
 
SESSION 11 - TEACHING NOTES 
 ‘Where I come from’ - Poetic memory writing 
Thursday 14th January 2021 9.30 – 10.30 am 

 
Anything in red, you might find useful to think about/ prepare 
before the session.  Anything in blue, we would also like you 
to read before the session. 
 

Today’s Game – New Year Resolutions. 
Warm up the imagination and get ideas buzzing with this 
creative starter. The challenge is for the children to invent 
magnificent and impossible challenges for New Year. They 
should create either using the opening phrase ‘I will never’ or ‘I 
will always’. This model could be stuck into the children’s books 
just before the session starts. If you do this, they should not use 
my ideas but invent their own! 
 

I will never climb the Eiffel tower in a force eight gale. 

I will never build the pyramids before breakfast. 

I will never race a cheetah in the 100 metres at the 

Olympics and win. 

I will never eat a ton of ice cream without brain 

freeze. 

I will never ride a llama into Lidl. 

I will never pull a tiger by the tail when trapped inside 

its cage. 

 

I will always eat chips with salt and vinegar. 

I will always enjoy riding my bike down Farm Lane. 

I will always have very little hair. 

I will always wear shoes when walking in snow. 
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I will always walk fast in the dark when I am late home 

and have to get from the car into the house and the 

lights are off. 

I will always talk to myself inside my head. 

 
This could be played in pairs, threes or as a class together. If at 
home, children could write a rapid list in their notebook. The 
children will be given a set time limit to play the game. If they 
dry up then they could start again or swap roles. David and Pie 
will model the game first. 
The Objective – to practice creating interesting ideas. 

 
 

Children’s Audio –  encourage children to listen carefully to 
the reading as it was chosen because it was well written but 
also because it was read aloud effectively. Later on, get the 
class to discuss why they think the reading was chosen. Discuss 
most effective images, ideas or turn of phrase and discuss why 
it worked. During the performance, children should take notes 
of any words, phrases or ideas that they thought were 
effective. 
The Objective – to listen attentively, enjoy and reflect on what makes good writing 
and performance. 
 
 
 

Padlet – ‘Amazing things I have never done’ 
 
Make sure that your children work on their allocated padlet. 
 
This poetry idea is based on a poem by the poet laureate Simon 
Armitage. We are building up to writing a non-rhyming poem 
that uses couplets.  
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On the padlets, we are going to practice writing the first line. 
This needs to be a sentence that states something that you 
have NEVER done, e.g.  

 

I have never climbed the frozen heights of Everest. 

 

It is useful to think about amazing things that would be 
fantastic to do but would probably be impossible. In the grid 
below I have provided ideas that might prompt sentences. 
Ideally, the children should think of their own ideas. 
 
The following word list may be handy to display or stick into the 
children’s books as a prompt. Make sure they know that they 
should try to think of their own ideas and not to be restricted 
by the list. 

 

 

 
Remind children about what they have been learning so far. 
This might make a useful poster: 
 
● Use accurate punctuation. 
● Use concrete images and describe details. 
● Use your senses - what you saw, heard, etc. 
● Each word earns its place. 
● No overwriting. 
● Alliteration, similes and metaphors to build pictures. 
● Personification to add atmosphere – the wind moans. 
● Use detail and extend ideas. 
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I’ve never…  

● heard 
● seen 
● tasted 
● touched 

● felt 
● visited 
● befriended 
● held 

 

● ridden 
● captured 
● watched 
● walked 

 

● thrown 
● caught 
● climbed 
● jumped 



● Name it – ‘Mr Jabbers’ not ‘the man’; ‘Kings Street’ not ‘ 
the road’. 

● If you have a very young class or reluctant writers who 
lack confidence, ideas could be co-constructed in pairs or 
as a class and posted by the teacher.  

● Remind children and adults to use refresh button at the 
top of the page so that they can see their post-it note 
appear – as each note is moderated, they will not all 
appear during the session but will appear later once 
moderated.  

The Objective – to write a variety of sentences, innovating on the given pattern, ‘I 
have never’, making a list of amazing and impossible things that the writer has never 
done. 

 
 

Jotcast activity –  ‘I have never… but I have….’. 
  
This section of the lesson shows children how to add on the 
second line in the couplet (two related lines). The pattern is as 
follows: 
 

I have never…. 

but I have…. 

 
For example:- 
 

I have never climbed the frozen heights of Everest 

but I have clambered up Swift’s Hill on a summer day. 

 

I have never ridden on an elephant’s back  

but I have sat on a pony on Margate Sands. 

 

The two lines have to be linked. The first line states something 
amazing that the writer hasn’t done and would like to do, e.g. 

I have never stroked an anaconda’s throat… 
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 The second line provides an equivalent thing that has been 
done even though may seem to be of a lesser dimension, e.g. 

 

… but I have petted my cat’s Caspar’s arched back. 

 
Pie will read aloud the model text and the children should use 
key adverbials and sentence starters to write ‘discussion’ 
sentences, providing points of view from one side of the 
discussion or the other. You may wish to stick the model text 
below (in the blogging section) into their books. 
 
Arising from feedback at the end of last term, we will try a new 
approach to the Jotcast. We will let the children create ideas 
for a number of minutes and then pause everyone so that Pie 
and the team can work through a number of sentences, 
providing feedback. Children should listen to this and make 
notes/ teacher make notes about editing pointers. 
 
Encourage the children to listen to any advice that Pie gives 
during this session and to act on it. It might be worth jotting 
any useful writing tips down. For instance, you make a 
character seem real by thinking about how writing counter 
arguments or justifying their viewpoints. Writing tips could be 
made into writing posters or written in their journals. Some 
children may build up sentence by sentence to a whole 
paragraph.   Objective – writing couplets which link imaginative ideas. 
 

Blogging Activity – Write a free verse poem in couplets  
 
You may wish to stick the model below into children’s books 
just prior to the session. 
 

I’ve Never…  
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I’ve never ridden in a star ship to Mars 
but I have raced down Farm Lane on my bike. 
 
I’ve never seen the Northern Lights 
but I have seen fireflies on the old railway track to Ninfield. 
 
I’ve never danced with a superstar 
but I have dodged raindrops on Strawberry Banks. 
 
I’ve never run the 100 metres in the Olympics 
but I have raced Tom and Ellie through Bluebell Woods. 
 
I’ve never forged a horse’s shoe 
but I have made a nest for a black kitten found in Pirrey’s barn. 
 
I’ve never eaten caviar in a Russian palace 
but I have tasted salted chips at night from Sharky’s. 
 
I’ve never touched Parisian silk 
but I have grazed a knee on the rocks at Hell Bay. 
 
I’ve never stolen the Queen’s tiara 
but I have taken fat, red raspberries from Sharpham Woods. 
 
I’ve never seen a UFO over Warminster Hill 
but I have seen constellations at night  
like sequins on an Icelandic, velvet dress of darkness. 
 
 
Pie Corbett 
 
 

Objective – learning to write a free verse poem using couplets and a surprising but 
truthful contrast. 
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Type of Writing –  poetry writing using couplets 

 

Audio Challenge – If children want to record their own blog 
ensure that they have read it aloud a number of times. They 
should read it slowly and clearly with expression. This could be 
worked on in pairs or threes so that children develop their 
performance. 
 

Please do not duplicate to pass on, sell or upload these notes 
on the internet. This is for your use in your classroom.  © Pie 
Corbett 2020 

‘I’ve never walked through the winter streets of Moscow 

but I have  wandered through Swindon streets at night.’ 
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Appendices   
 

I’ve Never… but I have…. 
 

I’ve never ridden in a star ship to Mars 
but I have raced down Farm Lane on my bike. 
 

I’ve never seen the Northern Lights 
but I have seen fireflies on the old railway track to Ninfield. 
 

I’ve never danced with a superstar 
but I have dodged raindrops on Strawberry Banks. 
 

I’ve never run the 100 metres in the Olympics 
but I have raced Tom and Ellie through Bluebell Woods. 
 

I’ve never forged a horse’s shoe 
but I have made a nest for a black kitten found in Pirrey’s barn. 
 

I’ve never eaten caviar in a Russian palace 
but I have tasted salted chips at night from Sharky’s. 
 

I’ve never touched Parisian silk 
but I have grazed a knee on the rocks at Hell Bay. 
 

I’ve never stolen the Queen’s tiara 
but I have taken fat, red raspberries from Sharpham Woods. 
 

I’ve never seen a UFO over Warminster Hill 
but I have seen constellations at night  
like sequins on an Icelandic, velvet dress of darkness. 
 
 
Pie Corbett 
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I ran this workshop in Coastlands Primary School, perched on the edge of 
Pembrokeshire in a year 5 and 6 class. I began the workshop by reading 
to the class the model poem above (which is loosely based on a poem by 
Simon Armitage) followed by a short discussion. We then made a list of 
amazing things that we had never done on the flipchart and then a list of 
local animals and places where the children had been or experienced in 
some way. In red, I listed with them possible verbs to use, e.g. I have 
never touched… held… worn… captured, etc. 
 

 
 
 On a separate sheet I very quickly used shared writing to model how to 
create and set out the basic poem, emphasising that they should ‘name’ 
a special local place or animal to make their poems sound real and 
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truthful. As the children were very used to writing poetry, I felt that I 
could move straight into them writing – with a less experienced class, I 
might have modeled a few more ideas so that they really understood 
what to do. 
 

 
The class sat on the carpet, in close, using their magpie books. 

 
Here are some examples – the class wrote for about 20 minutes or so. 
It’s important to keep them quiet and writing in a concentrated manner 
so that they write as well as they can. On going round to support and 
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challenge, I had to remind some to keep to the pattern, leaving a space 
between each idea. Many needed prompting to ‘name it’.  
 
It’s interesting to see the difference between Freddie’s first draft and his 
‘copied up best version’ because his handwriting improves radically, 
partly because he can focus more on that aspect as he is not in 
composing mode but also because he is using the handwriting guidelines 
as a scaffold.  
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Second draft 
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The pencil written poem below written on two pages is Rhia’s first draft. 
Sheila’s Peace is a local wood. She read it aloud to the class with great 
expression.  

 
 

13 
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I’ve never… 
 
 
I’ve never hiked Snowdonia 
but I have climbed an old ash tree in Sheila’s Peace. 
 
I’ve never felt golden silk from Asia’s lands 
but I have felt the feather’s of a manx shearwater chick on 
Slomer island. 
 
I’ve never jived on Strictly with Anton by my side 
but I have swayed on the Dale Princess  
watching a gannet dive off Grassholm. 
 
I’ve never smoothed a wild alligator’s tail in Africa 
but I have stroked a free rabbit living in Marloe’s Park. 
 
I’ve never strolled down the red carpet in london  
with cameras flahing for a picture 
but I have walked along the coast path l 
eading to Albion Sands  
with the Albion wreck  
sitting in the sand  
watching the waves go in and out and the sun set  
and the moon rise  
creating a starlight sky. 
 
Rhia 10 years 
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Poetry as truth-telling 
 
At the end of the Spring term 2019, I ran a half hour mini workshop in 
Warren Road Primary School with a ‘greater depth’ class of year 6 
writers. I talked briefly about memories – that we are made of our 
memories – and that we were going to write using key memories that 
have made us who we are. I read from my notebook the following and 
briefly talked about some of the ideas to flesh out the stories behind the 
words. 
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The Model Poem Where the memory came from 
I am sunlight 
bathing in the back yard 
where the marmalade cat 
is curled asleep. 
 

I am a thistle impossibly 
thrust through concrete. 
 

I am waves curling 
their salty lips. 
 

I am blue; 
sheer sky. 
 

I am a tiger’s eye 
burning in the mind’s forest. 
 

I am waiting 
at the top of St Paul’s tower . 
 

I am Romney Marsh and Rome. 
 

I am gran’s cold hands 
clutching her knitting needles. 
 

I am the moment between 
a heart beat, 
the blink of a tear-filled eye 
and a sudden sigh. 
 

I am an enquiry. 
 
© Pie Corbett 2019 

 
Our old cat sleeping in the 
backyard 
 
 
 
Thistles in the pavement 
 
On the beach at Hastings 
 
 
Lying on the ground and looking up 
at the sky and clouds 
 
The Tyger by William Blake 
 
a trip to London with my Mother 
 
We lived near Romney Marsh and 
once had a holiday in Rome 
 
My Gran 
 
When my granddad died 
 
 
 
 
 



As I was pushed for time, this all had to be brief and to the point. I 
pointed out that they didn’t need too much embellishment and it helps 
to be exacting and name things as it would bring the image alive for the 
writer. I brainstormed with them a quick list of possible ideas and we 
chose out ‘chameleon’. I used shared writing to very rapidly create a 
‘verse’ on the flipchart with the children contributing ideas: 
 

 

The children then had to write their own memory ideas as rapidly as 
possible with as little interference from me though I did circulate and 
encourage. They were writing hard and fast, focussed on memory 
searching and crafting their ideas. Here is a list with a favourite ‘verse’ 
from each child: 
 

I am a cricket, 
a burst of life, 
springing from the grass, 
chirping my bright melody. 
 

I am a Great White, 
dominating the vast oceans, 
a powerful creature, 
a master swimmer. 
 

I am the morning dew,  
perched on each strand of grass, 
melting in the midday sun. 
 

I am the sky, 
the doorway to space,  
the stage for the dance of the clouds. 
 

I am the first blossom, 
a leader for others to follow, 
a new age. 
 

I am the sand dune,  

17 
 

Interactive Shared Writing 
I am a chameleon,  
blending into the shadows,  
camouflaged,  
a vibrant word trick,  
master conjuror of colour. 



crammed with the simple feeling of joy, 
small feet pattering, 
the few wisps of hair wavering in the wind. 
 

I am the quiet forget-me-nots, 
swaying in the beautiful impossibility  
of the garden. 
 

I am the murmur of summer fields, 
grasping joy,  
sensing a parting breath. 
 

I am simplicity, 
a serene blue sky, 
scattered with humble clouds, 
shining down on the forget-me-nots below. 
 

I am the golden crunch 
that excites 
during autumn adventures. 
 

I am Broadstairs, 
the forever fresh smell of salt, 
filled with envious seagulls, 
claiming fish and chips. 
 

I am the beach, 
waves crashing onto the shore, 
fading into the sun-gold sand. 
 

I am the sky, 
an endless definition of life,  
infinite possibilities. 
 

I am a book’s tattered spine, 
read again and again, 
falling open on much enjoyed pages. 
 

I am the welcoming cards, 
a collection of dear ones in one room, 
a key to laughter each afternoon. 
 

I am a wink, 
an eye’s smile. 
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I am my father’s eyes, 
smiling at me  
as he gently throws the ball. 
 

I am a remorseful whisper, 
concealing your secrets, 
letting no-one dip in 
to your untold truths. 
 

I am Grandad’s knowledge, 
telling me things he knows not to tell, 
his glistening grin 
as my nan comes in. 
 

I am my father’s songs of 1980, 
coiling me in my own thoughts, 
reaching out to shake my hand. 
 

I am a memory, 
both a friend and an enemy, 
reminding of better times, 
but not letting mistakes be forgot. 
 

I am the reading test, 
unleashing words of confusion. 
 
We rounded the rapid writing off with children selecting the favourite 
line from their partner’s writing and held a mini reading. Several weeks 
later, Jamie sent me a few complete poems.  
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Personal True 
                                             
I am the buzz in the tranquil fields, 
The crickets violins strum in the wind, 
The bees scurry through the air. 
 

I am the book cover, 
A colourful story in one image, 
I entice and attract eager readers. 
 
I am the sunrise and sunset: 
I glow a harmony of pastel colours, 
Announcing and ending daytime. 
 

I am the light, 
My inner rainbow only letting loose when 
it rains. 
A bright ray of joy. 
 

I am the giggles and laughter, 
Along High Elms we walked, 
Betty rolling in the mud. 
  

I am the eye, 
A stunning array of shades, 
Kaleidoscopic colour. 
 

I am the sky, 
An endless definition of life, 
Infinite possibilities. 
 

I am the harness, 
Keeping you locked in place, 
Yet letting you explore. 
 

I am the light, 
A burning sensation, 
Too bright for my own good. 
 
By Ami Churchman 
 
 

Personal True 
 
I am the clouds,  
Drifting across the vast globe, 
Overlooking countryside 
And overtaking the atmosphere. 
I cry when I am lonely  
And rage when I am angry. 
I thrust my belongings to the Earth 
And grumble when I want them. 
 
I am a fish,  
Exploring the mighty depths of the ocean, 
Swimming through colossal coral reefs, 
A meagre spec compared to my surroundings. 
Feeding on insignificant plankton 
But careful of fish larger than myself. 
I never know where I am going, 
I just go with my classmates. 
 
I am the space between, 
Never wrong, never right, 
Never noticed, but always there. 
 
I am the sun that shines into the sand-covered bay, 
Burning the grains of joy in the blue of the pure sky, 
The sun that shines on the beaches of Portugal. 
 
I am the pool that holds many in my safe grasp, 
Reflecting every beaming face, 
My proud tiles shining through the clear blue surface 
of the water. 
 
I am the universe, 
Containing all living beings, 
An infinite world where everything starts and 
everything ends. 
 
By Daniel Chantry 
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I am… 
 
I am my grandad's knowledge,  
Telling me things he knows not to tell, 
And his glistening grin 
When my nan comes in. 
 
I am the echo of a hall, 
The sound of shoes on the hard oak floor, 
The click and clack of the heel, 
Pure and strong. 
 
I am the aroma of bacon, 
The whiff unique and mouth-watering, 
Delicious and wanting, 
Warming my day. 
 
I am the morning dew, 
Reflecting on the sky so blue, 
Smoothly carved crystals: 
Bursts of life. 
 
I am the honoured star,  
Alone in the ink-spilt ocean,  
Unique in every way, 
The lantern of space. 
 
I am...me. 
 
 
By Lydia Witcombe 
 

I am 
 
I am the noise of tranquillity,  
Whirling endlessly in Nan's garden, 
Elegant in the hushed atmosphere.  
 
I am the waves, 
Washing up the salty smell of Spain, 
Forcing you to breathe the exhilarating air. 
 
I am the fire, 
Burning endlessly from the living room, 
pricking a trance into your mind, 
Flickering in the caliginous darkness. 
 
I am the chaos, 
In a bustling city of London, 
Mimicking the bursting beat in my heart. 
 
I am the murmur of the summer fields, 
Grasping your joy and not losing its almighty grip, 
Sensing when your breath has been taken. 
 
I am the sun, 
Stalking your summer sights, 
Conjuring a beam of elation to extend across your 
face. 
 
I am the sound of triumph, 
Roaring on the football pitch, 
Cavorting in the jubilant atmosphere. 
 
By Max Horgan 
 



A while later, I asked Dean and Jamie for their thoughts as observers of 
the workshop. 
 

Dean wrote: it was interesting talking to one of the teachers observing 
who made the point that their children don’t have rich experiences to 
draw on but I think you mentioned Pie that all experiences are rich - they 
may not be the ones that we ‘value’ but if they are real they should be 
valued. The attention to detail that real life and experience can bring is a 
huge resource to draw on… The fact that you modelled drawing on your 
own experiences was powerful. Not just modelling process but modelling 
using your voice to compose ideas prior to capturing them on paper. 
 
Jamie wrote: for me, the session illustrated the power of the teacher 
being a reader and writer. I liked the way you talked through your poem 
before reading it, explaining the choices you had made and the way they 
fell into categories. This allowed the children time to consider their own 
choices as you read, with many jotting down their own ideas and 
memories as you wrote.  
 

The power was in the honesty. I like the fact that this allowed the 
children to write about something personal and real. It reminded me of 
what we try to achieve through invention, letting children explore their 
own imagination and passions.   
 

For me, it once again got me thinking about the purpose of what we 
teach. When we talk about curriculum, it is so important that we 
consider the power of exploring their own lives, personalities and 
emotions. Modelling the power and impact of this will always be 
inspirational for children. Thank you for letting us be a part of it. It was 
really powerful.  
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Autobiography - part one. 

 

1. Standing outside in the snow with my brothers. The 

door slammed shut. The back light shining. 

Walking over the road to the well, dragging a bucket. 

Three of us, sitting outside in the tin bath. 

Listening to stories and songs on the radio. 

Green wallpaper.  

The cold front room where we never went. 

The push and shove of love; the wasp-sting of razor 

words. 

 

2. Standing in the playground at my first school. Quite 

lost. So many big children; not knowing what to do or 

where to go. Like an early explorer, I felt that if I 

crossed the playground, I might not be able to find my 

way back across the grey ocean. 

Assembly; sitting on the shiny wooden floor staring at 

the cracks. Singing hymns and having to mouth the 

words aloud. Alone in the crowd, watching clouds drift 

by the jam jars on the classroom window. Powder 

paints.   

Writing till my arm ached.  

The mystery of mathematics. Impossible tables. 

Watching tadpoles spin round in the class goldfish 

globe. 

 

3. Falling off the back of a trailer. Breaking my arm. 

Feeling my leg snap and waiting, twisted on the ground. 

The sharp sting of a slap. 
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4. Moving from the village to the farm when my 

grandfather died. Sunlight waking me every morning. 

Found one winter in the snow, my black and white 

kitten. Walking in the woods. Damming streams. Sheep 

buried in snow. 

 

5. Holidays.  

At the beach – waves wrinkling the sea. 

Walking with no shoes on.  

The water so cold it hurt.  

My Dad carrying me upstairs on his shoulders.  

Silent now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 Pie Corbett  
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Remembering 

 

Looking at the streetlights’ broken reflection on rainy 

pavements. 

Looking at the boarded-up shop windows, the empty bus 

shelters and grey rain haunting the sea front. 

Looking at frost pots blossoming beneath apple trees. 

Looking at my budgie Charlie pecking seeds and 

chatting to his mirror. 

 

Tasting the salt of bacon curled crisp from the grill. 

Tasting the sudden tang of fizzy lemonade for the 

first surprising time. 

Tasting the thick, sweet crunch of sugar crusted on a 

lardy cake. 

Tasting the sand in the sandwiches and the hot bite of 

tea on a cold seaside day. 

 

Smelling the soft mystery of my first ever peach, 

Smelling the petrol in a can, hidden in the dark barn. 

Smelling the blocked drains, the dampness of earth and 

the hot stink of the goat’s shed. 

Smelling bluebells and the slow silence of the little 

wood. 

 

Touching the knotted fur on Ali the dog. 

Touching the cold, bony hand of my Grandmother and 

shuddering. 

Touching the icy railings on a wintry morning; feeling 

the cold stick. 

Touching grass, earth, roots, tree bark, leaves, the sun 
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on my face and the shimmer of insects. 

 

Listening to the television mumbling below my room at 

night. 

Listening to words sharper than a wasp sting and 

slammed doors that left me fearful. 

Listening to my cat’s contentment purr. 

Listening to the sharp screech of brakes as a car halts. 

Listening to stories and poems as I sat – comfortably. 

Listening now to my own memories.  

 

  

 

Please do not duplicate to pass on, sell or upload these notes 
on the internet. This is for your use - in your classroom.  

© Pie Corbett 2021 
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