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Guided Imagery—Canyons by Gary Paulsen 
 

Purpose: Guided imagery is a fun way for kids to focus on the text and get a feel 
of how writers use words to appeal to the five senses.  
 
Directions: The teacher will read the following text aloud to the class. The text is 
taken from Canyons. (It would be best to avoid doing this exercise right after 
lunch, or on an especially warm day, as students have the tendency to feel sleepy.)  

1. Do a quick review on imagery/images. Remind the students that often, 
authors will use text to appeal to the five senses.  

2. Prior to reading the passage, remember to inform the students that they 
should be trying to paint a picture in their minds. Tell them to pay attention 
to how they feel.  

3. Have students close their eyes. Tell them to take a deep breath and relax.  
4. Read the following passage to the students. After the reading of the 

passage, tell the students to open their eyes and pull out a piece of paper. 
Have them write for about 10 minutes. They can write about what they felt 
while the passage was being read, what they were thinking about, or 
anything else that comes to mind. Invite them to use as many sensory words 
as possible. Another option is to let students draw something related their 
experience.  (**Remind them that these will be turned in for points of 
completion.) 

5. Invite some students to share their passages.   
 
Assessment: Students should turn in their writing assignments for points of 
completion. Items to look for include sensory image details.  
 
Paulsen, Gary. Canyons. New York: Laurel Leaf Books, 1990. 
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Guided Imagery—Canyons by Gary Paulsen (Teacher Copy) 
Chapter 8 

 
Directions: Close your eyes and take a deep breath. Tell all your muscles to relax.  
 
 “He felt strange. The chocolate grew cold in his hand and he sat and let the 
canyon come in around him. There was no moon, but enough light came from the 
stars so that when his eyes grew used to the darkness he could see the canyon 
walls moving up into the sky. 
 “Somewhere far away something screamed a faint cry—almost like a woman 
or child screaming—and he started, then remembered reading somewhere that 
mountain lions screamed that way and thought it must be a cougar somewhere way 
off. There were mountains and more mountains up over the ridges and there must 
be mountain lions up there in the peaks. 
 “I have lived so close to this, he thought, and never been here, never seen 
this beautiful place. He had been in the mountains close to El Paso but they were 
dry, dead, hot and baked airless peaks—not like this. Not with cool breezes and 
springs and cottonwoods and birds and lions, if it was a lion. He wondered for a 
moment if he should be frightened of the lion, then decided against it. From what 
he’d read they didn’t bother people at all and it must have been miles away. The 
sleepers below him hadn’t even heard it. 
 “He put the cup down and lay back but still sleep wouldn’t come. 
 “Something was there, some strange thing that bothered him. He had felt it 
before when they first came into the end of the canyon and it was still there, the 
feeling. He couldn’t shake it. 
 “An unease, a restlessness that wouldn’t go away. He closed his eyes and 
thought of things to make him sleep, boring things, but even that didn’t work. In 
the end he sat up again, staring out across the canyons over the sleepers below him, 
a strange uneasiness in his heart that would not go away.  
 “And the night came down.” 
 
Now, begin to tell your muscles to move and open up your eyes.  


