
I will admit that I struggled a bit to find literature that illustrated this week’s theme. The nearest I came was 
a Ted Hughes poem, Work and Play. It is a brilliant poem but, I thought, too bitter in its depiction of people 
going to the beach to suit the spirit of the theme. Hughes, it seems, really didn’t like tourists and day trip-
pers.  However, you can read it here if you like: 
 http://famouspoetsandpoems.com/poets/ted_hughes/poems/13800 
 
So instead of a poem or literary work that encapsulates the whole theme I offer you three. 
 

Work: 
 
Woman Work by Maya Angelou 

 
I've got the children to tend 
The clothes to mend 
The floor to mop 
The food to shop 
Then the chicken to fry 
The baby to dry 
I got company to feed 
The garden to weed 
I've got shirts to press 
The tots to dress 
The can to be cut 
I gotta clean up this hut 
Then see about the sick 
And the cotton to pick. 
 
Shine on me, sunshine 
Rain on me, rain 
Fall softly, dewdrops 
And cool my brow again. 
 
Storm, blow me from here 
With your fiercest wind 
Let me float across the sky 
'Til I can rest again. 
 
Fall gently, snowflakes 
Cover me with white 
Cold icy kisses and 
Let me rest tonight. 
Sun, rain, curving sky 
Mountain, oceans, leaf and stone 
Star shine, moon glow 
You're all that I can call my own. 
 
We have looked at Maya Angelou’s work before, particularly the famous poem, Still I Rise. Her  
autobiographies, which start with, I know Why the Caged Bird Sings are well worth reading too. She was an 
amazing woman and an excellent writer 

Work, Rest and Play 

http://famouspoetsandpoems.com/poets/ted_hughes/poems/13800
https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/woman-work/
https://www.poemhunter.com/maya-angelou/poems/


Rest:  
 

The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry 
 
When despair for the world grows in me 
and I wake in the night at the least sound 
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be, 
I go and lie down where the wood drake 
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds. 
I come into the peace of wild things 
who do not tax their lives with forethought 
of grief. I come into the presence of still water. 
And I feel above me the day-blind stars 
waiting with their light. For a time 
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free. 
 

Wendell Berry is a poet, environmentalist and organic farmer from Kentucky. I think many of us on the 
island will relate to  this; using the natural world to recharge out batteries. 
 

Play  
Emily Dickenson wrote lots of poems about play but all the ones I looked at were a bit gnomic and ob-
scure (even by her standards) – so instead of a trio of American poets I give you: 
 

Fair Play by Benjamin Zephaniah  
 
Mirror mirror on the wall 
Could you please return our ball 
Our football went through your crack 
You have two now 
Give one back. 
 

“Where the wood drake rests 

his beauty on the water…” 

Prompts:   If you can write something involving all three elements that would be great but, if not, just take 

one such as “rest” and tell us what that means to you 


