

[image: images]



[image: images]




Introduction



MICHAEL MORPURGO


Here is a book of rhymes and songs and poems that can open the door at the back of the wardrobe and lead you out into the whole wonderful world of poetry. If that door is never opened, a child may never know, now or later, the joys of reading poetry, listening to it, singing it, writing it. Within the pages of this book many children will discover, often for the first time, the magic and music of poetry, the rhythm and rhyme, the way words can dance in the air, flow like a stream, fly like a bird, flash and thunder like lightning, how they colour each other, how they can touch our hearts, and broaden and deepen our awareness, widen our horizons.


Children love magic, and poets are word magicians. With the touch of a poet’s wand, we can feel and see what is not there before our eyes, be transported into new worlds. They can shine a new light into our lives, help us to see ourselves and others and the world about us more clearly, more nearly, more dearly. They can help children to find a voice of their own, to write their own poetry, make their own word-magic.


But how best to introduce children to poetry? Best at home for sure, Mum or Dad or Auntie or Grandpa, passing on the poems they love. But more often than not a child’s first introduction to poetry happens at school. The old way, when I was little, was often to force-feed it at school, to make children learn poems by heart, and stand up in front of the class to recite them, to use poems as comprehension tests. Poetry had a capital P; the magic was forgotten. The poems chosen were often difficult – a lot of Shakespeare, I remember, incomprehensible and alien to a young boy. It was good for you, to be taken like medicine. Well, it’s fair to say that children don’t much like medicine.


As a result of this kind of stultifying introduction to Poetry, many turned away from poetry, often for the rest of their lives. Some, like me, were luckily rescued by a wonderful mother reading her favourite poems to me in bed at night, and reading them beautifully. And I was fortunate enough also to have great teachers, during my school and university years, who read poems to us that they loved, who meant the words they were reading to us, whether it was Edward Lear’s nonsense verse or Beowulf. They recited or read only the poems they liked, and did it with a passion, one that they wanted us to share. With the best teachers it was never medicine, never just a lesson, never a memory test or comprehension exercise. They were passing on what they loved, the poems that had enriched their lives, and that they hoped would do the same for us.
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