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Solo Verse 5/6 Girls and Solo Verse 5/6 Boys  -----Born 2021
ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED



Soggy Greens
By John Cunliffe

Oh, soggy greens I hate you,
I hate your sloppy slush;
And if my mum would let me,
I’d throw you in the bush.

Oh, apple pie I love you,
I love your crunchy crust;
And if my mum would let me,
I’d eat you till I bust.


















Dens
By Stanley Cook

Dens are where the bears
Sleep the winter away
Or beasts that hunt by night
Lie hidden in the day
Or a den can be 
A quilt or eiderdown
Spread from the settee
Over the back of the chair,
A dark and secret place
Where I have made my lair
And you can come to call on me – 
If you dare.
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Solo Verse Girls U7 & Solo Verse Boys U7 --Born  in 2020

ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED
My Pet Germs 

By Kenn Nesbitt 

I have a half a billion germs 
I keep as tiny pets. 
They’re cute and clean and never mean 
and give me no regrets. 

They spend all day engaged in play 
upon my skin and hair. 
They’re on my clothes, between my toes and in my underwear. 

They dance and shout and bounce about. They run and jump and slide. 
My epidermis teems with germs 
who party on my hide. 

I never fret about the pets 
inside my shirt and socks.
I love them there but wonder where 
they keep their litter box?













Five Little Owls
Anon

Five little owls in an old elm tree,
Fluffy and puffy as owls could be,
Blinking and winking with big round eyes
At the big round moon that hung in the skies:
As I passed beneath I could hear one say,
‘There’ll be mouse for supper, there will, today!’
Then all of them hooted, ‘Tu-whit, tu-whoo
Yes, Mouse for supper, hoo hoo, hoo hoo!’
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Solo Verse Girls U8 & Solo Verse Boys U8 --Born  in 2019
ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED


My Grannies
By June Crebbin

I hate it, in the holiday,
When Grandma brings her pets to stay –
Her goat, her pig, her seven rats
Scare our dog and chase our cats.
Her budgies bite, her parrots shout – 
And guess who has to clean them out?

My other Gran, the one I like,
Always brings her motor-bike,
And when she brings me for a ride 
To picnic in the countryside,
We zoom up hills and whizz round bends – 
I hate it when her visit ends!










True Confession
By Irene Rawnsley

On my birthday I wrapped
a big slice of chocolate cake
in pink paper to give
to Mrs Twiglington,

but when I got to school
she was horrible to me;
‘You haven’t worked hard enough,
your spellings are bad

margin crooked,
fingerprints all over’
then she ripped out the page
and made me start again. I thought

‘She’s not getting the cake.’
When break time came 
I ate it myself in the playground
and I didn’t care.
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Solo Verse Girls U9 & Solo Verse Boys U9 --Born  in 2018
ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED

Slide

By Sheila Simmons

I count aloud
as I clang up the steps
to the top of the slide in the park.
The wind is pulling my hair about
and my hands are cold
and my shirt's hanging out
and I've got to go down that glittery slide,
that steep and slippery glittery slide
to get to the bottom again........
So.......
I close my eyes........
let go .........
and whoosh............
I swoop like a diving plane!
Off with a jump,
back to the steps
and up to the top again!





My mother says I'm sickening 
By Jack Prelutsky 
My mother says I'm sickening, 
my mother says I'm crude, 
she says this when she sees me
playing Ping-Pong with my food, 
she doesn't seem to like it 
when I slurp my bowl of stew, and now she's got a list of things 
she says I mustn't do – 

DO NOT CATAPULT THE CARROTS! 
DO NOT JUGGLE GOBS OF FAT! 
DO NOT DROP THE MASHED POTATOES ON THE GERBIL OR THE CAT! 
NEVER PUNCH THE PUMPKIN PUDDING! 
NEVER TUNNEL THROUGH THE BREAD! 
PUT NO PEAS INTO YOUR POCKET! 
PLACE NO NOODLES ON YOUR HEAD! 
DO NOT SQUEEZE THE STEAMED ZUCCHINI! 
DO NOT MAKE THE MELON OOZE! 
NEVER STUFF VANILLA YOGURT 
IN YOUR LITTLE SISTER'S SHOES! 
DRAW NO FACES IN THE KETCHUP! 
MAKE NO LITTLE GRAVY POOLS! 

I wish my mother wouldn't make 
so many useless rules.
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Solo Verse Girls U10 & Solo Verse Boys U10 --Born  in 2016
ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED

Cobweb Morning
By June Crebbin

On a Monday morning
We do spelling and Maths.
And silent reading.

But on the Monday 
After the frost
We went straight outside.

Cobwebs hung in the cold air,
Everywhere.
All around the playground,
They clothed the trees,
Dressed every bush
In veils of fine white lace.

Each web,
A wheel of patient spinning.
Each spider,
Hidden,
Waiting.

Inside,
We worked all morning
To capture the outside.

Now
In our patterns and poems
We remember 
The cobweb morning.





Louder
By Roger Stevens

Ok, Andrew, nice and clearly
off you go
Welcome everybody to our school concert….

Louder, please, Andrew.
Mums and dads won’t hear you at the back, will they?
Welcome everybody to our school concert….

Louder, Andrew. You’re not trying.
Pro-
	ject-
		your-
			voice.

Take a b I g  b r e a t h and louder!
Welcome everybody to our school concert….

For goodness sake, Andrew. LOUDER! LOUDER!
Welcome everybody to our school concert

Now, Andrew, there’s no need to be silly.
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Solo Verse Girls U11 & Solo Verse Boys U11 --Born  in 2017
ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED


From a Railway Carriage

By Robert Louis Stevenson

Faster than fairies, faster than witches,
Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches;
And charging along like troops into battle,
All through the meadows the horses and cattle:
All of the sights of the hill and the plain
Fly as thick as driving rain;
And ever again in the wink of an eye,
Painted stations whistle by.

Here is a child who clambers and scrambles,
All by himself and gathering brambles;
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;
And there is the green for stringing the daisies!
Here is a cart run away in the road
Lumping along with man and load;
And here is a mill, and there is a river:
Each a glimpse and gone for ever!















Huff 
By Wendy Cope 

I am in a tremendous huff – 
Really, really bad. 
It isn't any ordinary huff – 
It's one of the best I've had. 

I plan to keep it up for a month 
Or maybe for a year. 
And you needn't think you can make me smile 
Or talk to you. No fear. 

I can do without you and her and them – 
Too late to make amends. 
I'll think deep thoughts on my own for a while, 
Then find some better friends. 

And they'll be wise and kind and good 
And bright enough to see 
That they should behave with proper respect 
Towards somebody like me. 

I do love being in a huff – 
Cold fury is so heady. 
I've been like this for half an hour
 And I feel better already. 

Perhaps I'll give them another chance 
Now I'm feeling stronger, 
But they'd better watch out – 
my next big huff 
Could last much, much, much longer.
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Solo Verse Girls U12 & Solo Verse Boys U12 --Born  in 2016

ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED


Interview with a Poet

By Miroslav Holub

Are you a poet?
  Yes, I am.
How do you know?
  I’ve written poems.
If you’ve written poems it means you were a poet. But now?
  I’ll write a poem again one day.
In that case maybe you’ll be a poet again one day. But how will you know it is a poem?
  It will be a poem just like the last one.
Then of course it won’t be a poem. A poem is only once
And can never be the same a second time.
  I believe it will be just as good.
How can you be sure? Even the quality of a poem is for once only and depends not on you but on circumstances.
  I believe that circumstances will be the same too.
If you believe that then you won’t be a poet and never were a poet. What then makes you think you are a poet?
  Well – I don’t rightly know. And who are    you?





Mid Term Break
By Seamus Heaney

I sat all morning in the college sick bay
Counting bells, knelling classes to a close.
At two o’clock our neighbours drove me home.

In the porch I met my father crying – 
He had always taken funerals in his stride – 
And Big Jim Evans saying it was a hard blow.

The baby cooed and laughed and rocked the pram
When I came in, and I was embarrassed
By old men standing up to shake my hand

And tell me they were ‘sorry for my trouble’.
Whispers informed strangers I was the eldest,
Away at school, as my mother held my hand

In hers and coughed out angry tearless sighs.
At ten o’clock the ambulance arrived
With the corpse, stanched and bandaged by the nurses.

Next morning I went up into the room. Snowdrops
And candles soothed the bedside; I saw him
For the first time in six weeks. Paler now,

Wearing a poppy bruise on his left temple,
He lay in the four-foot box as in his cot.
No gaudy scars, the bumper knocked him clear.

A four-foot box, a foot for every year.
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