
Whether you have an artistic mind or not, you 
shouldn’t feel daunted by the thought of writing 
poetry, despite the fact that the craft claims some 
of the heaviest hitters in literature. Shakespeare, 
Whitman, Plath, Eliot, Dickinson, Wordsworth—
seriously, why even bother trying to find a rhyme 
for “passion’s embrace”?

 OK, maybe feeling somewhat daunted is 
understandable, but feel daunted no more. Feel… 
dauntless instead!

 Scribble-Out Poetry does most of the literary 
heavy lifting for you. Within these pages, you’ll find 
samples of some of history’s greatest works by the 
titans of writing. And since they’re all in the public 
domain (meaning the copyright has expired) you 
can do whatever you want with it like, say, make 
poetry. See where we’re going here?

 Rather than come up with the perfect turn of 
a phrase, this book allows you to find the perfect 
turn of a phrase via permanent marker. Scribble-
Out Poetry is about the art of subtraction. And that 
type of art has a rich history in…um…art. When 
Alexandros of Antioch carved his famous sculpture 
of Venus de Milo, he was quoted as saying, “This is 
so heavy. Do I need the arms? Meh, I guess not.” It 
should be noted that this story is entirely untrue, 
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but you get the point. Just as sculpture is the act of 
subtracting marble to reveal a form, Scribble-Out 
Poetry is the act of subtracting words to reveal a 
poem. Minus the chisel, of course.

 Simply scribble out words from these 
classic literary nuggets (aka “excerpts”) to create 
everything from soaring dedications of love to a 
simple limerick about your private parts. We’ll get 
to exactly how this all works in a second, but for 
now consider this book your muse. Your really, 
really wordy muse. We’ve provided you with the 
inspiration, the words, and the paper. You just need 
to do the last bit to untether the poet within you.

 And if you need an additional push, consider 
the only good rhyme for “passion’s embrace” is 
“fashion’s disgrace” and that’s just stupid.

Do

see how

easy

this

is ?

you
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Think of someone you love, like, fake-like, lust 
after, want to impress, or wish you’d never met. 

Pick any passage. 

Read through it carefully for words or phrases that 
stand out to you.

Using a black marker, scribble out the words you 
don’t want or need. (Yes, do it right on the page.)

Behold the remaining words. (Congrats! You’re a 
poet.)

Tear out your poem and sign the back.

Present your Scribble-Out masterpiece to the 
intended lucky recipient.

Now go scribble out some more poetry!

How to Scribble 
Out a Poem
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It is impossible to communicate to you a 
conception of the trembling sensation, half 
pleasurable and half fearful, with which 
I am preparing to depart. I am going to 
unexplored regions, to “the land of mist 
and snow,” but I will disclose a secret. 
There is something at work in my soul 
which I do not understand—but besides 
this there is a love for the marvellous, a 
belief in the marvellous, intertwined in all 
my projects, which hurries me out of the 
common pathways of men, even to the wild 
sea and unvisited regions I am about to 
explore. Continue for the present to write 
to me by every opportunity: I may receive 
your letters on some occasions when I need 
them most to support my spirits. I love you 
very tenderly. Remember me with affection, 
should you never hear from me again.
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SCRIBBLED OUT FROM FRANKENSTEIN BY MARY SHELLEY

A SCRIBBLE-OUT POEM FOR: 

SCRIBBLED OUT BY: 
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At length the boat 

touched the shore, but without 

effort, without shock, as lips touch lips; and 

he entered the grotto amidst continued strains of 

most delicious melody. He descended, or rather seemed to 

descend, several steps, inhaling the fresh and balmy air, then all 

seemed to fade away and become confused before his eyes, like the last 

shadows of the magic lantern before it is extinguished, and he was again in 

the chamber of statues, lighted only by one of those pale and antique lamps 

which watch in the dead of the night over the sleep of pleasure. 

The three statues advanced towards him with looks of love, and approached 

the couch on which he was reposing, their feet hidden in their long white 

tunics, their throats bare, hair flowing like waves, and assuming attitudes 

which the gods could not resist, but which saints withstood, and looks 

inflexible and ardent like those with which the serpent charms 

the bird; and then he gave way before looks that held 

him in a torturing grasp and delighted his 

senses as with a voluptuous kiss.
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