I wonder…………….		Practise reading and try to learn our Year 3 Poem
St Anthony:
There’s a tree inside our classroom, where words climb up to sit.
I wonder what they’re doing there? I wonder how they fit?
They say words like, ‘Commutative’ -whatever can it mean?
When the teacher asks me, I turn a shade a shade of green.
I wonder why she asked me? I wonder, should I say…
I wonder, can I ask a friend? Use the brain, book, buddy way?

St Francis:
The words do glisten in the sun that streams into the room.
The letters sometimes dance around, or jig or waltz or zoom.
I wonder if my ears are good at listening to the chatter.
I wonder, if I get it wrong, well, will it even matter? 
And when I do my best to say, my teacher beams ear to ear.
“You’ve earned your dojos for trying hard -that is very clear!”

St Anthony:
I wonder how hard it would be to climb up in that tree?
I want to know how it can feel amongst the words to be.
I wonder which great word I’d choose, to sit with on a twig,
Like sum or product, mean or mode, measure, small or big.
I think these words could be my friends, if I wonder even more,
While thoughts of words flood my brain, I really can’t ignore.

St Francis:
“Raise your words and not your voice,” a wise poet once said.
I wonder how these helpful words can get inside my head?
I wonder, could I act them out, invite them round for tea?
If they’re my friends forever, how happy life can be!
Through our words we shape our thoughts as our ideas churn
And thoughts quickly change our lives, to listen, love and learn.

