
Your Weekly Task:

1. Read your poem carefully.  

 Who is speaking?

 What feelings are expressed?

 What does it make you think about?

 How has it been constructed for this effect?

 Which key lines have most impact on you?

2. Think about the SMILE features.

3. Choose some quotations to explore.  Think SQI and MQE.

4. Write for 45 minutes to answer the key question.  

Remember to follow the SMILE structure.

How does 

the poet 

use 

language

and 

structure

to present 

the 

speaker’s 
feelings?

AO1 =  SQI = 12 marks AO2 =  MQE = 12 marks
 Critical, exploratory, conceptualised 

response to task and text

 Judicious use of precise references to 

support interpretation(s)

 Analysis of writer’s methods with subject 
terminology used judiciously 

 Exploration of effects of writer’s methods on 
reader

 Thoughtful, developed response to task 

and whole text

 Apt references integrated into 

interpretation(s)

 Examination of writer’s methods with subject 
terminology used effectively to support 

consideration of methods

 Examination of effects of writer’s methods 
on reader

 Clear, explained response to task and 

text

 Effective use of references to support 

explanation

 Clear explanation of writer’s methods with 
appropriate use of relevant subject 

terminology

 Understanding of effects of writer’s methods 
on reader

 Some explained response to task and 

whole text

 References used to support a range of 

relevant comments

 Explained/relevant comments on writer’s 
methods with some relevant use of subject 

terminology

 Identification of effects of writer’s methods 
on reader

 Supported response to task and text

 Comments on references

 Identification of writers’ methods
 Some reference to subject terminology

 Simple comments relevant to task and 

text

 Reference to relevant details

 Awareness of writer making deliberate 

choices

 Possible reference to subject terminology

Structure

Meaning

Imagery

Language

Effect

SMILE:

Language Structure

 Alliteration

 Sibilance

 Imagery

 Simile

 Metaphor

 Personification

 1st / 2nd / 3rd person

 Onomatopoeia

 Lexical field

 Adjective / noun

 Verb / Adverb

 Emotive language 

 Rhetorical question 

 Repetition

 Verse / stanza

 Layout 

 Regular / irregular

 Rhyme / rhyme scheme 

 Couplet

 Rhythm / metre 

 Iambic tetrameter / pentameter

 Pace

 Enjambment

 Caesura

 Sonnet

 Blank Verse

 Volta

Refugees by Brian Bilston

They have no need of our help

So do not tell me

These haggard faces could belong to you or me

Should life have dealt a different hand

We need to see them for who they really are

Chancers and scroungers

Layabouts and loungers

With bombs up their sleeves

Cut-throats and thieves

They are not

Welcome here

We should make them

Go back to where they came from

They cannot

Share our food

Share our homes

Share our countries

Instead let us

Build a wall to keep them out

It is not okay to say

These are people just like us

A place should only belong to those who are born there

Do not be so stupid to think that

The world can be looked at another way

The Beggar by Tatamkhulu Afrika

When I passed

the bus-stop, his black
as biltong hand

thrust out,
demanding alms.

Beneath the grime,

he was a yellow man,

and small,

and crumpled as a towel,

eyes receding into bone,

shivering, too thin frame

denying the truculence of the hand.

'No,' I said.
and walked on,

annoyed that I was annoyed,

swatting off shame
all the way into town.

Coming back,

the day-long drizzle stopped

and a suddenly clear

sky sang
of summer round the bend,

white sails in the Bay,

birds grown garrulous again.

I looked for him.

He was lying on his back in the sun,

eyes closed,

stretched out as long as a spill,

hardly distinguishable

from any of the other

drifts of the debris in the lane.

'Drunk again,' I thought

and paused, then pressed
my penance into his palm.

Quick as a trap,

his fingers lashed

over it: suprised

sober eyes blessed

me for being kind.

Then he slept again,

fist wrapped, tight,

about the bribe my guilt refused

limbs thrown wide

as though a car had flung him there
and left him to a healing of the sun.

Read it 

down

… then 
read it 

up…
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Year 9 Knowledge Organiser – Poetry



Poem Deadline Assessment

Refugees by Brian Bilston Found / Dev / Good / Excep

The Beggar by Tatamkhulu Afrika Found / Dev / Good / Excep

The Right Word by Imtiaz Dharker Found / Dev / Good / Excep

Flag by John Agard Found / Dev / Good / Excep

Storm in The Black Forest by DH Lawrence Found / Dev / Good / Excep

The Right Word by Imtiaz Dharker

Outside the door,

lurking in the shadows,

is a terrorist.

Is that the wrong description?

Outside that door,

taking shelter in the shadows,

is a freedom-fighter.

I haven’t got this right.

Outside, waiting in the shadows,

is a hostile militant.

Are words no more

than waving, wavering flags?

Outside your door,

watchful in the shadows,

is a guerrilla warrior.

God help me.

Outside, defying every shadow,

stands a martyr.

I saw his face.

No words can help me now.

Just outside the door,

lost in shadows,

is a child who looks like mine.

One word for you.

Outside my door,

his hand too steady,

his eyes too hard

is a boy who looks like your son, too.

I open the door.

Come in, I say.

Come in and eat with us.

The child steps in

and carefully, at my door,

takes off his shoes.

Flag by John Agard

What's that fluttering in a breeze?

It’s just a piece of cloth

that brings a nation to its knees.

What's that unfurling from a pole?

It's just a piece of cloth

that makes the guts of men grow bold.

What's that rising over a tent?

It's just a piece of cloth

that dares the coward to relent.

What's that flying across a field?

It's just a piece of cloth

that will outlive the blood you bleed.

How can I possess such a cloth?

Just ask for a flag my friend.

Then bind your conscience to the end.

Storm in The Black Forest by D.H. Lawrence

Now it is almost night, from the bronzey soft sky 

jugfull after jugfull of pure white liquid fire, bright white 

tipples over and spills down, 

and is gone 

and gold-bronze flutters beat through the thick upper air. 

And as the electric liquid pours out, sometimes

a still brighter white snake wriggles among it, spilled

and tumbling wriggling down the sky : 

and then the heavens cackle with uncouth sounds. 

And the rain won’t come, the rain refuses to come! 

This is the electricity that man is supposed to have mastered

chained, subjugated to his own use! 

supposed to! 

WHAT?
Method

Quote

Word level

WHY?
Effect

Meaning

Connotations

How does the poet use 

language and structure 

to present the speaker’s 
feelings?


