
Airsick

My first time flying in a plane

was an experience.

I would have traveled in a bus

if I had had more sense. 

The pilot said, “Now buckle up.

We’ll soon be in the air.”

I held my breath, I gripped my seat,

I said a little prayer. 

And then when we had taken off

I tried to read a book.

I started feeling sleepy—

just from a single look. 

I put the book down on my seat

and closed my eyes to nap.

A steward serving coffee poured

some right into my lap. 

The bathrooms were all occupied

just when I had to go.

I crossed my legs and squeezed them tight—

the bathroom line was slow.

A stewardess was passing by.

She told me I looked sick.

She handed me an airsick pill

she hoped would do the trick. 

She handed me a barfing bag

to use if I felt queasy.

I wonder why I ever thought

that flying would be easy.

Bruce Lansky

Aliens Have Landed!

The aliens have landed!
It’s distressing, but they’re here.
They piloted their flying saucer
through our atmosphere.
They landed like a meteor
engulfed in smoke and flame.
Then out they climbed immersed in slime
and burbled as they came. 
Their hands are greasy tentacles.
Their heads are weird machines.
Their bodies look like cauliflower
and smell like dead sardines.
Their blood is liquid helium.
Their eyes are made of granite.
Their breath exudes the stench of foods
from some unearthly planet.
And if you want to see these
sickly, unattractive creatures,
you’ll find them working in your school;
they all got jobs as teachers.

Kenn Nesbitt

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

Another Day
Boys shout,

Girls giggle,

Pencils write,

Squiggle squiggle.

Get it wrong,

Cross it out,

Bell’s gone,

All out!

Balls bounce,

Hands clap,

Skipping ropes,

Slap slap.

Hand-stands,

By the wall,

Sara Williams,

Best of all.

Boys fight,

Girls flee,

Teacher’s gone 

And spilt 

His tea.

Clatter bang!

Big din,

Whistle goes,

All in!


All quiet,

No sound,

Hear worms

Underground.

Chalk squeaks,

Clock creeps,

Head on desk,

Boy sleeps.

Home time,

Glory be,

Mum’s got

Chips for tea.

Warm fire,

Full belly,

Sit down,

Watch tell.

Bed time,

Creep away,

Dream until

Another day.

John Cunliffe

Another Tie

Players careless with their laces

Often end with flattened faces.
Max Fatchen

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

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

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

Basketball’s My Favourite Sport

Basketball’s my favourite 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

Bath Time

I push and I shove and I groan 
then I laugh,

But I can’t get dog Marcus to 
get in his bath.

He squirms and he wriggles, he 
twists and he turns,

He’s harder to hold that a 
bag full of worms.

Just look at him straining, 
his ears all askew,

I think I’ll resort to 
dry doggie shampoo!

Maryann Pfeifer
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

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

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

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

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

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

The Crocodile
If you should meet a crocodile,

Don’t take a stick and poke him;

Ignore the welcome in his smile,

Be careful not to stroke him.

For as he sleeps upon the Nile,

He gets thinner and thinner:

And whene’er you meet a crocodile

He’s ready   for his dinner.

Unknown
Dinosaur Department

Clever Clem went out of doors,

Playing with the dinosaurs,

Telling others in his class,

‘Not to worry. They eat grass.’

A snap, a CRUNCH! The sad news breaks. 

That clever boys can make mistakes.

Max Fatchen
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Max Fatchen

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

Get Out of Bed!

"Get out of bed, you silly fool!

Get up right now, it’s time for school

If you don’t dress without a fuss,

I’ll throw you naked on the bus!" 

"Oh, Mom, don’t make me go today.

I’m feeling worse than yesterday.

You don’t know what I’m going through.

I’ve got a strange, rare case of flu.

"My body aches, my throat is sore.

I’m sure I’m knocking on death’s door.

You can’t send me to school—achoo!—

’Cause everyone could get it, too.

"Besides, the kids despise me there

They always tease and always stare.

And all the teachers know my name.

When something’s wrong, it’s me they blame."

"You faked a headache yesterday.

Don’t pull that stuff on me today.

Stop acting like a silly fool—

The principal cannot skip school!"

Diane Z. Shore

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
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

I Couldn’t Do 
My Homework
I couldn’t do my homework.

I had asthma and was wheezing.

I had nosebleeds, measles and heat rash,

with some very painful sneezing,

and itchy skin with blisters – 

oh so blotchy red and hivy – 

malaria and toothaches,

and a patch of poison ivy,

eight spider bites and hair loss,

and a broken leg with scabies

Rocky Mountain spotted fever,

and a full-blown case of rabies.

I suffered – it was awful – 

but I’m feeling better now

Could I have done my homework?

No, I really don’t see how.

Joyce Armor

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

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 Boy Blue

Little Boy Blue, 
Please cover your nose.
You sneezed on Miss Muffet
and ruined her clothes.
You sprayed Mother Hubbard
and now she is sick.
You put out the fire 
on Jack's candle stick.
Your sneeze is the reason 
why Humpty fell down.
You drenched Yankee Doodle
when he came to town.
The blind mice are angry!
The sheep are upset!
From now on use tissues
So no one gets wet!!!

Darren Sardelli
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

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

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
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

My Country

The love of field and coppice,

Of green and shaded lanes,

Of ordered woods and gardens

Is running in your veins.

Strong love of grey-blue distance,

Brown streams and soft, dim skies -

I know but cannot share it,

My love is otherwise.

I love a sunburnt country,

A land of sweeping plains,

Of ragged mountain ranges,

Of droughts and flooding rains.

I love her far horizons,

I love her jewel-sea,

Her beauty and her terror

The wide brown land for me!

The stark white ring-barked forests,

All tragic to the moon,

The sapphire-misted mountains,

The hot gold hush of noon,

Green tangle of the brushes

Where lithe lianas coil,

And orchids deck the tree-tops,

And ferns the warm dark soil. 
Core of my heart, my country!

Her pitiless blue sky,

When, sick at heart, around us

We see the cattle die

But then the grey clouds gather,

And we can bless again

The drumming of an army,

The steady soaking rain.

Core of my heart, my country!

Land of the rainbow gold,

For flood and fire and famine

She pays us back threefold.

Over the thirsty paddocks,

Watch, after many days,

The filmy veil of greenness

That thickens as we gaze.

An opal-hearted country,

A wilful, lavish land

All you who have not loved her,

You will not understand

Though earth holds many splendours,

Wherever I may die,

I know to what brown country

My homing thoughts will fly. 

Dorothea McKellar
My Favourite Fibs

(sing to the tune of “My Favorite Things”)

Spot ate my homework; he thought it was chicken.

Aliens landed and gave me a lickin’. 

Can’t raise my hand; I got poked in the ribs. 

These are a few of my favorite fibs. 

Can’t wear a backpack; it’s bad for my shoulders. 

Can’t find my notebooks and can’t find my folders. 

Can’t write in pen; I’m allergic to ink. 

Can’t change for gym ’cause the uniforms stink. 

Chorus
When I’m flunking, 

when I’m tardy, 

when the due date’s passed, 

I simply remember my favorite fibs, 

and then I am free—at last! 

I wasn’t running, just super-fast walking. 

Got laryngitis; can’t do any talking. 

Last weekend’s party was wrecked by my twin.

Can’t eat school lunch ’cause I want to stay thin. 

Book-eating creatures broke into my locker. 

Twisted my ankle; good riddance to soccer. 

Don’t have a note ’cause my doctor was sick. 

Sometimes I find an excuse that will stick. 

Chorus

Neal Levin

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

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

Shakes and Ladders

As a leaning

  ladder

    climber

     there are careful

       steps to take.

         Surely nothing

           can be sadder

             if a careless

               move you make.

                 Do not slither,

                   Do not stumble

                      or your nerves

                        can come unstrung

                           and you well

                              make take

                                 a tumble

                                   if you miss

                                      another rung.

                                         If you’re lost

                                           upon a ladder

                                              do not think

                                                 this statement

                                                    rude.

                                                       If you only

                                                          took

                                                             your bearings

                                                                you might learn

                                                                   your laddertude.

Max Fatchen
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

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

The Swing

Now so high,

Now so low,

Up in the air,

Then down I go.

Up to the sky,

Down to the grass,

I watch birds fly,

I see worms pass.

With feet in front

And hair behind,

I race the birds,

I race the wind,

Over the world,

Under the tree,

Nobody knows

What things I see.

Wonderful lanes

Where children play

From early morn

All thro’ the day.

Mary I. Osborn

Tide Talk

The tide and I had stopped to chat

About the waves where seabirds sat,

About the yachts with bobbing sails

And quite enormous spouting whales.

The tide has lots to talk about.

Sometimes it’s in.  Sometimes it’s out,

For something you must understand,

It’s up and down across the sand;

Sometimes it’s low and sometimes high.

It’s very wet and never dry.

The tide, quite crossly, said: ‘The sea

is always out there pushing me.

And just when I am feeling slack,

It sends me in then drags me back.

it never seems to let me go.

I rise.  I fall. I’m to and fro.’

I told the tide, ‘I know it’s true

For I am pushed around like you.

And really do they think it’s fair?

Do this. Do that. Come here. Go there.’

Then loudly came my parent’s shout.

So I went in

The tide went out.

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

The Witches’ Spell

Double, double, toil and trouble;

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

Fillet of a fenny snake

In the cauldron boil and bake;

Eye of newt and toe of frog,

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog,

Adder’s fork and blind-worm’s sting,

Lizard’s leg and owlet’s wing,

For a charm of powerful trouble,

Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble.

Double, double, toile and trouble;

Fire burn and cauldron bubble

William Shakespeare
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