Roy Mockridge Poems

Big Bang

The air raid shelters had been built a bit too close together.

Big Bang!

If it hadn’t been for that trashy book

Black smoke pouring up into the sky

Concrete was like shrapnel

A big man picked me up like a feather

He carried me to the First Aid post

There was music to get people back to work. 

It didn’t seem right to be listening to music at a time like that.

If it hadn’t been for that trashy book

I had to sit by the door to read it.

By: Abra, Daniall, Jordan.
If

If it hadn’t been for the trashy book I was reading

I would have been dead!

I could see the black smoke pouring up into the sky.

In my lap there was a dead man!

I could hear the BIGGEST BANG! A BIG BANG!

The concrete was like shrapnel.

A massive man entered the shelter and picked me up like a feather and took me to the first aid post.

Poor old Dad!

 They  put the bodies in Filton Church and had to go round to find me.

A chap was yelling and someone shouted; “Oh shut  up! There will be someone here in a minute!”

By: Meghna,Hannah,Bilal and Luke
Shelter

If I had not been in the shelter

I would not have heard the screeching siren sound.

If I had not been in the shelter

I would not be able to smell the black, burning smoke pouring through the sky.

If I had not been in the shelter

I would not have been able to see my sister 

Or the dead man laid across my lap

Like concrete shrapnel.

If I had not been in the shelter

I would have been bombed and my body would’ve been burning black like smouldering smoke.

If I had not been in the shelter

I would not have been able to taste the dirty, dusty smoke.

By: Tyrese, Alfiya, Steven and Paige.

Trashy Book
If it hadn’t been for that trashy book

I would have been as dead as a doornail!

I heard a big BANG!

Bigger than usual……the BIGGEST BANG!!!!!!

The lights went out in the air raid shelter

I heard the people screaming so 

I put my head down between my knees like my father had taught me.

I covered my head with my hands

I heard the screaming STOP!

There was a dead man laying across my lap.

I’d never seen a dead man before!

If it hadn’t been for that trashy book then I know that I would’ve been dead.

The concrete was like shrapnel around me.

I was lucky!

I smelt smouldering smoke

I tasted dust.

A big man picked me up like a feather

He carried me off to the First Aid post.

I felt sick to the stomach

Seeing my neighbours lying dead on the street.

I heard the all clear siren

And with it I heard music.

It didn’t seem right to be listening to music at a time like this.

I was lucky!

I was still alive!

By: Thomas, Liam, Jorge and Gulied.

Two Airraid Shelters Were Too Close

Two air raid shelters were too close.

I thought it was because they had to get a lot in.

At the time I remembered that my Dad said to put my head between my legs and my hand on my head.

I’ve never seen a dead man before 

If I was sat in the middle of the shelter I would be dead like the other men.

If I sat upright I would’ve been dead!

I had a sister who worked at Rodney on that day.

The whole car park was aflame!

I thought possibly my sister had had it,

But she was alright too.

I still think about it…….

I still think about it.

By: Zenna,Kieran, Momduha and Asma.

Exhibition Visit Poems

Visiting Bristol Museum and Art Gallery

The Sightseeing bus was as big as a Beaufighter,

 

It was as fat as a flying machine.

The wind was whistling like an old-fashioned flight

And we saw a plane called Babe;

Right by the doors we found it.

Above us was hanging a plane made of wood, string and canvas

And that’s when we saw a plane called the

Boxkite

We entered the exhibition through the security scanner

And crouched into the fuselage

It was damp, cool, cramped and dark

And we saw a plane called Britannia.

There were lots of model planes,

From early designs to future machines

And we saw a plane called the Brabazon.

We visited the shop and bought gliders.

The day was amazing like Concorde flying.

By: Daniall, Abrar, Jordan.

Our visit to Bristol Museum and Art Gallery

We saw planes called; Babe, Boxkite, Brabazon and Britannia.

We saw planes named after dogs like; Bulldog and Blood Hound.

We crawled through the fuselage

It was cramped and uneasy.

By the shop there was a sculpture of an angel

With a paint bucket on it’s head

It was by Banksy -The greatest artist from Bristol.

We bought a golden ring and a stretchy man.

We travelled back to school on the top deck of a Sightseeing bus

It was a bumpy ride!
By: Thomas, Liam, Gulied, Jorge.

Our Trip

At Bristol Museum and Art Gallery

We saw the Flight exhibition.

We dressed looking like pilots and policemen

With goggles and hats

We had the most fantastic fun!

We crawled through the fuselage

Scared, frightened, anxious and excited.

After we saw ancient and future planes

From the Boxkite to pilotless flight.

When we saw Babe

We realised how small it was.

After that, we travelled back to school on an open top bus and we were singing!
By: Steven, Alfiya and Tyrese

Flight

When we flew our planes they looked like birds in the sky.

When we went on the bus Miss’s hair spiked up like a hedgehog.

When we went to the exhibition we saw brilliant Babe and Boxkite.

Lots of people bought planes from the shop.

When we got there the museum was as gigantic as a giant.

When we went through the fuselage tunnel 

There was a triangle that said: DANGER!,
By: Asma, Kieran, Zenna and Momduha.

Flight Exhibition

From the top deck of the bus we threw our paper planes

The Sightseeing bus was as fun as a party!

When we were on the bus the wind whizzed

From the top deck of the bus we could see clouds like fluffy sheep!

The trees stretched above the open air bus like bushy bears

Tempting us!

In the museum we saw the beautiful Babe

Underneath the Boxkite.

We could smell the scent of coffee wafting across the museum

From the cafe.
By: Meghna, Bilal, Luke and Hannah
