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Live Competition Mode $220
Solo Verse Speaking, Non-Open
Primary 1 and 2, Girls
Snowball by Shel Silverstein
Read Me 1 - A Poem for Every Day of the Year — Chosen by Gaby Morgan, page 438 /
Read Me - A Poem for Every Day of the Year — Chosen by Gaby Morgan, page 438
Macmillan Children’s Books ISBN 9780330373531 / 9781529005622
e First line: | made myself a snowball
e Lastline: But first — it wet the bed.

Snowball

I made myself a snowball
As perfect as could be.

I thought I’d keep it as a pet
And let it sleep with me.

I made it some pajamas
And a pillow for its head.
Then last night it ran away,
But first — it wet the bed.

Shel Silverstein
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Little Silver Aeroplane — Anonymous
Read Me 2 - A Poem for Every Day of the Year — Chosen by Gaby Morgan, page 226

Macmillan Children’s Books ISBN 9780330391320
e First line: Little silver aeroplane
e Lastline: Please take me.

$220

Little Silver Aeroplane

Little stlver aeroplane
Up in the sky,

Where are you going to
Flying so high?

Over the mountains
Over the sea

Little silver aeroplane
Please take me.

Anonymous
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Who Has Seen the Wind? by Christina Rossetti

A Poem for Every Autumn Day — Edited by Allie Esiri, page166
Macmillan Children’s Books ISBN 9781529045222
e First 2 lines: Who has seen the wind?
Neither | nor you:
e Last line: The wind is passing by.
¢ (The lines beneath the title not to be recited.)

Who Has Seen the Wind?

From Western Wind to the wind in this poem by .
Rossetti. These deceptively simple words communicate
a sense of the invisible forces that animate the world ~
forces which we cannot see, but we know must be there,

W\Tho has seen the wind?
Neither I nor you:
But when the leaves hang trembling,
The wind is passing thro'.

Who has seen the wind?

Neither you nor I: |

But when the trees bow down their heads,
The wind is passing by.

Christina Rossetﬂ



