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A Rock a Chick a Boom

A rock a chick a boom

(Echo)

A boom a chick a rock a chick rock a chick a boom

(Echo)

Oh yeah

(Echo)

Uh huh

(Echo)

That’s right

(Echo)

One more time

(Echo)

The Card Game

an  ace

a  king

a  three

a  four

a  queen

a  ten

a  jack

a  five

a  seven

a  nine

a  six

an  eight

a  two

a  two

SNAP!

Michael Coxon

Our Story Rhyme

Apple, banana, vegemite pie

You liked the story

And so did I!

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

Mice and Cat

One mouse, two mice,

Three mice, four,

Stealing from their tunnel,

Creeping through the door.

Softly! Softly!

Don’t make a sound –

Don’t let your little feet

Patter on the ground.

There on the hearthrug,

Sleek and fat,

Soundly sleeping,

Lies old Tom Cat.

If he should hear you,

There’d be no more

Of one mouse, two mice,

Three mice, four.

So please be careful

How far you roam,

For if you should wake him …

He’d-chase-you-all-HOME!

Clive Sansom

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 countries, big and small,

And send a simple message – 

Love and peace be with you all.

Baby Animals

The hen has a chicken,

What does it say?

Cheep, cheep, cheep, cheep!

All through the day.

Duck – duckling – quack

Sheep – lamb – baa

Pig – piglet – squeal

Dog – puppy – ruff

Cow – calf – moo

Horse – foal - neigh

My Baby Brother

My baby brother is so small,

He hasn’t even learned to crawl.

He’s only been around a week,

And all he seems to do is bawl,

And wiggle, sleep . . . and leak!

Jack Prelutsky

Anna Maria

Anna Maria she sat on the fire;

The fire was too hot; she sat on the pot;

The pot was too round, she sat on the ground;

The ground was too flat, she sat on the cat;

The cat ran away with Maria on her back!

Take It!

Bugs

On the picnic rug.

Ants

In the cake

Sandflies

On the sausages

No more can I take!

Wasps 

On the waffles,

Mosquitoes

On me,

Picnics 

Are good fun,

For the insect family!

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

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

Cathy Caterpillar

Little Cathy Caterpillar

Now began to creep

From her silky round cocoon

Where she’d been fast asleep.

‘I feel so strange

I don’t know why,’

Said she, up on the wall.

‘What’s this on me?

Some wings I see.

I’m a butterfly now, that’s all!’

She spread her wings

And flew away 

As happy as could be…

But shook her head,

As if to say,

‘Who played this trick on me?’

Keep Clean

Blow your nose,

Wash your face,

Or you will look a real disgrace.

Clean your ears,

Comb your hair,

Then you won’t get a nasty stare.

Trim your nails,

Wipe your eyes,

Beware you don’t attract the flies!

Brush your teeth

Soak your feet,

So dogs won’t chase you down the street.

It’s germs we want

To stay away

So bath or shower every day.

Poor Bee

I’m a bee

And I’m so busy.

I work so hard

That I get dizzy

From bud to bud

I stop, then go -

Sometimes high,

Sometimes low.

Round in circles

Near the flowers,

Collecting pollen

For hours and hours.

Trucks

Big trucks for steel beams,

Big trucks for coal,

Rumbling down the broad streets,

Heavily they roll.

Little trucks for groceries,

Little trucks for bread,

Turning into every street,

Rushing on ahead.

Big trucks, little trucks,

In never ending lines

Rumble on and rush ahead

While I read their signs.

James S. Tippett

Let’s Play Shadows

Let’s play shadows,
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In the sun.

I can make

My shadow run!

I can make my shadow

Crouch down small,

Or reach up,

Very, very tall! 

I can make my shadow 

Jump around,

Or do patterns

On the ground.

My shadow is weary,

See him creep,

Slowly curl up,

And go to sleep.

Ten Clean Nappies

We’ve got a little baby,

she’s very very small,

not long ago

she wasn’t here at all,

but as soon as she was born

all naked and hot,

what was the very first thing 

she got?


That’s right


nappies,


nappies,


nappies,


nappies,


ten clean nappies in a box.

The first one she peed on

the second one she screamed on

the third one she kicked up over her head

the fourth one she was sick on

the fifth one wouldn’t stick on

the sixth one leaked all down her leg

the seventh one tore

the eighth hit the floor

when we did up the ninth

it slid straight off again

then she frowned,

and before 

we could fetch any more

she did something smelly

in nappy number ten.

Kathy Henderson
Stop and Listen

Stop my friend,

And listen as you walk,

For you may hear

Some ‘nature talk’.

Crickets, bugs and busy bees,

Beetles crawling on the trees,

All have different things to say

As they go along their way. 

Sand

Sand in your fingernails

Sand between your toes

Sand in your earholes

Sand up your nose!

Sand in your sandwiches

Sand on your bananas

Sand in your bed at night

Sand in your pyjamas!

Sand in your sandals

Sand in your hair

Sand in your trousers

Sand everywhere!

John Foster

Little Bird

I saw a little bird going hop, hop, hop

And I said, ‘Little bird,

Will you stop, stop, stop?’

And I said, ‘Little bird,

Will you stay, stay, stay?’

But she shook her head

And she flew sway.

My Bear

There’s a bear called Paddington

And one called Pooh.

Everyone likes teddy bears.

I’ve got one too.

He’s really not a fancy one,

In fact, he’s rather plain.

Especially since that morning

When I left him in the rain.

I really, truly, love him

Although his fur is thin.

In a best-loved competition,

I know my bear would win.

Patricia Draper

My First Day at School

It’s my first day at school today,

I look around and see,

Everyone else’s faces,

Looking back at me.

It’s my first day at school today,

I’ve a table just for me,

I’ll keep my books and pencils,

As tidy as can be.

It’s my first day at school today,

I’m busy as can be,

Stories and songs and writing,

And books for me to read.

It’s my first day at school today,

My teacher is smiling at me.

“Please help me keep our room clean,

Let’s do it carefully.”

It’s my first day at school today,

And I’m getting quite hungry,

A vegemite sandwich and apple

Is there in my lunchbox for me.

It’s my first day at school today,

I’m painting a picture of me,

I’ll take it with me when I go home,

To show to my family.

It’s my first day at school today,

I’m as tired as I can be,

But I’ve had a lovely time today,

And my family’s waiting for me.

My Kite

In autumn on a windy day,

I take my kite and go and play.

Up and down the hills I run;

I always have a lot of fun.

My kite goes twirling very high,

Near the clouds up in the sky.

But when the wind begins to drop,

My little kite comes to a stop.

And then with just the slightest sound,

Comes falling gently to the ground.

Northern Train

Clickety clack,

Clickety clack,

There goes the train

On the northern track.

Clickety clack,

Away, away,

Night after night,

Day after day.

With sidings to break

The desert scene,

And hardly ever

A house between.

”Clickety clack,

Clickety clack,”

Calls the friendly train

To the far outback.

Irene Gough

On the Ning Nang Nong

On the Ning Nang Nong

Where the Cows go Bong!

There’s a Nong Nang Ning

Where the trees go Ping!

And the tea pots Jibber Jabber Joo.

On the Nong Ning Nang

All the mice go Clang!

And you just can’t catch ‘em when they do!

So its’ Ning Nang Nong!

Cows go Bong!

Nong Nang Ning!

Trees go Ping

Nong Ning Nang!

The mice go Clang!

What a noisy place to belong,

Is the Ning Nang Ning Nang Nong!!

Spike Milligan
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