
- INTERNATIONAL WOMEN'S DAY -

HAPPY



AT COLYTON WE HAVE BEEN STUDYING FEMALE 

POETS. 

EACH CLASS LOOKED AT A DIFFERENT, 

INFLUENTIAL FEMALE POET AS PART OF TAKE A 

POEM WEEK.

THEY THEN USED THEIR POEMS AS INSPIRATION 

TO WRITE THEIR OWN.

WE HOPE YOU ENJOY THEM!



Year R & 1



Born
5 December 1830
London, England

Died
29 December 1894
(aged 64) 
London, England

Occupat
ion

Poet

Color
BY CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

What is pink? a rose is pink
By a fountain's brink.

What is red? a poppy's red
In its barley bed.

What is blue? the sky is blue
Where the clouds float thro'.

What is white? a swan is white
Sailing in the light.

What is yellow? pears are 
yellow,

Rich and ripe and mellow.
What is green? the grass is green,

With small flowers between.
What is violet? clouds are violet

In the summer twilight.
What is orange? Why, an orange,

Just an orange!

Christina Rossetti
Hurt No Living Thing

Hurt no living thing:
Ladybird, nor butterfly,

Nor moth with dusty wing,
Nor cricket chirping cheerily,

Nor grasshopper so light of leap,
Nor dancing gnat, nor beetle fat,
Nor harmless worms that creep.

WHAT DOES THE BEE DO?
by Christina Rossetti

What does the bee do?
Bring home honey.

And what does Father do?
Bring home money.

And what does Mother do?
Lay out the money.

And what does baby do?
Eat up the honey.

Is the Moon Tired?

Is the moon tired? She looks so pale
Within her Misty veil;

She scales the sky from East to West,
And takes no rest.

Before the coming of the night
The moon shows papery white;
Before the dawning of the day,

She fades away.

https://www.bbc.co.uk/bitesize/art
icles/zv7qwty

https://www.bbc.co.uk/bitesize/articles/zv7qwty


















Year 1 & 2



Born
December 10, 1830 
Amherst, 
Massachusetts, U.S.

Died

May 15, 1886 
(aged 55)
Amherst, 
Massachusetts, U.S.

Occupatio
n

Poet

Emily Dickinson

ʑj½áKʒʢoìʢùjKʢùjo±cʢęoùjʢbK ùjKäìʇ

ʑj½áKʒʢoìʢùjKʢùjo±cʢęoùjʢbK ùjKäìʇ
THAT PERCHES IN THE SOUL ʇ

AND SINGS THE TUNE WITHOUT THE WORDS ʇ
AND NEVER STOPS ʇAT ALL ʇ

AND SWEETEST ʇIN THE GALE ʇIS HEARD ʇ
AND SORE MUST BE THE STORM ʇ

THAT COULD ABASH THE LITTLE BIRD
THAT KEPT SO MANY WARM ʇ

oʔĘKʢjK äBʢoùʢo±ʢùjKʢ;jo¥¥Kìùʢ¥ ±Bʇ
AND ON THE STRANGEST SEA ʇ

YET, NEVER, IN EXTREMITY,
IT ASKED A CRUMB ʇOF ME.

A BIRD CAME DOWN THE WALK

A BIRD CAME DOWN THE WALK:
HE DID NOT KNOW I SAW;

HE BIT AN ANGLE - WORM IN HALVES
AND ATE THE FELLOW, RAW.

AND THEN HE DRANK A DEW
FROM A CONVENIENT GRASS,

AND THEN HOPPED SIDEWISE TO THE WALL
TO LET A BEETLE PASS.

HE GLANCED WITH RAPID EYES
THAT HURRIED ALL ABROAD, ʆ

THEY LOOKED LIKE FRIGHTENED BEADS, I THOUGHT;
HE STIRRED HIS VELVET HEAD

LIKE ONE IN DANGER; CAUTIOUS,
I OFFERED HIM A CRUMB,

AND HE UNROLLED HIS FEATHERS
AND ROWED HIM SOFTER HOME

THAN OARS DIVIDE THE OCEAN,
TOO SILVER FOR A SEAM,

OR BUTTERFLIES, OFF BANKS OF NOON,
LEAP, SPLASHLESS, AS THEY SWIM.

THE SQUIRREL 

WHISKY FRISKY,
HIPPITY HOP,

UP HE GOES
TO THE TREE TOP!

WHIRLY, TWIRLY,
ROUND AND ROUND
DOWN HE SCAMPERS

TO THE GROUND.

FURLY, CURLY,
WHAT A TAIL!

TALL AS A FEATHER
BROAD AS A SAIL

EXPERIMENT TO ME
IS EVERY ONE I MEET.

IF IT CONTAIN A KERNEL?
THE FIGURE OF A NUT

PRESENTS UPON A TREE,
EQUALLY PLAUSIBLY;
BUT MEAT WITHIN IS 

REQUISITE,
TO SQUIRRELS AND TO ME.

https://kids.britannica.com/kids/article/Emily-Dickinson/399427




























Year 3 & 4



Born
Marguerite Annie Johnson
April 4, 1928
St. Louis, Missouri, U.S.

Died May 28, 2014 (aged 86)

Occupation Writerpoetcivil rights activist

Period 1951 ʆ2014

Maya Angelou
STILL I RISE

BY MAYA ANGELOU
YOU MAY WRITE ME DOWN IN HISTORY

WITH YOUR BITTER, TWISTED LIES,
YOU MAY TROD ME IN THE VERY DIRT

BUT STILL, LIKE DUST, I'LL RISE.

DOES MY SASSINESS UPSET YOU?
WHY ARE YOU BESET WITH GLOOM?

ʔ; ĀìKʢoʢę ¥£ʢ¥o£KʢoʚĘKʢc½ùʢ½o¥ʢęK¥¥ì
PUMPING IN MY LIVING ROOM.

JUST LIKE MOONS AND LIKE SUNS,
WITH THE CERTAINTY OF TIDES,

JUST LIKE HOPES SPRINGING HIGH,
STILL I'LL RISE.

DID YOU WANT TO SEE ME BROKEN?
BOWED HEAD AND LOWERED EYES?

SHOULDERS FALLING DOWN LIKE TEARDROPS,
WEAKENED BY MY SOULFUL CRIES?

DOES MY HAUGHTINESS OFFEND YOU?
DON'T YOU TAKE IT AWFUL HARD

ʔ; ĀìKʢoʢ¥ Ācjʢ¥o£KʢoʚĘKʢc½ùʢc½¥Bʢ¯o±Kì
Bocco±ʔʢo±ʢ¯ğʢ½ę±ʢ: ;£ğ äBɣ

YOU MAY SHOOT ME WITH YOUR WORDS,
YOU MAY CUT ME WITH YOUR EYES,

YOU MAY KILL ME WITH YOUR HATEFULNESS,
:Āùʢìùo¥¥ɤʢ¥o£Kʢ oäɤʢoʔ¥¥ʢäoìKɣ

DOES MY SEXINESS UPSET YOU?
DOES IT COME AS A SURPRISE

THAT I DANCE LIKE I'VE GOT DIAMONDS
AT THE MEETING OF MY THIGHS?

½Āùʢ½bʢùjKʢjĀùìʢ½bʢjoìù½äğʔìʢìj ¯K
I RISE

Āáʢbä½¯ʢ ʢá ìùʢùj ùʔìʢä½½ùKBʢo±ʢá o±
I RISE

I'M A BLACK OCEAN, LEAPING AND WIDE,
WELLING AND SWELLING I BEAR IN THE TIDE.

LEAVING BEHIND NIGHTS OF TERROR AND FEAR
I RISE

o±ù½ʢ ʢB ğ:äK £ʢùj ùʔìʢę½±Bä½Āì¥ğʢ;¥K ä
I RISE

BRINGING THE GIFTS THAT MY ANCESTORS 
GAVE,

I AM THE DREAM AND THE HOPE OF THE SLAVE.
I RISE
I RISE
I RISE.

CAGED BIRD
BY MAYA ANGELOU
A FREE BIRD LEAPS

ON THE BACK OF THE WIND   
AND FLOATS DOWNSTREAM   

TILL THE CURRENT ENDS
AND DIPS HIS WING

IN THE ORANGE SUN RAYS
AND DARES TO CLAIM THE SKY.

BUT A BIRD THAT STALKS
DOWN HIS NARROW CAGE

CAN SELDOM SEE THROUGH
HIS BARS OF RAGE

HIS WINGS ARE CLIPPED AND   
HIS FEET ARE TIED

SO HE OPENS HIS THROAT TO SING.

THE CAGED BIRD SINGS   
WITH A FEARFUL TRILL   
OF THINGS UNKNOWN   

BUT LONGED FOR STILL   
AND HIS TUNE IS HEARD   

ON THE DISTANT HILL   
FOR THE CAGED BIRD   
SINGS OF FREEDOM.

THE FREE BIRD THINKS OF ANOTHER BREEZE
AND THE TRADE WINDS SOFT THROUGH THE SIGHING TREES

AND THE FAT WORMS WAITING ON A DAWN BRIGHT LAWN
AND HE NAMES THE SKY HIS OWN.

BUT A CAGED BIRD STANDS ON THE GRAVE OF DREAMS   
HIS SHADOW SHOUTS ON A NIGHTMARE SCREAM   

HIS WINGS ARE CLIPPED AND HIS FEET ARE TIED   
SO HE OPENS HIS THROAT TO SING.

THE CAGED BIRD SINGS   
WITH A FEARFUL TRILL   
OF THINGS UNKNOWN   

BUT LONGED FOR STILL   
AND HIS TUNE IS HEARD   

ON THE DISTANT HILL   
FOR THE CAGED BIRD   
SINGS OF FREEDOM.

WOMAN WORK
I'VE GOT THE CHILDREN TO TEND

THE CLOTHES TO MEND
THE FLOOR TO MOP
THE FOOD TO SHOP

THEN THE CHICKEN TO FRY
THE BABY TO DRY

I GOT COMPANY TO FEED
THE GARDEN TO WEED

I'VE GOT SHIRTS TO PRESS
THE TOTS TO DRESS

THE CANE TO BE CUT
I GOTTA CLEAN UP THIS HUT

THEN SEE ABOUT THE SICK
AND THE COTTON TO PICK.

SHINE ON ME, SUNSHINE
RAIN ON ME, RAIN

FALL SOFTLY, DEWDROPS
AND COOL MY BROW AGAIN.

STORM, BLOW ME FROM HERE
WITH YOUR FIERCEST WIND

LET ME FLOAT ACROSS THE SKY
'TIL I CAN REST AGAIN.

FALL GENTLY, SNOWFLAKES
COVER ME WITH WHITE
COLD ICY KISSES AND
LET ME REST TONIGHT.

SUN, RAIN, CURVING SKY
MOUNTAIN, OCEANS, LEAF AND STONE

STAR SHINE, MOON GLOW
YOU'RE ALL THAT I CAN CALL MY OWN.

























Year 4 & 5



Born

23rd 
December, 
1955
Glasgow, 
Scotland

Occup
ation

Poet

Carol Ann Duffy

You sat on your desk,
swinging your legs,

reading a poem by Yeats
to the bored girls,

except my heart stumbled and blushed
as it fell in love with the words and I saw the 

tree
in the scratched old desk under my hands,

heard the bird in the oak outside scribble itself 
on the air.

Prayer

Some days, although we cannot pray, a prayer
utters itself. So, a woman will lift

her head from the sieve of her hands and stare
at the minims sung by a tree, a sudden gift.

Some nights, although we are faithless, the truth
enters our hearts, that small familiar pain;

then a man will stand stock-still, hearing his youth
in the distant Latin chanting of a train.

Pray for us now. Grade 1 piano scales
console the lodger looking out across

a Midlands town. Then dusk, and someone calls
a child's name as though they named their loss.

Darkness outside. Inside, the radio's prayer -
Rockall. Malin. Dogger. Finisterre.

In Mrs Tilscher's class
You could travel up the Blue Nile
with your finger, tracing the route

while Mrs Tilscher chanted the scenery.
ñO]}]Ù .¯qr ¨r]Ù <q]«¯ °|Ù !¬¶]}Ùñ

That for an hour,
then a skittle of milk

and the chalky Pyramids rubbed into dust.
A window opened with a long pole.

The laugh of a bell swung by a running child.

This was better than home. Enthralling books.
The classroom glowed like a sweetshop.

Sugar paper. Coloured shapes. Brady and Hindley
faded, like the faint, uneasy smudge of a mistake.

Mrs Tilscher loved you. Some mornings, you found
she'd left a gold star by your name.

The scent of a pencil slowly, carefully, shaved.
A xylophone's nonsense heard from another form.

Over the Easter term the inky tadpoles changed
from commas into exclamation marks. Three frogs

hopped in the playground, freed by a dunce
followed by a line of kids, jumping and croaking

away from the lunch queue. A rough boy
told you how you were born. You kicked him, but stared

at your parents, appalled, when you got back
home

That feverish July, the air tasted of electricity.
A tangible alarm made you always untidy, hot,

fractious under the heavy, sexy sky. You asked her
how you were born and Mrs Tilscher smiled
then turned away. Reports were handed out.

You ran through the gates, impatient to be grown
the sky split open into a thunderstorm.

I tend the mobile now
like an injured bird

We text, text, text
our significant words.

I re- read your first,
your second, your third,

look for your small xx,
feeling absurd.

The codes we send
arrive with a broken chord.

I try to picture your 
hands,

their image is blurred.

Nothing my thumbs press
will ever be heard.














