To Kill a Mockingbird Found Poem

By Rachel Eliza

The author's comments:
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This poem is called a found poem. It’s when you take phrases from an article or a book and put them together to create a poem. Mine is for To Kill a Mockingbird. [image: image2.png]



The poem:

This is a truth
that applies to the human race,
yet to no particular race of men:
You never really understand a person,
until you consider things from his point of view,
climb inside of his skin,
and walk around in it.
One thing that doesn't abide
by majority rule:
a person's conscience.
It was times like these
When
you rarely win,
only children weep,
the dead bury the dead,
one does not love breathing,
and there’s just one kind of folks:
folks.
I don't pretend to understand
why reasonable people
go stark raving mad
simply because they're still human.
That the one place
where a man ought to get a square deal
is in a courtroom,
be he any color of the rainbow.
It was times like these:
food comes with death,
flowers with sickness,
and little things in between;
two soap dolls,
a broken watch and chain,
a pair of good-luck pennies,
and our lives.
It made me sad.
Yet delete the adjectives,
and I'd have the facts;
it's a sin to kill a mockingbird.
