Year 3 and Year 4

Slowly

Slowly the tide creeps up the sand,
Slowly the shadows cross the land.
Slowly the carthorse pulls his mile,
Slowly the old man mounts the stile.

Slowly the hands move round the clock,
Slowly the dew dries on the dock.

Slow is the snail — but slowest of all

the green moss spreads on the old brick wall.

James Reeves.

Bed in Summer

In winter | get up at night

And dress by yellow candle-light.
In summer, quite the other way,
| have to go to bed by day.

| have to go to bed and see

The birds still hopping on the tree,
Or hear the grown-up people's feet
Still going past me in the street.

And does it not seem hard to you,
When all the sky is clear and blue,
And | should like so much to play,
To have to go to bed by day?

Robert Louis Stevenson

Ducks' Ditty

All along the backwater,
Through the rushes tall,
Ducks are a-dabbling,
Up tails all!

Ducks' tails, drakes' tails,
Yellow feet a-quiver,
Yellow bills all out of sight
Busy in the river!

Slushy green undergrowth
Where the roach swim —
Here we keep our larder,
Cool and full and dim!

Every one for what he likes!
We like to be
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Heads down, tails up,
Dabbling free!

High in the blue above
Swifts whirl and call —
We are down a-dabbling
Up tails all!

Kenneth Grahame

The door

Go and open the door.
Maybe outside there's
a tree, or a wood,

a garden,

or a magic city.

Go and open the door.
Maybe a dog's rummaging.
Maybe you'll see a face,

or an eye,

or the picture

of a picture.

Go and open the door.
If there's a fog
it will clear.

Go and open the door.
Even if there's only
the darkness ticking,
even if there's only
the hollow wind,

even if

nothing

is there,

go and open the door.

At least
there'll be
a draught.

Miroslav Holub

The River

The River's a wanderer,

A nomad, a tramp,

He never chooses one place
To set up his camp.

The River's a winder,

Through valley and hill
He twists and he turns,
He just cannot be still.
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The River's a hoarder
And he buries down deep
Those little treasures
That he wants to keep.

The River's a baby,

He gurgles and hums,

And sounds like he's happily
Sucking his thumbs.

The River's a singer,

As he dances along,
The countryside echoes
The notes of his song.

The River's a monster,
Hungry and vexed,

He's goggled up trees

And he'll swallow you next.

Valerie Bloom

Gran Can You Rap?
Gran was in her chair she was taking a nap
When | tapped her on the shoulder to see if she could rap.
Gran can you rap? Can you rap? Can you Gran?
And she opened one eye and she said to me, Man,
I'm the best rapping Gran this world's ever seen
I'm a tip-top, slip-slap, rap-rap queen.
And she rose from the chair in the corner of the room
And she started to rap with a bim-bam-boom,
And she rolled up her eyes and she rolled round her head
And as she rolled by this is what she said,
I'm the best rapping gran this world's ever seen
I'm a nip-nap, yip-yap, rap-rap queen.
Then she rapped past my Dad and she rapped past my mother,
She rapped past me and my little baby brother.
She rapped her arms narrow she rapped her arms wide,
She rapped through the door and she rapped outside.
She's the best rapping Gran this world's ever seen
She's a drip-drop, trip-trap, rap-rap queen.
She rapped down the garden she rapped down the street,
The neighbours all cheered and they tapped their feet.
She rapped through the traffic lights as they turned red
As she rapped round the corner this is what she said,
I'm the best rapping Gran this world's ever seen
I'm a flip-flop, hip-hop, rap-rap queen.
She rapped down the lane she rapped up the hill,
And she disappeared she was rapping still.
| could hear Gran's voice saying, Listen Man,
Listen to the rapping of the rap-rap Gran.
I'm the best rapping Gran this world's ever seen
I'ma-
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tip-top, slip-slap,
nip-nap, yip-yap,

hip-hop, trip-trap,
touch yer cap,
take a nap,

happy, happy, happy, happy,
rap-rap-queen.

Jack Ousby

Jim

There was a Boy whose name was Jim;
His Friends were very good to him.
They gave him Tea, and Cakes, and Jam,
And slices of delicious Ham,

And Chocolate with pink inside

And little Tricycles to ride,

And read him Stories through and through,
And even took him to the Zoo—

But there it was the dreadful Fate

Befell him, which | now relate.

You know—or at least you ought to know,
For | have often told you so—

That Children never are allowed

To leave their Nurses in a Crowd,;

Now this was Jim's especial Foible,

He ran away when he was able,

And on this inauspicious day

He slipped his hand and ran away!

He hadn't gone a yard when—Bang!
With open Jaws, a lion sprang,

And hungrily began to eat

The Boy: beginning at his feet.

Now, just imagine how it feels

When first your toes and then your heels,
And then by gradual degrees,

Your shins and ankles, calves and knees,
Are slowly eaten, bit by bit.

No wonder Jim detested it!

No wonder that he shouted “"Hi!"

The Honest Keeper heard his cry,
Though very fat he almost ran

To help the little gentleman.
“Ponto!" he ordered as he came
(For Ponto was the Lion's name),
“Ponto!" he cried, with angry Frown,
“Let go, Sir! Down, Sir! Put it down!"
The Lion made a sudden stop,

He let the Dainty Morsel drop,

And slunk reluctant to his Cage,
Snarling with Disappointed Rage.

Produced by Primary English Education Consultancy, 2015



But when he bent him over Jim,
The Honest Keeper's Eyes were dim.
The Lion having reached his Head,
The Miserable Boy was dead!

When Nurse informed his Parents, they
Were more Concerned than | can say:—
His Mother, as She dried her eyes,

Said, “"Well—it gives me no surprise,

He would not do as he was told!"

His Father, who was self-controlled,
Bade all the children round attend

To James's miserable end,

And always keep a-hold of Nurse

For fear of finding something worse.

Hilaire Belloc
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