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				Introduction

				Eight and a half things you need to know about poetry before reading this book

				1. Poetry never harmed anyone. At least not on purpose.

				2. When poetry rhymes it is usually considered BAD but peo- ple like it. When poetry doesn’t rhyme it is considered GOOD but secretly everyone finds it dull.

				3. Somebody probably too clever for his own good once wrote that it was impossible to find a rhyme with the word ‘orange’.

				4. Poetry is the oldest form of literature in the world. All stories used to rhyme so that people could remember them more easily.

				5. Rap is basically modern poetry.

				6. There are more poets in the world than professional writ- ers. They just don’t get out very much.

				7. ‘Poet’ comes from a Greek word meaning ‘Maker’. So there you go.

				8. This is not a poetry book.

				8.5. Almost anything rhymes with orange if you try hard enough.

			

		

	
		
			
				Monsters

				Scary monsters in the dark

				who hide in bushes in the park,

				Come out and chomp their yellow fangs

				and terrorize my bed in gangs.

				They moan and roll their yellow eyes,

				They come by buses in disguise.

				They’ve even learnt to get tube passes

				by wearing wigs and buying glasses.

				Because it is their great delight

				to stop me sleeping every night,

				By hiding in unlikely places,

				Then jumping out and pulling faces.

				They mess up my room with magic spells

				and make me sick by making smells.

				I wish they’d leave me all alone in bed,

				And scare my sister stiff instead.
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				The Hippos Song

				As the angry African sun arises,

				We appear from mud like big surprises

				and blink our beady eyes,

				Yawning toothies at the skies.

				Gargling great flies up our terrible noses,

				Sifting the purple mud between our toeses,

				We slop on a silver fishy sea

				and tan our tummies quite naturally.

				(chorus)

				We are round bellied bottom big

				But we couldn’t give a fig

				There’s no need to make a fuss

				We’re the Hotawaterbottlemus

				We are wallowing in brine,

				Garling yellow goo like fine wine,

				As we meet, never late nor soon

				on a sunny wafternoon.

				Bellowing like great black kettles,

				We sing as the soaked sun settles

				and mourn at the many stars,

				The Moon, Jupiter and Mars.

				(chorus)

				We are round-bellied, bottom big

				But we couldn’t give a fig.

				There’s no need to make a fuss,

				We’re the Hotawaterbottlemus.

				la la la...
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				Upon The Stairs

				Upon the stairs,

				Is where I like to sit

				and no-one ever really cares,

				If I just stop here for a bit.

				And no-one says it could be bad,

				To sit as quietly as a mouse

				and listen to my Mum and Dad,

				Just doing stuff around the house.

				Its nice to sit and wriggle toes

				and have a quiet yawn

				and no-one ever really knows,

				If I just sit here nice and warm.

				Upon the stairs,

				Is where I like to sit

				and no-one ever really cares,

				If I just stop here for a bit.
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				Bad Boris
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				Though his mother’s pride and joy,

				Boris was a nervous boy.

				He’d never go to lonely places,

				Hated people pulling faces,

				Never yelled down corridors

				or ran amuck on polished floors.

				For Boris was a nervous boy,

				Though his mother’s pride and joy.

				People sighed and would agree,

				That B lived life unhappily.

				In fact his mummy’s little treasure

				had a life of little pleasure;

				Never watched a moment’s television,

				Spent evenings doing Long Division.

				But Boris had a cunning plan,

				For one day he’d be Superman!

				He read old books on forgotten arts,

				Looked at stars and studied charts.

				And by mixing pills and shaving lotion,

				Boris made a Magic Potion.
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				And when he drank the filthy brew, 

				Boris’ muscles grew and grew.
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				No longer was he Boris, social zero,

				He was Boris SUPERHERO.
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				He ran faster than pedestrians,

				Motorcars -and some equestrians.

				He barely had time slowing down,

				Before he reached a nearby town.
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				And though he knew it wasn’t nice,

				He started nicking merchandise.

				He whizzed around the crowded streets,

				Smashing doors and stealing sweets.

				Whilst shouting out some very rude names

				Boris nicked computer games.

				He chomped through lollies and chocolate bars,

				Swiped baseball caps, toy motorcars.

				He took some things he really didn’t need

				- he was a wicked lad indeed!
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				But the magic brew was not enough,

				The potion suddenly wore off.

				So Boris crashed and when he woke,

				He was faced by Angry Folk.

				-To cut a long, sad story short,

				He was carted off to court.

				There was no mercy, nor any bail

				Boris got ten years gaol.
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				Nervus Rex
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				When out of the ground came horrible noises,

				Leaving holes to swallow up small girls (and boyses).

				Terrible creatures roamed the land

				(at a time when most Human Beings were banned).

				With black beady eyes and yellow pointy teeth,

				They had names like Gnasher Collin, or Killer Keith.

				They chewed up rocks and swallowed trees,

				Then charged about on bendy knees.

				But in Charlfont scientists now have found

				 a fossil curled up underground,

				A Dinosaur, not like the rest

				-petrified in fossil vest.

				In baggy shorts and funny specs,

				Cave men called him Nervus Rex.

				With solid facts they have deduced

				and fat Reports, they then produced,

				That Nervus (as he’s sometimes known),

				Weighed fifty tons (when fully grown).

				But what it was that made them think-

				Rex, it seemed, was mostly PINK!

				“Gadzooks,” cried Professor Thomas Müller,

				“A dinosaur- in Technicülor®!

				I find it very hard to speak,

				This dinosaur- he is a freak!”

				But poor old Rex was very lonely,

				Its hard to be the one and only.

				And when it came to biting men

				-Rex, the vegetarian,

				Would wince and going red,

				Had light salad instead.

				Not only this- but in his teens

				he started liking colour schemes!

				The others said, “its just too weird-

				You’re damaged goods.”

				So Rex went off and found some woods.

				Where he could live on mud and bark

				and sit and shiver in the dark.

				Until one day, he never woke,

				For in the night his heart had broke.

				And this is why, when you stop and think,

				Very few of us are pink.

				Not anywhere, or any city

				(except flamingos), which is a pity.

				And even this extends to mammals

				-no pink Giraffes, or fuscia camels.

				Moral:

				A lesson learned, to summarise

				Not to divide, but equalise.

			

		

	
		
			
				Thomas’ Laces

				To all about it wasn’t news,

				That Thomas was no good at shoes.

				They should have sent him special places,

				Where he could learn to tie his laces.

				But they really didn’t care

				that he fell over everywhere.
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				Great Fun

				The Girtled Worm in malice died,

				His pity minions garbled obscene.

				In probate gaze they blinked and cried.

				Then licked the body clean.

				The Girtled Worm in malice died,

				The State was in a state.

				They had his sweetmeats grilled and fried.

				The scullions thought them great.

				The Girtled Worm in malice died,

				His heir greased gore rendition.

				Creeping eyes, he yellow smiled and lied.

				Then spanked the competition.

			

		

	
		
			
				False Teeth

				My grandpa’s got false teeth,

				The ones at the bottom and beneath.

				When he thinks he can’t be seen,

				He takes them out and gets them clean.

				He says they never will be sold,

				So I can have them when I’m old.
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				Upon A Winters Morn

				Upon a winters morn,

				I saw a babe, swaddled in the snow.

				It was early dawn.

				And how it came, I’ll never know.

				Yet in the frozen sun,

				Nestled by a Holly Tree,

				I saw no sight nor anyone,

				Just this tiny thing and me.

				And peering closer to the child,

				I heard a silent song

				and looked into that face so mild-

				then turned for he was gone.

				But happy with my heart aglow,

				I arose upon my chilly way,

				For amongst the crisp and silent snow,

				I remembered it was Christmas Day.
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				Some Good Advice Against Kissing Tracy Drewe

				I’ve got a runny nose,

				That drips upon my nice clean clothes.

				Feeling hot and feeling cold,

				Feeling sick, then feeling old.

				The doctors say I’ve got the GERMS,

				(They’re like a sort of flying worms).

				It’s not as though I played without my scarf,

				Or had cold water in my bath.

				I did not go for hours in the rain,

				Or forgot to wear my hat again.

				The real reason I’ve got the flu,

				Is because of kissing Tracy Drewe.

			

		

	
		
			
				Flower

				Amidst the deep mid-winter snow,

				Hidden from all eyes,

				In places where I never go,

				A tiny flower lies.

				In sorrow she doth lie asleep,

				For the Spring is yet so far,

				Until the melting ice doth weep,

				To light her like a star.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Old King

				The Old King in his ivory castle,

				Sat on his golden throne,

				With his grizzly olden eyebrows,

				Let out the Royal Groan.

				“Oh pickle the peasants,” he said,

				“I have to sit here all day

				and my bottom is growing quite red

				and even the dragons have all gone away.

				And what of the Monster of Thring?

				Not that anyone could care less

				and what of the Terrible Thing?

				Where he’s gone is anyone’s guess.”

				And so the King looked out with grey eyes,

				His jewelled robe covered in dew

				and eagerly scanned the blue skies

				for anything dangerous to do.

				But there was nothing to do here or there,

				So the old man started to weep,

				His Great Hall dusty and bare

				and then the King fell fast asleep.

			

		

	
		
			
				Cakes Snakes And Poor Fred

				Said the poisonous snake to the pinktimous cake,

				“I hope I shall have you for tea.”

				“Oh!” said the poisonous snake to the pinktimous cake,

				“For weren’t you jussst made jussst for me?”

				Said the pinktimous cake, “Not I, my dear Snake,

				I was made frar dear young Fred.”

				So the poisonous snake before the pinktimous cake,

				Gobbled the boy up instead.

				hissssssssssssssssssssssssssss
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				Fairies

				That summer the grass grew thick

				and a little higher by the Thames-

				Watered by the February floods, the riverside

				lounged in a haze of green and blue,

				Quietly content with insects under a buttered sun.

				And like the first flushed enquiry of Spring,

				Certainly more than expectation could dare muster,

				They shyly beckoned me down to where

				the flounced grass lay woven in this

				English jungle of dandelion and cowslip.

				And the air shifted slightly, to disclose

				 a gossamer wing and arm formulated

				in an attitude of classical repose.

				Like wax or stone, it seemed; so absolute and guiless

				That amongst the heat I felt dizzy.

				So I laid my head to rest between

				An old oak’s shoulder and gentle crook-

				Disoriented and half asleep,

				Was struck dumb by the exquisite

				sound or sense of them alive.

				And I stayed there in the grass,

				Whilst in the distance a lone car laboured

				upward through a wooded lane.

				And the water’s edge slapped lazily against

				the riverbank, that flourished there in June.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Cicada And The Ant

				[translated from La Fontaine]

				The Cicada, having sung 

				the summer through,

				Found herself without a crumb, 

				When the bitter North wind blew. 

				For she hadn’t a single wisp of wheat 

				(or whatever it is Cicadas eat).

				So out she went to look around,

				When her neighbour, the Ant, she found

				and asks her for some tasty grain,

				Until the weather turned nice again.

				“I’ll pay you back,” she averred,

				“before August, animal’s word.”

				But the Ant was uncommonly tight

				-not believing loans were right.

				“And anyway, wot were you doin’ the Harvest Season?”

				“Oh, day and night, under Moon or Sun,

				I sang and just generally had a bit of fun.”

				“Alas” replied the Ant, “time for me to sing? -Fat chance!

				But now my friend, perhaps you’ll dance?”
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				Aunt Emily’s Garden

				Deep in Aunt Emily’s Polyanthus,

				Roam wild pig and hungry Panthers.

				Whilst skulking inamongst the shrubs,

				Hide cross-eyed pygmies who live on grubs.

				On Tuesdays, drifting through the trees,

				Come chattering cries of grey monkeys.

				In summer, when all lies overgrown,

				Its not advised to wander there alone,

				beneath the sideways gaze of hungry vultures,

				Tracked by tribes of undiscovered cultures.

				As tinkle goes the cake and tea,

				A snake slips quietly from a tree.

				Along herbaceous boarders

				a grumpy Lion marauders.

				But the up and down of idle chat

				keeps me safe from where I’m sat.

				For Lion, Panther, Snake (and me),

				Are scared of my Aunt Emily.
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				Clouds

				sometimes I don’t want to work,

				I don’t know why,

				I just like to spend the day

				watching clouds go by

			

		

	
		
			
				The Toilet Trogg

				The Terrible Toilet Trogg

				Who waits for me and you,

				He lives behind the bog

				(you may know it as the ‘Loo’).

				And if your need is urgent

				Or he wants a bit of fun

				He’ll get drunk on detergent

				And then bite you on the bum!

			

		

	
		
			
				Frost

				How the weather comes and goes

				Now it suns and now it snows

				I’d think it odd but I’m too froze

				My head’s all numb and so’s my toes.

			

		

	
		
			
				Loulou

				Loulou was a parrot,

				He came from northern France,

				Who for beer nuts and a carrot,

				Could hang upside down and dance.

				Very patriotic,

				He’d stand upon the stairs,

				And sounding idiotic,

				Would skawk the ‘Marseillaise’.
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				Cloud Cuckoo Land

				High up in Cloud Cuckoo Land

				life is like a rubber band.

				The Sun it skims and pirouettes

				and lights one thousand majorettes,

				Who spin and faintly start to sing

				to waken One and Everything.

				Its boings in its own bouncy way

				and follops on from day to day,

				And seems all squidgy at the edges-

				elastic roads and rubber hedges, 

				That wobble off into the Sun

				when the springy day is done.

				And everywhere are colonades,

				Marble halls, sweet serenades

				and men are Knights and girls are Maids,

				Whilst clowns about in mascarades.

				For high up in Cloud Cuckoo Land,

				Life is like a rubber band.
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				Cedric Gough

				And his nasty cough

				Much may harm the modern child

				- whether wicked or meek & mild.

				An infant of a tender age

				might slip into a lion’s cage,

				Or tumble- inadvertently

				from a moving car or tree.

				Beware sharp swords and boiling kettles,

				Bees will sting and so do nettles.

				But worst are boys and girls who smoke

				cigarettes that make them wheeze, then choke.

				For very often, they can be seen

				to turn a nasty shade of green.

				And none was worse than Cedric Gough,

				To whom smoking gave a nasty cough.

				And though his aunts and mother cried

				Cedric soon got sick, then died.

				Barely 12, young (and relatively slim)

				his parents had to bury him,

				And on his tomb a message read-

				For those of us also easily led,

				‘Here lies Cedric Gough, so young,

				His Hour passed, his Day is done,

				So beware to those of you who smoke

				Keep it up and you’ll croke!’

				no joke.

			

		

	
		
			
				Inside Churches

				These are the White Rooms,

				The Cathedrals- space ships,

				radiating Gothic to pointed shafts

				of light

				and damp puddles in darkness.

				These are the Musty Halls,

				Of deadened sound, seeped with

				candlewax and polish on worn

				wood and marble

				or memorials.

				This is where the saints

				have faces and we walk

				on Sunday afternoon,

				To peer in at a quiet, other

				world, of dubious marvels.

				Here is a sort of temporary Heaven

				of Harvest Sundays on bright mornings,

				Where the fragile light from candles

				illuminates the care-worn decent folk;

				Flickering, like an emotion, on upturned faces.

				Now, as the vaulted space vacates,

				And the Choir finds a high note, to sound

				unearthly, the shuffling figures react and

				stand good and gravely by; whilst all might

				seem suddenly solemn and probably right.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Pepper King

				A frigid wind will murmur, “Fate.”

				Dry leaves attend the Moaning Gate,

				Which drongs and sounds and mournful tune,

				As shadows rearrange the gloom.

				And down and down the echoes groan

				through the rock and under stone.

				So all alone, so all alone,

				The Darkling Tower lies overgrown.

				Awash, awash the Custard Court

				with lichen, larks and Dragonwort.

				Who skivee, dive and trilly sing,

				“Awake, awake! The Pepper King.”

				And deep beneath the battered skies,

				The King he stirs to hear the cries.

				He feels the wind of far-off breezes,

				Shakes his head and loudly sneezes.

				Then stirs and sips his morning tea,

				Smiles quietly now and says, “Bless me!”

				
					[image: 20.jpg]

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Tabatha Figg

				The world’s youngest witch
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				So this is the tale of Tabatha Figg,

				Her hair wasn’t green and her nose wasn’t big,
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				But when Tabatha’s fingers

				started to itch,

				Tabatha became the world’s youngest Witch.

				The first time this happened she was just two,

				When Ms TLH Figg exploded the loo.

				When four-and-a-half (just for a laugh),

				She disappeared the family bath.
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				The sky it grew dark- for the Omens were bad,

				The bath it contained both WATER + DAD.

				(And as we know, when very young it is no joke

				to see ones family go up in smoke).

				So on that self-same very day,

				Tabatha Figg was sent far away,

				To SS Bumford, Southern Pits,

				“School for Losers and Gen. Misfits”.

				(SS= Special School)
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				A terrible place, lost in a wood,

				For children they claimed would ‘Amount to no good’.

				A perimeter fence of fifty foot logs,

				At nighttime patrolled by Sabre-toothed dogs

				And nothing to eat except for DRY BREAD,

				And you never got seconds - whatever you said.

				So for 2 whole days she lay on her bed,

				and worried and cried and wished she were dead.
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				But she plotted and planned as she sat in the dark,

				Then came to a decision, “Sod this for a lark.

				We’re all kept in here, I think it’s a sin,

				They won’t let us out, so we’ll bring them in.”

				So Tabatha started to concentrate.

				Her eyes went all squinty, the tension was great.
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				Now David Beckham was just kicking a ball,

				In his back garden, against an old wall.

				Minding his business, just enjoying the sun,

				Humming to himself, “5-1 5-1 5-1.”
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				(I can’t find a rhyme in this poem

				For his friend, Michael Owen).

				And Victoria B. doing the washing up,

				When she saw her David disappear with a ‘whup!’

				Tabatha was pleased when she saw what she’s done

				“Hmm, I was wrong, this could be quite fun,

				And I know a man, he could be handy.”

				So out popped Mahatma Ghandi.

				Closely followed (so the story went),

				By Mr Bush, the President.

				The President looked stern, “Why are we here?”

				Tabatha just smiled, “it’ll soon be quite clear.

				There’s bars on the windows and locks on the doors

				And the river’s patrolled by fish bigger than Jaws.”

				They went into a room and talked for a while.

				Then Beckham came back and said with a smile,

				“We’ve been in a room and talked in a huddle

				(its like a sort of multiple-person cuddle).

				And as captain of the English team,

				I’ve got to say that things ain’t what they seem.

				It’s all much worse than formerly supposed.

				I hereby declare, this school is now CLOSED!”

				The pupils jumped up and gave a huge cheer,

				And Ghandi woke up and said, “I’ll have a beer!”

				Then Beckham got Victoria on the phone,

				“Can me and Tabatha have a lift home?”

				And when she got back,

				(In her black Cadillac),

				Her dad was there too-

				(still in the bath, but minus the loo).
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				And he gave her a big hug and then her mum kissed her

				and they said they were sorry and that they had missed her.

				And Tabatha knew what the experience taught:

				Only be bad if you’re not gonna to get caught.
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				The Clockwork Man

				There lives a man on a lonely rock,

				Just a Clockwork Man with his clockwork dog.

				And a Lark that sings in a Willow Tree,

				On the dried up shores of an endless sea.

				And all he has in his head all day

				Are clockwork thoughts in a clockwork way.

				So he sits in his chair and thinks with a frown

				About Clockwork men when they wind down.

				At night he listens to the ticking of the rain

				And taps his finger on the windowpane.

				But then he sighs and he smiles to see

				His clockwork dog and his Willow Tree.

			

		

	
		
			
				This River

				I can see it, across the rushes every night,

				I can feel it, the cold currents lit by the old moonlight,

				And it makes me sad to see it flow,

				Where my thoughts can only dare to go.

				I can hear it, speaking softly to the trees,

				I can see it, the branches softly sway to melodies.

				And in winter she is silent as the snow,

				So I wonder where her meanderings must go.

				I can smell it, the sweetened air that lies upon the breeze.

				I can sense it, the sharp salt air of far off seas.

				And the winding waterlilies flow- 

				Downstream, oh so wondrous slow.

			

		

	
		
			
				Terence the Thug

				(A typical morning)

				Had an ugly mug

				His face was a mass of jaggedy scars

				His hands were like mallets, his thighs iron bars

				Each morning for breakfast he’d eat spiders in mud

				And wash it all down with a gallon of blood

				On Tuesday, am, to his mother’s relief

				Terence was upstairs, brushing his teeth

				When somehow or other he set the bathroom on fire

				And chucked on some mouthwash which just made it go higher

				A flame, like an arrow, then shot up the wall

				Out of the door and into the hall

				Which needless to say, upset the poor cat

				Who lept out of the house, like a bird (or a bat).

				He shot out of the window into next door’s garden

				Home of Penelope and Reginald Harden

				Who was clipping his hedge but inadvertently

				Peed in his pants then chopped down a tree

				Which fell through the window of Terence’s mum kitchen

				Wherein, whereat, (or perhaps you could say ‘which in’)

				Terence’s Mum was doing the cooking

				Not really aware, in fact not actually looking

				So she upset the breakfast, a pan of fried eggs

				When in slid young Terence, who broke both of his legs

				(But this is the part Terence’s mum hates)

				he went headfirst into the cupboard and smashed all the plates

				And at this precise moment the cat slipped through the door

				And feeling much better licked the eggs off the floor.

				The End

			

		

	
		
			
				Letter From A Houseboat

				There’s a bright-eyed Cormorant

				that sits himself upon a buoy. 

				Gallant, he regards my window, 

				Like some old gent; bobbing,

				Black-coated and spry.

				Sometimes, though, his aspect will change. 

				Scragged, pitch wings spread, and thus arrange

				his features like some ageing vulture, 

				Or tyrant from an Alien Culture.

				This intimidating fowl of prey

				is there to judge me I should say.

				His winged spies of flight

				have revealed to him my soul

				this night.

				But I’ll deny this Wet Rook.

				This floating pomposity of feathers.

				And glaring back across the water

				I will pull terrible faces

				and think of nicer, drier places.

			

		

	
		
			
				I’d Like A Field

				I’d like a field.

				A large green one.

				And I’d walk across it alone,

				On sunny days,

				For the feel of wet legs,

				From the bright drops of dew,

				As the white sheep gently graze.

				I’d like a trough,

				Of cold, clean water.

				And I’d plunge my head,

				Deep, deep under.

				Then I’d open my eyes

				and watch the bubbles go up,

				Sparkling silvery as they rise.

				I’d like a big beach,

				Full of bright, round pebbles

				from end to end.

				And frothy-

				From the crashing waves.

				And I’d sit and watch them.

				And eat toffee.

				And I’d like to see for thousands of miles.

				To look at the world

				down a great hill, a steep hill. 

				Spying on the valleys and hedges

				rich with grass and pine;

				Each detail a new discovery,

				to be remembered. And mine.

			

		

	
		
			
				Pippin And The Moon

				Its Spring, its Spring, delicious Thing!

				Not long had gone the Easter Bunting

				before Pippin turned his thoughts to hunting,

				And dusting off his little gun

				He thought to have a little fun.

				So off he went onto the Moors

				Shooting Snipe and Jack-a-doors.

				Despair, despair, there’s nothing there!

				But pretty soon he spied The Moon

				...floating there, like a balloon.

				His aim was straight, the gun was loaded

				he wondered if the Moon exploded,

				Just sitting there, so multi-patterned

				It didn’t budge- nothing happened.

				Which Pippin thought was pretty lame

				So he shot his gun again.
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				40 times in all he fired

				Until his arms got tired.

				Then off he went, back home to Mum

				And didn’t speak to anyone.

				
					[image: 31.jpg]

				

				...however

				The next day to his surprise

				he scratched his bonce and rubbed his eyes,

				‘Mum,’ he said, ‘’Have we got mice

				-the Moon is missing half a slice?

				Either that, or I’m getting taller

				the Moon is getting smaller?

				Only last week it was large and round,

				Now its hardly off the ground

				and, if I’m not mistaken,

				Quite a chunk’s been taken.’

				But secretly, to his alarm

				he began to suspect who’d done the harm

				-ignoring things could not disguise

				The evidence before his eyes.

				All because of him

				The Moon was getting thin.

				Guilt stuffed its face on his fears,

				From its toes up to its ears,

				Filling Pippin with the sort of dread

				that made him wish that he was dead.

				The thought of this just made him cry

				-the Moon, his Moon, was going to die!
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				And he’d done it with his stupid gun,

				Without the Moon, there’d just be Sun,

				Which seemed so good in many ways,

				Never nights, but only days.

				But what about cake on Hallowe’en Night

				Or camping out by firelight?

				Fireworks wouldn’t look half as good

				and Owls wouldn’t do what they should.

				Sleeping in day would hardly be easy.

				...Pippin felt queasy.

				‘There’s only one choice- what I can’t do he can

				I must,’ Pippin cried, ‘call the Raggetty Man!’

				So he climbed to the top of the Prickly pear Tree

				over the bay of the Marvelous Sea

				And chorused a song to the stars in the deep

				at who’s raggetty sound they wept in their sleep.

				Then under the waves the Storm Giant awoke

				and rose up from the shore as the Raggety Man spoke.

				His voice was as dry as it crackitty wood

				found in the sands where the Lost Cities stood,

				It came from afar, from miles down his throat

				and everyone listened when the Raggetty Man spoke.

				He continued the song in his ‘ticular way,

				The wind carried the words for a year and then a day,

				Over the mountains riddled the tune

				until each raggetty note reached the dead Moon.

				‘It is quite clear,’ he said at last,

				‘That what’s happened now is in the past,

				And in the future it will be the same

				when the Old Moon rises up again.

				Whats done now can’t be undone,

				But is all down to BATS, meringue and Sun.

				These bats, that live, by day, on the Moon

				Fly toward the Sun, late afternoon

				and just like moths fly around a light

				they circle the Sun throughout the night.

				And make it black with their wings.

				I’ve seen all this and many things.
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				I am the Raggetty man,’ he said,

				‘and in the morning when bats are fed,

				they return to the Sun, like geese-

				Since everyone knows the Moons is cheese.

				I am the Raggetty man,’ he sang,

				‘and bats love cheese but hate meringue

				and as is known by everyone,

				Meringue is most of what is the Sun.

				And so it floats up in the sky

				Like Baked Alaska Sunny Pie.

				And that is why they don’t eat the Sun,

				But return to the Moon when the day is done.

				And now the Moon is no longer lit

				They settle down and nibble it.

				Vast chunks, but never wholly,

				That’s why it disappears so slowly.

				I am the Ragetty man,’ he said,

				‘and what you’ll hear, you’ve never read.

				For I make the New Moon, out amongst the sands,

				I make it with my crakitty hands!’

				And everyone, even Pippin agreed

				that what he said was true indeed.

				‘The tastes of bats is never seasonable

				Our Ragetty Man is very reasonable!

				Pippin here was quite the loon

				Shooting missiles at the Moon

				But he’d better curb his silly habits

				And stick to birds and maybe rabbits.’

				And Pippin hung his head in shame,

				He’d never shoot the Moon again.

				So off they went to grab some tea

				and left the silent Marvelous Sea,

				And the Ragetty Man returned

				from where he’d come

				Across the sands, toward the Sun.
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				Sleepy Song

				My little bed was made for me,

				To sail upon a sleepy sea.

				Softly pillows on my bed

				Where I rest my tired head.

				And I’ll float off to distant lands,

				With sunny hills and sleepy sands.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Ballard Of Quincy Duff

				and The Tangley Lane Trio
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				Humans have heroic tales,

				Of men the size of Killer Whales,

				Who do great deeds and slay dread foes

				With combinations of clever blows.

				And generally- as a rule-

				Think themselves pretty cool.

				But little of Man’s best friend is known,

				Except for love of walk and bone.

				We really do have no idea

				what’s on the mind of ‘doggy dear’.

				So here’s a tail to put this right,

				A rhyme of courage, noblesse and might

				To put our doggie on the map

				-you might say, the bark, behind the yap.

				Our story starts with Quincy Duff,

				A mongrel thief and vagrant tough.

				But like most heros known of old

				this disguised a heart of gold.

				The day dawned clear, the sun was high

				When Quincy opened a bloodshot eye,

				And wandered out on wobbly knees,

				Sniffed his bum and scratched his fleas.

				Then, as he yawned, he saw a name,

				‘Tangley Village, Tangley Lane’.

				‘Well then,’ he thought, ‘as good a place as any

				to steal some meat and spend a penny.

				Just then he heard a sort of crunching sound

				his ears pricked up, he turned around

				to see another sleaker dog sitting on a nearby log.

				Her collar made of purest mink

				Duff went a darker shade of pink

				
					[image: 36.jpg]

				

				And his heart give out little spins,

				To the sound of violins.

				‘Good day,’ she yawned, ‘how do you do?’

				‘Just fine,’ said Duff, ‘who the hell are you?’

				‘My name,’ she sniffed, ‘is Darling Noodle.

				I am,’ she added, ‘a Standard Poodle.’

				‘Ok, your Ladyship, just point me to the nearest place

				to nick some food and stuff my face,
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				Noodled smiled and said, ‘I must confess,

				To find myself in an awful mess,

				And by my lead,

				A fine dog like you is just what we need.

				And though Duff knew he should be off,

				He gave a modest little cough.

				‘Well, I’m in no rush.’ he said

				And went an altogether different shade of red.

				Thus, Noodle bowed her pretty head,

				Raised a paw and softly said,

				‘In that house, with wooden slats

				There lives a witch who loves her cats;

				She’s famous for her special stew,

				Mainly made of me and you.

				For what she simply loves the most

				is puppies spread on buttered toast!

				She captures them with magic rope,

				Then boils them up to make dog soap

				and sells it to the local shops

				-your job?- to see that this all stops.

				And now she’s taken Tim, the Hungry Howler,

				Next door’s annoying Chihuoaha

				and much that I don’t want him back,

				He’s probably just her tea time snack.

				Which leaves her tummy rumbling, come suppertime

				plotting out her next ghastly crime.

				And if she’s peckish, wanting more,

				She’ll probably turn up at OUR door. 

				So if I were you,

				And didn’t want to end up Irish stew...

				‘Ok, ok, I get your point,

				How do we storm the old bat’s joint?’

				Interrupted Quincy Duff

				who’d frankly heard enough

				and anyhow had decided long ago

				to join battle with this evil foe.

				For tho’ Duff was of No Fixed Abode,

				He lived strictly by the Canine Code;

				A mixture of Nil desperandum

				and ‘Things never go the way you planned them.’

				And if any dog, large or small

				Needed any help at all

				He’d be fairly zipping there

				Faster than a nutty hare.

				‘Well, dear sir, let me introduce to you

				the third in our unlikely crew,

				His name is Reginald Curruthers,

				The muscle in our band of brothers

				Reginald here can eat whole cars

				and just for fun chews up iron bars

				and though I go on about his might,

				I neglect to mention he’s not too bright.’

				Then appeared, without a word,

				The largest meanest St Bernerd

				That Duff had ever seen

				quite likely anywhere he’d ever been.

				‘He’s rather like a chap I knew at school,

				Well known as EVERYBODY’S fool.

				Now, if I’m the class, you’d be the man

				to come up with a cunning plan.’
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				At which Duff just smiled and said,

				‘Don’t you worry, lady, I’m way ahead.

				Its easy, you will act as bait

				Before she realizes it’ll be too late

				Reggi here can smash down the door

				You look pretty, I’ll hit the floor.*

				Before you know it, I’ll find your friend

				And then the poet can write The End.’

				Her house was found in leafy trees

				and flowers drooped with bumble bees

				and birds sang high and cows mooed low

				and everywhere glowed a cheery glow.

				An old lady stood by the garden gate,

				‘You’ve ALL been expected, gosh! what a wait.’

				Her hair was white her voice was cheery, 

				She smiled, ‘Oh my! well hello deary.’

				And then in tones of milk and honey

				said ‘Oh! let me rub your darling tummy

				You’re skin and bone you’re like a rake!

				Would you like a piece of cake?

				I’ve got some waiting in the cellar

				so come along my little fella.

				For if you starve

				They’ll be nothing left of you to CARVE!

				And who likes eating bone and hairs!’

				And with that she kicked Noodle smartly down the stairs

				‘Chouhouhaha and poodle oh my

				Would make delicious doggy pie!’

				And then she slammed the cellar door,

				As Noodle got slowly up from the floor

				and though the cellar was pretty dim

				She could see a shape- like Tiny Tim.

				‘Yap yap,’ said Tim (a doggy curse),

				‘could that old hag be any worse?

				I don’t know about you but last time I looked

				our goose seemed well and truly cooked.’

				But Duff was watching all this from afar

				and smiled to see the front door ajar,

				‘OK Reggie and now some fun,

				You go in and bite her bum

				and while she’s hopping about

				I’ll find the others and let them out.’

				Hydrangers to the left of them, Petunias to the right

				Into the garden of danger they charged, looking for someone to bite.
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				And sitting there, on the mat

				was a giant pussy cat!

				About 40 stone- you should have seen her,

				She made Reg look like a ballerina!

				Reg gave a frightened howl

				As the cat looked up and said, ‘Miaow.’

				Then picked him up and popped him in

				a waiting giant wheely bin.

				But Duff had fought far scarier foes

				and was pretty light on his toes,

				And before the monster cat could turn her head

				He slunk into the garden shed.

				Now luckily (in case of need),

				Duff had taught himself to read.

				Sitting there, on the table,

				Was a bottle, with a label

				-which said in words, that weren’t too long

				‘SLEEPING POTION, VERY STRONG’

				and further down, he’d also seen

				a tin that said, ‘Delicious Cream’.
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				...He added flowers to make it pretty

				And cooed softly ‘Come and get it kitty.’

				Presently, the cat came out,

				Sniffed the bowl and looked about,

				Then took a little catty sip

				And settled down and finished it

				No sooner done, she hit the floor,

				Rolled on her back and began to snore.

				But THEN...

				The snoring lump began to twitch

				and turned from cat to Wicked Witch.

				Duff couldn’t believe what he was seeing,

				A sleeping cat become Human Being.

				Duff halted by the cellar stairs,

				Sniffed the air and waggled his ears,

				Then ran back toward the wheely bin,

				Jumped up high and peered right in,

				Hoping that, for his own sake,

				Reggie was now wide awake,

				‘Come on Reggie, time to do your stuff,’

				said Quincy Duff.

				Reg hit the door and it exploded,

				Like a bomb or gun that’s loaded.

				In the house were birds in cages

				‘Let us out, we’ve been here ages!’

				Duff barked and grinned and then said, ‘sure,’

				And pulled the locks from off the door;

				Then out the window they all flew,

				Twittering ‘ta’ and ‘thanks to you’

				And other pretty grateful stuff,

				Like, ‘ birds are friends of Quincy Duff!’
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				Then out jumped Noodle and Tim Chouihouha

				(AKA ‘The Pavement Fouler’).

				Tim, for once, was quiet and meek

				Noodle kissed Duff on the cheek.

				Duff, who had his back to the door,

				Gave a shrug and raised a paw.

				‘Oh, really, it was no trouble,

				I’ve had worse than her... maybe double

				...and never let it be whispered that

				Duff was scared of a pussy cat.’

				Then suddenly the skies got darker,

				‘She’s woken up, we’d better scarper!’

				The witch appeared with a carving knife,

				You’re right said Reg, ‘run for your life.’

				‘I’ll chop you all into little pieces

				then feed you slowly to my nieces.’

				She cackled with the sort of nasty smile,

				The type that makes you want to run a mile

				then mayby run a little more

				Thought Duff as he raced out through the door

				Followed by witchy in hot pursuit,

				Who tripped over a garden root

				...and fell

				down the garden well.

				They heard a scream, then in a flash

				a cold and echoey sort of SPLASH.

				It was a pretty nasty fall,

				Headfirst she went, then legs and all.

				Reg went ‘Hooray!’, Tim got the snickers

				‘You know what? I saw her knickers.’
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				The witch’s fate- I really wouldn’t worry-

				hers is a tale neither sad, nor sorry.

				She floated down river to Brinley Seas,

				And ran a chain of B&B’s

				(High season- even Cake and Teas).

				And made more money than she’d ever seen

				which just goes to show the cat always gets the cream.

				And the dogs decided to celebrate!

				and hold a sort of disco/fete.

				Which carried on until it got dark

				-generally a good excuse to bark.

				But for Duff words were like a great black kettle,

				Upon which he rapped the cracked black metal.

				And as dogs danced by the firelight,

				Amongst the embers burning bright,

				He longed to tell his deepest fears 

				To move the very stars to tears.

				Instead he shrugged and turned and saw

				Noodle standing by the door;

				A purple bow tied in her hair,

				Duff kind of wished he was and wasn’t there

				‘I’m glad,’ she said, ‘that we could meet.’

				Duff stared blankly at his feet.

				‘well then, I must be off,’

				said Duff and gave a little cough

				Noodle’s eyes seemed to shine

				she whispered, ‘OK, come back anytime.’

				And as Duff wandered out, through darkening chill

				she heard him say, ‘I will.’

			

		

	
		
			
				Nevermore

				I found a star,

				The brightest star,

				In the month of May.

				And this star,

				The brightest star,

				Said that she would stay.

				We sought a star,

				The tiniest star,

				Amongst thousands in the sky.

				But this star, so

				like a tear, lies still, So still,

				In the orbit of my eye.

				And sometimes now

				when I lie awake,

				I hear a passing at the door.

				And another star,

				The Wisest Star,

				Whispers, “Nevermore.

				Nevermore.”

			

		

	
		
			
				The End

				...almost

				a short ornithological rhyme

				The Pelican

				The Pelican, oh! the Pelican:

				He swallows fish much bigger

				than his belly can.

			

		

	
		
			
				Also Available
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