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1. a piece of
2. a loaf of
3. a bit of
4. a slice of
5. a spell of
6. a chunk of
7. a drop of
8. a lump of
9. a dash of
10. a sheet of
11. a mass of
12. a trace of
13. a handful of
14. a spot of
15. a touch of

Hc‑p ‑̀mKs‑̄  (‑part) 
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partitive s‑â  AÀY‑w. 
Uncountable nouns AYh‑m 
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Partitive expression. 
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Ch hc‑p¶ hmN‑I‑§Ä
I‑mW‑pI: 

1. My uncle gave me a piece of 
advice.
2. He lives on a loaf of bread a day.
3. Have you lost a bit of weight?
4. I need a slice of cheese.
5. A spell of warm weather.
6. I have already prepared a fair 
chunk of the report.
7. There was a tiny drop of blood on 
his face.
8. Please put a lump of sugar in my 
coffee.
9. Add a dash of honey to the juice.
10. I want a sheet of paper.
11. He received a mass of 
correspondence.
12. There was a trace of sarcasm in 
his tone 
13. He gave her a handful of money.
14. Do you fancy a spot of lunch?
15. I think I have a touch of the flu.



Please Mrs  
Butler
$ Allan Ahlberg

Please Mrs Butler
This boy Derek Drew
Keeps copying my work, Miss.
What shall I do?
Go and sit in the hall, dear.
Go and sit in the sink.
Take your books on the roof, my lamb.
Do whatever you think.
Please Mrs Butler
This boy Derek Drew
Keeps taking my rubber, Miss.
What shall I do?
Keep it in your hand, dear.
Hide it up your vest.
Swallow it if you like, my love.
Do what you think is best.
Please Mrs Butler
This boy Derek Drew
Keeps calling me rude names, miss.
What shall I do?
Lock yourself in the cupboard, dear.
Run away to sea.
Do whatever you can, my flower.
But don’t ask me.
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Bed in 
Summer
$Robert Louis Stevenson

In Winter I get up at night
And dress by yellow candle light.
In Summer, quite the other way,
I have to go to bed by day.

I have to go to bed and see
The birds still hopping on the tree,
Or hear the grown-up people’s feet
Still going past me in the street.

And does it not seem hard to you,
When all the sky is clear and blue,
And I should like so much to play,
To have to go to bed by day?


