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  For Mum, Sally, Sam and Daisy




  As a man of several double acts,




  these poems are also for David Harmer,




  Stewart Henderson and Stan Cullimore
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  INTRODUCTION




  Hello and welcome to my Joke Shop.




  If someone had told me twenty-five years ago that I’d make a living as a poet, visit around four thousand schools, travel the world, sell over a million books and that I’d have met

  some of my heroes, I’m not sure I’d have believed them. But here we are. And all because of poetry.




  If I was a rock star (and part of me once wanted to be) this would be my ‘greatest hits’ album. Some of these poems have been with me for all those twenty-five years, while others

  are newer favourites.




  They are all collected together for the first time and brilliantly illustrated and brought to life by Simon Smith.




  Thanks to John, Mike, Simon and Noddy for the fantastic quotes on the back. Special thanks also to my wife and family for putting up with my constant travels and for letting me out to play.

  Respect to all the poets who I’ve worked alongside and been inspired by over the years, and to Gaby Morgan – long-standing editor and friend. And of course to the schools, librarians,

  festivals and constant book-buyers. You are all stars.




  A long time ago, when I was still at school, I sang along with a famous song, and still those words ring true: ‘Look to the future now, it’s only just begun . . .’




  Let’s hope that the Joke Shop stays open for another twenty-five years.




  Paul Cookson




  





  LET NO ONE STEAL YOUR DREAMS




  Let no one steal your dreams




  Let no one tear apart




  The burning of ambition




  That fires the drive inside your heart




  Let no one steal your dreams




  Let no one tell you that you can’t




  Let no one hold you back




  Let no one tell you that you won’t




  Set your sights and keep them fixed




  Set your sights on high




  Let no one steal your dreams




  Your only limit is the sky




  Let no one steal your dreams




  Follow your heart




  Follow your soul




  For only when you follow them




  Will you feel truly whole




  Set your sights and keep them fixed




  Set your sights on high




  Let no one steal your dreams




  Your only limit is the sky




  





  MUM USED PRITT STICK




  Mum used Pritt Stick




  Instead of lipstick




  Then went and kissed my dad




  Two days passed




  Both stuck fast




  The longest snog they ever had
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  BOUNCY MR SPRINGER




  BOING! BOING!




  

    

      

        

          

            

              BA-DOING BOING BOING!


            


          


        


      


    


  




  He bounces when he walks




  And he bounces when he talks




  He bounces down the corridor




  Up and down on the school hall floor




  Up and down on the school hall floor
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  BOING! BOING!




  

    

      

        

          

            

              BA-DOING BOING BOING!


            


          


        


      


    


  




  Up and down he bounces round




  And points his bouncy finger




  Best watch out when he’s about




  It’s bouncy Mister Springer




  BOING! BOING!




  

    

      

        

          

            

              BA-DOING BOING BOING!


            


          


        


      


    


  




  He bounces in assembly




  His rubber knees are trembly




  You can tell where he has been




  He’s a human trampoline




  A jumping bean on a trampoline




  BOING! BOING!




  

    

      

        

          

            

              BA-DOING BOING BOING!


            


          


        


      


    


  




  He bounces here, bounces there




  And he bounces . . . everywhere




  Bounces on the tables, bounces on the chairs




  Bounces in his clothes and in his . . . underwear (not really!)




  He bounces round the classroom




  He bounces to the staffroom




  He’s a human kangaroo




  He even bounces on the loo




  Up and down on the staffroom loo!




  BOING! BOING!




  

    

      

        

          

            

              BA-DOING BOING BOING!
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