What do you find in these poems?

Read through the short poems.  In groups try and answer at least four of the following questions:-

· If you were to choose one of the poems to analyse linguistically, which one would it be? Why?

· If you were to translate one of the poems which one would it be? Why? 

· If one was going to be set to music which one would you choose?

· If you were asked to illustrate one of the poems with a photograph or a sketch which one would you choose?

· If you had a chance to talk to one of the poets which one would you most like to meet? Which line(s) would you ask him to explain or like to discuss with him?

· Look at one of the poems for a few minutes. Turn the poem over so that you can’t see it and write down a few of the words or lines that you remember. Why do you think these words/lines were so memorable for you?

· If you were to mime one of the poems which one would it be?

· Which poem(s) do you consider to be happy, sad, realistic, expressive etc. 

· Which poem evokes special feelings for you? What kind of feelings?

Now join another group and share your answers with them.



The Poems

1. Roger McGough: ‘Storm’

2. Verity Bargate: ‘Wasp Poem’

3. Michael Swan: ‘Nothing to Eat’

4. W.B. Yeats ‘ He Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven’

Based on an idea in ‘Literature’,


Duff and Maley, OUP, 1990


p 35 - 38.





He wishes for the cloths of heaven





The Storm





They’re at it again


the wind and the rain


It all started when the wind


took the window by the collar


and shook it with all its might


Then the rain butted in


What a din 


 they’ll be at it all night


Serves them right


if they go home in the morning


and the sky won’t let them in.
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Wasp Poem





Today I drowned a wasp that I


Found floating in my wine.


Its life no longer is its own,


but neither is mine.


With cool precision turned by hate


I drowned it in the sink -


it struggled in the water


but I didn’t stop to think.


I didn’t feel a pang at all,


I didn’t change my mind,


I didn’t even, really, feel


that this was cruel, unkind.


If metamorphosis exists


perhaps a wasp I’ll be 


and I won’t feel resentment


if you do the same to me.


I may regret the sunshine,


the pollen and the jam,


but I’ll understand you’re drowning me


because I’m what I am.
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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.





She had nothing to eat.


They made a film about her


because she had nothing to eat.


Her husband was killed in the war


They wrote a book about 


how he was killed in the war.


Her brother and mother were executed by the revolutionary guards.


There was an opera about it.


Both her children died 


(there was no hospital)


You can see the photographs at an exhibition in London.


Then somebody wrote a poem.


Still - she had nothing to eat.





Nothing to eat
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