My Falafel
by Calef Brown

While riding my bicycle,
eating falafel,

I somehow fell off on my head.
It really felt awful—

“I lost my falafel!”
That was the first thing I said.

My mother was tearful.
She gave me an earful
And offered a waffle instead.
I still love falafel
But now I’m more careful—
I eat it at home in my bed.

Somebody Stole My Bagel’s Hole
by Chris Harris
Somebody stole my bagel’s hole.
Now breakfast just isn’t fun.
It once was a treat I wanted to eat…

…Now it’s a hamburger bun.

Rabbit
by Mary Ann Hoberman
A rabbit bit
A little bit
An itty-bitty
Little bit of beet
Then bit
By bit
He bit
Because he liked the taste of it.

Hello and good-by
by Mary Ann Hoberman
Hello and good-by
Hello and good-by
When I’m in a swing
Swinging low and then high,
Good-by to the ground
Hello to the sky.
Hello to the rain
Good-by to the sun,
Then hello again sun
When the rain is all done.
In blows the winter,
Away the birds fly.
Good-by and hello
Hello and good-by.

The Race
by Shel Silverstein
If you rode a turtle
And I rode a snail
And we raced to the equator
One of us would come in last
And one would come in later.

Snowball
by Shel Silverstein
I made myself a snowball
As perfect as could be.
I thought I'd keep it as a pet
And let it sleep with me.
I made it some pajamas
And a pillow for its head.
Then last night it ran away,
But first it wet the bed.

Betty’s Spaghetti
by Shel Silverstein
Betty, Betty,
Sneezed in the spaghetti,
Made it icky and gooey and wetty.
So throw it out—it’s ruined and lost,
Unless you like pasta
With sneezly sauce.

The Pelican
by Shel Silverstein
Pickin’ big fish from the seas
The pelican can do with ease
But pickin’ up a tiny ant
Is something that a pelicant.

Walenda the Witch
by Shel Silverstein
Walenda is the weirdest witchAnd maybe you have seen her.
She uses her broom to sweep her roomAnd flies on her vacuum cleaner.

I Did Knot
by Shel Silverstein
Somebody tied a knot
In the snake
While he was sleepin’…
Now he’s awake.

Shoe Talk
by Shel Silverstein
There’s no one to talk withI’ll talk with my shoe.
He does have a tongue
And an inner soul too.
He’s awfully well polished,
So straightlaced and neat
(But he talks about nothing
But feet-feet-feet).

The Average Hippopotamus
by Jack Prelutsky
The average hippopotamus
is big from top to bottomus,
It travels at a trotamus,
And swims when days are hotamus.
Because it eats a lotamus,
It’s practically a yachtamus,
So it’s a cinch to spotamus
The average hippopotamus.

The Remarkable Age
by Chris Harris
Ah, what a remarkable age that you’re in:

Right now you’re the oldest that you’ve ever been—
And yet, you will never be this young again.
So dance, and be happy! Greet life with a grin!
You’ve the best of both worlds, youth and wisdom, within.

Firefly July
by J. Patrick Lewis

When I was ten, one summer night,

The baby stars that leapt
Among the trees like dimes of light,
I cupped, and capped, and kept.

March 20
by Julie Fogliano
from snow-covered tree
one bird singing
each tweet poking
a tiny hole
through the edge of winter
and landing carefully
balancing gently
on the tip of spring
June 30
by Julie Fogliano
if you are wondering about me
and where i could be
one a day that drips
hot and thick like honey
walk down to the river
and around the bend
to flat rocks, warm and waiting
and there i will be
and you will find me
swimming

July 9th
by Julie Fogliano
and if a firefly
should one night appear
suddenly in your bedroom
flickering you out of awake
and well into dreaming
don’t forget
that even things
lost but still glowing
love a small, whispered thank you
floating somewhere
between drifting and dreams

August 3
by Julie Fogliano
if you want to be sure
that you are nothing more than small
stand at the edge of the ocean
looking out

October 5th
by Julie Fogliano
green
yellow
green
yellow
read orange brown
squirrel
squirrel
chipmunk
bird
leaf float
leaf twirl
leaf down

October 15
by Julie Fogliano
because they know
they cannot stay
they fade and fall
then blow away
because they know
they cannot stay
they leave
and leave
and leave

The Rose Family
by Robert Frost
The rose is a rose,
And was always a rose.
But the theory now goes
That the apple’s a rose,
And the pear is, and so’s
The plum, I suppose.
The dear only knows
What will next prove a rose.
You, of course, are a rose –
But were always a rose.

In the Field Forever
by Robert Wallace

Sun’s a roaring dandelion, hour by hour.
Sometimes the moon’s a scythe, sometimes a silver flower.
But the stars! all night long the stars are clover.
Over, and over, and over!

Sleeping In The Forest
by Mary Oliver
I thought the earth remembered me, she
took me back so tenderly, arranging
her dark skirts, her pockets
full of lichens and seeds. I slept
as never before, a stone
on the riverbed, nothing
between me and the white fire of the stars
but my thoughts, and they floated
light as moths among the branches
of the perfect trees. All night
I heard the small kingdoms breathing
around me, the insects, and the birds
who do their work in the darkness. All night
I rose and fell, as if in water, grappling
with a luminous doom. By morning
I had vanished at least a dozen times
into something better.

How I Go To The Woods
by Mary Oliver
Ordinarily, I go to the woods alone, with not a single
friend, for they are all smilers and talkers and therefore
unsuitable.
I don’t really want to be witnessed talking to the catbirds
or hugging the old black oak tree. I have my way of
praying, as you no doubt have yours.
Besides, when I am alone I can become invisible. I can sit
on the top of a dune as motionless as an uprise of weeds,
until the foxes run by unconcerned. I can hear the almost
unhearable sound of the roses singing.
If you have ever gone to the woods with me, I must love
you very much.

love is a place
by e.e. cummings
love is a place
& through this place of
love move
(with brightness of peace)
all places
yes is a world
& in this world of
yes live
(skillfully curled)
all worlds.

who are you,little i
by e.e. cummings
who are you,little i
(five or six years old)
peering from some high
window;at the gold
of november sunset
(and feeling:that if day
has to become night
this is a beautiful way)

Dust of Snow
by Robert Frost

The way a crow
Shook down on me

The dust of snow
From a hemlock tree

Has given my heart

A change of mood
And saved some part
Of a day I had rued.

Spring
by Raymond Souster

Rain beats down,
roots stretch up.

They’ll meet
in a flower.

Water Lily

by Ralph Fletcher

My petals enfold stamens of gold.
I float, serene, while down below

these roots of mine are deeply stuck
in the coolest most delicious muck.

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 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.

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,
River 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!

Bed In Summer
by Robert Louis Stevenson
In winter I get up at night
And dress by yellow candle light.
In summer, quite the other way,
I have to go to bed by day.
I have to go to bed and see
The birds still hopping on the tree,
Or hear the grown-up people's feet
Still going past me in the street.
And does it not seem hard to you,
When all the sky is clear and blue,
And I should like so much to play,
To have to go to bed by day?

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 through 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 gathering brambles;
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;
And here is the green for stringing the daisies!
Here is a cart runaway 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!

