
The Crocodile 

"No animal is half as vile 

As Crocky–Wock, the crocodile. 

On Saturdays he likes to crunch 

Six juicy children for his lunch 

And he especially enjoys 

Just three of each, three girls, three boys. 

He smears the boys (to make them hot) 

With mustard from the mustard pot. 

But mustard doesn't go with girls, 

It tastes all wrong with plaits and curls. 

With them, what goes extremely well 

Is butterscotch and caramel. 

It's such a super marvelous treat 

When boys are hot and girls are sweet. 

At least that's Crocky's point of view 

He ought to know. He's had a few. 

That's all for now. It's time for bed. 

Lie down and rest your sleepy head. 

Ssh. Listen. What is that I hear, 

Galumphing softly up the stair? 

 

Go lock the door and fetch my gun! 

Go on child, hurry! Quickly run! 

No stop! Stand back! He's coming in! 

Oh, look, that greasy greenish skin! 

The shining teeth, the greedy smile! 

It's Crocky–Wock, the Crocodile!" 
 

  



The Sound Collector   by Roger McGough 

 

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 windowpane 

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 
 

 

powerful verbs 

rhyme 

onomatopoeia 

(sounds) 

repetition 

alliteration 

 

 



 

 

The Dragon Who Ate Our School 

By Nick Toczek 

 

The day the dragon came to call, 

she ate the gate, the playground wall 

and, slate by slate, the roof and all, 

the staffroom, gym, and entrance hall, 

and every classroom, big or small. 

 

So.... 

She's undeniably great. 

She's absolutely cool,  

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate our school. 

 

Pupils panicked.  Teachers ran. 

She flew at them with wide wingspan. 

She slew a few and then began 

to chew through the lollipop man, 

two parked cars and a transit van. 

 

Wow....! 

She's undeniably great. 

She's absolutely cool,  

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate our school. 

 

She bit off the head of the head. 

She said she was sad he was dead. 

He bled and he bled and he bled. 

And as she fed, her chin went red 

and then she swallowed the cycle shed. 

 

 

Oh.... 

She's undeniably great. 

She's absolutely cool,  

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate our school. 

 

It's thanks to her that we've been freed. 

We needn't write.  We needn't read. 

Me and my mates are all agreed, 

we're very pleased with her indeed. 

So clear the way, let her proceed. 

 

Cos.... 

She's undeniably great. 

She's absolutely cool,  

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate our school. 

 

There was some stuff she couldn't eat. 

A monster forced to face defeat, 

she spat it out along the street -  

the dinner ladies' veg and meat 

and that pink muck they serve for sweet. 

 

But.... 

She's undeniably great. 

She's absolutely cool,  

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate 

the dragon who ate our school. 

 



  

  



 

By Roald Dahl 


