Poetry - New Curriculum

As part of the new curriculum there is an increased focus on poetry; both
modern and classic. Children are required to learn and recite poems of f by
heart. Where possible, poems have been chosen to link to poetry units within
the Literacy programme.

Year 1 Leap like a Leopard by John Foster (The Works poetry book)
At the Seaside by Robert Louis Stevenson - CLASSIC
Advice to an Ice Lolly Licker by Pie Corbett (Sensational)

Year 2 The Magic Box by Kit Wright
The Owl and the Pussycat by Edward Lear ~-CLASSIC
Choose poem from the book Rumble in the Jungle by Giles Andreae

Year 3 Choose poem from the book Caribbean Dozen by John Agard
Minnie and Winnie by Alfred Lord Tennyson (The Works poetry
book) - CLASSIC

Choose poem from Raps, Riddles and Concrete by Pie Corbett

Year 4 On the Ning Nang Nong by Spike Milligan (Puffin Book of Nonsense
Verse)

Witches speech from Macbeth by William Shakespeare - CLASSIC
Sensemaya: A Chant for Killing a Snake by Nicolas Guillen (Poems
Around the World 3)

Year 5 The Highwayman by Alfred Noyes
If by Rudyard Kipling - CLASSIC
The Wendigo by Ogden Nash (Puffin book of Nonsense Verse)

Year 6 Jabberwocky by Lewis Carroll

Daffodils by William Wordsworth - CLASSIC

The Sea by James Reeves

The Dreadful Menace (from the Sochi Winter Olympics) - poem
style

Children should learn one poem off by heart and at some point in the
academic year perform one poem. This could be as part of a key
stage/whole school assembly or by arrangement to another class.

Electronic copies of all the poems are attached, apart from those
require the class teacher to choose a poem from a set text.




City Jungle
Rain splinters town.
Lizard cars cruise by;

their radiators grin.

Thin headlights stare —
shop doorways keep

their mouths shut.

At the roadside

hunched houses cough.

Newspapers shuffle by,
hands in their pockets.

The gutter gargles.

A motorbike snarls;

Dustbins flinch.

Streetlights bare
their yellow teeth.
The motorway’s
cat-black tongue

lashes across



the glistening back

of the tarmac night.

Pie Corbett



JABBERWOCKY
Lewis Carroll

“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.



Daffodils

| wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw | 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:

| gazed--and gazed--but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch | 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.

William Wordsworth



The Dreadful Menace

‘I am the dreadful menace.

The one whose will is done.

The haunting chill upon your neck.
| am the conundrum.

| will summon armies.

Of wind and rain and snow.

I made the black cloud overhead.
The ice, like glass below.

Not you, nor any other.

Can fathom what is nigh.

| will tell you when to jump.
And I'll dictate how high.

The ones that came before you.
Stood strong and tall and brave.
But | stole those dreams away.
Those dreams could not be saved.

But now you stand before me.
Devoid of all dismay.

Could it be? Just maybe.

I'll let you have your day.'



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 gnhaws

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.

James Reeves


https://www.poemhunter.com/james-reeves/

If

If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too:

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies,

Or being hated don't give way to hating,

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise;

If you can dream---and not make dreams your master;
If you can think---and not make thoughts your aim,

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those two impostors just the same:.

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

And stoop and build'em up with worn-out tools;

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings,
And never breathe a word about your loss:

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!"

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings---nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

If all men count with you, but none too much:

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,
And---which is more---you'll be a Man, my son!

Rudyard Kipling



Alfred Noyes (1880-1958)

The Highwayman
PART ONE
I

Tre wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees,
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—

The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.

He'd a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin;

They fitted with never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the thigh!

And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,

His pistol butts a-twinkle,

His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard,

And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred;
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there

But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,

Bess, the landlord's daughter,

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

v

And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler listened; his face was white and peaked,;
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,
But he loved the landlord's daughter,

The landlord's red-lipped daughter,

Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—

\

"One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize to-night,

But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light;
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,
Then look for me by moonlight,

Watch for me by moonlight,

I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way."



VI

He rose upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her hand,

But she loosened her hair i' the casement! His face burnt like a brand

As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;

And he Kkissed its waves in the moonlight,

(Oh, sweet, black waves in the moonlight!)

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonliglt, and galloped away to the West.

PART TWO
|

He did not come in the dawning; he did not come at noon;
And out o' the tawny sunset, before the rise o' the moon,
When the road was a gypsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor,
A red-coat troop came marching—

Marching—marching—

King George's men came matching, up to the old inn-door.

They said no word to the landlord, they drank his ale instead,

But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed,
Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!

There was death at every window;

And hell at one dark window;

For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that he would ride.

They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest;

They had bound a musket beside her, with the barrel beneath her breast!
"Now, keep good watch!" and they kissed her.

She heard the dead man say—

Look for me by moonlight;

Watch for me by moonlight;

I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way!

v

She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good!

She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!

They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years,
Till, now, on the stroke of midnight,

Cold, on the stroke of midnight,

The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was hers!

\



The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for the rest!

Up, she stood up to attention, with the barrel beneath her breast,

She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again;

For the road lay bare in the moonlight;

Blank and bare in the moonlight;

And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her love's refrain .

Vi

Tlot-tlot; tlot-tlot! Had they heard it? The horse-hoofs ringing clear;
Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, in the distance? Were they deaf that they did not hear?
Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,

The highwayman came riding,

Riding, riding!

The red-coats looked to their priming! She stood up, straight and still!

Vil

Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence! Tlot-tlot, in the echoing night!

Nearer he came and nearer! Her face was like a light!

Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep breath,
Then her finger moved in the moonlight,

Her musket shattered the moonlight,

Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with her death.

VIl

He turned; he spurred to the West; he did not know who stood

Bowed, with her head o'er the musket, drenched with her own red blood!
Not till the dawn he heard it, his face grew grey to hear

How Bess, the landlord's daughter,

The landlord's black-eyed daughter,

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there.

IX

Back, he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky,

With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high!
Blood-red were his spurs i' the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat,
When they shot him down on the highway,

Down like a dog on the highway,

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with the bunch of lace at his throat.

kK k%
X
And still of a winter's night, they say, when the wind is in the trees,

When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,



A highwayman comes riding—
Riding—riding—
A highwayman comes riding, up to the old inn-door.

Xl

Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn-yard;

He taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked and barred;
He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,

Bess, the landlord's daughter,

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.



THE WENDIGO

The Wendigo,

The Wendigo!

Its eyes are ice and indigo!

Its blood is rank and yellowish!
Its voice is hoarse and bellowish!
Its tentacles are slithery,

And scummy,

Slimy,

Leathery!

Its lips are hungry blubbery,
And smacky,

The Wendigon
The Wendigo!

Tonight, on your v
As you are lolling
It contemplates ;
You loll, <



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 tea pots jibber jabber joo.
On the Nong Ning Nang

All the mice go Clang

And you just can't catch 'em when they do!
So its 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!!

Spike Milligan



Macbeth: Act 1, Scene 1

Thunder and lightning.
Enter three WITCHES.

First Witch
1 When shall we three meet again?

2 In thunder, lightning, or in rain?

Second Witch
3 When the hurlyburly's done,

4 When the battle's lost and won.

Third Witch

s That will be ere the set of sun.

First Witch
s Where the place?

Second Witch
s Upon the heath.

Third Witch
7 There to meet with Macbeth.

First Witch

¢ I come, Graymalkin!

Second Witch
o Paddock calls.
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Third Witch

10 Anon.

ALL
11 Fair is foul, and foul is fair:

12 Hover through the fog and filthy air.
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Sensemaya: A Chant for Killing a Snake

Mayombe-bombe-mayombe!
Mayombe — bombe-mayombe!

Mayombe-bombe —mayombe!

The snake has eyes of glass;

The snake comes and coils itself round a pole;
With eyes of glass, round a pole,

With his eyes of glass.

The snake walks without legs;

The snake hides in the grass;

walking he hides in the grass

walking without legs.

Mayombe-bombe-mayombe!
Mayombe — bombe-mayombe!

Mayombe-bombe —mayombe!

If you hit him with an axe he will die.
Hit him hard!
Do not hit him with your foot, he will bite,

do not hit him with your foot, he is going away!

Sensemaya , the snake,

Sensemaya.

Sensemaya, with his eyes,
Sensemaya.

Sensemaya, with his tongue,
Sensemaya.

Sensemaya, with his mouth,

Sensemaya-.



Dead snake cannot eat;
dead snake cannot hiss;
cannot walk,

cannot run.

Dead snake cannot look;
dead snake cannot drink;
cannot breathe,

cannot bite.

Mayombe-bombe- mayombe!
Sensemaya, the snake —
Mayombe-bombe- mayombe!
Sensemaya, it is still —
Mayombe-bombe- mayombe!
Sensemaya, the snake —
Mayombe-bombe-mayombe!

Sensemaya, it is dead.

By Nicolas Guillen



Minnie and Winnie

Minnie and Winnie
Slept in a shell.
Sleep, little ladies!
And they slept well.

Pink was the shell within,
Silver without;

Sounds of the great sea
Wander'd about.

Sleep, little ladies!
Wake not soon!
Echo on echo
Dies to the moon.

Two bright stars

Peep'd into the shell.

"What are you dreaming of?
Who can tell?"

Started a green linnet
Out of the croft;
Wake, little ladies,
The sun is aloft!

Alfred Lord Tennyson



THE MAGIC BOX, by Kit Wright
I will put in the box

the swish of a silk sari on a summer night,
fire from the nostrils of a Chinese dragon,
the tip of a tongue touching a tooth.

I will put in the box

a snowman with a rumbling belly
a sip of the bluest water from Lake Lucerene,
a leaping spark from an electric fish.

I will put into the box

three violet wishes spoken in Gujarati,
the last joke of an ancient uncle,
and the first smile of a baby.

I will put into the box

a fifth season and a black sun,
a cowboy on a broomstick
and a witch on a white horse.

My box is fashioned from ice and gold and steel,
with stars on the lid and secrets in the corners.
Its hinges are the toe joints of dinosaurs.

I shall surf in my box

on the great high-rolling breakers of the wild Atlantic,
then wash ashore on a yellow beach

the colour of the sun.



The Owl and the Pussycat poem
By Edward Lear

The Owl and the Pussycat 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, "'l 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.



Leap Like A Leopard by John Foster
Leap like a leopard

Hop like a kangaroo

Swing from branch to branch
Like a monkey in the zoo.
Dive like a dolphin.

Plunge like a whale.

Creep like a caterpillar.
Crawl like a snail.

Sculttle like a spider.

Slither like a snake.

Slide like a duck

On a frozen lake.

Skip like a lamb.

Jump like a frog.

Stalk like a cat.

Scamper like a dog.



When | was down beside the sea
A wooden spade they gave to me
To dig the sandy shore.

My holes were empty like a cup.
In every hole the sea came up,
Till it could come no more.

Robert Louis Stevenson

Advice to an Ice Lolly Licker

Red Rocket
on a stick.
If it shines,
lick it quick.

Clap clap clapclapclap!

Round the edges,
on the top,

round the bottom,
do not stop.

Clap clap clapclapclap!

Suck the Lolly.
Lick your lips.

Lick the sides

as it drips

Clap clap clapclapclap!
off the stick —

quick, quick —

lick, lick —

Red Rocket
on a stick.

Clap clap clapclapclap!

Pie Corbett



