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Week beginning: Monday 6th July
Lesson
LO: I understand how to use a range of reading

The Highwayman

By
Alfred Noyes (1880-
1958)

This is the text that we will bhe focusing on over the next two
Weeks,

What text type do yow think it is?
What do yow think it is about?
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Read the first section of the text:

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees.
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed wpon clowdy seas.
The road was a ribbon of moorLLLgh‘t over the pu.r-pl.z m.oor,
And the highwaymnan came riding—
Riding—riding—
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.

He'd a French cocked—hat on his Forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,
A coat of the claret wvelvet, and breeches of brown doe—skin.
They fitted with never a wrinkle. His boots were up to the thigh.
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,
His pistol butts a-twinkle,
His rapier h.i.l,‘t a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

Ower the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard.
He tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred.
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord’s black—el:jed. d.aughter,

Bess, the landlord’s daughter,
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

And dark in the dark old inn—yard a stable—wicket creaked
Where Tun the ostler listened. His face was white and peaked.
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,
But he loved the landlord’s d.a.u.ghte.r—,

The landlord’s red-lipped daughter.
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—

"One kiss, my bunny sweetheart, I'm a_j;l:e.r- a prize to—ni.gh.‘t,
But | shall be back with the Hellow 90|.d. before the morring llght;
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,
Thﬁrl. LOUk. :FCIF e b!j mﬂUl’lLLght_

Watch for me bg moanLght_
I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the Wal:j."

He rose u.prLgh‘t in the stirrups He scarce could reach her hand,

But she loosened her hair in the casement. His face burnt like a brand
#s the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;

Arnd he kissed its wawves in the moon.l.i.ght,

(O, sweet black wawves in the moonnght”
Then he tu.ggt—:d. at his rein in the moonLi.ght, and galLoped. away to the west.

What text type is it?
Make a note of the vocabulary in the text that yow do not
understand.

Can you write down a possible definition for each of those
words? Using the context af the poem to help you.
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Now you are going to listen to the poem.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=99UHO0JB7m5A
Youtube search: The highway man poem.

Select the 8th video, pause the video at 2.18!

The wind was a lorrenl of darkness among the gusly Lrees

The. maon. was a ghostly galleon tossed. upon. cloudy seas
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—

The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door

He'd a French cocked—hat on his forehead. a bunch of lace at his chin,
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe—skin
They Fitted with never a wrinkle. His boots were up to the thigh
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,
His pistol butts a—twinkle,
His rapier hijt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard
He tapped with his whip on the shutters. but all was locked and barred
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord’s black-eyed duughiter,

Bess. the landlord’s daughter.
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair

And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked.
Where Tim the ostler listened. His face was white and peaked.
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,
But he loved the landlord’s daughter.

The landlord’s red-lipped daughter
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard lhe robber say—

“One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize to night,
But | shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light;
Yet. if they press me sharply. and harry me through the day.
Then look For me by moonlight.

Walch for me by moonlight.
Il come to thee by moonlight. though hell should bar the way ™

lle rose upright in the strups. |l scarce could reach her hand,
But she Loosened her hair in the casement His face burnt like a brand
As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,
(O, sweet black waves in the maonlightl)

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west

Does listening to the poem help you to understand the meaning of the
words that you have written, dowr?
Write dowrn youwr ideas.
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Finally, yow are going to watch the poem in animation.
Pause the video at 1.46!
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ryulJZiSbHo

Ihe wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door

He'd a French cocked hat on his forchead. a bunch of lace at his chin.
A wat of the daret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin
They fitted with never a wrinkle. His boots were up to the thigh
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,
1 lis pistol butts a-twinkle,
His rapier hijt a-twinkle. under the jewelled sky

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn—yard
He lapped wilh his whip on lhe shullers, bul all was locked and barred
He whistled a tune to the window. and who should be waiting there
But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter,

Bess, the landlord’s daughter,
Plaiting a dark red love—knot into her long black hair

And dark in the dark old inn—yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler lstened. His face was white and peaked
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,
But he loved the landlord’s daughter,

The landlord’s red-lipped daughter
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say

“One kiss, my bonny sweelhearl, I'm afler a prize lo-nighl,
But | shall be back with the yellow gold hefore the morning light:
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day.
Then look For me by moonlight,

Watch for me by moonlight,
I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.”

He rose upright in the sturrups. He scarce could reach her hand.
But she loosened her hair in the casement. His face burnt like a brand
As the black cascade of per fume came tumbling over his breast,
And he kissed. its waves i the moonlght.
(O, sweet black waves in the moonlight!)
Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west.

Now you have watched the video, can you make any more guesses to
the definitions of the words that you have written down?

Final task:
Once you have used the context af the poem to guess the vocabulary
that youw don't understand, use a dictionary or online search to find the

carrect definition of those words.
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‘Notes on the Text

July 01, 2020

A French cocked-hat

An old-fashioned three corner hat.

claret Dark red, like wine.
pistol butts The handles of the pistol.
rapier A long thin sword.
stable-wicket Stable door.
ostler A person who looks after horses at an inn.
peaked Having a sickly look.
harry me Hound me- chase me.
casement Window.
tawny Yellow, golden.
musket An old-fashioned rifle.
jest Joke, something to laugh at.
priming Charging muskets with gunpowder.
blanched Went pale.
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The wind was a torrent of darkress among the gusty trees
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor.
And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door .

He'd a French encked-hat on his forehead. a bunch of lace at his chin.

A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin
They filled wilh never a wrinkle. His bools were up lo Lhe Lhigh
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,

His pistol butts a—twinkle,
His raper hyt a-twinkle. under the jewelled sky.

Ower the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard.
He tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord’s black-cyed daughter,

Bess. the landlord’s daughter.
Plaiting a dark red love knot into her long black hair

And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where |im the ostler listened. His face was white and peaked.
His eues were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay.
But he loved the landlord’s daughter.

The landlord’s red-lipped daughter.
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard Lhe robber say—

“Orne kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize to-night,
But | shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light,
Yet. if they press me sharply. and harry me through the day.
Then lock for me by moonlight,

Walch for me by moonlight,
I'll come to thee by moonlight, thaugh hell should bar the way.”

lle rose upright in the stirrups. | e scarce could reach her hand,
But she Loasened her hair in the casement His face burnt like a brand
As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,
(O, sweet black waves in the moonlight!)

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west.

He did not come in the dawning. He did not come at noon;
And. out of the tawny sunset, before the rise of the maon,
When the road was a gypsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor,
A red-coat troop came marching—

Marching—marching—
King George's men came marching, up to the old inn-door.

They said no word to the landlord. They drank his ale instead.
But they gagged his daughter, and bound her, to the foot of her narrow bed.
Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!
There was death at every window;
And. hell at one dark window,
For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that se would ride.

July 01, 2020
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Tim the Ostler

» What are these charucters feelings?
 What are their motivations?
* What roles do they play in the poem?
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Week beginning: Monday, 6th, July,

Lesson 3

LO: I can write from a character's point o view.

The wind was a torrent uj: darkness among the gusty trees.
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon doudy seas
The road was a ribbon D:f m,oon.lught over the pu.rp\.v. maoor,
And the hi,ghwa.grrm CAME md.m.g—
Riding—riding—
The highwa.wn. came r\dm.g up to the old inn-deor.

He'd a French cocked-hat on his j:orehmdj a bunch of lace at his chin,
A coat UJC the daret velvet, and breeches oj: brown doe-skin.
They fitted with never a wrinkle. His boots were up to the thigh.
And he rode with a ‘y.\wﬂv.d ‘twi:&lz‘
His pistol butts a-twinkls,
His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the Je.wz\lzd. skg

Cwver- the cobbles he dattered and dashed in the dark inn-yard.
He ta.pped. with. his thp on the shutters, but all was locked and barred.
He whistled a tune 1o the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord’s bla.ck%gv.d duughtzr,

Bess, the landlord’s d.a.ughte.r‘
D[aiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair

And. dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler listened. His j:a.cz was white and peakzd..
HE F.HES were I’I-UI-I.DWS Dj: I‘TLl].d.ﬂ.E.SS‘ L'LIS h.CLI" I-ka. mﬂ.LLd.H hﬂ.U‘
But he loved the landlord’s d.a.ughter,

The landlord's rﬂ:l—lx.ppzcl dﬂudl‘tvr
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—

“One kiss, my bﬂnn.g sweetheart, I'm a.:ftar a prize to—ni.ght,
But | shall be back with the Hdlow go\.d. befom the morning li.dlt;
Yet, i.j' ﬂug press me SthF‘PLH, and h.arnj me thruu,gh the dﬂ.H‘
Then lock for me by mmn[igh‘t,

Watch Jcor me bH m.ourl.li.ght‘
[l come to thee bg m,oonli,ght, ‘Hrwu,gh hell should bar the way "

He rose upr‘ijlt in the stirrups. He scarce could reach her hand,
But she loosened her hair in the casement. His face burnt like o brand
As the black cascade o;f parfum came tme\.'m.g over- his breast;
And he kissed. its waves in the mnnnlldlt,
(O, sweet black waves in the nrwonli.ght!)
Then he iu,ggui at his rein in the mmn.ll.gh‘t, and gauupm:l away to the west

He did not come in the d.a.wnLng He did net come at noon:
And out uf the tawny sunset, Ezfura the rise of the moon,
When the road was a gypsy's ribbon, locping the purple moor,
A red-coat troop came marching—

Marching—marching—

Kl.rlg Gzorgz’s men came mar‘chmg, up to the old inn-door

They said no word to the landlord. They drank his ale instead
But theg gaggad his dau.ghtar, and bound her, to the _fout of her narrow bed
Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their sidel
There was death at every window;
And hell at one dark window;
For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that e would ride

They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest
Thzg had bound a musket beside her, with the muzzle beneath her breast!
“Now, keep good watch!” and they kissed her. She heard the doomed man say—
L ook far me ﬁ_y maanitg/‘lf,
Watch far me [J_y mmﬂflghi,
1l come to thee by mamltjle‘, fhﬂugfz hell should bar the Wayf

She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held goad'
She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!
They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years
Till, now, on the stroke u_‘f mi.d.m.ght,
Cold, on the stroke n_‘f mtdmght,
The tip uf one j‘mgzr touched itl The trigger at least was hers!

The tip of one finger touched it. She strove no more for the rest
Up, she stood up to attention, with the muzzle beneath her breast
She would not risk their hw.rl.ng, she would not strive again;
For the road lay bare in the moonlight;
Blank and bare in the moonlight;
And the blood oj her veins, in the muonhght, throbbed to her love's rzj'ra.l.n

Jlot-tlot Hat-tlat/Had theg heard it? The bggmi@ ringing clear;
Jlottot Hat-tlat, in the distance? Were thzg dwf that ﬂ‘lz\j did not hear?
Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill
The highwayman came riding—

Rldmg—ridmg—
The red coats looked to their pri.mmgl She stood up, strmght and still

What has happened in the next part of the poem?
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* How do you think Bess wus feeling?
« What has heen going through her mind?
» Was she thinking af herself?

What is an internal monologue?

It s a corwersation you have with, yourself i youwr

It s spoken by, one person.
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What should we include in a written internal monologue?

- Writter in first persom.
- Include the character's thoughts and feelings.

- Use emotive language to help the reader sympathise and
understand the character's emotions.
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WAGOLL:
Monologue of the Highwaoyman

In the darkness, I was riding through

the gusty trees. It wus hitterly, cold.

My horse wus getting tired as we had

As we strode into the dark inn-yard my heart began to
[ tapped onto the shutters hut it was all locked and
barred, my ice lips began to whistle a tune.
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Task:

Yow are going to write an intemal monologue for another
character in the poem; Bess or Tum.

Make sure yow use the WAGOLL as well as the success
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