Ode to Great Tower
This is the tale of our trip to Great Tower,

The trauma of facing three days with no shower,

It all began one hour too late,

As we said our farewells outside the school gate,

We all climbed aboard our posh coach with a loo,

And off we set up the M62.

We reached the Lakes speedy and quick,

With a big red bucket full of somebody’s sick,

And off we marched up that great big hill,

Wrenching rucksacks and cases until we felt ill,

At the top the first glimpse of our splendid campsite,

Mr. Heaton elated, Mr. Jacques thinking “……oh no!”

So this was it, this was our destination,

Where we learned the true meaning of fly infestation.
Next morning we arose bright and early,

Mrs. Mallilieu still smiling but hair going curly,

We all headed west for the lake and the boat,

We walked through cow muck and some from a goat,

We trudged on for ages but then found a nice plot,

To sit down and rest and play “G’day Scott,”

Then we set sail on that wonderful ferry,

The prospect of ice-creams made us jolly and merry,

We bought souveneirs then headed for camp,

Our spirits were high but our clothes were all damp,

We’d survived cow dung, nettles and bogs,

So eagerly tucked in to j.p’s and hot dogs.

In the evening as we enjoyed the silence and peace,

We were disturbed by the sirens of the Fashion Police,

They’d been summoned because of our exploits and dramas,

Arrested Miss Owen for those spotty pjamas,

And let it be known that just to be fair,

They handcuffed Miss Barnes for the state of her hair,

Then out of the trees, the ash and the dirt,

Came the main suspect in his lumberjack shirt.
The last day was fraught with perils and dangers, 

As we tackled the rope course as relative strangers,

And who should shine through but our very own Jacinta,

With barely a bruise… not even a splinter,

That sums up our fantastic trip to Great Tower,

We jumped off that coach to head for the shower,

But if ever you’re sad and in need of a moan,

Think back to our trip and shout out “CHA’   MON”
