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Homework
Whenever there are birds in my bedroom 
(and there are plenty)
I hope they fly to give me headroom 
(if there is any)
While they spin and weave 
and do their little dance
it is hard to learn the capital of France.
Whenever there are explorers in my sitting room 
(there sometimes are)
I have had Lewis, Clark and Livingstone I presume 
(James Cook was just too bizarre)
I take the chance to ask (while the birds are busy)
You are men of renown, do you know the town
in my book with the cover with the flower, 
the one with the tower
They talk for an hour, 
but giving the name is not in their power
Whenever there are cowboys in my bed 
(if ever I see one)
I'm going to ask them instead 
(unless they're busy with a rerun)
Because birds don't care about towns and names
they have their own sounds and games
and explorers leave town 
to see what others are doing
But Cowboys just hang around and think, chewing.
Want to know

Sometimes Dad and I have a row

Dads do go on about Why and How

I want to know all about What if

And so we start another little tiff
Dinner
If I don’t eat my lunch and dinner

They say I’ll grow so much thinner

What if I do eat

Would that reverse the thinning?

That would be a feat –

To become round by binging!
I’d be a ball and bounce till Monday

Until we all recall the capital of Burundi

Or something just as tricky

No, I think I’ll just stick to being picky.
Dad’s Mom and Dad

My grandparents survived the war

One was born in ‘29, the other in ‘34

Like, when they were born, 
time started over again from zero

You don’t have to have shoot to be a wartime hero

Leaving

I’ve had it, I’m leaving, heading out the door

Why ever did you get me a little sister for!

I’m never gonna be friends with my brother 
ever again today

What have you got there? What does it say? 
Wanna play?

Home from school

I know you

You’re the one with the flu

Before I knew

I had the flu too

Second thoughts

Let’s play pets! You go Bark and I’ll go Meow

Let’s play train or spot the cow

On second thought, 
Do you think we ought?

Last time we played I almost got smothered

Come to think of it, I don’t think I’ll be bothered

Leaving Home

I don’t like you anymore

Don’t even know what mom’s are for

Dads and sisters are a bore

My foot hurts and my throat is sore

Well maybe just some ice cream then

I’ll have it and move out again

Just one more scoop and then I’ll go

Check it out, this looks like snow!

Don’t try to make me stay

I’m leaving anyway

Because we always seem to fight

Are you reading to me tonight?

Mountain Bluebird

Tuck your head under your wing

It brings some warmth

It takes you out of the storm

Or stand up tall

Make your call

Raise your voice

If that is your choice

Be the voice of all your kind

or shut your mind

Save your voice for the blind

Mountain Bluebird, sing for me

Defy the sea

or turn and flee

I’ll likely disagree

But only you know what you need

If Aeroplanes were Elephants

If aeroplanes were elephants
I don’t think I would fly

I’d sit and watch them gallivant

In the sky as they fly by

If my school bus were a lion

I think I’d rather walk

I’d give it a name like Ryan

And teach it how to talk

If my skis were snakes

I’d probably rather skate

And hear the noise the tarmac makes 

as I try to make it break
I am glad my bed’s a sailboat
For use before deep sleep

I am happy our stairs are a railroad

That’s really, really steep

Everywhere I look, some unexpected thing

Everything I touch, it only takes a whim

It only takes a whim to start the mad parade

Fancy granddad saying it’ll end in second grade

I’ll conjure up the elephants, 
the lion and the snakes
Let’s hear the noise reality makes 
as I try to make it break
Tell your Mom

Hey honey

Tell your mom to give us her money

This toy is just too cool

On your lawn or in your pool

Seconds of fun! It even fits your head

It folds away neatly under the bed

So tell you mom you really need it
There’s fine print here but she won’t read it

When it sinks or when you break it

If you don’t cry, try to fake it

If the whistles and bells will not ring

Tomorrow we’ll show you the new hot thing

Quote

The ghost that wrote the note

Seems to float like it were boat, unquote

That trunk probably went kerplunk before it sunk

Let’s take a vote if most things float

Or do you think that more things sink?


A Puppet of nine Heads

If a puppet has more than one head

The guy in the toolshed

probably misread

what the designer said, or instead

maybe two puppets were crossbred

If not, I don’t know what

A spare in case I blew this

If sadly broken, you need to glue this
If badly spoken, you need to boo this

Sometimes as a token, people need to sue this

When your love is awoken, you need to woo this

You have long hair, you probably grew this

If the cow is a bear, you might want to moo this

This is really rare, why don’t you view this

I need my fare, to go through this

No rider on that mare, I think she threw this

As far as that mare is aware, you need to shoe this

When the cat’s in your chair, you need to shoo this

When you need to go there, you need to No. 2 this
Let’s be fair. I really don’t know why I do this.

My secret language recipe

Mix yellow with read, some laughter and some bread

Blend the bananas in bandanas 

with the two friendly pears on the stairs

The cook is demanding that you’re standing 

well away from the landing

And do look at the book I took notwithstanding

Within a few weeks, if nothing leaks,

you should see the techniques

I use when the secret me speaks

One-eyed Tim

Klomp, Stomp – this is Tim

Coming up the stairs

He’s a pirate, mean and grim

The type that NEVER shares

His teeth are made of steel and gold

He never has a bath

And one-eyed Tim, brave and bold

Won’ do spelling, don’t need math.
Stomp, Klomp – there he goes

On the deck in storms and gales

Romp, Swamp – there she blows

Playing tag with sharks and whales

Be-bop – to the top

of the mast we call a stair

Doo-wop – never stop

Bedtime? I don’t care.

If I take a full night’s rest

Armed with knife and sword

I’ll be back with the worst and best

tomorrow, rest assured.

Lost

My blanket and my teddy

Had a date tonight

It was my bedtime, I was ready

They did it just to spite

We found them in a huddle

hiding under my bed

only because I said I’d cuddle

with mom and dad instead

Leave it on

I thought I’d go

downstairs and watch a show

But I don’t know. What if it’s too slow?

Shows for grown-ups are so boring 

and dad is so loud when he’s snoring

Everyday, I’ve got games to play

Things to say

People to portrait

A café tray to pay

Clay monsters to slay

Dad’s toupee to survey
Well away from the telly display

We leave it on, running

while all the actual viewers are gone, it’s stunning!

Like elevators have their muzak

our tellyvator has its viewzak.

Clown the World

Last night I finally saw how serious we are

Can’t help but wonder if somewhere we went too far

While you’re busy getting powerful enough

I’ll paint my face and be of better use to us

Did you hear me?

Did you hear me?

If you were near me

Then this is what you heard

Clown the world
This I know

I’m pretty sure that cars are red

I’m almost sure that cubs are fed

I’m really sure that mom and dad are wed

I’m ever so sure I sleep in my bed

But I’m not so sure my hands are clean

I doubt I’ll wash them, I’m not that keen

If I could work the washing machine

I am sure I’d try to wash in between

That would be a new routine!


Who are you talking to?

All these people talking

While they’re walking

Give me a clue

They have noone to talk to!

Talking into one’s hat

How much fun is that

It’s not just him and you

Mom and dad are doing it too

Tell you what

Please do not

I haven’t said squat

All over Town

This is something that I’ve found:

As they roll across the ground

The wheels on the bus go round and round

We sing and make a funny sound

As I put on my evening gown,

My queenly cape and royal crown

As I parade through field and town

My shoes and feet go up and down

Too tall for Court

You can’t have my apple pie

if you’re that much taller than I

In my royal court

everyone but you are short

They’re all like me, only smaller

And look at you, older and taller

That’s your only real mistake

No pie for you, have some cake.
Walk

There’s a dog in my lap

taking a nap

I tap his head

Time to go I said

Oh, Buster, you do shed

Which colour leash do you want, red?

Or the one with bones on instead?

Please watch where you tread

Leave that, it’s already dead

There’s a storm overhead

Do you wish you were back in your bed?

Let’s go home, we’ll play tag

The first one to lag

is a warty hag in rags

Let’s rattle our dags!

Up and down the piano

My fingers walk left on the piano keys

They sail the breeze on the Chinese seas

To where notes are really low

To a place I like to go

To the far left is where my granny’s house is at

I fight some scary notes on my way there, 

take that, D flat!

On to the other end, far up top, almost out of sight

From the deeps of left to the very right

After a climb towards the mountain sky

A walk where notes are silver fountain high

To my other granny’s house, 

there’s no one finer I wager

And to get there, I walk a C minor 

and then G major

Cousin Gus, the Mystery Man

This is kind o big she said 
I don’t know what to say

I have mixed emotions. Did it have to be this way?

What did she expect me to say 
That it was gonna be OK?

I shrugged like I tend to do and said 
all he can do is pray.

But d’you know it made me curious, 
who this guy might be

What does he like, what makes him tick, 
Is he at all like me

Sometimes it hits me 
He’s probably just another guy

An average Joe like most of us, trying to stay alive

Who will you be?

Who’re you gonna set free?

A parent by the door

A toy abandoned on the floor

Never thought I’d see the day, 
but I kinda always knew

Cousing Gus the mystery man, 
Tell me, who are you?

There will be the odd mistake

Like the promises you’ll make

The ones you confirm, confirm and then break

Paranoid but confident, I’m neither here nor there

Make it stop you gotta know 
this ambiguity ain’t fair

Cousin Gus the mystery man 
What is it that you do?

Gus I hate to say it I have mixed emotions too.

Don’t know why

I want to cry

I don’t know why

Something in my life

Just isn’t right

Right now

The Hen that got away 

There once was a rubber hen named Glen

who escaped from his pen and then

me and Ben and all the king’s men

chased that hen from here to there and back again

Every now and then

Glen leaves his den

Good news for the anchormen

on BCC and CNN

I find it annoying, especially when

I’m ever so busy spelling Phnom Penh

Pain

For Lily and everyone who still wakes up at night

I can’t stand the rain on my window
It breaks me up inside

In the dark that suffocates and blinds me

It doesn’t help to hide

In your bed, we’d be safe with one another

Playing games that take the pain away

I’d say “Hunny, hush. You’ll wake your brother”

What else is there to say?

In the middle of the night

I call your name

In the middle of the night

Through the pain

In the middle of the night

I’m scared of the rain

It don’t feel right

And the ghosts under my bed

Taking flight

Please don’t leave

Not for love or money

I’d pinch your toes and both your ears

You’d pretend the demons look all funny

We’d crack up between the tears

Bath Time
Dirt Monsters in my hair, beware, I don’t share!

Don’t you care? Are you aware?

Do you have a spare hair?

Stay in mine if you dare

I’m washing it tonight, see if I care

whether it is fair on your lair.

There, there, don’t despair

It was just a scare

I swear, you don’t have to prepare

your wash time prayer or drainage fare

But if you should see the bath chair

Take due care

You might be in for a nasty affair

I almost forgot
Hey, by the way, 
you may save 

this old banana

for another day 
if you give away

the capital of Montana
My turn yet?
I don’t have much to say

Noone listens anyway

When I am telling something quirky

Like how I am spelling Alburquerque
They delay it

Or correct they way I say it

I said it the way I read it

But I think they just don’t get it

The things I need to mention

just to get some attention!

Like who was Lyndon Johnson

and what is the capital of Wisconsin

Mom’s out of her telephone, now planning a meeting

Dad’s done with the razor and cologne, he’s eating

My sis is done with her drawing, she’s getting it pinned

The dog is done with his gnawing, he’s busy breaking wind

Now’s a good time to get a word in edgewise.

Tell them about my housebroken horseflies. Maybe show them my Lego high-rise.


Sir Britches the Brave

Meet Sir Britches the Brave

and his hobby-horse Twitches the Wave

Proud warders of the age

when Knights were shorter

Knaves stronger

and Pages longer.

Up and down the bed they patrol, in control

until Daddy the Troll (who stole the coal)

wants a toll of gold in his bowl.

"Never!" we cry, "You will let us by

or we will try to apply this magpie to your eye.

Like a samurai from Paraguay. Aye."

"That's awfully rude" said the troll, 
very shrewd while he stewed his food 
(something you would have viewed 
as tasting both glued and schampooed).

"Hey, dude" said we, "was that you that mooed? See, we're here to intrude."

And we hewed!

"Off with his head!" we said,

"Let there be bloodshed on the bedspread!

Get up sleepyhead, so we can kill you dead!"

This is where we write and recite 
the story of the twilight pillow-fight,

of the troll and his fright,

of his flight and our delight

despite the Mommy-Troll's goodnight.

"Quite right!", said the Daddy-Troll, outright polite.

"Turn off that light."

I do think the end needs a re-write.

Nursery times
The evening bell chimes seven times

Time for my nursery rhymes

So up the stairs the little one climbs

It is almost eight, I’m at my dreams’ gate

My brother likes to go to sleep late

I am sure his sandman will wait

Good night to all

Maybe tomorrow I’ll recall

The capital of Nepal
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