
 

English (CV) Plan 
 
 

1. Read each poem twice 
 

2. What is the writer’s viewpoint? 
 

3. Is there a lexical field? Highlight it 
 

4. Annotate for methods 
 

5. Annotate for meaning (e.g. what is the effect of personification? Why 
has it been used?) 
 

Additional Task (for each poem) 
 

How has the writer used language to convey their childhood 
experiences? 
 
 

All annotations to be completed on the sheet. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Let Kids Be Kids-Caldwell 
 
Let kids be kids; just let them be 
Princesses, pirates; let the bath be the sea! 
 
Let them stare at the sky and find animals in the clouds. 
Let them dance in the rain and sing out loud. 
 
Let them dream really big and wish upon a star. 
Let them feel the wind in their hair from the window of a car. 
 
Smell their dandelion bouquet like it's your favorite flower, 
For they will grow up in what seems like just an hour. 
 
Tell them bedtime stories each and every night. 
Let them sleep in the middle when they awake with fright. 
 
Shield them from evil and keep them from danger, 
But teach them of acts of kindness for complete strangers. 
 
Don't hurry them, overschedule them, and make them feel lost, 
For if this happens it will be you who will pay the cost! 
 
Let them build castles, do cartwheels, and find shells in the sand. 
If they need a little help, then please give them a hand! 
 
Let them walk barefoot and the grass tickle their feet, 
For it's the small things in life that will make them feel complete! 
 
Let them make couch cushion forts and sleep in a tent, 
For this is the way childhood was meant to be spent! 
 
Let them bring you breakfast in bed, let them burn your toast. 
Someday it will be times like this you will miss the most. 
 
Teach them how to serve others and be a good friend. 
If you teach all these things, their love will have no end. 
 
Teach them in life, not everyone will win. 
And when they lose they need to accept with a grin. 
 
It's not about the money you have and the things you have bought. 
Life is all about lessons that parents have taught! 
 
So let kids be kids, just let them be. 
And our world will be a better place for you and for me! 
 

 

 

 

 

 



Blackberry Picking: Seamus Heaney 

 

Late August, given heavy rain and sun 

For a full week, the blackberries would ripen. 

At first, just one, a glossy purple clot 

Among others, red, green, hard as a knot. 

You ate that first one and its flesh was sweet 

Like thickened wine: summer's blood was in it 

Leaving stains upon the tongue and lust for 

Picking. Then red ones inked up and that hunger 

Sent us out with milk cans, pea tins, jam-pots 

Where briars scratched and wet grass bleached our boots. 

Round hayfields, cornfields and potato-drills 

We trekked and picked until the cans were full 

Until the tinkling bottom had been covered 

With green ones, and on top big dark blobs burned 

Like a plate of eyes. Our hands were peppered 

With thorn pricks, our palms sticky as Bluebeard's. 

We hoarded the fresh berries in the byre. 

But when the bath was filled we found a fur, 

A rat-grey fungus, glutting on our cache. 

The juice was stinking too. Once off the bush 

The fruit fermented, the sweet flesh would turn sour. 

I always felt like crying. It wasn't fair 

That all the lovely canfuls smelt of rot. 

Each year I hoped they'd keep, knew they would not. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I remember, I remember-Thomas Hood 

I remember, I remember, 

The house where I was born, 

The little window where the sun 

Came peeping in at morn; 

He never came a wink too soon, 

Nor brought too long a day, 

But now, I often wish the night 

Had borne my breath away! 

 

I remember, I remember, 

The roses, red and white, 

The vi’lets, and the lily-cups, 

Those flowers made of light! 

The lilacs where the robin built, 

And where my brother set 

The laburnum on his birthday,— 

The tree is living yet! 

 

I remember, I remember, 

Where I was used to swing, 

And thought the air must rush as fresh 

To swallows on the wing; 

My spirit flew in feathers then, 

That is so heavy now, 

And summer pools could hardly cool 

The fever on my brow! 

 

I remember, I remember, 

The fir trees dark and high; 

I used to think their slender tops 

Were close against the sky: 

It was a childish ignorance, 

But now ’tis little joy 

To know I’m farther off from heav’n 

Than when I was a boy. 


