	O Tell Me the Truth About Love
Some say that love’s a little boy,
And some say it’s a bird,
Some say it makes the world go round,
And some say that’s absurd,
And when I asked the man next door,
Who looked as if he knew,
His wife got very cross indeed,
And said it wouldn’t do. 

Does it look like a pair of pyjamas,
Or the ham in a temperance hotel?
Does its odour remind one of llamas,
Or has it a comforting smell?
Is it prickly to touch as a hedge is,
Or soft as eiderdown fluff?
Is it sharp or quite smooth at the edges?
O tell me the truth about love.[…]

Does it howl like a hungry Alsatian,
Or boom like a military band?
Could one give a first-rate imitation
On a saw or a Steinway Grand?
Is it’s singing at parties a riot?
Does it only like Classical stuff?
Will it stop when one wants to be quiet?
O tell me the truth about love.[…]

Can it pull extraordinary faces?
Is it usually sick on a swing?
Does it spend all its time at the races,
Or fiddling with pieces of string?
Has it views of its own about money?
Does it think Patriotism enough?
Are its stories vulgar but funny?
O tell me the truth about love.

When it comes, will it come without warning,
Just as I’m picking my nose?
Will it knock on my door in the morning,
Or tread in the bus on my toes?
Will it come like a change in the weather?
WIll its greeting be courteous or rough?
Will it alter my life altogether?
O tell me the truth about love.

W.H. Auden - O Tell Me the Truth About Love, January 1938

	
	The tyger

by William Blake (1757-1827) 

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright 
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?
In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?
And what shoulder, and what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart,
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? and what dread feet?
What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?
When the stars threw down their spears,
And water'd heaven with their tears,
Did he smile his work to see?
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
Tyger! Tyger! burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 



· Choose an object/topic with  positive connotations (freedom/life/friendship/an orange/a grapefruit/ your favourite football team…)
OR

· Choose an object/ topic with negative connotations (evil/envy/ canned meat/ the football team you hate/ depression…)

You could imitate W.H. Auden or W. Blake and you could start giving definitions:

a) general

b) something that somebody says/ rumours

c) copied from a dictionary

d) wrong

e) WH questions

f) Partially acceptable

g) Definitions you don’t agree with (your definitions could be answers to questions)
THE   FINAL LINE WILL BE YOUR OWN DEFINITION

Now write a short poem
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