Załącznik 2 


KLASY I-III SP
1. Subtraction

Our French teacher keeps snails,

But we get quite suspicious

when she tells us that keeping snails

Is simply “so delicious!”

She also keeps pet frogs,

She says they’re good for kissing,

But what we really want to know 

Is why their legs are missing!

Coral Rumble

2. Cool School Pets

We like grizzly bears and pythons

Alligators, sewer rats.

We like Komodo dragons

And giant vampire bats.

We like man-eating tigers

And tarantulas are nice

But what are allowed to keep?

Gerbils, goldfish, mice.

Philip Waddell

3. My Fish Can Ride a Bicycle

My fish can ride a bicycle,

my fish can climb a tree,

my fish enjoys a glass of milk,

my fish takes naps with me.

My fish can play the clarinet,

my fish can bounce a ball,

my fish is not like other fish,

my fish can’t swim at all.

Jack Prelutsky

4. Cat

My cat is black as darkest night

When no moon rides.

His eyes are green as starlit pools

And midnight tides.

But whenever the day is warm and sunny

His eyes are gold and clear as honey.

He rolls on his back and very soon

His coat is dusty with afternoon.

Ann Bonner

5. My lovely Pussy Cat

We have a cat her name is Lizzy

Her games make me fairly dizzy.

She licks, she purrs, she sits and begs

And plays with my mum’s pegs.

When she scratches at the door

You would think she’s not been fed before.

She even rides upon my swing

And doesn’t seem to fear a thing.

Now she’s curled up fast asleep,

Is she really counting sheep?

No, she’s not. She’s counting mice,

My pussy cat’s life is rather nice.

Joanne Mathieson
6. Correct Spelling
Witches spend no time at all

On TV or on comics.

They spend eight hours each day at school

On Witch Home Economics.

They learn the latest recipes

For most black-magic charms.

They know the best ingredients

To cause deep, dark alarms.

These witches stick to basics.

That truth I have to tell.

The modern witch, though trendy.

Knows so well how to spell!

John Kitching

KLASY IV-VI SP

1. Teacher’s Pet

The teachers in my school must think

they’re working in a zoo.

Their classrooms feature many a creature.

Here are just a few:

Mr Lee has a chimpanzee.

It leaps about and wriggles.

It pulls his hair and bumps his chair

and gives us all the giggles.

Mrs Drake has a ten-foot snake

inside a case of glass.

When children shout she lets it out

to quieten down the class.

Mr Matt has a vampire bat

with teeth that smile and bite.

When it’s time for sums it shows its gums

and helps us get them right!

Mrs Rider wears a spider

dangling from one ear.

It does no harm. It’s meant to charm,

but fills us full of fear.

Mr Breeze keeps jumping fleas

in a jar on the window sill.

I wonder why his class all cry,

“Please sir, we can’t sit still.”

Mrs Swish keeps angel fish.

They help to calm us down.

Their gentle glide drifts deep inside

and smoothes away each frown.

But young Miss Sweet, so nice and neat,

has the best pet there can be.

I hope she’ll get no other pet,

for  neat Miss Sweet has ME!

Tony Mitton

2. School Rules
Do wear a skateboard to breakfast.

Do dance on the new settee and use your bed as a trampoline.

Do perform handstands under the low-hanging light fitting.

Do ignore all rules about safety

Do jump on small visitors.

Do scare everyone with your extrovert behaviour

Do parachute from the tallest part of the building daily

Do come to school on a one-wheeled bicycle

Do expect high marks for getting into fights

Do expect letters of commendation home to parents if you are 

keen to perform any highly dangerous acts

Do make sure you are insured for personal damage

After all this is the school for stuntmen.

Margaret Blount

3. A Special School for the ‘Boys in Blue’
The school that policemen go to 

And go to school they do

Is found not far from Scotland Yard

On Letsby Avenue.

You learn to gather evidence

You learn to look for clues

You learn those special phrases

That all good bobbies use.

Book him! Cuff him!

‘Ello, ‘Ello, ‘Ello

You’re nicked old son

It’s time to go.

You’re trained to use your batons

Your cuffs and all that clobber

Then at break you can relax

By playing ‘Cops and Robbers’.

You’re issued with your size-ten boots

Whatever size your feet

And then you’re taught that funny walk

You’ll use when on the beat.

So all you budding cops now know

that there’s a school for you

A special school for the ‘Boys in Blue’

On Letsby Avenue.
   Richard Caley
4.  Hell’s Angel Class
We’re a class of Hell’s Angels.

We’re awkward little tikes.

We never toil; drink engine oil,

And rev our motorbikes.

Our teacher tries to keep control.

We stop her all the time!

She shouts, ‘Come here!’ while we swig beer

And drink bottles of wine

No one likes to teach us!

Our filthy clothes, they stink!
We ride in class, say, ‘Kiss my*#!,

Do wheelies in the sink.

We cannot read, we cannot write

But we really do not care.

You have no fans ,with filthy hands,

Bad breath and greasy hair.

Chris Ogden
5. When the Children

Aren’t Looking

When the children aren’t looking

The teacher sticks his tongue out

At the Yellow Table,

Makes  faces at the Green table,

And ties all the shoelaces together

Of the children on the Red Table.

When the children aren’t looking

The teacher eats all the stick insects

And makes a rude model of a bottom

Out of plasticine and shows it to the hamster

(Who doesn’t know what it is,

Never having seen a bottom before.)

When the children aren’t looking

The teacher picks his nose

and without even blinking, or winking

Into his mouth it goes.

When the children aren’t looking

He writes rude words on his sock

And shows them to the goldfishes

Who are open-mouthed with shock.

But when the teacher gets home 

And wipes his feet on the mat.

His mummy asks , ‘Been a good teacher today?’

He says, ‘Yes Mum.’-What do you think of that?

Mike Harding
6. Parent-Free Zone

Parents please note

that from now on,

our room is a 

‘Parent –Free Zone’.

There will be no spying

under the pretence of 

tidying up.

There will be no banning

of television programmes

because our room 

is a tip.

No complaints about noise,

or remarks about the ceiling

caving in.

No disturbing the dirty clothes

that have festered in piles for weeks.

No removal of coffee cups

where green mould

has taken hold.

(These have been left there

for scientific research purposes.)

No reading of letters 

to gain unauthorized information

which may be used against us

at a later date.

No searching through schoolbags

to discover if we’ve done our homework

or unearth forgotten notes.

Our room is a ‘Parent-Free Zone’

and a notice is  pinned to the door.

But just a minute,

there’s something wrong…

MUM-WHY HAVEN’T YOU MADE OUR BEDS?

Brian Moses
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