
Year 9 Poetry Anthology (Summer 2018 onwards) 

 

Poetry in the natural world 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Brookvale Groby Learning Campus:  

Faculty of English, Media & Literacy 
 

ABE Summer 2018 



Poetry in the natural world 

'Poetry is what in a poem makes you laugh, cry, prickle, be silent, makes your toe nails 
twinkle, makes you want to do this or that or nothing, makes you know that you are 

alone in the unknown world, that your bliss and suffering is forever shared and forever all 
your own.' – Dylan Thomas 

The theme of nature and the natural world has been recurring 

inspiration for poets ever since the first poems were written 

thousands of years ago. The Greek poet Theocritus began writing 

about rural life in his ‘idylls’ (a poem or piece of short prose about 

rustic life) in the third century BCE. No matter what country or 

era, the changes in landscape, weather, seasons and natural phenomenon have been an 

inescapable part of the history of poetry. 

 

How do I read a poem? 

'There are three things, after all, that a poem must reach: the eye, the ear, and what we 
may call the heart or the mind. It is most important of all to reach the heart of the 

reader.' – Robert Frost 

The very first thing that a poem will do is to make you feel something. That ‘something’ 

may be joy, sadness, frustration, pity – even confusion – but the important thing is that it 

makes a connection. It may take several readings to make that connection, but that’s OK. 

The results we get from spending time with a poem is worth the hard work.   

Once you have decided what a poem makes you feel, you then need to work out how. 

What methods (devices and techniques) does the poet use to make you feel that way: 

what do they do on purpose to create meaning for you and have that particular effect? 

That is when you can start to analyse – but the feeling and the connection has to come 

first. And don’t lose that as you start to explore: your personal interpretation and reading 

is always the most important. 

 

'I wish our clever young poets would remember my homely definitions of prose and 
poetry; that is prose; words in their best order; - poetry; the best words in the best order.' 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

 

To make a start you may want to read the poem out loud – and read to the punctuation 

rather than to the end of the line that you see on the page. Reading out loud helps you to 

recognise the rhythm, or the beat, through the words; where the poet has used the 

structure of the poem to emphasise certain words. Then you can think about: 



 the images created by the poet: what do you see, what can you hear, smell or 

taste? Can you feel the chill of winter on your skin?  

 What words stand out for you – are there some words that surprise you?  

 Are there any words or ideas that are repeated, is there any sort of rhyme?  

 How does the poem begin and end?  

 Is there any conflict or opposites happening in the poem?  

 Is there a narrative (story) or is the poet writing about a single moment? 

 How does the visual layout of the poem relate to what it is about? 

In short: ‘how do the methods used by the poets link to meaning and effects?’ 

 

Keep asking yourself questions – and not just the questions 

above - and then look to the poem for the answers. Even if 

you don’t find all the answers there, it’s good to look 

because you don’t know what else you will find. And, you 

never know, a few days later that unanswered question may 

reveal itself to you. 

 

Think creatively and flexibly – understand that we all respond to poetry differently, 

depending on our mood, our experiences and even the physical context of our reading 

(where we are reading the poem and for what purpose). Keep an open mind – there is no 

‘perfect’ answer, just explore. 

 

Reading poetry is about experiencing the world in a different way. It’s about discovering 

somebody else’s thoughts and ideas; sharing their view of the world and everything in it. 

Sometimes you may read a poem and think ‘that’s it’! You have a sudden realisation, or 

epiphany, that somebody else has managed to put into words the way that you feel.  

With poetry you are never alone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Meta-language –- language about language: 
the words we use to discuss poetry and 

explore how it works for us 

 

You do not have to memorise these terms, you may not even use many of them, but this is a 
handy reference point for you during your study of poetry, both in class and independently. 

Allegory: a metaphor that weaves its way through a whole poem where objects, persons and 
actions stand for another meaning 

Alliteration: when words which begin with the same sound are placed close to each other 

Allusion: when a poem makes a reference to a well-known historical or literary figure or event 

Anaphora: the repetition of the same word or group of words at the beginning of successive 
clauses 

Antithesis: the use of balanced opposites 

Assonance: the repetition of vowel sounds within words    

Aubade: a poem about the morning 

Blank verse: a verse that has no rhyme, but does have a regular meter/rhythm (iambic 
pentameter) – very similar to the way we speak in English 

Cadence: the sound, or musical elements of a poem that help it to sound different from prose 
such as a line speeding up or slowing down 
 
Caesura: the word for a ‘pause’ in poetry. This can be done with punctuation, or without through 
the natural rhythm of the lines 

Conceit: an extended metaphor which can span several lines or a whole poem 

Connotation: the associations a word brings up; the suggestive meaning of a word 

Consonance: the repetition of consonant sounds within or at the end of words   

Context: the setting of the poem; also the influences on the writer (historical etc.) 

Denotation: the literal meaning of a word – the ‘dictionary’ definition 

Dramatic Monologue: a poem written in the voice of a distinct character 

Elegy: a poem mourning for a dead person 

Elision: the omission (missing out) of a sound to preserve the meter of a line of poetry eg. o’er = 
over; ne’er = never 

Enjambment: when a phrase carries over a line-break or stanza without a major pause 

Free verse: where a poem has no regular meter or rhyme scheme 

Half rhyme: when 2 words almost rhyme but not quite eg door and dear 

Hyperbole: (pronounced hi-per-bow-lee) over-exaggeration 

https://highered.mheducation.com/sites/0072405228/student_view0/poetic_glossary.html#meter


Iambic pentameter: the most common rhythm in English poetry, it is a rhythmic pattern (meter) 
consisting of 5 (penta) lots of short syllables followed by long syllables (iambs): it sounds like 5 
heartbeats – da-DUM, da-DUM, da-DUM, da-DUM, da-DUM 

Imagery: intense, vivid, descriptive language that triggers our senses and memories when read 

Irony: saying one thing while meaning another 

Litotes: (pronounced lie-toe-tees) a deliberate understatement to emphasise something eg. he’s 
not the tidiest person I know = he’s messy 

Lyric: an emotional, personal poem 

Metaphor: when one thing is described as being another thing (‘My teacher’s a nightmare!’) 

Metonymy: figure of speech where a thing is not referred to by its own name, but something 
closely associated eg. Downing Street said instead of representatives of the Prime Minister said 

Motif: a repeated image or pattern of language 

Octave: an 8 line stanza 

Ode: a poem written in praise or celebration of something 

Onomatopoeia: a word that resembles the sound it represents 

Oxymoron: two words that seem to be the opposite of one another eg. Loving hate 

Paradox: a contradictory statement 

Parallelism: the similar structure in a pair or series of related words, phrases or clauses 

Pastoral: a poem about nature, or simple, country life 

Pathetic Fallacy: where human feelings are given to nature or animals 

Personification: where human qualities or characteristics are given to non-living objects 

Plosive: sounds such as ‘p’, ‘b’ and ‘t’ sounds 

Pun: a play on words 

Quatrain: a stanza with 4 lines 

Refrain: like a chorus - a regularly recurring phrase or verse, usually at the end of a stanza 

Register: the type or style of words used – formal, informal, slang etc. 

Rhetorical question: a question where no direct answer is expected 

Rhyming couplet: a pair of lines that rhyme 

Semantic field: where a poem (or any text) has a topic or subject that a group of words relate to. 
Eg heart, flower, music, passion - the semantic field would most likely be considered 'love' 

Sestet: a 6 line stanza 

Setting: the time and place of a poem, or text 

Sibilance: the ‘s’ sound 

Simile: where one thing is directly compared to another – usually using like or as 



Sonnet: a traditional sonnet has 14 lines written in iambic pentameter with a regular rhyme 
scheme and a turn (something changes or the poem takes a different direction) at the beginning 
of the 9th line. Popularised by Shakespeare, but originated in Italy with a poet named Petrarch 

Speaker: the voice behind the poem. Even if the poem is autobiographical, the poet is 
constructing a voice through which to speak the words he/she has chosen 
 
Stanza: a group of lines in a poem 
 
Symbol: a thing that stands for or represents something else  
 
Synecdoche: (pronounced sin-eck-doe-key) a figure of speech where a part of something 
represents the whole eg: can you hear the strings in the orchestra? Meaning can you hear the 
violins, cellos, double bass?  

Synaesthesia:  where one sensory impression is described in terms of a different sense eg green 
thought or he wore a loud yellow shirt 

Syntax: the order of words in a sentence; also, the order of ideas or topics in a poem 

Tercet: a 3 line stanza 

Theme: the general idea within a poem 

Tone: the implied attitude of a writer towards the subject 

Volta: the ‘turn’ in a sonnet from the octave to the sestet 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



 

 

 

 

 

Why east wind chills (1933) 
 

Why east wind chills and south wind cools 

Shall not be known till windwell dries 

And west’s no longer drowned 

In winds that bring the fruit and rind 

Of many a hundred falls; 

Why silk is soft and the stone wounds 

The child shall question all his days, 

Why night-time rain and the breast’s blood 

Both quench his thirst he’ll have a black reply. 

 

When cometh Jack Frost? the children ask. 

Shall they clasp a comet in their fists? 

Not till, from high and low, their dust 

Sprinkles in children’s eyes a long-last sleep 

And dusk is crowded with the children’s ghosts, 

Shall a white answer echo from the rooftops. 

 

All things are known: the star’s advice 

Calls some content to travel with the winds, 

Though what the stars ask as they round 

Dylan Thomas (1914-1953) 

Thomas was a Welsh writer and broadcaster who was a force of 
nature on the poetry scene – and continues to make his presence 
very keenly felt through the continued popularity of his poems. He 
is without doubt one of the great modern poets. 



Time upon time the towers of the skies 

Is heard but little till the stars go out. 

I hear content, and ‘Be content’ 

Ring like a handbell through the corridors, 

And ‘Know your answer,’ and I know 

No answer to the children’s cry 

Of echo’s answer and the man of frost 

And ghostly comets over the raised fists. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
‘the first poems I knew were nursery rhymes, and before I could read them for myself, I had come to love 
the words of them, the words alone’ – Dylan Thomas  



 

 

 

 

Gulls (published 1999) 
 

Gulls are glanced from the lift 

Of cliffing air 

And left 

Loitering in the descending drift, 

Or tilt gradient and go 

Down steep invisible clefts in the grain 

Of air, blading against the blow, 

 

Back-flip, wisp 

Over the foam-galled green 

Building seas, and they scissor 

Tossed spray, shave sheen, 

Wing-waltzing their shadows 

Over the green hallows, 

 

Or rise again in the wind’s landward rush 

And, hurdling the thundering bush 

With the stone wall flung in their faces, 

Repeat their graces. 

 

‘No death outside my immediate family has left me feeling more bereft. No death in my lifetime has hurt 
poets more. He was a tower of tenderness and strength’ - Seamus Heaney, speaking at Hughes' funeral  

Ted Hughes (1930-1998) 

Hughes, born in Yorkshire, was Poet Laureate from 1984 until his 
death.  He was a famous poet and children’s writer. He wrote a lot 
about animals, nature and, in later life, classical myths. 

https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Death
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Family
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Seamus_Heaney


 

 

 

 

Octopus (published 1999) 
 

‘I am your bride,’ 

The octopus cried. 

‘O jump from your vessel! 

O dive with your muscle 

Through ocean’s rough bustle! 

Though I look like a tassel 

Of hideous gristle, 

A tussle of hassle, 

I’m a bundle of charms. 

O come, let us wrestle 

With noses a-jostle! 

You’ll swoon in my arms 

With a sigh like a whistle –‘ 

 

And she waved her arms waiting, 

Her colours pulsating 

Like strobe lights rotating, 

 

Her huge eyes dilating… 

 

‘Poems get to the point where they are stronger than you are. They come up from some 
other depth and they find a place on the page’ – Ted Hughes 

 

Ted Hughes (1930-1998) 

Hughes, born in Yorkshire, was Poet Laureate from 1984 until his 
death.  He was a famous poet and children’s writer. He wrote a lot 
about animals, nature and, in later life, classical myths. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Daybreak (1609) 

 

 

See, the day begins to break, 

And the light shoots like a streak 

Of subtle fire; the wind blows cold, 

Whilst the morning doth unfold; 

Now the birds begin to rouse, 

And the squirrel from the boughs 

Leaps, to get him nuts and fruit: 

The early lark, that erst was mute, 

Carols to the rising day 

Many a note and many a lay! 

 

 

 

 

 

‘John Fletcher, invited to goe with a Knight into Norfolke or Suffolke in the Plague-time of 1625, stayd but 
to make himselfe a suite of Cloathes, and while it was makeing, fell sick of the Plague and dyed. This I had 
from his Tayler, who is now a very old man, and Clarke of St. Mary Overy's in Southwark. Mr. Fletcher had 
an Issue in his arm (I thought it had not used so long ago). The Clarke (who was wont to bring him Ivy-
leaves to dresse it) when he came, found the Spotts upon him. Death stopped his Journey and laid him low 
here.’ – a commentary on the death of Fletcher quoted in John Aubrey’s ‘Brief Lives’ (1957) 

John Fletcher (1579-1625) 

Fletcher was born in Sussex. He wrote two plays with William 
Shakespeare called ‘Henry VIII’ and ‘The Two Noble Kinsmen’. After 
Shakespeare died he became the playwright for ‘the King’s Men’ 
acting company and wrote a sequel to Shakespeare’s ‘The Taming of 
the Shrew’ called ‘The Tamer Tamed’. This poem is from Fletcher’s 
play called ‘The Faithful Shepherdess’. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Still Evening (1667) 
 

Now came still evening on, and Twilight grey 

Had in her sober livery all things clad; 

Silence accompanied; for beast and bird, 

They to their grassy couch, these to their nests 

Were slunk, all but the wakeful nightingale; 

She all night long her amorous descant sung: 

Silence was pleased. Now glowed the firmament 

With living sapphires; Hesperus, that led 

The starry host, rode brightest, till the Moon, 

Rising in clouded majesty, at length 

Apparent queen, unveiled her peerless light, 

And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘John Milton was one whose natural parts might deservedly give him a place amongst the principal of our 
English Poets…but his Fame is gone out like a Candle in a Snuff, and his Memory will always stink, which 
might have ever lived in honorable Repute, had not he been a notorious Traytor, and most impiously and 
villanously bely'd that blessed Martyr, King Charles the First.’ - William Winstanley, Lives of the Most 
Famous English Poets, 1687, in Edmund Gosse, Gossip in a Library (1913) 

John Milton (1608-1674) 

Milton was writing during the time of Oliver Cromwell (Lord 
Protector of England, Scotland and Ireland following the execution 
of Charles I). Milton is most famous for ‘Paradise Lost’ which he 
wrote when he was blind and poor. ‘Still Evening’ is from that epic 
poem. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charles_I_of_England
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Winstanley
https://archive.org/details/thelivesofthemos15461gut
https://archive.org/details/thelivesofthemos15461gut
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edmund_Gosse


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Caged Goldfinch (1917) 
 

Within a churchyard, on a recent grave, 

 I saw a little cage 

That jailed a goldfinch. All was silence save 

 Its hops from stage to stage. 

 

There was inquiry in its wistful eye, 

 And once it tried to sing; 

Of him or her who placed it there, and why, 

 No one knew anything. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Poetry is emotion put into measure. The emotion must come by nature, but the measure can be acquired 
by art’ – Thomas Hardy 

Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) 

Hardy was a novelist, but his first love was poetry. His poems 
explored lots of different themes, particularly disappointed love. 
When he died his heart was buried with his first wife, Emma, in 
Dorset; his ashes are interred in Poets’ Corner in Westminster 
Abbey, London. 



Anonymous  

 

I saw a Peacock with a fiery 
tail (17th century) 

 

I saw a Peacock with a fiery tail 

I saw a blazing Comet drop down hail 

I saw a Cloud with Ivy circled round 

I saw a sturdy Oak creep on the ground 

I saw a Pismire swallow up a Whale 

I saw a raging Sea brim full of Ale 

I saw a Venice Glass sixteen foot deep 

I saw a Well full of men’s tears that weep 

I saw their Eyes all in a flame of fire 

I saw a House as big as the Moon and higher 

I saw the Sun even in the midst of night 

I saw the Man that saw this wondrous sight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘For most of history, Anonymous was a woman’ – Virginia Woolf 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Washing Day (1996) 
 

The cormorants 

hang their feathers 

out to dry – 

black velvet rags 

showing threadbare 

in the wind. 

Like old women 

living in the past, 

they tend their 

tattered finery 

with talon fingers 

and black 

remembering eyes. 

 

 

 

 

‘Call me an idealist, but we underestimate the value of happiness and contentment in our work’ –             
Rita Summers 

 

Rita Summers 

Summers was born in Canada to Dutch parents and lives in Tasmania, 
Australia.  As well as writing poetry since the 1980’s, she is also a 
textile artist with a profile on Facebook. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jim, who ran away from his nurse, and 
was eaten by a lion (1907) 

 

There was a boy whose name was Jim; 

His friends were very good to him. 

They gave him tea, and cakes, and jam, 

And slices of delicious ham,  

And chocolate with pink inside, 

And little tricycles to ride, 

And read him stories through and through, 

And even took him to the Zoo –  

But there it was the dreadful fate 

Befell him, which I now relate. 

 

You know – at least you ought to know, 

For I have often told you so –  

That children never are allowed 

To leave their nurses in a crowd; 

Now this was Jim’s especial foible, 

He ran away when he was able, 

And on this inauspicious day 

He slipped his hand and ran away! 

He hadn’t gone a yard when – Bang! 

Hilaire Belloc (1870-1953) 

Belloc was a writer, historian, sailor and MP. He had an English 
mother and French father, living most of his life in Sussex. His most 
famous publication was ‘Cautionary Tales for Children’. 



With open jaws, a lion sprang, 

And hungrily began to eat 

The boy: beginning at his feet. 

 

Now, just imagine how it feels 

When first your toes and then your heels, 

And then by gradual degrees, 

Your shins and ankles, calves and knees, 

Are slowly eaten, bit by bit. 

No wonder Jim detested it! 

No wonder that he shouted ‘Hi!’ 

The honest keeper heard his cry, 

Though very fat he almost ran 

To help the little gentleman. 

‘Ponto!’ he ordered as he came 

(For Ponto was the lion’s name), 

‘Ponto!’ he cried, with angry frown. 

‘Let go, Sir! Down, Sir! Put it down!’ 

 

The lion made a sudden stop, 

He let the dainty morsel drop, 

And slunk reluctant to his cage, 

Snarling with disappointed rage. 

But when he bent him over Jim, 

The honest keeper’s eyes were dim. 

The lion having reached his head, 

The miserable boy was dead! 

 

 

‘I have wandered all my life, and I have also travelled; the difference between the two being this, that we 
wander for distraction, but we travel for fulfilment’ – Hilaire Belloc 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nettles (1980) 
 

My son aged three fell into the nettle bed. 

‘Bed’ seemed a curious name for those green spears, 

That regiment of spite behind the shed: 

It was no place for rest. With sobs and tears 

The boy came seeking comfort and I saw 

White blisters beaded on his tender skin. 

We soothed him till his pain was not so raw. 

At last he offered us a watery grin, 

And then I took the billhook, honed the blade 

And went outside and slashed in fury with it 

Till not a nettle in that fierce parade 

Stood upright anymore. And then I lit 

A funeral pyre to burn the fallen dead, 

But in two weeks the busy sun and rain 

Had called up tall recruits behind the shed: 

My son would often feel sharp wounds again. 

 

 

‘Well, here I suppose is my life, or part of it, by which I would wish to be judged... poems which have been 
written from a sense of compulsion, a real need to explore and articulate experiences which have been 
important to me’ - Introductory Note to New & Collected poems 1950 - 1980  

Vernon Scannell (1922-2007) 

Scannell, a British poet and author, was once a professional boxer and 
a teacher of English. He received numerous awards for his poetry 
including a special award from the Wilfred Owen society for his war 
verse. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Apple Raid (1974) 
 

Darkness came early, though not yet cold; 

Stars were strung on the telegraph wires; 

Street lamps spilled pools of liquid gold; 

The breeze was spiced with garden fires. 

 

That smell of burnt leaves, the early dark, 

Can still excite me but not as it did 

So long ago when we met in the park – 

Myself, John Peters and David Kidd. 

 

We moved out of town to the district where 

The lucky and wealthy had their homes 

With garages, gardens, and apples to spare 

Ripely clustered in the trees’ green domes. 

 

We chose the place we meant to plunder 

And climbed the wall and dropped down to 

The secret dark, apples crunched under 

Our feet as we moved through the grass and dew. 

 

Vernon Scannell (1922-2007) 

Scannell, a British poet and author, was once a professional boxer and 
a teacher of English. He received numerous awards for his poetry 
including a special award from the Wilfred Owen society for his war 
verse. 

 



The clusters on the lower boughs of the tree 

Were easy to reach. We stored the fruit 

In pockets and jerseys until all three 

Boys were heavy with their tasty loot. 

 

Safe on the other side of the wall 

We moved back to town and munched as we went. 

I wonder if David remembers at all 

That little adventure, the apples’ fresh scent. 

 

Strange to think that he’s fifty years old, 

That tough little boy with scabs on his knees; 

Stranger to think that John Peters lies cold 

In an orchard in France beneath apple trees. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘A word or a phrase or a line is not a poem. A poem is the exploration and shaping of an experience. A real 
poem demands intelligence, imagination, passion, understanding, experience and not least a knowledge of 
the craft’ – Scannell (1977) 



 

 

 

 

Tamed Cat (1985) 
 

Civilised by Kit-e-Kat, she merely purrs 

and eats most delicately, shaking one back paw 

at intervals. Nothing slops over the side. 

Her manners are impeccable, even 

to the elegeant ablutions and the way 

she circles round herself before she settles down 

to sleep, replete; but when we give her raw meat 

she snarls and lugs lumps by the scruff onto the mat 

to worry them, making them twitch and jump 

like life before she bolts the lot, laps up 

the last dribbles of blood and skulks off out 

into the jungle, panther-black, her thought 

contracted on the taste of still-warm flesh 

naively bivouacked in shrubs and crevices 

across neat lawns, past cultivated borders. 

 

 

 

 

 

‘(writing poetry is) hell…I never know where I’m going to end up…the more ‘casual’ a poem may appear, 
the harder the slog I’ve put into trying to make it sound so casual’ – Sylvia Kantaris 

Sylvia Kantaris (b.1936) 

Kantaris was born in Derbyshire and went on to teach French in Australia. 
She returned to live in Cornwall and was appointed Cornwall’s first ‘Poet in 
the Community’ in 1986 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Crow (2009) 
 

The inspecting eye 

shows cold 

amid the head’s 

disquieted iridescence. 

The whole bird sits 

rocking at a vantage 

clumsily. The glance 

alone is steady 

and a will behind it 

rights the stance, 

corrects all disposition 

to ungainly action. 

Acting, it will be 

as faultless as its eye 

in a concerted drop 

on carrion; or watch 

it fly – the insolence 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

transfers to wing tip 

and the action wears 

an ease that’s merciless, 

all black assumption, 

mounting litheness. 

The blown bird, 

inaccessible its intimations 

of the wind, ‘Stay 

where you are’ is 

what it says and we 

poor swimmers 

in that element 

stay, to bear 

with clumsy eye 

affronted witness at its ways in 
the air. 

Charles Tomlinson (1927-2015) 

Tomlinson was a British poet, translator, academic and illustrator. He 
taught English for 36 years at Bristol University. 

 

‘There is in him, it is true, a measure of Wordsworth ... 
[but] Wordsworth discovers himself in nature—it is 
this, of course, that makes him a Romantic poet. 
Tomlinson, on the other hand, discovers the nature of 
nature…’ – Cal Bedient (critic) 

 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/bio/william-wordsworth


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Eagle (1851) 
 

He clasps the crag with crooked hands, 

Close to the sun in lonely lands, 

Ring’d with the azure world he stands. 

 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 

He watches from his mountain walls, 

And like a thunderbolt he falls. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘The saddest of all English poets’ – TS Eliot 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892) 

Tennyson was Poet Laureate during most of Queen Victoria’s reign. 
Many of his phrases have become commonplace in the English 
language, such as ‘Tis better to have loved and lost/Than never to 
have loved at all.’ 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Bats (1964) 
 

A bat is born 

Naked and blind and pale. 

His mother makes a pocket of her tail 

and catches him. He clings to her long fur 

By his thumbs and toes and teeth. 

And then the mother dances through the night 

Doubling and looping, soaring, somersaulting – 

Her baby hangs on underneath. 

All night, in happiness, she hunts and flies. 

Her high sharp cries 

Like shiny needlepoints of sound 

Go out into the night, and echoing back, 

Tell her what they have touched. 

She hears how far it is, how big it is, 

Which way it’s going: 

She lives by hearing. 

The mother eats the moths and gnats she catches 

In full flight; in full flight 

The mother drinks the water of the pond 

She skims across. Her baby hangs on tight. 

Her baby drinks the milk she makes him 

In moonlight or starlight, in mid-air. 

Randall Jarrell (1914-1965) 

Jarrell was an American poet, author and literary critic. He suffered 
from depression as he grew older and was killed after being hit by a 
car in North Carolina. At his memorial service a fellow poet called 
him ‘the most heartbreaking poet of our time’. 

 



Their single shadow, printed on the moon 

Or fluttering across the stars, 

Whirls on all night; at daybreak, 

The tired mother flaps home to her rafter. 

Then others all are there. 

They hang themselves up by their toes, 

They wrap themselves in their brown wings. 

Bunched upside-down, they sleep in air. 

Their sharp ears, their sharp teeth, their quick sharp faces 

Are dull and slow and mild. 

All the bright day, as the mother sleeps, 

She folds her wings about her sleeping child. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Human life without some form of poetry is not human life but animal existence’ – Randall Jarrell 



 

 

 

 

 

 

One World Down the Drain (published 1991) 

 

One World Week focused on global warming, with a UN report promising the 
direst consequences from the greenhouse effect. However, in the clash 
between long-term and short-term interests, the future looks likely to be the 
loser. 

(26 May 1990) 

 

It’s goodbye half of Egypt, 

 The Maldives takes a dive, 

And not much more of Bangladesh 

 Looks likely to survive. 

 

Europe too will alter, 

 Book flights to Venice now. 

It won’t be there in fifty years –  

 Great City. Pity. Ciao. 

 

  But we don’t care, 

  We won’t be there, 

   Our acid greenhouse party 

  Will carry on 

  Until we’re gone, 

   So bad luck Kiribati 

 

Simon Rae (b.1952) 

Rae is a British poet, broadcaster, biographer and playwright.  He has 
won numerous awards for his poetry and wrote a regular topical 
poem for the Saturday Guardian for ten years. 

 



- And all the other atolls 

 That sink beneath the seas, 

The millions who will suffer from 

 Drought, famine and disease. 

 

The weather map is changing 

 But what are we to do? 

Let’s have another conference on 

 The ills of CO2. 

 

  Oh global warming 

  ‘s habit forming, 

   But do not rock the boat; 

  We’re doing our best, 

  Although we’re pressed 

   (The future has no vote). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘The idea had been that I would take over (my dad’s) firm. His idea. I had other ideas. I wanted to write 
books, not sell them. And not just any old books…Oh, no. I would be a poet…Dad never tried to dissuade 
me. With my success in a university poetry prize and a couple of poems accepted by little magazines, I must 
have been insufferable’ – Simon Rae 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Blackberry Picking (1966) 
 

Late August, given heavy rain and sun 

For a full week, the blackberries would ripen. 

At first, just one, a glossy purple clot 

Among others, red, green, hard as a knot. 

You ate that first one and its flesh was sweet 

Like thickened wine: summer’s blood was in it 

Leaving stains upon the tongue and lust for 

Picking. Then red ones inked up and that hunger 

Sent us out with milk cans, pea tins, jam-pots 

Where briars scratched and wet grass bleached our boots. 

Round hayfields, cornfields and potato-drills 

We trekked and picked until the cans were full 

Until the tinkling bottom had been covered 

With green ones, and on top big dark blobs burned 

Like a plate of eyes. Our hands were peppered 

With thorn picks, our palms sticky as bluebeard’s. 

 

We hoarded the fresh berries in the byre. 

But when the bath was filled we found a fur, 

A rat-grey fungus, glutting on our cache. 

The juice was stinking too. Once off the bush 

The fruit fermented, the sweet flesh would turn sour. 

Seamus Heaney (1939-2013) 

Heaney was a highly celebrated and respected Irish poet, playwright, 
translator and lecturer. He received the Nobel Prize in Literature in 
1995. 

 



I always felt like crying. It wasn’t fair 

That all the lovely canfuls smelt of rot. 

Each year I hoped they’d keep, knew they would not.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘My poetry journey into the wilderness of language was a journey where each point of arrival turned out to 
be a stepping stone rather than a destination’ – Seamus Heaney 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Zero Hour (2004) 
 

Tomorrow all the trains will stop 

and we will be stranded. Cars 

have already been immobilised 

by the petrol wars, and sit 

abandoned, along the roadsides. 

The airports, for two days now, 

are closed-off zones where dogs 

congregate loudly on the runways. 

 

To be in possession of a bicycle 

is to risk your life. My neighbour, 

a doctor, has somehow acquired a horse 

and rides to his practice, a rifle 

clearly visible beneath the reins, 

I sit in front of the television 

for each successive news bulletin 

then reach for the whisky bottle. 

 

 

 

Matthew Sweeney (b.1951) 

Sweeney is an Irish poet. He describes his own poetry as ‘alternative 
realism’ and the process of writing as all about ‘curiosity and 
discovery’. 

 



How long before the shelves are empty 

in the supermarkets? The first riots 

are raging as I write, and who 

out here could have predicted 

this sudden countdown to zero hour, 

all the paraphernalia of our comfort 

stamped obsolete, our memories 

fighting to keep us sane and upright?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Matthew Sweeney is a force for good in British poetry. The work is one large metaphor: a parable for the 
human condition...he is one of our finest poets of the unconscious; of darkness brought to light’ – Ruth 
Padel 



 

 

 

Snowdrop (2009) 
 

A pale and pining girl, head bowed, heart gnawed, 

whose figure nods and shivers in a shawl 

of fine white wool, has suddenly appeared 

in the damp woods, as mild and mute as snowfall. 

She may not last. She has no strength at all, 

but stoops and shakes as if she’d stood all night 

on one bare foot, confiding with the moonlight. 

 

One among several hundred clear-eyes ghosts  

who get up in the cold and blink and turn 

into these trembling  emblems of night frosts, 

she brings her burnt heart with her in an urn 

of ashes, which she opens to re-mourn, 

having no other outlet to express 

her wild-flower sense of wounded gentleness. 

 

Yes, she’s no more now than a drop of snow 

on a green stem – her name is now her calling. 

Her mind is just a frozen melting glow 

of water swollen to the point of falling, 

which maybe has no meaning. There’s no telling. 

But what a beauty, what a mighty power 

of patience kept intact is now in flower. 

 

‘Poems, like dreams, have a visible subject and an invisible one. The invisible one is the one you can't 
choose, the one that writes itself’ – Alice Oswald 

Alice Oswald (b.1966) 

Oswald is a British poet, born in Berkshire. She originally trained as a 
gardener after studying classics at Oxford and has won all of the 
major British poetry prizes. 

 

https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Poems


 

 

 

 

 

 

Privacy of rain (1991) 
 

Rain. A plump splash 

on tense, bare skin. 

Rain. All the May leaves 

run upward, shaking. 

 

Rain. A first touch 

at the nape of the neck. 

Sharp drops kick the dust, white 

downpours shudder 

like curtains, rinsing 

tight hairdos to innocence. 

 

I love the privacy of rain, 

the way it makes things happen 

on verandahs, under canopies 

or in the shelter of trees 

as a door slams and a girl runs out 

into the black-wet leaves. 

By the brick wall an iris 

sucks up the rain   

like intricate food, its tongue 

sherbetty, furred. 

Helen Dunmore (1952-2017) 

Dunmore was a British poet, novelist and children’s writer. She was 
born in Yorkshire, educated in Nottingham and read English at York 
University before working in Finland, then returning to settle in 
Bristol. 

 



 

Rain. All the May leaves 

run upward, shaking. 

On the street bud-slit 

covers the windscreens. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘There is no reason in any of it. Writing won’t happen unless you work and build technique, but equally it 
won’t happen unless you yield to what you don’t understand. I write in the hope of surfing again that 
mysterious joy, that wave which topples but never breaks’ – Helen Dunmore 



 

 

 

 

 

   Song  (1815) 
FROM Zapolya 

 

A sunny shaft did I behold, 

     From sky to earth it slanted: 

And poised therein a bird so bold –  

     Sweet bird, thou wert enchanted! 

 

He sank, he rose, he twinkled, he trolled 

     Within that shaft of sunny mist; 

His eyes of fire his beak of gold, 

     All else of amethyst! 

 

And thus he sang: ‘Adieu! adieu! 

Love’s dreams prove seldom true. 

The blossoms they make no delay: 

The sparkling dew-drops will not stay. 

     Sweet month of May, 

         We must away; 

             Far, far away! 

                 To-day! To-day!’ 

 

 

‘No man was ever yet a great poet, without being at the same time a profound philosopher’ - Coleridge 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-1834) 

Coleridge was an English poet, best known for ‘The Rime of the 
Ancient Mariner’ from his collaboration with William Wordsworth - 
‘Lyrical Ballads’ published in 1799. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On a Faded Violet (1818) 

 

The odour from the flower is gone 

        Which like thy kisses breathed on me; 

The colour from the flower is flown 

        Which glowed of thee and only thee! 

 

A shrivelled, lifeless, vacant form, 

        It lies on my abandoned breast; 

And mocks the heart, which yet is warm 

        With cold and silent rest. 

 

I weep – my tears revive it not; 

        I sigh – it breathes no more on me: 

Its mute and uncomplaining lot 

        Is such as mine should be. 

 

 

 

 

'Poetry is the record of the best and happiest moments of the happiest and best minds’ – Shelley  

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822) 

Shelley was a major Romantic poet who was also committed 
to addressing political and social issues. He was not 
particularly famous during his lifetime, but following his 
death at the age of 29 (he drowned when his sailing boat 
sank in a storm) the popularity of his work grew. His second 
wife was Mary Shelley, author of ‘Frankenstein’. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Cardiff: January (2014) 
 

The fountain froze 

into a grey, scuffed bezel 

 

for dead bus tickets 

and a bronze boy. 

 

He’d posed for years, nude 

in the municipal pond, 

 

a little battered, discoloured 

by casual vandals, 

 

but just for a while, sheathed 

shoulder to heel in ice, chilled 

 

but stylish, like the girls 

who go clubbing coatless 

 

on January nights, he gleamed 

green through the glassy suiting 

 

Sheenagh Pugh (b.1950) 

Pugh was born in Birmingham, lived in Cardiff and has now settled in 
Shetland. She is an active user of social media and often discusses her 
poems with readers.  

 



that fitted him so well. 

Winter sun lit rainbows 

 

all down the long stalactite 

dangling from his fingers 

 

like an ivory cane 

he might be about to twirl.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘I have been accused of being populist and too accessible, both of which I hope are true’ – Sheenagh Pugh 



 

 

 

 

 

Hill (1993) 
 

The hill heaps up her darknesses.  

 

It is too cold for me to reach  

the top. Yet she is always supreme, 

 

dropping the lakes to her feet 

and brushing them with her full skirt. 

 

She’ll never stoop down to her domain 

now she has the luxury of a view. 

 

In charge of greys and green-greys 

she structures the late afternoon 

 

with inky threads from stalling kites 

and the hurtlings of solo footballers. 

 

Slowly, she discards all detail –  

offers me her dissolving horizons. 

 

 

‘The only energy we have is the energy of our own lives. But sometimes autobiography is not true enough’ 
– Selima Hill (one of Monica Alvi’s favourite sayings on poetry) 

Moniza Alvi (b.1954) 

Alvi was born in Pakistan to a Pakistani father and English mother. The 
family moved to England when she was a few months old.  She now lives 
in Norfolk with her husband and daughter and has won several major 
poetry awards. 



 

 

 

Electrical Storm 
 

Dawn, an unsympathetic yellow. 

Cra-aack! – dry and light. 

The house was really struck. 

Crack! A tinny sound, like a dropped tumbler. 

Tobias jumped in the window, got in bed –  

silent, his eyes bleached white, his fur on end. 

Personal and spiteful as a neightbour’s child, 

thunder began to bang and thump the roof. 

One pink flash; 

then hail. The biggest size of artificial pearls. 

Dead-white, wax-white, cold – 

diplomats’ wives’ favors 

from an old moon party – 

they lay in melting windrows 

on the red ground until well after sunrise. 

We got up to find the wiring fused, 

no lights, a smell of saltpetre, 

and the telephone dead. 

 

The cat stayed in the warm sheets. 

The Lent trees had shed all their petals: 

wet, stuck, purple, among the dead-eye pearls. 

 

‘(her poetry turns) so subtly as to seem almost still at first, every element, every weight of meaning and 
song, poised flawlessly against the next’ – Ernie Hilbert (critic)

Elizabeth Bishop (1911-1979) 

Bishop was an American poet and short story writer. She won the Pulitzer 
Prize for poetry in 1956. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Moths (2007) 
 

Tonight the air smells of cut grass. 

Apples rust on the branches. Already summer is 

a place mislaid between expectation and memory. 

 

This has been a summer of moths. 

Their moment of truth comes well after dark. 

Then they reveal themselves at our window- 

ledges and sills as a pinpoint. A glimmer. 

 

The books I look up about them are full of legends: 

ghost-swift moths with their dancing assemblies at dusk. 

Their courtship swarms. How some kinds may steer by the moon. 

 

The moon is up. The back windows are wide open. 

Mid-July light fills the neighbourhood. I stand by the hedge. 

 

Once again they are near the windowsill –  

fluttering past the fuchsia and the lavender, 

which is knee-high, and too blue to warn them 

 

Eavan Boland (b.1944) 

Boland is an Irish poet and author who currently teaches at Stanford 
University in California. 



they will fall down without knowing how 

or why what they steered by became, suddenly, 

what they crackled and burned around. They will perish –  

 

I am perishing – on the edge and at the threshold of 

the moment all nature fears and tends towards: 

 

the stealing of the light. Ingenious facsimile. 

 

And the kitchen bulb which beckons them makes 

my child’s shadow longer than my own. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘I began to write in an Ireland where the word ‘woman’ and the word ‘poet’ seemed to be in some sort of 
magnetic opposition to each other. Ireland was a country with a compelling past, and the word ‘woman’ 
invoked all kinds of images of communality which were thought to be contrary to the life of anarchic 
individualism invoked by the word ‘poet’…I wanted to put the life I lived into the poem I wrote. And the 
life I lived was a woman’s life. And I couldn’t accept the possibility that the life of the woman would not, or 
could not, be named in the poetry of my own nation’ – Eavan Boland 



 

 

 

Moon-mothers (2017) 
 

Sometimes, being a mother 

is much like being the moon. 

 

You wax, you wane, 

you watch, you half-bloom. 

You cast a silver net from the navel 

where the bloodling once swooned. 

 

You grow gibbous with worry –  

all the phases of being lunar – 

Awaiting the flooding footsteps 

of a returning son or daughter. 

 

And when at long last you hear that key 

turning in the night’s uncertain light 

(as pearl is to oyster) 

How you begin to shimmer. 

 

Suddenly life becomes a boon – 

Once more you melon into full moon. 

 

‘Ever since I was a child dipping into my father's books I was moved by poetry and the music of words and 
the spell-like quality a poem casts. To say that poetry is important to me is to say the obvious. It goes far 
beyond that’ – Grace Nichols  

Grace Nichols (b.1950) 

Nichols is a Guyanese poet who moved to Britain in 1977. She worked as a 
teacher and a journalist. 



 

 

 

 

 

Hurricane Hits England (1996) 
 

It took a hurricane, to bring her closer 

To the landscape. 

Half the night she lay awake, 

The howling ship of the wind, 

Its gathering rage, 

Like some dark ancestral spectre. 

Fearful and reassuring. 

 

Talk to me Huracan 

Talk to me Oya 

Talk to me Shango 

And Hattie, 

My sweeping, back-home cousin. 

 

Tell me why you visit 

An English coast? 

What is the meaning 

Of old tongues 

Reaping havoc 

In new places? 

Grace Nichols (b.1950) 

Nichols is a Guyanese poet who moved to Britain in 1977. She 
worked as a teacher and a journalist. 



 

The blinding illumination, 

Even as you short- 

Circuit us 

Into further darkness! 

 

What is the meaning of trees 

Falling heavy as whales 

Their crusted roots 

Their cratered graves? 

 

O why is my heart unchained? 

 

Tropical Oya of the Weather, 

I am aligning myself to you, 

I am following the movement of your winds,  

I am riding the mystery of your storm. 

 

Ah, sweet mystery, 

Come to break the frozen lake in me, 

Shaking the foundations of the very trees within me, 

Come to let me know 

That the earth is the earth is the earth. 

 

 

 

 

 

‘I write when I'm inspired and I like to write my poems by hand, rather than straight on the computer…I do 
have to work at them through several drafts, but I like this shifting around process, following your instinct 
and imagination, until you finally end up with a living miracle that is a poem’ – Grace Nichols  



 

 

 

 

 

A Song on the End of the World (1944) 
 

On the day the world ends 

A bee circles a clover, 

A fisherman mends a glimmering net, 

Happy porpoises jump in the sea, 

By the rainspout young sparrows are playing 

And the snake is gold-skinned as it should always be. 

 

On the day the world ends 

Women walk through the fields under their umbrellas, 

A drunkard grows sleepy at the edge of a lawn, 

Vegetable peddlers shout in the street 

And a yellow-sailed boat comes nearer the island, 

The voice of a violin lasts in the air 

And leads into a starry night. 

 

And those who expected lightning and thunder 

Are disappointed. 

And those who expected signs and archangels’ trumpets 

Do not believe it is happening now. 

As long as the sun and the moon are above, 

Czeslaw Milosz (1911-2004) 

Milosz was a Polish poet, translator and diplomat. He defected to the 
west in 1951 and was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1980 



As long as the bumblebee visits a rose, 

As long as rosy infants are born 

No one believes it is happening now. 

 

Only a white haired old man, who would be a prophet 

Yet is not a prophet, for he’s much too busy, 

Repeats while he binds his tomatoes: 

There will be no other end of the world, 

There will be no other end of the world. 

 

Translated from the Polish by the author 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Poems should be written rarely and reluctantly, under unbearable duress and only with the hope that good 
spirits, not evil ones, choose us for their instrument’ – Czeslaw Milosz 

https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Poems
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Spirits
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Evil


 

 

 

 

 

Storm in the Black Forest (1929) 
 

Now it is almost night, from the bronzey soft sky 

jugfull after jugfull of pure white liquid fire, bright white 

tipples over and spills down, 

and is gone 

and gold-bronze flutters bent through the thick upper air. 

 

And as the electric liquid pours out, sometimes 

a still brighter white snake wriggles among it, spilled 

and tumbling wriggling down the sky: 

and then the heavens cackle with uncouth sounds. 

 

And the rain won’t come, the rain refuses to come! 

 

This is the electricity that man is supposed to have mastered 

chained, subjugated to his use! 

supposed to!  

 

 

 

‘We ought to dance with rapture that we should be alive and in the flesh, and part of the living, incarnate 
cosmos. I am part of the sun as my eye is part of me. That I am part of the earth my feet know perfectly, 
and my blood is part of the sea. My soul knows that I am part of the human race, my soul is an organic part 
of the great human soul, as my spirit is part of my nation. In my own very self, I am part of my family. 
There is nothing of me that is alone and absolute except my mind, and we shall find that the mind has no 
existence by itself, it is only the glitter of the sun on the surface of the waters’ – DH Lawrence 

D H Lawrence (1885 - 1930) 

David Herbert Lawrence was, amongst many things, a novelist and 
poet. He was particularly concerned with the effects of 
industrialisation on the natural world. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Crossing the Loch (1999) 
 

Remember how we rode toward the cottage 

on the sickle-shaped bay, 

that one night after the pub 

loosed us through its swinging doors 

and we pushed across the shingle 

till water lipped the sides 

as though the loch mouthed ‘boat’? 

 

I forget who rowed. Out jokes hushed. 

The oars’ splash, creak, and the spill 

of the loch reached long into the night. 

Out in the race I was scared: 

the cold shawl of breeze, 

and hunched hills; what the water held 

of deadheads, ticking nuclear hulls. 

 

Who rode, and who kept their peace? 

Who hauled salt air and stars 

deep into their lungs, were not reassured; 

and who first noticed the loch’s 

phosphorescence, so, like a twittering nest 

washed from the rushes, an astonished 

Kathleen Jamie (b.1962) 

Jamie is a Scottish poet, essayist and travel writer. She studied 
philosophy at Edinburgh University and became Professor of Poetry 
at Stirling University in 2011. 



small boat of saints, we watched water shine 

on our fingers and oars, 

the magic dart of our bow wave? 

 

It was surely foolhardy, such a  broad loch, a tide, 

but we live – and even have children 

to women and men we had yet to meet 

that night we set out, calling our own 

the sky and salt-water, wounded hills 

dark starred by blueberries, the glimmering anklets 

we wore in the shallows 

as we shipped oars and jumped, 

to draw the boat safe, high at the cottage shore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘I started writing at the time of the first Devolution Bill – which failed – and in the following decade or 15 
years Scottish nationhood and cultural identity, and women’s identity were the issues. So I grew up in that 
atmosphere and it determined what I wrote. I’ve done all that, now. I’m very glad to have got it off my desk’ 
– Kathleen Jamie (2014) 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Hard Water (2003) 
 

I tried the soft stuff on holiday in Wales, 

a mania of teadrinking and hairwashing, 

excitable soap that never rinsed away, 

 

but I loved coming home to this. 

Flat. Straight. Like the vowels, 

like the straight talk: hey up me duck. 

I’d run the tap with its swimming pool smell, 

get it cold and anaesthetic. Stand the glass  

and let the little fizz of anxiety settle. 

Honest water, bright and not quite clean. 

The frankness of limestone, of gypsum, 

the sour steam of cooling towers, 

the alchemical taste of brewing. 

 

On pitiless nights, I had to go for the bus 

before last orders. I’d turn up my face, 

let rain scald my eyelids and lips. 

It couldn’t lie. Fell thick 

with a payload of acid. No salt –  

this rain had forgotten the sea. 

I opened my mouth, speaking nothing 

in spite of my book-learning. 

Jean Sprackland (b.1962) 

Sprackland was born in Burton upon Trent and studied English and 
Philosophy at the University of Kent at Canterbury, then taught for a 
few years before beginning to write poetry at age 30. She is Reader in 
Poetry at Manchester Metropolitan University, and a Trustee of the 
Poetry Archive.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Burton_upon_Trent
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/University_of_Kent_at_Canterbury


I let a different cleverness wash my tongue. 

It tasted of work, the true taste 

of early mornings, the blunt taste 

of don’t get mardy, of too bloody deep for me, 

fierce lovely water that marked me for life 

as belonging, regardless. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘A poem usually begins with the very smallest thing, certainly nothing as definite or tangible as an idea. It 
will often be something I've overheard or something I've seen, usually just quite a small fragment, and that 
fragment will seem to be connected in some way with something I've already got stored away in my mind 
from an earlier occasion. So, I think I have this kind of storeroom in my head where I keep all sorts of 
apparently random bits and pieces just in the expectation that they're going to be useful sometime, they all 
feel like things which are significant in some way but I haven't yet worked out how. It's not until I find this 
new piece that the two will slot together and make some kind of sense, and a poem will begin’ – Jean 
Sprackland 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Wild Swans at Coole (1917) 
 

The trees are in their autumn beauty, 

The woodland paths are dry, 

Under the October twilight the water 

Mirrors a still sky; 

Upon the brimming water among the stones 

Are nine-and-fifty swans. 

 

The nineteenth autumn has come upon me 

Since I first made my count; 

I saw, before I had well finished, 

All suddenly mount 

And scatter wheeling in great broken rings 

Upon their clamorous wings. 

 

I have looked upon those brilliant creatures, 

And now my heart is sore. 

All’s changed since I, hearing at twilight, 

The first time on this shore, 

The bell-beat of their wings above my head, 

Trod with a lighter tread. 

 

 

WB Yeats (1865-1939) 

Yeats is one of the most important poets of the 20th century. He was 
born in Ireland and was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 
1923. He died, and was initially buried, in France. His brother 
honoured his last wish that “in a year's time when the newspapers 
have forgotten me, dig me up and plant me in Sligo”. 



Unwearied still, lover by lover, 

They paddle in the cold 

Companionable streams or climb the air; 

Their hearts have not grown old; 

Passion or conquest, wander where they will, 

Attend upon them still. 

 

But now they drift on the still water, 

Mysterious, beautiful; 

Among what rushes will they build, 

By what lake’s edge or pool 

Delight men’s eyes when I awake someday 

To find they have flown away? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘When I first wrote I went here and there for my subjects as my reading led me, and preferred to all other 
countries Arcadia and the India of romance, but presently I convinced myself ... that I should never go for 
the scenery of a poem to any country but my own, and I think that I shall hold to that conviction to the 
end’ – WB Yeats (1908) 



 

 

 

 

 

Below the Green Corrie (1969) 
 

The mountains gathered round me 

like bandits. Their leader 

swaggered up close in the dark light, 

full of threats, full of thunders. 

 

But it was they who stood and delivered. 

They gave me their money and their lives. 

They filled me with mountains and thunders. 

 

My life was enriched 

with an infusion of theirs. 

I clambered downhill through the ugly weather. 

And when I turned to look goodbye 

to those marvellous prowlers 

a sunshaft had pierced the clouds 

and their leader, 

that swashbuckling mountain, 

was wearing 

a bandolier of light.    

 

 

 

‘he was dismissive of the writing process…at readings he would rubbish the pathetic fallacy then proceed to 
read superb poems using that very device’ – Scottish Poetry Library (2012) 

Norman MacCaig (1910-1996) 

MacCaig was a Scottish poet and teacher. He was a committed 
pacifist and a conscientious objector during the Second World War. 
He was awarded the OBE in 1979 and the Queen’s Gold Medal for 
Poetry in 1985. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Falling Leaves (1915) 
 

November 1915 

 

Today, as I rode by, 

I saw the brown leaves dropping from their tree 

In a still afternoon, 

When no wind whirled them whistling to the sky, 

But thickly, silently, 

They fell, like snowflakes wiping out the noon; 

And wandered slowly thence 

For thinking of a gallant multitude 

Which now all withering lay, 

Slain by no wind of age or pestilence, 

But in their beauty strewed 

Like snowflakes falling on the Flemish clay. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘(I was) the wrong sort of cuckoo in a horridly alien nest’ – Margaret Postgate Cole 

Margaret Postgate Cole (1893-1980) 

Postgate Cole was an English socialist politician and writer. Between 
1925 and 1949 she and her husband co-wrote many mystery novels.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

Composed Upon Westminster Bridge, 
September 3, 1802 
 

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 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! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

'Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings’ - Wordsworth 

William Wordsworth (1770-1850) 

Wordsworth was a major English Romantic poet. In his earlier life he 
travelled widely around Europe and became a supporter of the 
French Revolution. He became Poet Laureate in 1843. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Birthplace (1928) 

 

Here further up the mountain slope 

Than there was ever any hope, 

My father built, enclosed a spring, 

Strung chains of wall around everything, 

Subdued the growth of earth to grass, 

And brought our various lives to pass. 

A dozen girls and boys we were. 

The mountain seemed to like the stir, 

And made of us a little while –  

With always something in her smile. 

Today she wouldn’t know our name. 

(No girl’s, of course, has stayed the same.) 

The mountain pushed us off our knees. 

And now her lap is full of trees. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

'Like a piece of ice on a hot stove the poem must ride on its own melting.' – Robert Frost 

Robert Frost (1874-1963) 

Frost is thought by many to be the greatest American poet of the 
modern era. Originally published in England, his poetry was inspired 
by nature, particularly the landscapes around New England in north-
eastern United States. 


