Year 5 and 6 Suggested Poems

Please Mrs Butler by Allan Ahlberg 

Please Mrs Butler
This boy Derek Drew
Keeps copying my work, Miss. What shall I do? 

Go and sit in the hall, dear.
Go and sit in the sink.
Take your books on the roof, my lamb. Do whatever you think. 

Please Mrs Butler
This boy Derek Drew
Keeps taking my rubber, Miss. What shall I do? 

Keep it in your hand, dear. Hide it up your vest.
Swallow it if you like, my love. Do what you think is best. 

Please Mrs Butler
This boy Derek Drew
Keeps calling me rude names, miss. What shall I do? 

Lock yourself in the cupboard, dear. Run away to sea.
Do whatever you can, my flower. But don’t ask me. 

The sound collector by Roger McGough 

A stranger called this morning 
Dressed all in black and grey 
Put every sound into a bag 
And carried them away 

The whistling of the kettle 
The turning of the lock 
The purring of the kitten 
The ticking of the clock 

The popping of the toaster
The crunching of the flakes 
When you spread the marmalade 
The scraping noise it makes
 
The hissing of the frying pan 
The ticking of the grill
The bubbling of the bathtub 
As it starts to fill 

The drumming of the raindrops 
On the windowpane
When you do the washing-up 
The gurgle of the drain 


The crying of the baby 
The squeaking of the chair 
The swishing of the curtain 
The creaking of the stair 

A stranger called this morning 
He didn't leave his name
Left us only silence
Life will never be the same 

Jabberwocky By Lewis Carroll

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
      And the mome raths outgrabe. 

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 
      The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
      The frumious Bandersnatch!” 

He took his vorpal sword in hand; 
      Long time the manxome foe he sought— 
So rested he by the Tumtum tree 
      And stood awhile in thought. 

And, as in uffish thought he stood, 
      The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
      And burbled as it came! 

One, two! One, two! And through and through 
      The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 
He left it dead, and with its head 
      He went galumphing back. 

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 
      Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!” 
      He chortled in his joy. 

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
      And the mome raths outgrabe.





