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Verse Speaking – 6 years and under
Changing Gear - Ian Serraillier

‘Don’t forget your swimming things –
Hurry, here’s the bus!
We can’t keep it waiting.
Rush, boy, rush!’
Out of the school, into the bus,
First to the pool he dashes,
Inside the changing room
Dizzily undresses,
Opens up his plastic bag,
Tumbles out the loot –
Shorts, shirt, pads
And a football boot.

Three Little Chickens - Alex Glasgow
Said the first little chicken,
With a queer little squirm,
‘Oh, I wish I could find
A fat little worm!’

Said the third little chicken,
With a sharp little squeal,
‘Oh, I wish I could find
Some nice yellow meal!’

Said the second little chicken,
With a little sigh of grief,
‘Oh, I wish I could find
A little green leaf!’

‘Now, see here,’ said their mother
From the green garden patch,
‘If you want any breakfast
You must all come and scratch!’

Verse Speaking – 7 years and under
Down in the Sea - Daphne Lister

Down in the sea
Seems a funny place to be,
It might suit a shark
But it wouldn’t suit me!
Jellyfish must like it,
So must whelks and whales
And mackerel and mermaids
(if you believe old sailor’s tales!)

Under the foam
Seems a funny place to roam,
But crabs and cod and catfish
Just think of it as home.
It might suit a herring
Or an octopus
But it wouldn’t do at all
For people like us!

Toadstools - Elizabeth Fleming

It’s not a bit windy,
It’s not a bit wet,
The sky is as sunny
As summer, and yet
Little umbrellas are
Everywhere spread,
Pink ones, and brown ones,
And orange, and red.

I can’t see the folks
Who are hidden below;
I’ve peeped, and I’ve peeped
Round the edges, but no!
They hold their umbrellas
So tight and so close
That nothing shows under,
Not even a nose!

Verse Speaking – 8 years and under
Mice - Jean Kenward
Jimmy Topwhisker –
He’s my mouse –
Lives in a tea-box
(That’s his house).

Paper cuttings
And snippets of straw.
Jimmy Topwhisker
Doesn’t snore,

Fills his tummy
With biscuit crumbs,
Scuttles for safety
When anyone comes,

But watch very closely
And you might see
Somebody quivering
Silently.

Drinks his water
Out of a lid,
Twiddles himself
To himself amid

Somebody dreaming
Slow and deep.
It’s Jimmy Topwhisker,
Fast asleep.

We are the Millennium Kids - Anon
The new millennium kids are here,
United across a green-blue sphere,
This jewel we call our Mother Earth
A planet created for human birth.
The new millennium kids make this vow,
To make this world better somehow,
For with our sweat, toil and pain,
A brighter future we all will gain.
The new millennium kids can reassure
For every illness we’ll find a cure,
And though it has been said before,
We will end the threat of global war.
The new millennium kids promise true,
To make tomorrow better for you,
Believe in us, and all that we say,
For we shall own the Earth one day.

Verse Speaking – 9 years and under
Bad Dog - Brian Lee
All day long, Bones hasn’t been seen
But now he comes slinking home
Smelling of ditches and streams
And pastures and pinewoods and loam
And tries to crawl under my bed.
His coat is caked with mud,
And one of his ears drips blood.
Nobody knows where he’s been.

He won’t tell us, although we ask him
(He’ll have to be bathed, the sinner)
So we pack him off to his basket,
A BAD DOG, without his dinner,
Where he cowers and rolls his eyes.
We won’t let him out tomorrow –
But he licks my hand, and then, oh,
I wish that I’d been with him.

Lines and Squares - A A Milne
Whenever I walk in a London street,
I'm ever so careful to watch my feet;
And I keep in the squares,
And the masses of bears,
Who wait at the corners all ready to eat
The sillies who tread on the lines of the street
Go back to their lairs,
And I say to them, "Bears,
Just look how I'm walking in all the squares!"
And the little bears growl to each other, "He's mine,
As soon as he's silly and steps on a line."
And some of the bigger bears try to pretend
That they came round the corner to look for a friend;
And they try to pretend that nobody cares
Whether you walk on the lines or squares.
But only the sillies believe their talk;
It's ever so portant how you walk.
And it's ever so jolly to call out, "Bears,
Just watch me walking in all the squares!”

Verse Speaking – 10 years and under
Three Butterflies - Leonard Clark
Flat on my back
beneath the freckling sun,
three butterflies sail around me,
and very gently, one
settles on my burning face,
folding his dusty wings,
as if he likes the place;
and one hovers a little while
before he decides to land
with cool and delicate feet
upon the thumb of my right hand,
but soon changes his mind, and does not stay
to keep me company, skimming soundlessly away
into the flowers and trees:
and one goes on flitting around
my head at perfect ease,
and will not be my guest.
But how glad I am
that two of them made me
their resting place a minute or so,
believing I was a flower or tree.

Don’t Blame the Bird - Gina Wilson
My Aunty Ethelberta’s parrot
Is a genius of a bird.
It comes out with strings of language
She insists it’s never heard –
Drunkards’ oaths, and sailors’ curses,
Swearwords that a harassed nurse is
Bound to utter if she drops
A bedpan or a pail of slops . . . .
Mum makes me block my ears up fast
When Polly starts to ‘damn’ and ‘blast’,

She begs me never once to speak
The words that issue from that beak.
Aunt Ethelberta looks demure –
‘He’s not learnt that from me, I’m sure.
However blue may be my mood,
I never let my talk get crude.’
Then Father turns to wink an eye,
Breathing, ‘In that case, tell my why
Polly always makes the choice
To swear in Ethelberta’s voice!’

Verse Speaking – 11 years and under

The Caged Bird in Springtime - James Kirkup
What can it be,
This curious anxiety?
It is as if I wanted
To fly away from here.
But how absurd!
I have never flown in my life,
And I do not know
What flying means, though I may have heard,
Of course, something about it.
Why do I peck the wires of this little cage?
It is the only nest I have ever known.
But I want to build my own.
High in the secret branches of the air.
I cannot quite remember how
It is done, but I know
That what I want to do
Cannot be done here.
I have all I need –
Seed and water, air and light,
Why, then, do I weep in anguish.
And beat my head and my wings
Against these sharp wires, while the children
Smile at each other, saying: “Hark, how he
sings”?

Verse Speaking – 11 years and under

Just Another Autumn Day - Roger Mc Gough

In Parliament, the Minister
for Mists and Mellow Fruitfulness
announces, that owing to
inflation and rising costs
there will be no Autumn
next year. September, October
and November are to be
cancelled, and the Government
to bring in the nine-month year instead.
Thus we will all live longer.
Emergency measures are to be
introduced to combat outbreaks
of well-being, and feelings
of elation inspired by the season.
Breathtaking sunsets will be
restricted to alternate Fridays
and gentle dusks prohibited.
Fallen leaves will be outlawed,
and persons found in possession
of conkers, imprisoned without trial.
Thus we will all work harder.
The announcement caused little reaction.
People either way don't really care
No time have they to stand and stare
Looking for work or slaving away
Just another Autumn day.

Verse Speaking – 12 years and under

People Ask - Seni Seneviratne

My father travelled from Ceylon
Island of cinnamon and rubies
To my mother’s birthplace
In the heart of Yorkshire
People ask
Where do you come from?
I say:
From more places
Than you imagine
My father’s memories
My mother’s dreams
Mines of gems and coal
Mango sunsets over rhubarb fields
People ask
Which half of you is white?
I say:
There are no halves in me
Everything is whole
I am a myriad of mingling
Multicoloured stories
Whispering wisely down
Through centuries
People ask
Where do you belong?
I say:
In the world
In my father’s hopes
In my mother’s songs
Most of all
In the place inside myself
Shining with its own futures

Verse Speaking – 12 years and under
Two’s Company – Anon
(The sad story of the man who didn’t believe in ghosts)

They said the house was haunted, but,
He laughed at them and said, ‘Tut, tut!
I’ve never heard such tittle-tattle
As ghosts that groan and chains that rattle;
Please leave me here to spend the night.’
They winked absurdly, tried to smother
The ignorant laughter, nudged each other,
And left him just as dusk was falling
With a hunch-back moon and screech-owls calling –
Not that this troubled him one bit;
In fact, he was quite glad of it,
Knowing it’s every sane man’s mission
To contradict all superstition.
But what is that? Outside it seemed
As if chains rattled, someone screamed!
Come come, it’s merely nerves, he’s certain
(But just the same, he draws the curtain).
The stroke of twelve – but there’s no clock!
He shuts the door and turns the lock.
(Of course, he knows that no one’s there,
But no harm’s done by taking care!);
Someones’s outside – the silly joker,
(He may as well pick up the poker!)
That noise again! He checks the doors,
Shutters and windows, makes a pause
To seek the safest place to hide –
(The cupboard’s strong – he creeps inside).
‘Not that there’s anything to fear,’
He tells himself, when at his ear
A voice breathes softly, ‘How do you do!
I am the ghost. Pray, who are you?’

Verse Speaking – 14 years and under
Swim Right Up to Me - Katherine Pierpoint
I first learnt to swim at home in my father's study
On the piano stool, planted on the middle of the rug.
Stomach down, head up, arms and legs rowing hard;
I swam bravely, ploughing up the small room,
Pinned on a crushed stuckness of stomach to tapestry,
The twin handles hard on my elbows on the back stroke.
A view down through four braced wooden legs
To the same thin spot in the rug.
My mother faced me, calling rhythmic encouragement,
Almost stepping back to let me swim up to her,
Reminding me to breathe;
And wiping my hair and eyes with her hand
As I swam and swam on the furniture against a running tide,
Pig-cheeked, concentrating on pushing and pushing away,
Planning to learn to fly next, easy,
Higher than the kitchen table, even. The garden wall.

The Early Purges -Seamus Heaney
I was six when I first saw kittens drown.
Dan Taggart pitched them, 'the scraggy wee shits',
Into a bucket; a frail metal sound,
Soft paws scraping like mad. But their tiny din
Was soon soused. They were slung on the snout
Of the pump and the water pumped in.
'Sure, isn't it better for them now?' Dan said.
Like wet gloves they bobbed and shone till he sluiced
Them out on the dunghill, glossy and dead.
Suddenly frightened, for days I sadly hung
Round the yard, watching the three sogged remains
Turn mealy and crisp as old summer dung
Until I forgot them. But the fear came back
When Dan trapped big rats, snared rabbits, shot crows
Or, with a sickening tug, pulled old hens' necks.
Still, living displaces false sentiments
And now, when shrill pups are prodded to drown
I just shrug, 'Bloody pups'. It makes sense:
'Prevention of cruelty' talk cuts ice in town
Where they consider death unnatural
But on well-run farms pests have to be kept down.

Choral Speaking 9 years and under

Conjuror - Clive Sansom

He takes an empty hat –
Like that –
Raps it . . . taps it . . .
And out pops a rabbit in a large pink bow!
How does he do it?
How does he do it?
How does he do it?
I would like to know.
He takes an old stick –
Just a trick –
Raps it . . . taps it . . .
And there’s a string of coloured flags all in a row!
How does he do it?
How does he do it?
How does he do it?
I would like to know.
He takes a small book –
Now look!
Raps it . . . taps it . . .
Changes it to turtle-doves and lets them all go!
How does he do it?
How does he do it?
How does he do it?
I would like to know.

Choral Speaking 12 years and under
Who? - Leonard Clark

Who saw the smooth snow falling
All night long?
Who heard the white owl calling
Her strange, sad song?
Nobody.
Not anyone.
Not anyone at all.
Who heard the bleak wind howling
Over wild seas?
Who saw the starved fox prowling
Through ghostly trees?
Nobody.
Not anyone.
Not anyone at all.
Nobody saw winter walking
Nobody heard winter talking.
Nobody.
Not anyone at all.

