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A Small Star

I live on a small star

Which it’s my job to look after;

It whirls through space

Wrapped in a cloak of water.

It is a wonderful star:

Wherever you look there’s life,

Though it’s held at either end

In a white fist of ice.

There are creatures that move

Through air, sea and earth,

And growing things everywhere

Make beauty from dirt.

Everything is alive!

Even the stones:

Dazzling crystals grow

Deep under the ground.

And all the things belong,

Each one to the other.

I live on a precious star

Which it’s my job to look after.

Gerard Benson

For the Child Who became Christopher

May you come safe

and flawless

May they gaze in awe

at your small creased wrists

and marvel

at your perfect breath

and ordinariness

May they gurgle at you

and drool gratitude

May you gaze and grip

reassure them

May your limbs be proper and deft

your crawl furious

your falls neat

May your most frightening dark

be in stories

the deepest thunder

over hills yonder

May no one fence you round

with their own hopes

or shawl you in their dreams

Robert Hull

Me

If I were big


I’d want to be sky

If I were little


I’d want to be small elephant

If I were a muffin


I’d want to be chocolate

If I were ice cream


I’d want to be strawberry (or chocolate)

If I were drink


I’d want to be fizzy

If I were circus


I’d want to be clown

If I were summer fair


I’d want to be bouncy castle

If I were band


I’d want to be drum

Roger McGough

Recipe for a Birthday

Ingredients:

One clear morning

Birthday paper

Presents bought in secret

Icing sugar

The right number of little candles

A cake to stick them in

People to sing

Friends’ faces

All smiles

Method:

Mix together

Simmer all day

Tuck up in bed when done.

Angela Topping

Routes

1 The Walk to School

Down Barking-dog lane

past the street with the boat

Clouds rush by

Sometimes it rains

Up Old-lady-waving Road

past the field with the car

Clouds hang still

Aeroplanes drone

Down Skateboard Steps

past the shop with the cat

Clouds make shapes

Reflect in window panes

Ian McMillan

What to Do When Angry

Breathe slowly,

Count to ten.

Run upstairs

And down again.

Think of birthdays,

Stroke a pet.

Don’t say something

You’ll regret.

Sue Cowling

