
School Tomorrow – excuses for Mum  

By Joseph Coelho 

 

Not tomorrow!  
One more day off please. 
I'm sick. 
I'm not ready. 
I haven't done my homework. 

We don't do much the first week back. 
Miss won't mind if I miss one day. 
My uniform is dirty. 
I can't remember where school is. 

I want to stay home with you. 
We should spend more quality time together. 

I need a few more days to grow up. 
I won't know anyone – they'll all be older. 
The school fell down during the summer. 
The school has flooded. 
The school ran away. 
The school is still on holiday. 

I can't go to school tomorrow… 
My foot hurts. 
My leg hurts. 
My arm hurts. 
My face hurts. 
My belly hurts. 
I have the runs. 
I have heat stroke. 
I have the plague! 

I'll stay at home and clean and cook. 
I'll pay the bills, 
sort out the tax, 
handle the builders, 
get the shopping. 
I won't see my friends. 
I'll miss that topic about the Romans. 
I won't find out my results. 
I won't get to laugh in assembly, 
or joke with Mr Lindon. 
I won't play football. 
I won't make a circuit. 
Or get to quote Shakespeare… 

Where's my uniform? 

 

 



Question Time  

By Julia Donaldson 

 

How many books have you written? 
Have you been writing for years? 
Where do you get all the paper? 
Where do you get your ideas? 

Do you get bumps on your fingers?  
Do you get aches in your wrist? 
Please can I go to the toilet? 
Did you write “Oliver Twist”? 

I've got a book about spiders. 
I've got a cut on my knee. 
I've got an aunt who speaks German. 
Gemma keeps tickling me. 

Are you quite old? Are you famous? 
Are you a millionaire? 
I wasn't putting my hand up – I was just twiddling my hair. 

How many plays have you written? 
Do you write one every day? 
Do you… oh dear, I've forgotten 
What I was going to say. 

Will you be staying to dinner? 
Will you go home on the bus? 
How many poems have you written? 
Will you write one about us? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Today I read a bus stop 
Today I read a bus stop 
and then I read a van, 
a poster and three carrier bags, 
some shop signs and a man 
who had a crazy T-shirt on.  

I'd already read the cereal box, 
a mug, and the jam label 
and the headlines of the paper 
that was lying on the table. 

I read some writing in the sky, 
I even read the road, 

a tree, a sign stuck in the grass, 
some number plates that whistled past, 

a bag of crisps, a birthday card, 
(it had my name on it so that was easy).  

I was reading a text message 
when I should have read the door 
so then I pushed instead of pulled 
and dropped my mobile on the floor. 

Then I started on the poem 
and went out for another look 

because 

reading is amazing 
and all the world's a book. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Lost Lost-Property Office 

By Roger McGough 
If you can, follow one of the following links to hear the writer performing the poem: 

https://vimeo.com/166486018 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Fd7E0pMUkoM 

 

'On buses and trains you wouldn't believe 
The crazy things that passengers leave: 

A pair of crutches, I kid you not, 
Hot-waterbottle, full but no longer hot 

A bouncy castle deflating slowly 
Glove discarded by a one-armed goalie 

Pink chiffon tutu for a large ballerina 
A can of worms and a concertina 

A ventriloquist's dummy with nothing to say 
An Egyptian mummy all dusty and grey 

A scaffolder asleep in a Spider-Man suit 
the tangled remains of a failed parachute 

A Viking helmet and a broken lance 
A pair of elephant's underpants 

A file with Top Secret stamped in red 
(Inside a card, April Fool it said) 

An Alpine horn and a didgeridoo 
A signed photo of Winnie-the-Pooh 

A shot-putter's shot and a pole vaulter's pole 
Two Yorkshire puddings and a toad-in-the-hole 

Headphones and hearing aids by the score 
A mountain of mobiles and a lavatory door. 

A bucket of toenails and a wooden plank 
Two air-to-air missiles and a Russian tank 

Lost any of these? Bad news I'm afraid, 
The Lost-Property Office has been mislaid.' 

 

https://vimeo.com/166486018
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Fd7E0pMUkoM

