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A Week of Transport

On Monday the fat double-decker came squeaking into school.

On Tuesday the speeding Beetle roared through Fauldhouse.

On Wednesday the black Saxo VT-R came skidding thorugh Strathclyde Country Park.

On Thursday the ice-cream van came dinging through Eldrick Crescent.

On Friday the black scooter came buzzing over the hill.

On Saturday the cool Ducati zoomed around Cherry Tree Drive.

On Sunday the gold Mini came lolling along Park View.

Natalie, Sarah, Kevin, Melissa, Mark D., Andrew, Tegan, P6, Falla Hill

Cats

We are the sharp nailed gang,

We tear apart the mice.

We wash our faces with our paws,

We aren’t very nice.

We are the acrobats,

We birl our heads around.

We tumble like the monkeys,

And fall to the ground.

We run down the stairs for tea,

We curl around our mistress’s feet.

We purr along with our master’s snore,

We sit up on his seat.

John Fordyce, Woodmuir 
Owl

A’m broon n roond

N A have little beady peepers.

Live in ma tree

On the edge of the graveyard.

Singin ma song

Before A fly off at night,

When A leave ma hoose

A fly swift n fast.

A like tae catch n eat

Mice n rats.

A’m feart ove people n cars,

N the noises they make.

Nd A hate those cats n dugs.

Well kin you guess whote A um?

Kevin Pollard, Torphichen PS

Orange is . . .

My great granny’s wool,

The second last day of my holidays.

The smell of my gran’s lipstick kisses,

Bubbles in the bath.

The sound of knitting needles,

Of leaves blowing by.

The touch of my new cousin’s gloves,

My gran’s woolly cuddles.

The taste of smarties in the Edinburgh Dungeon,

Fanta rushing down my throat.

Group poem, Longridge

Breich

Rosehips leathery

Squidgy body prickly crown

Quiet country life

Edinburgh

Castles, monuments

Noisy busy lorries bash

One o’clock gun’s bang

Class Haikus, Woodmuir 

I thought I saw . . .

I thought I saw some open fields
Beyond where Winchburgh lies

I look again and found it was

A pair of open eyes.

Stuart Fradley, Winchburgh

Ode to my chocolate

You are brown and you taste

So yummy and creamy.

You smell good.

You are small and light

But I wish you were heavy.

You have a picture of a faun and a lion on you.

You are ever so silent.

You are made of sugar, milk and cocoa.

You lived at the shop but now you live with me.

You were made at the Nestlé factory in England

Then I bought you at Safeway in Bathgate.

I have shared you with people

And everyone likes you.

You taste so good but you make me feel hungry.

If you could talk I think you would say

“Eat me!”

Now you are gone.

Jenna Conway, Torphichen

Route poem (based on a poem by Liz Niven)

Down Barking-Dog Lane,

Past an abandoned toy quad,



Trees hang low,



Brush the ground.

Up Postbox Place,

Past the fishmonger’s van,



Trees sway slowly


Like fish swimming in water.

Through Through-Car Road,

Past loads of cars,



Trees are not visible,



Fumes not fresh air.

Nicola Gibb, Woodmuir

Magic (Based on The Door by Miroslav Holub)

Go and open the door

Maybe there’s the


sunset stretched


across the sky, or


a castle pink


guarding your house.

Go and open the door


Maybe some cookies

stretched out by a hand

maybe you’ll see the 


waves of the sea


crashing down.

Go and open the door


If there’s rain


a rainbow will appear.

Go and open the door


Even if there’s the darkness



of the galaxy with an




asteroid coming towards you



even if there’s only the sound



of a python hissing through




the rainforest



even if nothing is there . . .



Go and open the door




there’s nothing to lose.

Vivien Jamieson, Winchburgh

