[bookmark: _GoBack]1) Find a personification or use of weather: _________________ ________________________.
2) What is it suggesting about the relationship? ______________ ________________________ ________________________________________________
3) CIRCLE all words that show nature imagery.
4) Summarise what the poem is about: ______________________________  ________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
5) What evidence is there that the couple have overcome their problems by the end of the poem? _________________    ______________________________ ____________________________________________________________
6) Find examples for each of these themes in the poem:
a) Family Relationships:  _____________________ __________________________________________
b) Nature: _______________  __________________________________________
c) Distance:________________________________________________________
7) Highlight any powerful verbs used. 
8) Choose 3 and explain their use.  __________________________________________________________________________________________ ________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
9) What does this simile suggest?___________________________________________ _________________________
10) What season is the poem set? _________________________
11) How do you know? ____________ __________________________
12) What is the effect of it being set in this season? ______________ ____________________________________________________
13) What kind of relationship is presented in this poem? ___________________ _____________________________
14) What does the title suggest? ______________________________ ______________________________

Winter Swans, by Owen Sheers (b. 1974)

The clouds had given their all -
two days of rain and then a break
in which we walked,

the waterlogged earth
gulping for breath at our feet
as we skirted the lake, silent and apart,

until the swans came and stopped us
with a show of tipping in unison.
As if rolling weights down their bodies to their heads

they halved themselves in the dark water,
icebergs of white feather, paused before returning again
like boats righting in rough weather.

'They mate for life' you said as they left,
porcelain over the stilling water. I didn't reply
but as we moved on through the afternoon light,

slow-stepping in the lake's shingle and sand,
I noticed our hands, that had, somehow,
swum the distance between us

and folded, one over the other,
like a pair of wings settling after flight.



