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Dear Parents,

We feome Yo our Easter Concert!
We have. s packed programme for you foday,
feturing on o0d star cast of your very own

Chifdren!

The classes have been working extremly
hard in, rehearsads over the post few weeks
and T know you are going to en joy
every momen{‘.




Eoch cfss has chosen s poem o two to recite and s song fo sing,

March 2#Hh 11am skt ichsre Bnked b theirfornty bhemes.

ception
O % Poems Your Best by Barbara \ance
.ﬁ A' Song: Puff the Magic Dragon,

Year 1
Foems: When Twas Six and Wind on the Hill by A4 Milne

‘% Songs Home on. the Range
8 VYear 2
O Poems: Travel by Book by L avra Mucha, and Wasp on the Tube by Chrissie Githins

Songg: The Locomotion.
VYear 3
Poem: Oh, T4 Wish T Looked Afker MeTeeth, by fam Ayres

Veor 4
Foem: You Can't Be Thatl by Brain fatten
The Trojan, Horse
Individual Poetry Recitals
Spring, Lg Anonymous Juniper Year 2
prif Fools, by Anonymous and e, Jack Year 2
The Homework Mackine, by Shel Sibverstein, Arthur Year 4
Songg Hol Cross Buns, Year 2 & 4, wi :
Choir
Counbry

fe.




Puss the Magic Dragon,

CHORUS:
Putt the magic dragon fived by the ses, And froflicked in the sutumn mistin s fond cafled Honah Lee
VERSE I:
Little Juckie Poper foved that rascel Pust, And brought him strings bind seoling wax snd other fancy stuff; oh
CHORUS
VERSE I:

Together they would traved on o bost with biflowed suil, Jockie kepta Jookout perched on Putt's gigantic toil
Noble kings and prince.s would bow whenever they came, Pirate ships would fower their Hags when Puff rosred out his name, oh
CHORUS
Puth, the magic dragon Jived by the ses, And froficked in the sutumn mist; in o fand calfed Honah Lee
Pus$, the magic dragon, fived by the seaAnd froficked in the sutumn, mist, in s fond caffled Honah Lee




Your Best

1F you aways ry your best
en you’u ne{’er fnya;/ye fo wonder
ALou{ what you could have done
If gou’J summoned all your Hunder.
And if your best
Was n.oi as gooJ
As you ltopeJ it would be,
Jou still could say,
' gave {'oJay
Al '\AJ inme"

Barbara Vance




Home on, the range

Oh give me z. home, where the busfafo rosm
Where the deer and the antedope play,
Where seddomis heard, s discouraging word
And the skies are notcloudy 0 day

Home, home on, the Range;
Where the deer snd the sntelope play;
Where se.ddom is heard, s discouraging word,
And the skies are not cfoudy s day.

Where the siris so pure snd the zephyrs so free.
And the breezes so bodmyand fight
That T would not exchange my home on the range
For o of the cities so bright

Home, lume on, H\e Tande
Where the deer and the entefope play
Where sedom is heard, s discouraging word
And the skies are not cloudy sl ds




Wind on the Hi?  When T was Six > 4

Noone can tefl me,

Nobody knows, When T was One,
Where the wind comes from, Thad just begun.
Where the wind goes. When T was T, %
T¥s Hying $rom somewhere T wasnearfy new. )
Astustasitean, When T was Three
T couldn’tkeep up with it; T was horddy me.
Nokif T ran, When T was Four
Butit I stopped holding T was not much more.
The string of my kite, When T was Five,
Thwould blow with the wind

T wes justodive.
For s day and o night: il now Ten o

And then when T found i

Wherever it blew,
T should know H\nt the wind
Hed been going there too. D
Sothen T coutd telf then U
Where the wind goes...
Buk where the wind come.s from
Nobody knows.

T'mas clever as clever;

So T think T8 be six now for ever and ever

A A Nilne.



Everybody's doin’ s brand new dance now
(Come on, baby do the focomotion)
T know youl get to fike. it if you give it o chance now
(Come on baby do the focomotion)

My Jittle baby sister can do it with ease
T¥s easier than fearning your ABC's
So come o, come. on, do the. focomotion, with me

You goH:u swing your hi?.s now
Come on baby
Jump up, Jump bock
Wef2, T think You gob the knack, ohh

Now that you can do it; Je¥'s make o chain now
(Come on, baby do the focomotion)
Chug-s chug-s motion Jike o roifway train now
(Come. on, baby do the Jocomotion)

Do it nice. snd evsy now don't fose controf
A fittfe bitof \"h,\jH\m and s fobof s0u

So come on, come, on, do the, focomotion, with me



Travel L}j book
Tve travelled the wordd in s bost on, the ses,
secompanied piratessnd fived fancy free,
Tve seen adl the things T have wanted fo see -
T did itby reading s book.

T've won, many bottle s, Tve swum with the sharks,
Tve found buried tressure sfone in the dork,
Tve dived in the edm trees of nationaf parks -
T did itby reading s book.

The worn, my py Jemas whilst Hying with birds,
Thve trovelled ofone and Tve followed the herd,
Tve redished, devoured and revedled in words,
1 did it by reading s book

T'e mek many people, T've made many friends,
and though T fet sad when T came to the end
of the Journey Td made - T con make it again
with the words of o we20-written book

Laure Mucha




‘ h Wasp on the Tube

I‘F I k"gw l‘ow I gO" Le're I WQHJJH,"' l\we commmmmmmmmme,
those doors LangeJ shut, that was the end of my funnnnnnnnnnn,

I'm Luzzmg around and causing @ ;wmmmmmmmmnwmm,

l'l;ey’re all looking up and ”»ey Hhink T am dummmmmmmmb.
Twant o escape, get back fo the sunnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn,
that boy's going mad and grabbing his Mummmmmmnmmm,
if we weren’t in o tunnel T know they'd all runnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn,

ot Jast, King's Cross, my hube journey’s donnnnnnnnnnnnnnne.
By Chrissie Gittins




Hot cross buns
Hot cross Lu.n.s

One 2 penny, twos penny,
Ho{' cross le,a

T# you have no deughters,
Qive them qu:iou.r s0ns,
One s penny, twos penny,
Hok cross LIL“-’




O, T wish T4 fooked stter me teeth,
And spotted the dongers benesth
Al the totfees T chewed,

And the sweet sticky food.

Oh, T wish T fooked ofter me teeth.

T wish T4 been that much more willin!
When T had more tooth there then f0lin
Togive up gobstoppers,

From respect fo me. choppers,

And Yo buy something edse with me shifdin.

When T think of the foffies T Sicked
And the Siquorice sffsorts T picked,
Sherbetdsbs, bigond fittle,
A that hard peonut brittfe,
My conscience gets horriby pricked.

\‘\L

O;\,, T wi.s;\ Td ,Qoo'(ec[
after my teeth

My mother; she. told me no end,
T# you got o tooth, you got s friend”
T wes Young then,and carefess,
Ny toothbrush was hairfe.ss,
Tnever had much time to spend.
Oh T showed them the toothpaste a8 right,
T Hashed it about foke of night;
Put up-ond-down brushin
And pokin'and fussirl
Didetk seem worth the time = T could bite!

Pam Ayres

How T faughed st my mother’s fadse teeth,
Asthey formed in the waters beneath.

T T4 known, T was paving the way
To cavities, cops and decays
The murder of ifin's,
Tnjections end dridfins,

T4 hove thrown, a0 me. sherbet away.

SoT Jie in the ofd dentist's chain
And T goze up his nose in despaits
And his drifd it do whine
Tn these mofars of mine.

“Two smafgam,” he!} suy, For in there.

Puk now comes the reckonin
Ts methey are beckonin!
Oh, T wish T4 ﬂaaLeJ after me {'ee”y



T Hold them:
When T growup
T'mnotgoing to be a scientist
Or someone who Teads the newson TV.
No, o miflion, birds wild Hy through me.
T’MgOINg TOBE A TREE.

They suid,
You corikbe thak No, you corik be that:

T told them:
When T growup
T'mnot going to be an sirfine pilot,
|Adencer; s fowyer or an NC.
No, huge whafe.s will swim in, me.

You Can't be Thatl
Pt

T told them:
T'mnotgoing tobe s DJ,
A computer programmer; s musicion or beautician.
No, streams wild How through me.
T2 be the home of eagles;

100 be. $udl of nooks, crennies, velleys snd fountsins.

T'NgOINg TO BE A RANGE OF MOUNTAINS

They soid,
You carik be thatNo, you corit be that:

By Brion Patten
-

= Vv

Tosked them:
Justwhatdoyou think T am?
Justo chibd, they soid,
And chifdren sfways become
At feastone of the things
We wont them to be.

They donotunderstand me.
100 be o stablle it T wank, smeding of tresh hay,
100 be o fost glade in which unicorns stifl play.
They donotreslize T can fulfidll any ambition.
They do not realize smong them
wafks o magicion.
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