Attraction
Would you make the mistake

Of liking a snake?

“Not I,” said the fly,

“I prefer apple pie.”

“Not me,” said the flea,

“He can keep far from me.”

Said the worm, with a giggle,

“I don’t like his wriggle.”

And the spider said,

“Blimey,

He looks awfully slimy!”

But the lady snake said, with a hiss,

“I wouldn’t mind giving a kiss.”

Valerie Osborne

Aunty Wim
Come along now children,

Look at Aunty Wim,

Busy in the horse trough,

Learning how to swim.

First she does the back stroke,

Then she does the side,

See her struggle gamely,

Battling with the tide.

Surging with a side-stroke,

Cruising with a crawl,

Warring with a wavelet,

Scuffling with a squall.

Now she does a duck dive,

Isn’t it a snorter!

Wonder what would happen if 

WE FILLED THE TROUGH WITH WATER?

Wilbur G. Howcroft

A Big Balloon
I want to fly a big balloon

Around the world and back.

I want to see each river

And winding mountain track.

I want to touch the fluffy clouds

That float high in the sky,

And wave to all the little birds

That soar and dip and fly

I want to see the people 

In far countries, big and small,

And send a simple message – 

Love and peace be with you all.

Unknown

Bubble Gum
I’m in trouble

made a bubble

peeled it off my nose

Felt a rock

inside my sock

got gum between my toes

Made another

told my brother

we could blow a pair

Give three cheers

now our ears,

are sticking to our hair.

Nina Payne

Countdown
There are ten ghosts in the pantry,

There are nine upon the stairs,

There are eight ghosts in the attic,

There are seven on the chairs,

There are six within the kitchen,

There are five along the hall,

There are four upon the ceiling,

There are three upon the wall,

There are two ghosts on the carpet,

Doing things that ghosts will do,

There is one ghost right behind me

Who is oh so quiet . . . BOO!

Jack Prelutsky
Downhill
I’m rushing

I’m dashing

Through puddles

I’m splashing,

Feet on the handlebars

Hands clinging tight.
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I’m sliding

Hair flying

I’m trying

To keep on the saddle

The bridge is in sight. 
I’m singing

Bell ringing

Wind whipping

I’m slipping

About the corner

So fast I could scream!

Still faster!

Disaster!

Brakes failing

I’m sailing

Over the handlebars

Into the stream!

Sheila Simmons

Emma Hackett’s Newsbook
Last night my mum got really mad

And threw  jam tart at my dad.

Dad lost his temper then with mother,

Threw one at her and hit my brother.

My brother thought it was my sister,

Threw two at her but somehow missed her.

My sister, she is only three,

Hurled four at him and one at me!

I said I wouldn’t  stand for that,

Aimed one at her and hit the cat.

The cat jumped up  like he’d been shot,

And landed in the baby’s cot.

The baby - quietly sucking his thumb - 

Then started howling for my mum.

At which my mum got really mad,

And threw a Swiss roll at my dad.

Allan Ahlberg

Family Tree
The mother was a ghost gum

A really terrific tree-mum.

The father was a noble oak

A shining prince of tree-dom.

You’d think with a family tree like that

The off-shoot would have to be a winner

Instead he was a toothpick

Who lived in fear of dinner.

Bill Condon

Footloose

There was an old woman

Who lived in a shoe.

The smell was appalling,

And so was the view,

So she packed up her things

In an old wooden box

And moved up the road

To some new football socks.

Mary Blackwood

I’m Disgusted With My Brother

I’m disgusted with my brother,

I am positively sore,

I have never been so angry

with a human being before,

he’s everything detestable

that’s spelled with A through Z,

he deserves to be the target

of a ten-pound bumblebee.

I’d like to wave a magic wand

and make him disappear,

or watch a wild rhinoceros

attack him from the rear,

perhaps I’ll cook a pot of soup

and dump my brother in,

he forgot today’s my birthday - 

oh, how could he . . . he’s my twin!

Jack Prelutsky

Johnny’s Skateboard

Skateboard, skateboard -

Johnny-couldn’t-wait-board -

Darted through the gate,

Looked around too late.

Skateboard, skidboard,

Thrilling, spilling kidboard,

Needs a safer place

To travel at that pace.
Skillboard, KILLBOARD!

Dashing-where-you-will-board,

What a sorry fate

If your stop too late.

Skateboard, mateboard,

Don’t become a hateboard!

You nearly put the lidboard

On Johnny and his skidboard.

Joyce Trickett

The Leader

I wanna be the leader

I wanna be the leader

Can I be the leader?

Can I?  I can?

Promise?  Promise?

Yippee, I’m the leader

I’m the leader

OK what shall we do?

Roger McGough

Little Miss Fidget

She fiddled with the stereo

The washer and the phone.

Anything with dials on 

Was in her fiddle zone.

But now her hands are bandaged up,

She’s resting for a while

She did not read the sign that said:

“Don’t touch the croc-o-dial.”

Bill Condon

A Paddock of Poems

Our paddock of poems

Has thundering herds

Of dinosaurs, dragons

And galloping words.

We’ll capture a couplet,

Or, if you have time,

We’ll land you a limerick

Or round up a rhyme.

Be wary of creatures

That rhymsters produce,

And saddle your stanzas,

A poet is loose!

Max Fatchen

Car Attack

On last year’s Halloween

A car hit Auntie Jean.

Unhinged by this attack,

My auntie hit it back.

She hit it with her handbag

And knocked it with her knee.

She socked it with a sandbag

And thumped it with a tree

On last year’s Halloween

A car hit Auntie Jean

And now, my Auntie’s better

But the car is with the wrecker.

Doug MacLeod 

Swans in the Night

Three swans

Under the moon,

Three shadows

On the lagoon.

Three swans

On the water ride,

Three shadows 

Move beside.

Silver water,

Silent swans,

Swaying ferns

With silvered fronds.

A strolling cloud

Obscures the moon,

Gone the swans

From the dark lagoon.

Joan Mellings 

At Sunrise

Across the silent paddock

There comes a cautious hare,

His ears; two pointed fingers, 

To probe the frosty air.

And where the wheat is growing

He pauses in his run

Along the aisles of morning,

To breakfast with the sun.

Max Fatchen 

Precious

On webs the evening spiders spun

The drops of dew now catch the sun,

In shining strands they glisten there,

Those morning pearls my fences wear.

Max Fatchen 

Calling All Cars

All areas were notified.

It seemed a puzzling case.

The raspberry ripple ice cream tub

Had vanished without trace.

A tub of most exquisite brand

And only newly bought

Identikits were quickly scanned

And witnesses were sought.

The motive? It was surely greed

And those who probe and pry

Can be a shrewd and dogged breed

Who test teach alibi

For suddenly the breakthrough came

But only just in time

Within an ear, a whispered name

Connected with the crime.

And so we happily report

That, by informers branded,

The criminal has now been caught

Red-raspberry-ripple-handed.

Max Fatchen 

Until I Saw the Sea

Until I saw the sea

I did not know

that wind

could wrinkle water so.

I never knew

that sun

could splinter a whole sea of blue.

Nor 

did I know before,

a sea breathes in and out 

upon a shore

Lilian Moore 

Space Ace

I’m a space ace of skill and of daring.

The galaxies ring with my fame

And rows of bright medals I’m wearing

Darth Vader turns pale at my name.

Superman is my friend and my ally,

And I think him a very nice bloke.

He flies in for supper on Sundays

With a swirl of his colourful cloak.

Fan letters from Venus and Saturn,

And here I’ll be quoting a few:

‘Dear Sir, I’m your greatest admirer.

Respectfully signed, Doctor Who.’

I baffle the shrewdest commanders

And dodge interplanetary trap.

Molecular structures I shatter,

Rogue rockets I ruthlessly zap.

I’m the hero of comet and planet.

My lasers can win any war.

How come that I lose all the battles

With the teacher I have in Year Four?

Max Fatchen 

Bedtime

Five minutes, five minutes more, please!

Let me stay five minutes more!

Can’t I just finish the castle

I’m building here on the floor?

Can’t I just finish this bead-chain – 

It almost is finished, look!

Can’t I just finish this game, please?

When a game’s once begun

It’s a pity never to find out

Whether you’ve lost or won.

Cant’ I just stay five minutes?

Well, can’t I stay just four?

Three minutes, then? two minutes?

Can’t I stay one minute more?

Eleanor Farjeon 

Who’s There?

If you hear a dinosaur

Knocking loudly on your door,

Through the keyhole firmly say

‘Nobody is home today’.

If the bell should start to ring,

Tell the beast, ‘No visiting’.

If you see there’s more than one

Turn around and start to run.

Max Fatchen 

Tree Climbing

This is my tree,

my place to be alone in,

my branches for climbing,

my green leaves for hiding in,

my sunshine for reading,

my clouds for dreaming,

my sky for singing,

my tree, my beautiful tree.

Kathleen Fraser 

Haircut

I hate having my hair cut;

And when it’s done,

I hate going to school next day

And being told about it – 

By everyone.

‘Oh, you’ve had your hair cut,’ they say.

‘Oh, you should wear a hat!’

‘Oh, you’ve had a bare-cut.’ they say.

And silly things like that.

I can stand having my hair cut,

Though I’d rather let it grow.

What I can’t stand

Is being told I’ve had it cut – 

As if I didn’t know!

Allen Ahlberg 

Mum

She’s a:

Sadness stealer.

   Cut-knee healer.

      Hug-me-tighter.

         Wrongness righter.

            Gold-star carer.

               Chocolate sharer

                    (well sometimes!)

      Hamster feeder.

   Bedtime reader.

Great game player.

Night-fear slayer.

Treat dispenser.

Naughty sensor

      (how come she always knows!)

      She’s my

   Never-glum

         Constant-chum,

            Second-to-none,

               (We’re under her thumb!)

                  Mum!

Polly Peters 

Chips

Out of the paper bag

Comes the hot breath of the chips

And I shall blow on them

To stop them burning my lips.

Before I leave the counter

The woman shakes 

Raindrops of vinegar on them

And salty snowflakes.

Outside the frosty pavements

Are slippery as a slide

But the chips and I

Are warm inside

Stanley Cook 

Ants, Although Admirable, Are Awfully Aggravating

The busy ant works hard all day

And never stops to rest or play

He carries things ten times his size

And never grumbles, whines or cries.

And even climbing flower stalks

He always runs, he never walks

He loves his work, he never tires

And never puffs, pants or perspires.

Yet though I praise his boundless vim

I am not really fond of him

Walter R Brooks

A Cowboy’s Lullaby

The wolf on the hill as he cries to the moon,
the cricket who chirps with a sweet, simple tune,
the snap of the campfire that’s keeping me warm,
the thunder and roll of a far-distant storm. 

The whispering wind as it rustles the trees,
the babbling stream as it runs to the seas,
the hoot of the owl and the croak of the frog,
the soft, steady snore of my old faithful dog. 

When darkness has come and the stars are in sight,
I love all the sounds that I hear in the night.
I love every crackle, each rattle and peep—
but not all at once when I’m trying to sleep! 

Eric Ode

Insomnia

I cannot get to sleep tonight.
I toss and turn and flop.
I try to count some fluffy sheep
while o’er a fence they hop.
I try to think of pleasant dreams
of places really cool.
I don’t know why I cannot sleep—
I slept just fine at school. 

Kathy Kenney-Marshall

It Can't Be Time to Take a Bath

It can't be time to take a bath. 
I took one just last week.
I'm sure the spots you think are grime
are freckles on my cheek. 

I'm just as clean as clean can be.
You won't find any dirt.
I rubbed my mouth clean with my hands,
then wiped them on my shirt. 

My feet were muddy yesterday,
but that's not longer true.
I walked home barefoot in the rain,
so now they're spotless, too. 

There was some gunk behind my ears—
a funny shade of gray.
Don't worry, though, 'cause it's all gone.
The cat licked it away. 

And so you see, there is no need
to point me toward the tub.
It's just a waste of water.
I've got nothing left to scrub! 

A. Maria Plover

Menagerie

A pussycat that quack, quack, quacks.
A bird that says meow.
A doggy that says oink, oink, oink.
A duck that says bow wow. 

A pony that sniffs catnip.
A turkey that eats fries.
A cow that drinks a milk shake.
A turtle that loves pies. 

A timberwolf that yodels.
A bear that rides a bike.
An ape that juggles melons.
A pig that loves to hike. 

They’re just so entertaining—
I like them more than sheep.
I count them and I’m smiling
as I drift off to sleep.

Bruce Lansky

Creative Cooking

I baked my father’s birthday cake.
I did it by myself.
I used my mother’s cookbook
that was lying on the shelf. 

The cookbook called for flour,
so I picked a yellow rose.
I washed the dirt and bugs off
with my mother’s garden hose. 

The cookbook called for egg whites,
so I chopped up all the shells.
I stirred them with the yellow rose,
which made delicious smells. 

The baking powder can was gone,
and so I used instead
the powder Mother sprinkles
on my baby brother, Fred. 

I baked the cake and then
I made some icing out of ice.
I don’t know how the cake will taste,
but wow! It sure looks nice.

Leslie Danford Perkins

Dear Aunt Francis

Dear Aunt Francis: 

Thank you for the finger paints.
I like your gift so much!
I’ve painted everything in sight.
I’ve got the artist’s touch. 

I’ve painted murals on the walls,
I’ve painted my dog, Rover,
Mom’s exercycle, Dad’s new shoes.
I’ve still got paint left over. 

And here’s good news, Aunt Francis.
Mom says that I can stay
at your house any time I want
and finger-paint all day! 

See you real soon,

Your loving nephew,

Vincent

Mary Had a Little Frog

Mary had a little frog.
The frog croaked every day.
And Mary always wondered
What the frog was trying to say.

To freshen up the critter’s breath,
She fed the frog some mints.
And when she gave the frog a kiss,
It turned into a prince.

Mary and the prince were wed,
And on that happy day,
Mary asked the prince just what
The frog had tried to say.

"Mary," said the handsome prince,
"I’m going to tell you true:
When the frog croaked it was saying,
'I love you.'"

Bruce Lansky

Chicken Parts

A picture of a chicken 
is in my science book.
Since I am very curious,
I stopped and took a look. 

Some arrows pointed to the parts,
like wings and legs and breast.
I saw the beak and feet and tail,
but couldn’t find the rest. 

I learned a lot about that bird,
but still the question lingers:
Where are all the nuggets
and the patties and the fingers?

Ted Scheu

My Lunch

I didn’t like my lunch today 
and traded it for Amy’s.
She didn’t like it either, so
she traded it for Jamie’s.
Jamie didn’t like it, so
he traded it with Brian.
Brian didn’t like it, so
he traded it with Ryan.
Ryan didn’t like it, so
he traded it with Jack.
Jack just traded it for mine,
and now I’ve got it back.

Linda Knaus

Meat Loaf

My mother made a meat loaf,
but I think she made it wrong.
It could be that she cooked it
just a little bit too long. 

She pulled it from the oven,
and we all began to choke.
The meat loaf was on fire,
and the kitchen filled with smoke. 

The smoke detectors squealed
from all the flaming meat loaf haze.
My father used his drink
to try extinguishing the blaze. 

Mom shrieked and dropped the meat loaf;
it exploded with a boom
and splattered blackened globs on
every surface in the room. 

The dog passed out. The kitten hid.
My brother screamed and fled.
The baby ate a gobbet
sticking to her head. 

My father started yelling,
and my sister went berserk.
But I kept cool and said, “At least
our smoke detectors work.”

Linda Knaus & Kenn Nesbitt
Basketball’s My Favorite Sport

Basketball’s my favorite sport. 
I dribble up and down the court. 
The ball goes bouncing off my toes
and beans the teacher on the nose.

He stumbles back and grabs his nose
and hits the wall and down he goes.
The other players stop and stare.
They’ve never heard the teacher swear.

With no one playing anymore,
I grab the ball. I shoot. I score.
I love this game! It’s so much fun.
The teacher cried, but, hey—we won!

Kenn Nesbitt

How I Became 
a Black Belt

A week ago Sunday with weather so warm, 
karate class met in the park.
We practiced our kicks, then we studied our form
and chopped at the sycamore bark. 

I sat and I rested beneath that great tree
while Christopher worked on his stance.
My mind was so focused that I didn’t see
the ants marching straight up my pants. 

The ants in my britches were biting me there.
The bite marks were starting to swell.
I itched, so I kicked and I clawed at the air,
then spun as I let out a yell. 

I twirled and I jumped with such dizzying speed
while trying to scratch at the bites.
The teachers looked on and then quickly agreed
my skills had reached masterful heights. 

For twenty-three minutes I pranced without pause.
I shrieked at each itchy red welt.
I finished at last to the master’s applause.
He bowed and he gave me his belt.

Jeff Mondak

All My Great Excuses

I started on my homework, 
but my pen ran out of ink…
My hamster ate my homework…
My computer’s on the blink…

I tripped and dropped my homework
in the soup my mom was cooking…
My brother flushed it down the toilet
when I wasn’t looking…

My mother ran my homework
through the washer and the dryer…
An airplane crashed into our house…
My homework caught on fire…

Tornadoes blew my notes away…
Volcanoes rocked our town…
My books were taken hostage
by an evil killer clown…

Some aliens abducted me…
I had a shark attack…
A pirate swiped my homework
and refused to give it back…

I worked on these excuses
so darned long my teacher said,
“I think you’ll find it’s easier
to do the work instead.”

Kenn Nesbitt

