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Until I Saw the Sea 

 

Until I Saw the sea 

I did not know 

that wind 

could wrinkle water so. 

 

I never knew 

that sun  

could splinter a whole sea of blue. 

 

Nor 

did I know before, 

a sea breathes in and out 

upon a shore. 

 

Lilian Moore 



My Friend Camilla 

Before the winter 

My friend Camilla 

Was a squiggly wiggly 

Caterpillar. 

 

But soon she chaged her name to Chris 

And turned into  

A chrysalis. 

 

In the spring she said 

‘my name is Di,’ 

and then became 

a butterfly! 

 

Charles Thomas 
Twinkle Twinkle Chocolate Box, compiled by John Foster. P 69 

 



Stretch me, stretch me, stretch me 

high! 

Stretch me! 

Stretch me! 

Stretch me high! 

Stretch me up to the big blue sky! 

Stretch me, stretch me, stretch me over! 

Stretch me, stretch me, stretch me over! 

Roll me around! 

Roll me around! 

Roll me around till I’m sitting in clover! 

Rolling in clover! 

Rolling in clover! 

Rolling in clover 

Over and over! 

 

(from Nell Smyth, The Breathing Circle) 
 



There are Big Waves 

There are big waves and little waves, 

Green waves and blue, 

Waves you can jump over, 

Waves you dive thro’, 

Waves that rise up 

 Like a great water wall, 

Waves that swell softly 

 And don’t break at all, 

Waves that can whisper, 

 Waves that can roar, 

And tiny waves that run at you 

 Running on the shore. 

 
Eleanor Farjeon, Puffin Book of Fantastic First Poems, p 75 

 
 



 

Picnic Tea 

We found a shady spot under a 

tree.  

Here’s what we had for our picnic 

tea.  

 

We had ants in the sandwiches 

 Wasps in the jam, 

Slugs in the lettuce leaves,  

 Beetles in the ham 

 Midges in the orange juice,  

 Flies on the cheese,  

 Spiders on the sausages, 

 Ice-cream full of bees! 
David Harmer (See you Later Escalator, Rhymes for the very young, p 50) 



 

I Want… 

I want to ride on a rainbow, 

I want to swing on a star, 

I want to cruise round a comet 

And bring moonbeams home in a jar. 

 

I want to be sprinkled with stardust, 

I want to smile with the sun, 

I want to play with the planets 

Then zoom back through space when 

I’m done. 

 

Clive Webster 
(See you Later Escalator, Rhymes for the very young, p 73) 

 
 
 


