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These pages are made from wood,


mushed and pulped and flattened,


be thankful you weren’t up the tree


on the day that that all happened.







When you look closely at this book


you’ll find poems on all the pages,


and I hope you like the ones I picked


cos finding them all took me ages.


A. F. Harrold
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FORBiDDEN POEM




This poem is not for children.


Keep out!


There is a big oak door


in front of this poem.


It’s locked.


And on the door is a notice


in big red letters.


It says: Any child who enters here


will never be the same again.


WARNING. KEEP OUT.







But what’s this?


A key in the keyhole.


And what’s more,


nobody’s about.







‘Go on. Look,’


says a little voice


inside your head.


‘Surely a poem


cannot strike you dead?’







You turn the key.


The door swings wide.


And then you witness


what’s inside.







And from that day


you’ll try in vain.


You’ll never be the same again.


Tony Mitton
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THE DRAGON’S CURSE




Enter darkness. Leave the light.


Here be nightmare. Here be fright.


Here be dragon, flame and flight.


Here be spit-fire. Here be grief.


So curse the bones of unbelief.


Curse the creeping treasure-thief.


Curse much worse the dragon-slayer.


Curse his purse and curse his payer.


Curse these words. Preserve their sayer.


Earth and water, fire and air.


Prepare to meet a creature rare.


Enter now, if you dare.


Enter now . . . the dragon’s lair!


Nick Toczek
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FLiNT




An emerald is as green as grass,


 A ruby red as blood;


A sapphire shines as blue as heaven;


 A flint lies in the mud.







A diamond is a brilliant stone,


 To catch the world’s desire;


An opal holds a fiery spark;


 But a flint holds fire.


Christina Rossetti












SPELLS




I dance and dance without any feet –


This is the spell of the ripening wheat.







With never a tongue I’ve a tale to tell –


This is the meadow-grasses’ spell.







I give you health without any fee –


This is the spell of the apple-tree.







I rhyme and riddle without any book –


This is the spell of the bubbling brook.







Without any legs I run for ever –


This is the spell of the mighty river.







I fall for ever and not at all –


This is the spell of the waterfall.







Without a voice I roar aloud –


This is the spell of the thunder-cloud.







No button or seam has my white coat –


This is the spell of the leaping goat.







I can cheat strangers with never a word –
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