
 

 

 

 

English IV  

(4th and 6th periods) 

Umbrell 

May 4-15 

Due May 15th 
 

  



This week we will continue our poetry unit.  

You will read “Walking Away” by Cecil Day Lewis. Then answer the discussion 

questions. 

Next, you will read “If You Forget Me” by Pablo Neruda. Then answer the 

discussion questions.  

Finally, I would like you to write a brief poem/letter to a teacher than has made 

an impact on your life. If I know this teacher, I will forward your poem/letter to 

them.  

We will discuss these assignments at our TEAMS meetings. Please try to be in 

those meetings. 

You may turn in completed work to the TEAMS Classroom, the container at 

school, or you may email me. 

Feel free to contact me if you have questions. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



WALKING AWAY 

 

It is eighteen years ago, almost to the day – 

A sunny day with leaves just turning, 

The touch-lines new-ruled – since I watched you play 

Your first game of football, then, like a satellite 

Wrenched from its orbit, go drifting away 

 

Behind a scatter of boys. I can see 

You walking away from me towards the school 

With the pathos of a half-fledged thing set free 

Into a wilderness, the gait of one 

Who finds no path where the path should be. 

 

That hesitant figure, eddying away 

Like a winged seed loosened from its parent stem, 

Has something I never quite grasp to convey 

About nature’s give-and-take – the small, the scorching 

Ordeals which fire one’s irresolute clay. 

 

I have had worse partings, but none that so 

Gnaws at my mind still. Perhaps it is roughly 

Saying what God alone could perfectly show – 

How selfhood begins with a walking away, 

And love is proved in the letting go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



If You Forget Me 

I want you to know 

one thing.  

 

You know how this is:  

if I look  

at the crystal moon, at the red branch  

of the slow autumn at my window,  

if I touch  

near the fire  

the impalpable ash  

or the wrinkled body of the log,  

everything carries me to you,  

as if everything that exists,  

aromas, light, metals,  

were little boats  

that sail  

toward those isles of yours that wait for me.  

 

Well, now,  

if little by little you stop loving me  

I shall stop loving you little by little.  

 

If suddenly  

you forget me  

do not look for me,  

for I shall already have forgotten you.  

 

If you think it long and mad,  

the wind of banners  

that passes through my life,  

and you decide  

to leave me at the shore  

of the heart where I have roots,  

remember  

that on that day,  

at that hour,  

I shall lift my arms  

and my roots will set off  

to seek another land.  



 

But  

if each day,  

each hour,  

you feel that you are destined for me  

with implacable sweetness,  

if each day a flower  

climbs up to your lips to seek me,  

ah my love, ah my own,  

in me all that fire is repeated,  

in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,  

my love feeds on your love, beloved,  

and as long as you live it will be in your arms  

without leaving mine. 

 

 

 



 


