CLASS 200A

THE JASDA VOUCHER – FIRST TIME EVER

Age 6 years

CHOICE A

SANTA CLAWS by Julia Donaldson  

I don’t know why they’re blaming me

When all I did was climb a tree

And bat a shiny silver ball.

How could I know the tree would fall?

And when those silly lights went out

They didn’t have to scream and shout

And turf me out and shut the door.

Now no one loves me any more.

I’m in the kitchen by myself.

But wait! What’s on that high-up shelf?

A lovely turkey, big and fat!

How nice! They do still love their cat.

CHOICE B

WHO’S AFRAID by John Foster  

Do I have to go haunting tonight?

The children might give me a fright.

It’s dark in that house.

I might meet a mouse.

Do I have to go haunting tonight?

I don’t like the way they scream out

When they see me skulking about.

I’d rather stay here,

Where there’s nothing to fear.

Do I have to go haunting tonight?

CLASS 200B
THE JASDA VOUCHER - FIRST TIME EVER
Age 7 years

CHOICE A
MY PAIN by Ted Scheu  

It doesn’t hurt with sudden screams,

like cuts, or stings, or scrapes.

It doesn’t help to cover it

with bandages and tapes.

It doesn’t make me howl like

I’m waiting for a shot,

or when I touch my finger to

the stove when I should not.

It isn’t like those frozen brains

you get some summer day

when ice cream burns behind your eyes

then quickly melts away.

It’s more a steady soreness,

like a nasty, nagging blister.

If you have got a pain like mine,

it’s probably your sister.

CHOICE B
MOTHER’S DAY by Roger Stevens  

Dear God,

Today is Mother’s Day.

Please may her backache go away.

May her pot plants all grow healthy

and a win on the lottery make her wealthy.

May our dad buy her some flowers

and take us all to Alton Towers.

May her fruitcake always rise

and the sun shine bright

in her blue skies.

Protect her, God, she’s growing old

And keep her warm.

(She feels the cold) 

CLASS 200C
THE JASDA VOUCHER - FIRST TIME EVER 
Age 8

CHOICE A
EXPERIMENT by Danielle Sunsier  

at school we’re doing growing things

   with cress.

sprinkly seeds in plastic pots

   of cotton wool.

Kate’s cress sits up on the sill

   she gives it water.

mine is shut inside the cupboard

   dark and dry.

now her pot has great big clumps

   of green

mine hasn’t

Mrs Martin calls it Science

   I call it mean.

CHOICE B
I SAW A JOLLY HUNTER by Charles Causley  

I saw a jolly hunter

   With a jolly gun

Walking in the country

In the jolly sun.

In the jolly meadow

   Sat a jolly hare.

Saw the holly hunter.

   Took jolly care.

Hunter jolly eager – 

   Sight of jolly prey.

Forgot gun pointing

   Wrong jolly way.

Jolly hunter jolly head

   Over heels gone.

Jolly old safety-catch

   Not jolly on.

Bang went the jolly gun.

   Hunter jolly dead.

Jolly hare got clean away.

   Jolly good, I said.

CLASS 200D
THE JASDA VOUCHER - FIRST TIME EVER
Age 9

CHOICE A
AUNTY JOAN by John Foster  

When Aunty Joan became a phone,

She sat there not saying a thing.

The doctor said, shaking his head,

‘You’ll just have to give her a ring.’

We had a try, but got no reply.

The tone was always engaged.

‘She’s just being silly,’ said Uncle Billy,

Slamming down the receiver enraged.

‘Alas, I fear,’ said the engineer,

Who was called in to inspect her,

‘I’ve got no choice.  She’s lost her voice.

I shall have to disconnect her.’

The phone gave a ring. ‘You’ll do no such thing,’

Said Aunty’s voice on the line.

‘I like being a phone. Just leave me alone

Or else I’ll dial nine, nine, nine!’

CHOICE B
IF PIGS COULD FLY by James Reeves  

If pigs could fly, I’d fly a pig

To foreign countries small and big –

   To Italy and Spain,

To Austria, where cowbells ring,

To Germany, where people sing –

   And then come home again.

I’d see the Ganges and the Nile;

I’d visit Madagascar’s Isle,

   And Persia and Peru.

People would say they’d never seen

So odd, so strange an air-machine

   As that on which I flew.

Why, everyone would raise a shout

To see his trotters and his snout

   Come floating from the sky;

And I would be a famous star

Well known in countries near and far –

   If only pigs could fly!

CLASS 200E
THE JASDA VOUCHER - FIRST TIME EVER
Age 10 to 11

CHOICE A
THE SEA by James Reeves

The sea is a hungry dog,

Giant and grey.

He rolls on the beach all day.

With his clashing teeth and shaggy jaws

Hours upon hour he gnaws

The rumbling, tumbling stones,

And ‘Bones, bones, bones, bones!’

The giant sea-dog moans,

Licking his greasy paws.

And when the night wind roars

And the moon rocks in the stormy cloud,

He bounds to his feet and snuffs and sniffs,

Shaking his wet sides over the cliffs,

And howls and hollos long and loud.

But on quiet days in May or June,

When even the grasses on the dune

Play no more their reedy tune,

With his head between his paws

He lies on the sandy shores,

So quiet, so quit, he scarcely snores.

CHOICE B
THE ‘VEGGY’ LION by Spike Milligan

I’m a vegetarian Lion

I’ve given up all meat.

I’ve given up all roaring

All I do is go tweet-tweet.

I never ever sink my claws

Into some animal’s skin,

It only lets the blood run out

And lets the germs rush in.

I used to be ferocious,

I even tried to kill!

But the sight of all that blood

Made me feel quite ill.

I once attacked an Elephant

I sprang straight at his head.

I woke up three days later

In a jungle hospital bed.

Now I just eat carrots,

They’re easier to kill,

‘Cos when I pounce upon them,

They all remain quite still!

CLASS 200F
THE JASDA VOUCHER - FIRST TIME EVER
Age 12 to 14

CHOICE A
THE SOLDIERS CAME by John Agard  

The soldiers came

and dropped their bombs.

The soldiers didn’t take long

to bring the forest down.

With the forest gone

the birds are gone.

With the birds gone

who will sing their song?

But the soldiers forgot

to take the forest

out of the people’s hearts.

The soldiers forgot

to take the birds

out of the people’s dreams.

And in the people’s dreams

the birds still sing their song.

Now the children

are planting seedlings

to help the forest grow again.

They eat a simple meal of soft rice

wrapped in banana leaf.

And the land welcomes their smiling

like a shower of rain.

CHOICE B
GRANDMA WAS EATEN BY A SHARK by Andrea Shavick

Grandma was eaten by a shark

Dad, by a killer whale

And my baby brother got slurped up

By a rather hungry sea snail

A cuttlefish cut my mum to bits

An octopus strangled my sister

A jellyfish stung my auntie’s toes

Giving her terrible blisters

A pufferfish poisoned my grandpa

A dogfish ate my cat

And then a catfish ate my dog!

I was very upset about that

So go for a swim if you like

Just don’t ask me to come too

I’m staying here with my camera

I can’t wait to see what gets you!

CLASS 206
THE SABEY TROPHY  - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 6 to 7

CHOICE A
MY CYBER PET by Jack Ousbey  

I bought a little Cyber pet;

I saw it in a sale;

Its case is made of plastic

But it doesn’t wag its tail.

There are little coloured buttons

Which make it stop and start;

It’s programmed by a micro-chip

But hasn’t got a heart.

It buzzes in the daylight;

It buzzes in the dark

It buzzes when it’s hungry

But doesn’t growl or bark.

Cyber pets aren’t really pets

Just plastic toys that bleep;

If you know a kid who fancies one,

I’ve got one going cheap.

I’d rather have a puppy

 - Though I haven’t got one yet –

Yes, I’d rather have a puppy

Than a plastic Cyber pet.

CHOICE B
VICTORIA’S POEM by Fred Sedgwick  

Send me upstairs without any tea,

refuse me a plaster to stick on my knee.

Make me kiss Grandpa who smells of his pipe,

make me eat beetroot, make me eat tripe.

Throw all my best dolls into the river.

Make me eat bacon and onions – with liver.

Tell Mr Allan I’ve been a bad girl,

rename me Nellie, rename me Pearl.

But don’t, even if

the world suddenly ends,

ever again,

Mother,

wipe my face with a tissue

in front of my friends. 

CLASS 206A
THE SABEY TROPHY - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 8 to 9

CHOICE A
I OPENED A BOOK by Julia Donaldson  

I opened a book and in I strode.

Now nobody can find me.

I’ve left my chair, my house, my road,

My town and my world behind me.

I’m wearing the cloak, I’ve slipped on the ring,

I’ve swallowed the magic potion.

I’ve fought with a dragon, dined with a king

And dived in a bottomless ocean.

I opened a book and made some friends.

I shared their tears and laughter

And followed their road with its bumps and bends

To the happily ever after.

I finished my book and out I came.

The cloak can no longer hide me.

My chair and my house are just the same,

But I have a book inside me.

CHOICE B
COUNTDOWN by Jack Prelutsky  

There are ten ghosts

in the pantry,

There are nine

upon the stairs,

There are eight ghosts

in the attic,

There are seven

on the chairs,

There are six

within the kitchen,

There are five

along the hall,

There are four

upon the ceiling,

There are three

upon the wall,

There are two ghosts

on the carpet,

Doing things

that ghosts will do,

   There is one ghost 

      right

          behind me

               Who is oh so quiet …

BOO! 
CLASS 207
THE TREVOR MATTHEWS’ CUP - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 10 to 11

CHOICE A
HELLO, MUM, I’M ON THE BUS by Roger Stevens  

Hello, Mum.

Yes, I’m on the bus.

No, I’m fine.

I left my homework behind.  Could you . . .

So could you . . .

Yes, I’m forgetful . . .

Yes, luckily it is screwed on.

Anyway, could you . . .

It’s on my desk, next to . . .

I know I should have made my bed . . .

Yes, it is in a bit of a mess . . .

I know . . .

I was in a hurry because I overslept . . .

Yes, I should have gone to bed earlier

But I was doing my homework . . .

Anyway, about my homework . . .

Could you bring it to the . . .

OK, I’ll tidy my room tonight.  Mum?

Could you . . .

We’re here now.  I’ve got to get off.

I’m at school.

About my homework . . . don’t bother.

I’ll say the dog ate it again.

Bye, Mum. 

CLASS 207
THE TREVOR MATTHEWS’ CUP - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 10 to 11

CHOICE B
THE INSULT by Paul Gallico  

I have been insulted.

My feelings have been hurt

And I am not coming back into the house.

You laughed at me.

Don’t think that I was fooled.

You weren’t laughing with me

But AT me

When I lost my balance

Washing,

And fell over.

You laughed,

And it wasn’t funny.

All my grace, control, and dignity were gone;

You robbed me of my image of myself

And with your braying

All but destroyed my pride.

Don’t think I cannot take a joke

There’s nothing lacking with my sense of humour,

I just don’t like being made to look ridiculous.

It’s no use your standing there calling,

‘Kitty, kitty, kitty!’

Or offering me bribes.

Your coarse laughter

Has offended my deeply

And it may take me some time to get over it,

Or never.

If and when I come back at all

It will be 

In my own sweet time.

CLASS 207
THE TREVOR MATTHEWS’ CUP - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 10 to 11

CHOICE C
THE MAGIC BOX by Kit Wright 

I will put in the box

the swish of a silk sari on a summer night,

fire from the nostrils of a Chinese dragon,

the top of a tongue touching a tooth.

I will put in the box

a snowman with a rumbling belly,

a sip of the bluest water from Lake Lucerne,

a leaping spark from an electric fish.

I will put in the box

three violet wishes spoken in Gujarati,

the lost joke of an ancient uncle

and the first smile of a baby.

I will put in the box

a fifth season and a black sun,

a cowboy on a broomstick

and a witch on a white horse.

My box is fashioned from ice and gold and steel,

with stars on the lid and secrets in the corners.

Its hinges are the toe joints

of dinosaurs.

I shall surf on my box

on the great high-rolling breaks of the wild Atlantic,

then wash ashore on a yellow beach

the colour of the sun.

CLASS 208
THE TREVOR MATTHEWS’ CUP - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 12 to 14

CHOICE A
PETSHOP by Louis MacNiece  

Cold blood or warm, crawling or fluttering

Bric-a-brac, all are here to be bought

Noisy or silent, python or myna,

Fish with long silk trains like dowagers,

Monkeys lost to thought.

In a small tank tiny enameled

Green terrapin jostle, in a cage a crowd

Of small birds elbow each other and bicker

While beyond the ferrets, eardrum, eyeball

Find that macaw too loud.

Here behind glass lies a miniature desert,

The sand littered with rumpled gauze

Discarded by snakes like used bandages;

In the next door desert fossilized lizards

Stand in a pose, a pause.

But most of the customers want something comfy –

Rabbit, hamster, potto, puss –

Something to hold on the lap and cuddle

Making believe it will return affection

Like some neutered succubus.

Purr then or chirp, you are here for our pleasure,

Here at the mercy of our whim and purse;

Once there was the wild, now tanks and cages,

But we can offer you a home, a haven,

That might prove even worse.

CLASS 208
THE TREVOR MATTHEWS’ CUP - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 12 to 14

CHOICE B
THE MEADOW MOUSE by Theodore Roethke

I

In a shoe-box stuffed in an old nylon stocking

Sleeps the baby mouse I found in the meadow,

Where he trembled and shook beneath a stick

Till I caught him up by the tail and brought him in,

Cradled in my hand,

A little quaker, the whole body of him trembling,

His absurd whiskers sticking out like a cartoon-mouse,

His feet like small leaves,

Little lizard-feet,

Whitish and spread wide when he tried to struggle away,

Wriggling like a minuscule puppy.

Now he’s eaten his three kinds of cheese and drunk from

   his bottle-cap watering-trough –

So much he just lies in one corner,

His tail curled under him, his belly big

As his head; his bat-like ears

Twitching, tilting towards the least sound.

Do I imagine he no longer trembles

When I come close to him?

He seems no longer to tremble.

II

But this morning the shoe-box house on the back porch is

 empty.

Where has he gone, my meadow mouse,

My thumb of a child that nuzzled in my palm? –

To run under the hawk’s wing,

Under the eye of the great owl watching from the elm-tree,

To live by courtesy of the shrike, the snake, the tom-cat.

I think of the nestling fallen into the deep grass,

The turtle gasping in the dusty rubble of the highway,

The paralytic stunned in the tub, and the water rising –

All things inccocent, hapless, forsaken.

CLASS 208
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CHOICE C
AT THE THEATRE

TO THE LADY BEHIND ME by A P Herbert  

Dear Madam, you have seen this play;

I never saw it till today.

You know the details of the plot,

But, let me tell you, I do not.

The author seeks to keep from me

The murderer’s identity,

And you are not a friend of his

If you keep shouting who it is.

The actors in their funny way

Have several funny things to say,

But they do not amuse me more

If you have said them just before;

The merit of the drama lies,

I understand, in some surprise,

But the surprise must now be small

Since you have just foretold it all.

The lady you have brought with you

Is, I infer, a half-wit too,

But I can understand the piece

Without assistance from your niece.

In short, foul woman, it would suit

Me just as well if you were mute;

In fact, to make my meaning plain,

I trust you will not speak again.

And - may I add one human touch?

Don’t breathe upon my neck so much.

CLASS 209
THE TREVOR MATTHEWS’ CUP - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 15 to 17

CHOICE A
AT GRASS by Philip Larkin

The eye can hardly pick them out

From the cold shade they shelter in,

Till wind distresses tail and mane;

Then one crops grass, and moves about

· the other seeming to look on –

And stands anonymous again.

Yet fifteen years ago, perhaps

Two dozen distances sufficed

To fable them: faint afternoons

Of cups and stakes and handicaps,

Whereby their names were artificed

To inlay faded, classic Junes –

Silks at the start: against the sky

Numbers and parasols: outside,

Squadrons of empty cars, and heat,

And littered grass: then the long cry

Hanging unhushed till it subside

To stop-press columns on the street.

Do memories plague their ears like flies?

They shake their heads. Dusk brims the shadows.

Summer by summer all stole away,

The starting-gates, the crowds and cries –

All but the unmolesting meadows.

Almanacked, their names live; they

Have slipped their names, and stand at ease,

Or gallop for what must be joy,

And not a fieldglass sees them home,

Or curious stop-watch prophesies:

Only the groom, and the groom’s boy,

With bridles in the evening come.

CLASS 209
THE TREVOR MATTHEWS’ CUP - Verse Speaking for Girls Age 15 to 17

CHOICE B
MY HAT by Stevie Smith  

Mother said if I wore this hat

I should be certain to get off with the right sort of chap

Well look where I am now, on a desert island

With so far as I can see no one at all on hand

I know what has happened though I suppose Mother

   wouldn’t see

This hat being so strong has completely run away with me

I had the feeling it was beginning to happen the moment I

   put it on

What a moment that was as I rose up, I rose up like a flying

   swan

As strong as a swan too, why see how far my hat has flown 

   me away

It took us a night to come and then a night and a day

And all the time the swan wing in my hat waved beautifully

Ah, I thought, How this hat becomes me.

First the sea was dark but then it was pale blue

And still the wing beat and we flew and we flew

A night and a day and a night, and by the old right way

Between the sun and the moon we flew until morning day.

It is always early morning here on this peculiar island

The green grass grows into the sea on the dipping land

Am I glad I am here? Yes, well, I am,

It’s nice to be rid of Father, Mother and the young man

There’s just one thing causes me a twinge of pain,

It I take my hat off, shall I find myself home again?

So in this early morning land I always wear my hat

Go home, you see, well I wouldn’t run a risk like that.

CLASS 209
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CHOICE C
LOOK STRANGER by W. H. Auden

Look, stranger, at this island now

The leaping light for your delight discovers,

Stand stable here

And silent be,

That through the channels of ear

May wander like a river

The swaying sound of the sea.

Here at the small field’s ending pause

Where the chalk wall falls to the foam, and its tall ledges

Oppose the pluck

And knock of the tide,

And the shingle scrambles after the suck –

ing surf, and the gull lodges

A moment on its sheer side.

Far off like floating seeds the ships

Diverge on urgent voluntary errands;

And the full view

Indeed may enter

And move in memory as now these clouds do,

That pass the harbour mirror

And all the summer through the water saunter.

CLASS 210
THE PARSLOW TROPHY - Verse Speaking for Boys Age 6 to 7

CHOICE A
ABSENT by Bernard Young

Dear Teacher

my body’s arrived

it sits at a table

a pen it its hand

as if it is able

to think and to act

perhaps write down the answer

to the question you’ve asked

But don’t let that fool you.

My mind is elsewhere.

My thoughts far away.

So apologies, teacher,

I’m not here today.

CHOICE B
A GOOD POEM by Roger McGough  

I like a good poem.

One with lots of fighting

in it.  Blood, and the

clanging of armour.  Poems

against Scotland are good,

and poems that defeat

the French with crossbows.

I don’t like poems that

aren’t about anything.

Sonnets are wet and

A waste of time.

Also poems that don’t

Know how to rhyme.

If I was a poem

I’d play football and

Get picked for England.

CLASS 210A
THE PARSLOW TROPHY - Verse Speaking for Boys Age 8 to 9

CHOICE A
THE DAY I GOT MY FINGER STUCK UP MY NOSE by Brian Patten

When I got my finger stuck up my nose

I went to a doctor, who said,

‘Nothing like this has happened before,

We will have to chop off your head.’

‘It’s only my finger stuck up my nose,

It’s only my finger!’ I said.

‘I can see what it is,’ the doctor replied,

‘But we’ll have to chop off your head.’

He went to the cabinet.  He took out an axe.

I watched with considerable dread.

‘But it’s only my finger stuck up my nose.

It’s only a finger!’ I said.

‘Perhaps we can yank it out with a hook

Tied to some surgical thread.

Maybe we can try that,’ he replied,

‘Rather than chop off your head.’

‘I’m never going to pick it again.

I’ve now learned my lesson,’ I said.

‘I won’t stick my finger up my nose –

I’ll stick it in my ear instead.’

CHOICE B
FAVOURITISM by Trevor Harvey  

When we caught measles

It wasn’t fair –

My brother collected

Twice his share.

He counted my spots:

‘One hundred and twenty!’

Which sounded to me

As if I had plenty.

Then I counted his –

And what do you think?

He’d two hundred and thirty-eight,

Small, round and pink!

I felt I’d been cheated

So ‘Count mine again!’

I told him, and scowled

So he dared not complain.

‘One hundred and twenty’ –

The same as before . . .

In our house, he’s YOUNGEST

And he ALWAYS gets more!
CLASS 211
THE ENID LE FEUVRE CUP - Verse Speaking for Boys Age 10 to 11

CHOICE A
A ROMAN SOLDIER WRITES HOME by Gareth Owen  

I’m with the VI legion and we’ve marched here from

   Gaul

up to north Britain to build us a wall

which when it’s done will stretch, Glory Be,

from the wild North Ocean to the Irish Sea.

Building, I tell you, isn’t much fun

for while Hadrian is sipping his wine in the sun

we’re working our fingers here down to the bone

slaving for Quintus, whose heart must be stone.

For when we’re not lugging great boulders about

we’re busy keeping Barbarians out.

My nails are broken my poor bones ache

and our Quintus uses our dinner break

making us play – Oh what could be madder! –

some stupid game with a dead pig’s bladder.

It’s a game he’s invented, a strange kind of war,

Where twenty-two legionnaires kick, gouge and

gore

while the winning team is the one who can squeeze

this poor pig’s bladder between two trees:

at which, Jove save us, we embrace and kiss!

Can you credit proud Romans behaving like this?

It beggars belief! Still what can we say?

When Centurions say jump we needs must obey.

Kicking pig’s bladders! It just seems so wrong.

Still, one saving grace; it will never catch on.

CLASS 211
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CHOICE B
HECTOR THE COLLECTOR by Shel Silverstein  

Hector the collector

Collected bits of string,

Collected dolls with broken heads

And rusty bells that would not ring.

Pieces out of picture puzzles,

Bent-up nails and ice cream sticks,

Twists of wires, worn out tyres,

Paper bags and broken bricks.

Old chipped vases, half shoelaces,

Gatlin’ guns that wouldn’t shoot

Leaky boats that wouldn’t float

And stopped-up horns that wouldn’t toot.

Butter knives that had no handles,

Copper keys that fit no locks,

Rings that were too small for fingers,

Dried-up leaves and patched-up socks.

Worn-out belts that had no buckles,

‘Lectric trains that had no tracks,

Airplane models, broken bottles,

Three-legged chairs and cups with cracks.

Hector the collector

Loved these things with all his soul –

Loved them more than shining diamonds,

Loved them more than glistenin’ gold.

Hector called to all the people,

‘Come and share my treasure trunk’,

And all the silly sightless people

Came and looked . . . and called it junk.

CLASS 211
THE ENID LE FEUVRE CUP - Verse Speaking for Boys Age 10 to 11

CHOICE C
 POEM FOR A NEW TEACHER by Nick Toczek
Welcome to the school, Miss.

We’re The Class From Hell –

A wild, unruly mob which

Nobody can quell,

The kind of pupils other schools

Would certainly expel.

So come in, Miss. Excuse the mess,

The racket and the smell.

It’s dingy in this classroom.

It’s like a prison cell.

And some of us say that you won’t stay

For long . . . but who can tell?

The cross on the floor records where 

Our last teacher fell.

They say that someone tripped her up.

You should’ve heard her yell.

Anyway, they took away

A babbling, burnt-out shell

Who’d never dared to make us work,

Knowing we’d just rebel.

So most of us can’t read or write

And none of us can spell.

But now they’ve sent us you, Miss.

You’re the new personnel.

So come on in and meet us, Miss.

We really wish you well.

We hope you like a challenge, Miss,

Cos we’re The Class From Hell.

We’ve got a lot of time to kill . . .

It’s hours till the bell.

CLASS 212
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CHOICE A
I HAD A HIPPOPOTAMUS by Patrick Barrington  

I had a hippopotamus; I kept him in a shed

And fed him upon vitamins and vegetable bread;

I made him my companion on many cheery walks,

And had his portrait done by a celebrity in chalks

His charming eccentricities were known on every side,

The creature’s popularity was wonderfully wide;

He frolicked with the Rector in a dozen friendly

 tussles.

Who could not but remark upon his hippopotamuscles.

If he should be afflicted by depressions or the dumps,

By hippopatameasles or the hippopotamumps,

I never knew a particle of peace till it was plain

He was hippopotomasticating properly again.

I had a hippopotamus; I loved him as a friend;

But beautiful relationships are bound to have an end;

Time takes, alas! Our joys from us and robs us of our

 blisses;

My hippopotamus turned out a hippopotamissis.

My housekeeper regarded him with jaundice in her

 eye;

She did not want a colony of hippopotami;

She borrowed a machine-gun from her soldier-nephew Percy,

And showed my hippopotamus no hippopotamercy.

My house now lacks the glamour that the charming

 creature gave,

The garage where I kept him is as silent as a grave;

No longer he displays among the motor-tyres and

 spanners

His hippopotamastery of hippopotamanners.

No longer now he gambols in the orchards in the 

 Spring;

No longer do I lead him through the village on a 

 string;

No longer in the mornings does the neighbourhood

 rejoice

To his hippopotamusically-modulated voice.

I had a hippopotamus; but nothing upon earth

Is constant in its happiness or lasing in its mirth;

No joy that life can give me can be strong enough to

 smother

My sorrow for what might-have-been-a- hippo-

 potamother.
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CHOICE B
FANTASY CHRISTMAS LIST by James Carter

The thing

about going round

to Robert Baker’s house

is that something that little bit different

would happen 

every time

For instance

one Saturday afternoon

in May

we were up in Robert’s bedroom

and I said ‘So what shall we do?’

and Robert said ‘A fantasy Christmas list, of course.’

and I said ‘Why not?’

When we’d finished

Robert showed me

his list of things:

A very fast red sports car

A house in America with a swimming pool

A day at the BBC

A naked lady

A baby armadillo

A real magic wand

And then I showed Robert my list of things:

A giant conker

A massive box of cheese and onion crisps

A new trainspotting annual

A hugh bottle of cream soda

A naked lady

Then Robert

got in a right old huff

said ‘You copied

     my naked lady,

     didn’t you?’

and made me

cross it off my list.
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CHOICE C
THE MAN HE KILLED by Thomas Hardy  

‘Had he and I but met

By some old ancient inn,

We should have set us down to wet

Right many a nipperkin!

‘But ranged as infantry,

And staring face to face

I shot at him as he at me,

And killed him in this place.

‘I shot him dead because –

Because he was my foe,

Just so: my foe of course he was;

That’s clear enough; although

‘He thought he’d list, perhaps,

Off-hand like – just as I –

Was out of work – had sold his traps –

No other reason why.

‘Yes; quaint and curious war is!

You shoot a fellow down

You’d treat if met where any bar is,

Or help to half-a crown.’
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CHOICE A
NAMING OR PARTS by Henry Reed  

To-day we have naming of parts.  Yesterday,

We had daily cleaning.  And to-morrow morning,

We shall have what to do after firing.  But to-day,

To-day we have naming of parts.  Japonica

Glistens like coral in all of the neighbouring gardens,

  And to-day we have naming of parts.

This is the lower sling swivel.  And this

Is the upper sling swivel, whose use you will see,

When you are given your slings.  And this is the

   piling swivel,

Which in your case you have not got.  The branches

Hold in the gardens their silent, eloquent gestures,

  Which in our case we have not got.

This is the safety-catch, which is always released

With an easy flick of the thumb.  And please do not

   let me

See anyone using his finger.  You can do it quite easy

If you have any strength in your thumb.  The

    blossoms

Are fragile and motionless, never letting anyone see

Any of them using their finger.

And this you can see is the bolt.  The purpose of this 

Is to open the breech , as you see.  We can slide it

Rapidly backwards and forwards:’  we call this

Easing the spring.  And rapidly backwards and

   forwards

The early bees are assaulting and fumbling the flowers:

   They call it easing the spring.

They call it easing the spring:  it is perfectly easy

If you have any strength in your thumb: like the bolt,

And the breech, and the cocking-piece, and the point of balance,

Which in our case we have not got; and the almond-

   blossom

Silent in all of the gardens and the bees going back-

   wards and forwards,

For to-day we have naming of parts,
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CHOICE B
SNIPERS by Roger McGough

When I was kneehigh to a tabletop,

Uncle Ted came home from Burma.

He was the youngest of seven brothers

so the street borrowed extra bunting

and whitewashed him a welcome.

All the relations made the pilgrimage,

including us, laughed, sang, made a fuss.

He was a brown as a chairleg,

drank tea out of a white mug the size of my head,

and said next to nowt.

But every few minutes he would scan

the ceiling nervously, hands begin to shake.

‘For snipers,’ everyone later agreed,

‘A difficult habit to break.’

Sometimes when the two of us were alone,

he’d have a snooze after dinner

and I’d keep an eye open for Japs.

Of course, he didn’t know this

and the tanner he’d given me before I went

was for keeping quiet,

but I liked to think it was money well spent.

Being Uncle Ted’s secret bodyguard

had its advantages, the pay was good

and the hours were short, but even so,

the novelty soon wore off, and instead,

I started school and became an infant.

Later, I learned that he was in a mental home.

‘Needn’t tell anybody . . . Nothing serious

…Delayed shock . . . Usual sort of thing

… Completely cured now the doctors say.’

The snipers came down from the ceiling

but they didn’t go away.

Over the next five years they picked off

Three of his brothers, one of whom was my father.

No glory, no citations,

Bang! straight through the heart.

Uncle Ted’s married now, with a family.

He doesn’t say much, but each night after tea,

he still dozes fitfully in his favourite armchair.

He keeps out of the sun, and listens now and then

for the tramp tramp tramp of the Colonel Bogeymen.

He knows damn well he’s still at war,

just that the snipers aren’t Japs any more.
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CHOICE C
WAITING FOR THE BIRDIE by Ogden Nash

Some hate broccoli, some hate bacon,

I hate having  my picture taken.

How can your family claim to love you

And then demand a picture of you?

The electric chair is a queasy chair,

But I know an equally comfortless pair;

One is the dentist’s, my good sirs,

And the other is the photographer’s.

Oh, the fly in all domestic ointments

Is affectionate people who make appointments

To have your teeth filled left and right,

Or your face reproduced in black and white.

You open the door and you enter the studio,

And you feel less cheerio than nudio.

The hard light shines like seventy suns,

And you know that your features are foolish ones.

The photographer says, Natural, please,

And you cross your knees and uncross your knees.

Like a duke in a high society chronicle

The camera glares at you through its monocle

And you feel ashamed of your best attire,

Your nose itches, your palms perspire,

Your muscles stiffen, and all the while

You smile and smile and smile and smile.

It’s over; you weakly grope for the door; 

It’s not; the photographer wants one more.

And if this experience you survive,

Wait, just wait till the proofs arrive.

You look like a drawing by Thurber or Bab,

Or a gangster stretched on a marble slab.

And all your dear ones, including your wife,

Say There he is, that’s him to the life!

Some hate broccoli, some hate bacon,

But I hate having my picture taken.
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WORST WITCH WEB by Jill Murphy  

It had taken Mildred several weeks of falling off and crashing before she could ride the broomstick reasonably well, and it looked as though her kitten was going to have the same trouble.  When she put it on the end of the stick, it just fell off without even trying to hold on.  After many attempts, Mildred picked up her kitten and gave it a shake.

   ‘Listen!’ she said severely.  ‘I think I shall have to call you Stupid.  You don’t even try to hold on.  Everyone else is all right – look at all your friends.’

   The kitten gazed at her sadly and licked her nose with its rough tongue.

   ‘Oh, come on,’ said Mildred, softening her voice.  ‘I’m not really angry with you.  Let’s try again.’

   And she put the kitten back on the broom stick, from which it fell with a thud.

   Maud was having better luck.  Her kitten was hanging on grimly upside down.

   ‘Oh well, laughed Maud.  ‘It’s a start.’

   ‘Mine’s useless,’ said Mildred, sitting on the broomstick for a rest.

   ‘Never mind,’ Maud said. ‘Think how hard it must be for them to hang on by their claws.’
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CHARLIE AND THE GREAT GLASS ELEVATOR by Roald Dahl

‘Look at me, everybody! I’ve balanced the budget!’ and indeed he had.  He stood proudly in the middle of the room with the enormous 200 billion dollar budget balanced beautifully on the top of his bald head.  Everyone clapped.  Then suddenly the voice of astronaut Shuckworth cut in urgently on the radio loudspeaker in the President’s study.  ‘They’ve linked up and gone on board! Shouted Shuckworth.  ‘And they’ve taken in the bed . . . I mean the bomb!’

The President sucked in his breath sharply.  He also sucked in a big fly that happened to be passing at the time.  He choked.  Miss Tibbs thumped him on the back.  He swallowed the fly and felt better.  But he was very angry.  He seized pencil and paper and began to draw a picture.  As he drew, he kept muttering, ‘I won’t have flies in my office! I won’t put up with them!’ his advisers waited eagerly.  They knew that the great man was about to give the world yet another of his brilliant inventions.  The last had been the Gilligrass Left-handed Cork-screw which had been hailed by left-handers across the nation as one of the greatest blessings of the century.

‘There you are!’ said the President, holding up the paper.  ‘This is the Gilligrass Patent Fly-Trap!’ they all crowded round to look.

‘The fly climbs up the ladder on the left,’ said the President.  ‘He walks along the plank.  He stops.  He sniffs.  He smells something good.  He peers over the edge and sees the sugar-lump. “Ah-ha” he cries. “Sugar!” he is just about to climb down the string to reach it when he sees the basin of water below. “Ho-Ho!” he says. “It’s a trap! They want me to fall in!” So he walks on, thinking what a clever fly he is.  But as you see, I have left out one of the rungs in the ladder he goes down by, so he falls and breaks his neck.’

‘Tremendous, Mr President!’ they all exclaimed. ‘Fantastic! A stroke of genius!’
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44 SCOTLAND STREET by Alexander McCall Smith  

As they walked through Drummond Place, Bertie held onto his mother’s hand and desperately tried to avoid stepping on any of the cracks in the pavement.

‘Do come along, Bertie,” said Irene. “Mummy has not got all day.  And why are you walking in that silly way?”

“Cracks” said Bertie.  “If I step on the cracks, then they’ll get me. E vero.”
“What nonsense!” she said “Non e vero! And who are they anyway! The CIA!”
“Bears . . .” Bertie began, and then stopped. “The CIA! Do they get you too?”

“Of course they don’t” said Irene.  “Nobody gets you.”

They walked on in silence.  Then Bertie said: “Who are the CIA?  Where do they live?”

“The CIA are American spies” said Irene.  “They watch people, I suppose.”

“Are they watching us?”

“Of course not.  And they don’t mind if you step on the cracks.  Plenty of people step on the cracks and get away with it.”

Bertie thought for a moment.  “Some people get away with it? And other people? What happens to them?”

“Nothing,” said Irene.  “Nothing happens to anybody if they stop on the cracks.  Look, I’m stepping on the cracks, and nothing is happening to me.  Look.  Another crack, right in the middle, and nothing . ..”

She did not complete her sentence.  Her heel, caught in the rather larger than usual crack, became stuck and she fell forwards, landing heavily on the pavement.  Her foot, wrenched out of its shoe, twisted sharply and she felt a sudden pain in her ankle.

Bertie stood quite still.  Then he looked up at the sky and waited for a moment.  If there was to be further retribution, perhaps it would be from that quarter.  But nothing came, and he felt safe enough to bend down and take his mother’s hand.

“I’ve twisted my ankle” said Irene, miserably. “It’s very sore.”

“Poor Irene,” said Bertie softly.  “I told you, didn’t I?”
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CRANFORD by Elizabeth Gaskell  

Miss Matty had a few little peculiarities, which Martha was apt to regard as whims below her attention, and appeared to consider as childish fancies, of which an old lady of fifty eight should try and cure herself.  But today everything was attend to with the most careful regard.   The bread was cut to the imaginery pattern of excellence that existed in Miss Matty’s mind as being the way which her mother had preferred; the curtain was drawn so as to exclude the dead-brick wall of a neighbour’s stables, and yet left so as to show every tender leaf of the poplar which was budding into spring beauty.  Martha’s tone to Miss Matty was just such as that good, rough-spoken servant usually kept sacred for little children, and which I had never heard her use to any grown up person.

I had forgotten to tell Miss Matty about the pudding, and I was afraid she might not do justice to it, for she had evidently very little appetite this day; so I seized the opportunity of letting her into the secret while Martha took away the meat. Miss Matty’s eyes filled with tears, and she could not speak, either to express surprise or delight, when Martha returned, bearing it aloft, it was the most wonderful representation of a lion couchant that ever was moulded.  Martha’s face gleamed with triumph, as she set it down before Miss Matty with an exultant ‘There!’ Miss Matty wanted to speak her thanks, but could not; so she took Martha’s hand and shook it warmly, which set Martha off crying, and I myself could hardly keep up the necessary composure.  Martha burst out of the room; and Miss Matty had to clear her voice once or twice before she could speak.  At last she said, ‘ I should like to keep this pudding under a glass shade, my dear!’ and the notion of the lion couchant, with his currant eyes, being hoisted up to the place of honour on the mantelpiece tickled my hysterical fancy, and I began to laugh, which rather surprised Miss Matty.

  ‘I am sure, dear, I have seen uglier things under a glass shade before now,’ said she.

   So had I, many a time and oft; and I accordingly composed my countenance (and now I could hardly keep from crying), and we both fell to upon the pudding, which was indeed excellent – only every morsel seemed to choke us, our hearts were so full.
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HOW THE WHALE BECAME by Ted Hughes 

Now God had a little back-garden.  In this garden he grew carrots, onions, beans and whatever else he needed for his dinner.  It was a fine little garden.  The plants were in neat rows, and a tidy fence kept out the animals.  God was pleased with it.

One day as he was weeding the carrots he saw a strange thing between the rows.  It was no more than an inch long, and it was black.  It was like a black shiny bean.  At one end it had a little root going into the ground.

‘That’s very odd,’ Said God.  ‘I’ve never seen one of these before.  I wonder what it will grow into.’

So he left it growing.

Next day, as he was gardening, he remembered the little shiny black thing.  He went to see how it was getting on.  He was surprised.  During the night it had doubled in length.   It was now two inches long, like a shiny black egg.

Every day God went to look at it, and every day it was bigger.  Every morning in fact, it was just twice as long as it had been the morning before.

When it was six feet long, God said:  ‘It’s getting too big.  I must pull it up and cook it.’

But he left it a day.  Next day it was twelve feet long and far too big to go into any of God’s pans.

God stood scratching his head and looking at it.  Already it had crushed most of his carrots out of sight.  If it went on growing at this rate it would soon be pushing his house over.

Suddenly, as he looked at it, it opened an eye and looked at him.

God was amazed.
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THE CAY by Theodore Taylor

It was strange and eerie in the eye of the hurricane.  I knew we were surrounded on all sides by violent winds, but the little cay was calm and quiet.  I reached over for Timothy.  He was cradling his head in his arms, still making those small noises like a hurt animal.

In twenty or thirty minutes, the wind picked up sharply and Timothy said that we must stand against the palm again.  Almost within seconds, the full fury of the storm hit the cay once more.  Timothy pressed me tightly against the rough bark.

It was even worse this time, but I do not remember everything that happened.  We had been there awhile when a wave that must have reached halfway up the palms crashed against us.  The water went way over my head.  I choked and struggled.  Then another giant wave struck us.  I lost consciousness then.  Timothy did, too, I think.

When I came to, the wind had died down, coming at us only in gusts.   The water was still washing around our ankles, but seemed to be going back into the sea now.  Timothy was still behind me, but he felt cold and limp.  He was sagging, his head down on my shoulder.

‘Timothy, wake up,’ I said.

He did not answer.

Using my shoulders, I tried to shake him, but the massive body did not move.  I stood very still to see if he was breathing.  I could feel his stomach moving and I reached over my shoulder to his mouth.  There was air coming out.  I knew that he was not dead.

However, Stew Cat was gone.
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JONATHAN LIVINGSTONE SEAGULL  by Richard Bach  

They came in the evening, then, and found Jonathan gliding peaceful and alone through his beloved sky.  The two gulls that appeared at his wings were pure as starlight, and the glow from them was gentle and friendly in the high night air.  But most lovely of all was the skill with which they flew, their wingtips moving a precise and constant inch from his own.

Without a word, Jonathan put them to his test, a test that no gull had ever passed.  He twisted his wings, slowed to a single mile per hour above stall.  The two radiant birds slowed with him, smoothly, locked in position.  They knew about slow flying.

He folded his wings, rolled, and dropped in a dive to a hundred ninety miles her hour.  They dropped with him, streaking down in flawless formation.

At last he turned that speed straight up into a long vertical slow-roll.  They rolled with him, smiling.

He recovered to level flight and was quiet for a time before he spoke.  ‘Very well.” He said, “who are you?”

“We’re from your Flock, Jonathan.  We are your brothers.”  The words were strong and calm.  “We’ve come to take you higher, to take you home.”

“Home I have none.  Flock I have none. I am Outcast.  And we fly now at the peak of the Great Mountain Wind.  Beyond a few hundred feet, I can lift this old body no higher.”

“But you can, Jonathan.  For you have learned.  One school is finished, and the time has come for another to begin”

As it had shined across him all his life, so understanding lighted that moment for Jonathan Seagull.  They were right.  He could fly higher, and it was time to go home.

He gave one last long look across the sky, across that magnificent silver land where he had leaned so much.

“I’m ready,” he said at last.

And Jonathan Livingston Seagull rose with the two starbright gulls to disappear into a perfect dark sky.
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HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES by Sir A Conan Doyle

Mr Sherlock Homes, who was usually very late in the mornings, save upon those not infrequent occasions when he stayed up all night, was seated at the breakfast table.  I stood upon the hearthrug and picked up the stick which our visitor had left Behind him the night before.  It was a fine, thick piece of wood, bulbous-headed, of the sort which is known as a ‘Penang lawyer’.  Just under the head was a broad silver band, nearly an inch across.  ‘To James Mortimer, M R C S, from his friends of the CCH’, was engraved upon it, with the date ‘1884’.  It was just such a stick as the old-fashioned family practitioner used to carry – dignified, solid and reassuring.

‘Well, Watson, what do you make of it?’

Holmes was sitting with his back to me, and I had given him no sign of my occupation.

‘How did you know what I was doing? I believe you have eyes in the back of your head.’

‘I have, at least, a well-polished, silver-plated coffee-pot in front of me,’ said he.  ‘But, tell me, Watson, what do you make of our visitor’s stick?  Since we have been so unfortunate as to miss him and have no notion of his errand, this accidental souvenir becomes of importance.  Let me hear you reconstruct the man by an examination of it.’

‘I think,’ said I, following so far as I could the methods of my companion, ‘that Dr Mortimer is a successful elderly medical man, well-esteemed, since those who know him give him this mark of their appreciation.’

‘Good!’ said Holmes. ‘Excellent!’

‘I think also that the probability is in favour of his being a country practitioner who does a great deal of his visiting on foot.’

‘Why so?’

‘Because this stick, though originally a very handsome one, has been so knocked about that I can hardly imagine a town practitioner carrying it.  The thick iron ferrule is worn down, so it is evident that he has done a great amount of walking with it,’

‘Perfectly sound!’ said Holmes.

‘And then again, there is the “friends of the CCH”.  I should guess that to be the Something Hunt, the local hunt to whose members he has possibly given some surgical assistance, and which has made him a small presentation in return.’

‘Really Watson, you excel yourself,’ said Holmes, pushing back his chair and lighting a cigarette.  ‘I am bound to say that in all the accounts which you have been so good as to give to my on own small achievements you have habitually underrated you own abilities.  It may be that you are not yourself luminous, but you are a conductor of light.  Some people without possessing genius have a remarkable power of stimulating.  I confess, my dear fellow, that I am very much in your debt. 
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CHOICE A   THE PLAYGROUND  by Michael Rosen  

In the playground

At the back of our house

There have been some changes.

They said the climbing frame was

NOT SAFE

So they sawed it down.

They said the paddling pool was

NOT SAFE

So they drained it dry.

They said the see-saw was

NOT SAFE

So they took it away.

The said the sandpit was

NOT SAFE

So they fenced it in.

They said the playground was

NOT SAFE

So they locked it up.

Sawn down 

Drained dry

Taken away

Fenced in

Locked up

How do you feel?

Safe?
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CHOICE B QUESTION TIME  by Michaela Morgan  

What does a monster look like?

Well … hairy and scary

And furry and burly and pimply and dimply 

    and warty

and … naughty.

That’s what a monster looks like.

How does a monster move?

It oozes

It shambles

It crawls and it ambles

It slouches and shuffles and trudges

It lumbers and waddles

It tiptoes and toddles.

That’s how a monster moves.

Where does a monster live?

In garden sheds

Under beds

In wardrobes

In plug holes

In ditches

Beneath city streets

Just under your feet.

That’s were a monster lives.

How does a monster eat?

It slurps

And it burps

It gobbles and gulps

It sips and it swallows

And scoffs.

It nibbles

And munches

It chews

And it crunches.

That’s how a monster eats!

WHAT does a monster eat?

Slugs

And bats

And bugs

And rats and stones

And mud 

And bones and blood

And squelchy squids …

… and nosy kids.

That’s what a monster eats.

YUM!
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CHOICE A
EXERCISE BOOK by Jacques Pervert translated by Paul Dehn

Two and two four

four and four eight

eight and eight sixteen . . .

Once again! Says the master

Two and two four

four and four eight

eight and eight sixteen

But look! The lyre-bird

high on the wing

the child sees it

the child hears it

the child calls it.

Save me

play with me

bird!

So the bird alights

and plays with the child

Two and two four . . .

Once again! Says the master

and the child plays

and the bird plays too . . .

Four and four eight

eight and eight sixteen

and twice sixteen makes what?
Twice sixteen makes nothing
Least of all thirty-two

anyhow

and off they go.

For the child has hidden

the bird in his desk

and all the children

hear its song

and all the children

hear the music

and eight and eight in their turn

off they go

and four and four and two and two

in their turn fade away

and one and one makes neither one nor two

but one by one off they go.

And the lyre-bird sings

and the child sings

and the master shouts

When you’ve quite finished playing the fool!

But all the children

are listening to the music

and the walls of the classroom

quietly crumble.

The windowpanes turn

once more to sand

the ink is sea

and desk is trees

and chalk is cliffs

and the quill pen

a bird again.
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CHOICE B
THE BATTLE OF JERICHO by Valerie Lishman

Jericho stood in the middle of the plain,

Stone walls glowering, high gate shut.

And Joshua called on the Lord of Israel:
· Help us Lord, to take this city!

Show us Lord, what we must do!

And the Lord told Joshua how to take the city,

The Lord told Joshua what to do.

Seven tall priests with seven long trumpets

Marched round the city with the Ark of the Covenant;

The people of Jericho climbed on the battlements,

And laughed at the children of Israel,

The first priest puffed out his cheeks and blew

· Hoom boom hoom boom hoom boom hoom!

The second priest blew with a mighty roar
· Woo wah woo wah woo wha woo!

The third priest gently played his part

· Zum zum zum zum zum zum zum!

The fourth priest loudly blew his horn

· Ra ra ra ra ra ra ra!

The fifth priest sounded an alarm

· Tan tara tan tara tan tan tara!

The sixth priest made a peculiar noise

· Kee kee kee kee kee kee kee !

And the seventh priest added another note

Ar ro ah ro ah ro ro!

They marched round the city with the Ark of the Covenant,

And sounded the trumpets loud and clear.

The people of Jericho stood on the battlements

And laughed and laughed until they cried:

· Ho! ho! ho! ho! Ha! ha! ha! ha!
· What a funny orchestra! Ha! ho! hee!

· Shall we throw some money down?

· What d’you think they’re playing at?

· Perhaps they’ll blow themselves way!

· Ha! ho! hee!

The seventh day came.

The children of Israel

Gathered round the city in the middle of the plain.

The priest took the trumpets

And prayed for victory, 

The Ark of the Covenant was going out to war!

They marched round the city

And they all played together now

· Hoom boom! Woo wah! A ro! Tan tara!
Zum zum! Kee kee! Ra ra ra!

Ah ro! Kee kee! Zum zum! Ra ra!

Woo wah! Hoom boom! Tan tan tara!

The children of Israel

Shouted “
JEHOVAH!”

And just as the Lord said

THE WALLS FELL DOWN!
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CHOICE A
ST. MATTHEW
Chapter 9 
Verses 18 to 22

While he spake these things

unto them, behold, there came a

certain ruler, and worshipped him

saying, My daughter is even now

dead:  but come and lay thy hand

upon her, and she shall live.

And Jesus arose, and followed

him, and so did his disciples.

And, behold, a woman,

which was diseased with an issue

of blood twelve years, came

behind him, and touched the hem

of his garment:

For she said within herself, if 

I may but touch his garment, I

shall be whole.

But Jesus turned him about,

and when he saw her, he said,

Daughter, be of good comfort;  thy

faith hath made thee whole. And

the woman was made whole from

that hour.
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12 years and under 

CHOICE B
ST LUKE

Chapter 15 
Verses 1 to 7

Then drew near unto him all the public-

cans and sinners for to hear him.

And the Pharisees and scribes murmured,

saying, this man receiveth sinners, and eateth

with them.

And he spake his parable unto them,

saying,

What man of you, having an hundred

sheep, if he lose one of them, doth not

leave the ninety and nine in the wilder-

ness, and go after that which is lost, until  he

find it?

And when he hath found it, he layeth it

on his shoulders, rejoicing.

And when he cometh home, he calleth

together his friends and neighbours, saying

unto them, Rejoice with me; for I have found

my sheep which was lost.

I say unto you, that likewise joy shall be

In heaven over one sinner that repenteth,

more than over ninety and nine just persons,

which need no repentance.

CLASS 234

THE MAX LE FEUVRE MEMORIAL BIBLE PRIZE

Bible Reading


Age 13 – 17 years.

CHOICE A
PSALM 24

The earth is the LORD’s, and the ful-

ness thereof; the world, and they that

Dwell therein.

For he hath founded it upon the seas, and

Established it upon the floods.

Who shall ascend into the hill of the

LORD? Or who shall stand in his holy place?

He that hath clean hands, and a pure

heart; who hath not lifted up his soul unto

vanity, nor sworn deceitfully.

He shall receive the blessing from the 

LORD, and righteousness from the God of his

salvation.

This is the generation of them that seek

him, that seek thy face, O Jacob.  Selah.

Lift up your heads, O ye gates; and be ye

lift up, ye everlasting doors; and the King of 

glory shall come in.

Who is this King of glory? The Lord

Strong and mighty, the lord mighty in battle.

Lift up your heads, O ye gates; even lift them up,

Ye everlasting doors; and the King of glory shall come in.

Who is this King of glory? The Lord

of hosts, he is the King of glory.  Selah.
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CHOICE B
ST LUKE
Chapter 18
Verses 35 - 43

And it came to pass, that as

he was come nigh unto Jericho, a

certain blind man sat by the way

side begging:

And hearing the multitude

pass by, he asked what it meant.

And they told him, that Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.

And he cried, saying, Jesus,

Thou Son of David, have mercy on me.

And they which went before

rebuked him, that he should hold

his peace: but he cried so much the

more, Thou Son of David, have

mercy on me.

And Jesus stood, and com-

manded him to be brought unto

him: and when he was come near,

he asked him,

Saying, What wilt thou that I

shall do unto thee? And he said,

Lord, that I may receive my sight.

And Jesus said unto him,

Receive thy sight:  they faith hath

saved thee.

And immediately he received his

his sight, and followed him, glorify-

ing God:  and all the people, when

they saw it, gave praise unto God. 

