




After all the jacks are in their boxes 
And the clowns have all gone to bed 
You can hear happiness staggering on down the street 
Footprints dressed in red 

And the wind whispers, "Mary" 

A broom is drearily sweeping 
Up the broken pieces of yesterday's life 
Somewhere, a queen is weeping 
Somewhere, a king has no wife 

And the wind, it cries, "Mary" 

The traffic lights, they turn blue tomorrow 
And shine their emptiness down on my bed 
The tiny island sags downstream 
'Cause the life that lived is dead 

And the wind screams, "Mary" 

Will the wind ever remember 
The names it has blown in the past? 
And with this crutch, its old age and its wisdom 
It whispers, "No, this will be the last" 

And the wind cries, "Mary" 



The Listeners 

Walter de la Mare 

Is there anybody there?’ said the Traveller, 

Knocking on the moonlit door; 

And his horse in the silence champed the grasses 

Of the forest’s ferny floor: 

And a bird flew up out of the turret, 

Above the Traveller’s head: 

And he smote upon the door again a second time; 

‘Is there anybody there?’ he said. 

But no one descended to the Traveller; 

No head from the leaf-fringed sill 

Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes, 

Where he stood perplexed and still. 

But only a host of phantom listeners 

That dwelt in the lone house then 

Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight 

To that voice from the world of men: 

Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair, 

That goes down to the empty hall, 

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken 

By the lonely Traveller’s call. 

And he felt in his heart their strangeness, 

Their stillness answering his cry, 

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf, 

’Neath the starred and leafy sky; 

For he suddenly smote on the door, even 

Louder, and lifted his head:— 

‘Tell them I came, and no one answered, 

That I kept my word,’ he said. 

Never the least stir made the listeners, 

Though every word he spake 

Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house 

From the one man left awake: 

Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup, 

And the sound of iron on stone, 

And how the silence surged softly backward, 

When the plunging hoofs were gone.



“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. 

  



Task:

Choose a subject for your riddle.  

Write a riddle using the poetry 

toolkit. 

We will share some at the start 

of tomorrow’s lesson. 
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A 

This thing all things devours; 

Birds, beasts, trees, flowers; 

Gnaws iron, bites steel; 

Grinds hard stones to meal; 

Slays king, ruins town, 

And beats mountain down. 

J R R Tolkien, Lord of the Rings 

First think of the person who lives in disguise, 

Who deals in secrets and tells naught but lies, 

Next tell me what's always the last thing to mend, 

The middle of middle and end of the end? 

And finally give me the sound often heard, 

During the search for a hard-to-find word. 

Now string them together, and answer me this, 

Which creature would you be unwilling to kiss? 

J K Rowling, Harry Potter                      C 

Take: 
The rushing of a storm cloud, 
the growl of a dog, 
the shrug of drifting mist, 
an old man’s beard for its coat. 
 
Take: 
The strength of an elephant tusk, 
the jagged tip of a rat’s bite, 
the stab  from a heron’s beak, 
the fire’s fine ash for its eyes. 
      B 
Pie Corbett, Animal Riddles  

A: time 

B: a wolf 

C: a spider 
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Three Haiku examples: 
 

Blowing from the west 
Fallen leaves gather 

In the east. 
- Yosa Buson 

 
Over the wintry 

forest, winds howl in rage 
with no leaves to blow. 

- Natsume Soseki 
 

Winter seclusion - 
Listening, that evening, 

To the rain in the mountain. 
- Kobayashi Issa 

 
Haiku is an ancient form of poetry that began in 

Japan. They normally have 2 subjects in them and 
include a season. 

Four Tanka examples: 

 
 

Tanka is also an ancient form of poetry that began 
in Japan. It has been practiced for over 1,300 

years! 
 

Main task: Write your own Haiku and your own Tanka. Remember to follow the rules at the 

top of the page!  
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Syllable: The ‘beat’ of a word. You can clap the syllables in a word. Watch this video 

to see an example: 

https://www.bbc.co.uk/bitesize/topics/z4pxxyc/articles/zk4wjhv  
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A flash of lightning streaks across the sky. 

We huddle close beneath the trembling eaves 

As thunder roars a nightmare lullaby 

And strips the trees outside of summer leaves. 

 

By Katherine Marek 



Sonnet 18: Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE  

 
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. 
 

Sonnet 19: Devouring Time 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE  

 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws, 

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood; 

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws, 

And burn the long-liv’d Phoenix in her blood. 

 

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets, 

And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 

To the wide world and all her fading sweets; 

But I forbid thee one more heinous crime. 

 

O, carve not with the hours my love’s fair brow, 

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen! 

Him in thy course untainted do allow 

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 

 

Yet do thy worst, old Time! Despite thy wrong 

My love shall in my verse ever live young. 

What on earth is he talking 

about? 

Well, Shakespeare loved to write 

about love! In Sonnet 18, he is 

writing about how beautiful his 

love is and how she will live on 

forever in his poem in an ‘eternal 

summer’. 

In Sonnet 19, he is begging time 

not to give his love wrinkles! He 

says, ‘I forbid thee’ and ‘draw no 

lines with thine antique pen’ 

which means please make sure 

she doesn’t get a wrinkly face - 

how rude!  

He then finishes by saying it 

doesn’t matter anyway because 

she will still be young and 

beautiful in his poem. 

Shakespearean dictionary. 

Thee/thou = you 
Thine/thy = your 
Art = are 
Ow’st = owe 
Wander’st = wander 
Grow’st = grow (you get the idea!) 
Wilt = will 
Hath = has 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/william-shakespeare
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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. 



 

 

 

Mrs French’s Sonnet Plan 

Subject/title: Spring time 

Rhyming words: Pair 1: Flower/power, 2: rain/again, 3: tree/see, 4: sun/fun, 5: 

snow/go, 6: bright/light, 7: cheer/here 

 

You can see that I have made sure my rhymes are in the correct 

place. 

Technically, that last word should be ‘brightly’, but poets are 

allowed to bend the rules a little! 

Now I make sure I have 10 syllables in a line, so I will read it out 

loud and clap them. At the moment, the have 6, 7 or 8, so I am 

going to redraft before I move on to the next stanza. 

You can see my redrafted version below, which does have 10 

syllables in each line. 

 

 

Repeat this for your other 2 stanzas, 

and your rhyming couplet and you will 

end up with a sonnet! 

I have included 3 examples written by 

other Year 6 children on the next page.  

Happy sonnet writing! 



  

 

 


