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Key Stage 2 (Year 5 Year 6)

Silver

Slowly, silently, now the moon

Walks the night in her silver shoon;
This way, and that, she peers, and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trees;

One by one the casements catch

Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;
Couched in his kennel, like a log,

With paws of silver sleeps the dog;
From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep
Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep;

A harvest mouse goes scampering by,
With silver claws, and silver eye;

And moveless fish in the water gleam,
By silver reeds in a silver stream.

Walter De La Mare

Daffodils

| wander'd 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 stretch'd 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 Tyger

Tyger Tyger, 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, & what art,

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & 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?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

William Blake
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N The Highwayman by Alfred Noyes Il
Yo The wind was a torrent of darkness upon the gusty trees, Ag
I The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas, DA
S The road was a ribbon of moonlight looping the purple maor, S
And the highwayman came riding--
AS Riding--riding-- AS
L The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn door. L
PAq PAq
AS Hed a French cocked hat on his forehead, and a bunch of lace at his Ag
A chin; . : Y
Hed a coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of fine doe-skin.

They fitted with never a wrinkle; his boots were up to his thigh!
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle--
His rapier hilt a-twinkle--
His pistol butts a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

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

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 landlords black-eyed daughter--

Bess, the landlords caughter--

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

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 landlords daughter--

The landlords black-eyed daughter;

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

"One kiss, my bonny swestheart; I'm after a prize tonight,
But | 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,

Il come to thee by mocenlight, though hell should bar the way."
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The Sound Collector
by Roger McGough

A stranger called this morning
Dressed all in black and grey
Put every sound into a bag
And carried them away

The whistling of the kettle
The turning of the lock
The purring of the kitten
The ticking of the clock

The popping of the toaster

The crunching of the flakes
When you spread the marmalade
The scraping noise it makes

The hissing of the frying pan
The ticking of the grill

The bubbling of the bathtub
As it starts to fill

The drumming of the raindrops
On the windowpane

When you do the washing-up
The gurgle of the drain

The crying of the baby
The squeaking of the chair
The swishing of the curtain
The creaking of the stair

A stranger called this morning
He didn't leave his name

Left us only silence

Life will never be the same

Bedtime
by Eleanor Farjeon

Five minutes, five minutes more,
please!

Let me stay five minutes more!
Can't | just finish the castle

I'm building here on the floor?
Can't | just finish the story

I'm reading here in my book?

Can't | just finish this bead-chain —
It almost is finished, look!
Can't1just finish this game, please?
When a game's once begun

It's a pity never to find out

Whether you've lost or won.

Can't | just stay five minutes?

Well, can't | just stay just four?
Three minutes, then? two minutes?
Can't | stay one minute more?
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The Magic Box

| 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.

| 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.

| 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.

| 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.

Kit Wright
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