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Which 
poem do 
you like?
Making judgements 
about poetry is part 
of learning to write 
English. It is easy to 
say we ‘like’ or 
‘dislike’ a poem. 
But it is more 
difficult to say why. 
Learning to give 
good reasons is a 
very important skill 
– help your child by 
making sure that 
reasons focus upon 
the poem itself, 
e.g. I like the way 
the poet uses 
different
rhymes. 

What to do...
1. Read the four poems below. Decide which poem you like 
best. Read it several times – try to learn one or more verses by 
heart.

2. Take the poem you chose to another person in your family or 
to a friend.

3. Recite the poem to them. Ask them if they like it. Recite it 
again.

4. Ask the person to give you three clear reasons why they like 
or dislike this poem. Discuss and write each of their three 
reasons.

Windy Nights
Whenever the moon and stars are set,

Whenever the wind is high,

All night long in the dark and wet,

A man goes riding by.

Late in the night when the fires are out,

Why does he gallop and gallop about?

Whenever the trees are crying aloud,

And ships are tossed at sea,

By, on the highway, low and loud,

By at the gallop goes he.

By at the gallop he goes, and then

By he comes back at the gallop again

Robert Louis Stevenson 

Sea-Fever
I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,

And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking,

And a grey mist on the sea's face and a grey dawn breaking. 

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of  the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying. 

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,

To the gull's way and the whale's way where the wind's like a whetted knife;

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over.

John Masefield

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 and what art

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?

And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand and 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

We'll go no more a-roving
SO, we'll go no more a-roving

So late into the night,

Though the heart be still as loving,

And the moon be still as bright. 

For the sword outwears its sheath,

And the soul wears out the breast,

And the heart must pause to breathe,

And love itself have rest. 

Though the night was made for loving,

And the day returns too soon,

Yet we'll go no more a-roving

By the light of the moon.

George Gordon Byron, Lord Byron


