Senior Anthology

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!

By Maryann Pfeifer

The Thing That Couldn’t Be Done
Somebody said that it couldn’t be done – 

But he with a grin, replied

he’d never been one to say it couldn’t be done – 

Leastways, not ‘til he tried.

So he buckled right in, with a trace of a grin;

By golly, he went right to it.

He tackled the Thing That Couldn’t Be Done!

And he couldn’t do it.

Anon.

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

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 telly.

Bed time,

Creep away,

Dream until

Another day.

John Cunliffe

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
Strange Story

I saw a pigeon making bread

I saw a girl composed of thread

I saw a towel one mile square

I saw a meadow in the air

I saw a rocket walk a mile

I saw a pony make a file

I saw a blacksmith in a box

I saw an orange kill an ox

I saw a butcher made of steel

I saw a penknife dance a reel

I saw a sailor twelve feet high

I saw a ladder in a pie

I saw an apple fly away

I saw a sparrow making hay

I saw a farmer like a dog

I saw a puppy mixing grog

I saw three men who saw these too

And will confirm what I tell you.

Anon
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Max Fatchen
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.

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!”

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

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

The Ten Commandments
(or Ten Things Your Parents Will Never Say!)

Let’s forget dinner tonight, we’ll eat ice-cream instead.
Goodnight children, I’m off to bed.  Stay up as late as you want.
No homework tonight, I’m putting all homework in the fireplace immediately.

Children, don’t be so quiet.  Start yelling, turn the TV up, start arguing. NOW!

Yes, of course you can have 21 of your friends come over to stay on Saturday night.

     We’ve got heaps of room.

No, don’t listen to the dentist. Lollies and biscuits are good for your teeth.

Yes, that SuperdoopaComputerGame is too expensive

    But let’s buy it anyway and we’ll put it in your room.

What’s that? You broke the kitchen window.  Good boy.

Can someone go to the shop for a paper?  Here’s $100, keep the change.

Yes, I know it’s Monday, but why don’t we stay home from school anyway!

Steven Herrick
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
I Saw a Jolly Hunter

I saw a jolly hunter

With a jolly gun

Walking in the country

In the jolly sun.

In the jolly meadow

Sat a jolly hare.

Saw the jolly hunter.

Took jolly care.

Hunter jolly eager -

Sight of jolly prey.

Forgot gun pointing

Wrong jolly way.

Jolly hunter jolly head

Over heels gone.

Jolly old safety-catch

Not jolly on.

Bang went the jolly gun.

Hunter jolly dead.

Jolly hare got clean away.

Jolly good, I said.

Charles Causley
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

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

Happy Thought

The world is so full of a number of things,

I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings.

Robert Louis Stevenson

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

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 Old Shirt

I’ve had this shirt


that’s covered in dirt 


for years and years and years.

It used to be red


but I wore it in bed

and it went grey

‘cause I wore it all day

for years and years and years.

The arms fell off

in the Monday wash

and you can see my vest

Through the holes in the chest

for years and years and years.

As my shirt falls apart

I’ll keep the bits

in a biscuit tin

on the mantelpiece

for years and years and years.

Michael Rosen
Oodnadatta

Oodnadatta, Parramatta, Mittagong and Wangaratta

Woolangabba, Yarrawonga, Murray Bridge.

Subiaco, Sasafras and Serpentine and Springvale South

and Shelly Beach and Sweetman’s Creek, Acacia Ridge.

And Perth

And Darwin

And Sydney

And Digger’s Rest

The Runaway Clip

There’s a ferocious paper clip

Loose in my room

It escaped 

From the sweep

Of my chasing broom

Its staple diet is human toes

I’m wearing


s


t


i


l


t


s

Until it goes.

Bill Condon

Wearing Dinner

Broccoli and spinach

And cauliflower pie

And gooey lamb’s fry

Pumpkin and lentils

And curried broad beans

These are the foods

That I wear on my jeans.

They drop on the journey

From table to tum

A fact that is very suspicious to mum.

Ice cream and jelly

And chocolate sauce

Biscuits and lollies

I don’t drop

Of course!

Bill Condon
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