
PICTURE TO WRITE A POEM ABOUT RAIN

i love poetry and i love the rain so, naturally, i love this poem:) Poetry Photo: Rain. i love poetry and . I didn't write The
Fault In Our Stars, but I do write poetry.

Even as he loathes waking up and moving off the bed so early. I can see her bending o'er me, as I listen to the
strain Which is played upon the shingles by the patter of the rain. The poem of the week is shown on the
SmartBoard with an attractive picture. This would be it. I looked over his broad figure from the back, I sigh in
contentment. We can use the imagination to create silly things falling from the sky and lovely word pictures.
Where does it rain? I also welcomed his words, nodding at him with acknowledgement. Their ideas are written
on the board. I was then met with a chocolatey steam; he prepared us two cups of hot cocoa. The students and
teacher read the poem aloud. My umbrella; my shade to my blazing sunny days and cover to cold rainy days. I
hummed absentmindedly, warming up to his presence. Imagining myself getting soaked, as if I really am in
the middle of the pouring rain, drenched, and laughing carefree in the distance. There in fancy comes my
mother, as she used to years agone, To survey the infant sleepers ere she left them till the dawn. I could see the
raindrops wash over the dewiness of his skin, and it looks like it's starting to show signs of stopping. He drank
from his cup as I sipped on mine, letting the vibe from around me flood my senses. Students are asked to point
out some of the imaginary things in the poem that fell from the sky. I mirrored his smile, getting my cup from
him. What does rain sound like? When the humid showers gather over all the starry spheres, And the
melancholy darkness gently weeps in rainy tears, 'Tis a joy to press the pillow of a cottage chamber bed, And
listen to the patter of the soft rain overhead. The rain is still pouring hard outside. He looks up a bit, seeping
the rain onto his porcelain-like skin. Foods, flowers, Teddy bears, or favorite things can fall from the sky. But
just enough that he stands out amongst the drizzling rain over the sunlight peeking through the clouds. And
another comes to thrill me with her eyes' delicious blue, I forget, as gazing on her, that her heart was all
untrue, I remember that I loved her as I ne'er may love again, And my heart's quick pulses vibrate to the patter
of the rain. There was a small smile across his lips, his eyes warmer than the hot drinks he have at hand. I
closed my eyes, letting the sound of the pouring rain immerse into me. Slipping a thought into his tasks,
gestures that show that he does take effort in remembering things I love. Every tinkle on the shingles has an
echo in the heart, And a thousand dreamy fancies into busy being start; And a thousand recollections weave
their bright hues into woof, As I listen to the patter of the soft rain on the roof. I had always found comfort in
him between our silences and exchanges of glances. Part 2: Independent Writing 20â€”25 mins At their desks,
students are given a handout with poem on the top half and lines printed on the page below for them to write a
poem about imaginary, very unusual things that they think could fall from the sky. Oh how I love this man
before me. Then my little seraph sister, with her wings and waving hair, And her bright-eyed, cherub
brotherâ€”a serene, angelic pairâ€” Glide around my wakeful pillow with their praise or mild reproof, As I
listen to the murmur of the soft rain on the roof. He doesn't go out that much to get some sunshine as to why.
And we sat there in silence, side by side, letting the sky pour out its rain. Gray Days. And as if he heard the
drizzle in my heart, he gave me a faint smile; a radiance just enough to soften the hues all around us. I turn to
him as he got himself another chair close to mine.


