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	Grade 6 Poems


	Mossbawn sunlight
By Seamus Heaney

There was a sunlit absence.
The helmeted pump in the yard
heated its iron,
water honeyed

in the slung bucket
and the sun stood
like a griddle cooling
against the wall

of each long afternoon.
So, her hands scuffled
over the bakeboard,
the reddening stove

sent its plaque of heat
against her where she stood
in a floury apron
by the window.

Now she dusts the board
with a goose's wing,
now sits, broad-lapped,
with whitened nails

and measling shins:
here is a space
again, the scone rising
to the tick of two clocks.

And here is love
like a tinsmith's scoop
sunk past its gleam
in the meal-bin.

	Spring Song
By John D. Sheridan

There is going to be a dance,
I can feel it in the air –
What kind of frock will the daffodil wear?
Gold for the sun and green for the clover;
Spring is on the way
And the winter’s nearly over.
A soft little wind
Out behind the hill
Is practicing tunes
For the shy daffodil.
He daren’t start yet
To play with all his might;
He daren’t start yet,
For the time isn’t right;
He daren’t start yet,
For the frocks aren’t made,
And the fairy needles flash
in the green forest glade.
Green thread, gold thread, laughing all together 
Heigh for the dance and the bright spring weather.
…………………………………………………………………………………………….
Old Jack Fitz
Gabriel Fitzmaurice

‘Old Jack Fitz’, my Grandad, was a stern
Lover of perfection in his work.
His family, from early on, would learn
To harvest all their springs and never shirk.
They got on well in England and the States;
They danced their way through London in the War;
Their children come to Ireland, we’re best mates:
I sing the old songs for them in the bar –
The songs his fellow farmers nightly sang
When Grandad and Nano would open up
Their céilí house and all the rafters rang
As neighbours came to sing and dance and sup
Where a lover of perfection could relax
Knowing the hay was saved, the oats in stacks.
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