
 
 
 
 
 

Voorgeskrewe gedigte 2026 
 

Graad RRR 
 

HOP, HOP, HOP! 
deur Onbekend 

 
Hop, hop, hop! 

Hop perdjie hop! 
Oor die klippe, 
oor die slote. 
trap versigtig 
met jou pote 

Hop perdjie hop! 
 

Graad RR 
 

Vingerling       
deur  Onbekend 

 
Duimpie het in die 

water geval, 
Lekkerpot het hom 

uitgehaal, 
langeraad het hom 

huis toe gedra, 
fielafooi het hom 

neergelê, 
en Pinkie het vir 

Ma gaan sê. 
 

Graad R 
 

Opgelos 
deur B. Traas 

 
Haai! Volstruis, met jou lang nek! 

Kan jy hom nóg langer rek? 
Kan jy hom nóg langer maak 
dat jy aan die dak kan raak? 

 
Kyk dan tog ‘n bietjie daar 
of jy nie my bal gewaar! 

Ek het hom netnou hier verloor, 
kyk tog mooi, Volstruisie, hoor? 

Graad 1 
 

My baie name 
deur Elizabeth van der Merwe 

 
My naam is Johannes en somtyds Johann, 

of Hansie-my-diertjie as Ma iets verlang. 
Hul noem my Johannes as ek begin skree, 

En as ek wil kwaad doen ‘Johannes Naudẻ!’ 
 

Maar saans as dit skemer is en Pappa vertel 
van Wolf en van Jakkals en hoe Slang vervel, 
dan noem hy my Jannetjie Janneman Jy …. 

en dit klink nog altyd die mooiste vir my. 
 

Graad 2 
 

Kat en muis 
deur Helena J. F. Lochner 

 
‘n Kat sê eendag vir muis: 

“Ek voel tog so alleen, 
kom speel hier met my in die huis, 

dan gee ek jou ‘n been!” 
 

“Nee dankie,” sê die slimme muis. 
“Ek bly maar weg van jou – 

by katte voel ek glad nie tuis, 
hul wil my beentjies kou!” 

 

Graad 3 
 

Muskiet 
deur  Pieter W. Grobbelaar 

 
Haai! Muskiet, 

jou zoemerige ding: 
al op die een noot 
sing, sing, sing. 

 
Zoei! Teen die dak, 
en zoei! om my kop, 
zoei! teen my neus – 
en dáár sit die knop. 

 
A-nee-a, Muskiet, 

laat staan nou jou nuk, 
of ek sal jou mos 

papelelletjies druk. 
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Graad 4 
 

Dinosourus 
deur Onbekend 

 
Ou grote met jou stekelrug, 

ek hoef tog nie vir jou te vlug, 
jy en jou oupa is lankal dood – 
daar’s net jou bene in die sloot. 

 
Toe jy deur die varings loop 

en al die groen lê wyd en oop, 
kon jy nes jy wou baljaar – 
dis alles in die rots bewaar. 

 
En later toe jou vyand kom, 

Was jy so magteloos teen hom. 
Jy moes soos alle helde sterf. 
Net jou geraamte kon ons erf. 

Graad 5 
 

Spookstories 
deur Anoniem 

 
Die nagwind treur sag deur 

die bome daar buite, 
en maanlig skyn flou op 

my kamer se ruite. 
 

Hier bo, uit die donkerte, 
roep ‘n ou uil – 

daar ver oor die bult gaan 
‘n hond aan’t huil. 

 
My sussie en ek sit 

met groot oë en bewe; 
ek sidder en bibber, 

al is ek al nege. 
 

Benoud klop my hart 
doef! doef! doef! in die duister 

terwyl ons na oupa se 
spookstories luister! 

Graad 6 
 

Prysuitdeling 
deur Jaco Jacobs 

 
“Prysuitdeling! Prysuitdeling! 
Dis die toppunt van verveling! 

Klas vir klas en ry vir ry – 
Gaan elkeen tagtig pryse kry? 

Ek’s honger en my keel is droog, 
Maar tyd staan stil op die verhoog. 

Iemand, kom, vertel ‘n grap! 
My hande is al lam geklap. 

Naam vir naam word uitgelees, 
Daar’s drie-en-sewentig trofees – 

trofees vir elke liewe ding. 
Van bokdrolspoeg tot driebeenspring! 

Ek’s regtig trots op jou, verstaan, 
Maar wanneer kan ons huis toe gaan?!” 

Die prysuitdeling is verby! 
Ma skud haar kop en sê vir my: 

“Was daar ‘n prys vir brom en kla, 
was die wenner 

-reg geraai- 
JOU PA!” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Graad 7 
 

Die vis 
deur Marie Niemeyer 

 
Ek is ‘n wilde, woeste haai 

wat jakker in ‘n vreemde baai. 
Ek flits deur water diep en blou 
om snoek te vang en kabeljou. 

 
O, ek is ‘n woeste vis. 

Hul koes maar as ek honger is. 
Hul’s bang vir my; ek swem so gou. 

Ek spoor hul op en vreet hul rou. 
 

Ek dartel oral heen en weer, 
die branders slinger op en neer. 

Hul breek in skuim, ek duik weer in, 
bo sien hul net my vin. 

 
Nou gly ek oor die diep seesand; 

maar ag, daar’s Ma weer buitekant! 
“Spat jy alweer die vloere nat? 

Karools klim dadelik uit die bad!” 



Graad 8-9 
 

Die verkleurmannetjie  
deur C. Louis Leipoldt 

 
Daar op die vy’boom sit die vabond, 

so sedig soos ‘n predikant; 
maar glo tog nie dat hy so vroom is – 

nee, regtig nie, hy is astrant! 
 

As jy hom aanraak, dan verkleur hy – 
geel, rooi, grys, bruin en blou en groen; 

sy hele vel blink soos die skulpies 
se binnekant met perlemoen. 

 
So teem’rig sit hy op sy takkie 

die muggies met sy tong en vang, 
en met sy ronde oë maak hy 
die spinnekoppe algar bang. 

 
Hy draai sy nek soos ‘n toktokkie, 

of soos ‘n papie uit die klei, 
en kyk so sedig na die vliegies 

as hy die goed nie beet kan kry. 
 

Arrie, ek hou van jou, kleurklasie! 
Jy gaan jou lewe deur so mooi; 

jy steur jou nie aan wat die mense 
so praat of skinder en flikflooi. 

 
Jy steun op niemand nie, kleurklasie – 

net op jou takkie en jou tong. 
Verkleur maar more net soos gister; 

en as jy oud word, bly nog jong! 

Graad 10-12 
 

Die kleur van vrees 
deur Anoniem 

 
Ek is soms bang, weet jy, 

vir spinnekoppe … donkerte …seerkry, 
vir donderweer en boewe en baklei, 
vir eensaam wees, aan siektes ly. 
Ja, ek is soms baie bang. En jy? 

 
En het jou bang ook kleur? 
Kom dink maar weer ‘n keer 
en jy sal agterkom jou vrees 
kan allerhande kleure wees. 

 
Die hol kol op my maag is groen 
as ek ‘n opstel oor moet doen, 
en deelneem aan ons atletiek 

laat voel my regtig spiérwit siek. 
 

Dat mense dalk met my sal spot – 
diẻ vrees sit soos ‘n harde klont 

wat swel bo in my keel; 
die kleur daarvan is skreeuend géél. 
Die vrees vir straf is skerp en hard, 
die kleur daarvan is teerbladswart. 

En as my ma en pa baklei, 
dan voel ek pers van bang en skei. 

 
Dat maats my net sal ignoreer – 

die vrees daarvoor is grys en seer 
en gryp my skouers soos ‘n jas 

wat elke keer al nouer pas. 
 

Vir ongelukke en vir pyn, 
vir al die siektes wat ‘n mens laat kwyn, 

vir moord en roof en vir terreur – 
die vrees dáárvoor klop rooi en seer. 

Maar ja, daar is ook dinge wat ek vrees, 
waarvoor ek soms só bang kan wees, 

waaroor ek liewer doodstil bly… 
want ek is ook bang vir praat daaroor - nes jy. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 

Prescribed poems 2026 
 

Grade RRR 
 

Crabby 
By Barbara Vance 

 
I am a crab 

Who walks the shore 
And pinches toes all day. 

 
If I were you 

I’d wear some shoes 
And not get in my way. 

 

Grade RR 
 

Small caterpillar 
by Unknown 

 
“Who’s that tickling my back?” 

Said the wall; 
“Me” said a small caterpillar. 

“I’m learning to crawl!” 

Grade R 
 

Tiger  
by M. Hoberman 

 
I’m a tiger 

Striped with fur 
Don’t come near 
Or I might Grrr 

Don’t come near 
Or I might growl 
Don’t come near 

Or I might 
BITE! 

Grade 1 
 

Now we are six 
by A. A. Milne 

 
When I was One, 
I had just begun. 
When I was Two, 
I was nearly new. 

When I was Three, 
I was hardly me. 
When I was Four. 

I was not much more. 
When I was Five, 
I was just alive. 

But now I am six, 
I’m as clever as clever, 

So I think I’ll be six now and for ever 
and ever. 

 
Grade 2 

 
Grandpa’s Hair 
by Paul Orshoski 

 
There’s hair growing out of his nostrils. 

There’s hair growing out of his ears. 
There’s hair in some places 

and wide-open spaces 
where hair has been absent for years. 

 
There’s hair growing out of his knuckles. 

There’s hair on his pillow and bed. 
There’s hair in some places 

and wide-open spaces 
but never a hair on his head. 

Grade 3 
 

WHY? 
by Gyles Brandreth 

 
Superman can fly. 

Why can’t I? 
Popeye can swim. 

 
But I’m not him. 

Paddington’s a bear – 
It’s not fair! 

Why should all the people on TV 
Have so much more fun than me? 

 
If you didn’t know the answer, 

You’d want to cry. 
I do know the answer. They’re not real. 

I am. That’s why. 
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Grade 4 
 

WHAT’S THAT? 
by Florence Parry Heide 

 
What’s that? 
Who’s there? 

There’s a great huge horrible, horrible 
creeping up the stair! 

A huge big terrible terrible 
with creepy crawly hair! 

There’s a ghastly grisly ghastly 
with seven slimy eyes! 

And flabby grabby tentacles 
of a gigantic size! 

He’s crept into my room now, 
he’s leaning over me. 

I wonder if he’s thinking 
how delicious I will be 

 

Grade 5 
 

Spaghetti 
by Shel Silverstein 

 
Spaghetti, spaghetti all over the place 

Up my elbows – up to my face, 
Over the carpet and under the chairs, 

Into the hammock and wound round the chairs, 
Filling the bathtub and covering the desk, 

Making the sofa a mad mushy mess. 
 

The party is ruined. I’m terribly worried, 
The guests have all left (unless they all buried) 

I told them, “Bring presents” I said, “Throw confetti” 
I guess they heard wrong 

“Cause they all threw spaghetti” 

Grade 6 
 

Our magic toilet 
by Kenn Nesbitt 

 
We have a magic toilet. 

It makes things disappear. 
Just toss them in and flip the switch 

and – presto! -they’re not here. 
 

We love our magic toilet. 
It’s super fun to use. 

My brother flushed his baseball bat. 
My sister flushed her shoes. 

 
The baby flushed her bottle. 

I flushed my radio. 
It’s crazy how things vanish 

but we don’t know where they go. 
 

Our mother flushed the sofa. 
She flushed our camping tent. 

That’s when I looked around and said, 
“I wonder where dad went?” 

Grade 7 
 

Please Mrs Butler 
by Allan Ahlberg 

 
Please Mrs Butler 

This boy Derek Drew 
Keeps copying my work, Miss. 

What shall I do? 
 

Go and sit in the hall, dear. 
Go and sit in the sink. 

Take your books on the roof, my lamb. 
Do whatever you think. 

 
Please Mrs Butler 

This boy Derek Drew 
Keeps taking my rubber, Miss. 

What shall I do? 
 

Keep it in your hand, dear. 
Hide it up your vest. 

Swallow it if you like, my love. 
Do what you think is best. 

 
Please Mrs Butler 

This boy Derek Drew 
Keeps calling me rude names, Miss. 

What shall I do? 
 

Lock yourself in the cupboard, dear. 
Run away to sea. 

Do whatever you can, my flower. 
But don’t ask me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Grade 8-9 
 

WHY ME? 
By Unknown 

 
If you have to ask Why me? 

When you’re feeling really blue, 
When the world has turned against you 

And you don’t know what to do, 
When it pours colossal raindrops 
And the road’s a winding mess, 
And you feeling more confused 
Than you ever could express, 

 
When the saddened sun won’t shine, 

When the stars will not align, 
When you’d rather be 

Inside your bed, 
The covers pulled 
Above your head, 

When life is something 
That you dread 

And you have to ask Why me?  … 
 

Then when the world seems right and true, 
When rain has left a gentle dew, 
When you feel happy being you, 

Please ask yourself Why me? then, too. 
 

Grade 10 – 12 
 

Everything Touches  
by Roger McGough 

 
Everything touches, life interweaves 

Starlight and wood–smoke, ashes and leaves 
Birdsong and thunder, acid and rain 
Everything touches, unbroken chain 

 
Rainstorm and rainbow, warrior and priest 

Stingray and dolphin, beauty and beast 
Heartbeat and high tide, ebb tide and flow 

The universe in a crystal of snow 
 

Snowdrop and death-cap, hangman and clown 
Walls that divide come tumbling down 

Seen through the night, the glimmer of day 
Life is but darkness worn away 

 
Blackness and whiteness, sunset and dawn 

Those gone before, yet to be born 
Past and future, distance and time 

Atom to atom, water to wine 
 

Look all around and what do you see? 
Everything touches, you’re touching me 
Look all around and what do you see? 

Everything touches, you’re touching me. 
 

 


