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Poetry prompts                                                                                                             
I. Something Important to me 

A. Pre-writing: 
	 1.Teacher	name	a	broad		topic	like	Water,	best	friend,	a	grandparent				
         a. Think and draw about one or more experiences that you have had with water. 
         b. Think and draw about your favorite outdoor place  

      c. Think and draw about your favorite indoor place.  
          d. Think about and draw about a favorite person in your life. 

     2. Put on classical music:  (Handel’s Water Music always works) for 10 minutes 
     3. Tell students to doodle and draw as they listen for 8-10 minutes 
     4. Tell students to free write for 8-10 minutes. 

 
B. Writing:  
    Assign students to write a poem that they were inspired to write when they were brainstorming. 
    This poem should be about something  important to you, but it also must be presented mostly  in concrete places and images.   
    Arrange your words into some obvious form (like parallel verses, or thoughtful line breaks) 
    Try to paint as vivid a picture of the place as possible. Try for as much Show-Don’t Tell as possible.  

 
  C. Offer a grading rubric:  
   1. Arrange your poem into at least 2 verses. 
   2.  Each verse should include: 
           4+ concrete object 
           2+ sense appeal words or phrases  
            (sounds, smells, textures, tastes, physical reactions) 
           2+ colors 
           1+ simile or metaphor 
            1+ personal observation: feelings, contemplations,  
           1+ question or thoughtful response (like “I wonder…”) 
 
II. A Valentine Poem: 
 A.  Prewriting:  
         1. Brainstorm.:  Web, or lists of objects, colors, sayings, places, memories, events, etc.  
         2. Answer all characterization questions: 
            a.. What does this person looks like (list many, but ultimately choose the best, unique, eye-catching, etc.) 
            b. What metaphors help us picture this person?) 
            c. What are 2-3 typical settings for, or object around, this person? 
            d. What does this person say regularly? 
            e. What are typical actions (and/or activities) of this person? 
            f. What do others say about this person? And to this person? 
            g. What has person said to you?  
            h. What do you think about this person? 
            i. What do you wish for this person? (do not be self-centered here)    
 

B. Writing: 
     Rather than focus on your feelings, write a poem that focuses on the person that you love (mother, father, friend, grandparent,     
     aunt, uncle, mentor, etc.) 
     Select the best that has come from your brainstorming and write it up in some form or pattern.  

         (Suggestion or challenge: Type it, choose font, format to fit on or into a card, and give it as a gift). 
     
    C. Offer a grading rubric: 
       1. Arrange your poem into some form, like verses or sentences with dramatic line breaks 
       2. Your goal is to create concrete images about this person, including at least: 
           3 physical features 
           2 appeals to senses (smells, sounds, touch, texture, etc) 
           3+colors that you associate with this person 
           3 things this person says 
           3 places where you picture this person  
           3 objects special to this person 
           2 similes or metaphors 
           2 things you wish for this person (not for you; for this person) 
      3.  Avoid all focus on your feelings! 
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This Shining Moment in the Now by DavidBudhill 
 
When I work outdoors all day, every day, as I do now, in the fall, 
getting ready for winter, tearing up the garden, digging potatoes, 
gathering the squash, cutting firewood, making kindling, repairing 
bridges over the brook, clearing trails in the woods, doing the last of 
the fall mowing, pruning apple trees, taking down the screens, 
putting up the storm windows, banking the house—all these things, 
as preparation for the coming cold... 
 
when I am every day all day all body and no mind, when I am 
physically, wholly and completely, in this world with the birds, 
the deer, the sky, the wind, the trees... 
 
when day after day I think of nothing but what the next chore is, 
when I go from clearing woods roads, to sharpening a chain saw, 
to changing the oil in a mower, to stacking wood, when I am 
all body and no mind... 
 
when I am only here and now and nowhere else—then, and only  
then, do I see the crippling power of mind, the curse of thought, 
and I pause and wonder why I so seldom find 
this shining moment in the now. 
     from While We've Still Got Feet © Copper Canyon Pr
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How	to	approach	a	poem:		
Read	it	in		sentences	mood	and	look	for	the	picture.	
	1.		What	items	would	you	draw	in	the	picture?	
	2.		What	do	you	smell,	hear,	feel,	taste?	
	3.		What	does	each	word	mean?	
	4.		Is	there	a	driving	metaphor?				
	5.		What	types	of	metaphors	do	you	see?							 										
						(similes,	allusions,	turned	cliches,	metonomy,	etc.	
	6.		What	literary	strategies	do	you	see?		(questions,		
						double		entendre,	repetition,	rhyme,	meter,	etc.)	
	7.		What	is	the	title?	
	8.		What	makes	you	thoughtful?	
 9. What is your mind adding to the picture?  

 

Sonnet 116 by William Shakespeare 
Let me not to the marriage of true minds  
Admit impediments. Love is not love  
Which alters when it alteration finds,  
Or bends with the remover to remove.  
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark  
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;  
It is the star to every wand'ring bark,  
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.  
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks  
Within his bending sickle's compass come;  
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,  
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.  
If this be error and upon me prov'd,  
I never writ, nor no man ever lov'd. 

 
Dover Beach by Matthew Arnold 

.The Sea of Faith  
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore  
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.  
But now I only hear  
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,  
Retreating, to the breath  
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear  
And naked shingles of the world.  
 
Ah, love, let us be true  
To one another! for the world, which seems  
To lie before us like a land of dreams,  
So various, so beautiful, so new,  
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,  
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;  
And we are here as on a darkling plain  
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,  
Where ignorant armies clash by night. 
 

 

A	Christmas		Tree		by	William	Buford	
	

Star,	
If	you	are	

A	love	compassionate	
You	will	walk	with	us	this	year.	

We	face	a	glacial	distance,	who	are	here	
Huddld	

At	your	feet.	
 
In the Nursing Home 
 
 She is like a horse grazing 
A hill pasture that someone makes 
Smaller by coming every night 
To pull the fences in and in. 
 
She has stopped running wide loops, 
Stopped even the tight circles. 
She drops her head to feed; grass 
Is dust, and the creekbed’s dry. 
 
Master, cone with your light 
Halter. Come and bring her in. 
                                Jane Kenyon 
 
No	Point	by	Yvonne	Sorenson	
	
Nihilism	cultivated	by	disappointment	
One’s	innate	desire	to	find	MEANING	terminally	
frustrated	
Postmodern	existential	angst	fills	the	vacancy	left	
by	Hope	
Overwhelmed	by	knowing	life’s	vital	substance	is	
so	easily	reduced	to	ash	
Illusion	of	identify	burns	on	a	pyre	
Nonbelief	rejects	the	comfort	of	religious	doctrine	
Truth	annihilates	Spirit	
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No	Maps		by	Stephen	Dobyns		
	

How	close	the	clouds	press	this	October	first	
and	the	rain-a	gray	scarf	across	the	sky.	
In	separate	hospitals	my	father	and	a	dear	friend	
lie	waiting	for	their	respective	operations,	
hours	on	a	table	as	surgeons	crack	their	chests.	
They	were	so	brave	when	I	talked	to	them	last	
as	they	spoke	of	the	good	times	we	would	share	
in	the	future.	To	neither	did	I	say	how	much	
I	loved	them,	nor	express	the	extent	of	my	fear.	
Their	bodies	are	delicate	glass	boxes	
at	which	the	world	begins	to	fling	its	stones.	
Is	this	the	day	their	long	cry	will	be	released?	
How	can	I	live	in	this	place	without	them?	
But	today	is	also	my	son’s	birthday.	
He	is	eight	and	beginning	his	difficult	march.	
To	him	the	sky	is	welcoming,	the	road	straight.	
Far	from	my	house	he	will	open	his	presents-	
a	book,	a	Swiss	army	knife,	some	music.	Where	
is	his	manual	of	instructions?	Where	is	his	map	
showing	the	dark	places	and	how	to	escape	them?	
																from	Velocities	by	Stephen	Dobyns,	1994	
	
The	Red	Wheelbarrow	by	William	Carlos	Williams	
(1883-1963)	
So	much	depends	upon	
A	red	wheelbarrow	
Glazed	with	rain	water	
Beside	the	white	chickens.	
	
	
This	is	Just	To	Say	by	William	Carlos	Williams	
	This	is	just	to	say	
	I	have	eaten		
the	plums	
that	were	in		
the	icebox	
	
and	which	
	you	were	probably	
saving	
	for	breakfast	
	
Forgive	me	
they	were	delicious	
so	sweet	
and	so	cold	
	
	
	

Pears	by	Robert	VanderMolen	
	
The	city	historian	remarked	
The	past	is	inferior	for	some	
But	not	for	others,	I	am	
Heading	west	however	
To	become	a	pro	poker	player	
	
There	was	a	brewery	halfway	
Up	the	hill	that	resembled	a	church	
The	parade	trolled	past	in	the	direction	
Of	the	hospital,	where	they	dispersed	
And	pulled	off	their	masks.	Women	
With	cupcake	faces,	men	with	big	behinds.	
They	would	later	shave	that	hill	down	
	
Let	your	brush	do	the	thinking	
The	retired	house	painter	explained	
Puppy	chewing	on	a	Budweiser	can.	
Sun	on	goldenrod.	
Being	a	rebel	and	tilting	at	windmills	
Are	two	different	things.	
Would	you	like	a	pear?	
	
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


