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No 

by Thomas Hood 

No sun - no moon! 
No morn - no noon - 

No dawn - no dusk - no proper time of day - 
No sky - no earthly view - 
No distance looking blue - 

No road - no street - no "t'other side the way" - 
No end to any Row - 

No indications where the Crescents go - 
No top to any steeple - 

No recognitions of familiar people - 
No courtesies for showing 'em - 

No knowing 'em! - 
No travelling at all - no locomotion, 
No inkling of the way - no notion - 

"No go" - by land or ocean - 
No mail - no post - 

No news from any foreign coast - 
No Park - no Ring - no afternoon gentility - 

No company - no nobility - 
No warmth, no cheerfulness, no healthful ease, 

No comfortable feel in any member - 
No shade, no shine, no butterflies, no bees, 
No fruits, no flowers, no leaves, no birds - 

November! 

 

 

 

Activity 

Can you write a humorous complaint in the style of Thomas Hood about some time when 
you cannot enjoy life because of the weather or some other cause? Alternatively, write 
on the theme of "Yes!" celebrating a time when life is very enjoyable and everything goes 
the right way for you. 

 



 

  Starshine and Non Being 

by Chuang-Tzu 

Starshine asked Non-Being, 
"Master, do you exist? Or do you not exist?" 

Since he received no answer at all, 
Starshine set himself to watch for Non-Being. 
He waited to see if Non-Being would appear. 

He kept his eyes fixed on the deep Void, 
hoping to catch a glimpse of Non-Being. 

All day long he looked. 
He saw nothing. 

He listened. 
He heard nothing. 

Then Starlight cried out at last: "This is IT!" 
"This is the farthest yet! Who can reach it? 

I can understand the absence of Being. 
But who can understand the absence of Nothing? 

If now, on top of all this, Non-Being exists, 
Who can understand it?" 

 

 

 

Activity 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Flatulence Tax 

  by John O'Neill 

A flatulence tax on cattle and sheep, 
Another rip-off to make us all weep. 
Preserving the ozone at any expense, 

It's all propaganda that doesn't make sense. 

Abandon the flock and abolish the herd, 
When it comes to survival, then nothing's absurd. 

But what will we eat for daily protein? 
The answer is simple, the mighty baked bean. 

So plough in the forage and pastures too 
Put paid to the curse of the cattle pooh. 
Then plant all the land with navy beans, 

Belching out gases from smoky machines. 

The resulting erosion will wipe any smiles, 
Make the Greenies appear they're suffering piles. 

With options so few when it comes to a meal, 
And the after-affects still part of the deal. 

With the whole population gobbling baked beans, 
The potential was there for some horrid scenes. 
The worst of our fears were about to come true, 
The Follies were gobbling their baked beans too. 

And adding more fuel to their natural reserve, 
The electorate was poised to get its deserve. 
Their innards vibrated their faces contorted, 

The speaker collapsed and debate was aborted. 

Then rising as one from babes to old Granny, 
With timing so perfect was almost uncanny. 

The whole population let off a great fart, 
With a bloody big bang blew the ozone apart. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud 

by William Wordsworth 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

 
Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
 

The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 

I gazed-and gazed-but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought. 

 
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A Dream Within A Dream 
 

Edgar Allan Poe 

 

Take this kiss upon the brow!  

And, in parting from you now, 

Thus much let me avow- 

You are not wrong, who deem 

That my days have been a dream;  

Yet if hope has flown away 

In a night, or in a day, 

In a vision, or in none, 

Is it therefore the less gone?  

All that we see or seem 

Is but a dream within a dream. 

 

I stand amid the roar 

Of a surf-tormented shore, 

And I hold within my hand 

Grains of the golden sand- 

How few! Yet how they creep 

Through my fingers to the deep, 

While I weep- while I weep!  

O God! Can I not grasp 

Them with a tighter clasp?  

O God! Can I not save 

One from the pitiless wave?  

Is all that we see or seem 

But a dream within a dream? 

 

 

What style is this poem written in? Is it sad or uplifting? 

 

 

https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/a-dream-within-a-dream/
https://www.poemhunter.com/edgar-allan-poe/poems/


 

In My Sky At Twilight 
 

Pablo Neruda 

 

In my sky at twilight you are like a cloud 
and your form and colour are the way I love them. 

You are mine, mine, woman with sweet lips 
and in your life my infinite dreams live. 

 
The lamp of my soul dyes your feet, 

the sour wine is sweeter on your lips, 
oh reaper of my evening song, 

how solitary dreams believe you to be mine! 
 

You are mine, mine, I go shouting it to the afternoon's 
wind, and the wind hauls on my widowed voice. 
Huntress of the depth of my eyes, your plunder 

stills your nocturnal regard as though it were water. 
 

You are taken in the net of my music, my love, 
and my nets of music are wide as the sky. 

My soul is born on the shore of your eyes of mourning. 
In your eyes of mourning the land of dreams begin. 

 

 

 

Write the definition of these words: 

Sour: ____________________________________ 

Net:_____________________________________ 

Shout:___________________________________ 

Haul:_____________________________________ 

Widow:___________________________________ 

Twilight:___________________________________ 

Mourn:____________________________________ 

Dye:______________________________________ 

 

https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/in-my-sky-at-twilight/
https://www.poemhunter.com/pablo-neruda/poems/


 

 

The Cloths of Heaven 

by W. B. Yeats 

Had I the heaven's embroidered cloths, 

Enwrought with golden and silver light, 

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths  

Of night and light and the half-light; 

I would spread the cloths under your feet: 

But I, being poor, have only my dreams; 

I have spread my dreams under your feet; 

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams. 

 

 

 

 

These Are The Clouds 

by W. B. Yeats 

THESE are the clouds about the fallen sun, 

The majesty that shuts his burning eye: 

The weak lay hand on what the strong has done, 

Till that be tumbled that was lifted high 

And discord follow upon unison, 

And all things at one common level lie. 

And therefore, friend, if your great race were run 

And these things came, So much the more thereby 

Have you made greatness your companion, 

Although it be for children that you sigh: 

These are the clouds about the fallen sun, 

The majesty that shuts his burning eye.  


