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 Wind On The Hill 
 by A. A. Milne 

 No one can tell me, 

 Nobody knows, 

 Where the wind comes from, 

 Where the wind goes. 

 It's flying from somewhere 

 As fast as it can, 

 I couldn't keep up with it, 

 Not if I ran. 

 But if I stopped holding 

 The string of my kite, 

 It would blow with the wind 

 For a day and a night. 

 And then when I found it, 

 Wherever it blew, 

 I should know that the wind 

 Had been going there too. 

 So then I could tell them 

 Where the wind goes… 

 But where the wind comes from 

 Nobody knows. 



 Halfway Down 
 by A. A. Milne 

 Halfway down the stairs 
 Is a stair 
 Where I sit. 
 There isn't any 
 Other stair 
 Quite like 
 It. 
 I'm not at the bottom, 
 I'm not at the top; 
 So this is the stair 
 Where 
 I always 
 Stop. 

 Halfway up the stairs 
 Isn't up 
 And isn't down. 
 It isn't in the nursery, 
 It isn't in the town. 
 And all sorts of funny thoughts 
 Run round my head. 
 It isn't really 
 Anywhere! 
 It's somewhere else 
 Instead! 



 Now We Are Six 
 by A. A. Milne 

 When I was One, 

 I had just begun. 

 When I was Two, 

 I was nearly new. 

 When I was Three 

 I was hardly me. 

 When I was Four, 

 I was not much more. 

 When I was Five, 

 I was just alive. 

 But now I am Six, 

 I'm as clever as clever, 

 So I think I'll be six now for ever and ever. 



 Level 2 

 Echo 
 by Christina Rossetti 

 Come to me in the silence of the night; 
 Come in the speaking silence of a dream; 
 Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright 
 As sunlight on a stream; 
 Come back in tears, 
 O memory, hope, love of finished years. 

 O dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet, 
 Whose wakening should have been in Paradise, 
 Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet; 
 Where thirsting longing eyes 
 Watch the slow door 
 That opening, letting in, lets out no more. 

 Yet come to me in dreams, that I may live 
 My very life again though cold in death: 
 Come back to me in dreams, that I may give 
 Pulse for pulse, breath for breath: 
 Speak low, lean low 
 As long ago, my love, how long ago. 



 Stopping By Woods On A Snowy Evening 
 by Robert Frost 

 Whose woods these are I think I know. 

 His house is in the village though; 

 He will not see me stopping here 

 To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

 My little horse must think it queer 

 To stop without a farmhouse near 

 Between the woods and frozen lake 

 The darkest evening of the year. 

 He gives his harness bells a shake 

 To ask if there is some mistake. 

 The only other sound’s the sweep 

 Of easy wind and downy flake. 

 The woods are lovely, dark and deep, 

 But I have promises to keep, 

 And miles to go before I sleep, 

 And miles to go before I sleep. 



 The Way Through The Woods 
 by Rudyard Kipling 

 THEY shut the road through the woods 

 Seventy years ago. 

 Weather and rain have undone it again, 

 And now you would never know 

 There was once a path through the woods 

 Before they planted the trees: 

 It is underneath the coppice and heath, 

 And the thin anemones. 

 Only the keeper sees 

 That, where the ring-dove broods 

 And the badgers roll at ease, 

 There was once a road through the woods. 

 Yet, if you enter the woods 

 Of a summer evening late, 

 When the night-air cools on the trout-ring’d pools 

 Where the otter whistles his mate 

 (They fear not men in the woods 

 Because they see so few), 

 You will hear the beat of a horse’s feet 

 And the swish of a skirt in the dew, 

 Steadily cantering through 

 The misty solitudes, 

 As though they perfectly knew 

 The old lost road through the woods ... 

 But there is no road through the woods. 


