a good story&


















































THE END


