
 
Year 5/6 

Poetry 

Anthology



Cycle A 
Unit 1  

Senryus 

From a Railway Carriage – Robert Louis Stevenson 

The River – Valerie Bloom 

Whatif – Shel Silverstein 

 

Unit 2 

Renga 

Bed in Summer – Robert Louis Stevenson 

Goldilocks on CCTV – John Agard 

Jabberwocky – Lewis Carroll 

Adventures of Isabel – Ogden Nash  
Cycle B 

 

Unit 1  

Ottava Rima 

Dreams – Longston Hughes 

The Parent and Child Quadrille – Michaela Morgan 

I am a Writer – Josephs Coelho 

 

Unit 2 

Free Verse 

The language of cat – Rachel Rooney 

The Tyger – William Blake 

Peer Pressure – Karl Nova 



Senryu 

 

Mud Pie 

Kids playing outside 

Mud pies made and tall trees climbed 

Balls thrown and fish caught 

 

Listen 

Assembly is full 

Headteacher is on the stage 

The room falls silent 

 

Welcome 

The new baby screams 

Its eyes closed and small firsts balled 

Welcome to the world









Renga 

 

Breeze 

 

Snow yet remaining 

The mountain slopes are misty –  

An evening in spring. 

 

Far away the water flows 

Past the plum-scented village. 

 

In the river breeze 

The willow trees are clustered 

Spring is appearing. 

 

The sound of a boat being poled 

Clear in the morning light. 

 

The moon! Does it still 

Over fog-enshrouded fields 

Linger in the sky? 

 

Meadows carpeted in frost –  

Autumn has drawn to a close. 



Autumn 

 

The final leaf falls 

The tree branches are so bare 

Autumn has arrived 

Remember Summer’s warm kiss 

So gentle, it will be missed









Ottava Rima 

 

Tiger 

 

Quickly did the tiger begin his fast run 

Over hilly ground you see him fly and leap 

The passive prey laying grazing in the sun 

Suddenly its life that it wanted to keep 

Tiger pounces, quickly getting the job done 

The prey collapsing in a really big heap 

Tiger sleeps as night takes over from the day 

Will we ever see the hunter become prey? 



 

A Summer Ottava Rima 

 

The crash of waves is always in the air, 

And caravans adorn the crowded shore. 

People roast on towels without a care, 

Or find new rocky outcrops to explore. 

Crunchy crystal sand grows too hot to bear, 

Yet we stay: it’s what all Aussies yearn for! 

In summertime, this is our golden place; 

Then winter comes and banishes all trace. 

 

By James Aithchison



 







Free Verse 

 

The Truth 

 

Truth is a mountain which must be bravely 
climbed 

Truth is in the wind which swirls around snowy 
peaks 

Truth is in the trees which keep me company on 
my ascent 

 

But on the journey, truth couldn’t be seen 
amongst the storm 

 

The mountain stood so vast and tall 

Looking down upon us all 

The wind cloaks herself in dark at night 

She whips and cries and gave a fright 

The trees capture innocent passers-by 

They used their limbs to clutch them tight in 
the cold and crisp night sky







Peer Pressure 

 

Karl Nova 

 


