Lesson 5
Using imagery Simile and Metaphor
Choose one memory write poem using one simile and two metaphors

Childhood memories, so vivid, and clear,
I cherish them dearly, in my reckoning years,
Get those biscuit boxes, Mamgu would say,
summer’s arrived, it’s a “blackberry” picking day.

My dad she’d pack off. With his “still” and box,
it was an afternoon picking, above the skull rocks,
with sarnies and pop, her flock close behind,
mamgu took the lead, so loving, so kind.

Up over the line, along a steep winding road,
with boxes, pint pots, we happily strode
We sat amongst bushes, spring water flowing,
a mountain so fertile, a summer breeze blowing,

Blackberry’s in abundance, boxes filled quickly,
hands, lips stained purple, all feeling so sickly.
Mamgu then called time, back home we trudged,
our bellies now aching, magma’s kisses are like roses.

We then stalked and cleaned, mamgu pastry making,
before dad would come home, 
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Mamgu would scream, you lot get off to bed,
Dad grabbed the first slice, that was taken as read.

Our next taste of blackberry, the morning after,
cold it would be, Dad smiling with laughter.
I’m mornings next week, go picking again,
you can have the first slice, he’d say with 
a grin.
Dad’s words are pearls of wisdom.







