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CHAPTER I 

INTRODUCTION 

The language arts hold an important place in the lives of most 

individuals and in the modern elementary school curriculum. Educators 

throughout the nation claim that the language arts do much to enrich the 

lives of people in our highly industrial society. 

The social heritage of any society consists of the traditional 

ways of acting, thinking, believing and speaking. Lindesmith and Strauss^* 

believe that . . the language learned by the child is not primarily 

his language so much as it is his society's." They further state that 

"Language is a group product which, like every other part of the social 

heritage, must be learned." 

The language arts, reading, writing, spelling, speaking and lis¬ 

tening, all are valued highly as the carrier and embodiment of features 

of the environment of each individual. The writer's intense interest in 

the language arts program in the elementary school curriculum led to 

this survey. 

The Problem 

The writer's major problem was to clearly understand the value of 

poetry in the elementary school language arts program. Specifically, 

the purposes were threefold: (1) to determine educators' opinions of 

the importance of poetry in the elementary school language arts program, 

^Lindesmith, Alfred R. and Strauss, Anselm L., Social Psychology, 
The Revised Edition, Holt, Rinehart and Winston, New York, 1956, p. 47. 
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(2) to collect and compile poetry found useful by classroom teachers, 

and (3) to collect and compile outstanding original verse written by 

elementary school children. 

Procedures 

Two definite procedures were necessary in order to procure infor¬ 

mation and materials needed for thoroughly discussing the problem. First 

a review of literature was made in an attempt to obtain information which 

would give a general understanding of elementary school language arts 

programs on a national scale. Secondly, a questionnaire was used to 

secure a sampling of the opinions of teachers regarding the value of 

poetry in the elementary school language arts program, to collect a vari¬ 

ety of poetry found useful in the classroom, and to collect some out¬ 

standing original verse written by elementary school children. 

Limitations 

This survey was limited to the responses of superintendents, 

supervisors, principals and classroom teachers in five western states, 

Arizona, Montana, Nevada, Texas and Utah. One thousand copies of the 

questionnaire were sent to the selected superintendents, supervisors 

and principals who distributed them to the classroom teachers. 

The first procedure in the study, the review of literature per¬ 

taining to poetry in the elementary school language arts programs, 

revealed much important information. These findings concerning lan¬ 

guage arts nationally are given in Chapter 2. 
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CHAPTER II 

REVIEW OF LITERATURE 

The review of literature was used as a means for becoming familiar 

with the views of well known authors regarding poetry in the elementary 

school language arts programs. The literature revealed numerous ideas 

about the importance and uses of poetry, many of which are set forth in 

this chapter. 

Importance of Poetry in the Language Arts Program 

Since nearly everyone has written, or attempted to write, poetry on 

one occasion or another, and everyone has read it or listened to others 

read it, there appears to be no question that poetry is important in the 

lives of all persons. Yet, because of past failure to fully realize the 

importance of poetry in the elementary school language arts programs, a 

great void has been created in our personal appreciation of that which 

poetry primarily reveals--man himself. 

There are many students or adults who honestly do not care for 

poetry but it appears that most of this dislike can be traced to widely 

varied experiences stemming from elementary schools. Teachers who require 

the memorization of long, undesired poems, teach the reading of poetry as 

a mechanical exercise in counting syllables, or who struggle through a 

boring study of figures of speech may be responsible for much antipathy 

toward poetry. Often teachers spend much time reading verse that is en¬ 

tirely removed from the experience of the students and beyond their 
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comprehension thereby creating confusion in the child's mind. 

Regardless of the actual source, three resulting attitudes appear 

to exist concerning poetry: (1) poetry is a waste of time, (2) poetry 

is sentimental and effeminate, and (3) poetry is for intellectuals and 

highbrows only. These misconceptions tend to destroy the great asset 

which poetry can provide the individual--the privilege to experience and 

understand his own feelings, give his own interpretations and add to or 

subtract from what someone else may say or feel. 

If there exists only a possibility of enjoyment and a deeper appre¬ 

ciation of one's own self and his surroundings, then time spent in the 

teaching of poetry is certainly time well spent. However, it must be 

remembered that the teaching of poetry must be approached logically and 

correctly--that is, from the simplest to the most difficult poems. The 

responsibility for selecting poetry in this order rests with the class¬ 

room teacher. Every teacher should be familiar with the most valuable 

poems that will cause the students to feel personal reactions. These 

poems will be so forceful or so tender that the child will react with 

interest, and ultimately with appreciation and understanding.1 

Arbuthnot gave some of the newer ideas about poetry in the lan¬ 

guage arts when she said: 

In those early years, before the child has attained fluency 
in reading, poetry should be heard before it is seen; and, equally 
important, it should be spoken by the child with vigor and natural¬ 
ness if he is to understand it thoroughly. . . For in poetry chil¬ 
dren will find laughter and beauty; the unique essence of their 

^McClure, Ted, "The Indispensable Art," Peabody Journal of Edu¬ 
cation 37:347-349, May, 1960. 
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experiences, and so the spirit of grace and understanding. In 
this area of reading, as in all others, children may discover 
special treasures that unlock new worlds for them and genuinely 
recreate their young spirit.^ 

According to Haddock^ poetry is important in the elementary school 

because it is an art form as well as a reading form. Philosophical atti¬ 

tudes should develop from the pleasure that a child gets from poetry. 

Poetry may also be a discipline but it must be clearly understood that 

such discipline comes only from within the reader. 
* 

There is poetry that fits all moods and most types of subject 

matter. Verse can be fitted into different units of work in many pleas¬ 

urable ways which allow the children to see, hear, feel, taste and smell 

through the written words. Poetry can just as easily be used to fill a 

waiting moment with pleasure. The true appreciation and enjoyment that 

poetry can provide are its most important contributions at the elementary 

school age. Taste in poetry is an individual matter and should always be 

recognized as such.^ 

Orientation to poetry is of great importance for if poetry is pre¬ 

sented properly it may generate interest that will stimulate the pupil to 

create. Techniques may be learned which will enable the child to organize 

his thoughts and feelings in a presentable written fashion. Once a pupil 

^-Arbuthnot, May Hill, ^Reading,n Childhood Education 35s 347, April, 
1959.   

o 
Haddock, Lawrence H., "Taste and Distaste for Poetry," The Clearing 

House 35:91, October, 1960. 

^Strickland, Ruth G., The Language Arts in the Elementary Schorl, 
D. C. Heath and Company, Boston, 1951, pp. 299-300. 
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has become interested and has written creatively it is often beneficial 

to the student to study his poem to improve his diction and oral expres¬ 

sion before finally recording it. This procedure will help the child to 

feel successful in writing yet aspire to do better in his next attempt.1 

Too often people fail to consider the relationship between a child and 

o 
his poem. 

Uses of Poetry in the Language Arts Program 

In order to develop sensitivity to the beautiful and important 

and to stir feelings and understandings of daily experiences, the teacher 

needs to give experiences to the children by giving them poetry. In 

practice, "We must teach poetry for the meaning of life."^ Sterling and 

others have summarized the values of poetry in five statements: 

1. Beautiful poetry helps to make children sensitive to that 
which is fine and lovely. It helps them to see, to hear, 
and to feel. 

2. Appreciation of poetry is principally an emotional experi¬ 
ence and, therefore, is largely dependent upon the mood of 
the teacher, the mood of the children and the atmosphere 
of the classroom. 

^Onorevole, Richard E., "Poetry in Three Dimensions," The Clearing 
House 34:479-480, April, 1960. 

2 
Carlson, Ruth Kearney, "Stimulating Creativity in Children and 

Youth." Elementary English 38:165, March, 1961. 

o 
Hatchett, Ethel L. and Hughes, Donald H., Teaching Language Arts 

in Elementary Schools, The Ronald Press Company, New York, 1956, p. 189. 

^MacLeish, Archibald, "Why Do We Teach Poetry?," Atlantic Monthly 
197:48, March, 1956. 
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3. The child's natural responsiveness to rhythm gives him a 
feeling of kinship with poetry. 

4. Good poetry quickens the child's imagination, enriches his 
vocabulary, and stirs his emotions. 

5. Memorization of poems can and should be happy, satisfying 
group experience at the moment and an inner resource of 
personal inspiration and joyousness in the future.1 

Some other specific uses for poetry found to be of special assist 

ance to the slow reader have been suggested by O'Rourke. These uses or 

values are: 

1. It (poetry) gives the child a feeling of power, for he 
can read a complete selection rather quickly. 

2. The rhythm is a definite aid to better phrasing. 

3. Rhyming (in rhymed verse) promotes quicker recognition 
of unknown words. 

4. It (poetry) is an aid to improvement of auditory skills, 
for they (children) learn to listen more carefully. 

5. Children have an opportunity to hear beauty of words and 
share in this beauty.^ 

In this great scientific age teachers need to present the alter¬ 

native to the abstraction which science has imposed. The great alterna¬ 

tive is the poem. Poems must be presented "not as a message in a bottle, 

and not as an object in an uninhabited landscape, but as an action in 

^Sterling, Edna L., Lindahl, Hannah M. and Koch, Katharine, Eng¬ 
lish is Our Language, 5, Guide for Teaching, D. C. Heath and Company, 
Boston, 1957, p. 86. 

o 
O’Rourke, Louise, "Poetry For Dessert: The Use of Poetry With 

Slow Readers," The Reading Teacher 10:166, February, 1957. 
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the world, an action in which we ourselves are actors and our lives are 

known. 

Interpretation and Presentation of Poetry 
in the Language Arts Program 

It is difficult for many adults to realize that children are not 

naturally prejudiced against poetry but that we ourselves have been 

artificially prejudiced.^ One must understand that children delight in 

the rhythm and music of poetry before the words come to have meaning. 

Many poets speak not only in the language of the time but in the speech 

which children use.^ Above all it is essential that teachers have a 

sympathetic understanding of children so that abundant experiences in 

hearing and enjoying poetry can be provided. It is as Huber^ stated, 

"Laughter is as necessary as food for the development of wholesome, happy 

children." 

Poems should be presented in an informal manner. They should be 

read when the occasion arises such as on a student's birthday, a holiday, 

a special time of year or perhaps because of something which happened on 

the way to school in the morning.5 The poetry to be read with any group 

^•MacLeish, 0£. cit., p. 48. 

^Merriam, Eve, "In a Child's Garden, Plant Verses," Saturday 
Review of Literature 43:48, April 16, 1960. 

^Huber, Miriam B., Story and Verse for Children, The MacMillan 
Company, New York, 1940, p. 70. 

4Ibid., p. 72. 

^Ryan, Calvin T., "The Poet, the Child, the Teacher," Elementary 
English 36:238, April, 1959. 
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of boys and girls must be chosen upon the basis of our knowledge of that 

group's capacities (intellectual-emotional maturity), its tastes, and its 

interests.^- By listening the children catch the mood of the poem, appre- 

ciate the rhythm and beauty of sound, and get a better understanding of 

the world. After several readings the pupils begin to make comments and 

wish to express themselves orally. At this point in the development of 

appreciation of poetry it is possible to introduce choral readings. 

Choral readings are useful as a means of intensifying the meanings 

of poetry. They also give confidence to the timid children who tend to 

lose their self-consciousness when reading as members of the group. Cho¬ 

ral speaking aids the development of a sense of rhythm and control of the 

vocal chords. Clearer pronunciation, enunciation and creative thinking 

2 
and acting result from the choric experiences. 

Once creative thinking and acting has been established in the 

pupils they may wish to write their ideas and feelings in poems. There 

will be a great difference in pupil ability to do creative writing but 

most will like to make rhymes since these seem to come rather easy. This 

encourages the pupils to try to express thoughts in a beautiful way. It 

is important, however, to teach that there is a certain rhythm which must 

be felt in poetry; it must either sing or swing.3 

•^Seely, Howard F., Enjoying Poetry in School, Johnson Publishing 
Company, Chicago, 1931, p. 54. 

^Hatchett, o£. cit., p. 192. 

^Doyle, Zeta 0., "Literature and Creative Writing," California 
Journal of Elementary Education 29:175-176, February, 1961. 
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Creative writing may bring out things a teacher never realized 

about the child for as Merriam stated; 

Children take poetry seriously, not in a solemn, starched, 
Sunday dress manner, but seriously as they take their blue-jeaned 
play. They sense the potency of meter: how some verses gallop 
on four-legged beats, while others, more plodding, go-deliberate- 
so. A rhyme to them has the chiming satisfaction of a bell; al¬ 
literation always amuses; some perfectly sober words, just by 
their sound, strike them as uproarious. 

Hidden talents and interests are often revealed as well as the 

emotions and aspirations of the child. From childrens' creative writing 

of poetry teachers may be able to gain insight and give the child guid- 

ance in the area of his needs. In fact, it is thought that encouraging 

children to create poetry may not only prove fascinating for itself but 

may prove invaluable in preparing them to make their own contributions 

3 
to our society. 

Literature revealed that many national authorities in the field 

of elementary education believe that poetry has an important place in the 

language arts program. Opinions concerning its importance as given by 

elementary classroom teachers in the states of Arizona, Montana, Nevada, 

Texas and Utah are presented in Chapter 3. 

^Merriam, oj>. cit., p. 48. 

2 
Onorevole, jop. cit., p. 478. 

^Corbin, Richard, "Evaluating the Reading of Poetry and Study," 
The English Journal 46:157, March, 1957. 
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CHAPTER III 

OPINIONS OF CLASSROOM TEACHERS REGARDING POETRY IN THE 
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL LANGUAGE ARTS PROGRAM 

The preliminary phase of this study of poetry in the language arts 

was begun when personal letters were mailed to a selected number of school 

superintendents, supervisors, and principals in Arizona, Montana, Nevada, 

Texas and Utah. These personal letters asked that the addressees distri¬ 

bute to the elementary teachers in their county, district or school the 

questionnaires which were enclosed and that they encourage the teachers 

to participate and to supply the materials requested. 

A form letter addressed to the elementary teachers (see Appendix) 

was attached to each of the questionnaires. This letter explained the 

purpose of the study and requested the assistance of each teacher in 

order that the study could be completed successfully. 

Approximately 1,000 copies of the questionnaire (see Appendix) were 

mailed to and distributed by the superintendents, supervisors and 

principals. The response by states was: Arizona--18, Montana--37, 

Nevada—7, Texas--8 and Utah--203. Fifteen other questionnaires were 

returned without state identification. 

Teachers participated by grade in the following proportions: 

kindergarten—8, first—74, second—48, third--50, fourth—47, fifth—40 

and sixth—29. Eight of the participants taught in more than one grade 

and were counted in each grade. There was no significant difference by 

grade in the opinions stated by the teachers. 

The questionnaire that was used consisted of eight questions 
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designed to determine: (1) the frequency that poetry is taught as a 

separate unit in the language arts program, (2) the frequency that poetry 

is correlated with other subjects, (3) the kinds of poetry that children 

appear to enjoy, (4) the type of poetry that boys appear to enjoy most, 

(5) the type of poetry that girls appear to enjoy most, (6) which activity 

with poetry, reading, listening, memorizing, dramatizing or choral reading, 

the children appear to enjoy most, (7) whether or not the teachers and 

pupils would be willing to have their original materials included in the 

study if it were to be used in an educational publication and (8) whether 

or not the teachers believed that a wide collection of enrichment material 

compiled under one cover would aid them in their language arts program. 

The questionnaire also requested the teachers to submit one or 

more selections of poetry they had found enriching to their language arts 

program with an explanation of the way it was used, its source, and the 

ways in which it was successful. Finally, the teachers were asked to 

send copies of original poems written by their pupils or class. The 

information obtained from the 288 questionnaires, which were completed 

and returned by the teachers, is given in the four sections of this 

chapter. 

Manner in Which Poetry is Used in the Language Arts Program 

The responses to the questions of whether or not poetry was taught 

as a separate unit in the language arts program or correlated with other 

classroom subjects indicate that a majority, 60.4 per cent, of the 

elementary classroom teachers do not teach poetry as a separate unit in 
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their language arts programs. In a few instances the teachers said that 

they taught specific units on poetry but also used poetry with other sub¬ 

jects. More than 93.7 per cent of the respondents stated that they 

correlated poetry with the other subjects which they taught. 

A large number of comments received show that the teachers believe 

that poetry makes other subjects more interesting and enjoyable to the 

children and that learning of the subject matter is improved. One school 

librarian commented that illustrated and original poems of children of 

all grades were used on the bulletin boards of the school and received 

intense attention. Other teachers commented that they integrated poetry 

just for fun, used it to develop speech skills and in general used poetry 

any time that it would aid in the teaching of other subjects. Forty-three 

teachers specified that they correlated poetry with reading and social 

studies, 41 said they used it in all subjects, 25 in science, 13 in art, 

11 in writing, 8 in music and 6 in connection with arithmetic. 

Types of Poetry Children Enjoy 

Many teachers, 66.3 per cent, answered the questions regarding the 

kinds of poetry that their children appeared to enjoy by stating that the 

children enjoyed all kinds of poetry. However, they indicated that the 

types of poetry that appear to have the most appeal to elementary school 

children in the order of descending appeal are those that are humorous, 

have pronounced rhythm, are about animals, seasons, patriotism and 

historical events, the family and people, nature, adventure, fantasy. 
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experiences and beauty. Several teachers commented that the children in 

their classes liked the types of poetry that they themselves liked best. 

The teachers stated that boys prefer humorous poems and poems about 

animals above all others. Poems about adventure and activities seem to 

hold the interest of boys quite well. Poems about nature, those having 

pronounced rhythm, seasonal poems, dialogues and those about the family 

and people were also reported as being of interest to boys. 

Girls prefer poems about beauty and fantasy and those of humor. 

Poems about animals and the family and people also rate high with the 

girls. Seasonal poems, those having pronounced rhythm, and poems about 

nature and dolls appear to be of interest to many girls. Several teachers 

reported that more girls like all types of poetry than do boys. It appear,: 

however, that both boys and girls prefer poems that are on a level that 

they can easily understand. Many teachers commented that most boys and 

girls enjoy some type of poetry. 

Classroom Activities Derived From the Use of Poetry 

When asked what activities with poetry the children appeared to 

enjoy most, they responded that children seem to prefer to listen to 

poetry rather than to use it in other activities. Choral reading was re~ 

ported as being of decided interest to children but individual reading 

and dramatization were also appealing. Memorizing poems seems to be 

least desirable to the children. 

Teachers specified that children enjoy creating poetry, 

illustrating it and using it for entertainment. Poetry was appealing to 
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children when they could use it on flannel boards, bulletin boards and 

charts, in scrapbooks, newspapers and booklets and for making tape 

recordings. It was also suggested that children like to put poetry to 

music and to use it in rhythm activities. 

Teachers' Evaluations of the Value of Poetry 
in the Language Arts Program 

Many comments were received regarding the value of poetry in the 

language arts program. In a majority of instances the teachers remarked 

that poetry was an important part of their language arts program. They 

also expressed the opinion that poetry is very useful as an aid in teach 

ing other subjects in elementary school. The following comments by one 

teacher seemed to express the opinions of many of the respondents on the 

value of teaching of poetry: 

I believe the use of the poems written by other children 
gives children confidence in writing their own, therefore I have 
kept poems written by my own class and augmented by poems written 
by children from other sources. 

Children vary vastly in their ability to respond to poetry, 
yet, as in other areas of learning, their level of response can be 
improved. 

For many years our classes made what we called a yearbook. 
It was an ambitious book with the profiles of each child, reduced 
by pantograph, duplicated for each child, with a page of comments 
about each child, as written by classmates. In addition, the 
writings chosen were duplicated, whether of poetry or prose, and 
we were always certain that each child was represented. . . . 

Poetry doesn't lend itself to hard and fast rules. I think 
it must be presented from the overflow of the heart. To serve 
poetry up cold is as bad a gesture as to serve guests a cold fried 
egg. Neither will be forgotten - or remembered with relish. 
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I would say to teachers, "If you don‘t respond vibrantly to 
poetry, leave it alone. When children are exposed to poetry some¬ 
thing lias to burn, or the fire will never kindle. Purple cows and 
tigers burning in the night are not for prosaic presentation. 

Sprinkle bits of poetry here and there. Just take up a bit 
and read it unexpectedly when it is arithmetic time. Or break into 
the session of times tables with the "Raggedy Man" in tow. 

Dignify the writings of the children with some sort of 
presentation. 

Of the 288 teachers responding to the questionnaire, 167 gave the 

writer permission to use their comments and the original writings of their 

students providing proper credit was given to the source. Ttoo-hundred 

sixty-seven teachers stated that a wide collection of enrichment material 

compiled under one cover would aid them in their language arts program. 

Many excellent selections of poetry which were found enriching to 

their language arts and/or to correlated subject matter programs and 

special occasions were submitted by the teachers. The selections that 

are given in Chapter 4 are largely those that had the author identified 

and to which, in most cases, was attached a statement of the way they 

were used in the classroom. Original poems written by elementary school 

children in the classrooms of the teachers answering the questionnaire 

are included in Chapter 5. 

Excerpt from a letter to the writer by Mrs. Maude Mildon, 
loosevelt School, Ogden, Utah, April 5, 1961. 
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CHAPTER IV 

POETRY USED SUCCESSFULLY IN ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS 

Teachers from all five of the western states surveyed in this 

study submitted poetry which they have used successfully in the teaching 

of language arts or in correlated areas. These teachers indicated in the 

questionnaire that they believe that a more effective job of teaching ele¬ 

mentary school children can be done when poetry is used as a teaching aid. 

Many of the teachers' contributions of poetry that they have used 

successfully in their classrooms are given in this chapter. The intro¬ 

ductions preceding the poems are in the words of the teachers except where 

editing was required to conserve space in this paper. The poems in .the 

last group in each section were submitted without introductory statements 

but because of their possible value to imaginative and creative teachers 

they are included. The numbers following the introductory statements or 

poem titles refer to the contributors who are listed by corresponding 

numbers in the index of contributors on page 65. 

To be a "teacher" is one thing, 
To teach is quite another. 
We may go through life and bear the name 
Yet many potentials smother. 

To detect the needs of children. 
To know just how they tick, 
To guide them in their thinking, 
Is a pretty clever trick. 

You can't do it by sleeping late 
Nor going home at four. 
It takes hard work and patience 
Then yet a great deal more. 

But oh, the satisfaction 
If we can see them reach 
Toward the goals that are worthwhile 
That we have tried to teach. 

H. B. W. 
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Poetry Used In Art 

The children listened to these 
two poems. They drew a picture illus t 
trating how they felt about one and a 
picture of how they thought the author 
felt about the other.^ 

Cat 
by Mary Britton Miller 

The black cat yawns, 
Opens her jaws, 
Stretches her legs, 
And shows her claws. 

Then she gets up 
And stands on four 
Long stiff legs 
And yawns some more. 

She shows her sharp teeth, 
She stretches her lip, 
Her slice of a tongue 
Turns up at the tip. 

Lifting herself 
On her delicate toes, 
She arches her back 
As high as it goes. 

She lets herself down 
With particular care, 
And pads away 
With her tail in the air. 

Motor Cars^ 
by Rowena Bastin Bennett 

From a city window, way up high, 
I like to watch the cars go by. 
They look like burnished beetles, 

black, 
That leave a little muddy track 
Behind them as they slowly crawl. 
Sometimes they do not move at all 
But huddle close with hum and drone 
As though they feared to be alone. 
They grope their way through fog and 

night 
With golden feelers of their light. 

This poem was used in a combi¬ 
nation art and English class. We 
discussed words that paint pictures. 
I read this poem aloud to the class 
several times. Each student then 
illustrated the picture it painted 
for him.39 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
by Robert Frost 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 
His house is in the village though: 
He will not see me stopping here 
To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 

He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there is some mistake. 
The only other sound1s the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep 
But I have promises to keep, 
And miles to go before I sleep. 
And miles to go before I sleep. 

I like to use this poem when 
we have art work depicting the 
seasons of the year.^ 

Pussy Willows 
by Mabel F. Hill 

On slender willow branches. 
In little coats of gray, 
You sway in springtime's breezes 
Like kittens at their play. 

Where do you stay all winter? 
Your ways are very queer. 
But when I see you Pussy, 
I know that spring is here. 
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This poem was used to make book 
lets. Each page consisted of a verse 
and an illustrated drawing. Much 
creativity was displayed on the con¬ 
tent pages as well as the cover page. 
It created much interest and proved 
to be an enjoyable experience.^ 

Winds' a Blowing 
by M. Justus 

The East Wind is a gypsy 
With saucy cap and feather. 

The West Wind is a wizard 
Who conjures wicked weather. 

The Winter Wind's a giant 
As grumpy as a bear. 

The Summer Wind's a lady 
With flowers in her hair. 

The Autumn Wind's an old man 
As touchy as a thistle. 

The Spring Wind is a gay lad 
Who blows a silver whistle. 

The North Wind is a beggar 
Who shutters at the cold. 

The South Wind is a sailor 
With pockets full of gold. 

We used this poem for listening 
and then illustrated it in art class. ^ 

Brooms 
by Dorothy Aidis 

On stormy days 
When the wind is high 
Tall trees are brooms 
Sweeping the sky. 

They swish their branches 
In buckets of rain 
And swash and sweep it 
Blue again. 

This piece of poetry taken 
from our English book was used with 
an art lesson in illustrating.^ 

Good Green Bus 
by Rachel Field 

Rumbling and rattly good green bus, 
Where are you going to carry us? 
Up the shiny lengths of avenue 
Where lights keep company two by two; 
Where windows glitter with things to 

buy, 
And churches hold their steeples high. 
Round the circle and past the park 
Still and shadowy, dim and dark, 
Over the asphalt and into the drive - 
Isn't it fun to be alive? 
Look to the left and the river's there 
With ships and whistles and freshened 

air; 
To the right - more windows, row on 

row, 
And every one like a picture show, 
Or little stages where people play 
At being themselves by night and day, 
And never guess they have us 1 

For audience in the good green bus 2 

This was used as a poem of the 
month. The children illustrated this 
during a drawing period. We were 
doing a unit on trees at the tirae.^ 

Autumn Leaves 
by Ollie James Robertson 

I see a rainbow 
On top of the hill; 
First it is dancing, 
Then it is still. 
Yellow and purple, 
Scarlet and brown, 
Now it is fluttering 
Down to the ground. 
I know of no lovelier 
Rainbows than these-- 
The magic and color 
Of bright autumn leaves. 
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The poem ’’The Kangaroos tern 

was a favorite with my class. It 
was read to illustrate a ridiculous 
type of poetry. The children enjoyed 
drawing pictures of the Kangarooster.81 

The Kangarooster 
by Kenyon Cox 

His tail is remarkably long 
And his legs are remarkably strong; 
But the strength and the length of 

his legs and his tail 
Are naught to the strength of his 

song. 

He picks up his food with his bill; 
He bounds over valley and hill; 
But the height of his bounds can't 

compare with the sounds 
He lets out when he crows with a will. 

This poem was illustrated in 
art class.^8 

September 
by Edwina Fallis 

A road like brown ribbon, 
A sky that is blue 
A forest of green 
With that sky peeping through. 

Asters, deep purple, 
A grasshopper's call, 
Today it is summer, 
Tomorrow is fall. 

This poem makes a good poem to 
illustrate. The pictures were done 
in all shades of brown.^8 

Brown November 
by Jacqueline Rowland 

November days are shades of brown; 
Brown leaves a-drifting in the breeze; 
Branches of brown and trunks of trees; 
Brown weeds and waysides; blue-brown 

hills; 
A brown deer, delicate and still; 
Brown puddles where the rain has been; 
A brown bear, growling in his den; 
And in the marsh--like candles--tall! 
Brown cattails grow, as wild geese call 
Then scurrying about a tree. 
Someone is busy as can be 
Gathering brown nuts everywhere-- 
A red-brown squirrel hoards his share. 

The children enjoyed listening 
to, writing and illustrating this poem 
after going for a walk. 

We Went for a Walk and What Did We See? 
by Aileen Fisher 

We saw spring flowers 
Purple and red. 
Yellow and white, 
Where the teacher led. 

The grass was so green 
And the sky so blue 
The signs of spring 
Were as plain as you. 
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This poem is an excellent 
selection to use in the third 
grade poetry enrichment program. 
The children become eager to read 
aloud as a group after they have 
seen a picture of a child swingings 
exchanged their experiences with 
swings, and the teacher has read 
the poem to them. 

Choral reading is the most 
enjoyable experience in poetry for 
most children. This poem provides 
a good opportunity for using dif¬ 
ferent voice tones with the lighter, 
higher voices doing the first two 
lines in the first two verses and 
the lower voices doing the second 
two lines in these verses. In the 
third verse, the parts are reversed. 

The word pictures are so 
vivid, the children delight in 
drawing the scene as they imagine 
themselves going up and down in the 
swing. The rhyming words, the 
meaning of opposites and the mention 
of colors give the teacher a wide 
choice of approaches for the intro¬ 
duction of this particular poem. 

The Swing 
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

How do you like to go up in a swing? 
Up in the air so blue? 
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 
Ever a child can do! 

Up in the air and over the wall, 
Till I can see so wide, 
Rivers and trees and cattle and all. 
Over the countryside-- 

Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof so brown-- 
Up in the air, I go flying again. 
Up in the air and down! 

This poem works out very well 
as a choral reading with everyone 
taking the first two lines, then 
alternating boys and girls on the 
next line; then everyone taking the 
last two lines. My students have 

C Q 

especially enjoyed this poem.-,° 

Thank You 
by Dorothy Dill Mason 

Lord, we thank Thee very much. 
For things we see and hear and touch. 
For rainbows, spilled across the sky. 
For mountains, with their heads held 

high. 
For the singing of a waterfall. 
For the music of a dove^s soft call. 
For a snowflake9s kiss upon my cheek. 
For the touch of kitty's fur so sleek. 
For all these things you9ve given me. 
Dear Lord, I give my thanks to Thee. 

We enjoyed reading this together 
and taking different parts. 

Mice 
by Rose Flyeman 

One voices I think mice 
Are rather nice. 

Group 1i Their tails are long. 
Group 2i Their faces small. 
Group 3% They haven't any 

Chins at all. 
Group 4s Their ears are pink, 
Group 5 s Their teeth are white 
Group 6s They run about 

The house at night. 
Girls0. They nibble things 

They shouldn't touch 
Boys s And no one seems 

To like them much. 
One voices But I think mice 

Are nice. 
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This choral reading has been 
used successfully in our language arts 
program. It was used at the time we 
were reading the story, "Bunny Rabbit’s 
Home." 

The poem was written on the 
chalk board and was read aloud to the 
children. Questions were asked to 
bring out the story and then everyone 
read it together. The class was then 
divided into three groups. Two chil¬ 
dren were selected to play the parts 
of the bunnies. 

This poem gave the children 
the opportunity to try for proper 
timing and rhythm. They tried to make 
the poem sound as if it were being 
read by one voice. Each time new 
bunnies were selected to dramatize the 
poem, the children were encouraged to 
act out the part in their own way.^® 

Hippety Hippety Hop 
Author Unknown 

Group I A little white bunny 
Went out to play 

Small group Hippety, hippety, hop; 

Group II A little black bunny 
Came down the way 

Small group Hippety, hippety, hop. 

Groups i I & II The two little bunnies 
Had fun that day-- 

Small group Hippety, hippety, hop. 

Groups ; I & II They spoke to each other 
In the very best way-- 

Small group Hippety, hippety, hop. 

Group I The little black bunny 
Then turned to say-- 

Small group Hippety, hippety, hop. 

Group II I’d like to play, but 
I cannot stay. 

Let’s meet again some 
other day. 

Small group Hippety, hippety, hop. 

This is an excellent poem for 
choral reading during freezing and 
thawing weather. 

The Icicle 
by Agnes Cook Gayle 

Solo 1: 

All s 
Solo 2; 

Alls 
Boys i 

Girls; 

Alls 

The icicle hung on a red 
brick wall 

And it said to the sun, "I 
don’t like you at all!" 

drip drip drip 
The sun said, "Dear you've 

a saucy tongue 
And you should remember that 

I’m old and you are young. 
drip drip drip 
But the icicle just cried 

on the more 
And the good sun shone on 

just as before. 
Until at the end of the 

winter day, 
It had cried its poor little 

self away. 
drip drip drip drip drip 

We used this as a choral reading u 

in language arts.®^ 

Book Houses 
by Annie Fellows Johnston 

I always think the cover of 
A book is like a door 
Which opens into someone’s house 
Where I’ve not been before. 

A pirate or a fairy queen 
May lift the latch for me; 
I always wonder, when I knock, 
What welcome there will be. 

And when I find a house that’s dull 
I do not often stay. 
But when I find one full of friends 
I’m apt to spend the day. 

I never know what sort of folks 
Will be within, you see, 
And that’s why reading always is 
So int’resting to me. 
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This poem is used in the fall 
and is sometimes put to music. It is 
used in choral groups, with units of 
work or is memorized by groups of 
remedial students.®*^ 

September 
by Helen Hunt Jackson 

The goldenrod is yellow. 
The corn is turning brown, 
The trees in apple orchards 
With fruit are bending down; 

The gentian's bluest fringes 
Are curling in the sun; 
In dusty pods the milkweed 
Its hidden silk has spun; 

By all these lovely tokens 
September days are here, 
With summer's best of weather 
And autumn's best of cheer. 

We used this poem for a choral 
reading. The children liked it very 
much.^ 

Who's In 
by Elizabeth Fleming 

"The door is shut fast 
And everyone's out." 
But people don't know 
What they're talking about; 
Say the fly on the wall, 
And the flame on the coals, 
And the dog on his rug, 
And the mice in their holes, 
And the kitten curled up. 
And the spiders that spin -- 
"What, everyone out? 
Why, everyone's in'" 

This is an excellent poem to 
be used when teaching the blend sounds 
especially sh, spl and sl.^ 

Galoshes 
by Rhoda W. Bacmeister 

Solo 1 Susie's galoshes 
Girls Make splishes and sploshes 
Boys And slooshes and sloshes, 
All As Susie steps slowly 

Along in the slush. 
Girls They stamp and they tramp 

On the ice and concrete, 
Boys They get stuck in the muck and 

the mud; 
Solo 2 But Susie likes much best to 

hear 
The slippery slush 

Boys As it slooshes and sloshes. 
Girls And splishes and sploshes, 
All All round her galoshes' 

I use this for choral reading. 
Children like the rhythm and enjoy 
the description and variety. 

From Sing Song ^ 
by Christina Georgina Rosetti 

What is pink? a rose is pink 
By the fountain's brink. 
What is red? a poppy's red 
In its barley bed. 
What is blue? the sky is blue 
Where the clouds float thro' 
What is white? a swan is white 
Sailing in the light. 
What is yellow? pears are yellow. 
Rich and ripe and mellow. 
What is green? the grass is green. 
With small flowers between. 
What is violet? clouds are violet 
In the summer twilight. 
What is orange, why an orange, 
Just an orange' 
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Dramatization 

These poems were used for 
experiences in dramatization. 

Hiding36 

by Dorothy Aldis 

I’m hiding, I'm hiding 
And no one knows where, 
For all they can see is my toes and 

my hair. 
And I just heard my father 
Say to my mother -- 
"But darling, he must be 
Somewhere or other;" 
"Have you looked in the inkwell?" 
And Mother said, "Where?" 
"In the inkwell," said Father. 
But I was not there. 
Then "Wait!" cried my mother 
"I think that I see 
Him under the carpet," But 
It was not me. 
"Inside the mirror's a pretty good 

place," 
Said Father and looked, but saw 
Only his face. 
"We've hunted," sighed Mother 
"As hard as we could. 
And I'm so afraid that we've 
Lost him for good." 
Then I laughed out loud 
And I wiggled my toes 
And Father said -- "Look dear, 
I wonder if those 
Toes could be Benny's 
There's ten of them. See?" 
And they were so surprised to find 
Out it was me! 

The Sudden Crocus 
by Anna P. Stone 

Winter still slept in the garden; 
The springtime woke up instead, 
And there where the snow still nestled 
A crocus popped out of bed. 

We have used this poem on 
programs by acting it out.*^ 

Fairies 
by Rose Fyleman 

There are fairies at the bottom of 
our garden! 

It's not so very, very far away; 
You pass the gardener's shed and you 

just keep straight ahead-- 
I do so hope they've really come to 

stay. 
There's a little wood, with moss in 

it and beetles. 
And a little stream that quietly runs 

through 
You wouldn't think they'd dare to 

come merry-making there-- 
Well, they do. 

There are fairies at the bottom of 
our garden! 

They often have a dance on summer 
nights; 

The butterflies and bees make a 
lovely little breeze. 

And the rabbits stand about and hold 
the lights. 

Did you know that they could sit 
upon the moonbeams 

And pick a little star to make a fan. 
And dance away up there in the middle 

of the air? 
Well, they can. 

There are fairies at the bottom of 
our garden! 

You cannot think how beautiful they 
are; 

They all stand up and sing when the 
Fairy Queen and King 

Come gently floating down upon their 
car. 

The king is very proud and very handsome 
The Queen--now can you guess who that 

could be 
(She's a little girl all day, but at 

night she steals away)? 
Well--it's me! 
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Listening 

I read this poem for fun. They 
liked to listen to it so well they 
asked me to repeat it.^^ 

A Complaint 
by Rose Fyleman 

You've stolen all out mushrooms! 
When friends come in to tea 
In Fairyland it is the rule 
To offer them a satin stool: 
The grass is often very wet 
And furniture is hard to get, 
As you must all agree. 

You've stolen all our mushrooms 
And left not one behind, 
If people came by night and day 
And took your prettiest chairs away 
And made them all into a stew 
Without so much as thanking you, 
Now would you call it kind? 

You've stolen all our mushrooms, 
And, if you don't take care, 
We'll go about the fields at night 
And paint the toadstools brown and 

white, 
And you'll be punished for your greed 
By being very ill indeed. . . 
So you had best beware. 

This is used when we are reading 
about the circus. The children like 
to listen to it.60 

The Clown 
by Mary Catherine Rose 

The jolly old clown ; 

Is funny and gay. 
He laughs and sings 
In the merriest way. 

Of all the others 
That are known to me, 
A clown is what 
I would like best to be. 

This poem is used as a "time 
catcher." Children enjoy listening to 
this very much.^ 

Mrs. Snipkin and Mrs. Wobblechin 
by Laura E. Richards 

Skinny Mrs. Snipkin, 
With her little pipkin, 
Sat by the fireside a-warming of her 

toes. 
Fat Mrs. Wobblechin, 
With her little doublechin, 
Sat by the window a-cooling of her 

nose. 

Says this one to that one, 
"Oh! You silly fat one. 
Will you shut the window down? You're 

freezing me to death!" 
Says that one to t'other one, 
"Good gracious, how you bother one! 
There isn't air enough for me to draw 

my breath!" 

Skinny Mrs. Snipkin, 
Took her little pipkin, 
Threw it straight across the room as 

hard as she could throw; 
Hit Mrs. Wobblechin 
On her little doublechin. 
And out of the window a-»tumble she 

did go. 

This I wrote on the blackboard 
one morning when a sudden snow storm of 
large drifting flakes began just as the 
children were arriving at school. It 
was used to draw their attention to the 
beautiful storm and to correlate with 
the reading lesson. It was written by 
Elta Jackson. 

Mother Hulda has been fluffing the 
pillows 

She must have shaken them well 
Because, almost without stopping 
The feathery snowflakes fell. 
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The following poems are useful 
for listening enjoyment.10 

y 
Snow In Town 

by Nona Keen Duffy 

Silently the snow came down, 
Covering the busy town. 

Roofs are frosted deep and thick 
Ice has made the sidewalks slick. 

Snow has bent the branches down, 
And our chimney has a crown. 

Lawns are drifted fresh and clean 
With the shoveled walks between. 

Shrubs and trees are hung with lace: 
All the town^ a fairy place! 

Lost MittenslO 
by Leona Maughan 

What°s that I see 
On the willow tree-- 
Fuzzy grey bits of down? 
It's the little mittens 
Lost by the kittens 
Just outside of town. 

Winter SleeplO 
by Jean Brabham McKinney 

Down in the earth with its coating of 
ice. 

Sleep the mole and the furry brown 
field mice. 

In his hole with the nuts he stored 
last fall, 

The chipmunk curls in a warm fur ball. 
The brown bear sleeps in his dark deep 

den 
And under his coat grows very thin. 
The crocus waits beneath the ground 
With its cover of snow spread all 

around. 
And I snuggle warm in my bed each night 
With fuzzy blankets tucked in tight. 

The "Song of April" and "April 
Pool" were used to introduce the month 
of April and as a reading and language 
exercise in a unit on poetry. ° 

Song of April 
by Ruth Dava Pedersen 

Sing a song of April, J 
Sing a song of Spring, 
Snow and ice have vanished, 
Birds are on the wing. 

Pussy willows now appear 
Frogs croak their delights. 
Farmers till the soil again, 
Children fly their kites. 

Something in the sunshine 
Makes you want to sing. 
Sing a song of April 
Sing a song of Spring. 

April Fool^ 
by Solveig P. Russell 

I saw a little April pool 
All silvery wet and whining, 
The rain had made it on the path 
With pebbles for a lining. 

The clouds looked in and so did I 
And then across the grass 
A happy robin came to claim 
His private looking glass. 

I print this poem on large chart 
paper and illustrate it. The short¬ 
ness of the poem and the surprise end¬ 
ing are delightful for listening.2? 

So There 
by Vilate Raile 

"If X ever go hunting ^ 
I know where Icll be 
So as I can see tigers 
But they can't see me. 
It9s a secret - don't talk it 
I'm planning to ride in 
A Kangaroo's pocket." 
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I use this poem for sheer 
enjoyment and listening. 

Little Orphant Annie 
by James Whitcomb Riley 

* 

Little Orphant Annie3s come to our 
house to stay. 

An5 wash the cups an5 saucers up, an5 

brush the crumbs away, 
An® shoo the chickens off the porch, 

anfl dust the hearth, an1 sweep, 
An5 make the fire, an0 bake the bread, 

an9 earn her board-an5-keep; 
An8 all us other children, when the 

supper things is done, 
We set around the kitchen fire an1 

has the mostest fun 
A-list’’nin9 to the witch-tales 9at 

Annie tells about. 
An* the Gobble-uns 8at gits you 

Ef you 
Don81 
Watch 

Out! 

Onc9t they was a little boy wouldn’t 
say his prayers. 

An* when he went to bed at night, 
away upstairs. 

His Mammy heerd him holler, an’ his 
Daddy heerd him bawl, 

An9 when they turn’t the kivvers down, 
he wasn’t there at all! 

An9 they seeked him in the rafter room, 
an9 cubby-hole, an9 press, 

An9 seeked him up the chimbly-flue, an9 

ever9-wheres, I guess; 
But all they ever found was thist his 

pants an9 roundabouts-- 
An9 the Gobble-uns 9 ill git you 

Ef you 
Don91 
Watch 

Out! 

An9 one time a little girl 9ud alius 
laugh an3 grin. 

An9 make fun of ever9one, and9 all her 
blood an8 kin; 

An9 cnc9t, when they was "company,M an9 

ole folks was there, 
She mocked ’em an9 shocked 'em, an9 

said she didn’t care! 

An9 thist as she kicked her heels, an9 

turn91 to run an8 hide, 
They was two great big Black Things 

a-standin9 by her side, 
An9 they snatched her through the 

ceilin9 fore she knowed what she9s 
about! 

An0 the Gobble-uns Ml git you 
Ef you 

Don’t 
Watch 

Out! 

An9 little Orphant Annie says, when 
the blaze is blue, 

An9 the lamp-wick sputters, an9 the 
wind goes woo-oo! 

An9 you hear the crickets quit, an9 

the moon is gray. 
An9 the lightnin9-bugs in dew is all 

squenched away,— 
You better mind yer parents, an9 yer 

teachers fond an9 dear, 
An9 churish them ’at loves you, an9 

dry the orphant9s tear, 
An9 he’p the pore an9 needy ones 

’at clusters all about, 
Er the Gobble-uns ’ll git you 

Ef you 
Don91 
Watch 

Out! 

‘The children enjoy talking 
about experiences of their parents 
and grandparents. This seems to be 
a favorite listening poem for them.-3^ 

Inside the Locket 
by Lorena A. White 

Father's heavy old watch chain 
Was eighteen carat gold. 
He wore it spread across his vest, 
As in the days of old. 
And on the chain a locket hung. 
With hand-cut cameo, 
But all those years, what was inside, 
We children did nor, know; 
So, after he had passed away, 
And never more would care. 
We looked and found, enclosed in silk, 
A lock of Mother’s hair. 
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This poem is used mostly just for fun. I made cardboard figures to fit 
in the groove board to illustrate the poem. The children like to move the 
figures as we say the poem. We do not try to memorize it, but several of the 
children pick up a lot of it as we repeat it. In language arts it would be 
used for listening and enjoyment of fantasy. 

The Tale of Custard, the Dragon 
by Ogden Nash 

Belinda lived in a little white house 
With a little black kitten and a little 

grey mouse. 
And a little yellow dog and a little 

red wagon 
And a really o truly o little pet 

dragon. 

The name of the little black kitten was 
Ink 

And the little grey mouse--she was 
called Blink. 

The little yellow dog was as sharp as 
Mustard 

But the Dragon was a coward and she 
called him Custard. 

Custard the dragon had big sharp teeth, 
And spikes on top of him and scales 

underneath. 
A mouth like a fireplace and a chimney 

for a nose 
And really o truly o daggers on his toes. 

Belinda was as brave as a barrel full 
of bears. 

And Ink and Blink chased lions down the 
stairs 

And Mustard was as brave as a tiger in 
a rage, 

But Custard just cried for a nice safe 
cage. 

Belinda tickled him, she tickled him 
unmerciful. 

And Ink and Blink and Mustard rudely 
called him Percival 

And they all sat laughing in the little 
red wagon 

At the really o truly o cowardly dragon. 

Belinda giggled till she shook the 
house 

And Blink said "WeeBeek1* which is 
giggling for a mouse. 

And Ink and Mustard rudely asked his 
age 

When Custard cried for a nice safe 
cage. 

Then suddenly, suddenly they heard a 
nasty sound 

And Mustard growled and they all 
looked around 

Then, "Meouch" cried Ink and ,’0h,,, 
cried Belinda 

For there was a pirate a climbing in 
the winda. 

A pistol in his left hand, a pistol 
in his right 

And he held in his teeth a cutlass 
bright. 

His beard was black and one leg was 
wood. 

It was plain that that pirate meant 
no good. 

Belinda paled and she cried "Help, 
help." 

But Mustard fled with a terrified 
yelp 

And Ink trickled down to the bottom 
of the household, 

And little mouse Blink strategically 
mouseholed. 

But up jumped Custard, snorting 
like an engine, 

He clashed his tail like irons in a 
dungeon. 

With a clatter and a clank and a 
jangling squirm 

He went at that pirate like a robin 
at a worm. 
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The pirate gaped at Belinda's dragon 
And gulped some frog from his pocket 

flagon, 
And fired two bullets--but they 

didn't hit. 
And Custard gobbled him, every bit. 

Belinda embraced him, and Mustard 
licked him 

And not one mourned for the pirate 
victim, 

And ink and Blink in glee did girate, 
Around the dragon who ate the pirate. 

Belinda still lives in her little 
white house 

With her little kitten and her little 
grey mouse. 

And her little yellow dog and her 
little red wagon 

And her really o truly o little pet 
dragon. 

Belinda is as brave as a barrel full 
of bears 

And Ink and Blink chase lions down 
the stairs. 

And Mustard is as brave as a tiger 
in a rage, 

But Custard still cries for his nice 
safe cage. 

I seldom introduce a poem without 
printing it on 24" by 36" chart paper 
and usually have a painted illustration 
on it. This poem was used for listening 
and some of the children memorized it. 1 

Snow 
by Dorothy Aldis 

The fenceposts wear marshmallow hats 
On a snowy day; 
Bushes in their nightgowns 
Are kneeling down to pray-- 
And all the trees have silver skirts 
And want to dance away. 

I use this just to read to first 
graders. They love to listen to the 
poem but it is too difficult for them 
to read or memorize.^1 

The Runaway 
by Robert Frost 

Once, when the snow of the year was 
beginning to fall, 

We stopped by a mountain pasture to 
say "Whose colt?" 

A little Morgan had one forefoot on 
the wall, 

The other curled at his breast. He 
dipped his head 

And snorted at us. And then he had to 
bolt. 

We heard the miniature thunder where 
he fled 

And we saw him, or thought we saw him, 
dim and gray, 

Like a shadow against the curtain of 
falling flakes. 

"I think the little fellow's afraid 
of the snow. 

He isn't winter-broken. It isn't play 
With the little fellow at all. He's 

running away. 
I doubt if even his mother could tell 

him, 'Sakes, 
It's only weather^ He'd think she 

didn't know’ 
Where is his mother? He can't be out 

alone." 
And now he comes again with a clatter 

of stone 
And mounts the wall again with whited 

eyes 
And all his tail that isn't hair up 

straight. 
He shudders his coat as if to throw 

off flies. 
"Whoever it is that leaves him out so 

late, 
When other creatures have gone to stall 

and bin, 
Ought to be told to come and take him 

in." 
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The children are amused by 
these poems when I change the names 
to names of class members.^ 

Girls' Names 
by Eleanor Farjeon 

What lovely names for girls there areJ 
There's Stella like the evening star, 
And Sylvia like a rustling tree. 
And Lola like a melody. 
And Flora like a flowery morn, 
And Sheila like a field of corn. 
And Melusina like the moan 
Of water. And there's Joan, like 

J oan • 

Boys' Names^ 
by Eleanor Farjeon 

What splendid names for boys there 
are! 

There's Carl like a rolling car, 
And Martin like a flying bird, 
And Adam like the Lord's First Word, 
And Raymond like the harvest moon, 
And Peter like a piper's tune, 
And Alan like the flowing on 
Of water. And there's John, like 

John. 

"Breathes There The Man" has 
feeling and portrays it to a child. 
It was used during an activity con¬ 
nected with our country.^ 

Breathes There The Man 
by Sir Walter Scott 

Breathes there the man, with soul so 
dead, 

Who never to himself hath said. 
This is my own, my native land! 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him 

burned. 
As home his footsteps he hath turned 
From wandering on a foreign strand! 
If such there be, go, mark him well; 
For him no minstrel raptures swell; 
High though his titles, proud his 

name. 

Boundless his wealth as wish can 
claim; 

Despite those titles, power, and self 
The wretch, concentered all in self, 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 
And doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he 

sprung. 
Unwept, unhonored, and unsung. 

This poetry was used "for fun" 
reading to instill a love for poetry 
in the children. It has been read, 
reread, and listened to many, many 
times 

Road Fellows 
by Barbara Young 

Little Tillie Turtle 
Went a-walking down the road 
And happened at the corner 
On little Tommy Toad 
"Good-morning, Sir," said Tillie. 
"Good-morning, Ma'am," said he. 
And they strolled along together 
As cosy as could be. 

And when they reached the orchard, 
As sure as you're alive, 
They saw big Billy Bumble-bee 
Emerging from his hive. 
"Good-morning. Friends," said Billy 
"Good-monring. Sir," said they 
"We're very glad to notice 
That you're going down our way." 

Along they sauntered gaily. 
Till on a way side stone 
They saw young Benny Beetle Bug 
A-sitting there alone. 
"Good-morning. Sir," they caroled. 
"Good-morning all, to you, " 
Said Benny, "Are you traveling? 
I'd like to travel, too." 
They beckoned him politely; 
He followed with a will. 
And if they haven't stopped for tea 
I think they're strolling still. 
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Oral Reading 

This poem was read in March when 
we had a bouquet of daffodils in the 
room. As an introduction we discussed 
the beauty of the flowers. After I 
had read the poem to the class, we 
talked briefly about what the author 
had seen and how he felt about it. We 
selected words such as gay, glee, and 
jocund which expressed gaiety. 

The children read a favorite 
verse of the poem. At the close of 
the study they make drawings of one or 
more daffodils.^ 

Daffodils 
by William Wordsworth 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills. 
When all at once, I saw a crowd, 
A host of golden daffodils, 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine, 
And twinkle on the Milky Way 
They stretched in never ending line 
Along the margin of a bay. 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced, and they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee. 
A poet could not but be gay. 
In such jocund company. 
I gazed but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought. 

For oft, when on my couch I lie, 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude. 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 

This poem was in the third 
grade English book. The children 
liked it so much they memorized it, 
without being assigned to memorize 
it. This poem was included and we 
used it in our discussion of the 
First Thanksgiving Day in our study 
of the Pilgrims in America.47 

Indian Children 
by Annette Wynne 

Where we walk to school each day, 
Indian children used to play. 
All about our native land, 
Where the shops and houses stand. 

And the trees were very tall, 
And there were no streets at all. 
Not a church, and not a steeple, 
Only woods and Indian people. 

Only wigwams on the ground 
And at night bears prowling round, 
What a different place today. 
Where we live and work and play. 

The children love to read this 
poem orally. They also like to see 
the rainbow in the sky which signifies 
that the rain is over.47 

The Rainbow 
by Christina Rossetti 

Boats sail on the rivers, 
And ships sail on the seas. 
But clouds that sail across the sky 
Are prettier far than these. 

There are bridges on the rivers, 
As pretty as you please 
But the bow that bridges heaven, 
And overtops the trees, 
And builds a road from earth to sky 
Is prettier far than these. 
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I have used these poems to 
enrich a reading lesson. 3-5 

The Octopussycat 
by Kenyon Cox 

I love Octopussy, his arras are so long; 
There's nothing in nature so sweet as 

his song. 
'Tis true I'd not touch hira-no, not for 

a farm! 
If I keep at a distance he'll do me no 

harm. 

Eletelephony*^ v 

by Laura E. Richards 

Once there was an elephant. 
Who tried to use the telephant— 
No! no! I mean an elephone 
Who tried to use the telephone-- 
(Dear me! I am not certain quite 
That even now I've got it right.) 

Howe'er it was, he got his trunk 
Entangled in the telephunk; 
The more he tried to get it free, 
The louder buzzed the telephee— 
(I fear i'd better drop the song 
Of elephop and telephong!) 

Our sixth grade enjoyed gather¬ 
ing favorite poems, sharing them with 
their classmates and making booklets. 
This poem seemed to be a favorite.31 

A New Song to Sing About Jonathan Bing 
by Beatrice Curtis Brown 

0 Jonathan Bing, 0 Bengathon Jon 
Forgets where he's going and thinks 

he has gone. 
He wears his false teeth on the top 

of his head. 
And always stands up when he's sleep¬ 

ing in bed. 

0 Jonathan Bing has a curious way 
Of trying to walk into yesterday. 
"If I end with my breakfast and start 

with my tea, 
1 ought to be able to do it," says he. 

0 Jonathan Bing is a miser, they say, 
For he likes to save trouble and put 

it away. 
"If I never get up in the morning," 

he said, 
"I shall save all the trouble of going 

to bed!" 

"0 Jonathan Bing! What a way to behave 
And what do you do with the trouble 

you save?" 
"I wrap it up neatly and send it by 

post 
To my friends and relations who need 

it the most." 
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This poem was used when we were 
having our unit on pets. The children 
listened to the poem many, many times, 
and learned it very well. We then 
used it for dramatization. We dis¬ 
cussed the meaning of some of the words 
like extraordinary, solemn, scornful, 
pompous, and tipsy-toes. This poem 
has a variety of appeal to children 
with good rhythm, rhyme, action and 
imagery. It is a simple poem and well 
within the child's understanding. This 
has been one of the favorite poems 
this year. The children asked for it 
many times.7 

The Extraordinary Dog 
by Nancy Byrd Turner 

When Mother takes me calling 
I say, "Oh, please and please 
Let's visit with the folks who own 
The funny Pekinese!" 

I walk around him softly 
Upon my tipsy-toes; 
He sits so queer and solemn there, 
So scornful in the nose. 

I wonder very often; 
Suppose I gave a sneeze, 
A loud "Kerchoo!"--what would he do, 
The pompous Pekinese? 

This was used successfully to 
stimulate a unit on small things in 
a science class.^ 

Caterpillar 
Author Unknown 

I used this in connection with 
the "Pets and Toys" unit. When chil¬ 
dren see the picture they seem to 
realize the dilemma of the puppy.* 

The Puppy 
Author Unknown 

There once was a puppy 
That played in the park, 
And got so excited 
He swallowed his bark. 
Imagine his fix 
When a kitten he spied 
And his bark stayed right down 
In his little insides. 

This poem was used with a 
lesson on bees, honey and seeds. 

Bees 
by Aileen Fisher 

There wouldn't be sunflowers. 
Wouldn't be peas, 
Wouldn't be apples 
On apple trees, 

If it weren't for fuzzy old 
Buzzy old bees, 
Dusting pollen 
From off their knees. 

This was used to show how a 
story can be told in rhyme and for 
listening enjoyment and relaxation.7 

Saint Patrick and the Snakes 
Author Unknown 

Saint Patrick was no Irishman 
As history does declare, 
And yet, he is the Irishman 
All Irishmen revere. 

Is a caterpillar ticklish? 
Well it's always by belief 
That he giggles as he wiggles 
Across a hairy leaf. 
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Because tradition does relate, 
He traveled o're the bogs, 
And by the power which he possessed, 
Destroyed the snakes and frogs. 

He traveled East, he traveled West, 
He wandered North and South, 
And told the ugly creeping things, 
From Irish soil uget out." 
They started off or bursted up, 
As I have heard folks say, 
For sure there are no ugly snakes 
In Ireland today. 

But there was one great monster snake, 
That said, "I will not go", 
For I have lived here in the South, 
How long, I do not know. 
Killarney is my native home, 
The lake my native bed; 
And by the rattles on my tail, 
Saint Patrick I don't dread. 

Then Patrick went into the wood 
And out a large oak tree; 
He got a saw and cut some planks, 
Such boards you ne'er did see. 
And then he got some iron clamps 
And made a box so strong. 
That Samson could not break it open, 
If he should come along. 

He put on it a patent lock, 
With a double-header snap, 
And then exclaimed with saintly pride; 
"That wily snake I'll trap." 
The saint then took this heavy box 
And packed it to the lake. 
Where sporting on the glistening sand. 
He spied the wily snake. 

"Look here "Acushla", Patrick said, 
"I've brought you a fine house, 
"Where you can be so snug and warm 
And cozy as a mouse." 
"But I don't want your house you see; 
'Tis too small for a cat; 
Do you think a genteel snake like me. 
Would live in such as that." 

"Look here you varmit, how could snakes 
Be any judge of size; 

You know that since the days of Eve 
Snakes always have told lies." 
"Indeed, good saint, it is not fair 
That you should thus begin; 
You know that in your Holy Church 
You preach original sin. 
"But I don't care for all your talk, 
I want to let you know 
That you can't get me away from here 
Because I will not go." 

Then Patrick took his Irish harp. 
And soon began to play. 
And then the snake came creeping round 
As though He'd like to stay. 
Then Patrick played an Irish jig, 
The snake could not refuse it, 
It made him feel so very big 
To hear his native music. 

"Balance all", Saint Patrick cried; 
"Next swing the partner by your side." 
"Sashy to sashy", the Saint now said; 
"Alaman left and all promenade." 
The excitement made the snake so drunk, 
He fell exhausted in the trunk. 
Then quick as lightning Patrick slid, 
Up to the box, and down fell the lid. 

The double-header did not fail. 
And Patrick shouted, "Mind your tail". 
The snake now fast began to rave 
And much palaver there he gave; 
But the good Saint entirely failed 
To see the moral of his tale. 
"Oh blessed Saint Patrick pity take, 
And set me free for mercy sake." 
The Saint now slightly touched with sor 
Said, "I'll let you out tomorrow." 

Then Patrick took the heavy box, 
And waded into the lake. 
Until the water reached his chin. 
And there he dumped the snake. 
And now the fishermen declare 
As they sail o're the deep, 
A mournful sound they always hear 
As though someone did weep. 
It never ceases night or day. 
And is always full of sorrow,-- 
These hopeless words it seems to say, 
"When will it be tomorrow?" 
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The children enjoyed talking 
about the poem and shared experiences 
they had had with caterpillars and 
making butterfly collections.^ 

Caterpillar 

by Lillian Schulz Vanada 

Fuzzy wuzzy, creepy crawly 
Caterpillar funny, 

You will be a butterfly 
When the days are sunny. 

Winging, flinging, dancing, springing 
Butterfly so yellow. 

You were once a caterpillar 
Wriggly, wiggly fellow. 

This poem proved to be both 
informative and fun to read when we 
studied about the farm.73 

The Jersey Cow 
by Nona Keene Duffy 

The Jersey Cow lives in a barn 
That's long and low and red; 

She eats the shining yellow hay 
And has it for a bed. 

Each day she goes with other cows 
To crop the fresh green grass: 

Contently she chews her cud 
And lets the hours pass. 

The Jersey Cow is making milk 
So we may eat the things 

Like milk and cream and cottage cheese 
Our Jolly milkman brings. 

Birds 

We used these poems along with 
our unit on birds.^ 

The Blackbird 
by Humbert Wolfe 

In a far corner, 
Close by the swings, 
Every morning 
A black bird sings. 

His bill's so yellow 
His coat's so black, 
That he makes a fellow 
Whistle back. 

Ann, my daughter 
Thinks that he 
Sings for us two 
Especially. 

A Bird^9 
by Emily Dickinson 

A bird came down the walk: 
He did not know I saw; 

He bit an angleworm in halves 
And ate the fellow, raw. 

And then he drank a dew drop 
From a convenient grass, 
And then hopped sidewise to the wall 
To let a beetle pass. 

Winter Birds^ 
by Wilhelmina Seegmiller 

Do all the birds 
To the Southland go? 

No! 
No! 
No! No! 

Chickadee, 
Sparrow, 
Bunting, 
Crow, 
Care not a whit 
When the wild winds blow. 
They care not a whit. 
They're not sad a bit, 
Thay think naught of it, 
When the wild winds blow. 
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These poems selected were used 

in connection with a bird unit. They 

were successful in-so-far as they gave 

information about many types of birds. 

They are rhythmical and children like 

to memorize them. They developed 
expression, and were also used for 

dramatization.^ 

The Carpenter Bird 

by Louise C. Hastings 

If I could choose 

Of all the birds 

The bird I'd like to be, 

I'd choose to be a woodpecker 

And work on the trunk of a tree. 

I'd rap-a-tap-tap 

And I'd hammer away, 

For a carpenter I'd be 

If I could choose 

Of all the birds 

The bird I'd like to be. 

Bird Suits16 

by Arthur Wallace Peach 

Gay is the suit that the robin wears, 
Proud of his vest is he. 

And he sticks out his chest as he 

sings in the crest 

Of his favorite apple tree. 

Gaudily bright is the blue jay's dress 

Haughtily does he stand 

On a maple tree limb where all can see 

him 

As he shouts to his noisy band. 

Orange and black the oriole wears, 
Flashing among the trees; 

He looks like a flame as he flies with 
sure aim 

To his nest where it sways with the 
breeze. 

Brown is the dress that the wood thrush 
wears 

Modest and neat and prim 
But her song I love best when the 
Sun's in the west 
And the world with the twilight is dim. 

Bird Trades16 

by Ama B. Thomas 

The swallow is a mason 

And underneath the eves 

He builds a nest and plasters it 

With mud and hay and leaves. 

Of all the weavers that I know 

The oriole is the best; 

High on the branch of a tree 

She hangs her cozy nest. 

The woodpecker is hard at work 

A carpenter is he-- 

And you may hear him hammering 

His nest high in a tree. 

Some little birds are miners 

They build upon the ground, 

And busy little tailors too 

Among the birds are found. 

This poem is used during bird 
season and has an air of suspense 

that the children enjoy.73 

Two Little Builders 

by Howard Montgomery 

Two merry little builders 

Were busy side by side. 

The one was Robin Redbreast 

The other was his bride. 

But gentle Mistress Robin 

Was filled with sudden fear; 

She heard some children whisper 

"Miss Puss is very near." 

She listened, faint and breathless. 

And wild her terror grew; 

So, to the skyward branches 

With throbbing heart she flewT. 

Her husband quickly followed. 

And laughed with all his might, 

He knew the funny blunder 

That caused her such a fright. 

Said he, ’We're miles away from Catvill 

We have no cause to fear, 

The only pussy near us 

Is Pussy Willow, dear." 
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Plants 

I have used this poem while 
doing a unit on conservation. 

Trees 
by Harry Belm 

Trees are the kindest things I know, 
They do no harm, they simply grow 
And spread a shade for sleepy cows. 
And gather birds among their boughs. 
They give us fruit in leaves above. 
And wood to make our houses of. 
And leaves to burn on Halloween, 
And in the Spring--new beds of green. 
They are the first when day's begun, 
To touch the beams of morning sun, 
They are the last to hold the light, 
When evening changes into night. 
And when a moon floats on the sky-- 
They hum a drowsy lullaby 
Of sleepy children, long ago-- 
Trees are the kindest things I know. 

This poem was used in our 
science class. We were watching 
seeds grow which had been planted 
by the children. 

Maytime 

by Mabel Watts 

A little seed for me to sow. 
A little earth 
To make it grow. 
A little hole, 
A little pat 
A little wish, 
And that is that. 
A little sun, 
A little shower . . . 
A little while, 
And then - a flower! 

Weather 

This poem is appropriate to the 
season and of good length for first 
graders. It worked up beautifully as 
the children illustrated birds, 
flowers, a tree, leaves and other 
things they felt and saw in the word 
picture.31 

Spring 
by Pearl H. Watts 

Goodby, Winter! Hello, Spring! 
Come on, birds, begin to sing. 
Flowers start blooming! 
Green grass, grow! 
Trees, grow leaves! 
Warm winds, blow! 
Goodgy, gray skies! Hello, sun! 
Put old winter on the run! 

This poem appeals to a child's 
sense of rhythm and humor. It's fun 
to say aloud together, easy to memo¬ 
rize, and can be used in science when 
sharing ideas about clouds. 

Clouds 
by Dorothy Aldis 

If I had a spoon 
As tall as the sky 
I'd dish out the clouds 
That go slip-sliding by. 

I'd take them right in 
And give them to cook 
And see if they tasted 
As good as they look. 
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This poem was used in science 
when we studied different tracks in 
snow and mud. We had stories about 
tracks we had seen and what they told 
us. We drew pictures of what the poem 
told us. Many of the children learned 
the poem although they were not asked 
to do so.** 

A Story In The Snow 
by Pearl Riggs Crouch 

This morning, as I walked to school 
Across the fluffy snow, 

I came upon a bunny*s track-- 
A jumping zigzag row. 

He must have hurried very fast, 
From here and there I saw 

Along his jerky, winding trail 
The print of Rover*s paw. 

The following poem is useful 
in a study of winter weather.7^ 

The Snowman 
Author Unknown 

Once there was a snowman, 
Stood outside the door, 

Thought he*d like to come inside 
And play about the floor; 

Thought he'd like to warm himself 
By the firelight red; 

Thought he'd like to climb up 
In a big white bed. 

So he called the North Wind: 
"Help me now, I pray, 

I'm completely frozen 
Standing here all day!" 

So the North Wind came along 
Blew him in the door. 

Now there's nothing left of him 
But a puddle on the floor. 

I set my lunch pail on the snow 
And stood there very still, 

For only Rover's clumsy tracks 
Led down the little hill. 

I used this poem when we were 
talking about clouds. 

Then suddenly I thought I heard 
A rustling sound close by; 

And there within a grassy clump 
Shone Bunny's twinkling eye. 

This poem adapts itself nicely 
to any study of weather or the skies. 24 

The Moon's The North Wind's Cooky 
by Vachel Lindsay 

Zoo In The Sky 
by Ilo Orleans 

The clouds in the sky 
Have the funniest shapes 

Of lions and tigers 
And panthers and apes. 

They twist, and they turn 
And they split into two. 

I'm sure that in Heaven 
There must be a zoo!  

The moon's the North Wind's Cooky. 
He bites it day by day, 
Until there's but a rim of scraps 
That crumble all away. 

The South Wind is a baker. 
He kneads clouds in his den, 
And bakes a crisp new moon that. . . 

greedy 
North. . . Wind. . . eats. . . again! 

We used this poem in science 
when we studied about the weather. 

Sky Laundry 
by Marie Louise Allen 

Last night, the rain was busy 
With washing out the sky-- 
This morning, white and fluffy 
The clouds are out to dry. 
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Imagine and Create 

Frost Work^S 
by Nona Keem Duffy 

There's frost work on the window pane 
And lace work in the trees; 
The squirrels in the silver furs 
Are busier than bees. 

A while ago the leaves were red 
As bonfires on a hill. 
But now they've turned to chocolate 

brown 
And all lie crisp and still. 

The puddles where we used to wade 
Are now all roofed with glass; 
The leaves have fallen on our path 
And crackle as we pass. 

The clouds of pearl are far away 
Against a leaden sky; 
The air is light and fresh and sharp 
The dome is gray and high. 

It was a day perhaps, like this 
(Though history doesn't say) 
When Pilgrims looked about and planned 
The first Thanksgiving Day. 

Clover HoneyS 
by Helen Howland Prommel 

Bees are making honey-- 
Now everywhere I look 
I see them in the clover 
That grows beside the brook. 

I hear their busy buzzing 
As they fly among the flowers. 
Drinking honey all day long 
Through all the sunny hours, 

I know on cold and stormy days. 
When summertime is over, 
I'll spread gold honey on my bread 
And it will taste of clover. 

Smoky the Bear^^ 

by Steve Nelson and Jack Rollins 

With a ranger's hat and shovel and a 
pair of dungarees, 

You will find him in the forest always 
sniffing at the breeze. 

People stop and pay attention when he 
tells them to beware, 

'Cause every body knows that he's the 
Fire Preventing Bear. 

Smoky the bear, Smoky the bear, 
Prowling and a growling and a sniffing 

the air. 
He can find a fire before it starts to 

flame. 
That's why they call him Smoky. 
That was how he got his name. 

You can take a tip from Smoky that 
there's nothing like a tree, 

'Cause they're good for kids to climb 
in and they're beautiful to see. 

You just have to look around you and 
you'll find it's not a joke, 

To see what you'd be missing if they 
all went up in smoke. 

You can camp upon his door step and 
he'll make you feel at home, 

You can run and hunt and tumble any¬ 
where you care to roam. 

He will let you take his honey and 
pretend he's not so smart, 

But don't you harm his trees, for he's 
a ranger in his heart. 

If you've ever seen a forest when a 
fire was running wild. 

And you love the things within it as a 
mother loves her child, 

Then you know why Smoky tells you when 
he sees you passing through, 

"Remember, please be careful, it's the 
least that you can do." 



The Mouse^ 
by Elizabeth Coatsworth 

I heard a mouse 
Bitterly complaining 
In a crack of moonlight 
Aslant on the floor-- 

'•Little I ask 
And that little is not granted. 
There are few crumbs 
In this world any more. 

"The bread-box is tin 
And I cannot get in. 

"The jam's in a jar 
My teeth cannot mar. 

"The cheese sits by itself 
On the pantry shelf— 

"All night I run 
Searching and seeking, 
All night I run 
About on the floor. 

"Moonlight is there 
And a bare place for dancing. 
But no little feast 
Is spread any more." 

My Dog51 

by Marchette Chute 

His nose is short and scrubby; 
His ears hang rather low; 

And he always brings the stick back 
No matter how far you throw. 

He gets spanked rather often 
For things he shouldn't do. 

Like lying-on-beds, and barking, 
And eating up shoes when they're 

He always wants to be going 
Where he isn't supposed to go. 

He tracks up the house when it's sn 
0, puppy, I love you so. 

Sky Pictures^ 
by Florence Drake 

I lay on the grass 
And laughed out loud 
At things I saw 
In one fat cloud. 

At first it looked 
Like a polar bear 
Tumbling around 
On soft blue air. 

It changed to a horse 
With a flowing mane; 
Then stretched out long 
Like a puffing train. 

It looked the best 
Heaped round and sweet 
Like white ice-cream 
So good to eat. 

A hungry breeze 
Saw it that day. 
He took my ice-cream 
Cloud away. 

91 
Whisky Frisky 

Author Unknown 

Whisky Frisky, 
Hippity hop, 
Up he goes 
To the tree top.' 

Whirly, twirly. 
Round and round, 
Down he scampers 
To the ground. 

Furly, curly, 
What a tail2 
Tall as a feather, 

new. Broad as a sail.' 

Where's his supper? 
In the shell, 

wing Snappy, cracky. 
Out it fell. 
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The Worm^O 
by Ralph Bergengren 

When the earth is turned in spring 
The worms are fat as anything. 
And birds come flying all around 
To eat the worms right off the 

ground. 
They like worms just as much as I 
Like bread and milk and apple pie. 
And once when I was very young 
I put a worm right on my tongue. 
I didn^ like the taste a bit 
So I didn’t swallow it. 
But Oh, it makes my mother squirm 
Because she thinks I ate that worm. 

Fat Snow Men-^ 
by Lucretia Penny 

You’d think the snow men on our 
street 

Had all had much too much to eat. 
We made them fat because we felt 
That fat ones would not quickly 

melt. 

The Reason^ 
by Dorothy Aidis 

Rabbits and squirrels 
Are furry and fat, 
And all of the chickens 
Have feathers and that 

Is why when it’s raining 
They need not stay in 
The way children do who have 
Only their skin. 

The Falling Star^ 
by Sara Teasdale 

I saw a star slide down the sky, 
Blinding the north as it went by, 
Too lovely to be bought or sold, 
Too burning and too quick to hold, 
Good only to make wishes on 
And then forever to be gone. 

The Woodpecker^S 
by Elizabeth Madox Roberts 

The woodpecker pecked out a little round 
hole and made him a house in the 
telephone pole. 

One day when I watched he poked out his 
head; he had on a hood and a collar 
or red. 

When the streams of rain pour out of 
the sky, and the sparkles of 
lightening go flashing by. 

And the big, big wheels of the thunder 
roll, he can snuggle back in the 
telephone pole. 

Grasshoppers 20 

by Florence Page Jaques 

Grasshoppers certainly must have fun, 
They hop so high in the summer sun. 
They make queer noises in the grass 
And fly on your hat whenever you pass. 

But grasshoppers have such solemn 
faces, 

Sad and thoughtful they sit in places. 
If I were a grasshopper, how I'd shout 
And sing and laugh as I hopped about! 

Billy Goats Chew^G 
by Richard W. Emery 

The Billy goat would like to chew 
Your picture book or shirt or shoe. 
He eats the laundry off the line 
He likes the taste of sticks and 

twine 
His whiskers wiggle on his chin 
He doesn't really swallow tin. 
The Nanny goat is billy's bride 
They chew the laundry side by side. 

October Cornflakes-^ 
by Pearl H. Watts 

It's fun to shuffle on my way 
Through rustling leaves on an autumn 

day. 
The leaves aren't leaves at all to me. 
They are cornflakes falling from a tree. 
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Wind is a Cat^® 

by Ethel Fuller 

Wind is a cat 

That prowls at night, 

Now in a valley, 

Now on a height. 

Pouncing on houses 

Till folks in their beds 

Draw all the covers 
Over their heads. 

It sings to the moon. 

It scratches at doors; 

It lashes its tail 
Around chimneys ayd roars. 

It claws at the clouds 

Till it fringes their silk; 

It laps up the dawn 

Like a saucer of milk. 

Then chasing the stars 

To the tops of the firs, 

Curls down for a nap 
And purrs and purrs. 

The Wind78 

by Robert Louis Stevenson 

I saw you toss the kites on high 

And blow the birds about the sky; 

And all around I heard you pass, 

Like ladies' skirts across the grass- 

0 wind, a-blowing all day long, 

0 wind, that sings so loud a song! 

I saw the different things you did, 

But always you yourself you hid. 

I felt you push, I heard you call, 

I could not see yourself at all-- 

0 wind, a-blowing all day long, 

0 wind, that sings so loud a song! 

0 you that are so strong and cold, 

0 blower, are you young or old? 

Are you a beast of field and tree, 

Or just a stronger child than me? 

0 wind, a-blowing all day long, 

0 wind, that sings so loud a song! 

The Lion88 

by Vachel Lindsay 

The lion is a kindly beast. 

He likes a Hindu for a feast. 

And if no Hindu he can get, 

The lion family is upset. 

He cuffs his wife and bites her ears 

Till she is nearly moved to tears 

Then some explorer finds the den. 

And all is family peace again. 

Kite in the Wind^O 
by Elsie R. H. Roberts 

My kite is a horse that paws at the sky 

And pulls on the reins, and then plunges 

high. 

He tosses his head, so eager and proud. 

He just wants to run, race after a cloud? 
I wish I could mount and free him. We'd 

go 
As high and as far as all the winds blow. 

The Snow Man and the Bunny^S 
by Pearl H. Watts 

A chubby little snow man 
Had a carrot nose 

Along came a bunny-- 

And what do you suppose? 

That hungry little bunny. 

Looking for his lunch, 

Ate that little snow man's nose-- 

Nibble, nibble, crunch. 

Mr. Snowman7^ 

by Elsie Larson 

Oh, funny Mr. Snowman, 

What makes you look so wise? 

Your head is just a snowball; 

There's coal in both your eyes. 

You haven’t any feet at all, 

Your arms are white and hard, 

But you make me very happy 

Sitting in our yard. 
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We use this in our study of the 
’’Community Helpers" as choral work. 
Children enjoy this very much.34 

The Freight Train 
by Nona Keen Duffy 

Chor. - Choo - choo.’ Puff - puff.' 
Pull, pull, pull.' (slow) 

Girls - I can carry many things 
When all my cars are full.' 

(increasing tempo) 
Chor. - Toot - toot' Puff - puff.' 

Roll, roll, rollj (slow) 
Girls - The engineer has pulled a cord. 

The fireman shovels coal] 
(increase tempo) 

Chor. - Rumble, rumble] Paimble, 
rumble] 

Ding - ding - dong] (slow) 
Boys - Hear me grumble, hear me 

mumble 
As I roll along, (slow - 

rhythmical) 
Chor. - Choo - choo] Puff - puff] 

Roll, roll, roll] (slow - 
measured) 

Girls “ Box cars for furniture 
Coal cars for coal] (rapidly) 

Boys - Tank cars for gasoline, 
Long and slick and black; 

(rapidly) 
Flat cars and auto cars 
Rumble down the track] 

Girls - Box cars for oranges, 
Apples, dates, and wheat, 

(slower) 
Boys - Turkeys, beef, and mutton chops 

And many things to eat] 
(emphasis on each item) 

Chor. - Puff, puff] Puff, puff] 
(slowing) 

See my white steam blowing 
(increase tempo) 

Clang, clang] Toot, toot] 
Down the track I'm going. 

(accent on I'm) 

Chor. - Choo - choo, Ding - dong] 
(slow) 

Pull, pull, pull] (gradually 
slower) 

Girls - I've a thousand things for you. 
For all my cars are full]] 

(accent on each word) 

This poem was used to develop 
listening by the children. A chart was 
made of the poem and the children liked 
to say it. Also this poem was 
co-ordinated with the study of the 
Postman.75 

The Teeny-weeny Letter 
by Elizabeth Curtis 

"Oh, Hr. Postman, 
Have you got a letter, 
A teeny-weeny letter for me?" 
"Just wait a minute, 
A teeny-weeny minute. 
Till I look in my bag and see." 

"I've got letters. 
Heaps and heaps of letters, 
From Texas to Kalamazoo] 
I've got letters 
From New York City, 
But I haven't got one for you]" 

"I've got letters 
With colored stamps on them. 
Purple, pink and blue. 
I've got letters 
From across the ocean. 
But I haven't got a letter for you]" 

"Now, just wait a minute] 
Here's one for your Mommy] 
A couple for your Daddy, too] 
And down at the bottom, 
The very, very bottom 
Is a teeny-weeny letter for you]" 



appealing. We correlated all the 
poems with our study of history and 
geography. I used film strips and 
we did many little experiments and 
much map work to show just what the 
poem was trying to tell us. I 
correlated the science work using 
the magnet and compass with this 
other work. It proved very fasci¬ 
nating and the children really 
comprehended what we were trying 
to establish. 

We had copies of all these 
poems for our poem booklets and then 
did a poem together as a class pro¬ 
ject. The children were then allowed 
to create their own poems if they 
wished. I had 100% cooperation. We 
worked as a group evaluating the 
original poems and worked out some 
of the grammatical errors. Then we 
learned some of the rules for penning 
poems. The children also wrote 
stories and made pictures about 
Columbus. 

Columbus in the Space Age 
by Rachel Ingraham 

If Columbus were alive today, 
He*d volunteer to guide 
A space ship to the moon. 
And if the men grew fearful 
On the trip, he*d say, "Come on 
Buck up. It isn't far. 
When I set out for India 
My only means of reckoning 
Was by the distant star. 
Just look at all the instruments 
And 'know how' you've acquired 
Since 1492. 
Never doubt you'll reach the moon 
Or some new planet yet unknown. 
My trip across the ocean 
Was considered a success 
Though I never did reach India 
By sailing West." 

language arts and social studies. Chil¬ 
dren love to act out the voyage while 
the rest of the class very slowly 
repeats the poem in choral unison.^1 

Columbus 

by Joaquin Miller 

Behind him lay the gray Azores, 
Behind the Gates of Hercules; 

Before him not the ghost of shores; 
Before him only shoreless seas. 

The good mate said: "Now must we pray, 
For lo! the very stars are gone. 

Brave Admiral, speak, what shall I say?" 
'Why, say 'Sail on! sail on! and on!" 

"My men grow mutinous day by day; 
My men grow ghastly wan and weak." 

The stout mate thought of home; a spray 
Of salt wave washed his swarthy cheek. 

'What shall I say, brave Admiral, say, 
If we sight naught but seas at dawn?" 

'Why, you shall say at break of day, 
'Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!" 

They sailed and sailed, as winds might 
blow. 
Until at last the blanched mate said, 

'Why, now not even God would know 
Should I and all my men fall dead. 

These very winds forget their way, 
For God from these dread seas is gone. 

Now speak, brave Admiral, speak and say"- 
He said: "Sail on! sail on! and on!" 

They sailed. They sailed. Then spake 
the mate: 
"This mad sea shows his teeth tonight. 

He curls his lip, he lies in wait, 
With lifted teeth, as if to bite! 

Brave Admiral, say but one good word: 
What shall we do when hope is gone?" 
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The words leapt like a leaping sword: 
’’Sail on.' sail onj sail onj and on!" 

Then, pale and worn, he kept his deck, 
And peered through darkness. Ah, that 
night 

Of all dark nights.1 And then a speck-- 
A light.' a light.' a light.' a lightj 

It grew, a starlit flag unfurled! 
It grew to be Time's burst of dawn, 

He gained a world; he gave that world 
Its grandest lesson: "On.' sail on.'" 

One poem that has been especially 
helpful is "From a Railway Carriage". 
It was taught in correlation with a unit 
on trains. The children liked it so 
well--it gave them incentive to write 
poems of their own about trains. 

From a Railway Carriage 
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

Faster than fairies, faster than witches 
Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches; 
And charging along like troops in a 

battle 
All though the meadows the horses and 

cattle; 
All of the sights of the hill and the 

plain 
Fly as thick as driving rain; 
And ever again in the wink of an eye, 
Painted stations whistle by. 

Here is a child who clambers and 
scrambles. 

All by himself and gathers brambles; 
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes; 
And there is the green for stringing the 

daisies! 
Here is a cart run away in the road. 
Lumping along with man and load; 
And here is a mill, and there is a 

river, 
Each a glimpse and gone forever] 

"Western Wagons" and "The 
Oregon Trail" were used as choral read¬ 
ings by the children in the class at a 
program for parents which was a culmin¬ 
ating activity of our Westward Movement 
unit in social studies.19 

Western Wagons 
by Rosemary and Stephen Vincent 

Benet' 

Solo They went with axe and rifle, when 
the trail was still to blaze, 

Solo They went with wife and children, 
in the prairie-schooner days, 

Solo With banjo and with frying pan - 
Susanna, don't you cry] 

Chor. For I’m off to get rich out there 
or die] 

Solo We've broken land and cleared it, 
but we're tired of where we are 

Solo They say that wild Nebraska is a 
better place by far. 

Solo There's gold in far Wyoming, there 
black earth in loway 

Chor. So pack up the kids and blankets 
for we're moving out today] 

Solo The cowards never started and the 
weak died on the road, 

Solo And all across the continent the 
endless campfires glowed. 

Solo We'd taken land and settled-but a 
traveler passed by - 

Chor. And we're going West tomorrow - 
Lordy, never ask us why! 

Solo We're going West tomorrow, where 
the promises can't fail 

Solo O'er the hills in legions, boys, 
and crowd the dusty trail] 

Solo We shall starve and freeze and 
suffer. We shall die and tame 
the lands 

But we're going West tomorrow, 
with out fortune in our hands. 

Chor. 



46 

The Oregon Trail^ 

by Arthur Guiterman 

Two hundred wagons, rolling out to 

Oregon, 

Breaking thru the gopher holes, 

lurching wide and free, 

Crawling up the mountain pass, jolting, 

grumbling, rumbling on, 

Two hundred wagons, rolling to the sea. 

From East and South and North they 

flock, to muster, row on row, 

A fleet of tenscore prairie ships 

beside Missouri's flow. 

The bullwhips crack, the oxen strain, 

the canvas-hooded files 

Are off upon the long, long trail of 

sixteen hundred miles. 

The women hold the guiding lines; 

beside the rocking steers 

With goad and ready rifle walk the 

bearded pioneers 

Through clouds of dust beneath the sun, 

through floods of sweeping rain 

Across the Kansas prairie land, across 

Nebraska's plain. 

Two hundred wagons, rolling out to 

Oregon, 

Curved round the campfire flame at 

halt when day is done, 

Rest awhile beneath the stars, yoke 

again and lumber on, 

Two hundred wagons, rolling with the 

sun. 

Among the barren buttes they wind 

beneath the jealous view 

Of Blackfoot, Pawnee, Omaha, Arapahoe, 

and Sioux. 

No savage threat may check their 

course, no river deep and wide? 

They swim the Platte, they ford the 

Snake, they cross the Great Divide. 

They march as once from India's vales 

through Asia's mountain door. 

With shield and spear on Europe's 

plain their fathers marched before. 
They march where leap the antelope 

and storm the buffalo 

Still westward as their fathers 

marched ten thousand years ago. 

Two hundred wagons, rolling out to 

Oregon, 

Creeping down the dark defile below 

the mountain crest. 

Surging through the brawling stream, 

lunging, plunging, forging on, 

Two hundred wagons, rolling toward 

the West. 

Now toils the dusty caravan with 

swinging wagon-poles 

Where Walla Walla pours along, 

where broad Columbia rolls. 

The long-haired trapper's face grows 

dark and scowls the painted brave; 

Where now the beaver builds his dam 

the wheat and rye shall wave. 

The British trader shakes his head 

and weighs his nation's loss. 

For where those hardy settlers come 

the Stars and Stripes will toss. 

Then block the wheels, unyoke the 

steers; the prize is his who dares; 
The cabins rise, the fields are sown, 

and Oregon is theirsf 

They will take, they will hold, 

By the spade in the mold, 

By the seed in the soil. 

By the sweat and the toil. 

By the plow in the loam, 

By the school and the homej 

Two hundred wagons, 

Oregon, 

Two hundred wagons, 

far. 

Two hundred wagons, 

rolling on. 

Two hundred wagons. 

rolling out to 

ranging free and 

rumbling, grumbling, 

following a star! 

This poem helps children to 
appreciate the free country in which 

they live.51 

Close of Day 

by Catherine B. Bowles 

The clock is wound, the day is done; 

Trails vanished with the setting sun. 

As I reflect and kneel to pray, 

I'm grateful for another day. 
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This poem was used along with the 
study of Benjamin Franklin and his dis¬ 
covery of electricity.25 

Benjamin Franklin 
by Steven Vincent Benet 

Ben Franklin made a pretty kite and flew 
it in the air 

To call upon a thunderstorm that happen¬ 
ed to be there, 

And all our humming dynamos and our 
electric light 

Go back to what Ben Franklin found, 
The day he flew his kite. 

I used this with the study of 
Chicago, although it would apply 
equally well to any harbor city. 
After reading and discussing this poem 
we wrote original poems.35 

Fog 
by Carl Sandburg 

The fog comes on little cat feet 
It sits looking over harbor and city 
On silent haunches and then 
Moves on. 

Other People 

When tensions build during the 
school day or trouble on the playground 
is more in evidence than usual, take 
time to read the book, "A Friend Is 
Someone Who Like You” by Joan Walsh 
Anglund followed by this poem.29 

A Friend 
by Anna Blackwell Payne 

A friend is a person or something 
That likes you. Who knows? 

It may be a child or a kitten 
A grownup, a bird or a rose. 

Tree friends will give you shadows 
And a lovely place to swing. 

Or crooked limbs for climbing 
Or blossoms to smell in the spring. 

A breeze is a friend and a lake is, 
It invites you to cool your toes, 

And a little wind will fan you 
And carry a scent to your nose. 

So you never need to be lonely 
Just look for a single clue: 

There is always someone or something 
Who wants to be a friend with you. 

"Somebody's Mother" is a poem 
I like to use when teaching courtesy. 
It helps the children learn respect 
and helpfulness for their elders as 
well as the satisfaction there is in 
lending a helping hand to one in need.^ 

Somebody's Mother 
by Mary Dow Brine 

The woman was old and ragged and gray 
And bent with the chill of the winter's 

day. 

The street was wet with a recent snow, 
And the woman's feet were aged and slow. 

She stood at the crossing and waited long 
Alone, uncared for, amid the throng. 

Of human beings who passed her by 
Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eye. 

Down the street, with laughter and shout, 
Glad in the freedom of "school let out", 

Came the boys like a flock of sheep. 
Hailing the snow piled white and deep. 
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Past the woman so old and gray 

Hastened the children on their way. 

Nor offered a helping hand to her 

So meek, so timid, afraid to stir 

Lest the carriage wheels or the horses' 

feet 

Should crowd her down in the slippery 

street. 

At last came one of the merry troup, 

The gayest laddie of all the group; 

He paused beside her and whispered low 

"I'll help you cross, if you wish to go". 

Her aged hand on his strong young arm 

She placed, and so, without hurt or 

harm, 

He guided the trembling feet along, 

Proud that his own were firm and 

strong, 

Then back again to his friends he went. 

His young heart happy and well content. 

"She's somebody's mother, boys, you 

know, 

For all she's aged and poor and slow. 

"And I hope some fellow will lend a 

hand 

To help my mother, you understand, 

"If ever she's poor and old and gray, 

When her own dear boy is far away". 

And "somebody's mother" bowed low her 

head 

In her home that night, and the prayer 

she said 

Was "God be kind to the noble boy, 

Who is somebody's son, and pride and 

joy". 

I like to use this poem to 

show the children when they are 

supposed to talk and when to keep 
quiet.6? 

Little Charlie Chipmunk 

by Helen C. LeCron 

Little Charlie Chipmunk was a talker 

Mercy me! 

He chattered after breakfast and he 

chattered after tea! 

He chattered to his father and he 

chattered to his mother! 

He chattered to his sister and he 

chattered to his brother! 

He chattered till his family was 

almost driven wild! 

Oh, Little Charlie Chipmunk was a 

very tiresome child. 

We use this poem in our 

social studies, Indian unit. It 

is also in our poetry unit in 

language. The children memorize 

it and draw pictures.72 

Indian Children 

by Annette Wyenne 

Where we walk to school each day, 

Indian children used to play-- 

All about our native land, 

Where the shops and houses stand. 

And the trees were very tall, 

And there were no streets at all. 

Not a church and not a steeple-- 

Only woods and Indian people. 

Only wigwams on the ground. 

And at night bears prowling round-- 

What a different place today, 

Where we live and work and play! 
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Americans AIL^ 
by Kay Gammer 

Bob is an Indian of the red-skinned race. 
But doesn't shoot arrows, or paint his 

face. 
He lives in a house just like you and me, 
And goes to school where all men are free 

John's parents are Chinese, but he was 
born here, 

And grew up in our land where he never 
knew fear; 

He's an American; his flag is the same. 
He's proud to have an American name, 

Jim's mother is Spanish; she sings 
beautiful songs. 

But this is her home now--the place she 
belongs; 

They're learning our ways, and Jimmy 
enjoys 

Living like other American boys. 

A Nobody®® 
by Emily Dickinson 

I'm a nobodyJ who are you? 
Are you a nobody too? 
Then there's a pair of us—don't tell.' 
They'd banish us, you know. 

How dreary to be somebody.' 
How public, like a frog 
To tell your name the live long day 
To an admiring bog.' 

The World's Music"^ 
by Gabriel Seston 

The world is such a happy place 
That children, whether big or small, 

Should always have a smiling face. 
And never, never sulk at all. 

The Red Caboose^ 
by Lucia Cabot 

It's fun to watch the freight train 
Come whistling round the bend. 

The shaky little red caboose 
Is fastened to the end. 

The engine puffs and pulls and pants 
And whistles loud and long; 

The wheels of all the cars go round 
As though they sang a song. 

When I grow up to be a man, 
Some day I'm going to ride 

That shaky little red caboose 
And see what is inside.' 

Taxis34 

by Rachel Field 

Ho, for taxis green or blue. 
Hi, for taxis red. 
They roll along the avenue 
Like spools of colored thread.' 

Jack-o'lantern yellow, 
Orange as the moon. 
Greener than the greenest grass 
Ever grew in June. 

Gaily striped or checked in squares. 
Wheels that twinkle bright. 
Don't you think that taxis make 
A very pleasant sight? 

Taxis shiny in the rain, 
Scudding through the snow, 
Taxis flashing back the sun, 
Waiting in a row. 

Ho, for taxis red and green. 
Hi, for taxis blue, 
I wouldn't be a private car 
In sober black, would you? 



50 

Some Children Are*0 

Author Unknown 

Some children are brown, like newly 

baked bread, 

Some children are yellow and some 

are red. 

Some children are white, with eyes 

of blue, 

Their colors are different, the 

children like you. 

Some children eat porridge and some 

eat figs. 

Some children like ice-cream, and 

some roasted pigs. 

Some eat raw fishes and some Irish 

stew. 

Their likings are different, the 

children like you. 

Some children say "yes*' and some say 
,'ouiM. 

Some say "ja" and some say "si". 

Some children say "peep" and some 

say nboohh. 

Their words are different, the 

children like you. 

Some children wear sweaters, and 

some rebozos, 

Some children wear furs and some 

kimonos. 
Some children go naked, or wear only 

a queue. 

Their clothes may be different, the 

children like you. 

Some children have houses of stone 

in the streets. 

Some live in igloos, and some live 

on fleets. 

Some live in old straw huts, and 

some in new. 

Their homes may be different, the 

children like you. 

Some children are Finnish, and some 

from Japan, 

Some are Norweigian and some from 

Sudan. 

Oh, yes, we have children in valley, 

on pike. 

Their countries are different; the 

children alike. 

Oh, if they could dance and if they 

could play altogether together a 

wonderful day. 

Some could go sailing and some could 

just hike. 

So much would be different, the 

children alike. 

Friends61 

by Lorna Broadbent 

Your name is Ann, my name is Mike 

You roller skate, I ride a bike. 

Now I know you and you know me-- 

We*re friends and classmates, yes 

siree. 

You go to school, I go there too-- 

You wait for me, I'll call for you. 

We'll have such fun, just wait and see, 

'Cause we're friends and classmates, 

yes siree! 

A Modern Dragon^1 

by Rowena Bastian Bennett 

A train is a dragon that roars through 

the dark. 

He wriggles his tail as he sends up a 

spark. 

He pierces the night with his one 

yellow eye, 
And all the earth trembles when he 

rushes by. 

The Plane5 

by Zara Sabin 

When I have said my evening prayer 

And then turned out the light, 

I lie and listen for the plane 

That I hear every night. 

I watch its lights flash on and off 

As it hurries on its way 

And think hew I would like to fly-- 

Perhaps I'll even fly at night. 
And little boys in bed 

Will wish that they were flying too. 
And watch my lights instead. 
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If I Were Santa*s Little BoySl 

by Carolyn Davies 

Boys: If I were Santa*s little boy 
Girls: If there's a family 

Of Santa Clauses in the sky 
Or where their home may be, 

Solo: If I were Santa's oldest son 
(I only hope he has one) 

Boys: And my papa should say to me, 
Solo 1: "What Christmas present, son 

would be 
The very thing you'd like to 

see 
Within your stocking Christmas 

Day?" 
Boys: I wouldn't stop to think 

(would you?) 
But say, 
"I want to drive the sleigh!” 

Girls: And then when Christmas Week 
had come. 

At nearly dawn on Christmas 
Day, 

I'd load the sleigh with doll 
and drum; 

Boys: And find where the reindeer 
were tied 

And hitch them quietly up 
And I’d shout very loudly, 

All: "Clear the way!" 
Solo 1: I'd crack the whip and drive 

the sleigh 
Down from the pole and past 

the clang of loud icicles 
in a row 

Blown by the wind, to where 
the gang lives, in our 
street. 

Solo 2: And then I'd shout 
While frightened heads of boys 

stuck out 
From open windows, in surprise, 
With tousled hair and sleepy 

eyes, 
I'd shout out loudly so that 

they 
Could hear each single word 

I’d say. 

All: "Hey, Dasher, Dancer! Faster, 
Prancer! 

Stop your balking 
When I'm talking! 

Boys: We must fill each Christmas 
stocking 

In a hundred million places! 
All: Dasher, Dancer, mind your paces 
Solo 1: Then I'd shake the reins and 

shout, 
To the milkmen that might be 

about. 
All: "Clear the way for Sants's 

sleigh 
Because I'm driving it today." 

Santa80 

by Bernice P. Griswold 

Of all the known figures of fantasy 
Beloved thru out the world of folklore 
One man stands at the top of the ladder 
Known alike to the rich and the poor 
He's a round, elfin, jolly old fellow 
With a heart that matches his smile 
Santa Claus, St. Nick, his names are 

so many 
But with him all would travel each mile 
According to the most popular legends 
The North Pole is the place he calls 

home 
And there with his staff, he works all 

the year 
Then on Christmas, over the world, he 

does roam 
He rides a sleigh with eight tiny 

reindeer 
And packs a huge bag loaded with toys 
With a merry "Hi! Ho!" he is off like 

the wind 
To bring cheer to all good girls and 

boys 
There's none can deny Santa's 

intentions 
When to earth he brings good will and 

love 
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Surely he must be a most special 
creation 

By MHE" that "ONE" who is dwelling 
above 

So let Santa Claus just live on for¬ 
ever 

And keep making our Christmas Days 
bright 

But can't the world, all our every 
days remember 

The spirit of a true Christmas night. 

Christmas Everywhere®^ 
by Phillips Brooks 

Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas 
tonight.' 

Christmas in lands of the fir-tree 
and pine, 

Christmas in lands of the palm-tree 
and vine, 

Christmas where snow peaks stand 
solemn and white, 

Christmas where corn fields lie sunny 
and bright, 

Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas 
tonight.' 

Christmas where children are hopeful 
and gay, 

Christinas where old men are patient 
and gray, 

Christmas where peace, like a dove 
in its flight. 

Broods o'er brave men in the thick 
of the fight; 

Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas 
tonightJ 

For the Christ-child who comes is the 
Master of all, 

No palace too great and no cottage 
too small. 

The angels who welcome Him sing from 
the height: 

"In the city of David, a King in his 
might." 

Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas 
tonightJ 

A Child's Christmas Prayer^® 
by Grace Noll Crowell 

Dear Christ-child I kneel today 
By my own small bed to pray. 
How I wish I might have said 
Prayers beside Your manger-bed.' 
Oh, I wish so very much 
That I could reach out and touch 
Your small hands. Your little feet— 
Everybody is so sweet; 
Everybody is so dear.' 
But today I know You hear 
Children's prayers, and so I pray; 
Christ Child, bless us all today. 
All the children of all lands. 
Keep us clean, our hearts and hands; 
Keep us loving, kind and true. 
So that we may be like You. 

Santa Claus^ 
by Leigh Buckner Hanes 

Now this is the thing I'd like to know-- 
How Santa Claus can step in snow 

With a world of toys upon his back 
And leave not the slightest hint of a 
track; 

How one so big and round and fat 
Can step through a hole that would 
choke a rat 

And smoke so thick it can hide the trees. 
And never even cough or sneeze. 

Well, son, it does seem queer. 
But it's just like this; you're standing 
here 

Thinking of things you cannot see 
And wondering how such things can be. 

The fact is, son, nobody knows 
What Santa Claus looks like nor where 
he goes; 

For Santa Claus is a spirit that lives 
In the heart that loves, in the heart 
that gives; 

He may be here, and he may be there; 
You are likely to find him anywhere 

But really, folks are so very blind. 
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They can't see the spirit in heart 
and mind; 

They can't see the spirit that gives and 
loves, 
So we picture a thing in coat and 
gloves 

Like a jolly old man who is round and 
fat, 
And we love the thing, and we look at 
that 

And being a spirit, through and through, 
Of course he can do what a spirit can 
do. 

But the Santa himself we never see-- 
The Santa in you, the Santa in me. 

Jest 'Fore Christmas^ 
by Eugene Field 

Father calls me William, sister calls 
me Will, 

Mother calls me Willie, but the fellers 
call me Bill.' 

Mighty glad I ain't a girl - ruther be 
a boy. 

Without them sashes, curls, an" things 
that's worn by Fauntleroy.' 

Love to chawnk green apples an' go 
swimmin* in the lake - 

Hate to take the caster-ile they give 
for belly-ache. 

’Most all the time, the whole year round 
there ain't no flies on me, 

But jest 'fore Christmas I'm as good as 
I kin be.' 

Got a yeller dog named Sport, sick him 
on the cat; 

First thing she knows she doesn't know 
where she is at.' 

Got a clipper sled, an' when us kids 
goes out to slide, 

'Long comes the grocery cart, an' we 
all hook a ride.' 

But sometimes when the grocery man is 
worried an' cross. 

He reaches at us with his whip, an' 
larrups up his boss. 

An' then I laff an’ holler, "Oh, ye 
never teched me.'" 

But jest 'fore Christmas I'm as good 
as I kin be.' 

Gran'ma says she hopes that when I git 
to be a man, 

I'll be a missionarer like her oldest 
brother, Dan, 

As was et up by the cannibuls that 
lives in Ceylon's Isle, 

Where every prospeck pleases, an" only 
man is vile.' 

But gran'ma she has never been to see a 
Wild West show, 

Nor read the Life of Daniel Boone, or 
else I guess she'd know 

That Buff'lo Bill an' cow-boys is good 
enough for mej 

Excep' jest 'fore Christmas, when I'm 
good as I kin be. 

And then old Sport he hangs around, so 
solumn-like an' still, 

His eyes they seem a-sayin': "What’s the 
matter, little Bill?" 

The old cat sneaks down off her porch an' 
wonders what's become 

Of them two enemies of hern that used to 
make things hum.' 

But I am so perlite an' ‘tend so earnestly 
to biz, 

That mother says to fathers "How improved 
our Willie is.'" 

But father, havin' been a boy hisself, 
suspicions me 

When, jest 'fore Christmas, I'm as good 
as I kin be.' 

For Christmas, with its lots an' lots of 
candies, cakes, an' toys, 

Was made, they say, for proper kinds, an" 
not for naughty boys; 

So wash yer face an' brush yer hair, an' 
mind yer p's and q's, 

An' don't bust out yer pantaloons, and 
don't wear out yer shoes; 

Say "Yessum" to the ladies, an' "Yessur" 
to the men. 

An' when they's company, don't pass yer 
plate for pie again; 

But, thinkin* of the things yer'd like 
to see upon that tree, 

Jest 'fore Christmas be as good as yer kin 
be.' 
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Easter 

The Easter Reunion^ 
by Carolyn R. Freeman 

They have a glad reunion 
Every happy Easter Day 

The robins and the bluebirds. 
And the sunbeams bright and gay. 

The blossoms and the grasses 
In their fairest gowns are dressed. 

For each one is invited, 
As a special Easter guest. 

They start the celebration 
At the rosy-tinted dawn. 

And it lasts until the evening 
While the people all look on. 

*Tis the happiest reunion 
That is held throughout all the 
year. 

For *tis full of Easter gladness 
And the best of Easter cheer. 

Halloween 

Three Little Witches®^ 
by Pearl Watts / 

Group 1 Three little witches, on 
Halloween night. Danced and 
played by pumpkins* light. 

Group 2 One little witch sang a 
queer little song— 

All Deedle - dee—doo—Ding— 
ding--dong. 

Group 3 One little witch did a 
dance on her broom -- 

All One, two, three and boom, 
boom, boom! 

Group 4 One little witch did a trick 
with her hat -- 

All Tip it! Tap it! Out flew a 
hat. 

Group 5 Three little witches at the 
end of the night 
Swished with their brooms 

All Out went the light. 

Black and Gold** 
Nancy Byrd Turner 

Everything is black and gold, 
Black and gold, tonight: 
Yellow pumpkins, yellow moon, 
Yellow candlelight; 

Jet black cat with golden eyes. 
Shadows black as ink. 
Firelight blinking in the dark 
With a yellow blink. 

Halloween Fun^ 
by Rachel Rolsheim 

Halloween is lots of fun 
With Jack-o-lanterns gay. 
We knock, knock, and show our lights 
And then we run away. 
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Lincoln^ Birthday 

Abraham Lincoln®^ 

1809 - 1865 

By Rosemary Carr and 
Stephen Vincent Benet 

Lincoln was a long man. 
He liked out of doors. 
He liked the wind blowing 
And the talk in country stores. 

He liked telling stories, 
He liked telling jokes. 
"Abe's quite a character," 
Said quite a lot of folks. 

Lots of folks in Springfield 
Saw him every day. 
Walking down the street 
In his gaunt, long way. 

Shawl around his shoulders, 
Letters in his hat. 
"That's Abe Lincoln." 
They thought no more than that. 

Knew that he was honest. 
Guessed that he was odd. 
Knew he had a cross wife 
Though she was a Todd. 

Mother 

Mother's Face^O 
by Eben E. Rexford 

Three little boys talked together 
One sunny summer day 
And I leaned out of the window 
To hear what they had to say. 
"The prettiest thing I ever saw," 
One of the little boys said, 
"Was a bird in grandma's garden. 
All black and white and red." 

Knew he had three little boys 
Who liked to shout and play, 
Knew he had a lot of debts 
It took him years to pay. 

Knew his clothes and knew his 
house. 

"That's his office, here. 
Blame good lawyer, on the whole. 
Though he's sort of queer. 

"Sure, he went to Congress, once, 
But he didn't stay. 
Can't expect us all to be 
Smart as Henry Clay. 

"Need a man for troubled times? 
Well, I guess we do. 
Wonder who we'll ever find? 
Yes--I wonder who." 

That is how they met and talked, 
Knowing and unknowing. 
Lincoln was the green pine. 
Lincoln kept on growing. 

£ Pay 

"The prettiest thing I ever saw," 
Said the second little lad. 
"Was a pony at the circus — 
I wanted him awfully bad." 

"I think," said the third little 
Fellow, with a grave and gentle grace 
"That the prettiest thing in all the 

world, 
Is just my mother's face." 



For Mother's Day^® 
by Grayce Krogh Boiler 

I love my mother very much, 
And so for Mother's Day 
I'm going to try to show it in 
A very special way-- 
By being helpful as can be. 
And very thoughtful, too, 
I'm sure she'll know I love her. 
Why don't you try it, too? 

Mother^3 

by Carolyn R. Freeman 

When her boys and girls are little. 
Mother works by night and day 
To care for them and bring them up 
In just the finest way. 

They are her very life, you know. 
Her precious children small. 
She loves them more than all the 

world; 
She puts them first of all. 
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But some day all these little folks 
Will leave the old home nest; 
And although her year is lonely, 
Mother knows it's for the best. 

As she sees them daily journey 
Through the pitfalls life may send, 
Though her little folks may wander 
She'll be mother to the end. 

Only One Mother*-^ 
by George Cooper 

Hundreds of stars in the pretty sky, 
Hundreds of shells on the shore 

together, 
Hundreds of birds that go singing by, 
Hundreds of lambs in the sunny 

weather. 

Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the dawn 
Hundreds of bees in the purple clover. 
Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn. 
But only one mother the wide world 

over. 

Thanksgiving 

A Boy's Remarks to His Stomach^ ^ 
Author Unknown 

What's the matter with you— 
Ain't I always been your friend? 
Ain't I been a pardner to you? 
All my pennies don't I spend 
In getting nice things for you? 
Don't I give you lots of cake? 
Say sturamick, what's the matter 
That you had to go and ache? 

Why, I loaded you with good things 
Yesterday. I gave you more 
Potatoes, squash, and turkey 
Than you'd ever had befor 
I gave you nuts and candy. 
Pumpkin pie and chocolate cake-- 
And last night when I went to bed 
You had to go and ache! 

Say what's the matter with you? 
Ain't you satisfied at all? 
I gave you all you wanted 
You was hard up like a ball 
And you couldn't hold another bit 
Of pudding, yet last night 
You ached most awful, sturamick' 
That ain't treating me just right! 

I've been a friend to you I have 
Why ain't you a friend of mine? 
They gave me castor oil last night 
Because you made me whine* 
I'm awful sick this morning 
And I'm feeling mighty blue 
Becuz you don't appreciate 
The things I do for you. 
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When the Frost is on the Punkin 

by James Whitcomb Riley 

When the frost is on the punkin and 
the fodder's in the shock, 

And you hear the kyouck and gobble 
of the struttin' turkey-cock, 

And the clackin' of the guineys, and 
the cluckin' of the hens, 

And the rooster's hallylooyer as he 
tiptoes on the fence; 

0, it's then's the times a feller is 
a-feelin' at his best. 

With the risin' sun to greet him from 
a night of peaceful rest, 

As he leaves the house, bareheaded, 
and goes out to fee the stock, 

When the frost is on the punkin and 
the fodder's in the shock. 

They's something kindo' harty-like 
about the atmusfere, 

When you hear of summer's over and 
the coolin' fall is her-- 

Of course we miss the flowers, and 
the blossums on the trees, 

And the mumble of the hummin'-birds 
and buzzin* of the bees; 

But the air's so apetizin'; and the 
landscape through the haze 

Of a crisp and sunny morning of the 
airly autumn days 

Is a pictur' that no painter has the 
colorin' to mock-- 

When the frost is on the punkin and 
the fodder's in the shock. 

The husky, rusty russel of the tossels 
- of the corn, 

And the raspin' of the tangled leaves, 
as golden as the morn; 

The stubb1e in the furries--kindo', 
lonesone-like, but still 

A-preachin' sermuns to us of the barns 
they growed to fill; 

The strawstack in the medder, and the 
reaper in the shed; 

The bosses in theyr stalls below—the 
clover overheadj-- 

0, it sets my hart a-clickin' like the 
tickin' of a clock, 

When the frost is on the punkin and 
the fodder's in the shock. 

Then your apples all is gathered, and 
the ones a feller keeps 

Is poured around the celler-floor in 
red and yeller heaps; 

And your cider-makin' is over, and 
your wimmen-folks is through 

With their mince and apple-butter, 
and theyr souse and saussage, too.' 

I don't know how to tell it—but ef 
sich a thing could be 

As the Angels wantin' boardin', and 
they'd call around on me-- 

I'd want to commodate 'em--all the 
whole-indurin' block-- 

When the frost is on the punkin and 
the fodder's in the shock.' 

Thanksgiving Magic^® 
by Rowena B. Bennett 

Thanksgiving Day I like to see 
Our cook perform her witchery. 
She turns a pumpkin into pie 
As easily as you or I 
Can wave a hand or wink an eye. 
She takes leftover bread and muffin 
And changes them into turkey stuffin'. 
And when she mixes gingerbread 
It turns into a man instead 
With frosting collar round his throat 
And raisin buttons down his coat. 
Oh, some like magic out of books. 
But some like fairy tales and charms 
But I like magic made by cooks. 

Thankful40 

Author Unknown 

I'm thankful for two little hands 
That serve me in work or in fun. 
I'm thankful for two little feet 
That mother's errands can run. 

I'm thankful for two eyes that see 
The beautiful flowers and bees 
I'm thankful for one little heart 
That gives thanks for all of these. 
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Miscellaneous Poetry 

In the Mirror^ 
by Claire Boiko 

There's a silly old copy-cat on the wall, 
And he's just as tall as I am tall.' 
I never can catch him by surprise. 

For there in the mirror, as plain as 
can be 

He is winking and blinking right back 
at me.' 

That silly old copy-cat wears all my 
clothes; 

The very same freckles are there on his 
nose. 

He plays with my toys, and he reads all 
my books 

And the way that I look, is the way that 
he looks.' 

But that silly old copy-cat, strange as 
can be 

Never, oh never will talk back to me.' 
I think he is teasing me for when I 

shout, 
His mouth opens too, but nothing comes 

out. 

Oh, I'll get that copy-cat, see if I do.' 
When he isn't looking. I'll jump and 

shout nBoo"J 
And he'll have to copy thatj 
(The silly old copy-cat) 

Bundles^® 
by John Farrar 

A bundle is a funny thing 
It always sets me wondering 
For whether it is thin or wide 
You'll never know just what's inside. 

Especially in Christmas week 
Temptation is so great to peek.' 
Now wouldn't it be much more fun 
If shoppers carried things undone. 

Grandpa Dropped His Glasses'^ 
by Leroy F. Jackson 

Grandpa dropped his glasses once 
In a pot of dye, 
And when he put them on again 
He saw a purple sky. 

Purple birds were rising up 
From a purple hill, 
Men were grinding purple cider 
At a purple mill. 

Purple Adeline was playing 
With a purple doll. 
Little purple dragonflies 
Were crawling up the wall. 

And at the supper table 
He got crazy as a loon 
From eating purple apple dumplings 
With a purple spoon. 

Mumps^O 
by Elizabeth Madox Roberts 

I had a feeling in my neck 
And on the sides were two big bumps; 
I couldn't swallow anything 
At all because I had the mumps. 

And mother tied it with a piece 
And then she tied up Will and John, 
And no one else but Dick was left 
That didn't have a mump rag on. 

He teased at us and laughed at us, 
And said, whenever he went by. 
It's vinegar and lemon drops 
And pickles.' Just to make us cry. 

But Tuesday Dick was very sad 
And cried because his neck was sore. 
And not a one said sour things 
To anybody any more. 
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Dirty Hands®^ 

by Edgar A. Guest X 

I have to wash myself at night before 

I go to bed, 

And wash again when I get up, and wash 

before I'm fed, 

And Ma inspecks my neck and ears, and 

Pa my hands and shirt, 

They seem to wonder why it is that I'm 

so fond of dirt. 

The motorman who runs the car has hands 

much worse than mine, 

And I have noticed when we ride, there's 

dirt in every line; 

The carpenter who works around our house 

can mend a chair 

Or put up shelves or fix the floor, and 

Mother doesn't care 

That he's not in his Sunday suit, she 

never interferes v 

And makes him stop his work and go up¬ 

stairs to wash his ears. 

The fellows really doing things as far 

as I can see 

Have hands and necks and ears that are 

as dirty as Can be. 

The man who fixes Father's car when he 

can't make it go. 

Most always has a smudgy face, his hands 

aren't white as snow. 

But I must wash and wash and wash, while 

everybody knows 

The most important men in town have 

dirty hands and clothes. 

The Vulture^ 
by Hilaire Belloc 

The Vulture eats between his meals, 

And that's the reasons why 

He very, very rarely feels 

As well as you and I. 

His eye is dull, his head is bald. 

His neck is growing thinner. 

Oh, what a lesson for us all 
To only eat at dinner. 

Washing^ 
by John Drinkwater 

What is all this washing about, 

Every day, week in, week out? 

From getting up to going to bed, 

I'm tired of hearing the same thing 

said. 

Whether I'm dirty, or whether I'm not, 

Whether the water is cold or hot, 

Whether I like it or whether I don't, 

Whether I will or whether I won't, 

"Have you washed your hands. 

And washed your face?" 

I seem to live in the washing placej 

Whenever I go for a walk or ride. 

As soon as I put my nose inside 

The door again, there's someone there 

With a sponge and soap, and a lot they 

care 

If I have something better to do. 
"Now wash your hands and fingers, too.' 

Before a meal is ever begun, 

And after every meal is done, 

It's time to turn on the waterspout. 

Please what is all this washing about? 

Have You Watched the Fairies^® 

by Rose Fyleman 

Have you watched the fairies when the 

rain is done 

Spreading out their little wings to 

dry them in the sun? 

I have, I havei Isn't it fun? 

Have you heard the fairies all among 

the limes 

Singing little fairy tunes to little 

fairy rhymes? 

I have, I have, lots o£ times.' 

Have you seen the fairies dancing in 

the air, 

And dashing off behind the stars to 

tidy up their hair? 

I have, I havei I've been there.' 
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Mr. Nobody^ 
Author Unknown 

I know a funny little man, 
As quiet as a mouse. 
Who does the mischief that is done 
In everybody's house.' 
There's no one ever sees his face. 
And yet we all agree 
That every plate we break was cracked 
By Mr. Nobody. 

'Tis he who always tears our books 
Who leaves the door ajar. 
He pulls the buttons off our shirts, 
And scatters pins afar; 
That squeaking door will always squeak. 
For prithee, don't you see. 
We leave the oiling to be done 
By Mr. Nobody. 

The finger marks upon the door 
By none of us are made; 
We never leave the blinds unclosed. 
To let the curtains fade. 
The ink we never spill, the boots 
That lie around you see 
Are not our boots; —they all belong 
To Mr. Nobody. 

07 

Inventory0' 
by Alice Weitze 

The pockets of a boy's jeans. 
Are filled with many things. 
Papers, nails, a cord or two, 
Colored stones and strings. 

Sometimes you'll find a bit of cake 
Or a sticky piece of candy 
To use in case he isn't home 
And needs a light lunch handy. 

The things that should be there just 
aren't, 

Still they're poppin' at the seams. 
But I guess a small boy's pockets 
Were made to carry dreams. 

The Monkeys and the Crocodile-^ 
by Laura E. Richards 

Five little monkeys 
Swinging from a tree; 
Teasing Uncle Crocodile, 
Merry as can be. 
Swinging high, swinging low. 
Swinging left and right: 
"Dear Uncle Crocodile, 
Come and take a bite."9 

Five little monkeys 
Swinging in the air; 
Heads up, tails up, 
Little do they care. 
Swinging up, swinging down. 
Swinging far and near: 
"Poor Uncle Crocodile 
Aren't you hungry, dear?" 

Four little crocodiles 
Sitting in the tree; 
Heads down, tails down. 
Dreary as can be. 
Weeping loud, weeping low, 
Crying to each other: 
"Wicked Uncle Crocodile, 
To gobble up our brother.'" 

Phizzog^O 

by Carl Sandburg 

This face you got, 
This here phizzog you carry around, 
You never picked it out for yourself, 

at all, at all--did you? 
This here phizzog--somebody handed it 

to you--am I right? 
Somebody said, "Here's yours, now go 

see what you can do with it." 
Somebody slipped it to you and it was 

like a package marked: 
"No goods exchanged after being taken 

away"-- 
This face you got. 
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Demagop or Gopacrat?0^ 

Author Unknown 

"I'll tell you something," said little 

Nell, 

"If your certain sure you'll never tell." 

Of course I won't," said tiny Sue, 

Criss-cross, hope to die, black and blue.1 

"Well then, whispered the little maid, 

My daddy, a great big man's afraid, 

Not of tigers or lions or snakes or bees, 

It's something a thousand times worse 

than these. 

It's a terrible thing that goes up and 

down 

Through every city and village and town. 

And my daddy says he almost knows 

That things will be ruined wherever it 

goes." 

"Oh, isn't that funny enough," said Sue. 

Your daddy's afraid, and mine is too." 

Then closer together drew each little 
mind, 

Looking around as if half afraid 

They might see this thing with cloven 

feet, 

And find that it liked little girls to 

eat! 

"And its name," cried Nell, "is so 

dreadful too. 

Does your father call it Republican, Sue?" 

"Oh no," cried Sue, "it can't be that. 

My father calls it a democrat." 

English Verbs®** 
by Ila Funderburgh 

Oh, English verbs are odd indeed. 

But their parts you have to heed. 

You say I see, I saw, have seen. 

But not I flee, I flaw, have fleen. 

I write, you say, I wrote, have written. 

But not I fight, I fote, have fitten, 

I fly is right, I flew, have flown. 
But not I cry, I crew, have crown. 

Take care to use the words you should, 

Or you'll not say the things you would. 

Oh, verbs are queer I think, thank,thunk,... 

They'll trip you in a wink, wank, wunk. 

Baking
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by Solveig Paulson Russel 

Mother's baking, I can tell 

By that yummy, yummy smell. 

Through the kitchen, in the air, 

Goodness floats just everywhere.' 

It's no secret, any nose 

Can sniff the fragrant air that flows 

Through our house so bright and clear. 

My.' I'm glad that I live here. 

Popcorn^8 

by Louise Abney 

"Pop - pop - popj" 

Says the popcorn in the pan, 

"Pop - pop - pop - 

You may catch me if you can."' 

"Pop - pop - pop.'" 

I am round and hard and yellow, 

"Pop - pop - pop.'" 

I'm a jolly little fellow. 

"Pop - pop - pop - 

I can run and skip and hop. 

Pop - pop - pop - 

Pop - pop - POP.'" 

When I was One^S 

by A. A. Milne 

When I was one, 

I had just begun. 

When I was two, 

I was nearly new. 

When I was three, 

I was hardly me. 

When I was four, 

I was not much more. 
When I was five, 

I was just alive. 

But now I am six 

I'm as clever as clever. 
So I think I'll be six forever and 

ever. 
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We Have a Baby At Our House^ 
by Anna Johnson 

We have a baby at our house. 

It's new as it can be. 
It looks like it will fall apart; 
So it can't play with me. 

Good Morning^ 
by Muriel Sipe 

One day I saw a downy duck, 
With feathers on his back; 
I said, "Good morning, downy duck," 
And he said, "Quack, quack, quack." 

But when it has some milk and things, 
And grows up big and strong; 
I'll play with it if I have time 
Or let it tag along. 

One day I saw a timid mouse, 
He was so shy and meek; 
I said, "Good morning, timid mouse," 
And he said, "Squeak, squeak, squeak. 

So I can teach it what to do 
And how it is to play. 
But while it's small, it has to eat 
And sleep its time away. 

One day I saw a curley dog, 
I met him with a bow; 
I said, "Good morning, curley dog." 
And he said, "Bow-wow-wow." 

One day I saw a scarlet bird, 

I Meant To Do My Work Today^ He woke me from my sleep; 
by Richard LeGallienne I said, "Good morning, scarlet bird." 

And he said, "Cheep, cheep, cheep." 
Solo 1 - 
Row 1 

Row 2 

Row 3 - 

Row 4 - 

Row 5 

Solo 2 - 

All 

Twos^ 

I meant to do my work today, 
But a brown bird sang in the 

apple tree Soft Wind^^ 
And a butterfly flitted across by Lois Snelling 

the field 
And all the leaves were calling The wind is like a kitten 

me. 

And the wind went sighing over 
the land. 

Tossing the grasses to and fro. 

And a rainbow held out its 
shining hand 

So what could I do but laugh 
and go? 

That softly moves about 
And rubs against my ankles 
Or frolics in and out. 

It perches on my shoulder. 
All warm and soft like fur; 
And when I try to hold it, 
I think I hear it purr. 

Her Favorites^® 
by Mattie Lee Hausgen 

by John Drinkwater 

Why are lots of things in twos? 
Hands on clocks, and gloves, and shoes, 
Scissors-blades, and water taps. 
Collar studs and luggage straps, 
Walnut shells, and pigeons' eggs, 
Arms and eyes and ears and legs-- 
Will you kindly tell me who's 
So fond of making things in twos? 

My favorite dress 
I must confess 
Is not my red or blue or pink 

(They're fine, I think), 
But I like climbing trees and walls— 
My favorite dress is overalls.' 
My favorite has nothing on it; 
It's just my everyday sunbonnet. 
My favorite summer shoes, you say? 
Ha.' I go barefoot all the dayj 



Aeroplane'* 
by Mary McB. Green 

What is Black*^ 
by Mary O'Neill 

Group One 

Group Two 

Group One 

Group Two 

Group One 

Group Two 

There1s a humming in the sky 
There's a shining in the sky 
Silver wings are flashing by 
Silver wings are shining by 
Aeroplane 
Aeroplane 
Flying — high. 
Silver wings are shining 
As it goes gliding by 
First it zooms 
And it booms 
Then it buzzes in the sky 
Then its song is just a 

drumming 
A soft little humming 
Strumming 
Strumming 
The wings are very little 

things 
The silver shine is gone 
Just a little black speck 
Away down the sky 
With a soft little strumming 
And a far-away humming 
Aeroplane 
Aeroplane 
Gone -- by. 

A Book*-^ 
by Adelaide Love 

A book, I think, is very like 
A little golden door 
That takes me into places 
Where I've never been before. 

It leads me into fairyland 
Or countries strange and far, 
And, best of all, the golden door 
Always stands ajar. 

Black is the night 
When there isn't a star 
And you can't tell by looking 
Just where you are. 
Black is a pail of paving tar. 
Black is jet and things 
You would like to forget. 
Black is a smokestack. 
Black is a cat, 
A leopard, a raven, 
A high silk hat. 
The sound of black is 
"Boom.1 Boom.' Boom.'" 
Echoing in 
An empty room. 
Black is kind¬ 
le covers up 
The run-down street. 
The broken cup. 
Black is charcoal 
And patio grill, 
The soot spots on 
The window sill. 
Black is a feeling 
Hard to explain 
Like suffering but 
Without the pain. 
Black is licorice 
And patent shoes 
The blaring headlines 
In the news. 
Black is beauty 
In deepest form, 
The darkest cloud 
In a thunderstorm. 
Think of what starlight 
And lamplight would lack 
Diamonds and fireflies 
That lean against 
Black. 
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Naughty Soap Song^2 
by Dorothy Aldis 

Solo 1 Just when 1*10 ready to 
Start on my ears. 

All That is the time that my 
Soap disappears. 

Solo 2 It jumps from my fingers and 
Girls Slithers and slides 

Down to the end of the 
Tub, where it hides. 

Boys And acts in a most diso- 
Bedient way; 

All And that*s wfay my soap's 
growing . 

Thinner each day! 

20 
Our Baby 

by Moiselle Renstrom 

Our Baby gets under the table 
To play that she's a bear; 
And then comes a crawling out 
And tries us all to scare. 
She growls and growls as loud as she 

can. 
And daddy, although he's a great 

big man, 
Pretends he's scared as scared can be. 
And hides behind a chair or me. 
And baby thinks it's so much fun 
'Cause she can make our daddy run. 

Roller Skating^ 
Author Unknown 

I’iy roller skates are fine and swift 
They make a noise like thunder. 
The only thing that's wrong with them 
Is that they slide from under. 

They hurry on in front of me 
And leave me sitting flat. 
I do not feel my roller skates 
Should do a thing like that! 

A Wonderful Man^O 
by Aileen Fisher 

My father carries a pearl-handled 
knife 

With three steel blades that are big 
as life. 

One is longest, and one is littler. 
And the shortest one is the sharpest 

whittler. 

My father whittles out whistles from 
sticks 

And he uses his knife when there3re 
things to fix. 

And he whittles me darts and arrows 
and bows 

And boats and other such things as 
those. 

And sometimes he says, ’Would you 
like to use 

My knife to whittle whatever you 
choose?'1 

So I whittled something as well as I 
can-- 

Say, but my father's a wonderful man 

Hippity Hop to Bed^C 
by Leroy F. Jackson 

0 it's hippity hop to bed! 
I'd rather sit up instead. 
But when father says "must” 
There's nothing but just 
Go hippity hop to bed. 

Little^O 

by Dorothy Aldis 

1 am the sister of him 
And he is my brother. 
He is too little for us 
To talk to each other. 

So every morning I show him 
My doll and my book; 
But every morning he still is 
Too little to look. 
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CHAPTER V 

ORIGINAL VERSE WRITTEN BY CHILDREN 

Poetry is one way a child can communicate his experiences and 

feelings. As he is assisted in the development of his senses, the child 

begins to see things that he has not noticed before; new sounds reach 

his ears and he interprets them in terms of his experience* With the 

guidance of a teacher, things take on new meanings. The child enjoys 

the smell of rain, the soft fur on the kitten's back, the sound of a 

far away train whistle, the streaking beauty of the setting sun or the 

luscious taste of a newly picked peach. 

God gave man senses for a purpose but some people go a lifetime 

unaware that they could bring into their lives enrichment, noble thoughts, 

good attitudes and newborn ideas. Alert, enthusiastic teachers who have 

an appreciation for poetry can instill in others an appreciation for and 

a desire to create poetry. 

The writer believes that poems are vivid pictures of the mind 

expressed in a flow of swinging words that stir the emotions and set the 

imagination afire to warm the heart. The poems in this chapter allow 

the reader to understand through the language of the children themselves 

what they are thinking and feeling. The numbers following the titles of 

the poems refer to the authors who are listed by corresponding numbers 

in the index of contributors on page 100. 



Poetry of the Seasons 

Autumn 
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Autumn Leaves* 

Autumn is so much fun 
I can hardly wait 'till my work 

is done, 
For I like to play in the leaves 

so bright 
They are such a pretty sight. 
In their jackets of red and gold 
Dancing and skipping before 

winter's cold. 
I hate to see the leaves turn 

brown 
All dead and fallen on the ground. 
I wish autumn would stay forever 
So the leaves and I could play 

togetheri 

2 
The Seasons 

When fall is here 
The leaves float down. 
And give the hills 
A golden crown. 

When winter comes 
The cold winds blow. 
And bring with them, 
The ice and snow. 

When springtime comes, 
The birds appear. 
And make sweet music 
For your ear. 

When summer comes 
It's time for fun. 
With children playing 
In the sun. 

Fall is Here Again-* 

Orange leaves are falling now 
From every bending bow. 
Robins chirp their farewell cry 
As they journey through the sky. 
Flowers bend their heads 
As they droop down in their beds. 
Cottonwoods sigh, and with their 

leaves 
Gently pick up winter's breeze. 
Squirrels prepare for the long 

winter's rest 
Hiding nuts in their cozy nest. 
The bear is eating his winter's 

fill 
Before he goes to the cave in 

the hill. 
And there is drowsy old Mr. Frog 
Who buries down under a sunken log. 
All the creatures great and small 
Get prepared during fall. 

Autumn^- 

Mrs. Autumn is spreading her carpet 
of gold. 

She is putting each leaf in it's 
place, 

To shelter the ground from the cold. 

And little Jack Frost, that merry 
fellow 

Has painted the leaves all gold, 
red and yellow. 

Children walk through that carpet 
today, 

For tomorrow the snow will be here 
to stay. 
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Autumn Leaves-* 

God walks the woods in autumn 
So fall the tired leaves down 
To carpet earth beneath His feet 
With patterns red and brown 
"Another year is passing I" 
Exclaim the foolish folk, 
But I know God is walking 
Betwixt the ash and oak. 

Fall6 

Wind is blowing 
Leaves are falling 
Yellow gold and brown 
When I shake the trees about 
The leaves fall down 
Sky has darkened 
With the clouds 
In pictures short and tall 
I like the leaves and clouds 
So I'm glad it's Fall. 

Winter 

Winter Flying^ 

Rich was in the winter air. 
Sailing in a plane. 
(You don't need to worry, It's just 

a make believe game.) 

He had four cardboard boxes 
Placed high in a stack. 
He was sending codes here and there, 
And answering himself back. 

He had two other boy friends, 
Playing on his side, 
Woops, there went Rich-- 
What an awful glide 1 

Now that Rich has landed 
Let's have him give a talk, 
Oh.' Sorry, very sorry, 
He cannot even walk. 

Snow 

Snow is soft 
And snow is white, 
When it falls 
It falls so light. 

Winter"^ 

Snow is falling, falling, falling, 
Softly on my window pane, 
Sparrows calling, calling, calling. 
As they search for food again. 

Children playing, playing, playing, 
Making snowmen, fat and round,- 
Others sleighing, sleighing, 

sleighing, 
Falling, sliding on the ground. 

Icicles^ 

Long icicles hang from the roof top. 
Little icicles hang from the tree. 
Long icicles sparkle in the sunshine 
Little icicles drip on me. 

January^ 

In January the snow falls 
Like feathers in the sky. 
The icicles hang from the roof 

like glass 
And sparkle as we go by. 
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Winter^ 

Winter, winter go away 

Spring, spring wake up today. 

Ice Skating^ 

Ice skating is a lot of fun 

You sort of walk, you sort of run. 

You sort of glide, you sort of 

slide, 

Ice skating is fun for everyone. 

Winter® 

Winter comes but once a year 

It brings lots of joy and cheer. 

Sleigh riding, skiing, snow balling 

too-- 

I hope that winter is fun for youIV 

9 
V7inter’s Worry 

It's winter but the ground is bare, 

No snowflakes floating through the 

air. 

The sleigh that Santa brought to me 

Has not been used, as you can see 

I pray each night I'll wake and find 

The snow, that I've had on my mind. 

It seems a shame to have a sleigh 

And let it go to waste this way. 

The Snow Man^ 

Have you ever made a snow-man, 

So round and white and cold? 

Did you make his face a happy one? 

That's best, so I've been told. 

The sun can melt the snow-man 

But his smile you still can see. 

It didn't melt at all you know 

For now it's right on me. 

Spring 

Springtime* 

I see the clouds of springtime 

I feel the cold wind blow, 

I hear the roaring river 

Filled with melting snow. 

I smell the flow'rs of springtime 

With their fragrance pleasing, 

I taste the cool, clear water 
From the springs unfreezing. 

I feel the soft spring showers 

With the life giving rain 

Making the fruit trees bloom 

Their blossoms trim the lane. 

The birds are chirping lively 

They make me want to laugh, 

I eat the luscious grasses 

'Cause I'm a little calf. 

Spring2 

The robins are singing and hopping 

about, 

Waiting for a worm to pop his head 

out. 

One gulp and he's gone, 

And the robin hops on. 

Spring3 

Spring came dancing over the trees 
Even the wind with its little breeze., 

The flowers all sprang from their 

snowy beds, 

And stuck out their pretty colored 

heads. 
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Spring^ 

In the garden there are flowers 
spread 

All over the ground. 
And the nice cool breeze is 
Twirling, twirling around. 

In the tree tops the birdies sing 
On the playground the children 

swing. 

There must be magic 
In the air. 
Because there's Spring 
'Host every where. 

Springtime^ 

The birds are singing 
The children swinging 
The dogs run after the cats. 
The raindrops falling 
Hear the wind calling. 
The trees all wear new hats. 

The butterflies prancing 
The grasshoppers dancing 
The cats run after the mice. 
The sunshine lightens 
The world all brightens, 
MY WORD BUT SPRINGTIME'S NICE. 

The Six Reasons Why I Love Spring^ 

I love spring when blossoms bloom, 
When all the bees go zoom, zoom, 

zoom, 
I love spring when robins tweet, 
And all the flowers smell so sweet, 
I love spring because it's cool 
And because we're out of school, 
I love spring because it rains 
And trickles down the window panes 
I like spring because it's blowy, 
And because it's not so snowy. 
Spring, Spring wonderful spring 
I love spring that wonderful thing. 

It's Spring^ 

The violets in the meadow 
Were hiding 'neath the grass 
The lillies of the valley 
Quivered as the breeze blew past 

The flaming scarlet tulips 
Nodded in a pleasing way 
The daffodils were laughing 
For it was the first Spring day 

A chipmunk scampered 'cross a path 
A squirrel chattered low 
A babbling brook sang merrily 
As it trickled very slow 

Blue Jays cackled in a tree 
Some geese honked a wild cry 
Breezes wafted merrily 
Bright blue was the sky 

On the banks of the big marsh pond 
I heard an old frog sing 
All nature seemed to wake and say 
It's Spring.' It's Spring.' It's 

Spring.' 

April® 

April is the month of spring 
With blossoms on the trees. 
It's the time for birds to sing. 
The trees sway in the breeze.. 

Sometimes April days are grey 
And then it starts to rain. 
The teardrops of an April day 
Splash on my window pane. 

April is the season 
Of rain and flowers, too. 
I guess that's the reason 
The sky's both grey and blue. 

When my lessons have begun, 
I do not mind the rain. 
But when it's time for games and 

fun 
The rain gives me a pain. 
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. Q 
Spring^ 

It is a beautiful spring day. 
Early flowers look so gay. 
Today the robin came to sing, 
To welcome back another spring. 

Some trees are clothed in pink and 
white, 

In new spring dresses gay and bright. 
And everywhere the grass is seen. 
As nature carpets all in green. 

We all are like the busy bee. 
And like to work and play and see. 
Marbles, jacks, jump the rope too, 
Baseball and hop scotch we all do. 

Our spirits rise to greater heights, 
As we look 'round at nature's sights. 
The air is filled with fragrance 

sweet, 
And earth looks new and fresh and 

neat. 

Spring*0 

Spring is all the world around. 
Passing as it goes 
Bits of song the robin sings 
Right before your nose. 

There the tulips are aglow 
All the flowers swing, 
And, if by chance, that you go 

there, 
You can tell it's spring. 

Spring 

March is wind and hail and sleet, 
March is tough on cheek and feet. 
April brings the rain and showers, 
In May we have the springtime 

flowers. 
The weatherman has fun in spring, 
He gives us some of everything. 

Summer 

A Summer Day* 

It's a beautiful summer day. 
It makes you feel happy and gay. 
It brings beautiful flowers 
And sudden quick showers, 
It's a beautiful summer day. 

It's a beautiful summer day, 
In the merry month of May. 
And things seem to appear 
The very best of the year, 
On a beautifiil summer day. 

It's a beautiful summer day. 
You can smell the sweet mown hay. 
You round up the stock. 
Scatter feed to the flock. 
It's a beautiful summer day. 

I Wonder Why^ 

I wonder why the sky's so blue. 
And the grass so green. 
I wonder why owls say "Who", 
And why the birdies sing. 

I wonder why the tree's so brown, 
And why the air's so clean. 
1 wonder why the chick has dawn, 
And the tiger is so mean. 

I wonder why the snow's so white. 
And why the clouds are gray; 
I wonder why the sun's so bright. 
And shines each summer day. 

I guess the reason that 
These things have come to be 
Is just the way that nature works; 
It seems that way to me. 



Our World in Poetry 

Animals 

The Cov* 

I see a cow 
I see it now. 
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Dainty Little Caterpillar^ 

Dainty little caterpillar 
So round and fat and furry. 
Why is it when you go somewhere 
You*re never in a hurry? 

You never cheat and push and shove 
Like people nowaday. 
You lie around and live your life 
In such a lazy way. 

If the best wish that I ever had 
Would suddenly come true 
I'd find myself a furry, lazy, 
Caterpillar too. 

*5 

I Prefer Guppies 

Some say man's best friend 
Is a puppy 
But I prefer a guppy. 
A guppy is quiet 
He doesn't bark or bite. 
He won't chew slippers 
Or cry all night. 
A guppy is handsome 
He has a shiny tail, 
And second to me his best friend 
Is a snail. 
Now don't mistake me 
I like cats 
And birds, and even bats, 
And even puppies 
But I prefer guppies. 

My Kittens^ 

My kittens are like balls of fur, 
With tiny claws, 
And a great big purr! 
Their mother comes, 
When they do cry 
To check up on the reason why! 
One thing certain and I'm sure 

of that. 
Each will grow. 
Into a big cat! 

My Puppy Mitzi^ 

I have a little puppy, 
Her color's black and tan, 
She runs around the house all day, 
And bites me if she can. 

Her skin is just as soft as silk, 
She's as cute as a little elf. 
But, then sometimes I have to shout 
"Mitzi, behave yourself!" 

She twists and twirls, and jumps 
and whirls 

Does a summersault just about. 
And then she curls up in a ball, 
Sh-h-h-h-h, She's all tired out. 

My Puppy0 

When I was just a boy of nine. 
My fondest wish came true. 
I got a puppy to call mine. 
When she was just born new. 

She likes to run and romp and play. 
The name of Wags, it suited us. 
She runs to meet us every day. 
When we come from school on the bus. 

Bunnies^ 

One or two or 
Three or four 
Five or six or 
Seven or more 

Little Bunnies. 
Hoppity hop 
Softly bouncing 

Like a top. 

Rabbits^ 

Here are two little rabbits 
as you can see 

They like me 
They like me 
As you can see. 
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9 
Horses' 

Horses are black 
Horses are white 
But still in my opinion 
They're all just alike. 

Some like to buck 
Some like to rear. 
Whether you ride them 
Saddled or bare. 

I love horses 
I treat them with care. 
But the one I love most 
Is the little brown mare. 

Phantom^ 

Phantom was a horse of black 
With eyes like flames of gold. 
His wings were like two silver 

swords 
His heart was strong and bold. 

No human dared to catch this dream 
This evil torrent flame. 
So on he lived to kill each day 
And brought his life to fame. 

One day an arrow pierced his heart 
And down he laid to rest. 
Never to awake again-- 
He'd met his final test. 

Oh, somewhere in the heavens above 
He lives in greater glory, 
As strong and brave as he used to 

be 
But kinder, says the story. 

Bees11 

Bees don't care 
About the snow. 
I can tell you why that's so: 
Once I caught a little bee 
Who was much too warm for me.' 

. ,12 
Fish 

I have some fish 
They swish and swish. 
They're very fun to see. 
I feed them food. 
They act so rude 
And turn their tails on me. 

Swish and swish 
You silly fish. 
It's fun to watch you play. 
Just search for food. 
Though you act rude 
I'll feed you anyway. 

Black Cat1^ 

The old cat yawns, 
Opens her jaws. 
Stretches her legs 
And shows her claws. 

Guinea Pigs1^ 

I like my Guinea Pigs because, 
They seldom scratch or bite. 
But one thing I don't like is, 
They always squeak at night. 

Carrots and lettuce and cabbage 
to eat. 

They are vegetarians; they do 
not like meat. 

Furry or smooth, or brown or white 
None of them are exactly alike. 

The White Horse^ 

There was a horse that I once knew 
That was practically all white. 
He acted like the king of all 
Outlined against the night. 
They called him the white devil, 
Although I know not why. 
He seemed tame and gentle 
Just like the peaceful sky. 
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The Frog*^ 

One day I saw a big green frog 
He was so very fat, 
I gave him to a little boy 
Who put him in his hat. 

The Bunnyl? 

I saw a little bunny 
Sitting on the trail 
He wiggles his nose so funny 
And has a powder puff tail. 

Little bunny is so timid 
His pink eyes shine with fright. 
I wish I had this bunny 
To cuddle up to at night. 

The Bee18 

I saw a busy Bumble Bee, 
A buzzing all around 
He swung upon a flower's lip, 
Then bounced upon the ground. 

Then he flew into the blue, 
I thought he had departed. 
Until I felt he had somehow. 
To me his sting imparted. 

19 
My Little Dog Cinder 

I have a little Cinder, 
That's black as black could be. 
And everywhere that I go, 
My Cinder follows me. 

She is a little puppy dog, 
That's very, very sweet, 
She puts the ring on Daddy's toe 
And nibbles on his feet. 

Although she is a nuisance, 
I love here all the time. 
I can't tell you all the things 

she does, 
So I'd better drop the rhyme. 

A Butterfly^8 

Would you like to be a butterfly? 
Having fun up in the sky.' 

2i 
Adventure^* 

I met a bee in the clover bloom 
He looked at me and went zoom, zoom 
He was mostly brown, but his legs 

were yellow 
And oh my-oh-me what a busy fellow. 

The Rabbit and The Snake^ 

While hopping through the woods 
one day 

Mr. Rabbit found a snake in his way 
The snake was coiled upon the 

ground 
Mr. Rabbit cared not to hop around 
For the path was narrow, the weeds 

were high 
There just wasn't room for him to 

get by 
"Why do you lie there upon the 

ground? 
With your silly black tongue 

a-wigglin." 
"Why do you make such a crooked 

track 
And how did you get all those 

spots on your back." 
"Now mind your manners you long 

eared lad. 
For you have some habits equally 

bad 
You've a twitch in your nose that 

is a disgrace 
And where did you get such a 

hoppity pace?" 
Now each of these people had been 

very rude 

They'd not settled their quarrel 
in an angry mood. 

So they smiled at each other as 
best they could 

Turned about face and went into 
the wood. 
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23 
Shawn 

I have a dog named Shawn. 
The sweetest dog you’d see 
He likes to tag along 
And even sleep with me. 

His ears go floppy flap 
His tail goes waggy wig. 
He lays upon my lap. 
And thinks he's very big. 

Pussy^ 

Fluffy little pussy-cat 
On a willow tree. 
Fluffy little pussy-cat, 
Why don't you play with me? 
Fluffy little pussy-cat. 
Soft as soft can be. 
Fluffy little pussy-cat, 
Come and play with me. 

Birds 

Birds^ 

I hear the birds a singing. 
Singing softly by. 
I see the birds a winging, 
Winging in the sky. 
I see the birds a flinging, 
Flinging beauty to our arts. 
I know the birds are bringing. 
Bringing happiness to our hearts. 

o 
The Barn Swallow 

The barn swallow's pretty golden 
breast, 

And deep, dark chestnut eyes, 
Hatches up with his vest of blue, 
And chestnut undersides. 

He flies on home to his old gray 
barn. 

He spreads his wings of blue, 
Bringing some big, fat, juicy 

worms, 
To feed his young ones, new. 

Pretty Robin^ 

Pretty robin in a tree 
Lay some eggs 
One, two, three. 

The Robin^ 

I saw a little robin 
On a branch up in a tree, 
She was singing softly, 
A sweet, sweet melody. 

When the little robin 
Went flying through the air, 
I didn't bother to look up, 
I thought she was still there. 

The robin gathered up some twigs, 
To make a nest so clean. 
It was the neatest little nest 
That I have ever seen. 

And then the pretty robin 
Flew up into a tree, 
And found a bug so nice and fat. 
That she swallowed it with glee. 

If I Were A Bird"* 

If I were a bird, I would learn 
how to fly. 

I would fly over meadows and high 
• in the sky. 
I would fly over clouds so fluffy 

and true, 
And then I would sail right back 

to you. 
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The Gray Knight^ 

Oh, Blue Heron, on yonder bank, 
Your intentions are quite 

frightening, 
Silent and motionless like a 

gray ghost, 
With the speed and power of 

lightening. 

You are as steady as the world, 
Standing by the rapid flow, 
Then, as your great neck unfurls 
Disaster for the miilnow. 

Up high to the far away nest, 
And to your own fair mate. 
For your great wings need hours 

rest, 
While your mate dines late. 

Back to the stream in early morn, 
You take your hunter's stance, 
Your beak is like a giant thorn-- 
A gray knight with a lance. 

Birds
7 

Our friends, the birds, are back 
again. 

The small brown pne we call the 
wren, 

The blue-jay with its striped back. 
Cries out to warn the crow so 

black. 
The bright red cardinal with a 

crest, 
I think I like this one the best. 
We love to hear the larks sweet 

call 
But the robin is loved by all. 

Be Like The Birdie^ 

Be like the birdie 
Who halting in his flight. 
On a limb too slight, 
Feels it give way 
Beneath him, yet sings 
Knowing he has wings. 

The Bird
9 

How I would like to be free as a 
bird, 

Up in the sky so blue. 
I'd sing the prettiest song ever 

heard 
In the early morning dew. 

Later I'd fly up high in the air. 
And sec things I'd never seen, 
Looking down on filly and mare 
With my eyesight that's ever so 

keen. 

Then when the sun's going down in 
the west, 

And the night is getting a chill, 
I'd fly home to my snug little nest. 
And under my feathers, tuck my bill. 

Little Bird^ 

Once I heard a little bird, 
A fluttering over the sea, 
He came upon a forest deep 
And settled on a tree. 
His wings were bright and yellow, 
His breast was colored green, 
But of all the birds in the whole 

wide world, 
He was the prettiest I'd ever 

seen. 
I've traveled through the world 

once. 
And the lovliest thing I heard, 
Was the chirping and the singing 
Of that little yellow bird. 

The Bluebird^ 

While lying in my.bed one day, 
I heard the pretty bluebird say. 
Get upj Get up.' My little one, 
Because the day has just begun. 

Little one must fly today, 
So hurry up, do not delay, 
A push is all that you will get, 
So hurry up and do not fret. 
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Plants 

Pussy Willows^ 

Upon the hill, right by our spring 
There are some furry little things. 
All soft and gray from head to toe. 
Growing in clusters row by row. 
They come out early in the spring, 
To hear the little birdie^ sing. 

o 
The Weeping Willow Tree 

The willow tree is tall and green, 
The leaves weep sadly to and fro; 
The branches are long and thin, 
The birds love to build their nests 

within. 

It makes a cool and shady spot, 
We like the pretty tree a lot; 
It always looks so fresh and clean, 
It is a beautiful shade of green. 

3 
The Pansy 

The pansy has a pretty face, 
And pretty colors, too. 
And a sort of stately grace 
Which many people love, it's true. 

She blooms in the garden 
She blooms in the park 
She blooms in the daylight 
But sleeps in the dark. 

Many people love her 
She's so gallant, brave, and true, 
She puts her splendid colors on 
Every morning just for you. 

Little Seed^ 

I am a little seed 
I want to be a flower 
To make the world more beautiful. 
They must water me every hour. 

The Apple"* 

In springtime gay, a blossom fair 
Hanging sweetly in the air. 
Soon will be an apple red 
To keep someone out of bed. 

Summer time with sunshine bright, 
Sends to earth a radiant light. 
Then the rain is falling down 
Giving sparkle to the town. 

Fall with red and orange galore; 
Yellow bright for evermore. 
Now I am an apple red, 
Going to keep folks out of bed. 

How In The World^ 

How in the world can 
The trees grow so high, 
And stretch their branches 
Up to the sky? 

How in the world can the 
Flowers turn blue, 
And purple and red and 
Yellow too? 

How in the world? How in 
the world? 

I think it strange, 
don't you? 

The Swaying Willow^ 

While I lay in my bed, 
Snuggling to my pillow. 
I hear a pretty sound. 
It's the "Weeping Willow." 
It sings all night long. 
So very soft and mellow. 
It sings so soft and strong, 
It's the "Weeping Willow." 
So many years, 
Has this old tree stood. 
The Weeping Willow. 
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o 
Pussy Willows 

Pussy willows on the trees 
Blowing softly in the breeze 
Oh, I like their fuzzy feeling.' 
Little breezes in the air 
Sing as they go through them there. 

Little Seeds^ 

Little seeds down in the ground. 
Raise your heads and look around. 
See the sun that shines all day, 
See the breezes softly play. 
All winter long you stayed down there 
iNow raise your heads up in the air. 

Weather 

Wind^ 

The wind howls, 
The wind blows. 
It makes you shiver and shake. 
The wind howls. 
The wind blows. 
It blows the leaves on the ground. 
And then you have to rake. 

Rainbow^ 

Oh, beautiful rainbow up in the sky. 
You seem so very high. 
You always stand so very still. 
While I look at you from my window¬ 

sill. 

3 
Feathery, Feathery Weather 

Feathery, feathery weather; 
Each cloud looks like a feather. 
So soft and white 
So brisk and bright 
Feathery, feathery 
Weather. 
Weather can come in every form; 
In the form of sun, in the form 

of storm. 
Huffing and puffing 
Blowing and bluffing 
The stormy form 
Of weather. 

Tap - Tap
4 

Tap-tap on my window pane, 
Down, down comes the pouring rain. 
Up-up in the sky so high 
Float the clouds, oh me, oh my. 
And when the clouds begin to go 
You'll find a lovely big rainbow. 

The Wind
5 

Tapping at the window, 
Howling at the pane. 
Blowing down the noisy street. 
And up the narrow lane. 

Blowing, howling here and there. 
Playing with some high-top-hats. 
Coming up to our own house. 
And mixing up our welcome mats. 

Where would we be without the wind? 
Without the rain and snow? 
So we will let the wind be free 
And let it blow and blow. 

Rain^ 

Pitter pat, pitter pat goes the rain, 
Pitter pat on my window pane. 
Dripping on the flowers 
Falling for long hours. 
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The Whirl-Wind^ 

A whirl-wind came sailing down on me 
He asked me to go riding high 
Above the clouds 
Up in the sky. 

So I said to the whirl-wind 
"Please go home and stay 
So we can have 
A peaceful May." 

g 
Who likes Rain? 

I wish it would stop raining 
Yes indeed I do, 
I wish I could go out and play 
Rain makes me feel so blue. 

The little flowers like rain 
The ducks adore it too. 
But I don't care for rain drops 
And this I tell you true. 

All the plants like rain 
It helps them grow so tall 
But I can't go out walking 
Or bounce my brand new ball. 

Q 
Spring Rain^ 

I like to hear the rain come down. 
On my window pane. 
Although it has a gentle sound, 
It brings to me an awful frown, 
'Cause I cannot go out and play. 
On such a gishy, goshy day. 

But we need the gentle rain 
For the cattle and the grain. 
I guess that is God's way, 
Of cleaning up the dusty day. 

The Wind10 

The wind plays tricks on me. 
It blows my kite up in a tree. 
It snatches my hat off my head. 
"Come on and play," the wind said. 

The Rainbow11 

Have you ever seen a rainbow 
So very big and bright? 
The rain makes the rainbow 
But the sun puts in the light. 

It is made of many colors, 
Orange, blue, red, and green. 
Just look at it now. 
It makes a lovely scene. 

12 
The Wind 

The wind is very gruff, 
Somedays he puffs and puffs. 
The wind is good for us I guess, 
But, he always makes my hair a mess 

The Wind13 

"Oo-oo, oo-oo," said the wind 
The wind went fast. 
"Oo-oo, oo-oo," said the wind 
When it went past. 

The Weather1^ 

The weather man in our Utah clime 
Is all fouled up this winter time; 
He's sent us sun and clear blue 

skies, 
I'd planned to ski down the snowy 

slopes. 
But spring-like weather blasts my 

hopes, - 
For now,. I find, it is my fate 
To glide along on roller skates. 

The Rainbow1^ 

Pretty little rainbow up in the sky. 
How do you get there? 
I wonder why? 
Pretty little rainbow up in the air 
Where are your colors from? 
I wonder where? 
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The True Meaning of Easter*' 

Some people think that Easter 
Is just bunnies, eggs and fun. 
But did you know that Jesus- 

hung on the cross. 
When His work on earth was done? 

And for us His life He gave. 
As He hung on Calvary's hill. 
He had the power to save Himself, 
But He was doing His Father's will. 

When He was taken from the cross 
And was buried in a borrowed tomb, 
Guards were sent to watch Him, 
As He lay in that tiny room. 

One night the guard had a terrible 
fright. 

An angel came to roll the rock away 
Christ rose and lived again. 
He was alive and is alive to stay. 

So when you hunt: your baskets 
Remember this little rhyme 
And do not forget, 
The true meaning of Eastertime. 

Easter Rabbit^ 

Easter Rabbit, Easter Bunny; 
Laying eggs, he must look funny. 
Eggs that are striped, 
Eggs that are blue, 
That make little children 
Yell, yipee yahoo.' 

Easter Rabbit, Easter Bunny 
Hiding eggs so neat, and clean 
Here and there, and everywhere 
Scattered o'er the 
Big town green. 

3 
Easter 

Hope is born when lilacs bloom 
With rain in early spring 
And faith that found an empty tomb 
Can conquer everything. 

4 
Our Easter Eggs 

We color our eggs 
So pretty and bright, 
And make them all colors. 
Instead of just white. 

Red, green and yellow. 
Pink, orange and blue, 
I think they're so pretty 
Don't you think so too? 

The Easter Bunny** 

On Easter at twelve o'clock 
The Easter Bunny comes, 
Bringing eggs and candy 
Of quite a little sum. 

He's dressed in all colors. 
And wears a big old hat. 
And from the eggs and candy 
He is quite big and fat. 

An Easter Egg^ 

Have you ever looked at an Easter 

egg 
With all its colors gay? 
And thought that it would hatch 
Upon that very day, 
When all of a sudden 
You looked so funny, 
For out of the egg popped 
Not a chick--but a bunny.' 
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An Easter Poem Easter^ 

Christ hung on the cross, 
Twas on the hill of Calvary. 
A sword was thrust into His side. 
All day He was in agony 
Then at sunset--died. 

E is for eggs colored so bright. 
A is for all the hats, (some are 

a fright). 
S is for new spring life. 
T is for toy chicks, big as life. 
E is for Easter Rabbits that come. 
R is for all the real good fun. 

Halloween 

Halloween 

Witches, witches, on their brooms, 
Tom cats prowling by the light of 

the moon. 
Jack-O-Lanterns by window pane, 
Trick or treaters in the lane. 

Many knocks upon the door, 
Getting things and wanting more. 
There are lots of costumes large 

and small, 
Worn by children short and tall. 

Over many streets the children roam. 
Then it’s time to head for home. 
Halloween is Oh, such fun, 
Enjoyed by almost every one. 

2 
Halloween 

I can hardly wait 'till Halloween, 
When every kind of spook is seen. 

They walk around and scare me so, 
Even when it's friends I know. 

I think I'll be a big white ghost. 
That's the kind that scares me most. 

I'll fill my sack with trick or 
treat. 

That's the part that's really neat. 

3 
Halloween 

On Halloween night I dressed like 
a clown, 

I went to every door in town, 
I knocked at one door and what do 

you think? 
A nice old lady answered with a 

wink. 
She gave me a cooky as sweet as a 

bun, 
I hurried home, I'd had such fun. 

Halloween^ 

I saw a witch fly past the moon, 
And heard a ghost sing a mournful 

tune. 
A bat went fluttering by in the sky. 
And a scrawny old cat let out a cry. 
The Jack-O-Lantern's face made me 

freeze with fright, 
Then I remembered it was only 

Halloween Night. 

Halloween-* 

Witches and goblins are coming soon 
You see them by the light of the moon 
Skies full of bats, 
Lanes full of cats. 
Beware, my friends, BEWAREJ 



85 

Mother 1s Day 

Mother^ 

I have the dearest mother 

I gave her once a dime 

She is the nicest mother 

I help her all the time. 

My Mother^ 

There is no other quite like 

you; 

That helps me every day. 

You make my bed and shine my 

shoes. 

You're kind in every way. 

I hope you enjoy this Mother's 

Day, 

And all the days ahead. 

I'll ask the Heav'nly Father 

to bless you 

Each time I go to bed. 

Mother's Day^ 

The thing I like to do so much 

So early on Mother's Day, 

Is hug her hard and thank her 

For the things I can't repay. 

Sweet Mother^ 

Sweet Mother, sweet Mother, 

So kind and true 

Is there another mother 

In the world like you? 

Dear Mother, 

Full of loving care 

Today sit back 

In the easy chair. 

For today is 

A special day of the year. 

For it's Mother's Day, 

Mother dear. 

Patriotic Days 

America^" 

A is for America, the land of 

the free. 

M is for the men who died for 

liberty. 

E stands for everything, our 

constitution gives. 

R is for the right to vote, a 

privilege don't abuse. 

I is for independence, self- 

governing and free. 

C is for 13 colonies now states 

numbering fifty, 
A stands for almighty God, to 

whom we humbly pray 

To bless our great America, 

and protect us day by day. 

2 
Our Country 

Our flag is a beautiful, wonderful 

thing 
When sailing up high in the sky. 

It reminds me of all the wars that 

were fought 

So there could be freedom for you 

and I. 

Our flag means to me--to be free 

from all slavery. 

God bless those who have fought 

for it bravely. 

We thank Thee, Oh Lord for this 

beautiful land, 

And ask Thee to guide its leaders 

with Thy wise hand. 
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Our Country 
3 Our Countryc 

Do we know about our country? 

Our country great and strong. 

And our great men who love it 

And fought for it all along. 

Our great and lovely country. 

To it we will be true. 

We'll love, cherish, and honor it. 

And kneel and pray for it too. 

The Privilege of Being a Citizen 

of the United States^ 

Our country is beautiful from shore 
to shore. 

Beautiful with mountains and rivers 

galore. 

Majestic mountains covered with 
snow, 

And silvery rivers that smoothly 

flow. 

Our country is different in every 

part. 

But being different, gives it lots 

of heart. 

We love our country with all our 

hearts, 

We'll try our best to do our part. 

We'll be loyal, true, brave, and 

kind. 

And always have good thoughts in 

mind. 

We'll pledge allegiance to the 

flag so bright, 

With all our respect, pride, and 

might. 

It stands for justice and^ liberty. 

We are glad and thankful that we 

are free. 

We'll help other countries, whether 

rich or poor. 

When they come calling at our door. 
Many people of other lands want to 

be free.' 

They look to U.S.A., for peace and 
libertyi 

War Heroes^ 

When we walk on the battlefield 

Of wars that we might see 

We ought to think of wars gone by 

And be thoughtful—it appears to me. 

Think of men who fought so bravely 

For our great country's needs; 

The least that you and I can do 

Is to pay tribute to their deeds. 

The Telephone^ 

It may be grandma calling to say, 

She loved the flowers on Mother’s 

Day - 

It may be mamma calling the doctor, 

When Johnny ate something he hadn't 

oughter. 

Or sis' date who wants to know, 

Whether she wants to see a show - 

Or maybe dad who just wants to say. 

He won't be home 'till late today. 

And sometimes in the middle of 

slumber. 

Somebody calls who has the wrong 

number. 
Or Mrs. Gabby who wants to chat, 

About her beautiful brand new hat. 

Some people use the telephone, 

To talk to friends who are sick at 

home. 

Or calling the patrolman when 

planning a trip. 

To see if the roads and highways 

are slick. 

I wish there was someway that I 

could tell. 

To Alexander Graham Bell - 

How much his telephone is used 

today. 

In so many, many different ways. 
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g 
George Washington 

Up the airy mountain 
Over the windy glen 
Washington crossed the Delaware 
With his brave and mighty men, 

Many nights in cold they waited 
But strong in spirit were they, 
They loved their land so precious 
That victory came to stay. 

That is why we call George 
Washington 

The Father of Our Country 
And that is why we celebrate 
Independence Day. 

9 
Daniel Boone 

When Daniel Boone was a lad. 
He went hunting with his dad. 

They hunted for deer, and they 
hunted for bear. 

They hunted here, and they hunted 
there. 

When Daniel grew up, he went out 
west, 

For that was the land he loved 
the best. 

He fought some wars with Indian 
tribes. 

And in these wars he saved many 
lives. 

The Battleground^ 

The solitude was depressing. 
But the field beautiful. 
The monuments, of which 
The field was so full. 
Had magnificence 
Beyond my wildest dreams. 
Not a soul was in sight. 
Except soldiers in daydreams. 
On the battlefield of Gettysburg. 

Washington^ 

The Father of our country, he 
Was all that greatness meant: 
The leader of our army and 
Our noble president. 
He won the Revolution, and 
Secured our nation's name, 
Indeed he well deserves to be 
Within the Hall of Fame. 
He led us through the darkness 
Of those early days of strife. 
And equally important too. 
The welfare of the land. 
He exemplified the principle 
On which he ought to so stand. 
And as that history recalls 
Was in his early youth. 
When having chopped the cherry 

tree, 
And promptly told the truth. 

12 Things Have Changed 

Things have changed since 1730: 
In 1730 they didn't have trains; 
Things have changed since 1830, 
In 1830 they didn't have planes; 
But in 1847 - in the fall. 
Came the greatest change of all. 
Thomas Edison was born. 
He brought light into the world 
As if it were morni 
Then we went - 
From planes to jets 
From jets to rockets 
And now a man 
Returns from space 
Yes, things have changed since 1730. 

iq 
Statesmen 

February is a great month of the year 
It has great men we all love so dear. 
Lincoln worked to free the slaves. 
For his country his life he gave. 
Washington so brave and true. 
Helped make this country for me and 

you. 
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My Country^ 

I love my country dear and true. 

The things I see, the things I do. 

My country strong, my country bold; 

The things I hear, the things I'm 

told. 

This is my country-- 

Yours and mine 

In which our faith will never die. 

To this I say—this I know 

Our country brave will stand the 

foe. 

A Nation's Builders*-"* 

Not gold, but only.men can make 

A people great and strong-- 

Men who, for truth and honor's sake 

Stand fast and suffer long. 

Brave men, who work while others 

sleep 

Who dare while others fly-- 

They build a nation's pillars deep 

And lift them to the sky. 

The Life of Lincoln*-^ 

Lincoln was born one February day. 

He learned to work instead of play 

But on bright sunny days that were 

full of fun. 

He would run races; he always won. 

Lincoln wanted to read and write, 

So his mother taught him, by the 

firelight. 

He grew to be kind, strong, and 

bold. 

And stopped the slaves from being 

sold. 

The Flag*-? 

I love the flag. Oh yes I do. 

The colors are red, white and blue. 

White is for purity, our honor and 

our best. 

Our flag flies proudly in colors 

nobly dressed. 

Red is for courage of our soldiers 

true. 

Blue is for liberty, 

I love our flag, don't you? 

Thanksgiving Christmas 

Thanksgiving*" Christmas 1 

Our household is busy and happy. 

And gay laughter fills the air. 

Everyone feels like dancing 

And the sky looks blue and fair. 

The cupboards are full of goodies 

Like pumpkin pie, turkey and dressing. 

I begin to wonder a little, 

Of what is my greatest blessing. 

Thanksgiving time is truly here, 
A time for thought and prayer, 

A time to show the Lord above, 

How much we really care. 

The lists have been made. 

The shopping is done, 

The gifts are all wrapped, 

Every last one.' 

That's when I like Christmas. 

The tree is all trimmed. 

The stockings are hung. 

The children are sleeping 

And Santa is coming, 

That's when I like Christmas. 
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Pictures in Poetry 

A Quiet Mountain Side^ 

There in the distance, 
Is a mountain high. 
Its towering peaks 
Reach for the sky. 

I know there are deer. 
Feeding in some quiet place 
Away from the noise 
Of the human race. 

The swirrels and the chipmunks 
Are scurrying around, 
Preparing for winter 
While food can be found. 

At the foot of the mountain 
A lake can be seen. 
A place for the animals 
To live like a queen. 

This Valley Of Mine^ 

In this valley of mine 
Where I picked grapes for the 

village wine, 
In the lazy meadow 
No, no one could know 
As I pray and kneel 
No, no one could know how I feel 
In this valley of mine. 

In this valley of mine 
Where children used to dine 
For now the people cry 
But can anyone say why? 
No one could have boughten 

The love I have not forgotten 
In this valley of mine. 

In this valley of mine 
Where rivers used to twine 
The timber howled in the breeze 
And ruffled the evergreen leaves. 

Hiking in Montana Mountains*^ 

Up the sloping sides we'll go 
On the path of many deer. 
Out of the sun's roasting glow 
Up by the water, crystal clear. 

Up by the shimmering waterfall 
We stop to take a drink, 
We hear the mountain bluebird call. 
And see a bob-o-link. 

Up by a hidden cave we'll rest 
And pick the lovely flowers. 
We watch the birds build their nest 
The fun comes in lazy hours. 

Now down the sloping sides we go 
We leave the waterfall. 
We go into the sun's hot glow 
And leave the birds bright call. 

When you get in bed at night 
The fun is done it seems 
But you know, you are not right 
You'll see it in your dreams. 

Beautiful Alaska^ 

Alaska has many beautiful scenes. 
With its flowers, lakes, mountains, 

and streams. 
When the northern lights do shine. 
The colors of the rainbow twine. 
In the villages the tall totem poles 

stand. 
Each tells a legend of its native 

land. 
No more igloos can you see. 
They live in houses like you and me. 
In 1867 came that year so grand. 
When from the Russians we bought 

this land. 
Everyone loves this beautiful place, 
Alaska now is our forty-ninth state. 
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The Sky5 

I love to watch the sky at night 
With all the stars twinkling 

bright. 
With the man in the moon looking 

so wise 
As though he was expecting a 

great surprise, 
And Jupiter and Mars with their 

steady glow 
Looking down at us all here below. 

£ 

Lovely World0 

A rose, an eagle, a walnut tree, 
All the lovely things I see.' 
Sparrows, dove, and hawk— 
All these beautiful birds in 

flock I see. 
Running brooks and bright wild 

flowers. 
Gentle winds and soft spring 

showers— 
All these things around me 
Help to make me know. 
What a lovely world this is 
In which I live and grow. 

The Beautiful Scene^ 

In the canyon where I stood one day. 
Upon a high and rocky ridge, 
The sun shone down its brightest 

rays. 
Upon a natural bridge. 

The colors all expanded. 
The rocks were all aglow, 
And I think my wish was granted. 
For it lifted up my soul. 

Soft Things® 

I like soft things. 
I like the softness of my bed. 
The feel of a baby chick. 
The softness of my kitten's fur. 
I like soft things. 

Canyons In The Sky^ 

The sky does sink down to the 
mountains 

And gives us showers from its 
fountains, 

And pulls its black cloak over us 
at night 

To keep us from the frosty bite. 
The horses stampede in the sky 
To make the thunder way up high. 
And that's exactly what you'll see 
If you have an imagination like me. 

Tell Me Why10 

Clouds, clouds in the sky, 
Tell me why you fly so high. 
Tell me why you look so black, 
When the thunder storms come back. 
Tell me why you're so fluffy and 

white, 
When you fly so high at night. 
Tell me why you sometimes cry, 
Just a little, but tell me why. 
Tell me why you hide the sun, 
Tell me why you run and hide, 
Over the country far and wide. 

Walking Home From School^ 

At night when I walk home from 
school 

I hear nature calling me. 
The robin and the meadowlark 

twitter and chirp 
As they swing on a branch of the 

tree. 

The fish go swimming and splashing 
In the brook that runs by our 

house. 
I stand on the bridge and watch 
As they dart and swim about. 

But what I think is most interesting 
As I scamper up the path 
Is my old pet bossy cow 
With her spotted baby calf. 
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Stars ^ 

In a rocket ship I would never 
be bored. 

I would take off and soar through 
space. 

I’d head for the stars that are 
unexplored 

And go at the fastest pace. 

I'd look through the window to 
see planets and stars 

And then I would land on the Moon. 
It would be fun to go over to Mars 
But I have to be home by noon. 

So it's back to the ship and head 
for Earth 

To tell what I've seen will be 
great. 

I think I got my money's worth 
And I'm only ten minutes late. 

13 
The Evening Star 

When the evening star 
Appears in the sky 
I feel as I too 
Were way up on high 
Looking down upon town 
Upon city far below 
Looking down upon fields 
That look like they glow. . . 

Cloud Pictures^ 

Clouds are pictures in the sky, 
Slowly changing as they go by; 
Sometimes dark and sometimes white. 
They always give me great delight. 

I like to lie upon the grass. 
And watch cloud pictures as they pass. 
I think it would be nice if I 
Could paint cloud pictures in the sky. 

Night^ 

My day is done 
And one by one 
The stars come peeping, 
Creeping out. 

And in the morning 
Just to think on 
The other side a girl or boy 
Might be thinking just like me. 

16 
Murmuring Brooks 

Murmuring brooks in the woods, 
Waters the flowers and does much 

good. 
For the farmer it waters his crop. 
But I like it best for its 

murmuring talk. 

My Kite^^ 

Up in the air goes my beautiful 
kite; 

It soars and dips like a bird in 
flight. 

As it spreads its wings, it's a 
sight to see; 

I must be careful or it will hit 
a tree. 

When it flips its tail, it seems 
to say, 

"Come up with me, let's fly away." 

Mexico^ 

I'd like to go down to old 
Mexico 

To see a bull fight 
And buy a sombrero, 
To watch them make pottery 
And eat some tortillas. 
I'd like to go down to the 
Place where the sea is. 
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Poetry for Fun 

An Elephant's Tale 

'Now listen my children 
And you shall hear,* 
Of an elephant's tale 
It's plain and clear. 

That Homer, the elephant 
And Alice, his mate 
Wanted to take lessons 
To learn how to ice-skate. 

They both got skates for Christmas 
And all equipment, yes, indeed. 
Shirts, pants, skirts and hats 
Much more than they would need. 

"Lesson One", began the instructor. 
You must learn how to glide. 
So Homer said, he'd try it 
And at once began to slide. 

Sliding, slipping, falling down 
Doing the best he could. 
Than Alice very shyly said 
She'd do her best - she would. 

They both fell down together 
And as they began to rise, 
A brainy thought occurred to them 
The rink was not their size.' 
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The Day I Dropped The Collection Plate The Elevator Ride^ 

One day I dropped the collection plate 
Wouldn't you know that would be my 

fate? 
"Let's bow our heads," the preacher 

said. 
I felt so ashamed I wished I were 

dead. 

Mom gave me a nickel, Dad gave me 
a dime. 

And I sat there waiting for the 
longest time. 

Slowly the ushers came down the 
aisle, 

And into the plates the money did 
pile. 

As besides me the big tall usher did 
stand, 

When it got to me I reached out my 
hand. 

It slipped through my fingers like 
string on a kite. 

After a deadly crash it was still as 
the night. 

The boy in front of me started to 
giggle, 

The woman behind me started to wiggle. 
Mother turned red, Daddy turned blue, 
And I turned about every other hue. 

As we all bent over as fast as we 
could, 

The preacher before us patiently 
stood. 

We gathered up dollars, nickels, 
and dimes, 

While everyone's faces were sour as 
1ime s. 

My Pills^ 

I take my pills; 
They're benadryls. 
I take them every day. 
To help my poison ivy. 
Hurray.' Hurray.' Hurray.' 

You step into the elevator 
And say you're going up 
The woman pushes down the pump 
And then you go right up. 

Your stomach has the most of fun 
It turns from side to side 
And Oh, it feels it weighs a ton 
As it goes on this ride. 

But worst of all is when you stop 
You stop with such a bound 
To your surprise and stomach's too 
Your tummy's upside down. 

And then you step back in again 
And down you go in place. 
And Oh, your stomach turns and turns 
And lands upon its face. 

And when you end this 'vator ride 
You have reached home base 
To your relief and stomach's too 
Your tummy's in its place. 

Girls5 

Girls are dumb and girls are queer. 
They have no brains and cannot hear. 
They chew fingernails and fiddle 

with hair. 
Stink with perfume and STnell up the 

air. 

Girls are nutty, I hate them, I do. 
They wear everything the boys like 

to. 
They should not have been invented 

for they only do bad 
'Cause now they have everything the 

boys always had. 

Boys don't like the girls' things. 
Like dolls and bracelets and lots 

of rings. 
Still girls wear pants and girls 

wear shirts, 
But you'll never see boys wearing 

skirts. 
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£ 
My Monkey0 

The pet of our family has just 
turned two, 

Her hair is corn yellow and her 
eyes bright blue. 

She writes on the walls and scatters 
her toys, 

When we're trying to sleep she's 
a bundle of noise. 

She eats the dog's food and pulls 
the cat's tail, 

Digs up our plants and tears up 
our mail. 

But when she's dressed up in her 
"Sunday" clothes. 

She'll capture your heart, and who 
could resist her, 

This two year old monkey is my 
little sister. 

Our Woodshed^ 

We have an old woodshed, 
It ain't got no wood. 
But pa will take ya out there, 
If ya ain’t been good. 

When I steal a cookie. 
Or pull my sister's hair. 
Or even scare the chickens. 
Pa takes me out there. 

I really ain't complainin', 
Though my friends say I should, 
But there's nothing like the 

woodshed. 
If ya ain't been good.' 

My Sisters® 

I have two big sisters 
Their names are Ann and Kay 
They always fight about 
Which dress to wear today. 
One day when they were fighting 
They broke a dish in two 
Then when mother came home. 
They ended up, Boo.' Hoo.' 

I Wish I Were Twenty^ 

I wish that I were twenty, 
So there wouldn't be a fight 
When I refused to take a bath 
Every single night. 

It just isn't healthyi 
In fact, it's really bad. 
But you just try to tell that 
To my good old Mom and Dad. 

The part I really hate the most 
Is, when I get all through, 
My Mom says, "Get back in the tub; 
Your ears you didn't do." 

And if that isn't bad enough, 
On top of all of that, 
I have to do the bathtub ring 
And fix the bathtub mat. 

I wish I could be twenty 
And not just twelve you see 
For then I wouldn't take a bath 
I would take a shower-ee. 

T . 10 Imagine 

Pink elephants and purple cats, 
Great big dogs with great big hats. 
Little horses with great big wings. 
Tigers, worms, all sorts of things. 
Canaries sing in low, low bass, 
A funny expression on their face. 
Tiny bears with giant heads 
Alligators in their beds. 
All sorts of silly things I see 
Sleeping under the apple tree. 

Lincoln*^ 

There once was a man named Abe 
Lincoln, 

He had character, brains, and, 
I'm thinkin', 

If he were to reign 
In the White House again. 
Our national debt would be shrinkin 
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Miscellaneous Poetry 

Old McGill
1 

There upon a lonely hill 
Where shabby buildings stand 
Once lived a man called Old McGill 
The owner of the land. 

He built a fence around his hill 
And no-one dared come in 
The folks were scared of Old McGill 
Who had no friends or kin. 

Until a little girl of eight 
Climbed up the lonely hill 
And took a cake upon a plate 
To give to Old McGill. 

But now the fence is all torn down 
And flowers grow on the hill 
The best loved man in our hometown 
Is the man called Old McGill. 

2 
Baby Blue Eyes 

Little Baby Blue Eyes 
With his pretty brown hair. 
He has red cheeks and red lips. 
And his gums are so very bare. 
But when he smiles. 
His dimples go in deep. 
When he goes to bed at night. 
He starts to count his sheep. 

Play With Me Mom^ 

My Mother is so busy 
She can't play with me 
Because she goes to school, 
To get her Master's degree. 

I'll be glad when she's finished 
Then we can play and have some fun 
Like we used to do 
Before this work begun. 

Little Old Lady^ 

I love to visit the little Old Lady 
You know the one I mean. 
I love to see her little brown hut, 
I love to hear her sing. 

Whenever I visit her and her dog 
At her little old hut, you should 

see 
It is clean and sparkly and that's 

not all. 
She usually has some cookies 

waiting for me. 

She's chubby and smiling 
Her face is so sweet. 
When I come she is there in the 

doorway 
And warmly we greet. 

Her apron with little red roses, 
Her little white cap so gay. 
I'll visit her quite soon 
I go there almost every day. 

So if you need some cheering 
Or someone to hug, and hug a lot 

Remember the little old lady 
In the little brown hut. 

My Doll'* 

My favorite toy is a blue-eyed doll. 
I love her though she is so small. 
I comb and brush her short brown 

hair. 
I choose each morning what she'll 

wear. 
I never spank my doll you see, 
She's always good as she can be. 
And when my friends each day come by 
She never seems to fuss or cry. 
And each night when I come to tuck 

her in 
She always greets me with a grin. 
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Lunch Time^ 

Oh.' How I love lunch time 
With lots of good food 
With jam and with pickles 
And everything good. 

With rolls and spaghetti 
That tickles your nose 
You swallow it down 
To your little bare toes. 

Tree Climbing^ 

Today I was climbing a tree. 
And fell down on my knee. 
I laughed at myself 
Like a jolly little elf. 

o 
In The Morning 

Br-r-ring, br-r-ring, went the alarm 
A gentle tugging on my arm 
Let me know t'was time to rise, 
As the sun came from the skies. 
"Get up, get up.1" The robins sang. 
Join our happy, merry gang. 
Splash--cold water on my face. 
Hurry to my breakfast place. 
Smell the cocoa, eggs, and bacon, 
And the biscuits Mother's makin'. 
Grab my clothes and comb my hair. 
Clean and brush my teeth with care. 
Hurry up.' And don't be slow, 
I'm off to school--here I go.' 

T. V.9 

Every day I watch a program 
About a train named Dinky Poo. 
I can't think of anything that 
I would rather do. 
I run in the house and change my 

clothes 
And sit down on the floor 
And there I watch cartoons. 
Sometimes three or four. 

The Ball10 

I threw my ball, I knew not where. 
It must have gone into the air. 
It came right down upon my head 
I thought for sure it was full of 

lead. 

It came right down with such a 
force 

I thought I'd been kicked by a 
horse. 

The stars I saw were bright as 
bright 

For weeks I couldn't tell day 
from night. 

My Toothbrush11 

I have a toothbrush 
I use it morning, noon and night, 
To keep my teeth clean and white 
My mother took me to Dentist Green. 
He looked into my mouth 
And said, "No cavities could be seen. 
He asked me what I did each day, 
I said, "I brush the germs away." 

Valentines1^ 

Valentines for Mom and Dad, 
Valentines for fun- 
Valentines for boys and girls, 
And valentines for sons,- 
Valentines for grandmothers 
Aunts and Uncles too,- 
If I should buy a Valentine, 
I'll get it just for you. 

The Train1^ 

"Toot-toot-toot," said the little 
red train. 

As he chugged on down the track. 
"Don't worry about me, and the wind 

and the rain, 
For soon I shall be back." 
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Fishing Trip^ 

One day my Dad said, "Let's go 
fishing," 

And that's just what I'd been 
wishing. 

We traveled up the hill and down. 
Miles and miles and miles from 

town. 
Our fishing rods we took along, 
In our hearts was a glad song. 
Soon I said, "Let's eat our 

lunch," 
For Mom sent sandwiches, a bunch. 
We sat down beside a river wide. 
And laid our rods side by side. 
We found a stream that seemed 

just right. 
We could expect the fish to bite. 
We baited our hooks and cast them 

out. 
And started catching nice big 

trout. 
We caught our limit at that stream, 
And thus came true a fisher's 

dream. 

15 
Mowing Hay 

I love to see the glowing sun 
While I am mowing hay 
Oh, I'm having lots of fun 
From m6rn 'till end of day. 

To lift the cutting bar off 
ground 

And to listen to the humming 
sound 

To turn the corner with lots of 
speed 

And mow down every flower and 
weed. 

When the sun is set in the western 
sky, 

The hay is mowed and the horses 
sigh 

I unhitch and take them to the 
barn 

To feed them hay, oats, and corn. 

Thank You16 

Thank you for the birds and bees. 
Thank you for the flowers and trees. 
Thank you for the grass so green. 
Thank you God for everything. 

Thank you for the rivers and brooks. 
Thank you for our schools and books. 
Thank you for the lovely scenes. 
Thank you God for everything. 

Thank you for the churches nice. 
Thank you for the snow and ice. 
Thank you for my parents and such. 
Thank you God so very much. 

Did You Ever^ 

Did you ever wake at the break of 
day, 

To hear the meadowlark sing. 
Then see him fly away? 
Did you ever see the daffodills sway 
And dance with the roses 
In the middle of May? 
Did you ever look at the stars at 

night 
And think and think with all your 

might. 
What you could do. 
To thank God for what He's done for 

you? 

I Hear^ 

I hear the sounds from all around. 
From in the sky and on the ground, 
Of little children at their play, 
Of birds who sing a song all day. 
And the steady call of fish for sale 
A hen's cackle of a tale to tell. 
I love all the sounds that I do hear 
From down on the ground to up in a 

tree. 
From the top of a mountain down to 

the sea. 
For to me in this country, 
They are all so dear. 
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. 19 
My Picnic 

I like to go on picnics. 
They give me lots of fun, 
Because I like to get outside 
And run and run and run. 
I like to go on picnics, 
And hike up in the hills, 
I like to jump into soft sand 
And take so many spills. 

So many things are red: 
Roses that fall and break their 

petals; 
Apples with their shining; 
Tomatoes out of the fresh gardens. 
Hair that's silky; Balls for me 

to play with; 
I like red. 

Noise^ 

I like noise and I like to hear. 
The wish-washing of water 
As the boat comes to pier. 
The clang of a bell on a steeple 

high, 
The whisp'ring of wind as it rushes 

by. 
The shout of boys at the big ball 

game. 
There are countless things 
You can't even name. 
The rolling of an engine as it 

steams along. 
The bird in the tree with its 

little song, 
The water as it reaches the end of 

the falls, 
The ring of the phone as someone 

calls, 
The battle that stops 
The heartbeat of a deer. 
Yes, there are many things, 
You and I can hear. 

09 

Men In Space^ 

I have a rocket ship, 
I like to fly in space, 
To meet the man in the moon. 
And see him face to face. 

The Moon^-* 

Have you ever heard of the moon? 
It is a very big ball. 
Some people say it's made of cheese, 
But I don't believe that at all. 

The moon is very large 
I've heard it has a face. 
I'd like to take a trip to the moon. 
My book says it's in outer space. 

The Horse With Wings^ 

I read a strange story 
About a horse with wings. 
It could fly everywhere, 
And do many strange things. 

Elves At Night^ 

Have you seen elves at night 
Dancing under the shining moonlight? 
I have. 
They dance until dawn, and then 
They are gone. 
They hide at daybreak 
In clouds raindrops make. 

Fairy Lady^ 

One day I saw a fairy 
In a dress that was so gay. 
In her mouth she had a cherry 
Which she chewed in a funny way. 
Then suddenly she jumped and ran, 
And meant never to return. 
There on the ground I saw a fan. 
Does it belong to her? 
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Taste2^ 

I like the taste of candy. 
It tastes so very sweet, 
I like the taste of candy. 
It's just like a special treat. 
I like the taste of candy, 
I like the taste of rice. 
I think that candy's dandy 
And rice is very nice. 

UghJ28 

There once were some birds in some 
trees 

Who said, "Let us try bumble bees." 
So they tried one for size 
And they got a surprise 
'Cause birdies don't eat bumble bees. 

2Q 
Not Much Help^* 

There once was an old man who said, 
"Oh how shall I butter my bread? 
I do have a wife 
But she can't use a knife. 
She butters my finger instead." 

30 
A Bicycle RideJ 

A handsome man 
Rode down the street, 
He met a maiden 
Fair and neat; 
He tipped his hat 
And then he sighed, 
Oh, maiden fair. 
Come take a ride. 

Love8^ 

Love is important to you and me. 
Love is important to the honey bees, 
Love is important to fat and tall, 
Love is important to the thin and 

small, 
Love is important to all. 

Lovely Things82 

These are the lovliest things I 
know: 

The birds that sing soft and low; 
The winds that whisper 
Like an arrow from a bow. 
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Index of Contributors to Chapter V 

Poetry Of The Seasons 

Number and Name Grade 

Autumn 

City State Page 

1 Vicki Jones 5 Salt Lake City Utah 69 

2 Donald Wayne Fox 5 Bozeman Montana 69 

3 Claudia Quesenberry 1 Bozeman Montana 69 

4 Kenneth Clegg 4 Salt Lake City Utah 69 

5 Susan Magrane 5 Salt Lake City Utah 70 

6 Kirk Visscher 1 Bozeman Montana 70 

1 Reed Torman 6 

Winter 

Ogden Utah 70 

2 Craig Omer 4 Salt Lake City Utah 70 

3 Richard Hogob 6 Ogden Utah 70 

4 Debbie Young 3 Roy Utah 70 

5 Cheryl Hasten 3 Roy Utah 70 

6 Lynne Turner 1 Billings Montana 71 

7 Linda Ushio 4 Salt Lake City Utah 71 

8 Billy Chrismann 6 Ogden Utah 71 

9 Carla Moss 6 Ogden Utah 71 

10 Melba Frandsens 2 North Ogden Utah 71 

1 Billy Miller 5 

Spring 

Bozeman Montana 71 

2 Vickie Thornton 1 Kanab Utah 71 

3 Gordon Taylor 2 Provo Utah 71 

4 Patricia Crosby 3 Kanab Utah 72 

5 Joyce Jensen 4 Salt Lake City Utah 72 

6 Darrell Fairbanks 6 Provo Utah 72 

7 Becky Wood 6 Huntsville Utah 72 

8 Raymond Chadwick 6 Ogden Utah 72 

9 Dan'L Frost 6 Kanab Utah 73 

10 Dean Johnson 6 Ogden Utah 73 

11 Mary Ann Burdett 6 Ogden Utah 73 
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Number and Name Grade City State Page 

Summer 

1 Pete Hall 6 Kanab Utah 73 

2 Andrea Creighton 6 Provo Utah 73 

Our World In Poetry 

Animals 

1 Gordon Barber 1 Monticello Utah 74 

2 Christine Thornton 5 Kanab Utah 75 

3 Nancy Turner 5 Salt Lake City Utah 75 

4 Rick Brown 5 Bozeman Montana 75 

5 Sandi Kahn 4 Billings Montana 75 

6 Jacky Goldenstien 5 Bozeman Montana 75 

7 Gene Buchannan 3 Richfield Utah 75 

8 Debra Williams 1 Billings Montana 75 

9 Donald Dennia 6 Kanab Utah 76 

10 Sheri Sondrup 5 Salt Lake City Utah 76 

11 Jeanette Leany 2 Cedar City Utah 76 

12 Jan Lindsey 3 Ogden Utah 76 

13 Riley C. Skeen 5 Ogden Utah 76 

14 David Belcher 3 Las Vegas Nevada 76 

15 William Lee Davis 5 Scottsdale Arizona 76 

16 Le Ann Lewis 3 Orem Utah 77 

17 Lowell Switzler 5 Bozeman Montana 77 

18 Carol Carn 5 Ogden Utah 77 

19 Pamela Clum 4 El Paso Texas 77 

20 Richard 1 Provo Utah 77 

21 Anthea Klein 4 Roy Utah 77 

22 Marilyn Allred 5 Ogden Utah 77 

23 Riley C. Skeen 5 Ogden Utah 78 

24 Connie Hoyt 3 Ogden Utah 78 

Birds 

1 Kay Bulkley 6 Panguitch Utah 78 

2 Karen White 5 Ogden Utah 78 
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Number and Name Grade City State Page 

3 Audrey Carrier 1 Billings Montana 78 

4 Janice Watson 4 North Ogden Utah 78 

5 Randy Barker and 
Jerry Powell 5 Salt Lake City Utah 78 

6 Gary Day 5 Bozeman Montana 79 

7 Shauna Chandler 4 North Ogden Utah 79 

8 Sharon Smiley 5 Bozeman Montana 79 

9 Martha Buck 5 Ogden Utah 79 

10 James Larkin 6 St. George Utah 79 

11 Christine Allen 5 Ogden Utah 79 

Plants 

1 Ilia Jean Stwart 4 Uintah Utah 80 

2 Lynnette West 3 Ogden Utah 80 

3 Diane Whitesitt 5 Bozeman Montana 80 

4 Robin Hamblin 1 Kanab Utah 80 

5 Allen Hampton 4 Ogden Utah 80 

6 Lynette Allen 5 Ogden Utah 80 

7 Nancy Jo Teuscher 5 Scottsdale Arizona 80 

8 Kirk Visscher 1 Bozeman Montana 81 

9 Elizabeth Miller 3 Ogden Utah 81 

Weather 

1 Marcy Lewis 3 North Ogden Utah 81 

2 Lonnie Childers 2 Provo Utah 81 

3 Tim Visscher 3 Bozeman Montana 81 

4 Kenneth Rose 3 Ogden Utah 81 

5 Roger DeHaan 4 Ogden Utah 81 

6 Gail Vanderstoep 3 Billings Montana 81 

7 Malissa MacDonald 3 Kanab Utah 82 

8 Vickie Knight 5 Ogden Utah 82 

9 Karen Hendershott 5 Bozeman Montana 82 

10 Linda Benvides 2 Ogden Utah 82 

11 Linda Ushio 4 Salt Lake City Utah 82 

12 Debbie Allan 2 Ogden Utah 82 



103 

Number and Name Grade City State Page 

13 Dallas Doktor 1 Billings Montana 82 

14 Dean Johnson 6 Ogden Utah 82 

15 Gail Roberts 3 Ogden Utah 82 

Poetry For Special Occasions 

Easter 

1 Linda Hansen 4 Salt Lake City Utah 83 

2 Kerry Carpenter 5 Kanab Utah 83 

3 James Averett 5 Salt Lake City Utah 83 

4 Sharlene Nielsen 6 Ogden Utah 83 

5 Kathy Barlow 6 Ogden Utah 83 

6 Vikki Kammeyer 6 Ogden Utah 83 

7 Shorrene Smith 4 Salt Lake City Utah 84 

8 Dale Marrianan 6 Ogden Utah 84 

Halloween 

1 Pamela Charlton 5 Roy Utah 84 

2 Suzann Hodson 5 Roy Utah 84 

3 Rebecca Mielson 4 Perron Utah 84 

4 John Thorstensen 5 Ogden Utah 84 

5 Randy Sprinkle 4 Billings Montana 84 

Mother's Day 

1 Janet Pratt 3 Orem Utah 85 

2 Margaret Durham 4 Ogden Utah 85 

3 Steven Lowe 4 Ogden Utah 85 

4 Tom McMullin 4 Ogden Utah 85 

Patriotic Days 

1 Joanne Kammeyer 6 Ogden Utah 85 

2 Reed Torman 6 Ogden Utah 85 

3 Vikki Kammeyer 6 Ogden Utah 86 

4 Celia Murray's 3 Ogden Utah 86 

5 Dick Massey 6 Ogden Utah 86 

6 Larry Mayers 5 Salt Lake City Utah 86 

7 Jill Lawson 4 Bozeman Montana 86 
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Number and Name Grade City State Page 

8 Nancy Norton 4 Bozeman Montana 87 

9 Christine Kiesse 4 Bozeman Montana 87 

10 James Dale Fair 5 Scottsdale Arizona 87 

11 Treve Stephenson 6 Ogden Utah 87 

12 Shirlene De Hart 5 Ogden Utah 87 

13 Talana Watson 5 Bozeman Montana 87 

14 Manuel Cypers 6 Ogden Utah 88 

15 Bill Abbott 5 Bozeman Montana 88 

16 Barbara Bick 4 Billings Montana 88 

17 Karen Hansen 4 Salt Lake City Utah 88 

Thanksgiving 

1 Beverly Bryan 6 Salt Lake City Utah 88 

Christmas 

1 Lorna Evans 6 Ogden Utah 88 

Pictures in Poetry 

1 Ilene Bridgewater 5 Bozeman Montana 89 

2 Heathr Heath 6 Roy Utah 89 

3 Carlene Gemmell 5 Bozeman Montana 89 

4 Myra Harline 5 Ogden Utah 89 

5 Greg Smith 5 Bozeman Montana 90 

6 Gail Moore 6 Ogden Utah 90 

7 Connie Rae Rhees 6 North Ogden Utah 90 

8 Kim Tracy 3 Billings Montana 90 

9 Susan Roemhild 5 Bozeman Montana 90 

10 Diane Garner 6 Ogden Utah 90 

11 Velma Jardine 5 Taylor Utah 90 

12 Guy Hammerland 5 Bozeman Montana 91 

13 Jean Simpson 5 Bozeman Montana 91 

14 Raymond Chadwick 6 Ogden Utah 91 

15 Lynn Henderson 5 Kanab Utah 91 

16 Gerald Wise 4 Salt Lake City Utah 91 

17 Cory Vollmer 5 Bozeman Montana 91 
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Number and Name Grade City State Page 

18 Robert 3 St. Johns Arizona 91 

Poetry For Fun 

1 Joanne Kammeyer 6 Ogden Utah 92 

2 Karleen Lay 5 Bozeman Montana 93 

3 Steven Lowe 4 Ogden Utah 93 

4 Lois Cottle 6 Hooper Utah 93 

5 Tom Scharff 5 Bozeman Montana 93 

6 Gwenneth Ellen Gibbs 6 Ogden Utah 94 

7 Karen Lee Murphy 6 Salt Lake City Utah 94 

8 Lee Folkman 3 Plain City Utah 94 

9 Bill Van Dyke 6 South Ogden Utah 94 

10 Janet Flinders 6 Roy Utah 94 

11 Richard Hoggan 6 Ogden Utah 94 

Miscellaneous Poetry 

1 Karen King 6 Provo Utah 95 

2 Gilbert Wangsgard 4 Huntsville Utah 95 

3 Emma Jane Watson K Bozeman Montana 95 

4 Elizabeth Benson 5 Roy Utah 95 

5 Jill Carter 5 Monticello Utah 95 

6 Deborah Jill Bailey 3 Ogden Utah 96 

7 Carol Walter 2 Billings Montana 96 

8 Gwenneth Ellen Gibbs 6 Ogden Utah 96 

9 Teresa Martinez 4 Roy Utah 96 

10 Kathie Bullard 4 Roy Utah 96 

11 Mary Jane Luke 2 Provo Utah 96 

12 Boyd Bingham 6 Ogden Utah 96 

13 Terry Wilson 3 Vernal Utah 96 

14' Jay Husted 5 Bozeman Montana 97 

15 Marvin Clarke 5 Taylor Utah 97 

16 Vicki Garcia 5 Ogden Utah 97 

17 Georgia Stewart 5 Kanab Utah 97 

1*8 Karen Barton 6 St. George Utah 97 
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Number and Name Grade City State Page 

19 Kenneth Riggs 3 Kanab Utah 98 

20 Gloria Cummings 5 Ogden Utah 98 

21 Tony Atkins 6 St. George Utah 98 

22 Gordon Holt 2 Provo Utah 98 

23 Lloydene Gibson 4 Roy Utah 98 

24 Marsha M 2 Provo Utah 98 

25 Shanon Allen Bauer 2 Cedar City Utah 98 

26 Linda Oglesbee 4 Billings Montana 98 

27 Sandra Marler 6 St. George Utah 99 

28 Christine Oakes 6 Provo Utah 99 

29 Christina Nibley 6 Provo Utah 99 

30 Don Clawson 4 Huntsville Utah 99 

31 Penny Sue Sawyer 2 Roy Utah 99 

32 Jay Gortoinsky 5 Ogden Utah 99 
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CHAPTER VI 

SUMMARY, CONCLUSIONS, AND RECOMMENDATIONS 

Summary 

The purposes of this study were to determine educators' opinions 

of the importance of poetry in the elementary school language arts program, 

to collect and compile poetry found useful by classroom teachers and to 

collect and compile outstanding original verse written by elementary school 

children. First, a review of literature was undertaken. The concensus of 

reports of educators in literature indicated clearly that they believe 

poetry is a valuable part of the elementary school language arts program. 

A majority of the 288 classroom teachers responding to the ques¬ 

tionnaire indicated that poetry held an important place in their language 

arts programs. However, they indicated that poetry was also extensively 

correlated with other subjects in the elementary grades and had proved 

valuable as a general aid in teaching. 

Many examples of original verse created by elementary school chil¬ 

dren were submitted by classroom teachers. In addition, a large number 

of teachers sent examples of poetry that they had used successfully in 

teaching poetry in either the language arts or in correlated subject areas. 

The response of the teachers in submitting this material was excellent. 

Full appreciation of the value of the contributions may be gained by an 

examination of Chapters 4 and 5. 
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Conclusions 

Several conclusions were drawn from the review of literature and 

the results of the survey of classroom teachers in the states of Arizona, 

Montana, Nevada, Texas and Utah. These conclusions are: 

1. Poetry is considered by almost all teachers and adminis¬ 
trators as an important part of the elementary school 
language arts program. 

2. Poetry is considered an excellent means to aid in teaching 
the fundamentals of social living, cultural values and 
self-enjoyment in all areas of the elementary school 
curriculum. 

3. A good language arts program must be flexible enough to 
allow for the use of poetry. 

4. The methods and techniques teachers use in teaching poetry 
vary greatly and are largely individual. 

5. Beginning teachers tend to use poetry less in elementary 
school teaching than more experienced teachers. 

6. Teacher training institutions should emphasize the skills 
required for and the importance of the teaching of poetry 
in the elementary school. 

7. The amount that poetry is used in elementary classrooms 
is usually left to the discretion of the teacher. 

8. A good poetry teacher is a person who is enthusiastic 
about poetry and can make it come alive for the pupils. 

Recommendations 

The review of literature and the survey of classroom teachers 

indicated a need for increased interest in research on the possible uses 

and values of poetry in the elementary school curriculum. One of the 

most apparent implications was that poetry may be a means for developing 
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certain characteristics in children which will enable those children to 

become better fitted to the society of the times. 

Elementary school teachers should place considerable emphasis on 

the use of poetry as a means of enriching the lives of children. This may 

be done either as a separate language arts unit on poetry or as correlated 

material throughout the other subject matter areas. 

It is recommended that the importance of poetry at the elementary 

school level be emphasized by superintendents, supervisors and principals 

and that classroom teachers be encouraged to develop creativity in their 

pupils. Administrators should make in-service classes available to 

teachers to help them gain an appreciation and understanding of poetry 

and to learn techniques for presenting and correlating poetry in the ele¬ 

mentary school curriculum. 

Another recommendation is that teachers set up district, county, 

or state wide systems for sharing ideas and compiling usable materials to 

assist them in the improvement of instruction through the use of poetry. 

Administrators should aid teachers in securing poetry books which are 

written on a level appropriate to the needs of children and found suitable 

by other teachers. 

It is further recommended that elementary classroom teachers who 

fail to enjoy poetry themselves attempt to gain an appreciation of it and 

develop the ability to read it with feeling before they try to teach poetry 

successfully to their pupils. 

Finally, it is recommended that teacher training institutions under¬ 

take more complete studies to determine the causes of the apparent lack of 
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emphasis on the teaching of poetry in elementary schools. These studies, 

it is believed, would be valuable and lead to better methods of training 

teachers so that they could, in turn, do a more satisfactory job of 

making full use of the many values of poetry for elementary school children 
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APPENDIX 

Letter to Elementary Teachers and the Questionnaire 



MONTANA STATE COLLEGE 
Bozeman 

Department of Education 

March 21, 1961 

Dear Elementary Teacher: 

At the present time I am making a study of poetry and its value 
for enriching the language arts program in the elementary school. 
Your help will assist me in the collection and compilation of 
poetry that has been used successfully in the classroom. In 
addition, I will include a collection of childrens’ original 
poems. 

Often I have heard my fellow-teachers express a need for a 
concentrated collection of enrichment material. If such were 
available, it would dispense with the tedious and sometimes 
unsuccessful searching for materials to use in various units 
and programs. 

I am respectfully submitting the enclosed questionnaire, hoping 
you will find time in your busy schedule to complete and return 
it along with your contribution of materials as promptly as 
possible. Your responses and materials will then be consoli¬ 
dated with others as a part of this study and compilation. 

Thank you for any assistance you may give in helping me complete 
this project. 

Sincerely yours 

Helena B. Watson 
Assistant Instructor 



A QUESTIONNAIRE TO STUDY AND COLLECT TYPES OF POETRY 
TEACHERS CONSIDER USEFUL FOR ENRICHMENT OF THE 

ELEMENTARY SCHOOL LANGUAGE ARTS PROGRAM 
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1. Do you teach poetry as a separate unit in your language arts program? 

a. Yes   
b. No   
c. Your comment 

2. Do you correlate the use of poetry with your other subjects? 

a. Yes   
b. No   
c. Your comment 

3. What kinds of poetry do your children appear to enjoy? 

a. All kinds   
b. Some kinds (Please specify which)   

4. What type of poetry do the boys appear to enjoy most? 

Your comment 

5. What type of poetry do the girls appear to enjoy most? 

Your comment 
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6. What activities with poetry do the children appear to enjoy most? 

a. Reading   
b. Listening   
c. Memorizing   
d. Dramatizing   
e. Choral reading   
f. Other ways (Please specify)   

7. Will you please include with this questionnaire one or more selec¬ 
tions of poetry you have found enriching to your language arts 
program with an explanation as to how it was used, its source, and 
the ways in which it was successful? 

8. Will you please send copies of original poems written by your pupils 
or class, stating: 

a. The name of the child or class, age or ages, grade, and school 
b. Whether or not the poems were written without the children 

having previous poetry enrichment during the year 
c. Whether or not they were an outgrowth of a study of poetry in 

the language arts program 

9. If the completed study and compilation were to be used in an edu¬ 
cational publication, would you and your pupils be willing to have 
your original materials included providing proper credit was given 
to the source? 

a. Yes   
b. No 

10. Do you feel that a wide collection of enrichment material compiled 
under one cover would aid you in your language arts program? 

a. Yes   
b. No 

Teacher 

Grade 

School 

Address 
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