Section A: Unseen Poetry

	Messy Room

Whosever room this is should be ashamed!
His underwear is hanging on the lamp.
His raincoat is there in the overstuffed chair,
And the chair is becoming quite mucky and damp.
His workbook is wedged in the window,
His sweater’s been thrown on the floor.
His scarf and one ski are beneath the TV,
And his pants have been carelessly hung on the door.
His books are all jammed in the closet,
A lizard named Ed is asleep in his bed,
His vest has been left in the hall.
And his smelly old sock has been stuck to the wall.

Whosever room this is should be ashamed!
Donald or Robert or Willie or--
Huh? You say it’s mine? Oh, dear,
I knew it looked familiar!

Shel Silverstein



Explain how Shel Silverstein presents the subject of a messy room.
Write about:
· what happens in the poem
· how the writer has organised the poem
· how the writer uses language for effect.
Use evidence from the poem to support your answer.


	At Cider Mill Farm

I remember my uncle’s farm
Still in mid-summer
Heat hazing the air above the red roof tops
Some cattle sheds, a couple of stables
Clustered round a small yard
Lying under the hills that stretched their long back
Through three counties.

I rolled with the dogs
Among the hay bales
Stacked high in the barn he built himself
During a storm one autumn evening
Tunnelled for treasure or jumped with a scream
From a pirate ship’s mast into the straw
Burrowed for gold and found he’d buried
Three battered Ford cars deep in the hay.

He drove an old tractor that sweated oil
In long black streaks down the rusty orange
It chugged and whirred, coughed into life
Each day as he clattered across the cattle grids
I remember one night my cousin and I
Dragging back cows from over the common
We prodded them homeward through the rain
And then drank tea from huge tin mugs
Feeling like farmers.

He’s gone now, he sold it
But I have been back for one last look
To the twist in the lane that borders the stream
Where Mary, Ruth and I once waded
Water sloshing over our wellies
And I showed my own children my uncle’s farm
The barn still leaning over the straw
With for all I know three battered Ford cars

Still buried beneath it.

David Harmer
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