Autobiographical Poem

Use the topics below to generate lists. From these lists, we will write an autobiographical poem.

· List the names of towns, states, cities, or countries you lived in or visited. Put a note about what you saw or did there next to each one.

· List your pets and make a note beside each name giving a little info about the animal.

· List the historic events you've witnessed (even indirectly, like on the news). These can be neighborhood, city, state, national or world events.

· List things you've lost including people, animals, and items of importance.

· List some odd things you've experienced.

· List a few favorites-a song or piece of music, a color, a smell, a specific plant or flower, a food, whatever comes to mind.

· List items you've found around your home, your yard, your neighborhood.

· List foods, dishes, games, drinks from family gatherings.

· List relatives, especially ones that play a big part in your life.

Combining some of the opening lines below with your ideas in your lists, write and shape a poem about yourself.

I was the expected(or unexpected)

I learned

I've held

I've heard

I lost





I've had some

I saw


I once


I tell you sincerely



Twice


I have


And twice

I once screamed



I will testify

I bought

I love

And only one




I have stories

The smell of

Now I

I found




I'm


I was


I've been

OR

Use one of the poetry outlines and ideas in your lists and create a poem about yourself. (Your poem should be much more than just filling in the blanks.)

Your assignment

· Create a poem about yourself using your information and some of the structure from the previous page. Make sure to include sensory details and specific language.
· The poem should be 12-15 lines minimum. You may want to break these into stanzas (the paragraph of the poetry world), but that is not a requirement.

· Decorate the poem by putting in on colorful paper and adding an image. The poem does not have to be typed, but it must be visually appealing. 

· Due on Tuesday, September 13th

· 25 points

Some models to help you out


More Models



I have been_______________


where I saw______________


I have touched___________


I have lost________________


I have found_____________


I have seen ______________


I was_____________________


I've held_________________


I've heard________________


I've been_________________


I saw myself_____________


I once____________________


But now_________________





I started out______________


with my___________________


and my____________________


We lived on_______________


My daddy was____________


My mama was____________


My whole life has been__


There is no use___________


No amount of knowledge


_____________________________


Now I______________________








I am from_____________


I am from_____________


from___________________


and____________________


I am from_____________


I'm from_______________


not from_______________


I'm from_______________


From __________________


I am from______________








End the poem with a line or two that ties the present to the past.





Changes in Me 


by Pam Garrett





No amount of knowledge could've prepared me for change in my life


From sticky Southern summers to foggy San Francisco summers to warm Northwest summers and winters and springs full of water


From a sheltered little girl to someone open to anything 


and everything to 


someone more sure of herself 


what she wants, what she needs and what she doesn't





From flashy, funky clothes trying to make a statement to 


all black to 


long hippy skirts and Birkenstocks.





No amount of knowledge could've prepared me for me.





Pokeberries by Ruth Stone


I started out in the Virginia mountains


with my grandmother's pansy bed 


and my Aunt Maud's dandelion wine.


We lived on greens and back-fat and biscuits.


My Aunt Maud scrubbed right through the linoleum.


My daddy was a northerner who played drums


and chewed tobacco and gambled.


He married my mama on the rebound.


Who would want an ignorant girl with red hair?


They took a Pullman up to Indianapolis


and someone stole my daddy's wallet.


My whole life has been stained with pokeberries.


No man seemed right for me. I was awkward until I found a good wood-burning stove.


There is no use asking what it means.


With my first piece of ready cash I bought my own place in Vermont; kerosene lamps, dirt road.


I'm sticking here like a porcupine up a tree.


Like the one our neighbor shot. Its bones and skin hung there for three years in the orchard.


No amount of knowledge can shake my grandma out of me; or my Aunt Maud; or my mama, who didn't just bite an apple with her big white teeth. She split it in two.








Where I'm From by George Ella Lyon


I am from clothespins,


from Clorox and carbon-tetrachloride


I am from the dirt under the back porch. (Black, glistening, it tasted like beets.)


I am from the forsythia bush,


the Dutch elm


Whose long gone limbs I remember


as if they were my own.





I am from fudge and eyeglasses,


	from Imogene and Alafair.


I'm from the know-it-alls


	and the pass-it-ons,


from perk up and pipe down. 


I'm from he restoreth my soul


	with a cottonball lamb


	and ten verses I can say myself.





I'm from Artemus and Billie's Branch


fried corn and strong coffee.


From the finger my grandfather lost 


	to the auger


the eye my father shut to keep his sight.


Under my bed was a dress box


spilling old pictures,


a sift of lost faces


do drift beneath my dreams.


I am from those moments-


snapped before I budded-


leaf-fall from the family tree.





Random Autobiography 


by Greg Birnbaum, student





I have been to India


where I saw wild monkeys


climb big trees.


I have been to Yellowstone


where I saw buffalo follow


my footsteps.


I have touched dogs that bite


and snakes that kill.





I have lost trust and respect.


I have lost friends and family.


I have found hope and dreams.


I have found knowledge and wisdom.





I have seen the sun set from


bull Mountain in Montana.


I was the expected killer


in the game of Clue.





I've held a first born baby 


in my hands, 


then I gave her back to my sister.





I've heard rock and rap,


oldies and new age.


I've been mean to my friends,


and then said, "I'm sorry."





I saw myself with a gun, 


but didn't like the control,


and put it down.





I once gave advice to a friend


but got yelled at because


it wasn't what she wanted to hear.





I've driven through a rainstorm


with my mother,


sick,


in the passenger seat.





Twice I lost my house keys,


only I found them hours later.





And only once have I been in love,


but now it's over,


and I'm not sure If I even was.








