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Hall Grove Poetry Competition 2012 
 
The final for our poetry competition this year will be held on Thursday 27th March at 1000 in New Hall. Over 
the next few weeks we encourage all children from Years 3 - 8 to learn a poem which they will perform in 
one of their lessons before their class/set. The very best from each group will go forward to the final. 
Children may choose from their own year group list OR from any of the more senior lists. 
 
Over the past few years this has been a successful occasion, encouraging children to commit poetry to 
memory for enjoyment and intellectual development. The key criteria for judging a poetry performance or 
declamation are: 
Audibility  It is vital that the words are clearly heard 
Enunciation & Phrasing Clarity of pronunciation (as appropriate for the poem) and a sense of meaning 

delivered through appropriate pauses 
Presentation  A sense of occasion in delivery (for example…facial expression, stance) 
 
If there are any queries, please feel free to get in touch. 
 
John A. Waltho 
j.waltho@hallgrove.co.uk 
 
 

Recommended Poems 
Years 3 & 4 
TITLE AUTHOR 
Please Mrs Butler Allan Ahlberg 
The Sick Rose William Blake 
The Chimney Sweeper William Blake 
My Star Robert Browning 
How Doth the Little Crocodile Lewis Carroll 
Jabberwocky Lewis Carroll 
I Had A Little Cat Charles Causley 
from A Song About Myself John Keats 
The Owl and the Pussy-Cat Edward Lear 
The Arrow and the Song Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
On the Ning Nang Nong Spike Milligan 
My Shadow Robert Louis Stevenson 
   
Years 5 & 6 
TITLE AUTHOR 
Matilda Neil Adams 
The Tyger  William Blake 
Kenneth Wendy Cope 
Macavity: The Mystery Cat T S Eliot 
I Remember, I Remember Thomas Hood 
Gran’s XI John Kitching 
Sea Fever John Masefield 
In Flanders Field John McCrae 
The Sea James Reeves 
Jack Frost In The Garden J Smeeton 
From A Railway Carriage Robert Louis Stevenson 
The Daffodils William Wordsworth 
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Years 7 & 8 
TITLE AUTHOR 
Psalm 23 (King James translation, 1611) 
Stop All The Clocks W H Auden 
Timothy Winters Charles Causley 
There Is Another Sky Emily Dickinson 
from Preludes T S Eliot 
The Road Not Taken Robert Frost 
Do Not Stand at my Grave and Weep Mary Elizabeth Frye 
The Road Through The Woods Rudyard Kipling 
The Dying Soldier Isaac Rosenberg 
Sonnet 18 - Shall I Compare Thee To A 
Summer’s Day? 

William Shakespeare 

Upon Westminster Bridge William Wordsworth 
from ‘Lucy’ poems William Wordsworth 
He Wishes For The Cloths Of Heaven W B Yeats 
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YEARS 3 & 4
Charles Causley 

I Had A Little Cat 
 
I had a little cat called Tim Tom Tay, 
I took him to town on market day, 
I combed his whiskers, I brushed his tail, 
I wrote on a label, 'Cat for Sale. 
Knows how to deal with rats and mice 
Two pounds fifty. Bargain price.’ 
 
But when the people came to buy 
I saw such a look in Tim Tom's eye 
That it was clear as clear could be 
I couldn't sell Tim for a fortune's fee 
I was shamed and sorry, I'll tell you plain, 
And I took home Tim Tom Tay again. 

______________________________________ 
Edward Lear 

The Owl and the Pussy-cat 
 
The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 
In a beautiful pea green boat, 
They took some honey, and plenty of money, 
Wrapped up in a five pound note. 
The Owl looked up to the stars above, 
And sang to a small guitar, 
'O lovely Pussy! O Pussy my love, 
What a beautiful Pussy you are, 
You are, 
You are! 
What a beautiful Pussy you are!' 
 
Pussy said to the Owl, 'You elegant fowl! 
How charmingly sweet you sing! 
O let us be married! too long we have tarried: 
But what shall we do for a ring?' 
They sailed away, for a year and a day, 
To the land where the Bong-tree grows 
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood 
With a ring at the end of his nose, 
His nose, 
His nose, 
With a ring at the end of his nose. 
 
'Dear pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 
Your ring?' Said the Piggy, 'I will.' 
So they took it away, and were married next day 
By the Turkey who lives on the hill. 
They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 
Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 
And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 
They danced by the light of the moon, 
The moon, 
The moon, 
They danced by the light of the moon. 

______________________________________ 

John Keats 
from A Song About Myself 

 
There was a naughty boy, 
And a naughty boy was he, 
He ran away to Scotland 
The people for to see - 
There he found 
That the ground 
Was as hard, 
That a yard 
Was as long, 
That a song 
Was as merry, 
That a cherry 
Was as red, 
That lead 
Was as weighty, 
That fourscore 
Was as eighty, 
That a door 
Was as wooden 
As in England - 
So he stood in his shoes 
And he wonder'd, 
He wonder'd, 
He stood in his shoes  
And he wonder'd. 

______________________________________ 
Lewis Carroll 

How Doth the Little Crocodile 
 
How doth the little crocodile 
Improve his shining tail, 
And pour the waters of the Nile 
On every golden scale! 
 
How cheerfully he seems to grin, 
How neatly spreads his claws, 
And welcomes little fishes in 
With gently smiling jaws! 

______________________________________ 
William Blake 
The Sick Rose 

 
O Rose, thou art sick! 
The Invisible worm, 
That flies in the night, 
In the howling storm, 
 
Has found out thy bed 
Of Crimson joy; 
And his dark secret love 
Does thy life destroy. 
 

______________________________________ 
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 Allan Ahlberg 
Please Mrs Butler 

 
Please Mrs Butler 
This boy Derek Drew 
Keeps copying my work, Miss. 
What shall I do? 
 
Go and sit in the hall, dear. 
Go and sit in the sink. 
Take your books on the roof, my lamb. 
Do whatever you think. 
 
Please Mrs Butler 
This boy Derek Drew 
Keeps taking my rubber, Miss. 
What shall I do? 
 
Keep it in your hand, dear. 
Hide it up your vest. 
Swallow it if you like, love. 
Do what you think best. 
 
Please Mrs Butler 
This boy Derek Drew 
Keeps calling me rude names, Miss. 
What shall I do? 
 
Lock yourself in the cupboard, dear. 
Run away to sea. 
Do whatever you can, my flower. 
But don't ask me!  

_____________________________________ 
Spike Milligan 

On the Ning Nang Nong 
 
On the Ning Nang Nong  
Where the Cows go Bong!  
And the monkeys all say BOO!  
There's a Nong Nang Ning  
Where the trees go Ping!  
And the teapots Jibber Jabber Joo.  
On the Nong Ning Nang  
All the mice go Clang!  
And you just can't catch 'em when they do!  
So it’s Ning Nang Nong ! 
Cows go Bong!  
Nong Nang Ning!  
Trees go ping!  
Nong Ning Nang!  
The mice go Clang!  
What a noisy place to belong  
Is the Ning Nang Ning Nang Nong!!  

Lewis Carroll 
Jabberwocky 

 
`Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
  Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
  And the mome raths outgrabe. 
 
"Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 
  The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
  The frumious Bandersnatch!" 
 
He took his vorpal sword in hand: 
  Long time the manxome foe he sought -- 
So rested he by the Tumtum tree, 
  And stood awhile in thought. 
 
And, as in uffish thought he stood, 
  The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
  And burbled as it came! 
 
One, two! One, two! And through and through 
  The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 
He left it dead, and with its head 
  He went galumphing back. 
 
"And, has thou slain the Jabberwock? 
  Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!' 
  He chortled in his joy. 
 
`Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
  Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
  And the mome raths outgrabe. 
  

_____________________________________ 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
The Arrow and the Song 

 
I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 
 
I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song? 
 
Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 
 

_____________________________________ 
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Robert Browning 
My Star 

 
All, that I know 
Of a certain star 
Is, it can throw 
(Like the angled spar) 
Now a dart of red, 
Now a dart of blue 
Till my friends have said 
They would fain see, too, 
My star that dartles the red and the blue! 
Then it stops like a bird; like a flower, hangs furled: 
They must solace themselves with the Saturn above it. 
What matter to me if their star is a world? 
Mine has opened its soul to me; therefore I love it. 
 

_____________________________________ 
Robert Louis Stevenson 

My Shadow 
 
I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me, 
And what can be the use of him is more than I can see. 
He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; 
And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my 
bed. 
 
The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to 
grow-- 
Not at all like proper children, which is always very 
slow; 
For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber 
ball, 
And he sometimes goes so little that there's none of 
him at all. 
 
He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play, 
And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way. 
He stays so close behind me, he's a coward you can see; 
I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks 
to me! 
 
One morning, very early, before the sun was up, 
I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup; 
But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head, 
Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in 
bed. 
 

_____________________________________ 

William Blake 
The Chimney Sweeper 

 
A little black thing in the snow,  
Crying "weep! weep!" in notes of woe!  
"Where are thy father and mother? Say!"  
"They are both gone up to the church to pray.  
"Because I was happy upon the heath,  
And smiled among the winter's snow,  
They clothed me in the clothes of death,  
And taught me to sing the notes of woe.  
"And because I am happy and dance and sing,  
They think they have done me no injury,  
And are gone to praise God and his priest and king,  
Who make up a heaven of our misery."  
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YEARS 5 & 6
Hilaire Belloc 

Matilda 
 

MATILDA told such Dreadful Lies, 
It made one Gasp and Stretch one's Eyes; 
Her Aunt, who, from her Earliest Youth, 
Had kept a Strict Regard for Truth, 
Attempted to Believe Matilda: 
The effort very nearly killed her, 
And would have done so, had not She 
Discovered this Infirmity. 
For once, towards the Close of Day, 
Matilda, growing tired of play, 
And finding she was left alone, 
Went tiptoe to the Telephone 
And summoned the Immediate Aid 
Of London's Noble Fire-Brigade. 
Within an hour the Gallant Band 
Were pouring in on every hand, 
From Putney, Hackney Downs, and Bow. 
With Courage high and Hearts a-glow, 
They galloped, roaring through the Town, 
'Matilda's House is Burning Down!' 
Inspired by British Cheers and Loud 
Proceeding from the Frenzied Crowd, 
They ran their ladders through a score 
Of windows on the Ball Room Floor; 
And took Peculiar Pains to Souse 
The Pictures up and down the House, 
Until Matilda's Aunt succeeded 
In showing them they were not needed; 
And even then she had to pay 
To get the Men to go away! 
  
It happened that a few Weeks later 
Her Aunt was off to the Theatre 
To see that Interesting Play 
The Second Mrs. Tanqueray. 
She had refused to take her Niece 
To hear this Entertaining Piece: 
A Deprivation Just and Wise 
To Punish her for Telling Lies. 
That Night a Fire did break out-- 
You should have heard Matilda Shout! 
You should have heard her Scream and Bawl, 
And throw the window up and call 
To People passing in the Street-- 
(The rapidly increasing Heat 
Encouraging her to obtain 
Their confidence) -- but all in vain! 
For every time she shouted 'Fire!' 
They only answered 'Little Liar!' 
And therefore when her Aunt returned, 
Matilda, and the House, were Burned. 
_____________________________________ 

John McCrae 
In Flanders Fields 

 
In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 
 
We are the Dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved and were loved, and now we lie 
In Flanders fields. 
 
Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields. 

_____________________________________ 
William Blake 

The Tiger 
 

TIGER, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 
  
In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand dare seize the fire? 
  
And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand and what dread feet? 
  
What the hammer? what the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 
  
When the stars threw down their spears, 
And water'd heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 
Did He who made the lamb make thee? 
  
Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 

_____________________________________ 
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Wendy Cope 
Kenneth 

who was too fond of bubble-gum and met an untimely end 
 

The chief defect of Kenneth Plumb 
Was chewing too much bubble-gum. 
He chewed away with all his might, 
Morning, evening, noon and night. 
Even (oh, it makes you weep) 
Blowing bubbles in his sleep. 
He simply couldn’t get enough! 
His face was covered with the stuff. 
As for his teeth — oh, what a sight! 
It was a wonder he could bite. 
His loving mother and his dad 
Both remonstrated with the lad. 
Ken repaid them for the trouble 
By blowing yet another bubble. 
 
Twas no joke. It isn’t funny 
Spending all your pocket money 
On the day’s supply of gum – 
Sometimes Kenny felt quite glum. 
As he grew, so did his need – 
There seemed no limit to his greed: 
At ten he often put away 
Ninety seven packs a day. 
 
Then at last he went too far - 
Sitting in his father’s car, 
Stuffing gum without a pause, 
Found that he had jammed his jaws. 
He nudged his dad and pointed to 
The mouthful that he couldn’t chew. 
‘Well, spit it out if you can’t chew it!’ 
Ken shook his head. He couldn’t do it. 
Before long he began to groan – 
The gum was solid as a stone. 
Dad took him to a builder’s yard; 
They couldn’t help. It was too hard. 
They called a doctor and he said, 
‘This silly boy will soon be dead. 
His mouth’s so full of bubble-gum 
No nourishment can reach his tum.’ 
 
Remember Ken and please do not 
Go buying too much you-know-what. 

_____________________________________ 
T S Eliot 

Macavity: the Mystery Cat 
 

Macavity's a Mystery Cat: he's called the Hidden Paw-- 
For he's the master criminal who can defy the Law. 
He's the bafflement of Scotland Yard, the Flying 
Squad's despair: 
For when they reach the scene of crime--Macavity's not 
there! 
 

Macavity, Macavity, there's no on like Macavity, 
He's broken every human law, he breaks the law of 
gravity. 
His powers of levitation would make a fakir stare, 
And when you reach the scene of crime--Macavity's 
not there! 
You may seek him in the basement, you may look up in 
the air-- 
But I tell you once and once again, Macavity's not 
there! 
 
Macavity's a ginger cat, he's very tall and thin; 
You would know him if you saw him, for his eyes are 
sunken in. 
His brow is deeply lined with thought, his head is 
highly doomed; 
His coat is dusty from neglect, his whiskers are 
uncombed. 
He sways his head from side to side, with movements 
like a snake; 
And when you think he's half asleep, he's always wide 
awake. 
 
Macavity, Macavity, there's no one like Macavity, 
For he's a fiend in feline shape, a monster of depravity. 
You may meet him in a by-street, you may see him in 
the square-- 
But when a crime's discovered, then Macavity's not 
there! 
 
He's outwardly respectable. (They say he cheats at 
cards.) 
And his footprints are not found in any file of Scotland 
Yard's. 
And when the larder's looted, or the jewel-case is rifled, 
Or when the milk is missing, or another Peke's been 
stifled, 
Or the greenhouse glass is broken, and the trellis past 
repair-- 
Ay, there's the wonder of the thing! Macavity's not 
there! 
 
And when the Foreign Office finds a Treaty's gone 
astray, 
Or the Admiralty lose some plans and drawings by the 
way, 
There may be a scap of paper in the hall or on the stair-
- 
But it's useless of investigate--Macavity's not there! 
And when the loss has been disclosed, the Secret 
Service say: 
"It must have been Macavity!"--but he's a mile away. 
You'll be sure to find him resting, or a-licking of his 
thumbs, 
Or engaged in doing complicated long division sums. 
 
Macavity, Macavity, there's no one like Macacity, 
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There never was a Cat of such deceitfulness and 
suavity. 
He always has an alibi, or one or two to spare: 
And whatever time the deed took place--MACAVITY 
WASN'T THERE! 
And they say that all the Cats whose wicked deeds are 
widely known 
(I might mention Mungojerrie, I might mention 
Griddlebone) 
Are nothing more than agents for the Cat who all the 
time 
Just controls their operations: the Napoleon of Crime! 

_____________________________________ 
John Masefield 

Sea Fever 
 

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and 
the 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. 
 
I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the 
running tide 
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds 
flying, 
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-
gulls crying. 
 
I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy 
life, 
To the gull's way and the whale's way where the wind's 
like a whetted knife; 
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-
rover 
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long 
trick's over. 

_____________________________________ 
Thomas Hood 

I Remember, I Remember 
 

I remember, I remember 
The house where I was born, 
The little window where the sun 
Came peeping in at morn; 
He never came a wink too soon 
Nor brought too long a day; 
But now, I often wish the night 
Had borne my breath away. 
 
I remember, I remember 
The roses red and white, 
The violets and the lily cups-- 
Those flowers made of light! 
The lilacs where the robin built, 

And where my brother set 
The laburnum on his birthday,-- 
The tree is living yet! 
 
  
I remember, I remember 
Where I used to swing, 
And thought the air must rush as fresh 
To swallows on the wing; 
My spirit flew in feathers then 
That is so heavy now, 
The summer pools could hardly cool 
The fever on my brow. 
 
I remember, I remember 
The fir-trees dark and high; 
I used to think their slender tops 
Were close against the sky: 
It was a childish ignorance, 
But now 'tis little joy 
To know I'm farther off from Heaven 
Than when I was a boy. 

_____________________________________ 
John Kitching 
Gran’s XI 

 
My grandma’s in a football team 
Her age is seventy-eight. 
She’s no longer like a palm tree 
Standing waiting for a date. 
 
The goalie in my grandma’s team, 
Her age is seventy-four. 
Opponents rarely score a goal. 
She’s built like a grey barn door. 
 
The striker is a real antique, 
Captain at eighty-eight. 
She’s vicious, mean, and fouls a lot; 
The kind of striker goalies hate. 
 
Two of Grandma’s football team 
Are quite acutely deaf. 
They shout and wave most rudely 
At every weekend ref. 
 
Most of Grandma’s football team 
Have aged, aching bones, 
But in the showers, after games, 
No single player moans. 
 
The other week - a rare defeat. 
They lost: three goals to five. 
But they don’t seem to care a lot. 
They’re just glad to be alive! 

_____________________________________ 
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Robert Louis Stevenson 
From a Railway Carriage 

 
Faster than fairies, faster than witches,  
Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches;  
And charging along like troops in a battle  
All through the meadows the horses and cattle:  
All of the sights of the hill and the plain  
Fly as thick as driving rain;  
And ever again, in the wink of an eye,  
Painted stations whistle by.  
Here is a child who clambers and scrambles,  
All by himself and gathering brambles;  
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;  
And here is the green for stringing the daisies!  
Here is a cart runaway in the road  
Lumping along with man and load;  
And here is a mill, and there is a river:  
Each a glimpse and gone forever! 

_____________________________________ 
 

John P Smeeton 
Jack Frost in the Garden 

 
Jack Frost was in the garden; 
I saw him there at dawn; 
He was dancing round the bushes 
And prancing on the lawn. 
He had a cloak of silver, 
A hat all shimm'ring white, 
A wand of glittering star-dust, 
And shoes of sunbeam light. 
 
Jack Frost was in the garden, 
When I went out to play 
He nipped my toes and fingers 
And quickly ran away. 
I chased him round the wood-shed, 
But, oh! I'm sad to say 
That though I chased him everywhere 
He simply wouldn't stay. 
 
Jack Frost was in the garden: 
But now I'd like to know 
Where I can find him hiding; 
I've hunted high and low- 
I've lost his cloak of silver, 
His hat all shimm'ring white, 
His wand of glittering star-dust, 
His shoes of sunbeam light. 

_____________________________________ 

James Reeves 
The Sea 

 
The sea is a hungry dog,  
Giant and grey. 
He rolls on the beach all day. 
With his clashing teeth and shaggy jaws 
Hour upon hour he gnaws 
The rumbling, tumbling stones,  
And 'Bones, bones, bones, bones! ' 
The giant sea-dog moans,  
Licking his greasy paws. 
 
And when the night wind roars 
And the moon rocks in the stormy cloud,  
He bounds to his feet and snuffs and sniffs,  
Shaking his wet sides over the cliffs,  
And howls and hollos long and loud. 
 
But on quiet days in May or June,  
When even the grasses on the dune 
Play no more their reedy tune,  
With his head between his paws 
He lies on the sandy shores,  
So quiet, so quiet, he scarcely snores. 

_____________________________________ 
William Wordsworth 

The Daffodils 
 

I wander’d 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 stretch'd 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 waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be 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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YEARS 7 & 8
William Wordsworth 
from ‘Lucy’ poems 

 
She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praise 
And very few to love: 
  
A violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye! 
Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 
  
She lived unknown, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be; 
But she is in her grave, and oh, 
The difference to me! 
 
A slumber did my spirit seal; 
I had no human fears: 
She seem'd a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly years. 
  
No motion has she now, no force; 
She neither hears nor sees; 
Roll'd round in earth's diurnal course, 
With rocks, and stones, and trees. 

_____________________________________ 
W H Auden 

Stop All The Clocks 
 

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone, 
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone, 
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum 
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.  
 
Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead 
Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead, 
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public 
doves, 
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.  
 
He was my North, my South, my East and West, 
My working week and my Sunday rest, 
My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song; 
I thought that love would last for ever: I was wrong. 
 
The stars are not wanted now: put out every one; 
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun; 
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood. 
For nothing now can ever come to any good. 

_____________________________________ 

Isaac Rosenberg 
The Dying Soldier 

 
'Here are houses' he moaned, 
'I could reach but my brain swims.' 
Then they thundered and flashed 
And shook the earth to its rims. 
 
'They are gunpits' he gasped, 
'Our men are at the guns. 
Water... Water... O water 
For one of England's dying sons.' 
 
'We cannot give you water 
Were all England in your breath.' 
'Water!... Water!...O! Water!' 
He moaned and swooned to death. 

_____________________________________ 
Mary Elizabeth Frye 

Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep 
 
Do not stand at my grave and weep, 
I am not there, I do not sleep. 
I am in a thousand winds that blow, 
I am the softly falling snow. 
I am the gentle showers of rain, 
I am the fields of ripening grain. 
I am in the morning hush, 
I am in the graceful rush 
Of beautiful birds in circling flight, 
I am the starshine of the night. 
I am in the flowers that bloom, 
I am in a quiet room. 
I am in the birds that sing, 
I am in each lovely thing. 
Do not stand at my grave and cry, 
I am not there. I do not die. 

_____________________________________ 
 (King James translation, 1611) 

Psalm 23 
 

The LORD is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth 
me beside the still waters. 
He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of 
righteousness for his name's sake. 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod 
and thy staff they comfort me. 
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of 
mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my cup 
runneth over. 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days 
of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the LORD 
for ever. 

_____________________________________ 
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Charles Causley 
Timothy Winters 

 
Timothy Winters comes to school  
With eyes as wide as a football-pool,  
Ears like bombs and teeth like splinters:  
A blitz of a boy is Timothy Winters.  
  
His belly is white, his neck is dark,  
And his hair is an exclamation-mark.  
His clothes are enough to scare a crow  
And through his britches the blue winds blow.  
  
When teacher talks he won't hear a word  
And he shoots down dead the arithmetic-bird,  
He licks the pattern off his plate  
And he's not even heard of the Welfare State.  
  
Timothy Winters has bloody feet  
And he lives in a house on Suez Street,  
He sleeps in a sack on the kitchen floor  
And they say there aren't boys like him anymore.  
  
Old Man Winters likes his beer  
And his missus ran off with a bombardier,  
Grandma sits in the grate with a gin  
And Timothy's dosed with an aspirin.  
  
The welfare Worker lies awake  
But the law's as tricky as a ten-foot snake,  
So Timothy Winters drinks his cup  
And slowly goes on growing up.  
  
At Morning Prayers the Master helves  
For children less fortunate than ourselves,  
And the loudest response in the room is when  
Timothy Winters roars "Amen!"  
  
So come one angel, come on ten  
Timothy Winters says "Amen  
Amen amen amen amen."  
Timothy Winters, Lord.  Amen. 

_____________________________________ 
W B Yeats 

He Wishes For The Cloths of Heaven 
 

HAD I the heavens' embroidered cloths, 
Enwrought with golden and silver light, 
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths 
Of night and light and the half-light, 
I would spread the cloths under your feet: 
But I, being poor, have only my dreams; 
I have spread my dreams under your feet; 
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams. 

_____________________________________ 

Emily Dickinson 
There Is Another Sky 

 
There is another sky, 
Ever serene and fair, 
And there is another sunshine, 
Though it be darkness there; 
Never mind faded forests, Austin, 
Never mind silent fields - 
Here is a little forest, 
Whose leaf is ever green; 
Here is a brighter garden, 
Where not a frost has been; 
In its unfading flowers 
I hear the bright bee hum: 
Prithee, my brother, 
Into my garden come! 

_____________________________________ 
T S Eliot 

from Preludes 
 

THE WINTER evening settles down   
With smell of steaks in passageways.   
Six o’clock.   
The burnt-out ends of smoky days.   
And now a gusty shower wraps   
The grimy scraps   
Of withered leaves about your feet   
And newspapers from vacant lots;   
The showers beat   
On broken blinds and chimney-pots, 
And at the corner of the street   
A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps.   
And then the lighting of the lamps. 

_____________________________________ 
William Wordsworth 

Upon Westminster Bridge 
 

Earth has not anything to show more fair: 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty: 
This City now doth like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning; silent , bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky, 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did the sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill; 
Ne'er saw I, never felt a calm so deep! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will: 
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep; 
And all that mighty heart is lying still! 

_____________________________________ 
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Robert Frost 
The Road Not Taken 

 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 
 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear, 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 
 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I marked the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I, 
I took the one less travelled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

_____________________________________ 
Rudyard Kipling 

The Road Through The Woods 
 

THEY shut the road through the woods 
Seventy years ago.  
Weather and rain have undone it again,  
And now you would never know  
There was once a road through the woods  
Before they planted the trees.  
It is underneath the coppice and heath,  
And the thin anemones. 
Only the keeper sees  
That, where the ring-dove broods, 
And the badgers roll at ease,  
There was once a road through the woods. 
 
Yet, if you enter the woods  
Of a summer evening late,  
When the night-air cools on the trout-ringed pools  
Where the otter whistles his mate,  
(They fear not men in the woods,  
Because they see so few.)  
You will hear the beat of a horse's feet,  
And the swish of a skirt in the dew,  
Steadily cantering through  
The misty solitudes,  
As though they perfectly knew  
The old lost road through the woods. 
But there is no road through the woods. 

_____________________________________ 

William Shakespeare 
Sonnet 18 

 
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 dimmed, 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature's changing course untrimmed:  
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. 

_____________________________________ 
 


