How to Write an I Am Poem

Method

I Am

I am (two special characteristics)

I wonder (something you are actually curious about)

I hear (an imaginary sound)

I see (an imaginary sight)

I want (an actual desire)

I am (the first line of the poem restated)

I pretend (something you actually pretend to do)

I feel (a feeling about something imaginary)

I touch (an imaginary touch)

I worry (something that really bothers you)

I cry (something that makes you very sad)

I am (the first line of the poem restated)

I understand (something you know is true)

I say (something you believe in)

I dream (something you actually dream about)

I try (something you really make an effort about)

I hope (something you actually hope for)

I am (the first line of the poem restated)

(this particular format for the “I Am” poem is available online at www.CanTeach.ca
“What Jimmy Remembers”

from Jimmy and Rita, Kim Addonizo, Stephen F. Austin University Press, May 15, 2012

Girls in white stockings and checkered wool jumpers, round white collars, red bows at their throats.  Birds in Saint Christopher’s schoolyard—hundreds of them, black, spread out across the lawn in late afternoon.  The brick wall of the steel mill on Dye Street he could see from the living room window, his father in there working, his mother in a shiny black dress coming in at dawn after singing in some nightclub, waking him for school.  Shivering and dressing over the heating vent in the front hall.  Dark-blue blazer and black shoes.  A puppy that died of distemper, put in a shopping bag and into a can in Bushler’s Alley.  Cotton candy on the boardwalk in Seaside Heights, the barkers calling Hey bub, Hey sonny, Buster, Skip, You.  Mickey the Waffle-Whiffler, old retarded guy they used to tease by dropping pennies into his coffee at the Meatball Café.  Touching Mary Prinski’s left breast, just the underside of it, not even getting to the nipple but that was enough.  The black hearse carrying his father through the snow, a semicircle of metal folding chairs.  The green faces in avocado leaves smiling down at him.  God in the clouds.  Who art in Heaven.  His mother, ghost now: wearing a stolen mink, flipping a cigarette from a deck of Lucky’s.  His father moving towards her with a match, cupping his palms around the flame. 
