FORM 9-11
POEM 1.
THE CHOSEN VESSEL
The Master was searching for a vessel to use,

Before him there were many. Which one would he choose?

“Take Me,” cried the golden one, “I am shiny and bright.
I’m of great value and I do things just right.
My beauty and luster will outshine the rest
And for someone like you, Master, gold would be best!”

The Master passed on with no word at all

And looked at a silver urn, narrow and tall,

“I’ll serve you dear Master, I’ll pour out your wine.

I’ll be on your table, whenever you dine.
My lines are so grateful, my carvings so true,

And my silver will always compliment you”.

Unheeding, the Master passed on to the vessel of brass,

Wide mouthed and shallow and polished like glass.

“Here, here” cried the vessel, “I know I will do.
Place me on the table for all men to view...”
The Master came next to a vessel of wood,

Polished and carved, it solidly stood,

“You may use me, dear Master” the wooden bowl said,

“But I’d rather you used me for fruit, not for bread…”.
Then, the Master looked down and saw a vessel of clay,

Empty and broken it helplessly lay.

No hope had the vessel that the Master might choose,

To cleanse and make whole, to fill and to use.

“Oh! This is the vessel I’ve been hoping to find!
 I’ll mend it and use it, and make it all mine.

 I need not the vessel with the pride of itself.

Nor one that is narrow, to sit on the shelf.

 Nor one that is big mouthed and shallow and loud.
 Nor one that displays his contents so proud.
Not the one that thinks he can do all things just right,
But this plain, earthly vessel, filled with power and might”.
Then, gently he lifted the vessel of clay, 
Mended and cleansed it, and filled it that day.

He  spoke to it kindly,
“There is work you must do –
Just pour out to others what I pour into you”.
FORM 9-11
POEM 2.

SONNET 130 (by William Shakespeare)
My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips' red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask's, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
   And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
   As any she belied with false compare. 
FORM7-8

POEM 1.A Red, Red Rose (by Robert Burns)
 

	My love is like a red, red rose

	That’s newly sprung in June:

	My love is like the melody,

	That’s sweetly played in tune.


	As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,

	So deep in love am I:

	And I will love thee still, my dear,

	Till all the seas go dry.


	Till all the seas go dry, my dear,

	And the rocks melt with  the sun:

	And I will love thee still, my dear,

	While the sands of  life shall run.


	And fare thee well, my only love,

	And fare thee well a while !

	And I will come again, my love,

	Though  it were ten thousand mile.

	



POEM 2.ROMANCE (by Robert Louis Stevenson)
I WILL make you brooches and toys for your delight 
Of bird-song at morning and star-shine at night. 
I will make a palace fit for you and me, 
Of green days in forests and blue days at sea. 

I will make my kitchen, and you shall keep your room, 
Where white flows the river and bright blows the broom,
And you shall wash your linen and keep your body white 
In rainfall at morning and dewfall at night. 

And this shall be for music when no one else is near, 
The fine song for singing, the rare song to hear! 
That only I remember, that only you admire, 
Of the broad road that stretches and the roadside fire. 

FORM 5-6 
POEM 1.
WHAT IS TRAVELLING FOR ME?
What is travelling for me? 

It is the shining sun, the sea.

The golden sand which looks like beads.

The blue-eyed sky and tender breeze.

What do I see when I close my eyes?

A milk-white ship with two red stripes.

The limpid clouds at the dawn

And sun that rises all alone.

POEM 2.
OF ALL THE GIRLS

Of all the girls that are so smart

There’s none like pretty Sally.

She is the darling of my heart

And she lives in our alley.

There is no lady in the land

Who is so sweet as Sally

She is the darling of my heart

And she lives in our alley.

FORM 3-4

POEM 1.

I’M SORRY. I’M WRONG.

There are four little words

That can help you a lot.

When you hurt your friend

On purpose or not.

To say the four words,

Don’t wait too long!

If you’ve hurt your friend

Say, “I’m sorry. I’m wrong”.

POEM 2.

Funny Valentines

Boys are silly.
Girls are smart.
I love you
With all my heart.

Boys are noisy.
Girls are, too.
You like me,
And I like you.

Mother loves coffee.
Father loves tea.
I love my teacher,
And my teacher loves me!

The birds won't sing,
The stars won't shine,
If you won't be
My valentine.
