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Foreword
 
 
The dictionary tells us that a maze is ‘a complicated network of paths with walls or hedges designed as a challenge to find a way through.’ Well, Gaby Morgan has indeed put together a book that will amaze, sometimes challenge, occasionally puzzle, but always delight young readers (up to, and including, 85 year olds). The Big Amazing Poetry Book is an Annualogy, in that it contains 7 poems (one for each day of the week) by 52 poets (one for each week of the year). Wow! You won’t come across that very often. But unlike Time which is constantly on the move, you can set your own pace and dip in and out at your leisure.
What you have here is a galaxy of poems, each with a life of its own and a story to tell. You can open on any page and read, smile, sigh or snort and then move on. (And nobody will notice if adventurous readers climb over walls or squeeze through hedges when nobody is looking!) My hope is that after enjoying the journey, young readers will be encouraged to learn their favourites by heart, recite and better still, write their own verses, for writing can be an adventure, enabling us to move into a world of unlimited possibilities where we can be anybody, do anything. The writer, being in control of his or her own destiny, is given the opportunity to play the hero, score the goal, even settle old scores. Writing a poem can also be a way of telling others about our real lives, our fears and problems, a way of reaching out to somebody. And the key is one that 
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we are all born with: Imagination. A key that can be mislaid, lost or simply taken away, often by an educational system whose emphasis is on facts and qualifications. All too often, imagination is replaced by information and day dreaming goes out of the window where it came from. It goes without saying, of course, that information is essential to human progress and survival, but then so is that ability to imagine another world, another future, another way of doing things. 
Within these pages you will find poems by famous poets of the past like Lewis Carroll and Charles Causley as well those by famous poets of the future. This book is very much a celebration, not only of verse, but of the poets, most of whom I am proud to have met, who have spent much of their lives not only writing verse for children, but working their poetry socks off going into schools and spreading the good word. It is my sincere hope, and that of Gaby Morgan and all the poets featured here (as well as Chris Riddell whose drawings smile and wave at you from almost every page), that young readers will read all the poems, choose their favourites and share them with friends and family. 
But finally, a word of warning: The danger of entering this maze of poetry is that you may enjoy yourself so much that you decide to stay where you are and never come out! Foreword is forewarned.
 
Roger McGough
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Roger McGough
 
 
Born in Liverpool, Roger McGough wrote his first poem at the age of seventeen, became a teacher, sang on Top of the Pops, and received the Freedom of the City in 2001. Much travelled and translated, he has fathered four children and published more than a hundred books. A familiar voice on BBC  Radio 4, he is President of the Poetry Society and in 2005 received a CBE from the Queen for his services to literature.







	
			

			


First Day at School
 
A millionbillionwillion miles from home
Waiting for the bell to go. (To go where?)
Why are they all so big, other children?
So noisy? So much at home they
must have been born in uniform.
Lived all their lives in playgrounds.
Spent the years inventing games
that don’t let me in. Games
that are rough, that swallow you up.
 
And the railings.
All around, the railings.
Are they to keep out wolves and monsters?
Things that carry off and eat children?
Things you don’t take sweets from?
Perhaps they’re to stop us getting out.
Running away from the lessins. Lessin.
What does a lessin look like?
Sounds small and slimy.
They keep them in glassrooms.
Whole rooms made out of glass. Imagine.
 







	
			

			


I wish I could remember my name.
Mummy said it would come in useful.
Like wellies. When there’s puddles.
Yellowwellies. I wish she was here.
I think my name is sewn on somewhere.
Perhaps the teacher will read it for me.
Tea-cher. The one who makes the tea.
 
 
 
 
 
Give and Take
 
I give you clean air. You give me poisonous gas
I give you mountains. You give me quarries
 
I give you pure snow. You give me acid rain
I give you spring fountains. You give me toxic canals
 
I give you a butterfly. You give me a plastic bottle
I give you a blackbird. You give me a cruise missile
 
I give you abundance. You give me waste
I give you one last chance. You give me excuse after excuse,
after excuse, after excuse......






	
			

			


The Sound Collector
 
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 window-pane
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.







	
			

			


The Fight of the Year
 
‘And there goes the bell for the third month  and Winter comes out of its corner looking groggy
Spring leads with a left to the head
followed by a sharp right to the body
	daffodils
	primroses
	crocuses
	snowdrops
	lilacs
	violets
	pussywillow
Winter can’t take much more punishment 
and Spring shows no signs of tiring
	tadpoles
	squirrels
	baalambs
	badgers
	bunny rabbits
	mad march hares
	horses and hounds
 







	
			

			


Spring is merciless
Winter won’t go the full twelve rounds
	bobtail clouds
	scallywag winds
	the sun
	a pavement artist
	in every town
A left to the chin
and Winter’s down!
	tomatoes
	radish
	cucumber
	onions
	beetroot
	celery
	and any
	amount
	of lettuce
	for dinner
Winter’s out for the count
Spring is the winner!’







	
			

			


What I Love about School
 
What I love about school
	is the hurly-burly of the classroom,
	the sly humour of the teachers
 
What I hate about teachers
	is their reluctance to cartwheel
	down corridors
 
What I love about corridors
	is that the longer they are
	the louder the echo
 
What I hate about echo echo
	is its refusal to answer a straight
	question question
 
What I love about question
	is the proud admission
	of its own ignorance
 
What I hate about ignorance
	is the naive assumption
	that it is bliss
 







	
			

			


What I love about bliss
	is its willingness
	to rhyme with kiss
 
What I hate about kiss
	is the news of it going around
	like wildfire
 
What I love about wildfire
	is its dragon’s breath
	and its hunger for life
 
What I hate about life
	is that as soon as you get the hang of it
	you run out of time
 
What I love about time
	is how it flies
	except when at school
 
What I hate about school
	is the hurly-burly of the playground,
	the sly humour of the teachers.







	
			

			


I’m Not as Nice as I Look
 
I may look nice on the cover
But once you open the book
You may be surprised to discover
I’m not as nice as I look
 
You could mistake me for a princess
With my long and flowing tresses
Eyes that shine like sapphires
And expensive hand-made dresses
 
I may look sweet and friendly
Full of charm and calm as can be
But inside I’m a raging inferno
A dark and stormy sea
 
My followers are my subjects
My kingdom is Instagram
A whirlwind of contradictions
A werewolf dressed as lamb
 
The one with my face on the cover
Please may I borrow that book?
But don’t expect me to return it
I’m not as nice as I look.
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Joy at the Sound
 
Joy at the silver birch fluffing its leaves
Joy at the bounce of the wagtail’s tail
 
Joy at the swirl of cold milk in the blue bowl
Joy at the blink of its bubbles
 
Joy at the cat revving up on the lawn
Joy at the frogs that leapfrog to freedom
 
Joy at the screen that fizzes to life
Joy at The Simpsons, Lisa and Bart
 
Joy at the dentist: ‘Fine, see you next year’
Joy at the school gates: ‘Closed’
 
Joy at the sound of children at play
Joy at the bell at the end of the day
 
Joy at the silver withholding the chocolate
Joy at the poem, two verses to go
 
Joy at the zing of the strings of the racquet
Joy at the ping of the bright yellow ball
 
Joy at the key unlocking the door
Joy at the sound of your voice in the hall.
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Brian Moses
 
 
Brian Moses was first published by Macmillan in 1996 and since then has had over fifty books published with the publishers, including his own poetry collections, poetry anthologies and picture books. His books have sold well over a million copies. Lost Magic is his ‘Best Of’ collection of his own poetry while his latest anthology is The Best Ever Book of Funny Poems. He has performed his poetry and percussion show at over 3,000 schools, libraries and festivals throughout the UK and abroad over the past thirty-four years. He was ﻿﻿invited by Prince Charles to speak at the Prince’s Summer School for teachers in 2007 and CBBC commissioned him to write a poem for the Queen on her 80th birthday. He lives in a village that was once home to Rudyard Kipling, with his wife, Anne, and their black labrador, Jess.
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Days
 
Days fly by on holidays,
they escape like birds
released from cages.
What a shame you can’t buy
tokens of time, save them up
and lengthen the good days,
or maybe you could tear out time
from days that drag, then pay it back
on holidays, wild days,
days you wish would last forever.
You could wear these days with pride,
fasten them like poppies to your coat,
or keep them in a tin, like sweets,
a confection of days
to be held on the tongue
and tasted, now and then.
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Aliens Stole My Underpants
 
To understand the ways
of alien beings is hard,
and I’ve never worked it out
why they landed in my backyard.
 
And I’ve always wondered why
on their journey from the stars,
these aliens stole my underpants
and took them back to Mars.
 
They came on a Monday night
when the weekend wash had been done,
pegged out on the line
to be dried by the morning sun.
 
Mrs Driver from next door
was a witness at the scene
when aliens snatched my underpants –
I’m glad that they were clean!
 
It seems they were quite choosy
as nothing else was taken.
Do aliens wear underpants
or were they just mistaken?
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I think I have a theory
as to what they wanted them for,
they needed to block off a draught
blowing in through the spacecraft door.
 
Or maybe some Mars museum
wanted items brought back from space.
Just think, my pair of Y-fronts
displayed in their own glass case.
 
And on the label beneath
would be written where they got ’em
and how such funny underwear
once covered an Earthling’s bottom!
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Make Friends with a Tree
 
Give a tree a squeeze,
give a tree a hug,
join in celebration
with every bird and bug,
 
with every bat and badger,
with beetles and with bees,
a new year’s resolution,
show kindness to the trees.
 
Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree,
hug a tree, go on show it
you really care, let a tree know it.
Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree.
 
Trees are always homes
to every sort of creature.
In a flat and empty landscape
a tree is a special feature.
 
Trees can be deciduous,
pine trees are coniferous,
but trees will never hurt you
no tree is carnivorous!
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So treat a tree politely,
show it you’re sincere.
Long after we have disappeared
trees will still be here.
 
Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree,
hug a tree, go on show it
you really care, let a tree know it.
Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree.
 
Snuggle up to a sycamore,
cuddle up to a pine,
wrap your arms around an oak,
enjoy a joke with a lime.
 
A tree will always listen,
tell your troubles to a tree.
To the mystery of life
an ash may hold the key.
 
So don’t be abrupt with a birch,
don’t try to needle a pine.
Don’t interrupt a horse chestnut,
don’t give a tree a hard time.
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Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree,
hug a tree, go on show it
you really care, let a tree know it.
Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree.
 
A tree is a living thing,
it’s not just a lump of wood.
Trees in Sherwood Forest
know all about Robin Hood.
 
A tree can tell us stories,
a tree knows history,
so in this world of fake and sham
let’s celebrate truth in a tree.
 
Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree,
hug a tree, go on show it
you really care, let a tree know it.
Make friends with a tree,
make friends with a tree.
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Lost Magic
 
Today I found some lost magic –
a twisty-twirly horn
of a unicorn lying at my feet.
And when I stopped
to pick it up, to hold it
in my fist, I remembered
how once upon a time
you could always find unicorns,
but there are no unicorns now.
 
You would find them on the shoreline,
flitting in and out of caves in cliffs,
or climbing hills at twilight.
They would lead you through forests,
sometimes hiding behind trees,
and if you lost them or they lost you,
you could always find them again,
but there are no unicorns now.
 
And it didn’t matter
if you followed them all day,
the edge of the world was miles away,
there was nothing to fear.
And none of the unicorns we knew ever
changed into dangerous strangers.
 
Once upon a time there were unicorns
but there are no unicorns now.
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A Feather from an Angel
 
Anton’s box of treasures held
a silver key and a glassy stone,
a figurine made of polished bone
and a feather from an angel.
 
The figurine was from Borneo,
the stone from France or Italy,
the silver key was a mystery
but the feather came from an angel.
 
We might have believed him if he’d said
the feather fell from a bleached white crow
but he always replied, ‘It’s an angel’s, I know,
a feather from an angel.’
 
We might have believed him if he’d said,
‘An albatross let the feather fall.’
But he had no doubt, no doubt at all,
his feather came from an angel.
 
‘I thought I’d dreamt him one night,’ he’d say,
‘but in the morning I knew he’d been there;
he left a feather on my bedside chair,
a feather from an angel.’
 
And it seems that all my life I’ve looked
for the sort of belief that nothing could shift,
something simple and precious as Anton’s gift,
a feather from an angel.
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Walking with my Iguana
Words in brackets to be replaced by 
another voice or voices
 
I’m walking (I’m walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
 
I’m walking (I’m walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
 
When the temperature rises
to above eighty-five,
my iguana is looking
like he’s coming alive.
 
So we make it to the beach,
my iguana and me,
then he sits on my shoulder
as we stroll by the sea . . .
 
and I’m walking (I’m walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
 
I’m walking (I’m walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
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Well if anyone sees us
we’re a big surprise,
my iguana and me
on our daily exercise,
 
till somebody phones
the local police
and says I have an alligator
tied to a leash
 
when I’m walking (I’m walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
 
I’m walking (I’m walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
 
It’s the spines on his back
that make him look grim,
but he just loves to be tickled
under his chin.
 
And my iguana will tell me
that he’s ready for bed
when he puts on his pyjamas
and lays down his sleepy (Yawn) head.
 
And I’m walking (I’m walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
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still walking (still walking)
with my iguana (with my iguana)
 
with my iguana . . .
 
with my iguana . . .
 
and my piranha
 
and my chihuahua
 
and my chinchilla,
 
with my groovy gorilla
 
my caterpillar . . .
 
and I’m walking . . .
 
with my iguana . . . . . .
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All the Things You Can Say to Places in the UK
 
Always say ‘Ta’ to Leamington Spa,
say ‘Have a nice day’ to Whitley Bay.
You can shout ‘What’s new?’ or even ‘Howdo’
to inhabitants of Looe or Crewe.
You can tell the whole story in Tobermory,
say ‘Hi’ to Rye and ‘Right on’ to Brighton,
or call out ‘Let’s go’ to Plymouth Hoe.
Talk through your dreams in Milton Keynes,
say ‘It’s all for the best’ in Haverfordwest.
Always say ‘Yes’ when you visit Skegness
but only say ‘No’ in Llandudno.
Don’t tell a lie to the Island of Skye
or say ‘It smells’ in Tunbridge Wells.
Don’t talk rude if you’re down in Bude
or start to get gabby in Waltham Abbey.
Don’t ever plead in Berwick on Tweed
or say ‘You look ill’ to Burgess Hill.
You could lose your voice and talk with your hands
when you take a trip to Camber Sands,
but whatever you say just won’t impress
the inhabitants of Shoeburyness.
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Sue Hardy-Dawson
 
 
Sue Hardy-Dawson is a poet and illustrator and lives in North Yorkshire with her husband, Mark, and two bouncy spaniels. It is not unusual to find her loudly reciting poetry to dogs and trees whilst walking about in the countryside. Sue started writing poems for her own children and now she has lots of poems in anthologies as well as two solo collections, Where Zebras Go and ﻿If I Were Other Than Myself﻿. Apes to Zebras  written with her two friends, Roger Stevens and Liz Brownlee, won the North Somerset Teachers’ Book Awards in 2018. 
When she was young she hated writing because she couldn’t spell many worms very well as she has something called Dyslexia. Because of this﻿, Sue loves visiting schools and helping children write poetry, especially those who don’t think they like to read and write.
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Mother Tongue
 
Cloud is not my first language
I understand a few words
their greeting for morning
three silent names for a storm
those for light and air
eight words for sky
I have tried to write
but how to spell them
 
I cannot speak stone, ancient
igneous, always changed
its rune-words half fossil
guttural and glacial
all rough consonants
five words for cracks
eight for avalanche
and as for mountain . . .
 
Naturally I’m fluent
in tree, ponderous creatures
ah but they don’t say much
when they do it’s a whisper
one word for root
for everything
it’s just percussion
without the diction
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And who ever knew water
mostly it just babbles, fish
speak some and pebbles
you think you understand
then it bursts banks
or just dries up
and then when it rains
no punctuation
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Dazzle Dance
 
I am made of heat and light
comets spinning through the night
spit and splinter – meteorite
firecracker, pinwheel bright.
 
I am made from ash and coal
watch my embers wax and glow
twist and turn my body so
dragon breath to volcano.
 
I have frazzle crackle hands
dance a razzle dazzle dance
simmer swirling twist and prance
glitter, sparkle to entrance.
 
I am made of cinder stars
gasses burning from afar
supernova in the dark
flash of thunder full of spark.
 
I incinerate and blaze
candles burning in my gaze
born of fire, heat and flame
come and bask beneath my rays.
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Snail Spell
 
Snail you
prosper slippery
in rain’s looking glass
dropping crystal runes
on velvet folds of moss
 
skimming four pebble
toad bronze eyes
across leaf lakes
﻿of autumn fire
 
till dusk
 
then you pick
at the moon
scraps of sky
taste the earth gold
on breath of night
 
over flower mountain
dank, strawberry mist
you eat darkness slowly
until it leaves.
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Learning by Heart
 
A poem is not just
the sum of its parts.
The number of lines
where its metaphors are.
 
It’s not about digging
for meaning in stanzas.
It’s a secret between us.
There are no wrong answers.
 
It’s not some sort of test
a code to be cracked.
More a spell for a dreamer
or a musical map.
 
It just wants to be loved
not to fill you with dread.
Let it flow like a river
through the space in your head.
 
Let it sing you to sleep
hear its echoes in stars.
Find one piece you can keep
learn the rest with your heart . . .
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Rhythms
 
I’m the rhythm of lilting leaves
The syllables of sleeping trees
The rude rhymes of roots beneath
The song of soil’s earth-heartbeat
 
I’m the rhythm of shifting sky
The subtle strains of warm sunlight
The whistle of a wind’s sharp sigh
The ripple of rain’s moonless night
 
I’m the rhythm of salt and spray
The patter of pebbles over shale
The weft of weed on watery grave
The wet percussion of the waves
 
I am the rhythm of dial and clock
The ageless face that time mocks
The hour’s chimes, ticks and tocks
The sounds of life until it stops
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The Creak
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The Tinsel Tree
 
I
did
not grow
on mountain
slopes, fragrant
with pine, bitter wind.
I am the dull silver of ages,
worn thin with ancient baubles,
paper stars, candy-stripe-lanterns.
My twigs curled tight in their nesting
box, creak out each year, when cold light
enters. Rusted limbs, unfurled, to drop wire
bones. My scent is the waxing moths and dusty
shimmers, their spun silk, gaudy filaments of glass.
Here are my winter blooms; dry plaster, stamen-candles,
glinting with crepe flames. Still, I hold close, three decades of
laughter.
My treasures made precious by
tiny hands – give the miracles
of stucco angels. To dance light
on gilt fir cones, scarlet beads.
All, glow softly, breathing
midnight carols.





33





	
			

			


Joseph Coelho
 
 
Joseph Coelho is the current Children’s Laureate. He grew up in the last village in London, in Roehampton during the 1980’s and lived in a tower block with his mum and little sister. He studied archaeology at university (the study of the physical past) and dug up bones in Peru for a couple of years which was lots of fun but he also wrote poems and started directing and writing plays. His first poetry collection Werewolf House Rules was published in 2014 and he has been writing and performing ever since.
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Make ﻿It ﻿Bigger, Eileen!
 
In Art I drew a park
with a pond, and railings, and children playing . . .
and trees with multi-coloured leaves
and mothers with pushchairs wearing hats that jumped
and joggers running with three legs
and skaters ﻿– skating on thin ice with elephants on their backs
and pigeons playing cards on bread tables
and grass with eyes and noses
and flowers with walking sticks and headphones
and clouds that rained smells
and a sun as deep as an ocean
and stones that bled
and a rainbow with stairs.
 
Sir said . . .
 
‘Tut, tut, tut. Bigger, Eileen,
your picture must be bigger.’
 
So I drew a duck﻿.
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