Year 6 Poetry
Year 6 students recently created poems based on the idea of being alone in a storm. They composed these poems in 45 minutes. I reckon they are superb! Hope you agree.

The first poem is by Emily C
The Storm

When there’s a storm

Your boat starts to sway

The sun disappears

And the clouds go grey.

The rain is falling

And it’s flooding my boat

The wind is howling

And stopping my throat.

The darkness blinding me

Yet there’s so much to see

The lightning in the distance

Seems to touch the sea.

There’s no-one out here

Except for me.
Richard produced this gem:

The threatening waves stabbing at my boat

The thundering rain drenching my coat

Seeing shadows in a sudden flash

Booming lightning starting to lash

The darkening, cloudy sky                                                                                     Like death looming above me

The night is crushing my body

The wind stealing from my lungs

Here I am alone in the sea

Nobody to watch over me

Scared stiff from the raging storm

I got to the shore

And silence fell
Stephanie wrote this poem:

In the Storm 





Drip, drop the pelting down rain





Wind whirling, giving a howl





The waves grabbing me with a big hand





Just me alone, wanting to land.





The thunder shouts, booming in my ear




Gushing, rushing sea has no fear

Gail pushing, shoving the boat

Off blows my hat, rain-soaked is my coat

Clouds gathering, sky is black and grey

The whole world, now starting to sway

Terrified, petrified it will never end

Dreadful darkness starting to descend

Flashing lightning scars the sky

Hanging on for my life

Thinking I will die.
Harry wrote this (note the hint of humour as well as despair):

At the beginning there were spots of rain.

I lost all hope in that boat

A lonely me attacked by the sea

A howling, terrible noise deafening me.

Oh! Why was it me?

All I could sea was boat, sea, boat, sea

A boxer in me punching to get out

A lonely man

Shout man! Shout!

Swerving, curving, everything is blurring

Wind pushing me back

Wave throwing me about

I think I’m dying now.

A dream. Please, a dream.

I’ve lost my oars

I’m a sitting duck

Water flooding my boat

I have lost all hope

This terrific storm poem came from Cairo’s imagination:
In the storm

The clouds are grey

The sun is down

End of the day

In my boat

Scared half to death

Suddenly I held my breath

The storm is coming

Closer now

The waves crashing

On my bow

The threatening clouds

Suddenly near

The whistling wind

A tune I can’t hear

Darkness is crowding me

Holding me in

The lightning flashing

The rain hurting me

My soul deserting me

In the storm.

The final poem in this selection is by JJ:
In the raging storm I could see big black horses

Crashing down on me

The rain and hail, lashing down on me

Through the thick mist of the night.

The flashing lightning through the hail

The whistling wind through my head

I was starting to be terrified

And then it came.

The wind picked up as the lightning went down

It was then I realised I was nowhere to be found

The nerve-wracking booms of waves on my boat

Alone.
In the ever raging storm

There was nowhere left to hide

But the gushing wind sent me to the shore!

The storm stopped

And silence fell.

