
Junior Poetry Project 
 

1. Read each of the poems below. Ask an adult to help if you like. 

2. Copy them out on paper or card in your neatest handwriting. 

3. Illustrate them with a bordered picture. The picture should be a scene 

from the poem, pencil and pencil crayon (go over any lines then in pen) 

or could be painted. Make a decorated border for your art as a frame. 

4. Write your own poem version about Frost, Snowy Woods, The Sea and 

The Brook. Try to stick closely to the same pattern in the poem (verses, 

rhymes). Do this in rough first and check spellings, then write this out in 

neat. 

 
 
Hard Frost  
 
Frost called to water 'Halt!' 
And crusted the moist snow with sparkling salt; 
Brooks, their own bridges, stop, 
And icicles in long stalactites drop, 
And Tench in water-holes 
Lurk under gluey glass like fish in bowls. 
 
In the hard-rutted lane 
At every footstep breaks a brittle pane, 
And tinkling trees ice-bound 
Changed into weeping willows, sweep the ground; 
Dead boughs take root in ponds 
And ferns on windows shoot their ghostly fronds. 
 
But vainly the fierce frost 
Inters poor fish, ranks trees in an armed host, 
Hangs daggers from house-eaves 
And on the windows ferny ambush weaves; 
In the long war grown warmer 
The sun will strike him dead and strip his armour. 
 
By Andrew Young 
 
 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening  

Whose woods these are I think I know. 
His house is in the village though; 
He will not see me stopping here 
To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 

He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there is some mistake 



The only other sound's the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep, 
But I have promises to keep, 
And miles to go before I sleep, 
And miles to go before I sleep  

By Robert Frost 

 

Rime of the Ancient Mariner 

Day after day, day after day, 
We stuck, nor breath nor motion; 
As idle as a painted ship 
Upon a painted ocean. 
 
Water, water, everywhere, 
And all the boards did shrink; 
Water, water, everywhere, 
Nor any drop to drink. 

By Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

 
The Brook 
 
I come  from haunts of coot and hern, 
I make a sudden sally, 
And sparkle out among the fern, 
To bicker down a valley. 
 
By thirty hills I hurry down, 
Or slip between the ridges, 
By twenty thorps, a little town, 
And half a hundred bridges. 
 
Till last by Philip's farm I flow 
To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 
 
I chatter over stony ways, 
In little sharps and trebles, 
I bubble into eddying bays, 
I babble on the pebbles. 
 
With many a curve my banks I fret 
by many a field and fallow, 
And many a fairy foreland set 
With willow-weed and mallow. 
 
I chatter, chatter, as I flow 
To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 



 
I wind about, and in and out, 
with here a blossom sailing, 
And here and there a lusty trout, 
And here and there a grayling, 
 
And here and there a foamy flake 
Upon me, as I travel 
With many a silver water-break 
Above the golden gravel, 
 
And draw them all along, and flow 
To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 
 
I steal by lawns and grassy plots, 
I slide by hazel covers; 
I move the sweet forget-me-nots 
That grow for happy lovers. 
 
I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance, 
Among my skimming swallows; 
I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows. 
 
I murmur under moon and stars 
In brambly wildernesses; 
I linger by my shingly bars; 
I loiter round my cresses; 
 
And out again I curve and flow 
To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 
 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 


