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Thinking Prompt

Read the poems aloud to yourself and then make notes to answer each
question, thinking about the poems you have read.

What is each
poem about?
Do they focus on
the same thing?

Who do you think the
poems are written for?

Can you explain why
you think this?

&

~

What is the tone of the poems?

Are they all serious, or funny or
thoughtful?
J

What do the poems have in
common?
How are they different?

Can you learn anything \
about the poet from
reading his writing?

What examples can you
find?

%

Which poem is your
favourite?
Explain why you have
chosen it.
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Werewolf Club Rules

Do not talk about Werewolf Club!
You can howl about it,
but never talk!

Do not walk to Werewolf Club!
You can bound to it in moonlight,
but never walk!

e
=
,1.

Do not eat sweets at Werewolf Club!
You can eat meat, raw meat,
but no sweets!

Do not bring cats to Werewolf Club!
You can bring bats, hats, and even rats,
but no cats!

Do not bring silver to Werewolf Club!
You can bring gold or pewter or even bronze
but no silver!

Do not bring chewy toys to Werewolf Club!
If you do they will be confiscated.
You won't get them back.

They are very squeaky
and make it hard
for us to hear the day’s agendal!

Jose ph Coelho (P84, Werewolf Club Rules, Poems by Joseph Coelho)
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Ppada’s Stories

Dada has stories from Calcutta
wrapped up in his big belly.
When he belched they would ynrayel,,

Like the lady who gathered the water
in a pot by a river's melting thaw.
The villagers found her head rolling,
swiped off by a foul tiger's paw.

Dada had stories from Tibet
wound in the red flecks of his hair.
When he brushed it they'd fall gut,,

Like the pets hidden in his bedclothes

as he slept in the school at night,

found dead when he woke in the morning,
He'd slept holding them too tight.

Dada had stories from Goa,
locked in the tattoos on his arms.
- When he moved they would speak,,

like the ponds he swam in when young,
with waters so murky and deep.
] The weeds that grew within them,
yd that tugged as they wrapped round his feet.

Dada had stories from London

etched in the lines of his eyes.
When he cried they'd drip down.

,“Z;\\ Like the parties where he danced to Elvis,
=N shaking his hips and jet black hair,

the food cooked for the family,

the winnings he hoped to ensnare.

Dada had stories within him
that he took to his grave.
Stories that | try to honour,
that | recall when | need to be brave.
Joseph Coelho
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I hate Spiders

| hate spiders
with their legs like spines,
bodies like drops of
madness,

their webs as
inescapable as a maze of
torn net curtains.

One day | lost my
grandmother’s ring,
the one she gave me years ago.
A special ring with a black bead centre
and diamonds like silk.

Then | saw it hanging gingerly in a spider’s web
right over my bed
as if placed for me to find.

I love spiders

with their legs like my grandmother’s
knitting needles,

bodies like the beautiful black pearls that
hung around her neck.

Their webs as cocooning as a grandmother's
last hug.

Joseph Coelho




