Poetry 8-Honors:
Found Poem

Assignment Description:

Students were instructed to use their independent reading novels to create a “found poem”.  When writing a found poem a student can pick words, phrases, and sentences from anywhere in his/her independent reading book and put those words, phrases, and sentences together in a way that makes sense to that student.  A “found poem” is a great teaching tool for beginning poets because students often find writing poetry daunting and this process is easy to understand.  Students often have good ideas but cannot adequately express those ideas.  A “found poem” allows students to use word combinations that already exist and manipulate those words to create new meaning, either related to the book’s plot or not.  

Some students finished this assignment ahead of their peers and were instructed to create an extra poem.  I asked students to pick their favorite line from their found poem and use it as the first line of a new poem entirely of their own creation.

Students were also instructed on line breaks and the idea of enjambment.  Students generally did an outstanding job of incorporating strong line breaks into their “found poems”

 Found Poem 8-Honors

Even as he said it he knew it was a waste of breath

His uneasy dreams had been a catalog of all the ways to die at sea

Luke cast his eyes around

The lights flashed once and winked out

This family was some piece of work

And then it happened

It seemed twice as hot as the rest

If you forget everything else you learn here, remember this one thing

He covered up a snicker with some coughing

Don’t get comfortable

And then

It happened.

Luke cast 

His eyes around.

The lights flashed

Once and winked out.

It seemed twice

As hot as the rest

He covered up

A snicker

With some coughing.

This family 

Was some piece

Of work.

If you forget

Everything else you learn

Here, remember

This one thing:

Don’t get comfortable.

Even as he said

It, he knew it was a waste

Of breath. His uneasy

Dreams had been a catalog

Of all the ways to die

At sea.

 Found Poem 8-Honors:

Next year

after my little incident

they wanted to teach 

us cold hard facts.

If you can 

tell them to their face

if you can’t 

give me a break.

I glance at Tony

my chest relaxes

he keeps driving

I ask him where we are going

but he doesn’t answer.

Overhearing gossip

was a distraction

and it was a personal game.

Tony is smirking

he thinks he is Mr. Perfect

that’s not true.

But I just keep that between us.

Always have 

and always will.

The garage door was shut

I started walking away

right before the storm.

Tony is the only one

who knows this

and I hope

he keeps it that way.

 Found Poem 8-Honors

Last Summer: Author: Hailey Abbott

Her cousins had all counseled her

They’d warned her

that it was all a big fantasy,

But it had been really good,

with one part hope and 

another part apprehension,

It was outrageous, and,

possibly, a deliberate

challenge, Shouldn’t

she be a little more excited?

Above the city lights

gleamed like stars

did in Maine, She felt

like a goddess,

She closed her eyes,

She was out there

enjoying the crisp sea air

and the roll of the waves.

EXTRA: 

The suburban Connecticut street at dusk

looked exactly the same as it had always

looked throughout the entire course

of her childhood: the lawns well-manicured,

the houses serene, the yards festooned

with oak and linden trees.

No sight of her boyfriend’s car.

If only he would hurry up and arrive

She took a few deep calming breaths, 

and thought back where

everything with her and Bennett had started.

Found Poem 8-Honors:

My Fury now

feels harder than ever

to contain.

Despite my exhaustion

the urge to turn

on these soldiers

and fight them-

to kill them-

is growing stronger

by the minute

and is almost

impossible to suppress.

I pick myself up

and run at the guard

again with a speed,

strength, and determination

I didn’t know

I possessed.

I launch myself

at him

and knock him

off his feet

before he has time

to react.

He looks up at me

with cold, hateful eyes

as I punch his face

again

and again,

pounding his flesh

with my fists.

I continue

long after I know

He’s lost consciousness.

I can’t stop

until I’m sure

he’s dead...

Forget your past.

Forget your families

and friends

and who you

used to be.

In time

some sort of normality

will be restored.

Until then

we have no alternative

but to fight.

We look down 

onto a truly beautiful scene.

The town is burning

battles are raging on the streets.

Fire, explosions, and rubble.

People are running

fighting

and killing.

It’s awe inspiring.

The scene is brilliant.

This is a prefect day.

After so much uncertainty

fear, and pain,

everything is clear.

Everything finally makes sense.

We are at war.

 Found Poem 8-Honors:

The Pretty One: Cheryl Klam

Tuesday. 

Normally, I don’t consider a meal complete 

unless it contains some hydrogenated oil, 

but as of 7:25 

in the morning when my expensive 

jeans that everyone says is ultra-cool 

and looked great on me 

crossed the line from 

so-tight-they’re-uncomfortable 

to can’t zip-them-up, 

I’ve been on a diet.

I glance

at my watch as I gnaw

my thumb.

It’s time to kiss Drew.

I can’t do this,

I can’t do this,

I can’t do this...

I purse my lips 

as I put my hands on his shoulders.

As he spins

toward me,

I step forward,

stand on my tiptoes,

and pucker up.

I give him a smooch

right on the lips

that ends with the unmistakable 

sound of a plunger

unclogging a toilet.

My sister and her friends

begin to snicker.

That was definitely not

the kiss of my 

dreams.
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A small memorial service,

standing near the grave.

Clear and windy,

but unseasonably warm.

Strange to think about death, 

surrounded by palm trees and sandy beaches.

I remember that day, 

blood on my hands.

Her laying on the floor,

pale and lifeless.

She was staring at me,

stiff, cold, perished.

Caused me so much pain, 

but not any longer.

We collect her things,

deciding what to keep.

A collection of cards and pictures, 

and the faint smell of her perfume.

I need to feel sad,

I want to feel sad,

but sadly I don’t.

8-Honors

The pain pelted us

we held tightly to the railing

afraid of slipping

on the wet steps

tall pines above our heads

waved in the breeze of the 

dark gloomy storm

A sudden rattling sound at the front

door startled me--

I turned my back to hide

the tears in my 

eyes

Just on the edge of the fog

Sissy, the ghost circled us 

drifting

in and out of sight

like a shark coming in

for the kill

I won’t let you drown

I promise

I’ll save you

I’ll save the both of us

Outside in the darkness

the wind rose

and something tapped on the

window...

 Found Poem 8-Honors:

The sun 

was tomato red 

as it sank into the water.

For the first time 

she found herself speechless, 

out sailing at sunset.

He was deliberately 

and formally 

amusing.

The longest walk 

had been a stunning affair.

He laughed, 

his multicolored hair 

and snapping dark eyes 

were glamour 

and glitz.  His dark eyes 

flashed as he recovered 

from shock.

She had three thoughts

as she finished her seventh strawberry

dipped in melted 

Belgian chocolate.

When you find a good thing 

you hang onto it.

If you find the right guy 

at the wrong time... then 

he’s the wrong guy.

Everything happens

for a reason.

She’d been clouded 

with confusion, 

having the most delicious dream.

Suddenly, Anna felt herself

thinking again.

 Found Poem 8-Honors:

FOUND POEM

“All I Want Is Everything” by Cecily Von Ziegesar

A beautiful evening,

Her heart was full to bursting.

She reached onto his hand and held tight,

While slipping and sliding

On the icy walk.

Every time she looked at him

She wanted to scream.

He was gorgeous.

How would he react,

If she she told him that she loved him

Right now.

She let go, giggling

And broke into a run

Sliding every which way

On the ice.

He followed,

And dive-bombed on top of her.

Her hat fell

Into the snow.

She couldn’t hold it in anymore.

I love you.

Flitting from flower to flower,

A humming bird suck pollen,

But Vanessa wasn’t into prettiness

She prefered 

Darker

Disheveled, ugly underbellies.

The green sea, and the perfect

White beach glowing.

Disgusted her

Made her want to

Gag.

Her thin red lips 

Could be pretty,

If it weren’t for her always

shaven head.

Always in black.

He loved her uniqueness.

 Found Poem 8-Honors:

the sound is unmistakable

 as it rises in decibel,

 frightening the blue jay

 that is drinking from the Italian marble birdbath

 and causing our new landscaper

 Joe, to drop his garden hose

Only one thing

 could cause this much

 commotion 

on a beautiful,

 eighty-six degree 

Saturday morning 

in Southern California

and its not an earthquake.  

My publicist, Laney,

loudly bursts

 through our living room 

French doors

It takes exactly

 two seconds

 for austin and me to realize 

 we’re being ambushed. 

He quickly jumps

 on the empty chaise next to me 

and tries to look like he’s been busy

worshiping the sun. 

Austin winks at me.

He looks

 adorable

 in a blue-and-white

striped oxford 

and khakis.  His usually messy hair

 is styled

 with gel

 and he smelled like Reeses Peanut Butter Cups

 when he

 kissed me.

 Found Poem 8-Honors:

Regan

he said and smiled

my name escapes his painted lips.

i love you

you’re perfect

he said.

like a whisper in the woods.

Oh God

Luna,

I liked him

he’s really fascinating.

like the moon

and stars 

that are in space.

Sorry,

Sorry,

Sorry

A hole opened in my heart.

I realized

I had read it in a book.

a fairytale book.

 Found Poem 8-Honors:

Twilight by: Stephenie Meyer

I intuitively knew

and sense he did too

that tomorrow 

would be pivotal.

Our relationship

couldn’t continue to balance

as it did

on the point of the knife.

We would fall off 

one edge or another

depending entirely upon

his decisions

his instincts.

My decision was made,

made before I consciously chosen

and I was committed

to seeing it through

because there was nothing

more terrifying

more excruciating

than the thought of

turning away from him.

It was an impossibility!!!

4/6/09

8-Honors

Amplified nervous breakdown...

Clenching her fists...

After letting out a long sigh...

Usually...

She didn’t utter

a single word

until they crossed

the field 

and reached the deserted 

side door entrance.

Her hair, 

was obviously

blown dry

Like it should 

have been obvious.

But still,

something was off.

Clenching her fists

After letting out

a long sigh

Usually amplified 

a nervous breakdown.
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Me, Flan.

Him, Adam.

Together, One.

His arm, my shoulder.

Our foot steps, one beat.

I didn’t know I was walking on the street.

Each others love,

others smug.

Holding hands with one another.

Dinner for two, not one.

No more comic books

only fun.

Understanding,

hearts pounding.

Only this one month, 

true love

8-Honors

4/7/09

Found Poem
“I hate you, youre terrible”
Said Jonah, to Katherine

jokingly messing around

giggling and screaming 

until practically

becoming tired 

and falling asleep.

Waking up and 

suddenly remembering 

the horrible threats that 

awaited them

Everything they just witnessed

was almost to much 

to swallow.
Heads pounding at the thought,

Can this possibly be true

“TIME TRAVEL”,

I thought that was...

well was in the movies

Was she right,

 are we in grave danger?
Slipping back into bed

awaiting a long night

I ponder the possibilities

Who am I ?

Where am I from?

What really happened?
Poetry 8-CP:
Found Poem

 Found Poem 8-CP:

Abuelita smiled.

reached over,

and pulled

esperanza 

“do not be afraid to start over”

she said

he handed Mama Papa’s silver belt

the only one of it’s kind 

began lighting candles 

Esperanza could see a body in back,

completely covered with a blanket 

she cried

didn’t sat a word,

but tears running down 

felt her heart drop 

grew into a tormented cry 

she fell to her knees and sank 

into a dark hole,

of despair and disbelief 

house was empty 

and silent,



8-CP
April 8th

M.c. Higgins The Great

I wasn’t scared,

I did it,

and i never want to do it again!

I said I’m sorry,

and that was the end.

Beyond the hills,

over the rainbow,

you will seek,

the great man I am.

I’m not just a sack of pennies,

or an old shirt crumbled in the corner of your room, 

I’m different,

unusual, funny, and caring.

I must get it through to you,

I’m a good guy,

just like you.

______________________________________________________________________

I’m afraid,

Afraid of who i really am,

I’m ashamed,

and I would like to be someone im not.

But thats not going to change,

and neither is the fact that,

i live beneath the surface,

of this so called planet.

I hide myself,

so others cannot seek,

in the real me.

I have been abandoned,

from my family,

friends,

except one.

One id like to call my best friend,

the one i can talk to about everything,

I can ask her for advice and know,

she will always help.

One day,

just one day,

I will meet a very nice man,

one id like to call my own,

well im not really sure,

but she tells me so.

I will be the queen,

and he shall be my king,

we will live,

happily ever after.


 8-CP

A cigarette swirled smoke from between his fingers,

A wave of panic crashed over me, 

They called me out of history with a note the read excused,

“Sit down,” She said her flowery dress snagged the edge of the desk. She kept smiling....

The wind wailed, 

Kicked up,

And swirled small funnels of dirt with chip bags, 

And cup lids in the parking lot.

The number two bus kicked up a swirling gust,

Of dirt and hot air,

Fanning her melting make-up, 

THREE RIVERS STATE CHAMPS or MIGHTY PIRATES STEAL DISTRICT !

She did that catholic kiss the cross necklace thing.

K.S. Smith

888 CR  A

Iola, WI 54945

Just like reading The Outsiders  ,

Thinking we might get sucked up into the sky, 

And dunked into the Gulf Of Mexico.

“I’m not pouting,” I said, slowly biting each word.

Adam said those gringos are crazy about football.

Penny savers ads,

Empty coke bottles, 

College pamphlets,

And a generic copy of How to Fix Your Car for Dummies,

 gathered in the back seat,

I want this car to purr senoir yer

4-8-09
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Found Poem
Three quick raps

Coming from the door

Coming!

I wrenched out for the door

There he was

My personal miracle

His face...

Perfection

Hard square of his jaw

The soft curve of his full lips

Smooth marble span of his forhead

And darkened bronze hair

I had saved his eyes for last

Knowing that whenI looked

in to them

I would lose

My train of thought

They were wide

Warm with liquid gold

And a frame made 

By a thick fring of black lashes

Staring in to his eyes always

Made me feel...

Extraordinary

When at last

Gram and Gramps and I

set out that first day of the trip,

I prayed for thirty minutes solid.

I prayed not to be in an accident 

and that we would be there by my mother’s birthday

-seven days away-and that we would bring her home.

Over and over,

I prayed the same thing.

I prayed to trees.

This was easier then praying

directly to God. 

There was nearly always 

a tree nearby.

4/8/09

8-CP

Lost in time lost in the music, lost in another world, I gradually became aware of another voice. It was faint at first, drifting around on the edge of my consciousness, and I couldn’t make out what it was saying. As it came closer, though, the voice became clearer: “Joe?”

Lost in time lost in the music, 

lost in another world, 

I gradually became aware 

another voice

It was faint at first, 

drifting around on the edge 

of my consciousness, 

I couldn’t make out 

what it was saying.j8

 As it came closer, 

though, 

the voice 

became clearer: 

“Joe?”

 Found poem 8-CP

The silence of night where the noise is low,

Where people in their beds counting the sheep.

The adults catching some z’s

Where everyone has lovely dreams.

Children thinking about gumdrops and rainbows

Adults thinking of fame and fortune.

Through the high crops,

You can hear a needle drop

A super hero is what a young boy dreams,

To be tall and strong and everything in between.

The sun wakes up and arises over the hills,

The light peaks through the window in a hard shine.

To start the day,

In their particular way.

 Found Poem 8-CP:

FIRE

Above the deafening clatter of the gravel

the roar of angry voices  and the catch of 

succumbing benches.

rose the paralyzing cry of FIRE!

the fighting ceased instantly the cursing 

ceased. for one distinctly defined moment

there was a dead hush a motionless calm, 

where the tempest had been,

then with impulse the multitude 

awoke to life and

energy again, and went surging and 

struggling and swaying

this way and that its outer 

edges melting through windows

and doors and gradually lessening

the pressure and relieving the mass.

found poem  8-CP

standing in proud defiance

Allie knew she would get her

friends back.

She would search till the end of time

she could feel her body sinking down

she had to move fast to not sink.

she could feel the icy bay water around her ankles

she herad the sound of horse whinning and saw the horse 

was coming to save.

She was overwhelmed with joy 

to be saved. Now it gave her 

hope. Hope to save Everlost

