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Section 1 

The Line and the Stanza 

Objectives: (Review these at the end of each lesson with  or  or ). 

1) To know what stanzas and lines are.  

2) To explore the effect of a line break. 

3) To be able to use line breaks to create stanzas and separate ideas. 

 

The Line 

In poetry a line is not the same as a sentence. One line can hold multiple 

sentences and one sentence can span many lines. In poetry we use lines to 

determine rhythm and flow. Sometimes pausing mid line, with a full stop can 

create a powerful effect. Read the following poem to see if you can figure 

out one of the ways this can be effective. 

The Stanza 

A stanza in poetry is like a verse in music. It’s a group of lines in a poem that 

are usually separated by a blank line.   

 

Read this poem with your teacher and see how many stanzas you can 

identify. 

Frogs 

by Norman MacCaig 

Frogs sit more solid 

than anything sits. In mid-leap they are 

parachutists falling 

in a free fall. They die on roads 

with arms across their chests and 

heads high.  

 

I love frogs that sit 

like Buddha, that fall without 

parachutes, that die 

like Italian tenors. 

 

Above all, I love them because, 

pursued in water, they never 

panic so much that they fail 

to make stylish triangles 

with their ballet dancer's 

legs.  

 

   There are_________ lines and  _______ stanzas.  

FUN FACT 

Enjambment is where 

a sentence continues 

beyond the end of a 

line, stanza or couplet. 

Can you find examples 

of enjambment in 

Frogs? 

http://wonderingminstrels.blogspot.ae/search/label/Poet%3A%20Norman%20MacCaig
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Exercise Time – Give that brain a workout! 

Complete the following exercises in your Classwork Book. 

 

Exercise 1 – 

Choose any passage of text from your reading book. Use a section without 

any dialogue – description works well. Try to break it up, inserting line breaks 

to separate lines and stanzas, to create a piece of poetry.  

 

Exercise 2 –  

Both of the poems on this page have had their line breaks taken out. They 

look like blocks of text now. There are no lines! The stanzas have vanished! 

Insert line breaks to create a poem of your own with their words.  

Remember, inserting line breaks where the poets did is not necessarily right. 

 

A Noiseless Patient Spider 

by Walt Whitman 

 

A noiseless patient spider, I mark'd where on a little promontory it stood 

isolated. Mark'd how to explore the vacant vast surrounding. It launch'd forth 

filament, filament, filament, out of itself ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly 

speeding them. And you O my soul where you stand, surrounded, detached, 

in measureless oceans of space, ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, 

seeking the spheres to connect them, till the bridge you will need be form'd, 

till the ductile anchor hold, till the gossamer thread you fling catch 

somewhere, O my soul. 

This Is Just To Say 

by William Carlos Williams 

 

I have eaten the plums that were in the icebox and which you were probably 

saving for breakfast. Forgive me they were delicious so sweet and so cold 

 

 

 



Scholars International Academy © 2016   James Brown 

6 | P a g e  

Section 2 

Rhyme Scheme and Meter 

Objectives: (Review these at the end of each lesson with  or  or ). 

1) To know how to denote rhyme scheme. 

2) To know how rhyme and meter affect rhythm and how this can add to the 

meaning of a poem. 

3) To use meter and rhyme for effect in a poem. 

Rhyme scheme 

Rhyme scheme in a poem is the pattern of rhyming words which form a 

rhythm within a poem. Usually these rhyming words are placed at the end of 

lines. We note the pattern of these rhyming words by writing the same letter 

at the end of each line that rhymes. 

For example: 

Roses are red   A 

Violets are blue   B 

I’m out of my head  A 

Thinking of you.    B 

 

The rhyme scheme of this poem is written as ABAB.  

Exercise Time – Give that brain a workout! 

Complete the following exercises in your Classwork Book. 

Exercise 1 - 

Can you figure out the rhyme scheme in the poem 

below? Read the following extract from Quatrain by 

Robert Service. Look at the sounds at the end of every 

line. Write down what the rhyming word is and what the 

rhyming sound is in your classwork book. Then write down 

what the rhyme scheme for the quatrain is. 

Blind fools of fate and slaves of circumstance, 

Life is a fiddler, and we all must dance. 

From gloom where mocks that will-o'-wisp, Free-will 

I heard a voice cry: "Say, give us a chance."  

     -Quatrain by Robert Service 

Exercise 2 -  

Write your own rhyming quatrain. Write about something you know well and 

enjoy, that way it’s sure to be something you’re passionate about. 

FUN FACT 

A Quatrain is a 

group of four lines 

in a poem. They 

are a stanza on 

their own and 

often have 

alternating rhymes. 
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Stressed and unstressed syllables 

In any language not all words are said with the same emphasis. If that were 

the case, we’d all be speaking in a boring monotone. We speak with natural 

rises and falls in our voices. We stress syllables, meaning we place emphasis 

on them. Some syllables we don’t emphasise as much, which means it is an 

unstressed syllable.  

 

For example: in the word ‘power’ 

Try saying it stressing different syllables and underline which sounds more 

natural 

POW-er   OR   pow-ER  

Practice: Say the following words. Which is the stressed syllable?  

Reward  Chicken  Present  Locker 

Meter 

English, and poetry in particular, is made up of collections of stressed and 

unstressed syllables. We call these metric feet. Metrical feet are made up of 

two or three syllables (stressed or unstressed). The way these metric feet are 

arranged in a line creates meter. 

Different types of metric feet –  

iamb (unstressed/stressed) 

“I wandered, lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er dales and hills” 

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud by William Wordsworth 

trochee (stressed/unstressed) 

“Should you ask me, whence these stories? 

Whence these legends and traditions” 

Song of Hiawatha by Henry Wadsworth 

Longfellow 

dactyl (stressed/stressed/unstressed) 

“Forward, the Light Brigade!” 

Charge of the Light Brigade by Alfred Lord 

Tennyson 

anapest (unstressed/unstressed/stressed) 

“Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse” 

‘Twas the Night Before Christmas by Clement 

Clarke Moore 
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Practice: Do the meter equations!  

Metrical foot + line length = meter 

Eg. iamb + 5 feet per line = iambic pentameter 

1) dactyl  +  3 feet per line  =  __________________________  

2) anapest  +  ________________  =  anapestic tetrameter 

3) iamb   +  4 feet per line  =  __________________________ 

4) _________ + ________________  = trochaic tetrameter 

Meter and rhythm for effect. 

Generally when a poet goes to the effort (or doesn’t) of creating a specific 

meter or incorporating a rhyme scheme, it’s for a reason.  Read the quatrain 

below and do the Stop ‘n Think… questions below.  
“I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and sky, 

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;  

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s shaking, 

And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn breaking.” 

- Sea Fever by Joe Masefield 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stop ‘n Think… 
1) Can you note the rhyme scheme of the quatrain above? 

2) Each line has more than just one type of metric foot. Can you identify the 

metric feet in the quatrain above?  

3) What effect do you think the rhyme scheme and changing metric feet 

have? 
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Exercise Time – Give that brain a workout! 

Complete the following exercises in your Classwork Book. 

 

Exercise 1 –  

Write a short poem (8 lines is enough) about using one of the pictures below 

as a springboard. Focus on creating an effect with the rhyme scheme and 

meter in the poem. 

 

 

 

Exercise 2 –  

Choose a poem from the selection at the back of the book. Extract the 

rhyming words and write your own poem using the same rhyming words as 

the original poet. 
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Section 3 

Repetition – Alliteration and Assonance 

Objectives: (Review these at the end of each lesson with  or  or ). 
1) To understand why poets use repetition. 

2) To assess how poets use repetition for effect. 

3) To understand and identify different types of repetition. 

Repetition 

Repetition is very important. Repetition is very important. Repetition is very 

important. If an author or poet feels the need to repeat something, it’s for a 

reason. Especially in poems, where space is so limited, if something is there 

multiple times the poet wants you to realise that. Sometimes words are 

repeated, sometimes whole phrases, but often a single sound or letter is 

repeated in order to create a desired effect. 

Activity: 

Say the following phrases as fast as you can over and over without making a 

mistake. 

“I wish to wash my Irish wristwatch.” 

 

What made that tongue twister hard to say? It was the repetition of the same 

sounds. In this case it was the ‘w’ and ‘sh’ sounds. That was alliteration and 

consonance in their most basic form!  

Alliteration  

Alliteration is simply the repetition of sounds (generally consonant sounds) at 

the beginning of words. It can help to give the poem a certain mood or tone. 

 

“He clasped the crag with crooked hands” 

   - The Eagle by Alfred Lord Tennyson 

 

Assonance 

Assonance is a repetition of the same vowel sound in the stressed syllable of a 

word, followed by different consonant sounds. This may sound hard to 

understand, but read the following example out loud :  

“Upon an island hard to reach, 

The East Beast sits upon his beach”  

   - Which Beast is Best? by Dr Seuss 

Which vowel sounds are being repeated? If you are unsure, read the extract 

again. 

The __________ sound is repeated. 
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Consonance 

Consonance is repetition of consonant sounds, usually at the end of words in 

a line. However, consonance can also refer to the repetition of sounds within 

the words too. Look at the two examples below and see if you can identify 

the repeated sounds. 

“Tyger Tyger, burning bright,” 

   - Tyger Tyger by William Blake 

The ______ sound is repeated. 

“Increasing store with loss and loss for store” 

   - Sonnet 64 by William Shakespeare  

The _____ sound is repeated. 

 

Repetition for Effect 

Repetition of a letter in a line can create a certain effect.  For example a 

poet might repeat the ‘t’ sound in a letter to emphasise the ticking sound of 

a clock.  Repetition is a deliberate way of placing emphasis on something, 

whether it be a sound, phrase or word.  

For example: 

“I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet” 

    - Acquainted with the Night by Robert Frost 

In this line there is the repeated use of the ‘s’ sound. Robert Frost 

incorporated this sound numerous times in an effort to highlight silence of the 

night in which this poem is set. It is a deliberate repetition in order to create 

the effect of silence and secrecy. 

 

 

 

  

Extra Credit 
Find some example of alliteration, assonance and consonance from the poems in 

Section 7 – Poetry Collection (or from other sources) and determine why the 

poet made the repetition that he/she did and what it contributes to the poems 

effectiveness. 
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Exercise Time – Give that brain a workout! 

Complete the following exercises in your Classwork Book. 

 

Exercise 1 –  

Consonance, alliteration or assonance? Read the following examples and 

underline the repeated sound in each instance. Then write whether it is an 

example of consonance, alliteration or assonance. Refer to the examples in 

your book to help you. 

 

“The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 

The furrow followed free; 

We were the first that ever burst 

Into that silent sea.” 

- Rime of the Ancient Mariner by Samuel Taylor Coleridge  

“Hot hearted Beowulf was bent upon battle” 

  - Beowulf  

“I dropped the locket in the thick mud” 

  - The Silken Tent by Robert Frost 

“A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze” 

  - Daffodils by William Wordsworth 

“Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before” 

  - The Raven by Edgar Allen Poe 

Exercise 2 –  

It’s time to write! Think of your favourite sport, hobby or activity. Write a short 

poem (8-12 lines) that makes use of assonance, alliteration and consonance. 

 

Extra Credit 
Write a short paragraph explaining why you have chosen to repeat those sounds 

in your poems. What effect are you trying to achieve? 
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Section 4 

Comparisons – Similes, Metaphors and Personification 

Objectives: (Review these at the end of each lesson with  or  or ). 

1) To be able to identify different types of comparisons. 

2) To assess the effectiveness of different comparisons. 

3) To be able to create effective comparisons. 

 

Comparisons 

Poets often use comparisons as an effective way of putting an image in your 

mind. By likening something to another thing, a poet is able to ensure we 

gain a mental image from their words. It also makes it easier for a reader to 

identify similarities and differences between what is compared. There are a 

few ways that a poet can make comparisons.  

Similes 

Similes are comparisons that liken objects or people to one another using the 

words like or as. They tend to focus on specific shared features of what they 

are comparing.  

For example: 

The moon is like a balloon that floats in the sky. 

Practice: Can you identify similarities between the moon and a balloon? 

THE MOON A BALLOON 
  

  

   

  

  

  

  

 

 

Activity! 

Go to Section 7 – Poetry Collection and see if you can find an example of a 

simile that you find especially effective – or think of your own one – then mark 

the similarities and differences on the table on the next page. 



Scholars International Academy © 2016   James Brown 

14 | P a g e  

  
  

  

   

  

  

  

  

 

Going further: Would you say that the simile you found is effective? Write your 

answer below. 

 

I think that the ________ is/is not effective because __________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

for example ______________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________________ 

__________________________________________________________________________ 

 Practice answering questions like this in your classwork book. 

 

Metaphors 

Metaphors are more direct comparisons. They’re bold and powerful! Instead 

of likening something to another, they clearly state that they are the same 

thing. By using metaphors the poet is able to force a vivid image into your 

imagination and these often create potent images. 

For example: 

 The sun is a jewel set in the sky 

 

Practice: Can you identify similarities between the sun and a jewel.  
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THE SUN A JEWEL 
  

  

   

  

  

  

  

 

Assess the effectiveness of this comparison. Do this in your classwork book. 

(Don’t forget to use because and for example in your answer.) 

 

Going further: Find at least one example of a metaphor in Section 7 – Poetry 

Collection. Make a table like you have done for the previous two examples. Is 

this an effective comparison? Write you answer in your classwork book. (Don’t 

forget to use because and for example in your answer.) 

Personification 

Personification is defined as giving human characteristics to something that is 

not human. A poet might do this to evoke emotion in the reader, making 

them identify with the object or animal which is being given human 

characteristics. When a writer uses personification they are always comparing 

something to a person. So when you assess the effectiveness of 

personification, you need to look at why the writer has chosen to make this 

type of comparison. 

For example: 

 The brown grass begged for water. 

Practice: Is this an effective comparison? Why? 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

___________________________________________________________________________ 
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Exercise Time – Give that brain a workout! 

Complete the following exercise in your Classwork Book. 

 

Exercise 1 –   

Simile, metaphor or personification? Can you identify which comparison the 

lines below are? Write them out, underlining the things being compared in 

your books. 

1.  A milkweed pod was bulging like a coin purse on the ground of damp 

woods. 

2.  The Pacific is a bulging eyeball of water. 

3.  Starlings made a playground of the scarecrow's head as it stood in the 

cornfield. 

4.  The tulips and daffodils danced in the breeze. 

5.  John's room was a garden choked with weeds. 

6.  The trees of the forest sympathetically watched over the lost child. 

7.  Just like a troop of ants, everyone on the football team enthusiastically 

helped set up the new goal posts. 

8.  Outside, fog hanging like old coats between trees. 

9.  The child looked around as his class galloped about the room, but he 

couldn't spot her. 

10.  My heart was sputtering its usual tiny, blue flame. 

11.  The fickle storm decided that our town was the place to dump its load of 

snow. 

12.  The giant tree invited the weary traveller to escape the hot sun. 

 

Exercise 1 –  

Write a poem in which you make a comparison that makes your readers’ 

minds wretch in disgust. Use imagery that revolts them! You could write about 

some food you’ve eaten, your least favourite subject or anything you like 

(except other people). You need to think of all the possible similarities you 

can find in order to make an effective comparison. You needn’t write a long 

poem, just try to make it as visceral and disgusting as possible. 

  

Extra Credit 
Find three example of comparisons (a simile, a metaphor and personification) 

and write about their effectiveness using the words because and for example. 
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Section 5 

Writing Poetry 

In this section you will find a number of poetry writing prompts. These are 

designed to give you an idea or something to work towards with your poetry. 

Your teacher might ask you to try certain prompts at the end of the booklet 

or you might want to ask your teacher to allow you to write some during the 

booklet. The poems that you write in this section might well be the ones you 

perform at the end of the unit. So make sure you write to your best ability 

always. 

 Write a nursery rhyme. Think about the rhythm. 

 Write a poem about yourself in which none of the facts are true. 

 Imagine yourself in ten years or twenty years. Write a poem to 

yourself in the present. 

 Write a poem about something that won’t go away, no matter how 

hard you try. 

 Use the words: smelly, honey and snake to write a poem 

 Write a poem about a family member. 

 Write a poem entitled __________ ways to ___________.  

 We’ve all started something new at some point. Write about it with a 

poem. 

 Write a poem about an insurmountable task. 

 Pick one type of metric foot. Write a poem using only that! 

 Write a poem that uses the words: jousting, decay and puddle. 

 Write a poem where very line is exactly four words. 

 You have three lines to write a narrative poem. Go! 

 Explore you favourite memory with a poem. 

 Write a poem in iambic pentameter with 14 lines. 

 Write a rhyming poem that incorporates the words: frozen, tree and 

pain. 

 Write a poem entitled ______ He/She Said. 
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Section 6  

Poetry Glossary 

Use the space below to write your own poetry glossary, with your own 

understanding of the key terms you have encountered in this poetry booklet. 
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Section 7 

Poetry Collection 
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Ballad in A 

by Cathy Park Hong 

 

A Kansan plays cards, calls marshal 

a crawdad, that barb lands that rascal a 

slap; 

that Kansas jackass scats, 

camps back at caballada ranch. 

 

Hangs kack, ax, and camp hat. 

Kansan’s nag mad and rant can’t bask, 

can’t bacchanal and garland a lass, 

can’t at last brag can crack Law’s balls, 

 

Kansan’s cantata rang at that ramada 

ranch, 

Mañana, Kansan snarls, I’ll have an 

armada 

and thwart Law’s brawn, 

slam Law a damn mass warpath. 

 

Marshal’s a marksman, maps Kansan’s 

track, 

calm as a shaman, sharp as a hawk, 

says: that dastard Kansan’s had 

and gnaws fatback. 

 

At dawn, marshal stalks that ranch, 

packs a gat and blasts Kansan’s ass 

and Kansan gasps, blasts back. 

A flag flaps half-staff. 

 

Take One Home for the Kiddies 

by Phillip Larkin 

 

On shallow straw, in shadeless glass, 

Huddled by empty bows, they sleep: 

No dark, no dam, no earth, no grass – 

Mam, gut us one of them to keep. 

 

Living toys are something novel,  

But it soon wears off somehow. 

Fetch the shoebox, fetch the shovel – 

Mam, we’re playing funerals now.  

  13 August 1960 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Attention Seeking 

by Jackie Kay 

 

I’m needing attention. 

I know I’m needing attention 

because I hear people say it. 

People that know these things. 

I’m needing attention, 

so what I’ll do is steal something. 

I know I’ll steal something 

because that is what I do 

when I’m needing attention. 

Or else I’ll mess up my sister’s room, 

throw all her clothes onto the floor, 

put her gerbil under her pillow 

and lay a trap above the door 

a big heavy dictionary to drop on her 

when she comes through. (Swot.) 

This is the kind of thing I do 

when I’m needing attention. 

But I’m never boring. 

I always think up new things. 

Attention has lots of colours 

and tunes. And lots of punishments. 

For attention you can get detention. 

Extra homework. Extra housework. 

All sorts of things. Although 

yesterday I heard a woman say 

that I was just needing 

someone to listen. My dad went mad. 

‘Listen to him!’ he said. ‘Listen! 

You’ve got to be joking.’ 

Mind you that was right after 

I stole his car keys and drove 

his car straight into a wall. 

I wasn’t hurt, but I’m still 

needing quite a lot of attention. 

 

Streemin 
By Roger McGough 

 

Im in the bottom streme 

Which meens Im not bright 

dont like reading 

cant hardly write 

 

but all these divishns 

arnt reely fair 

look at the cemtery 

no streemin there 
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The Boat 
By Richard Brautigan 

 

O beautiful 

was the werewolf 

in his evil forest. 

We took him 

to the carnival 

and he started 

     crying 

when he saw 

the Ferris wheel. 

Electric 

green and red tears 

flowed down 

his furry cheeks. 

He looked 

like a boat 

out on the dark 

water. 

 

A Martian Sends a Postcard Home 
By Craig Raine 

 

Caxtons are mechanical birds with many 

wings  

and some are treasured for their markings--  

 

they cause the eyes to melt  

or the body to shriek without pain.  

 

I have never seen one fly, but  

sometimes they perch on the hand.  

 

Mist is when the sky is tired of flight  

and rests its soft machine on the ground:  

 

then the world is dim and bookish  

like engravings under tissue paper.  

 

Rain is when the earth is television.  

It has the properites of making colours 

darker.  

 

Model T is a room with the lock inside --  

a key is turned to free the world  

 

for movement, so quick there is a film  

to watch for anything missed.  

 

But time is tied to the wrist  

or kept in a box, ticking with impatience.  

 

In homes, a haunted apparatus sleeps,  

that snores when you pick it up.  

 

If the ghost cries, they carry it  

to their lips and soothe it to sleep  

 

with sounds. And yet, they wake it up  

deliberately, by tickling with a finger.  

 

Only the young are allowed to suffer  

openly. Adults go to a punishment room  

 

with water but nothing to eat.  

They lock the door and suffer the noises  

 

alone. No one is exempt  

and everyone's pain has a different smell.  

 

At night, when all the colours die,  

they hide in pairs  

 

and read about themselves --  

in colour, with their eyelids shut. 

 

r-p-o-p-h-e-s-s-a-g-r 

E. E. Cummings,  

 r-p-o-p-h-e-s-s-a-g-r 

                           who 

  a)s w(e loo)k 

  upnowgath 

                       PPEGORHRASS 

                                                       eringint(o- 

  aThe):l 

               eA 

                    !p: 

S                                                                      a 

                                      (r 

  rIvInG                              .gRrEaPsPhOs) 

                                                                       to 

  rea(be)rran(com)gi(e)ngly 

  ,grasshopper; 

 

 

A Girl 
By Ezra Pound 

 

The tree has entered my hands,  

The sap has ascended my arms,  

The tree has grown in my breast-  

Downward,  

The branches grow out of me, like arms.  

 

Tree you are,  

Moss you are,  

You are violets with wind above them.  

A child - so high - you are,  

And all this is folly to the world. 
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A Poison Tree 
By William Blake 

 

I was angry with my friend; 

I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 

I was angry with my foe: 

I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

 

And I waterd it in fears, 

Night & morning with my tears: 

And I sunned it with smiles, 

And with soft deceitful wiles. 

 

And it grew both day and night, 

Till it bore an apple bright. 

And my foe beheld it shine, 

And he knew that it was mine. 

 

And into my garden stole. 

When the night had veiled the pole; 

In the morning glad I see, 

My foe outstretchd beneath the tree. 

 

Dream Deferred  
By Langston Hughes 

 

What happens to a dream deferred? 

 

Does it dry up 

Like a raisin in the sun? 

 

Or fester like a sore-- 

And then run? 

 

Does it stink like rotten meat? 

Or crust and sugar over-- 

like a syrupy sweet? 

 

Maybe it just sags 

like a heavy load. 

 

Or does it explode? 

 

Do Not Go Gentle into the Good Night 
By Dylan Thomas 

 

Do not go gentle into that good night, 

Old age should burn and rave at close of 

day; 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

Though wise men at their end know dark is 

right, 

Because their words had forked no 

lightning they 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how 

bright 

Their frail deeds might have danced in a 

green bay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in 

flight, 

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its 

way, 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 

Grave men, near death, who see with 

blinding sight 

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be 

gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

And you, my father, there on that sad 

height, 

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, 

I pray. 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

I Wandered Lonely As A Cloud 
By William Wordsworth 

 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the milky way, 

They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

 

The waves beside them danced, but they 

Out-did the sparkling leaves in glee; 

A poet could not be but gay, 

In such a jocund company! 

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought: 

 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dances with the daffodils. 
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Bees 
By Richard Lambert 

 

A store of light, a shoal, 

a smallness of sunlight-darkness, 

pips, ghosts, 

a slowness amongst the trees. 

 

The War Reporter Paul Watson on the 

Bombing of the Dead 
By Dan O’Brien 

My Dreams are of a Field Afar 
By A.E Housman 

 

My dreams are of a field afar 

And blood and smoke and shot 

There in their graves my comrades are, 

In my grave I am not. 

 

I too was taught the trade of man 

And spelt the lesson plain 

But they, when I forgot and ran, 

Remembered and remain. 

 

Mid-Term Break 
By Seamus Heaney 

 

I sat all morning in the college sick bay 

Counting bells knelling classes to a close. 

At two o'clock our neighbours drove me 

home. 

 

In the porch I met my father crying— 

He had always taken funerals in his stride— 

And Big Jim Evans saying it was a hard blow. 

 

The baby cooed and laughed and rocked 

the pram 

When I came in, and I was embarrassed 

By old men standing up to shake my hand 

 

And tell me they were 'sorry for my trouble'. 

Whispers informed strangers I was the eldest, 

Away at school, as my mother held my hand 

 

In hers and coughed out angry tearless sighs. 

At ten o'clock the ambulance arrived 

With the corpse, stanched and bandaged 

by the nurses. 

 

Next morning I went up into the room. 

Snowdrops 

And candles soothed the bedside; I saw him 

For the first time in six weeks. Paler now, 

 

Wearing a poppy bruise on his left temple, 

He lay in the four-foot box as in his cot. 

No gaudy scars, the bumper knocked him 

clear. 

 

A four-foot box, a foot for every year. 

 

Self Pity 
By D.H Lawrence 

 

I never saw a wild thing  

sorry for itself.  

A small bird will drop frozen dead from a 

bough 

without ever having felt sorry for itself. 

 

 

Winter 

By Jan Allison 

thick blanket of snow  

snuggling the flowerbeds  

with a winter wrap 

Spring 

by Funom Makama 

Nature's wake from sleep 

Life flirts with beauty 

a time for flowers to flaunt 

 

Untitled 

By Kato Shuson 

 

I kill an ant 

and realise my three children 

have been watching 

  

A snow-silenced cemetery adjacent 

to the fuel depot. A bomb blast blots out 

the memory field. Resurrected hands 

clatter against windowpanes. The unhinged 

skull in a sleeping garden. Bold femurs 

stand up in viscous mud. Coffins rising 

like broken rafts on a frozen wake. Whorls 

of air bore through names and dates. Remorseful 

statuary angels wade into bone 

chips like a stone strand. A specter in black 

sits rocking and waiting for the roaring 

jets to pass, a naked cadaver sprawled 

at her feet. My son, she wails. Why would they 

do this to me? You can not kill the dead 

twice. 
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The Jaguar 
By Ted Hughes 

 

The apes yawn and adore their fleas in the 

sun. 

The parrots shriek as if they were on fire, or 

strut 

Like cheap tarts to attract the stroller with the 

nut. 

Fatigued with indolence, tiger and lion 

 

Lie still as the sun. The boa-constrictor’s coil 

Is a fossil. Cage after cage seems empty, or 

Stinks of sleepers from the breathing straw. 

It might be painted on a nursery wall. 

 

But who runs like the rest past these arrives 

At a cage where the crowd stands, stares, 

mesmerized, 

As a child at a dream, at a jaguar hurrying 

enraged 

Through prison darkness after the drills of his 

eyes 

 

On a short fierce fuse. Not in boredom— 

The eye satisfied to be blind in fire, 

By the bang of blood in the brain deaf the 

ear— 

He spins from the bars, but there’s no cage 

to him 

 

More than to the visionary his cell: 

His stride is wildernesses of freedom: 

The world rolls under the long thrust of his 

heel. 

Over the cage floor the horizons come. 

 

Sonnet 18 
By William Shakespeare 

 

 

Dulce et Decorum est 
By Wilfred Owen 

 

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed 

through sludge, 

Till on the haunting flares we turned out 

backs, 

And towards our distant rest began to 

trudge. 

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their 

boots, 

But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame, all 

blind;  

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 

Of gas-shells dropping softly behind. 

 

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys! - An ecstasy of 

fumbling 

Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, 

But someone still was yelling out and 

stumbling 

And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime.-  

Dim through the misty panes and thick green 

light, 

As under a green sea, I saw him drowning. 

 

In all my dreams before my helpless sight 

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, 

drowning. 

 

If in some smothering dreams, you too could 

pace 

Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 

And watch the white eyes writhing in his 

face, 

His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin, 

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted 

lungs 

Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,-  

My friend, you would not tell with such high 

zest 

To children ardent for some desperate glory, 

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 

Pro patria mori.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?  

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer's lease hath all too short a date:  

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;  

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance, or nature's changing course, 

untrimm'd; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st;  

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.  
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Mirror 
By Sylvia Plath  

 

I am silver and exact. I have no 

preconceptions. 

What ever you see I swallow immediately 

Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike. 

I am not cruel, only truthful--- 

The eye of a little god, four-cornered. 

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite 

wall. 

It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so 

long 

I think it is a part of my heart. But it flickers. 

Faces and darkness separate us over and 

over. 

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me, 

Searching my reaches for what she really is. 

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or 

the moon. 

I see her back, and reflect it faithfully. 

She rewards me with tears and an agitation 

of hands. 

I am important to her. She comes and goes. 

Each morning it is her face that replaces the 

darkness. 

In me she has drowned a young girl, and in 

me an old woman 

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible 

fish. 

 

 

Hope is the Thing with Feathers 

By Emily Dickinson 

 

‘Hope' is the thing with feathers— 

That perches in the soul— 

And sings the tune without the words— 

And never stops—at all— 

 

And sweetest—in the Gale—is heard— 

And sore must be the storm— 

That could abash the little Bird 

That kept so many warm— 

 

I've heard it in the chillest land— 

And on the strangest Sea— 

Yet, never, in Extremity, 

It asked a crumb—of Me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

First Day at School 
By Roger McGough 

 

A millionbillionwillion miles from home 

Waiting for the bell to go. (To go where?) 

Why are they all so big, other children? 

So noisy? So much at home they 

Must have been born in uniform 

Lived all their lives in playgrounds 

Spent the years inventing games 

That don't let me in. Games 

That are rough, that swallow you up. 

 

And the railings. 

All around, the railings. 

Are they to keep out wolves and monsters? 

Things that carry off and eat children? 

Things you don't take sweets from? 

Perhaps they're to stop us getting out 

Running away from the lessins. Lessin. 

What does a lessin look like? 

Sounds small and slimy. 

They keep them in the glassrooms. 

Whole rooms made out of glass. Imagine. 

 

I wish I could remember my name 

Mummy said it would come in useful. 

Like wellies. When there's puddles. 

Yellowwellies. I wish she was here. 

I think my name is sewn on somewhere 

Perhaps the teacher will read it for me. 

Tea-cher. The one who makes the tea. 

 

Stretch Marks 

By Rebecca Goss 

 

My swims kept those scars at bay, 

two thousand lengths it took, to form 

 

my mapless globe. No trace she was here, 

her travels around me refused to surface 

 

as she dived between poles, lapped 

that black belly ocean. Once born, meridian 

 

of my achievements, she went off course. 

I followed her divergent route, but this was 

not 

 

her geography. I have wished for them, 

a record of her tracks, all snowed over, 

gone. 

 


