






















Mrs Knight’s class loved poetry. Every week she put
a new poem on the wall.


At the Seaside


When I was down beside the sea
A wooden spade they gave to me
To dig the sandy shore.
My holes were empty like a cup,
In every hole the sea came up,
Till it could come no more.


R.L. Stevenson










I’d love to go to the seaside!










One Thursday, Mrs Knight said, “I’ve invited
a special visitor in today. She’s going to do some
writing with you!”









