Ten Things Found in a Shipwrecked Sailor’s Pocket
	
A litre of sea.
An unhappy jellyfish.
A small piece of a lifeboat.
A pencil wrapped around with seaweed.
A soaking feather.
The first page of a book called Swimming is Easy.
A folded chart showing dangerous rocks.
A photograph of a little girl in a red dress.
A gold coin.
A letter from a mermaid.

Ian McMillan






















Things for Sale on April Fool’s Day

Elbow grease
A bottle of dry water
A bag of hot ice
Rubber nails
A box of straight hooks
A can of striped paint
A can of worms
A square peg for a round hole
A kettle of fish
An elephant’s trunk
Polly Filler
A stale mate
A long weight . . .

























Full of Surprises

This poem is full of surprises
Each line holds something new
This poem is full of surprises
Especially for you . . .

It’s full of tigers roaring
It’s full of loud guitars
It’s full of comets soaring
It’s full of shooting stars

It’s full of pirates fighting
It’s full of winning goals
It’s full of alien sightings
It’s full of rock and roll

It’s full of rainbows beaming
It’s full of eagles flying
It’s full of dreamers dreaming
It’s full of teardrops drying
	
It’s full of magic spells
It’s full of wizards’ pointy hats
It’s full of fairy elves
It’s full of witches and black cats

It’s full of dragons breathing fire
It’s full of dinosaurs
It’s full of mountains reaching higher
It’s full of warm applause

It’s full of everything you need
It’s full of more besides
It’s full of food, the world to feed
It’s full of fairground rides

It’s full of love and happiness
It’s full of dreams come true
It’s full of things that are the best
Especially for you

It’s jammed and crammed and packed and stacked
With things both old and new
This poem is full of surprises
Especially for you.

 Paul Cookson



Quiet Things

Hush! I’ll show you quiet things – 
moon and stars and a barn owl’s wings
speckled moth on mottled sill
white mare standing paper-still
gap-toothed gravestones, hollow trees
flat-roofed fungus colonies
coins and bones long buried deep
hedgehog hunched in spiny sleep.


Sue Cowling




































Pleasant Sounds

The rustling of leaves under the feet in woods and under 
  hedges;
The crumping of cat-ice and snow down wood-rides, 
  narrow lanes and every street causeway;
Rustling through a wood or rather rushing, while the wind
  halloos in the oak-top like thunder;
The rustle of birds’ wings startled from their nests or flying
  unseen into the bushes;
The whizzing of larger birds overhead in a wood, such as 
  crows, puddocks, buzzards;
The trample of robins and woodlarks on the brown leaves,
  and the patter of squirrels on the green moss;
The fall of an acorn on the ground, the pattering of nuts
  on the hazel branches as they fall from ripeness;
The flirt of the groundlark’s wing from the stubbles – how 
  sweet such pictures on dewy mornings, when the dew 
  flashes from its brown feathers.

John Clare





























Morning

Morning comes
      with a milk-float jiggling

Morning comes
      with a milkman whistling

Morning comes
      with empties clinking

Morning comes
      with alarm-clock ringing

Morning comes
      with toaster popping

Morning comes
      with letters dropping

Morning comes
      with kettle singing

Morning comes
      with me just listening

Morning comes to drag me out of bed
      – Boss-Woman Morning.

Grace Nichols



The Teacher’s Day in Bed

Our teacher’s having a day in bed –
She’s sent her pets to school instead!

There’s . . . 

A parrot to read the register,
A crocodile to sharpen the pencils,
A canary to teach singing,
An adder to teach maths,
An octopus to make the ink,
An elephant to hoover the floor,
An electric eel to make the computer work,
A giraffe to look for trouble at the back,
A tiger to keep order at the front,
A reed bunting (can’t you guess?
to help with reeding, of course!),
A secretary bird to run the office,
A piranha fish to give swimming lessons
(Glad I’m off swimming today!),
A zebra to help with crossing the road,
Oh, and a dragon to cook the sausages.

I bet that none of you ever knew
Just how many things a teacher can do!

David Orme

















Dimples

When I’m scared the Monsters are thrilling me.
When I’m cold the North Wind is chilling me.
When I’m pretty some ribbons are frilling me.
When I’m fibbing my teacher is grilling me.
When I’m sad my salt tears are spilling free.
When I’m brave my courage is willing me.
When I fidget my Grandma is stilling me.
When I’m hungry my Mother is filling me.
When I’m spending the toy shop is billing me.
When I score the referee’s nilling me.
When I’m ill the doctor is pilling me.
When it’s dawn the sparrows are trilling me.
But when I laugh and laugh and laugh and laugh
and laugh MY DIMPLES ARE KILLING ME!

Carol Ann Duffy




































The Blind Dog

My kindly human sighs for me,
But with my clever nose I see . . .

The perfumed path of a lady dog,
The fishy trail of a passing frog,
The sharp, clear stink of a scavenging fox,
The tempting scents of a cardboard box,

The glorious odours of dustbin day,
The tang of a lamp-post in my way,
The feathery whiff of a broken bird,
The traces of ice-cream, softly blurred,

The insults left by an old tom cat,
The slimy tracks of a sewer rat,
The homely smell of our garden gate,
The call of the gravy on my plate.

My kindly human sighs for me,
But with my clever nose – I see.

Clare Bevan





















Mermaid School

(A crowd of little fishes is called a school. So what is a crowd of little mermaids called? Perhaps it is a SPLASH!)

What do mermaids learn at school?

How to sing beside a pool.
How to catch a flying fish.
How to grant an earth-child’s wish.
How to chime a ship’s old bell.
How to curl inside a shell.
How to win a sea-horse race.
How to swoop and dive and chase
Faster than the dolphin teams.
How to swim the silver beams
Of the small and misty moon.
How to play a magic tune.
How to tame a hungry shark.
How to find (when nights grow dark)
Hidden caves where treasures lie.
How to read a cloudy sky.
How to make a pearly ring.
How to mend a seabird’s wing.
How to use a golden comb.
How to balance on the foam.
How to greet a friendly whale.
How to spin upon your tail.
How to twist and leap and turn…

This is what the mermaids learn.

   						Clare Bevan


All Creatures

I just can’t seem to help it,
I love creatures – great and small,
But it’s ones that others do not like
I love the best of all.
I like creepy-crawly beetles
And shiny black-backed bugs,
Gnats and bats and spiders,
And slimy fat black slugs.
I like chirpy little crickets
And buzzing bumblebees,
Lice and mice and ladybirds,
And tiny jumping fleas.
I like wasps and ants and locusts,
Centipedes and snails,
Moles and voles and earwigs
And rats with long pink tails.
I like giant moths with dusty wings
And maggots fat and white,
Worms and germs and weevils,
And fireflies in the night.
No, I just can’t seem to help it,
To me not one’s a past,
It’s ones that others do not like,
I seem to love the best.
So it makes it rather difficult,
It’s enough to make me cry,
Because my job’s in pest control,
And I just couldn’t hurt a fly.
 
Gervase Phinn



List of Lists

I love making lists so much
I’ve made a list of lists

Shopping list
Things to do today list
List of best friends you can count on
List of friends whose shoulders you can cry on
Top-ten list of fast-food stops
List of gruesome punishments
List of favourite excuses
List of favourite bands on Top of the Pops
List of ingredients for giant pizza
List of wishes in case a magic genie appears
List of favourite words that rhyme
Sir Bobby Robson and Sir Alex Ferguson (List of knights)
Bewildered. Shell-shocked. Confused. (List of daze)
List of presents wanted at Christmas time
List of things to do tomorrow.
And number one on tomorrow’s list is . . . ?
Make a new list.

Roger Stevens







Close to the Smiles of a Million Children

Close to the lifeboat which waits in its station
Close to the souvenir stalls by the score
Close to the teashops so crowded with tourists
Close to the kiddies who always want more.

Close to the boxes of fish on the quayside
Close to the trawlers which sail into port
Close to the smiles of a million children
Close to the ice-creams that daddies have bought.

Close to the sound of the seagulls squawking
Close to the bathers enjoying a dip
Close to the cliff paths on which I go walking
Close to the pensioners out on a trip.

Close to the jetty where people sit fishing
Close to the waves which crash on the shore
I sit looking out of my harbour-side cottage
Glad to be close to the seaside once more.

Richard Caley





















Mums

Lovely mums
Cuddly mums
Mums-who-are-chums mums
Small mums
Petite mums
Mums-with-big-bums mums
Silly mums
Daft mums
Dumber-than-dumb mums
Bright mums
Clever mums
Help-you-with-your-sums mums
Neat mums
Fussy mums
Lick-this-and-wipe mums
Misery mums
Glum mums
Mums in the doldrums
Happy mums
Humming mums
Tiddly-um-pum-pum mums
Posh mums
Rich mums
Mouths-full-of-plums mums
Poor mums
Ragged mums
Mums-in-the-slums mums
Brave mums
Humble mums
Take-it-as-it-comes mums
Colourful mums
Flowery mums
Pretty like chrysanthemums
Upright mums
Forthright mums
Crumbs! Mum’s-won-a-medal mums
Tumble mums
Fumble mums
Miss nail, hit thumbs mums
Shirking mums
Working mums
Busy-bumble-bee mums
But for all us daughter
And for all us sons
All the mums in the world
Re the number one mums.

Roger Stevens


Hector the Collector

Hector the Collector
Collected bits of string,
Collected dolls with broken heads
And rusty bells that would not ring.
Pieces out of jigsaw puzzles,
Bent-up nails and ice-cream sticks,
Twists of wire, worn-out tyres,
Paper bags and broken bricks.
Old chipped vases, half shoelaces,
Gatlin’ guns that wouldn’t shoot,
Leaky boats that wouldn’t float
And stopped-up horns that wouldn’t toot.
Butter knives that had no handles,
Copper keys that fit no locks,
Rings that were too small for fingers,
Dried-up leaves and patched-up socks.
Worn-out belts that had no buckles.
‘Lectric trains that had no tracks,
Airplane models, broken bottles,
Three-legged chairs and cups with cracks.
Hector the Collector
Loved these things with all his soul – 
Loved them more than shining diamonds,
Loved them more than glistenin’ gold.
Hector called to all the people,
‘Come and share my treasure trunk!’
And all the silly sightless people
Came and looked . . . and called it junk.

Shel Silverstein











Quietly

Quietly the fox stalks its prey.
Quietly the cat sleeps in the hay.
Quietly the man sits in his chair.
Quietly the mermaid combs her hair.

Quietly the swan glides down the river.
Quietly the snake begins to slither.
Quietly moves the moon – but most quiet of all
Is the thinking I’ve done watching leaves fall.

Aenaone Tickler
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