Class 3 pupils produced short poems, about their mums (but not really!), in which they used similes. Here are a few examples:

My Mum 
My mum’s hair is like barbed wire

Her feet are like the bottom of boats

My  mum’s hands are like a crane

My mum’s nose is like a ski jump

Her eyes are like floodlights
My Mum
Mum’s hands are like robotic claws

Her body’s like a porcupine.
Her hair’s like an electric washing machine

Her arms as musclely as a professional boxer

Her nose as pointy as the Eiffel Tower

  By Emily O
My Mum
My Mum is a storm waiting to happen
Her eyes are like laser beams

Staring through you.

Her stomach is like a volcano, bubbling.

Her lips are like cracked glass.

Mum’s feet are as crushing machines

Crashing round.

But we still love her.

By Cairo, Ben and Ersalaan

My Mum
My mum’s hair is like tangled wires

And the colour of a flame.

She gets angry like a machine gun

Her nose is like a missile point

Her eyelashes like carwash brushes.

Mum’s eyes are like night goggles.

Her body is harder than a demolition ball

Mum’s arm is like a stonecrusher

Her legs are like ginormous tank wheels.

By Jono
My Mum
My Mum’s ears are like giant speakers

Her neck is like a crane.

Teeth like different drills

Feet like steam hammers

Nose like a petrol nozzle.
by Frêya
My Mum
Her voice is like a boat horn

Her eyes are like traffic lights

Her hair is like wire

Her nose like a pelican’s beak

Her feet like steam engines

By Kirstie

