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Please chose one of the following: 

PRE-SCHOOL/GRADE 0: 

 

When I’m an astronaut 

When I’m myself, 

It’s “1, 2, 3,” 

I count 

As I’ve been taught. 

But in my 

Space suit— 

“3, 2, 1,” 

Says the astronaut. 

Leland B. Jacobs 

The Instructor Publications, Inc 

 

My nose 

It doesn’t breathe; 

It doesn’t smell; 

It doesn’t feel 

So very well. 

I am discouraged 

With my nose: 

The only thing it 

Does is blows. 

Dorothy Aldis 

From: Everything and Anything  
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GRADE 1: 

 

ELEPHANTS 

Elephants 

Aren’t any more important 

than insects 

but I’m on the side 

of elephants 

unless one of them tries 

to crawl up my leg 

John Newlove 

 

MUD 

Mud is very nice to feel 

All squishy-squash between the toes! 

I'd rather wade in wiggly mud 

Than smell a yellow rose. 

Nobody else but the rosebush knows 

How nice mud feels 

Between the toes. 

Polly Chase Boyden 
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GRADE 2: 

Boys and Girls come out to play! 

Boys and girls come out to play, 

The moon does shine as bright as day. 

Leave your supper and leave your sleep, 

And join your friends out in the street. 

Come with a whoop and come with a call, 

Come with good will or not at all. 

Up the ladder and down the wall, 

A half-penny loaf will serve us all; 

You find milk and I’ll find flour, 

And we’ll have a pudding in half-an-hour. 

Anon 

Publisher: Brown Watson,England 

 

Open a Book 

Open a book 

And you will find, 

People and places of every kind, 

Open a book 

And you can be, 

Anything you want to be, 

Open a book 

And you can share, 

Wondrous words you find in there 

Open a book 
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And I will too 

You read to me, 

And I’ll read to you. 
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GRADE 3: 

By myself 

When I’m by myself 

and I close my eyes 

I’m a twin 

I’m a dimple on a chin 

I’m a room full of toys 

I’m a squeaky noise 

I’m a gospel song 

I’m a gong 

I’m a leaf turning red 

I’m a loaf of brown bread 

I’m a whatever I want to be 

And anything I care to be 

And when I open my eyes 

What I care to be 

Is me 

 

The flattered flying-fish 

Said the shark to the flying-fish over the 

phone: 

“Will you join me tonight? I am dining alone. 

Let me order a nice little dinner for two! 

And come as you are in your shimmering blue.” 

Said the Flying-fish: “Fancy remembering me, 

And the dress that I wore at the Porpoises 
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tea!” 

“How could I ever forget? Said the shark in 

his guile: 

“I expect you at eight!” and rang off with a 

smile. 

She has powdered her nose, she has put on her 

things; 

She is off with a flap of her luminous wings. 

O, little one, lovely, light-hearted and vain, 

The moon will not shine on your beauty again! 

E.V. Rieu 
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GRADE 4: 

In the fashion 

A LION has a tail and a very fine tail, 

And so has an elephant, and so has a whale, 

And so has a crocodile, and so has a quail– 

 They’ve all got tails but me. 

If I had sixpence I would buy one; 

I’d say to the shopman, ‘Let me try one’; 

I’d say to the elephant, ‘This is my one.’ 

 They’d all come round to see. 

Then I’d say to the lion, ‘Why, you’ve got a tail! 

And so has the elephant, and so has the whale! 

And, look! There’s a crocodile! He’s got a tail! 

 You’ve all got tails like me!’ 

A.A. Milne 

 

GROWING 

When I grow up I’ll be so kind, 

Not yelling ‘NOW’ or ‘Do you MIND!” 

 Or making what is called a scene, 

 Like ‘So you’re back’, or ‘Where’ve been?’ 

Or ‘Goodness, child, what is it NOW?’ 

Or saying, ‘STOP …that awful row.’ 

 Or ‘there’s a time and place to eat’ 

 And ‘Wipe your nose’, or ‘Wipe your feet!’ 

I’ll just let people go their way 



 2022 Prescribed Poetry 
 

8 
 

And have an extra hour for play. 

No angry shouting, ‘Now what’s wrong?’ 

It’s just that growing takes so long. 

Max Fatchen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 2022 Prescribed Poetry 
 

9 
 

GRADE 5: 

 

THERE ARE BIG WAVES 

There are big waves and little waves, 

Green waves and blue, 

Waves you can jump over, 

Waves you dive through, 

Waves that rise up 

Like a great water wall, 

Waves that swell softly 

And don’t break at all, 

Waves that can whisper, 

Waves that can roar, 

And tiny waves that run at you 

Running on the shore. 

Eleanor Farjeon 

 

QUESTIONS 

Do trains get tired of running 

And woodworms tired of holes 

Do tunnels tire of darkness 

And stones of being so old? 

Do shadows tire of sunshine 

And pubbles tire of rain? 

And footballs tire of kicking 

Does Peter tire of Jane? 
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Does water tire of spilling 

And fires of being too hot 

And smells get tired of smelling 

And chickenpox – of spots? 

I do not know the answers 

I’ll ask them all one day . . . 

But I get tired of reading 

And I’ve done enough today. 

Peter Dixon 
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GRADE 6: 

MY DOG 

Have you seen a little dog anywhere about? 

A raggy dog, a shaggy dog, 

 who's always looking out 

For some fresh mischief which he thinks 

 he really ought to do, 

He's very likely at this minute 

 biting someone's shoe. 

If you see that little dog, 

 his tail up in the air, 

A whirly tail, a curly tail, 

 a dog who doesn't care 

For any other dog he meets, 

 not even for himself, 

Then hide your mats, and put your meat 

 upon the top-most shelf. 

If you see that little dog, barking at the cars, 

A raggy dog, a shaggy dog, 

 with eyes like twinkling stars, 

Just let me know, for though he's bad 

 as bad as bad can be, 

I wouldn't change that dog for all 

 the treasures of the sea. 

Emily Lewis 
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A little mistake 

I studied my tables over and over, and backwards 

and forwards too; 

But I couldn’t remember six times nine, and I 

didn’t know what to do, 

Till my sister told me to play with my doll, and not to 

Bother my head. 

“If you call her ‘fifty four’ for a while, you’ll learn it 

by heart,” she said. 

So I took my favourite Mary Ann (though I thought 

‘twas a 

dreadful shame 

To give such a perfectly lovely child such a perfectly 

horrid name), 

And I called her “My dear little fifty four” a hundred 

times, till I knew 

The answer of six times nine as well as the answer 

of two 

times two. 

Next day, Elizabeth Wrigglesworth, who always 

acts so 

proud, 

Said “Six times nine is fifty two,” and I nearly 

laughed 

aloud! 

But I wished I hadn’t when teacher said, “Now, 
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Dorothy, 

tell if you can.” 

For I thought of my doll, and – oh dear, oh dear! I 

answered “Mary-Ann”! 

A.M. Platt, CURRY, J. 1981 
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GRADE 7: 

Our teacher 

Our teacher taps his toes, 

keeping the beat to some silent tune, 

only he knows. 

Our teacher drums his fingers, 

on his desk, on the window, 

on anything, when the room is quiet, 

when we’re meant to be writing, 

in silence. 

Our teacher cracks his knuckles, 

clicks his fingers, grinds his teeth, 

his knees are knocking the edge of his desk, 

he breathes to a rhythmical beat. 

When he turns his head in a certain way, 

there’s a bone that cracks in his neck. 

When he sinks to the floor, 

we often think, he’ll stay on his knees 

forever more, he’s such a physical wreck! 

Our teacher bangs his head against the wall 

(or pretends to) when Wendy comes up 

with another dumb remark. 

Our teacher says we annoy him 

with all our silly fuss. 

Perhaps he’s never really thought 

how much he irritates us. 
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Brian Moses 

Cadbury’s Children’s Poetry, 1986:19 

 

FRIENDS 

I fear it’s very wrong of me, 

And yet I must admit, 

When someone offers friendship 

I want the whole of it. 

I don’t want everybody else 

To share my friends with me. 

At least, I want one special one, 

Who, indisputably, 

Likes me more than all the rest, 

Who’s always on my side, 

Who never cares what others say, 

Who lets me come and hide. 

Within her shadow, in her house – 

It doesn’t matter where – 

Who lets me simply be myself, 

Who’s always, always there. 

- Elizabeth Jennings 
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GRADE 8: 

Harry Hobgoblin’s Superstore 

You want a gryhen’s feather 

Or a spell to change the weather? 

A pixilating potion 

To help you fly an ocean 

Some special brew or magic 

To supercharge your broomstick? 

Witches, wizards, why not pop 

Into Harry’s one-stop shop? 

Tins of powdered dragon’s teeth, 

Bottled beetles, newts. 

Freeze-dried cobwebs, cats and rats, 

Screaming mandrake roots. 

Lizard skins stirred widdershins, 

A giant’s big toe nail, 

Second-hand spells used only once 

New ones that cannot fail. 

Spells to grow some donkey’s ears 

On the teacher no one likes, 

Spells to make you good at sums, 

Spells to find lost bikes. 

Spells that grow and stretch and shrink, 

Spells that make your best friend stink, 

Sacks of spells stacked on my shelves, 

Come on in, see for yourselves. 
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Magical prices, tricks galore 

At Harry Hobgoblin’s Superstore. 

David Harmer 

 

Beyond my house 

Above my house 

is the blue of the sky, 

fragile fishbone clouds 

and the wind whispering 

 like an untold wish. 

Below my house 

is the dark secret earth, 

deep-spiralling roots 

and the mystery of lives 

 lived underground. 

Around my house 

is the garden wall, where 

slow snails crawl and spiders 

hang their webs, beaded 

 like door curtains. 

Beside my house 

is an apple tree, a 

shady place to hide 

in summer, in winter 

 a bony skeleton. 

Over my house 
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is a rainbow, a magic 

paint-splashed bridge 

where raindrops shine 

 like crystal beads. 

Inside my house 

is my family, my laughing, 

crying, quarrelling family, 

a place where I belong 

 every single day. 

Beyond my house 

is the future, full of promise 

as an unopened parcel 

wrapped in fancy paper 

 and silver ribbons. 

by Moin Andrew 
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GRADE 9: 

Smile 

She smiled at a sorrowful stranger. 

The smile seemed to make him feel better. 

He remembered past kindnesses of a friend 

and wrote him a thank-you letter. 

The friend was so pleased with the thank-you 

that he left a large tip after lunch. 

The waitress, surprised by the size of the tip, 

bet the whole thing on a hunch. 

The next day she picked up her winnings, 

and gave part to a man on the street. 

The man on the street was grateful; 

for two days he’d had nothing to eat. 

After he finished his dinner, 

he left for his small dingy room. 

(He didn’t know at that moment 

that he might be facing his doom.) 

On the way he picked up a shivering puppy 

and took him home to get warm. 

The puppy was very grateful 

to be in out of the storm. 

That night the house caught on fire. 

The puppy barked the alarm. 

He barked ‘til he woke the whole household 

and saved everybody from harm. 
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One of the boys that he rescued 

grew up to be President. 

All this because of a simple smile 

that hadn’t cost a cent. 

Barbara Hauck, From: Chicken Soup for the Teenage Soul 

Publisher: Health Communications 

 

The caged bird in springtime 

What can it be, 

This curious anxiety? 

It is as if I wanted 

To fly away from here. 

But how absurd! 

I have never flown in my life, 

And I do not know 

What flying means, though I have heard, 

Of course, something about it. 

Why do I peck the wires of this little cage? 

It is the only nest I have ever known. 

But I want to build my own, 

High in the secret branches of the air. 

I cannot quite remember how 

It is done, but I know 

That what I want to do 

Cannot be done here. 

I have all I need – 
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Seed and water, air and light. 

Why then, do I weep with anguish, 

And beat my head and my wings 

Against those sharp wires, while the children 

Smile at each other, saying: “Hark how he sings”? 

James Kirkup 
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GRADE 10: 

Holocaust museum, Washington 

I would like to open my mouth 

and cry out my anguish 

But my sound has 

it has sunk in my stomach 

And sits there, heavily. 

For when there was silence, 

Pain and compassion and helpless frustration 

and 

tears 

had dignity. 

In the bright sun beam 

There next to me she says 

“Gosh, I wonder why she said it would 

take long? I must’ve done it in an hour.” 

And I sit here, heavily. 

I would like to open my mouth 

and cry out my anguish 

But my sound has 

it has privacy and dignity in the darkness and the 

silence 

of my stomach. 

Alicia Woolf 

 

YOU’D BETTER BELIEVE HIM 
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A FABLE 

Discovered an old rocking horse in Woolworth’s, 

He tried to feed it but without much luck 

So he stroked it, had a long conversation about 

The trees it came from, the attics it had visited. 

Tried to take it out then 

But the store detective he 

Called the manager who 

Called the police who in court next morning said 

“He acted strangely when arrested, 

His statement read simply ‘I believe in rockinghorses.’ 

We have reason to believe him mad.” 

“Quite so,” said the prosecution, 

“Bring in the rocking-horse as evidence.” 

“I’m afraid it’s escaped sir” said the store manager, 

“Left a hoofprint as evidence 

On the skull of the store detective.” 

“Quite so,” said the prosecution, fearful 

of the neighing 

Out in the corridor. 

Brian Patten 
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GRADE 11: 

The Hermit 

I have barred the doors 

Of the place where I bide, 

I am old and afraid 

Of the world outside. 

How the poor souls cry 

In the cold and the rain, 

I have blocked my ears, 

They shall call me in vain. 

If I peer through the cracks 

Hardly daring draw breath, 

They are waiting there still 

Patient as death. 

The maimed and the sick 

The tortured of soul, 

Arms outstretched as if 

I could help them be whole. 

No shaft of the sun 

My hiding shall find, 

Go tell them outside 

I am deaf, I am blind. 

Who will drive them away, 

Who will ease me my dread, 

Who will shout to the fools 

“He is dead! He is dead!”? 
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Sometimes they knock 

At the place where I hide, 

I am old, and afraid 

Of the world outside. 

Do they think, do they dream 

I will open the door? 

Let the world in 

And know peace no more? 

Alan Paton 

 

Pilate’s wife 

Firstly, his hands – a woman’s. Softer than mine, 

with pearly nails, like shells from Galilee. 

Indolent hands. Camp hands that clapped for 

grapes. 

Their pale, mothy touch made me flinch. Pontius. 

I longed for Rome, home, someone else. When the 

Nazarene 

entered Jerusalem, my maid and I crept out, 

bored stiff, disguised, and joined the frenzied 

crowd. 

I tripped, clutched the bridle of an ass, looked up 

and there he was. His face? Ugly. Talented. 

He looked at me. I mean he looked at me. My God. 

His eyes were eyes to die for. Then he was gone, 

his rough men shouldering a pathway to the gates. 
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The night before his trial, I dreamt of him. 

His brown hands rouched me. Then it hurt. 

Then blood. I saw that each tough palm was 

skewered 

by a nail. I woke up, sweating, sexual, terrified. 

Leave him alone. I sent a warning note, then 

quickly dressed. 

When I arrived, the Nazarene was crowned with 

thorns. 

The crowd was baying for Barabbas. Pilate saw me, 

looked away, then carefully turned up his sleeves 

and slowly washed his useless, perfumed hands. 

They seized the prophet then and dragged him out, 

up to the Place of Skulls. My maid knows all the 

rest. 

Was he God? Of course not. Pilate believed he was. 
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GRADE 12 and Adult: 

Pope Joan 

After I learned to transubstantiate 

unleavened bread 

into the sacred host 

and swung the burning frankincense 

till blue-green snakes of smoke 

coiled round the hem of my robe 

and swayed through those fervent crowds, 

high up in a papal chair, 

blessing and blessing the air, 

nearer to heaven 

than cardinals, archbishops, bishops, priests, 

being Vicar of Rome, 

having made the Vatican my home, 

like the best of men, 

in nominee patris et filii et spiritus sancti amen, 

but twice as virtuous as them 

I came to believe 

that I did not believe a word, 

so I tell you now, 

daughters or brides of the Lord, 

that the closest I felt 

to the power of God 

was the sense of a hand 

lifting me, flinging me down, 
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lifting me, flinging me down, 

as my baby pushed out 

from between my legs 

where I lay in the road 

in my miracle, 

not a man or a pope at all. 

 

LOOKING AT GLACIERS 

 dear dad 

another birthday wooshed by today. 

Did you ever dream that you’d be where 

you are 

? 

way back when 

when you dreamed around the back yard 

with mud on your legs 

and another tear in your shorts 

(hoping ma wouldn’t notice) 

or at school when the wind 

gusted on cold days 

looking out the window 

on deserted grounds 

when boredom lay like encyclopaedia dust 

undisturbed by anything 

real 

and thoughts were too far away 
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snatched 

by what you could be doing 

when. 

Were your bones the sort that knew 

or were they readying for the next 

soccer game on the weekend with the guys 

at so-and-so’s house? 

inbetween the mischief laughter planning 

sniffing chattering sneaking shrieking snooping 

hovering 

drooling 

near hearty almost-done braais 

Did you take a quick peek 

was there a vision 

did you ever dream that one day 

you’d turn around 

and this is where you’d be? 

Alicia Woolf 


