Fishbones Dreaming     
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
Fishbones lay in the smelly bin.

He was a head, a backbone and a tail.

Soon the cats would be in for him.

 - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - (
He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
Back to when he was fat, and hot on a plate. 

Beside green beans, with lemon juice squeezed on him. 

And a man with a knife and fork raised, about to eat him.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
Back to when he was frozen in the freezer.

With lamb cutlets and minced beef and prawns.

Three months he was in there.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
Back to when he was squirming in a net, 

with thousands of other fish, on the deck of a boat. 

And the rain falling wasn’t wet enough to breathe in.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
He didn’t like to be this way.

He shut his eyes and dreamed back.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
Back to when he was darting through the sea, 

past crabs and jellyfish, and others like himself. 

Or surfacing to jump for flies and feel the sun on his face~

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -( 
He liked to be this way.

He dreamed hard to try and stay there.

The Sea 

The sea is a hungry dog, 
Giant and grey.
He rolls on the beach all day.
With his clashing teeth and shaggy jaws
Hour upon hour he gnaws
The rumbling, tumbling stones, 
And 'Bones, bones, bones, bones! '
The giant sea-dog moans, 
Licking his greasy paws.

And when the night wind roars
And the moon rocks in the stormy cloud, 
He bounds to his feet and snuffs and sniffs, 
Shaking his wet sides over the cliffs, 
And howls and hollos long and loud.

But on quiet days in May or June, 
When even the grasses on the dune
Play no more their reedy tune, 
With his head between his paws
He lies on the sandy shores, 
So quiet, so quiet, he scarcely snores. 


James Reeves
Fog

The fog comes 

on little cat feet. 

  

It sits looking 

over harbour and city 

on silent haunches 

and then moves on

Carl Sandburg (1878-1967)

Have You Heard the Sun Singing?

Have you ever heard the sun in the sky

Man have you heard it?

Have you heard it break the black of night

Man have you heard it?

Have you heard it shouting its song, have you heard

It scorch up the air like a phoenix bird
Have you heard the sun singing?

John Smith

I am the Song

I am the song that sings the bird.

I am the leaf that grows the land.

I am the tide that moves the sun.

I am the stream that halts the sand.

I am the cloud that drives the storm.

I am the earth that lights the moon.

I am the fire that strikes the stone.

I am the clay that shapes the hand.

I am the word that speaks the man.

Charles Causely

I Wake Up

I wake up

I am not me

I am bodyless

I am weightless

I am legless

I am armless

I am in the sea of my mind

I am in the middle of my brain

I am afloat in the sea of nothing

It lasts for one flicker

of an eyelash

and then 

once again

I am my full heaviness

I am my full headedness

I am my full bodyness

Here.

Hallo.

Michael Rosen
Falling Asleep

Voices moving about in the quiet house:

Thud of feet and a muffled shutting of doors:

Everyone yawning. Only the clocks are alert.

Out in the night there’s autumn-smelling gloom

Crowded with whispering trees; across the park

A hollow cry of hounds like lonely bells:

And I know that the clouds are moving across the moon;

The low, red, rising moon. Now herons call

And wrangle by their pool; and hooting owls

Sail from the wood above pale stooks of oats.

Waiting for sleep, I drift from thoughts like these;

And where to-day was dream-like, build my dreams.

Music ... there was a bright white room below, 

And someone singing a song about a soldier,

One hour, two hours ago: and soon the song

Will be ‘last night’: but now the beauty swings

Across my brain, ghost of remembered chords

Which still can make such radiance in my dream

That I can watch the marching of my soldiers,

And count their faces; faces; sunlit faces.

Falling asleep ... the herons, and the hounds....

September in the darkness; and the world

I’ve known; all fading past me into peace.
Siegfried Sassoon (1886–1967).  

There’s a Lot I’ve Not Seen

I’ve seen no sunbathers at night.

I’ve seen no pens taught how to write.

I’ve seen no combs with teeth that bite.
I’ve seen no chair-legs learn to walk.

I’ve seen no knife that kissed a fork.

I’ve seen no pig dine out on pork.
I’ve seen no thirty-foot-tall elves.

I’ve seen no books climb on their shelves.

I’ve seen no meals consume themselves
.

I’ve seen no puddle waterproof.

I’ve seen no sea-horse stamp its hoof.

I’ve seen no cellar on a roof.
I’ve seen no tree that won a race.

I’ve seen no shoe tie its own lace.

I’ve seen no fish in outer-space.
I’ve seen no sky that’s been bright green.

I’ve seen no jack that beats a queen.

I’ve seen no twelve that’s called twoteen…

I’ve seen no things that I’ve not seen.

The Moon Speaks

I, the moon,

would like it known – I

never follow people home. I

simply do not have the time. And

neither do I ever shine. For what you

often see at night is me reflecting solar

light. And I’m not a cheese! No, none of

these: no mozzarellas, cheddars, bries, all

you’ll find here if you please – are my

dusty, empty seas. And cows do not

jump over me. Now that is simply

lunacy! You used to come and

visit me. Oh, do return,

I’m lonely, see.

by James Carter
The   Owl   &   Pussy   Cat’s Pea   Green   Boat!
[image: image1..pict]1/ Fold one sheet of A4 (or larger) 
paper in half (keep the side with the poem 

folded on the inside).
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2/ Fold each side down to make 
a triangle. Make the point
right in the middle.
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3/ From the bottom, fold 
one of the edges upwards. 
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4/ Fold the two small corners on the left 
and right sides back over the triangle. 
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5/ Turn the paper over and fold

the other lower strip upwards.

(This is the paper hat!)
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6/ Turn it 90 degrees. Hold it open
so you're looking inside. 
Place your thumbs on the inside. 
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7/ Pull both sides apart and lay 

the top and bottom over each other 
so you create a diamond.
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8/ Fold the bottom triangle

upwards on the horizontal line shown. 
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9/ It should look like this:  
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10/ Turn the whole things over 
and fold up the other triangle. 
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11/ Open the hat again, press 

both side in to make the diamond 
shape again.
[image: image13.png]



12/ Find the two corners that can 
be pulled apart. Pull them outwards
and the boat will take shape. 

13/ Stretch it out then separate it

a little from underneath so it floats!
