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Set Verse
Class 107. 6 years and under
A Circle of Sun – Rebecca Kai Dotlich OR My Baby Brother’s Secrets – John Foster

A Circle of Sun
Rebecca Kai Dotlich

I’m dancing.
I’m leaping.
I’m skipping about.
I gallop.
I grin.
I giggle.
I shout.
I’m Earth’s many colours.
I’m morning and night.
I’m honey on toast.
I’m funny.
I’m bright.
I’m swinging.
I’m singing.
I wiggle.
I run.
I’m a piece of the sky
in a circle of sun.

My Baby Brother’s Secrets
John Foster

When my baby brother
wants to tell me a secret,
He comes right up close.
But instead of putting his lips
against my ear,
he presses his ear
tightly against my ear.
Then, he whispers so softly
that I can’t hear
a word he’s saying.
My baby brother’s secrets
are safe with me.
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The Small Ghostie
Barbara Ireson

When it’s late and it’s dark
And everyone sleeps . . . shhh shhhh shhhh,
Into our kitchen
A small ghostie creeps . . . shhh shhhh shhhh.

We hear knocking and raps
And then rattles and taps,

Then he clatters and clangs
And be batters and bangs,

And he whistles and yowls
And he screeches and howls . . .

So we pull up our covers over our heads
And we block up our ears and WE STAY IN OUR BEDS.

The Poem I’d Like to Write
Clive Sansom

I’d like to write a poem about daffodils.
I’d like to say
How beautiful they look on a March day,
Their green stems rising
Into those large, incredibly surprising
Trumpets of pure gold;
And how, after frost and cold,
They bring
Such colour and such warmth into everything,
They shake us into Spring.

I’d like to write it, but I know
That Wordsworth wrote it long ago.

108. 7 years and under
The Poem I’d like to Write – Clive Sansom OR The Small Ghostie – Barbara Ireson
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109. 8 years and under
A Small Dragon – Brian Potter OR The Hippopotamus’s Birthday – Emile Victor Rieu

A Small Dragon
Brian Patten

I’ve found a small dragon in the woodshed.
Think it must have come from deep inside a forest
because it’s damp and green and leaves
are still reflecting in its eyes.

I fed it on many things, tried grass,
the roots of stars, hazel nut and dandelion,
but it stared up at me as if to say, I need
foods you can’t provide.

It made a nest among the coal,
not unlike a bird’s but larger,
it is out of place here
and is quite silent.

If you believed in it I would come
burying to your house to let you share my wonder,
but I want instead to see
if you yourself will pass this way.

The Hippopotamus’s Birthday
Emile Victor Rieu

He has opened all his parcels
but the largest and the last;
His hopes are at their highest
and his heart is beating fast.
O happy Hippopotamus,
what lovely gift is here?
He cuts the string. The world stands still.
A pair of boots appear!

O little Hippopotamus,
the sorrows of the small!
He dropped two tears to mingle
with the flowing Senegal;
And the “Thank you” that he uttered
was the saddest ever heard
In the Senegambian jungle
from the mouth of beast or bird.
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110. 9 years and under
A Place without Footprints - Daphne Kitching OR Since Hanna Moved Away – Judith
Viorst

Since Hanna Moved Away
Judith Voirst

The tires on my bike are flat.
The sky is grouchy gray.
At least it sure feels like that
Since Hanna moved away.

Chocolate ice cream tastes like prunes.
December's come to stay.
They've taken back the Mays and Junes
Since Hanna moved away.

Flowers smell like halibut.
Velvet feels like hay.
Every handsome dog's a mutt
Since Hanna moved away.

Nothing's fun to laugh about.
Nothing's fun to play.
They call me, but I won't come out
Since Hanna moved away.

A Place without Footprints
Daphne Lister

I’m searching for a place
Without footprints,
But I’m the youngest child.
Whatever l try,
Wherever I go,
Whatever I choose,
One of them has already
Succeeded,
Been there,
Chosen first.
I’m just a comparison,
Usually unfavourable.
Born to follow,

To repeat the pattern,
The footprints are never mine.
But I’ll keep moving,
Hoping the direction is new,
Hoping that one day
A space will appear
Like a fresh snowball,
Untouched,
Unnoticed by the others,
As I’m searching for a place
Without footprints,
As I’m searching for a place
To plant mine.
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111. 10 years and under
Roots – Steve Turner OR Stopping by the Woods on a Snowy Evening - Robert Frost

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening
Robert Frost

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here
To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep.

Roots
Steve Turner

It’s a quiet job
being a root
No one hugs you,
climbs you
or praises
your intricate ways.

Roots work
in the dark.
And it’s hard work
Tunnelling,
travelling
finding nutrition.

But when
the storms come
it’s our fingers
which cling.
When the drought comes
it’s our lips
which drink

Without us
the ground would crumble
Without us
life would fall.

Everyone
needs roots
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112. 11 years and under
Max – John Hegley OR The Owl and The Pussycat – Edward Lear

The Owl and the Pussy-Cat
Edward Lear

The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea
In a beautiful pea-green boat,

They took some honey, and plenty of
money,
Wrapped up in a five-pound note.

The Owl looked up to the stars above,
And sang to a small guitar,

“O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love,
What a beautiful Pussy you are,

You are,
You are!

What a beautiful Pussy you are!”

Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant
fowl!

How charmingly sweet you sing!
O let us be married! too long we have
tarried:

But what shall we do for a ring?"
They sailed away, for a year and a day,

To the land where the Bong-Tree
grows
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood

With a ring at the end of his nose,
His nose,
His nose,

With a ring at the end of his nose.

“Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one
shilling

Your ring?” Said the Piggy, “I will.”
So they took it away, and were married
next day

By the Turkey who lives on the hill.
They dined on mince, and slices of
quince,

Which they ate with a runcible
spoon;
And hand in hand, on the edge of the
sand,

They danced by the light of the
moon,

The moon,
The moon,

They danced by the light of the moon.

Max
John Hegley

Max is a dog with a problem
the sort of a problem it’s a job to ignore
the first time they all thought it was
funny
but not anymore
Picture this scene this home-loving
hound
sleeping by the fire with the family round
he wakes up and makes a little sound
little Albert gets it first
he’s nearest the ground
Albert’s mum gets wind of it
and she says open the door
and whatever we’ve been feeding him
I don’t think we should give him no more
Max does another one like old kippers

wakes up Daddy in his fireside slippers
Daddy wakes up and says open the
door
Albert says it’s open Dad I did it when
he did it before
then Mum says it’s so hard to relax
when Max is about
yesterday it happened when we were
out in the car
and it’s a small car
and Granny was sick
she’s not used to it like we are
maybe we should swap him for a
budgerigar
Max is smelly
he can spoil your telly
but luckily
he’s not an elephant
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113. 12 years and under
The Closed School – Raymond Wilson OR To a Butterfly – William Wordsworth

To a Butterfly
William Wordsworth

STAY near me---do not take thy flight!
A little longer stay in sight!
Much converse do I find I thee,
Historian of my infancy!
Float near me; do not yet depart!
Dead times revive in thee:
Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art!
A solemn image to my heart,
My father's family!

Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,
The time, when, in our childish plays,
My sister Emmeline and I
Together chased the butterfly!
A very hunter did I rush
Upon the prey:---with leaps and spring
I followed on from brake to bush;
But she, God love her, feared to brush
The dust from off its wings.

The Closed School
Raymond Wilson
Under the silvering light of the cold, tall sky,
Where the stars are like glimmering ice and the moon rides high,
Bolted and locked since the war by long-dead hands,
Next to the shadowy church, the closed school stands.
A village school, in the grip of frost and the past,
Its classrooms airless as tombs, its corridors waste;
Behind boarded windows barely an insect crawls
On the spreading atlas that is staining ceiling and walls.
Here is the stillness of death.
Listen hard as you can,
There’s not one sound to be heard that is noisier than
The creeping of mould, or the crumbling of masonry
Into a fine floor-dust, soft and powdery.
Only deeper than the silence, at the far end of listening,
Come the feet in the corridors, silver voices that ring
In the raftered hall, and outside, where the frost freezes hard,
Brittle laughter of children, snowballing in the yard.
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114. 14 years and under
The Shoes – John Mole OR Wasp Nest – John Fuller

The Shoes
John Mole

These are the shoes
Dad walked about in
When we did jobs
In the garden,
When his shed
Was full of shavings,
When he tried
To put the fence up,
When my old bike
Needed mending,
When the car
Could not get started,
When he got up late
On Sunday.
These are the shoes
Dad walked about in
And I’ve kept them
In my room.

These are not the shoes
That Dad walked out in
When we didn’t know
Where he was going,
When I tried to lift
His suitcase,
When he said goodbye
And kissed me,
When he left his door-key
On the table,
When he promised Mum
He’d send a postcard,
When I couldn’t hear
His special footsteps.
These are not the shoes
That Dad walked out in
But he’ll need them
When he comes back home.

Wasp Nest
Jon Fuller

Be careful not to crush
This scalloped tenement:
Who knows what secrets
Winter has failed to find
Within its paper walls?

It is the universe
Looking entirely inwards,
A hanging lantern
Whose black light wriggles
Through innumerable chambers

Where hopes still sleep
In her furry pews,
The forgotten dormitory
Of a forgotten tribe
That layered its wooden pearl.

It is a basket of memories,
A museum of dead work,
The spat Babel of summer
With a marvellous language
Of common endeavour.

Note: it is the fruit
Returning to the tree,
The world becoming a clock
For sleep, a matrix of pure
Energy, a book of many lives.
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Group Verse Speaking
102. 9 years and under, 6 or more performers
Animal Actions – Daphne Lister and Own Choice of one piece of Verse

Animal Actions
Daphne Lister

Jump, jump, jump,
Like a big kangaroo,
Or the hunter will catch you
And take you to the zoo.

Wriggle, wriggle, wriggle,
Like a curly little snake,
Wriggle to the edge of
The great, green lake.

Now, be a robin,

Hopping, one, two, three,
Then spread your wings
And fly up to a tree.

Prowl, prowl, prowl,
Looking left and right,
Like a hungry tiger hunting
In the middle of the night.

Lie on the floor
And curl up very small,
Like a little hedgehog
Rolled into a ball.

103. 12 years and under, 6 or more performers
The Song the Train Sang – Neil Adams and Own Choice of one piece of verse

The Song the Train Sang
Neil Adams

Now
When the
Steam hisses;
Now when the
Coupling clashes;
Now
When the
Wind rushes,
Comes the slow but sudden swaying,
Every truck and carriage trying
For a smooth and better rhythm,
For a smooth and singing rhythm.

This ….is …. the …. one ….
That …. is ….. the …. one ….
This is the one,
That is the one,
This is the one, that is the one,
This is the one, that is the one.

Over the river, past the mill,
Through the tunnel, under the hill
Round the corner, past the wall,
Through the wood where trees grow tall,
Then in sight of the town by the river
Brake by the crossing where white
leaves quiver.
Slow as the streets of the town slide
past
As the windows stare at the jerking of
the coaches
Coming into the station approaches.

Stop at the front.
Stop at the front.
Stop … at the front.
Stop … at the …
Stop.


