
 

Found Object 

 

Somebody left this white T-shirt 

like a hangman’s hood on the new parking meter— 

the magic marks upon its back say: I QUIT METH 4-EVER. 

A declaration to the sky, whose angels all wear seagull wings 

swooping over this street with its torn scratch tickets 

and Big Gulp cups dropped by the curb. 

 

Extra large, it has been customized 

with a pocketknife or a canine tooth 

to rough the armholes where my boobs wobble out 

as I roam these rooms lit by twilight’s bulb, 

feeling half like Bette Davis in a wheelchair 

and half like that Hell’s Angels kingpin with the tracheotomy. 

 

Dear reader, do you know that guy? 

I didn’t think so. If only we could all watch the same TV. 

But no doubt you have seen the gulls flying, 

and also the sinister bulked-up crows 

carrying white clouds of hotdog buns in their beaks: 

you can promise them you’ll straighten up, but they are such big 

cynics. 

 

I should have told you My lotto #’s 2-11-19-23-36 

is what’s written in front, beside the silk screen 

for Listerine Cool Mint PocketPaks™— 

which means you can’t hijack my name; 

no, you have to go find your own, like a Hopi brave. 

You might have to sit in a sweat lodge until you pass out 

 

or eat a weird vine and it will not be pleasant. Your pulse 

goes staccato like a Teletype machine— then blam 

you’ll be transformed into your post-larval being. 

Maybe swallowtail, maybe moth: trust me, I know 

because once I was a baby blue convertible 

but now I’m this black hot rod painted with flames. 

I will write something about my own favourite found object separately but while looking for something 
for the writers group I found this poem by Lucia Perillo: 

Lucia Perillo 



 

I wasn’t familiar with Lucia Perillo (1958 – 2016) but I really liked this. Perillo grew up in the New York 
area and initially went into wildlife management before returning to university to do an MA in English. 
This sounds like the background for a poet who would write tranquil pastoral poems but Perillo’s are   
inventive and sometimes savage.  In her thirties she was diagnosed with MS and she wrote I've Heard the 
Vultures Singing (2005) a collection of essays described on the Poetry Society website as:), “ a clear-eyed 
and brazenly outspoken examination of her life as a person with disabilities.” 
 
While my first thoughts on the theme went to flotsam on shores and things forgotten at the bottom of 
drawers, perhaps these days we more often make discoveries through social media and search engines.  
Anyway, I am very glad I found Lucia Perillo’s poetry. 

To the Field of Scotch Broom That Will Be Buried by the 
New Wing of the Mall 
 
Half costume jewel, half parasite, you stood 
swaying to the music of cash registers in the distance 
while a helicopter chewed the linings 
of the clouds above the clear-cuts. 
And I forgave the pollen count 
while cabbage moths teased up my hair 
before your flowers fell apart when they 
turned into seeds. How resigned you were 
to your oblivion, unlistening to the cumuli 
as they swept past. And soon those gusts 
will mill you, when the backhoe comes 
to dredge your roots, but that is not 
what most impends, as the chopper descends 
to the hospital roof so that somebody's heart 
can be massaged back into its old habits. 
 
Mine went a little haywire 
at the crest of the road, on whose other side 
you lay in blossom. 
As if your purpose were to defibrillate me 
with a thousand electrodes, 
one volt each. 
 
Lucia Perillo 

https://poets.org/poet/lucia-perillo 

 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/lucia-perillo 

Prompts:  If you don’t want to go with “my favourite found object” there are plenty of variations that you can try - “I found it at 

the very back of the drawer,”  “Stumbling through the woods, exhausted, we suddenly found a…”  “I found it at last, but wasn’t 

sure that I was glad I had…” 

https://poets.org/poet/lucia-perillo
https://poets.org/poet/lucia-perillo
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/lucia-perillo

