
Materials_Girls  
 

S1 (Class No.: 36) 

The Day That Summer Died 
 

From all around the mourners came 

The day that Summer died, 

From hill and valley, field and wood 

And lane and mountainside. 

 

They did not come in funeral black 

But every mourner chose 

Gorgeous colours or soft shades 

Of russet, yellow, rose. 

 

Horse chestnut, oak and sycamore 

Wore robes of gold and red; 

The rowan sported scarlet beads; 

No bitter tears were shed. 

 

Although at dusk the mourners heard, 

As a small wind softly sighed, 

A touch of sadness in the air 

The day that Summer died. 

 

Vernon Scannell 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

S2 (Class No.: 39) 

When I set out for Lyonnesse 
 

When I set out for Lyonnesse, 

A hundred miles away, 

The rime was on the spray, 

And starlight lit my lonesomeness 

When I set out for Lyonnesse 

A hundred miles away. 

 

What would bechance at Lyonnesse 

While I should sojourn there 

No prophet durst declare, 

Nor did the wisest wizard guess 

What would bechance at Lyonnesse 

While I should sojourn there. 

 

When I came back from Lyonnesse 

With magic in my eyes, 

All marked with mute surmise 

My radiance rare and fathomless, 

When I came back from Lyonnesse 

With magic in my eyes! 

 

Thomas Hardy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

S3 (Class No.: 42) 

Finishing Off by Allan Ahlberg 
 

The teacher said: 

Come here, Malcolm! 

Look at the state of your book. 

Stories and pictures unfinished 

Wherever I look. 

 

This model you started at Easter, 

These plaster casts of your feet, 

That graph of the local traffic – 

All of them incomplete. 

 

You’ve a half-baked pot in the kiln room, 

And a half-eaten cake in your drawer. 

You don’t even finish the jokes you tell – 

I really can’t take anymore. 

 

And Malcolm said 

… very little. 

He blinked and shuffled his feet. 

The sentence he finally started 

Remained incomplete. 

 

He gazed for a time at the floorboards; 

He stared for a while into space; 

With an unlined, unwhiskered expression 

On his unfinished face. 

 

Allan Ahlberg 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

S4 (Class No.: 44) 

'Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone' 
 

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,  

Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,  

Silence the pianos and with muffled drum  

Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.  

 

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead  

Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead,  

Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,  

Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.  

 

He was my North, my South, my East and West,  

My working week and my Sunday rest,  

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;  

I thought that love would last for ever: I was wrong.  

 

The stars are not wanted now: put out every one;  

Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;  

Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;  

For nothing now can ever come to any good.  

 

W H Auden 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

S5 (Class No.: 47) 

Fear No More the Heat o’ the Sun  
 

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 

Nor the furious winter’s rages; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done, 

Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages: 

Golden lads and girls all must, 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

 

Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 

Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 

Care no more to clothe and eat; 

To thee the reed is as the oak: 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must 

All follow this, and come to dust. 

 

Fear no more the lightning flash, 

Nor the all-dreaded thunder stone; 

Fear not slander, censure rash; 

Thou hast finished joy and moan: 

All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

 

William Shakespeare 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Materials_Boys  
 

S1 (Class No.: 61) 

WHAT FOR! 
 

One more word, said my dad, 

And I’ll give you what for. 

What for? I said. 

That’s right, he said, what for! 

No, I said, I mean what for? 

What will you give me what for for? 

Never you mind, he said. Wait and see. 

But what is what for for? I said. 

What’s what for for? he said, 

It’s to teach you what’s what, 

That’s what. 

What’s that? I said. 

Right, he said, you’re for it, 

I’m going to let you have it. 

Have what? I said. 

Have what? He said, 

What for, that’s what. 

Do you want me to really give you 

Something to think about? 

I don’t know, I said, 

I’m thinking about it. 

Then he clipped me over the ear. 

It was the first time he’d made sense 

All day. 

 

Noel Petty 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

S2 (Class No.: 63) 

Hill Rolling  
 

I kind of exploded inside, 

and joy shot out of me. 

I began my roll down the grassy hill. 

I bent my knees up small, took a deep breath 

and I was off. 

 

My arms shot out sideways. 

I gathered speed. 

My eyes squinted. 

Sky and grass, dazzle and dark. 

 

I went on forever, 

My arms were covered with dents, 

holes, squashed grass. 

Before I knew it I was at the bottom. 

The game was over. 

The door of the classroom closed behind me. 

I can small chalk dust, and hear the voice of teachers, 

to make me forget my hill. 

 

Andrew Taylor 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



S3 (Class No.: 65) 

Fishbones Dreaming  
Fishbones lay in the smelly bin. 

He was a head, a backbone and a tail. 

Soon the cats would be in for him. 

 

He didn’t like to be this way. 

He shut his eyes and dreamed back. 

 

Back to when he was fat, and hot on a plate. 

Beside green beans, with lemon juice 

squeezed on him. And a man with a knife 

and fork raised, about to eat him. 

 

He didn’t like to be this way. 

He shut his eyes and dreamed back. 

 

Back to when he was frozen in the freezer. 

With lamb cutlets and minced beef and prawns. 

Three month he was in there. 

 

He didn’t like to be this way. 

He shut his eyes and dreamed back. 

 

Back to when he was squirming in a net, 

with thousands of other fish, on the deck 

of a boat. And the rain falling 

Wasn’t wet enough to breathe in. 

 

He didn’t like to be this way. 

He shut his eyes and dreamed back. 

 

Back to when he was darting through the sea, 

past crabs and jellyfish, and others 

likes himself. Or surfacing to jump for flies 

And feel the sun on his face. 

 

He liked to be this way. 

He dreamed hard to try and stay there. 

 

Matthew Sweeney 



 

S4 (Class No.: 68) 

Abou Ben Adhem  
 

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!) 

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 

And saw, within the moonlight in his room, 

Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom, 

An Angel writing in a book of gold: 

 

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 

And to the Presence in the room he said, 

"What writest thou?"—The vision raised its head, 

And with a look made of all sweet accord, 

Answered, "The names of those who love the Lord." 

 

"And is mine one?" said Abou. "Nay, not so," 

Replied the Angel. Abou spoke more low, 

But cheerly still; and said, "I pray thee, then, 

Write me as one that loves his fellow-men." 

 

The Angel wrote, and vanished. The next night 

It came again with a great wakening light, 

And showed the names whom love of God had blessed, 

And, lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest! 

 

Leigh Hunt 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

S5 (Class No.: N188) 

Gospel of St. Luke, Chapter 2, Verses 8-19 
8 And there were in the same country shepherds abiding in the field, keeping watch over their flock by night. 

 

9 And, lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them, and the glory of the Lord shone round about them: and they 

were sore afraid. 

 

10 And the angel said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all 

people. 

 

11 For unto you is born this day in the city of David a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. 

 

12 And this shall be a sign unto you; Ye shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. 

 

13 And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and saying, 

 

14 Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men. 

 

15 And it came to pass, as the angels were gone away from them into heaven, the shepherds said one to another, 

Let us now go even unto Bethlehem, and see this thing which is come to pass, which the Lord hath made known 

unto us. 

 

16 And they came with haste, and found Mary, and Joseph, and the babe lying in a manger. 

 

17 And when they had seen it, they made known abroad the saying which was told them concerning this child. 

 

18 And all they that heard it wondered at those things which were told them by the shepherds. 

 

19 But Mary kept all these things, and pondered them in her heart 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


