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Tip #69: Newspapers in the Classroom

Newspapers in the classroom...  I visualize a 
stack of newspapers and current events 
magazines piled up in the corner because I 
can't find time to "get to them."  Recently I 
attended a literacy conference and almost 
decided not to attend a particular session 
because I thought I had plenty of "those 
newspaper activities" already in my files.  If 
you think you are saturated with ideas on 
using the newspaper to promote literacy, then 
this email tip is for you.  I am so glad I stayed 
in this session because I walked out with three 
excellent activities that I had not used before.  
Please read on! 
 
2005 in Headlines - "Front Page" 
Poetry 
 
This activity is a great way to produce a 
scrapbook of current events for the year.  
Students will not only walk away with a 
deeper understanding of the issues in the 
news but will write free verse poetry along the 
way.  "Found poetry" is made up of text that 
was not originally written as poetry.  The 
writer uses words, phrases, and lines from 
newspapers, government documents, or even 
conversation to create a poem.  Because the 
writer uses another person's ideas and 
vocabulary, the task is somewhat easy.  
Students have a word bank right in front of 
them.  They simply need to manipulate the 
language until they find a new way to present 
the information using line breaks and white 
space to create a poem.  The challenge is 

starting with a piece of text students feel is full 
of powerful language. 
 
(Language arts teachers: Step Up to Writing calls 
this activity Poetry Pieces and has an excellent 
lesson plan already sequenced for you on pp. 
6-39 through 6-41.  Included in those pages 
are two "found" poems that can be used as 
classroom examples.) 
 

Choose a powerful story from the front 
page of the newspaper.  Reproduce it so 
students can cross out any words or 
punctuation that is unnecessary, 
redundant, or bland.  Have students think 
about paying $5.00 for every word left.  
Does this help them remove articles (a, 
and, the) and verbs that are not vivid as 
well as nouns that are not specific? 

 
Line breaks differentiate prose from 
poetry.  Most often poets try to get good 
sounds at the end of lines, end with words 
that heightens reader interest, or 
emphasize certain words.  Ask students to 
read through the leftover words in the 
article and place slash marks (/) where 
they wish to end lines.  Reading it aloud 
will help students make these decisions. 

 
The last step is to ask students to transfer 
their found poems to writing paper.  The 
students need to decide the kind of white 
space they will use to enhance the leftover 
message.  Will the poem look fat or 
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skinny?  Will it create a shape to echo the 
underlying meaning of the poem?  Will 
the poem have a certain number of lines 
creating a pattern within verses? 

 
Although everyone started with the same 
news article from the front page, found 
poems will end up sounding and looking 
different. Organize a circle pass so 
students have an opportunity to read the 
30 different "front page" poems. 

 
Make this into an ongoing activity.  Every two 
weeks, ask students to write a "front page" 
poem.  Instead of choosing the article for 
your students, release the responsibility to 
them.  This should make their poetry even 
stronger since they are choosing the text they 
think is the most powerful.  Ask students to 
keep these biweekly poems along with the 
newspaper clippings in a notebook, and at the 
end of the year they will have a wonderful 
timeline of the current events that took place 
during their school year. 
 
Attached is a group "found poem" that I did 
with 8th graders using The Tell-Tale Heart. Also 
attached is a professional poet's "front page" 
poem.  I think you will like Kaye Moon 
Winter's refection on JFK's assassination 
written from the point of view of a 12-year-
old.   
 
Cartoon Quickwrites 
 
Create a routine in your classroom for 
responding to cartoons in writing.  You will 
need to stock up on appropriate comics from 
the newspaper to use with your students.  
Have students each choose a cartoon.  Give 
them a limited amount of time to respond to 
it in any way that they want.  In the beginning, 
most students will use their 5-10 minute 
response time to summarize the cartoon.  To 
move them away from this literal thinking, 
post the cartoons and quickwrites around the 
classroom and number them.  Create a 

reader's worksheet and have a writing 
celebration day where students try to match 
the quickwrites with the cartoons.  The 
quickwrites that are just summaries will be the 
most identifiable.  Students will quickly learn 
to respond to cartoons in more creative ways.  
This will make the matching a little more of a 
challenge, which students will enjoy.  
Attached is a Family Circus cartoon and a high 
school student's written response to it.  (This 
writing sample was taken from late in the 
year.)   
 
Current Events Journal 
 
This activity results in a compilation of news 
articles and student responses.  The rules for 
this activity are somewhat loose, which may 
stretch your comfort level.  Begin by having 
students read the newspaper and ask them to 
vote on an interesting article to archive into 
the class journal.  Once the students have 
voted, tape the article into the class journal 
and tell students to respond to it when they 
have some free time.  They can only respond 
to it once.  Obviously, you will need to 
discuss some guidelines such as appropriate 
responses, not putting down someone else's 
response, etc.  Some students will write a 
sentence or two just to get the requirement 
out of the way while others will be so moved 
by the article that they will respond in more 
creative ways.   
 
When everyone has responded to the article, 
have another reading day and challenge 
students to vote on the next article to place in 
the class  journal.  There will be peer pressure 
for those students who can't seem to find the 
time to respond to the article because you 
don't choose another one until all class 
members have done so.  Students will eagerly 
read the class journal to see not only who has 
responded but also what they had to say about 
the subject.  Students will see a variety of ways 
to write responses, which will help them 
experiment with new forms of writing.  How 
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many articles will period 1 respond to in the 
year compared to period 4?  How will their 
choices of articles compare?  It really depends 
on each group of students you have and how 
they relate to this activity.  All in all, the final 
journal from each class period will be a 
wonderful timeline of current events with 
honest responses from your students.   
 
Source: 
Kristi Piper 
Danbury High School/Texas 
NCTE, 2004 



Step 1: Choose a passage of about 100 words.   
 

The Tell-Tale Heart 
by Edgar Allan Poe 
 
Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror.  It was not a 

groan of pain or of grief - oh, no! - it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of 

the soul when overcharged with awe.  I knew the sound well.  Many a night, just at midnight, 

when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful 

echo, the terrors that distracted me.  I say I knew it well.  I knew what the old man felt, and 

pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. 

 

Step #2:  Eliminate unnecessary words. 
 
slight groan, of mortal terror. low stifled sound arises from the bottom of the soul overcharged 

with awe. midnight,  the world slept, welled up from my own bosom, deepening, dreadful echo, 

terrors  distracted me. I knew it well. chuckled at heart. 

 
Step #2:  Add line breaks and white space.  Examine verb tenses.  You may add two words of 
your own as needed. 
 
Terror 
 
Slight groan of mortal terror 

Stifled sound arises from the bottom of the soul 

Overcharged with awe 

 

Midnight 

The world sleeps 

 

Welling up from my own bosom 

Deepening, dreadful echo 

Terrors distracting me 

 

I know it well 

Chuckling at heart 

Deleted: Presently I heard a 

Deleted: and I knew it was the groan 

Deleted:  It was not a groan of pain 
or of grief - oh, no! - it was the 

Deleted: that 

Deleted: when 

Deleted:  I knew the sound well.  
Many a night, just at 

Deleted: when all 

Deleted: it has 

Deleted: with its 

Deleted: the 

Deleted: that

Deleted:  I say 

Deleted:  I knew what the old man 
felt, and pitied him, although I 



A Day I Can’t Remember 
by K Moon Winters© 

 
Where were you on November 22, 1963? 

Most anyone alive at the time can tell you...save for me. 
Oh, I know I was in Dallas, the city of my birth. 

In the state of Texas and on the planet Earth. 
But where I was when shot's rang out on that fateful day 

is a conundrum I still ponder and a truth I cannot say. 
All I know for certain...the singular thing I recall... 

was the world was now diminished and shrouded in a pall. 
 

Up till then, I had been a typical teen of the times. 
Looking for the reasons, listening for the rhymes. 

With bobby socks and loafers and hair in bouffant flip, 
though hardly square, I'd hardly dare proclaim myself as hip. 

What I was was a liberal.  An idealist.  That was me. 
But then, what choice did I have raised at my father's knee. 

He was the quintessential Texan, tall in his Stetson hat, 
who instilled in me equality for all and that was that. 

 
I'd grown up in a home that was built on democracy. 
A happy place where any race felt comfortable to be. 

At three years old I sat atop my father's shoulders strong, 
passing flyers to the crowds, politickin' all day long. 

I never took much notice when I got home from school 
of  the likes of Barbara Jordan or Jim Wright or nice guy, Mike McKool 

or Henry B. or LBJ or Ralph or any other, 
though sometimes I'd listen to them laughing with my mother. 

 
The one I do remember up until that fateful day, 

was the one I met in Washington.  We called him "JFK". 
At twelve years old, I stood in awe as he shook my hand 

and felt at once the greatness he held at his command. 
His smile conveyed sincerity and through a child's pure eye 

I saw into his heart and knew all the reasons why 
my father worked so hard for him as did so many others 

and why, at last, we all could be truly sisters and brothers. 
 

Fast forward to the future...I am sweet sixteen. 
The apple of my father's eye, a budding teenage queen. 

Certain of my future, as well my destiny 
on November 22, 1963. 

 
I awakened to a morning fresh with sunshine and sweet air. 

They let us out of school that day, just like for the fair. 
My mom and dad had long been gone to places the President would be 

and if at all possible, my dad had promised me 
he would call and let me know if I could see him one more time... 

and here's the part where I lost the reason to the rhyme. 
Where I went from that point on, I simply cannot tell 

nor will I let myself believe what I perceived was hell. 
 

From awakening that morning, the next thing that I knew 
was driving up to my home as my brother and parents did, too. 

A surreal scene then followed...my father...so straight and strong... 
doubled-up in agony as my mother helped him along. 

My brother's face so ashen...an 18 year young man/child... 
reflecting his lost innocence as if he'd been bequiled. 

Inside the house...the phone...it rang... reporters, supporters, friends. 
But this is where my story of Camelot now ends. 

 
On a day I can't remember yet still haunts my memory. 

 
November 22, 1963. 





(Poem written by a high school student in response to Family Circus cartoon) 

There Was a Time 
 

There was a time when I wanted to be 

Superman when I grew up, 

But there came a time when I saw 

Christopher Reeves struggle with paralysis. 

 

There was a time when I was content to sit in my mother’s lap 

and listen to her read to me, 

But there came a time when I had to read on my own 

and I know longer fit in that lap. 

 

There was a time when if a girl came too close 

I had to get a cooties shot, 

But there came a time when having the right girl near me 

could brighten the darkest of days. 

 

There was a time when my backyard 

could be a battlefield or castle or pirate ship, 

But there came a time when I longed to see 

the world beyond my hometown. 

 

There was a time when I owed my parents 

more that I could ever repay, 

And there will never come a time 

when that changes. 


