All You Can Eat Rap

I went to a place 
that serves all you can eat,
and now my new shoes
do not fit on my feet. 
My hat is too tiny
to fit on my head.
My legs now hang over
the edge of my bed. 
So, if you should visit
the very same place,
take my advice, friend,
and don’t stuff your face.

Bruce Lansky

Baked Beans

I’d love to have a bath in a tub of baked beans,

All sloppy and lumpy, do you know what I mean?

All soft and all squishy between my ten toes,

With the feeling of sauce getting right up my nose.

When I get hungry I eat quite a few,

I fill my whole mouth and I chew and I chew.

I guess I’ll keep eating them served on a plate,

But I still think a bath in baked beans would be great.

Maryann Pfeifer
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

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.

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

Bush Damper

Flour and water

Pinch of salt

Mix it round

And round a lot.

Roll it flat

Not too thick

Twist it round

A long clean stick.

Turn it over

Red hot coals

‘Til it cooks

A crusty gold.

Eat it hot

With runny honey

Our bush damper

Tastes so YUMMY!

Lorelei Liddelow

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
Daddy’s Making Dinner

Daddy’s making dinner

I’ve seen it all before

French fries black and burning

And meat loaf on the floor 

Daddy’s making dinner

The sugar bowl just broke

Fido ate the gravy

The house has filled with smoke 

Daddy’s making dinner

But I’m not one to moan

Soon he will surrender

And go pick up the phone 

Daddy made the dinner

Today’s my lucky day

Dinner’s in the trash can

And pizza’s on the way.

Jeff Mondak

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

Don't Yell at Me

Don't yell at me!

Don't yell at me!

I hate it when you do,

it makes me feel so miserable,

I want to run from you.

I simply cannot stand it

when you scream into my ear,

if I knew how to do it, I'd completely disappear.

Don't yell at me!

Don't yell at me!

I'll crawl away and hide,

I'll detonate to smithereens

or shrivel up inside.

Feel free to thumb your nose at me,

or wiggle all your toes at me,

or even ring a bell at me, but

please, please, please, pleeeease

DON'T YELL AT ME!

Jack Prelutsky

Downhill

I’m rushing

I’m dashing

Through puddles

I’m splashing,
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Hands clinging tight.

I’m gliding

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

First Day of School
Will they let me go when I need to go to the bathroom?
And what if I get lost on my way back to class?
And what if all the other kids are a hundred, a thousand,
a million times smarter than I am?
And what if we have spelling test, or a reading test, or an.... anything 
test, and I'm the only
person who doesn't pass?
And what if my teacher decides that she doesn't like me?
And what if all of a sudden a tooth gets loose?
And what if I can't find my lunch, or I step on my lunch, or
I (oops) drop my lunch down someplace like the toilet?
Will they let me starve or will somebody lend me a
sandwich? A cookie? A cracker? An apple? Some juice?
And what if they say, "Do this," and I don't understand them?
And what if there's teams, and nobody picks me to play?
And what if I took off my sneakers and also my socks, and
also my jeans and my sweatshirt and T-shirt,
And started the first day of school on the second day?

Judith Viorst

Gobbleobblewaddaterra

You will find there’s nothing rarer,

Than Gobbleobblewaddaterra.

He’s quite a strange but happy animal,

From the distant planet Karimal.

His floppy ears are pink and red,

And three large eyes peer from his head.

He has a great big wobbly tummy,

Because he gobbles bread and honey.

He’s lost his teeth, except for two,

If you should meet him – call the zoo!

Maryann Pfeifer
Hello! How Are You? 
I Am Fine!

Hello! How are you? I am fine!

Is all my dog will say,

He’s probably repeated it

A thousand times today.

He doesn’t bark his normal bark,

He doesn’t even whine,

He only drones the same Hello!

How are you? I am fine!

Hello! How are you? I am fine!

His message doesn’t change,

It’s gotten quite monotonous,

And just a trifle strange.

Hello!  How are you? I am fine!

It makes the neighbours stare,

They’re unaware that yesterday

He ate my talking bear

Jennifer Curry

Hipporhinostricow

Such a beast is the Hipporhinostricow,

How it got so mixed up we’ll never know how;

It sleeps all day and whistles all night,

And it wears yellow socks which are far too tight.

If you laugh at the Hipporhinostricow,

You’re bound to get an awful row;

The creature is protected you see,

From silly people like you and me.

Spike Milligan
I Brought My Grandma's Teeth to School

I brought my grandma’s teeth to school to share for show-and-tell.
Billy showed his sneakers. It was more like show-and-smell.
Kevin brought a violin and showed he couldn’t play.
Katie brought he snake to school—too bad it got away.
Our class likes show-and-tell a lot, so we were sad to hear
our teacher say that show-and-tell is canceled till next year.

Robert Pottle

I Call First!

"I call first to get a drink! And first to eat my snack!
I call first to go to gym, and first when we come back! 
"I call first to leave for lunch! And first to switch the light!
I call first to read out loud the poems that I write!
"I call first to sharpen up my pencil, loud and slow!
And when we get to sharing time, I call first to show!
"I call the computer! I call the special chair!
And I call first in line each time that we go anywhere!
"And on the hill at recess, I get to be the king!
I call first forever and for every little thing!"
I said those things in class today until my teacher heard.
She sat right down and made a list to keep me at my word.
So now I’m first to dump the trash and sweep the silly floors.
I’m first to be the last in line—’cause I hold all the doors.
I’m first to wipe the tables off and scrape off clods of clay.
I’m first to pass the paper out and put the paints away.
I’m first to stack the stupid chairs and first to scrub the sink.
I’m prob’ly not the first to see that being first can stink!

Ted Scheu

I Have Noodles in My Nostrils
I have noodles in my nostrils. 
I have noodles on my nose.
There are noodles on my cheeks and chin
and dripping down my clothes. 
I’ve got more upon my forehead.
Some are sticking to my neck.
It’s completely disconcerting.
I’m a noodle-covered wreck. 
I can see them on my kneecaps,
and I know they’re in my shoes.
(When I stand, they’re somewhat squishy,
and I feel them start to ooze.) 
There are several in my pockets.
There’s a handful in my hair.
And I’m pretty sure that some are even
in my underwear. 
So try not to do what I did:
I’m a total nincompoop,
and I fell asleep at lunch
while eating chicken noodle soup.

Kenn Nesbitt

I Went Fishing

I went fishing,

Took some bait.

Didn’t go early,

Didn’t go late.

Caught eight fishes

To put in my pail.

Seven were mackerel,

But the eighth was a whale.

The seven were easy

To put into the tin,

But that whale caused me trouble

Before I packed him in!

Took my catch home.

What did Mother say?

“Get those eight fish out of here-

We’re having steak today!”

Unknown

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

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 no 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 grey.

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

Jackaroo

I crack my whip

I gallop my horse

I drive the cattle

Across the plain.

I crack my whip

I gallop my horse

In the dust and the sun

And the wind and the rain.

I crack my whip 

I gallop my horse

‘Cause I’m a jackaroo 

Of course.

Lorelei Liddelow

Measles

There are measles on my forehead.
There are measles on my nose.
There are measles on my elbows.
There are measles on my toes.
There are measles on the carpet.
There are measles on the chair.
There are measles on my glasses.
There are measles in my hair.
I’m so tired of painting measles.
I would like to take a rest.
I sure hope I have enough to be
excused from tomorrow’s test.

Bruce Lansky

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
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

My New School

You won’t believe the crazy things 
I’m learning how to do.
I’m learning how to juggle,
ride a unicycle, too.
I now know how to twist balloons
in many different shapes
and how to make a costume
out of multicolored drapes.
I’ve learned to run in floppy shoes
and how to dye my hair.
I’ve even learned the graceful art
of dancing with a bear.
For when we moved, my parents looked
at many different towns,
but chose a place with just one school:
a school for circus clowns.

Kenn Nesbitt

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

Oh! Who Will Wash 

the Tiger’s Ears?

Oh! Who will wash the tiger’s ears?

And who will comb his tail?

And who will brush his sharp white teeth?

And who will file his nails?

Oh, Bobby may wash the tiger’s ears

And Susy may file his nails

And Lucy may brush his long white teeth

And I’ll go down for the mail.

Shel Silverstein

Sad Underwear

Knock, knock.
Who's there?
Someone with sad underwear.
Sad Underwear? How can that be?
When my best friend's mad at me,
Everything is sad.
Even my underwear.
Judith Viorst

Say What?

One fine October morning
in April, last July,
the moon fell on my window,
the rain shone in the sky. 

The flowers sang quite sweetly.
The birds were in full bloom.
I dumped the neighbor’s garbage
inside our dining room. 

My parents always praise me
for sneaking out of school.
They tell me not to study,
so I won’t be a fool. 

My favorite food is spinach.
It makes my muscles small.
Each day I’m growing shorter—
soon I’ll be eight feet tall! 

I’m saving up my money
to throw it all away.
I hope this poem annoys you,
so have a happy day.

Bruce Lansky

The Spaghetti Challenge

My mom’s spaghetti is the best; 

no other mom can beat it;

and every time she cooks it

I can hardly wait to eat it. 

I twist the strands around my fork

with wonderful control,

but as I raise them to my mouth

they fall back in the bowl. 

I twirl the noodles once again

with all the skill I’m able,

but as I lift them up to eat

they tumble to the table. 

I spin my fork; spaghetti winds

around and round once more;

but as it nears my waiting lips

it slithers to the floor. 

My mom’s spaghetti is the best;

no other mom can beat it;

but I would like it better

if I got a chance to eat it.

Leslie D. Perkins

Summer

When it’s hot

I take my shoes off

I take my shirt off

I take my pants off

I take my underwear off

I take my whole body off 

And throw it

in the river.

Frank Asch

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!

What I Found in My Desk

A ripe peach with an ugly bruise,

a pair of stinky tennis shoes,

a day-old ham-and-cheese on rye,

a swimsuit that I left to dry,

a pencil that glows in the dark,

some bubble gum found in the park,

a paper bag with cookie crumbs,

an old kazoo that barely hums,

a spelling test I almost failed,

a letter that I should have mailed,

and one more thing, I must confess,

a note from teacher:

 Clean This Mess!!!!

Bruce Lansky

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

The Yak

Yickity-yackity, yickity-yak

The yak as a scriffly, scraffily back:

Some yaks are brown and some yaks are black,

yickity-yackity, yickity-yak.

Sniggildy-snaggildy, sniggildy-snag.

The yak is all covered with shiggildy-shag;

He walks with a ziggildy-zaggildy-zag

sniggildy-snaggildy, sniggidly-snag.

Yickity-yackity, yickity-yak

The yak has a scriffly, scraffily back:

Some yaks are brown and some yaks are black,

yickity-yackity, yickity-yak

Max Fatchen
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