
 

START  

Describe two 

things about the 

appearance of the 

Jumblies. 

 

Describe two 

things about the 

appearance of the 

creature from 

mars. 

 

What time of day 

was it when the 

Jumblies set off? 

 

What time of day 

was it in the 

dream? 

 

 

  

 

    

How do we know 

it is a boy that 

meets the aliens in 

‘Mars’? 

       

Give two reasons 

why their friends 

might have 

thought the 

Jumblies were in 

danger of 

drowning. 

         

Find two things 

the aliens think of 

Earth. 

       

Which words tell 

us that the 

Jumblies are rarely 

found? 

 

Why do you think 

the cities of mars 

are silent? 

 

Why is Mars 

described as a 

‘thirsty land’? 

 
Which words tell 

us Mars is hot? 
 

Which words 

could you use to 

describe the 

Jumblies actions? 

 

Aliens 
 

 
Mars 

And then in my dream I slipped away 

To the silver ship in the dawn of day, 

To the grasshopper men with their queer green eyes 

And suits that glittered in splendid dyes. 

They came, they said, from a thirsty land,  

A land that was dead and choked with sand;  

The wells were empty and dusty and dry, 

And the burning sun hung low in the sky. 

“we are old,” they said. “We have had our day.” 

And the silent cities crumble away. 

“Yet here,” they said, “We may find again  

All that was carefree and lovely then 

When the wells were full and the cities rang 

With the harvest song that the reapers sang!” 

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 

Oh, when I’m a man I shall travel to Mars 

In a silver ship, in a night of stars, 

And there I shall see those grasshopper men.  

Without any doubt I shall know them again. 

The Jumblies 

They went to sea in a sieve, they did, 

In a sieve they went to sea: 

In spite of all their friends could say, 

On a winter’s morn, on a stormy day, 

 In a sieve they went to sea! 

And when the sieve turned round and round, 

And everyone cried, “You’ll all be drowned!” 

They called aloud, “Our sieve ain’t big, 

But we don’t care a button! We don’t care a fig! 

 In a sieve we’ll got to sea!” 

  Far and few, far and few, 

Are the lands where the Jumblies live, 

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,  

 And they went to sea in a sieve. 

And all night long they sailed away; 

 And when the sun went down, 

They whistled and warbled a moony song 

To the echoing sound of a coppery gong, 

 In the shade of the mountains brown,  

“O Timballo! How happy we are, 

When we live in a sieve and a crockery-jar, 

And all night long in the moonlight pale, 

We sail away with a pea-green sail, 

 In the shade of the mountains brown!” 

Far and few, far and few,  

Are the lands where the Jumblies live, 

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,  

 And they went to sea in a sieve. 

 

 


