
Poem for class 1 (Reception)  

(age 5 and under) 

 
Mud 
Polly Chase Boyden 

 

Mud is very nice to feel 
All squishy-squash between the toes! 
I’d rather wade in wiggly mud 
Than smell a yellow rose. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Poem for class 2 (Year 1 and 2)  

(age 5 – 7) 

 
A Dragonfly 
Eleanor Farjeon 

 

When the heat of the summer 
Made drowsy the land, 
A dragon-fly came 
And sat on my hand, 
With its blue jointed body, 
And wings like spun glass, 
It lit on my fingers 
As though they were grass. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Poem for class 3 (Y3 and 4) 
 

(age 7-9) 

 
Leisure  
W.H. Davies  
 
What is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare? 
No time to stand beneath the boughs 
And stare as long as sheep or cows: 
No time to see, when woods we pass, 
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass: 
No time to see, in broad daylight, 
Streams full of stars, like skies at night: 
No time to turn at Beauty’s glance, 
And watch her feet, how they can dance: 
No time to wait till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began? 
A poor life this if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Poem for class 4 (Y5 and 6) 

(age 9 – 11) 

 

Daffodils  
William Wordsworth  (1807) 
 
 
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.  
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