
 

Poetry Selections for Kindergarten 
 
The Song of Hiawatha 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
(Lines 65-115) 
 
 
By the shining Big-Sea-Water, 
         
Stood the wigwam of Nokomis, 
Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis. 
Dark behind it rose the forest, 
Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees, 
Rose the firs with cones upon them; 
         
Bright before it beat the water, 
Beat the clear and sunny water, 
Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water. 
  There the wrinkled old Nokomis 
Nursed the little Hiawatha, 
         
Rocked him in his linden cradle, 
Bedded soft in moss and rushes, 
Safely bound with reindeer sinews; 
Stilled his fretful wail by saying, 
“Hush! the Naked Bear will hear thee!” 
         
Lulled him into slumber, singing, 
“Ewa-yea! my little owlet! 
Who is this, that lights the wigwam? 
With his great eyes lights the wigwam? 
Ewa-yea! my little owlet!” 
         
  Many things Nokomis taught him 
Of the stars that shine in heaven; 
Showed him Ishkoodah, the comet, 
Ishkoodah, with fiery tresses; 
Showed the Death-Dance of the spirits, 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Warriors with their plumes and war-clubs, 
Flaring far away to northward 
In the frosty nights of Winter; 
Showed the broad white road in heaven, 
Pathway of the ghosts, the shadows, 
         
Running straight across the heavens, 
Crowded with the ghosts, the shadows. 
  At the door on summer evenings 
Sat the little Hiawatha; 
Heard the whispering of the pine-trees, 
         
Heard the lapping of the waters, 
Sounds of music, words of wonder; 
“Minne-wawa!” said the pine-trees, 
“Mudway-aushka!” said the water. 
  Saw the fire-fly, Wah-wah-taysee, 
         
Flitting through the dusk of evening, 
With the twinkle of its candle 
Lighting up the brakes and bushes, 
And he sang the song of children, 
Sang the song Nokomis taught him: 
 
“Wah-wah-taysee, little fire-fly, 
Little, flitting, white-fire insect, 
Little, dancing, white-fire creature, 
Light me with your little candle, 
Ere upon my bed I lay me, 
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The Frog and the Centipede 
Anonymous 
 
A centipede was happy quite, 
until a frog in fun said: 
"Pray tell which leg comes after which?" 
This raised her mind to such a pitch, 
She lay distracted in a ditch, 
Considering how to run. 
 
 
Fog 
Carl Sandburg 
 
The fog comes 
on little cat feet. 
 
It sits looking 
over harbor and city 
on silent haunches 
and then moves on. 
 
 
All Things Bright and Beautiful (refrain) 
Cecil F. Alexander 
 

All things bright and beautiful, 
All creatures great and small, 
All things wise and wonderful: 
The Lord God made them all. 

 
 
The Sea Monster’s Snack 
Charles Thompson 
 
Deep down upon his sandy bed 
The monster turned his slimy head, 
Grinned and licked his salty lip 
And ate another bag of ships. 
 
 
 

What Do the Stars Do  
Christina Rossetti 
 
What do the stars do  
Up in the sky,  
Higher than the wind can blow,  
Or the clouds can fly?  
Each star in its own glory  
Circles, circles still;  
As it was lit to shine and set,  
And do its Maker's will.  
 
(Limerick) 
There was an Old Person whose Habits 
Anonymous 
 
There was an Old Person whose habits, 
Induced him to feed upon rabbits; 
When he'd eaten eighteen, 
He turned perfectly green, 
Upon which he relinquished those habits. 
 
(Limerick) 
There was an Old Person of Burton 
Edward Lear 
 
There was an Old Person of Burton, 
Whose answers were rather uncertain; 
When they said, ‘How d’ye do?’ 
He replied, ‘Who are you?’ 
That distressing Old Person of Burton. 
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Ooey Gooey 
Edwin Larson 
 
Ooey Gooey was a worm 
A wiggly worm was he 
He climbed upon the railroad tracks 
The train he did not see.... 
 
...OOOOOEEEE  GOOOOEEE! 
 
 
Christmas Day And Every Day 
George MacDonald  
 
Star high,  
Baby low:  
'Twixt the two  
Wise men go;  
Find the baby,  
Grasp the star-  
Heirs of all things  
Near and far! 
 
 
Give Us This Day Our Daily Bread 
Maltbie Babcock 
 
Back of the loaf is the snowy flour, 
And back of the flour is the mill, 
And back of the mill is the wheat and the 
shower, 
And the sun and the Father’s will. 
 
 
First Snow 
Mary Louise Allen 
 
Snow makes whiteness where it falls, 
The bushes look like popcorn balls. 
The places where I always play, 
Look like somewhere else today. 
 
 

Happy Thought 
Robert Louis Stevenson 
 
THE WORLD is so full of a number of things, 
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings. 
 
 
He Prayeth Well 
From Rime of the Ancient Mariner 
(Lines 613-618) 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
 
He prayeth well, who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 
He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all.' 
 
 
The Moon’s The North Wind’s Cooky 
(What the Little Girl Said) 
Vachel Lindsay 
 
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! 
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Paul Revere’s Ride 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
 
Listen my children and you shall hear 
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 
On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-fie; 
Hardly a man is now alive 
Who remembers that famous day and year. 
He said to his friend, "If the British march 
By land or sea from the town to-night, 
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 
Of the North Church tower as a signal light,-- 
One if by land, and two if by sea; 
And I on the opposite shore will be, 
Ready to ride and spread the alarm 
Through every Middlesex village and farm, 
For the country folk to be up and to arm." 
Then he said "Good-night!" and with muffled 
oar 
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 
Just as the moon rose over the bay, 
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay 
The Somerset, British man-of-war; 
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 
Across the moon like a prison bar, 
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified 
By its own reflection in the tide. 
Meanwhile, his friend through alley and 
street 
Wanders and watches, with eager ears, 
Till in the silence around him he hears 
The muster of men at the barrack door, 
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet, 
And the measured tread of the grenadiers, 
Marching down to their boats on the shore. 
Then he climbed the tower of the Old North 
Church, 
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread, 
To the belfry chamber overhead, 
And startled the pigeons from their perch 
On the sombre rafters, that round him made 
Masses and moving shapes of shade,-- 
By the trembling ladder, steep and tall, 
 

 
 
 
To the highest window in the wall, 
Where he paused to listen and look down 
A moment on the roofs of the town 
And the moonlight flowing over all. 
Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead, 
In their night encampment on the hill, 
Wrapped in silence so deep and still 
That he could hear, like a sentinel's tread, 
The watchful night-wind, as it went 
Creeping along from tent to tent, 
And seeming to whisper, "All is well!" 
A moment only he feels the spell 
Of the place and the hour, and the secret 
dread 
Of the lonely belfry and the dead; 
For suddenly all his thoughts are bent 
On a shadowy something far away, 
Where the river widens to meet the bay,-- 
A line of black that bends and floats 
On the rising tide like a bridge of boats. 
Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride, 
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride 
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere. 
Now he patted his horse's side, 
Now he gazed at the landscape far and near, 
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth, 
And turned and tightened his saddle girth; 
But mostly he watched with eager search 
The belfry tower of the Old North Church, 
As it rose above the graves on the hill, 
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still. 
And lo! as he looks, on the belfry's height 
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light! 
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns, 
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight 
A second lamp in the belfry burns. 
A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark, 
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And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a 
spark 
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and 
fleet; 
That was all! And yet, through the gloom 
and the light, 
The fate of a nation was riding that night; 
And the spark struck out by that steed, in his 
flight, 
Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 
He has left the village and mounted the 
steep, 
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and 
deep, 
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides; 
And under the alders that skirt its edge, 
Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge, 
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides. 
It was twelve by the village clock 
When he crossed the bridge into Medford 
town. 
He heard the crowing of the cock, 
And the barking of the farmer's dog, 
And felt the damp of the river fog, 
That rises after the sun goes down. 
It was one by the village clock, 
When he galloped into Lexington. 
He saw the gilded weathercock 
Swim in the moonlight as he passed, 
And the meeting-house windows, black and 
bare, 
Gaze at him with a spectral glare, 
As if they already stood aghast 
 
 
 
 
 

At the bloody work they would look upon. 
It was two by the village clock, 
When he came to the bridge in Concord 
town.He heard the bleating of the flock, 
And the twitter of birds among the trees, 
And felt the breath of the morning breeze 
Blowing over the meadow brown. 
And one was safe and asleep in his bed 
Who at the bridge would be first to fall, 
Who that day would be lying dead, 
Pierced by a British musket ball. 
You know the rest. In the books you have 
read 
How the British Regulars fired and fled,--- 
How the farmers gave them ball for ball, 
>From behind each fence and farmyard 
wall,Chasing the redcoats down the lane, 
Then crossing the fields to emerge again 
Under the trees at the turn of the road, 
And only pausing to fire and load. 
So through the night rode Paul Revere; 
And so through the night went his cry of 
alarm 
To every Middlesex village and farm,--- 
A cry of defiance, and not of fear, 
A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door, 
And a word that shall echo for evermore! 
For, borne on the night-wind of the Past, 
Through all our history, to the last, 
In the hour of darkness and peril and need, 
The people will waken and listen to hear 
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed, 
And the midnight message of Paul Revere. 
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A Book 
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. 
 
 
The Eagle 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 
Ring'd with the azure world, he stands. 
 
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 
He watches from his mountain walls, 
And like a thunderbolt he falls. 
 
 
God and the Soldier 
Anonymous 
 
God and the soldier 
All men adore 
In time of trouble, 
And no more; 
For when war is over 
And all things righted, 
God is neglected - 
The old soldier slighted.  
 
 

Little Robin Redbreast 
Anonymous 
 
Little Robin Redbreast 
    Sat upon a tree; 
Up went Pussy-cat, 
    Down went he. 
 
Down came Pussy-cat, 
    And away Robin ran; 
Says little Robin Redbreast 
    “Catch me if you can.” 
 
Little Robin Redbreast 
    Hopped upon a wall; 
Pussy-cat jumped after him, 
    And almost got a fall. 
 
Little Robin chirped and sang, 
    And what did Pussy say? 
Pussy-cat said “Mew,” 
    and Robin flew away. 
 
 
Whether the Weather be Fine 
Anonymous 
 
Whether the weather be fine 
Or whether the weather be not, 
Whether the weather be cold 
Or whether the weather be hot, 
We'll weather the weather 
Whatever the weather, 
Whether we like it or not.  
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Best of All 
Anonymous 
 
I love the sweet wildflowers that bloom 
Within the woodland way;  
I love the little birds that sing, 
And carol at their play. 
I love the brook - the babbling brook,  
The trees so strong and tall; 
But my dear Lord, who loveth me, 
I love Him best of all. 
 
 
Who Has Seen the Wind? 
Christina Rossetti 
 
Who has seen the wind? 
Neither I nor you: 
But when the leaves hang trembling, 
The wind is passing through. 
 
Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor I: 
But when the trees bow down their heads, 
The wind is passing by. 
 
Clouds 
By Christina Rossetti 
 
White sheep, white sheep, 
On a blue hill, 
When the wind stops, 
You all stand still. 
When the wind blows, 
You walk away slow. 
White sheep, white sheep, 
 
 
 

My Gift 
Christina Rossetti 
 
What can I give Him, 
Poor as I am? 
If I were a shepherd, 
I would give Him a lamb; 
If I were a Wise Man. 
I would do my part; 
What can I give Him? 
I'll give Him my heart. 
 
 
Tit For Tat 
Christopher Morley 
 
I OFTEN pass a gracious tree  
Whose name I can't identify,  
But still I bow, in courtesy  
It waves a bough, in kind reply.  
 
I do not know your name, O tree  
(Are you a hemlock or a pine?)  
But why should that embarrass me?  
Quite probably you don't know mine. 
 
 
Little Things 
Ebenezer Cobham Brewer 
 
Little drops of water, 
Little grains of sand, 
Make the mighty ocean 
And the pleasant land. 
 
Thus the little minutes, 
Humble though they be, 
Make the mighty ages 
Of eternity. 
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Kind Hearts are the Gardens  
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
 
Kind hearts are the gardens  
Kind thoughts are the roots  
Kind words are the flowers  
Kind deeds are the fruits  
 
Take care of the gardens  
And keep them from weeds  
Fill, fill them with flowers  
Kind words and kind deeds  
 
 
How Doth the Little Crocodile 
Lewis Carroll 
 
How doth the little crocodile 
Improve his shining tail, 
And pour the waters of the Nile 
On every golden scale! 
 
How cheerfully he seems to grin 
How neatly spread his claws, 
And welcome little fishes in, 
With gently smiling jaws! 
 
 
The Pasture 
Robert Frost 
 
I'm going out to clean the pasture spring; 
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away 
(And wait to watch the water clear, I may): 
I sha'n't be gone long.—You come too. 
 
I'm going out to fetch the little calf 
That's standing by the mother. It's so young, 
It totters when she licks it with her tongue. 
I sha'n't be gone long.—You come too. 
 
 

At the Sea-Side 
Robert Louis Stevenson 
 
When I was down beside the sea 
A wooden spade they gave to me 
   To dig the sandy shore. 
My holes were empty like a cup. 
In every hole the sea came up 
   Till it could come no more. 
 
 
The Shepherd 
From Songs of Innocence 
William Blake 
 
How sweet is the shepherd's sweet lot! 
From the morn to the evening he strays; 
He shall follow his sheep all the day, 
And his tongue shall be filled with praise.  
 
For he hears the lambs' innocent call, 
And he hears the ewes' tender reply; 
He is watchful while they are in peace, 
For they know when their shepherd is nigh. 
 
 
At the Zoo 
William Makepeace Thackeray 
 
First I saw the white bear, then I saw the 
black; 
Then I saw the camel with a hump upon his 
back; 
Then I saw the grey wolf, with mutton in his 
maw; 
Then I saw the wombat waddle in the straw; 
Then I saw the elephant a-waving of his 
trunk; 
Then I saw the monkeys—mercy, how 
unpleasantly they smelt! 
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Little Talk  
Aileen Fisher 
 
Don't you think it's probable  
that beetles, bugs, and bees  
talk about a lot of things - 
you know, such things as these: 
 
The kind of weather where they live  
in jungles tall with grass, 
and earthquakes in their villages  
whenever people pass. 
 
Of course, we'll never know if bugs  
talk very much at all - 
because our rears are far too big  
for talk that is so small.  
 
The Man in the Moon 
Author Unknown 
 
The Man in the Moon as he sails the sky 
Is a very remarkable skipper, 
But he made a mistake when he tried to take 
A drink of milk from the Dipper. 
He dipped right out of the Milky Way, 
And slowly and carefully filled it, 
The Big Bear growled, and the Little Bear 
howled 
And frightened him so that he spilled it! 
 
The Rainbow 
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. 

A Bird's Lesson 
Anonymous 
  
A little bird with feathers brown, 
Sat singing in a tree; 
The song was very soft and low, 
But sweet as it could be. 
  
And all the people passing by 
Looked up to see the bird 
Whose singing was the sweetest 
That they had ever heard. 
  
But all the bright eyes looked in vain; 
As birdie was so small, 
And with a modest, dark brown coat, 
He made no show at all. 
  
"Dear Papa," little Gracie said, 
"Where can this birdie be? 
If I could only sing like that, 
I'd sit where folks could see." 
  
"I hope my little girl will learn 
A lesson from that bird; 
And try to do what good she can- 
Not to be seen nor heard." 
  
"This birdie is content to sit 
Unnoticed by the way, 
And sweetly sing his Maker's praise, 
From dawn to close of day." 
  
"So live, my child, to do some good, 
Let life be short or long; 
Though people may forget your looks, 
They'll not forget your song." 
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Boats sail on the rivers 
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.  
 
 
Tomorrow 
Dorothy Brown Thompson 
 
Tomorrow I'm to get a gift 
(So near to Christmas, too!) 
This gift is always fresh and bright 
Yet lasts a whole year through; 
It's made in sections, and each day 
I open one, brand new. 
 
Tomorrow I'll begin it: 
How exciting it will be! 
Three hundred sixty-five the times 
A fresh surprise I'll see; 
Tomorrow I'm to get a gift-- 
A whole New Year-for me! 
 
 
Autumn 
Emily Dickinson 
 
The morns are meeker than they were, 
The nuts are getting brown; 
The berry’s cheek is plumper, 
The rose is out of town. 
The maple wears a gayer scarf, 
The field a scarlet gown. 
Lest I should be old-fashioned, 
I’ll put a trinket on. 
 
 

Fireflies 
Elizabeth Jenkins 
 
I like the warm dark summer night, 
When fireflies burn their golden light, 
And flit so softly through the air, 
Now up, now down, now over there! 
They sparkle in my apple tree, 
And from the grass they wink at me, 
And turn their lights on one by one; 
I think it would be lots of fun 
If I could shine at evening, too, 
Just as the little fireflies do. 
But Mother tells me I can be 
A little light for all to see, 
A little candle clear and bright 
That shines for Jesus day and night 
 
 
Christmas Song 
Eugene Field 
 
Why do bells for Christmas ring?  
Why do little children sing?  
 
Once a lovely, shining star,  
Seen by shepherds from afar,  
Gently moved until its light  
Made a manger-cradle bright.  
 
There a darling baby lay  
Pillowed soft upon the hay.  
And his mother sang and smiled,  
"This is Christ, the holy child."  
 
So the bells for Christmas ring,  
So the little children sing. 
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The Arrow and the Song 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
 
I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 
 
I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song? 
 
Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 
 
 
The Frog 
By Hilaire Belloc 

 
Be kind and tender to the Frog, 
   And do not call him names, 
As ‘Slimy skin,’ or ‘Polly-wog,’ 
   Or likewise ‘Ugly James,’ 
Or ‘Gape-a-grin,’ or ‘Toad-gone-wrong,’    
   Or ‘Billy Bandy-knees’: 
The Frog is justly sensitive 
   To epithets like these. 
No animal will more repay 
   A treatment kind and fair; 
At least so lonely people say 
Who keep a frog (and, by the way,    
They are extremely rare). 
 
 
 

Love Between Brothers and Sisters 
Isaac Watts 
 
What ever brawls are in the street 
There should be peace at home; 
Where sisters dwell and brothers meet 
Quarrels shou'd never come. 
Birds in their little nests agree; 
And `tis a shameful sight, 
When children of one family 
Fall out, and chide, and fight. 
Hard names at first, and threatening words, 
That are but noisy breath, 
May grow to clubs and naked swords, 
To murder and to death. 
The devil tempts one mother's son 
To rage against another: 
So wicked Cain was hurried on, 
Till he had kill'd his brother. 
The wise will make their anger cool 
At least before `tis night; 
But in the bosom of a fool 
It burns till morning light. 
Pardon, O Lord, our childish rage; 
Our little brawls remove; 
That as we grow to riper age, 
Our hearts may all be love. 
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Trees 
Joyce Kilmer 
 
I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree. 
 
A tree whose hungry mouth is prest 
Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast; 
 
A tree that looks at God all day, 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 
 
A tree that may in Summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair; 
 
Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 
Who intimately lives with rain. 
 
Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree. 
 
 
My Friend 
Lela Birky  
 
Before I go to bed at night, 
I like to kneel and pray;  
And it is very nice to know 
That God hears what I say.  
 
I always tell Him: "Thank You, God,  
 For all Your gifts to me." 
I like to tell Him everything,  
 For He's my Friend, you see.  
 
I never need to be afraid, 
For God is always near;  
I always try to please my Friend; 
 And then I never fear. 
 
 
 
 

A Passing Glimpse  
Robert Frost 
 
Not fireweed loving where woods have 
burnt--- 
Not bluebells gracing a tunnel mouth--- 
Not lupine living on sand and drouth. 
Was something brushed across my mind 
That no one on earth will ever find? 
Heaven gives its glimpses only to those 
Not in position to look too close. 
 
 
The Swing 
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! 
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The Little Turtle 
Vachel Lindsay 
 
There was a little turtle. 
He lived in a box. 
He swam in a puddle. 
He climbed on the rocks. 
 
He snapped at a mosquito. 
He snapped at a flea. 
He snapped at a minnow. 
And he snapped at me. 
 
He caught the mosquito. 
He caught the flea. 
He caught the minnow. 
But he didn't catch me. 
 
 
The Swan and the Goose 
William Ellery Leonard 
 
A rich man bought a Swan and Goose--  
That for song, and this for use.  
It chanced his simple-minded cook  
One night the Swan for Goose mistook.  
But in the dark about to chop  
The Swan in two above the crop,  
He heard the lyric note, and stayed  
The action of the fatal blade.  
And thus we see a proper tune  
Is sometimes very opportune. 

Try, Try Again 
William Edward Hickson or H.R. Palmer 
 
Here’s a lesson we should heed, 
Try, try again; 
If at first we don’t succeed, 
Try, try again. 
Hope and courage now appear, 
Help us, Lord, we’ll persevere 
Till we learn it; never fear, 
Try, try again. 
 
If we once or twice should fail, 
Try, try again; 
For we can, we must prevail, 
Try, try again . 
If we strive ‘tis no disgrace, 
If we run we’ll win the race; 
This we’ll do in every case, 
Try, try again. 
 
If we find our task is hard, 
Try, try again; 
Time will bring us our reward, 
Try, try again. 
All that others learn to do, 
Why, with patience, can’t we, too, 
If we keep this rule in view, 
Try, try again. 
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Beowulf* (Required Reading—Text distributed in class) 
 
The Owl 
Alfred Lord Tennyson 
 
When cats run home and light is come, 
And dew is cold upon the ground, 
And the far-off stream is dumb, 
And the whirring sail goes round, 
And the whirring sail goes round; 
Alone and warming his five wits, 
The white owl in the belfry sits. 
 
When merry milkmaids click the latch, 
And rarely smells the new-mown hay, 
And the cock hath sung beneath the thatch 
Twice or thrice his roundelay, 
Twice or thrice his roundelay; 
Alone and warming his five wits, 
The white owl in the belfry sits, 
 
 
 

A Mortifying Mistake 
Anna Maria Pratt 
 
I studied my tables over and over 
And backward and forward too 
But I couldn't remember six times nine 
And I didn't know what to do 
'Til my sister told me to play with my doll 
And not to bother my head 
"If you call her 'Fifty-four' for awhile 
You'll learn it by heart', she said. 
 
So I took my favorite, Mary Anne, 
Though I thought 'twas a dreadful shame 
To give such a perfectly lovely child 
Such a perfectly horrible name, 
And I called her my little Fifty-four 
A hundred times 'til I knew 
The answer of six times nine 
As well as the answer of two times two. 
 
Next day, Elizabeth Wigglesworth, 
Who always acted so proud 
Said, "Six times nine is fifty-two, 
And I nearly laughed out loud 
But I wished I hadn't when teacher said, 
"Now Dorothy, tell if you can." 
For I thought of my doll and sakes alive! 
I answered, "Mary Anne!" 
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Little Things 
Anonymous 
 
A raindrop is a little thing 
 Many make the showers; 
Little moments flitting by, 
 Make up all the hours. 
One little star at close of day 
 Faintly seems to twinkle, 
Till at length the shining host, 
 All the blue besprinkle. 
A smile is but a little thing 
 To the happy giver, 
Yet can leave a blessed calm 
On our life's rough river. 
Gentle words are never lost, 
 Howe'er small they're seeming; 
Sunny rays of love are they, 
 O'er our pathway gleaming.  
 
 
Habits 
Carol Beachy Wenger  
 
A habit is a sticky thing; 
Much good or evil it can bring; 
It binds a victim, holds him fast, 
And keeps him in a vise-like grasp. 
Bad habits grow with extra speed, 
Much like a healthy, growing weed. 
The roots grow deep, the stem grows stout; 
How difficult to pull it out! 
Good habits are a little slow; 
They need a lot of care to grow; 
If tended well, they grow more fair  
Than any bloom a plant can bear. 
Good habits help us all through life; 
Bad habits bring us pain and strife; 
Our habits, whether right or wrong, 
Each day will grow more firm and strong. 
 

God's World 
Edna St. Vincent Millay 
 
O world, I cannot hold thee close enough! 
   Thy winds, thy wide grey skies! 
   Thy mists, that roll and rise! 
Thy woods, this autumn day, that ache and 
sag 
And all but cry with colour!   That gaunt crag 
To crush!   To lift the lean of that black bluff! 
World, World, I cannot get thee close 
enough! 
 
Long have I known a glory in it all, 
         But never knew I this;    
         Here such a passion is 
As stretcheth me apart,—Lord, I do fear 
Thou’st made the world too beautiful this 
year; 
My soul is all but out of me,—let fall 
No burning leaf; prithee, let no bird call. 
 
 
A Christmas Carol  
G.K.Chesterton 
 
The Christ-child lay on Mary's lap, 
His hair was like a light. 
(O weary, weary were the world, 
But here is all aright.) 
 
The Christ-child lay on Mary's breast 
His hair was like a star. 
(O stern and cunning are the kings, 
But here the true hearts are.)  
 
The Christ-child lay on Mary's heart, 
His hair was like a fire. 
(O weary, weary is the world, 
But here the world's desire.) 
 
The Christ-child stood on Mary's knee, 
His hair was like a crown, 
And all the flowers looked up at Him, 
And all the stars looked down  
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Love  (III) 
George Herbert 
 
Love bade me welcome. Yet my soul drew 
back 
                              Guilty of dust and sin. 
But quick-eyed Love, observing me 
grow slack 
                             From my first entrance in, 
Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning, 
                             If I lacked any thing. 
  
A guest, I answered, worthy to be here: 
                             Love said, You shall be he. 
I the unkind, ungrateful? Ah my dear, 
                             I cannot look on thee. 
Love took my hand, and smiling did reply, 
                             Who made the eyes but I? 
  
Truth Lord, but I have marred them: let my 
shame 
                             Go where it doth deserve. 
And know you not, says Love, who bore the 
blame? 
                             My dear, then I will serve. 
You must sit down, says Love, and taste my 
meat: 
                             So I did sit and eat. 
 
 

How Doth the Little Busy Bee 
Isaac Watt 
 
How doth the little busy bee 
Improve each shining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 
From every opening flower! 
How skilfully she builds her cell! 
How neat she spreads the wax! 
And labours hard to store it well 
With the sweet food she makes. 
In works of labour or of skill, 
I would be busy too; 
For Satan finds some mischief still 
For idle hands to do. 
In books, or work, or healthful play, 
Let my first years be passed, 
That I may give for every day 
Some good account at last 
 
Don’t Give Up 
Phoebe Cary 
 
If you've tried and have not won, 
Never stop for trying; 
All that's good and great is done 
Just by patient trying. 
 
Though young birds, in flying, fall, 
Still their wings grow stronger, 
And the next time they can keep 
Up a little longer. 
 
Though the sturdy oak has known 
Many a wind that bowed her, 
She has risen again and grown 
Loftier and prouder. 
 
If by easy work you beat, 
Who the more will prize you? 
Gaining victory from defeat, 
That's the test that tries you. 
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Who Taught the Birds?  
Jane Taylor 
 
Who taught the bird to build her nest 
 Of softest wool, and hay, and moss? 
Who taught her how to weave it best, 
 And lay the tiny twigs across? 
Who taught the busy bee to fly 
 Among the sweetest herbs and flowers, 
And lay her store of honey by, 
 Providing food for winter hours? 
Who taught the little ant the way 
 Her narrow cell so well to bore 
And through the pleasant summer day 
 To gather up her winter store? 
‘Twas God who taught them all the way, 
 And gave the little creatures skill; 
He teaches children, when they pray, 
 To know and do His heavenly will. 
 
 
The Shepherd’s Song in the Valley of 
Humiliation (From Pilgrim’s Progress) 
John Bunyan 
 
HE that is down needs fear no fall, 
He that is low no pride; 
He that is humble ever shall 
Have God to be his guide. 
  
I am content with what I have, 
Little be it or much; 
And, Lord, contentment still I crave 
Because thou savest such. 
  
Fulness to such a burden is 
That go on to pilgrimage; 
Here little and hereafter bliss 
Is best from age to age. 
 
 

Platypus 
Oliver Herford 
 
MY child, the Duck-billed Platypus  
A sad example sets for us:  
From him we learn how Indecision  
Of character provokes Derision.  
This vacillating Thing, you see,  
Could not decide which he would be,  
Fish, Flesh, or Fowl, and chose all three.  
The scientists were sorely vexed  
To classify him; so perplexed  
Their brains, that they, with Rage at bay,  
Called him a horrid name one day,--  
A name that baffles, frights and shocks us,  
Ornithorhynchus Paradoxus.  
 
 
We Thank Thee 
Ralph Waldo Emerson 
 
For flowers that bloom about our feet; 
For tender grass, so fresh, so sweet; 
For song of bird, and hum of bee; 
For all things fair we hear or see, 
Father in heaven, we thank Thee. 
For blue of stream and blue of sky; 
For pleasant shade of branches high; 
For fragrant air and cooling breeze; 
For beauty of the blooming trees, 
Father in heaven, we thank Thee. 
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Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
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 sound’s 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. 
 

From a Railway Carriage 
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!  

My Shadow 
Robert Louis Stevenson 
 
I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me, 
And what can be the use of him is more than I can see. 
He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; 
And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed. 
 
The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow— 
Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow; 
For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball, 
And he sometimes gets so little that there's none of him at all. 
 
He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play, 
And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way. 
He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see; 
I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me! 
 
One morning, very early, before the sun was up, 
I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup; 
But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head, 
Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed. 
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The Oxen 
Thomas Hardy 
 
Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock. 
“Now they are all on their knees,” 
An elder said as we sat in a flock 
By the embers in hearthside ease. 
 
We pictured the meek mild creatures where 
They dwelt in their strawy pen, 
Nor did it occur to one of us there 
To doubt they were kneeling then. 
 
So fair a fancy few would weave 
In these years! Yet, I feel, 
If someone said on Christmas Eve, 
“Come; see the oxen kneel, 
 
“In the lonely barton by yonder coomb 
Our childhood used to know,” 
I should go with him in the gloom, 
Hoping it might be so. 
 

Some One 
Walter de la Mare 
 
Some one came knocking 
At my wee, small door; 
Someone came knocking; 
I'm sure-sure-sure; 
I listened, I opened, 
I looked to left and right, 
But nought there was a stirring 
In the still dark night; 
Only the busy beetle 
Tap-tapping in the wall, 
Only from the forest 
The screech-owl's call, 
Only the cricket whistling 
While the dewdrops fall, 
So I know not who came knocking, 
At all, at all, at all. 
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Sneezles 
A. A. Milne 
 

     Christopher Robin 
     Had wheezles 
     And sneezles, 
     They bundled him 
     Into 
     His bed. 
     They gave him what goes 
     With a cold in the nose, 
     And some more for a cold 
     In the head. 
     They wondered 
     If wheezles 
     Could turn 
     Into measles, 
     If sneezles 
     Would turn 
     Into mumps; 
     They examined his chest 
     For a rash, 
     and the rest 
     Of his body for swellings and lumps. 
     They sent for some doctors 
     In sneezles 
     And wheezles 
     To tell them what ought 
     To be done. 

 
All sorts of conditions 

     Of famous physicians 
     Came hurrying round 
     At a run. 
 

     They all made a note 
     Of the state of his throat, 
     They asked if he suffered from thirst; 
     They asked if the sneezles 
     Came after the wheezles, 
     Or if the first sneezle 
     Came first. 
     They said, “If you teazle 
     A sneezle 
     Or wheezle, 
     A measle 
     May easily grow. 
     But humour or pleazle 
     The wheezle 
     Or sneezle, 
     The measle 
     Will certainly go.” 
     They expounded the reazles 
     For sneezles 
     And wheezles, 
     The manner of measles 
     When new. 
     They said, “If he freezles 
     In draughts and in breezles, 
     Then PHTHEEZLES 
     May even ensue.” 
  
Christopher Robin 
Got up in the morning, 
The sneezles had vanished away. 
And the look in his eye 
Seemed to say to the sky, 
“Now, how to amuse them today?” 
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Lines from The Princess: The Splendour Falls on Castle Walls 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 
The splendour falls on castle walls 
                And snowy summits old in story: 
         The long light shakes across the lakes, 
                And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 
 
         O hark, O hear! how thin and clear, 
                And thinner, clearer, farther going! 
         O sweet and far from cliff and scar 
                The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying: 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 
 
         O love, they die in yon rich sky, 
                They faint on hill or field or river: 
         Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 
                And grow for ever and for ever. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 
 
Pied Beauty 
Gerard Manley Hopkins 
       
Glory be to God for dappled things – 
   For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow; 
      For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim; 
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings; 
   Landscape plotted and pieced – fold, fallow, and plough; 
      And áll trádes, their gear and tackle and trim. 
 
All things counter, original, spare, strange; 
   Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?) 
      With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim; 
He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change: 
                                Praise him. 
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Crossing the Bar 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
       
Sunset and evening star, 
      And one clear call for me! 
And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
      When I put out to sea, 
 
   But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
      Too full for sound and foam, 
When that which drew from out the 
boundless deep 
      Turns again home. 
 
   Twilight and evening bell, 
      And after that the dark! 
And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
      When I embark; 
 
   For tho' from out our bourne of Time and 
Place 
      The flood may bear me far, 
I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
      When I have crost the bar. 
 
 

Out in the fields with God 
Anonymous 
 
The little cares that fretted me 
I lost them yesterday 
Among the fields, above the sea, 
Among the winds at play, 
Among the lowing of the herds, 
The rustling of the trees, 
Among the singing of the birds, 
The humming of the bees. 
 
The foolish fears of what might happen, 
I cast them all away, 
Among the clover-scented grass, 
Among the new-mown hay, 
Among the husking of the corn, 
Where drowsy poppies nod, 
Where ill thoughts die and good are born-- 
Out in the fields with God 
 

 



Agape Christi Academy Poetry Selections (K-6 grade) 
 

23 

Poetry Selections for Fourth Grade 
 
Anger 
Charles Lamb 
 
Anger in its time and place 
May assume a kind of grace. 
It must have some reason in it, 
And not last beyond a minute. 
If to further lengths it go, 
It does into malice grow. 
'Tis the difference that we see 
'Twixt the serpent and the bee. 
If the latter you provoke, 
It inflicts a hasty stroke, 
Puts you to some little pain, 
But it never stings again. 
Close in tufted bush or brake 
Lurks the poison-swellëd snake 
Nursing up his cherished wrath; 
In the purlieux of his path, 
In the cold, or in the warm, 
Mean him good, or mean him harm, 
Whensoever fate may bring you, 
The vile snake will always sting you.  
 

The Pulley 
George Herbert 
 
   When God at first made man, 
Having a glass of blessings standing by, 
“Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can. 
Let the world’s riches, which dispersèd lie, 
   Contract into a span.” 
 
   So strength first made a way; 
Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, 
pleasure. 
When almost all was out, God made a stay, 
Perceiving that, alone of all his treasure, 
   Rest in the bottom lay. 
 
   “For if I should,” said he, 
“Bestow this jewel also on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts instead of me, 
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature; 
   So both should losers be. 
 
   “Yet let him keep the rest, 
But keep them with repining restlessness; 
Let him be rich and weary, that at least, 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
   May toss him to my breast.” 
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Oh Love that will not let Me go 
George Matheson 
 
O Love that wilt not let me go, 
I rest my weary soul in thee; 
I give thee back the life I owe, 
That in thine ocean depths its flow 
May richer, fuller be. 
 
O light that foll’west all my way, 
I yield my flick’ring torch to thee; 
My heart restores its borrowed ray, 
That in thy sunshine’s blaze its day 
May brighter, fairer be. 
 
 
O Joy that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to thee; 
I trace the rainbow through the rain, 
And feel the promise is not vain, 
That morn shall tearless be. 
 
O Cross that liftest up my head, 
I dare not ask to fly from thee; 
I lay in dust life’s glory dead, 
And from the ground there blossoms red 
Life that shall endless be. 
 
 

The Violet 
Jane Taylor 
 
Down in a green and shady bed, 
   A modest violet grew, 
Its stalk was bent, it hung its head, 
   As if to hide from view. 
 
And yet it was a lovely flower, 
   Its colours bright and fair; 
It might have graced a rosy bower, 
   Instead of hiding there, 
 
Yet there it was content to bloom, 
   In modest tints arrayed; 
And there diffused its sweet perfume, 
   Within the silent shade. 
 
Then let me to the valley go, 
   This pretty flower to see; 
That I may also learn to grow 
   In sweet humility. 
 
No Man is an Island 
John Donne 
 
No man is an island, 
Entire of itself, 
Every man is a piece of the continent, 
A part of the main. 
If a clod be washed away by the sea, 
Europe is the less. 
As well as if a promontory were. 
As well as if a manor of thy friend's 
Or of thine own were: 
Any man's death diminishes me, 
Because I am involved in mankind, 
And therefore never send to know for whom 
the bell tolls;  
It tolls for thee.  
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Which Loved Best  
Joy Allison (Mary A. Cragin) 
 
"I love you Mother," said little John;  
Then forgetting his work, his cap went on.  
And he was off to the garden swing,  
Leaving his mother the wood to bring.  
 
"I love you Mother," said rosy Nell,  
"I love you more than tongue can tell."  
Then she teased and pouted full half the 
day.  
Till her mother was glad when she went to 
play.  
 
"I love you Mother," said little Fan,  
"Today I'll help you all I can;  
How glad I am that school doesn't keep!"  
And she rocked the babe til he fell asleep.  
 
Then stepping softly, she took the broom,  
And swept the floor, and dusted the room.  
Busy and happy all day was she;  
Helpful and happy as a child could be.  
 
"I love you Mother," again they said,  
Three little children going to bed.  
How do you think their mother guessed 
Which of them really loved her best?  
 

Going for Water 
Robert Frost 
 
The well was dry beside the door, 
And so we went with pail and can 
Across the fields behind the house 
To seek the brook if still it ran; 
 
Not loth to have excuse to go, 
Because the autumn eve was fair 
(Though chill), because the fields were ours, 
And by the brook our woods were there. 
 
We ran as if to meet the moon 
That slowly dawned behind the trees, 
The barren boughs without the leaves, 
Without the birds, without the breeze. 
 
But once within the wood, we paused 
Like gnomes that hid us from the moon, 
Ready to run to hiding new 
With laughter when she found us soon. 
 
Each laid on other a staying hand 
To listen ere we dared to look, 
And in the hush we joined to make 
We heard, we knew we heard the brook. 
 
A note as from a single place, 
A slender tinkling fail that made 
Now drops that floated on the pool 
Like pearls, and now a silver blade. 
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The Last Word of a Blue Bird 
Robert Frost 
 
As told to a child 
 
As I went out a Crow 
In a low voice said, "Oh, 
I was looking for you. 
How do you do? 
I just came to tell you 
To tell Lesley (will you?) 
That her little Bluebird 
Wanted me to bring word 
That the north wind last night 
That made the stars bright 
And made ice on the trough 
Almost made him cough 
His tail feathers off. 
He just had to fly! 
But he sent her Good-by, 
And said to be good, 
And wear her red hood, 
And look for the skunk tracks 
In the snow with an ax- 
And do everything! 
And perhaps in the spring 
He would come back and sing." 
 

The Prayer Of Cyrus Brown 
Sam Walter Foss 
 
 
“The proper way for a man to pray”  
said Deacon Lemuel Keyes,  
“and the only proper attitude  
is down upon his knees.”  
 
“Nay, I should say the way to pray,”  
said Reverend Dr. Wise  
“is standing straight with outstretched arms  
and rapt and upturned eyes.”  
 
“Oh, no, no, no.” said Elder Snow  
“Such posture is too proud  
A man should pray with eyes fast closed  
and head contritely bowed.”  
 
“It seems to me his hands should be  
astutely clasped in front.  
With both thumbs a pointing toward the 
ground.”  
Said Reverend Hunt.  
 
“Las’ year I fell in Hodgkins well  
head first,” said Cyrus Brown,  
“With both my heels a-stikin’ up,  
my head a-p’inting down,  
An’ I made a prayer right there an’ then;  
Best prayer I ever said;  
The prayingest prayer I ever prayed,  
A-standin on my head.” 
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Snow in the Suburbs 
Thomas Hardy 
 
Every branch big with it, 
Bent every twig with it; 
Every fork like a white web-foot; 
Every street and pavement mute: 
Some flakes have lost their way, and grope 
back upward when 
Meeting those meandering down they turn 
and descend again. 
The palings are glued together like a wall, 
And there is no waft of wind with the fleecy 
fall. 
A sparrow enters the tree, 
Whereon immediately 
A snow-lump thrice his own slight size  
Descends on him and showers his head and 
eye  
And overturns him,  
And near inurns him,  
And lights on a nether twig, when its brush  
Starts off a volley of other lodging lumps 
with a rush.  
The steps are a blanched slope,  
Up which, with feeble hope,  
A black cat comes, wide-eyed and thin;  
And we take him in.  
 

The Tyger 
William Blake 
  
Tyger Tyger, burning bright,  
In the forests of the night;  
What immortal hand or eye,  
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 
 
In what distant deeps or skies.  
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand, dare seize the fire? 
 
And what shoulder, & what art, 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand? & what dread feet? 
 
What the hammer? what the chain,  
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? what dread grasp,  
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!  
 
When the stars threw down their spears  
And water'd heaven with their tears:  
Did he smile his work to see? 
Did he who made the Lamb make thee? 
 
Tyger Tyger burning bright,  
In the forests of the night:  
What immortal hand or eye, 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 
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I Hear America Singing 
Walt Whitman 
 
I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear, 
Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong, 
The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 
The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work, 
The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deckhand singing on the 
steamboat deck, 
The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as he stands, 
The wood-cutter’s song, the ploughboy’s on his way in the morning, or at noon 
intermission or at sundown, 
The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, or of the girl sewing or 
washing, 
Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 
The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young fellows, robust, friendly, 
Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs. 
 
The Lamb 
William Blake 
 
Little Lamb who made thee  
         Dost thou know who made thee  
Gave thee life & bid thee feed.  
By the stream & o'er the mead; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing wooly bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice!  
         Little Lamb who made thee  
         Dost thou know who made thee  
 
         Little Lamb I'll tell thee, 
         Little Lamb I'll tell thee! 
He is called by thy name, 
For he calls himself a Lamb:  
He is meek & he is mild,  
He became a little child:  
I a child & thou a lamb,  
We are called by his name. 
         Little Lamb God bless thee.  
         Little Lamb God bless thee. 
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By Night when Others Soundly Slept 
Anne Bradstreet 

1 
By night when others soundly slept 
And hath at once both ease and Rest, 
My waking eyes were open kept 
And so to lie I found it best. 
 
I sought him whom my Soul did Love, 
With tears I sought him earnestly. 
He bow’d his ear down from Above. 
In vain I did not seek or cry. 
 
My hungry Soul he fill’d with Good; 
He in his Bottle put my tears, 
My smarting wounds washt in his blood, 
And banisht thence my Doubts and fears. 
 
What to my Saviour shall I give 
Who freely hath done this for me? 
I’ll serve him here whilst I shall live 
And Loue him to Eternity. 
 
The Donkey 
G. K. Chesterton 
 

When fishes flew and forests walked    
   And figs grew upon thorn,    
Some moment when the moon was blood    
   Then surely I was born. 

 
With monstrous head and sickening cry 
   And ears like errant wings,    
The devil’s walking parody    
   On all four-footed things. 

 
The tattered outlaw of the earth, 
   Of ancient crooked will; 
Starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb,    
   I keep my secret still. 

 
Fools! For I also had my hour; 
   One far fierce hour and sweet:    
There was a shout about my ears, 
   And palms before my feet. 

 

Doe the Nexte Thynge 
Anonymous 
 
From an old English parsonage down by the 
sea 
There came in the twilight a message to me; 
Its quaint Saxon legend, deeply engraven, 
Hath, it seems to me, teaching from Heaven. 
And on through the doors the quiet words 
ring 
Like a low inspiration: “DOE THE NEXTE 
THYNGE.” 
 
Many a questioning, many a fear, 
Many a doubt, hath its quieting here. 
Moment by moment, let down from Heaven, 
Time, opportunity, and guidance are given. 
Fear not tomorrows, child of the King, 
Trust them with Jesus, doe the nexte thynge. 
 
Do it immediately, do it with prayer; 
Do it reliantly, casting all care; 
Do it with reverence, tracing His hand 
Who placed it before thee with earnest 
command. 
Stayed on Omnipotence, safe ‘neath His 
wing, 
Leave all results, doe the nexte thynge 
 
Looking for Jesus, ever serener, 
Working or suffering, be thy demeanor; 
In His dear presence, the rest of His calm, 
The light of His countenance be thy psalm, 
Strong in His faithfulness, praise and sing. 
Then, as He beckons thee, doe the nexte 
thynge. 
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The Landing Of The Pilgrim Fathers In 
New England  
Felicia Dorothea Hemans 
 
"Look now abroad--another race has fill'd 
Those populous borders--wide the wood 
recedes,  
And town shoots up, and fertile realms are 
till'd;  
The land is full of harvests and green 
meads."--BRYANT 
The breaking waves dash'd high 
On a stern and rock-bound coast, 
And the woods against a stormy sky 
Their giant branches toss'd; 
 
And the heavy night hung dark, 
The hills and waters o'er, 
When a band of exiles moor'd their bark 
On the wild New England shore. 
 
Not as the conqueror comes, 
They, the true-hearted, came; 
Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 
And the trumpet that sings of fame; 
 
Not as the flying come, 
In silence and in fear;-- 
They shook the depths of the desert gloom 
With their hymns of lofty cheer. 
 
Amidst the storm they sang, 
And the stars heard and the sea: 
And the sounding aisles of the dim woods 
rang 
To the anthem of the free! 
 
 

 
 
 
 
The ocean eagle soar'd 
From his nest by the white wave's foam 
And the rocking pines of the forest roar'd-- 
This was their welcome home! 
 
There were men with hoary hair 
Amidst that pilgrim band:-- 
Why had they come to wither there, 
Away from their childhood's land? 
 
There was woman's fearless eye, 
Lit by her deep love's truth; 
There was manhood's brow serenely high, 
And the fiery heart of youth. 
 
What sought they thus afar? 
Bright jewels of the mine? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war?-- 
They sought a faith's pure shrine! 
 
Ay, call it holy ground, 
The soil where first they trode. 
They have left unstained, what there they 
found-- 
Freedom to worship God.  
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Strictly Germ-proof 
Arthur Guiterman 
 
The  Antiseptic Baby and the Prophylactic Pup   
Were playing in the garden when the Bunny gamboled up;   
They looked upon the Creature with a loathing undisguised;—   
It wasn't Disinfected and it wasn't Sterilized.   
   
They said it was a Microbe and a Hotbed of Disease;           
They steamed it in a vapor of a thousand-odd degrees;   
They froze it in a freezer that was cold as Banished Hope   
And washed it in permanganate with carbolated soap.   
   
In sulphurated hydrogen they steeped its wiggly ears;   
They trimmed its frisky whiskers with a pair of hard-boiled shears;     
They donned their rubber mittens and they took it by the hand   
And elected it a member of the Fumigated Band.   
   
There's not a Micrococcus in the garden where they play;   
They bathe in pure iodoform a dozen times a day;   
And each imbibes his rations from a Hygienic Cup—     
The Bunny and the Baby and the Prophylactic Pup. 
 
 
Holy Sonnets: Death, be not proud 
John Donne 
 
Death, be not proud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so; 
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow 
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me. 
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be, 
Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow, 
And soonest our best men with thee do go, 
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery. 
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men, 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell, 
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well 
And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then? 
One short sleep past, we wake eternally 
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die. 
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The Pulley 
George Herbert 
 
   When God at first made man, 
Having a glass of blessings standing by, 
“Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can. 
Let the world’s riches, which dispersèd lie, 
   Contract into a span.” 
 
   So strength first made a way; 
Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, 
pleasure. 
When almost all was out, God made a stay, 
Perceiving that, alone of all his treasure, 
   Rest in the bottom lay. 
 
   “For if I should,” said he, 
“Bestow this jewel also on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts instead of me, 
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature; 
   So both should losers be. 
 
   “Yet let him keep the rest, 
But keep them with repining restlessness; 
Let him be rich and weary, that at least, 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
   May toss him to my breast.” 

 

 
On His Blindness 
John Milton 
 
When I consider how my light is spent 
Ere half my days in this dark world and wide, 
And that one talent which is death to hide 
Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest he returning chide, 
"Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?" 
I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies: "God doth not need 
Either man's work or his own gifts: who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state 
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest: 
They also serve who only stand and wait."  
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Hymn: Thou Hidden Love of God 
Gerhard Tersteegen 
Translated by John Wesley 
 
Thou hidden love of God, whose height, 
      Whose depth unfathom’d no man knows, 
I see from far thy beauteous light, 
      Inly I sigh for thy repose; 
My heart is pain’d, nor can it be 
At rest, till it finds rest in thee. 
 
Thy secret voice invites me still, 
      The sweetness of thy yoke to prove: 
And fain I would: but tho’ my will 
      Seem fix’d, yet wide my passions rove; 
Yet hindrances strew all the way; 
I aim at thee, yet from thee stray. 
 
’Tis mercy all, that thou hast brought 
      My mind to seek her peace in thee; 
Yet while I seek, but find thee not, 
      No peace my wand’ring soul shall see; 
O when shall all my wand’rings end, 
And all my steps to thee-ward tend! 
 
Is there a thing beneath the sun 
      That strives with thee my heart to share? 
Ah! tear it thence, and reign alone, 
      The Lord of ev’ry motion there; 
Then shall my heart from earth be free, 
When it hath found repose in thee. 

 
 
 

 
 O hide this self from me, that I 
      No more, but Christ in me may live; 
My vile affections crucify, 
      Nor let one darling lust survive; 
In all things nothing may I see, 
Nothing desire or seek but thee. 
 
O Love, thy sov’reign aid impart, 
      To save me from low-thoughted care: 
Chase this self-will thro’ all my heart, 
      Thro’ all its latent mazes there: 
Make me thy duteous child, that I 
Ceaseless may Abba, Father, cry! 
 
Ah no! ne’er will I backward turn: 
      Thine wholly, thine alone I am! 
Thrice happy he who views with scorn 
      Earth’s toys, for thee his constant flame; 
O help that I may never move 
From the blest footsteps of thy love! 
 
Each moment draw from earth away 
      My heart that lowly waits thy call: 
Speak to my inmost soul, and say, 
      I am thy love, thy God, thy all! 
To feel thy power, to hear thy voice, 
To taste thy love, be all my choice. 
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Jabberwocky 
Lewis Carroll 
 
’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
      And the mome raths outgrabe. 
 
“Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 
      The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
      The frumious Bandersnatch!” 
 
He took his vorpal sword in hand; 
      Long time the manxome foe he sought— 
So rested he by the Tumtum tree 
      And stood awhile in thought. 
 
And, as in uffish thought he stood, 
      The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
      And burbled as it came! 
 
One, two! One, two! And through and 
through 
      The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 
He left it dead, and with its head 
      He went galumphing back. 
 
“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 
      Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!” 
      He chortled in his joy. 
 
’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
      And the mome raths outgrabe. 
 

The Height Of The Ridiculous 
Oliver Wendell Holmes 
 
 
I WROTE some lines once on a time  
In wondrous merry mood,  
And thought, as usual, men would say  
They were exceeding good.  
 
They were so queer, so very queer,  
I laughed as I would die;  
Albeit, in the general way,  
A sober man am I.  
 
I called my servant, and he came;  
How kind it was of him  
To mind a slender man like me,  
He of the mighty limb.  
 
"These to the printer," I exclaimed,  
And, in my humorous way,  
I added, (as a trifling jest,)  
"There'll be the devil to pay."  
 
He took the paper, and I watched,  
And saw him peep within;  
At the first line he read, his face  
Was all upon the grin.  
 
He read the next; the grin grew broad,  
And shot from ear to ear;  
He read the third; a chuckling noise  
I now began to hear.  
 
The fourth; he broke into a roar;  
The fifth; his waistband split;  
The sixth; he burst five buttons off,  
And tumbled in a fit.  
 
Ten days and nights, with sleepless eye,  
I watched that wretched man,  
And since, I never dare to write  
As funny as I can. 
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Good-bye, and Keep Cold 
Robert Frost 
 
This saying good-bye on the edge of the dark 
And cold to an orchard so young in the bark 
Reminds me of all that can happen to harm 
An orchard away at the end of the farm 
All winter, cut off by a hill from the house. 
I don't want it girdled by rabbit and mouse, 
I don't want it dreamily nibbled for browse 
By deer, and I don't want it budded by 
grouse. 
(If certain it wouldn't be idle to call 
I'd summon grouse, rabbit, and deer to the 
wall 
And warn them away with a stick for a gun.) 
I don't want it stirred by the heat of the sun. 
(We made it secure against being, I hope, 
By setting it out on a northerly slope.) 
No orchard's the worse for the wintriest 
storm; 
But one thing about it, it mustn't get warm. 
"How often already you've had to be told, 
Keep cold, young orchard. Good-bye and 
keep cold. 
Dread fifty above more than fifty below." 
I have to be gone for a season or so. 
My business awhile is with different trees, 
Less carefully nourished, less fruitful than 
these, 
And such as is done to their wood with an 
axe— 
Maples and birches and tamaracks. 
I wish I could promise to lie in the night 
And think of an orchard's arboreal plight 
When slowly (and nobody comes with a 
light) 
Its heart sinks lower under the sod. 
But something has to be left to God. 
 

How The Camel Got His Hump 
Rudyard Kipling 
 
The Camel's hump is an ugly lump 
Which well you may see at the Zoo; 
But uglier yet is the hump we get 
From having too little to do. 
 
Kiddies and grown-ups too-oo-oo, 
If we haven't enough to do-oo-oo, 
We get the hump-- 
Cameelious hump-- 
The hump that is black and blue! 
 
We climb out of bed with a frouzly head, 
And a snarly-yarly voice. 
We shiver and scowl and we grunt and we 
growl 
At our bath and our boots and our toys; 
 
And there ought to be a corner for me 
(And I know' there is one for you) 
When we get the hump-- 
Cameelious hump-- 
The hump that is black and blue! 
 
The cure for this ill is not to sit still, 
Or frowst with a book by the fire; 
But to take a large hoe and a shovel also, 
And dig till you gently perspire; 
 
And then you will find that the sun and the 
wind, 
And the Djinn of the Garden too, 
Have lifted the hump--  
The horrible hump-- 
The hump that is black and blue! 
 
I get it as well as you-oo-oo-- 
If I haven't enough to do-oo-oo! 
We all get hump-- 
Cameelious hump-- 
Kiddies and grown-ups too!  
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God Moves in a Mysterious Way 
William Cowper 
 
 
God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform; 
He plants His footsteps in the sea 
And rides upon the storm. 
 
Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never failing skill 
He treasures up His bright designs 
And works His sov’reign will. 
 
Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take; 
The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 
 
Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust Him for His grace; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 
 
His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flow’r. 
 
Blind unbelief is sure to err 
And scan His work in vain; 
God is His own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain. 
 

The Nightingale And Glow-Worm 
William Cowper 
 
 
A Nightingale that all day long  
Had cheered the village with his song,  
Nor yet at eve his note suspended,  
Nor yet when eventide was ended,  
Began to feel, as well he might,  
The keen demands of appetite;  
When looking eagerly around,  
He spied, far off upon the ground,  
A something shining in the dark,  
And knew the glow-worm by his spark;  
So stooping down from hawthorn top,  
He thought to put him in his crop;  
The worm, aware of his intent,  
Harangued him thus right eloquent:  
 
'Did you admire my lamp,' quoth he,  
'As much as I your minstrelsy,  
You would abhor to do me wrong,  
As much as I to spoil your song,  
For 'twas the self-same power divine  
Taught you to sing, and me to shine,  
That you with music, I with light,  
Might beautify and cheer the night.'  
The songster heard his short oration,  
And warbling out his approbation,  
Released him, as my story tells,  
And found a supper somewhere else.  
 
Hence jarring sectaries may learn,  
Their real interest to discern:  
That brother should not war with brother,  
And worry and devour each other,  
But sing and shine by sweet consent,  
Till life's poor transient night is spent,  
Respecting in each other's case  
The gifts of nature and of grace.  
 
Those Christians best deserve the name,  
Who studiously make peace their aim;  
Peace, both the duty and the prize  
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 
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The Snail 
William Cowper 
 
To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall, 
The snail sticks close, nor fears to fall, 
As if he grew there, house and all 
Together. 
Within that house secure he hides, 
When danger imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm besides 
Of weather. 
Give but his horns the slightest touch, 
His self-collecting power is such 
He shrinks into his house with much 
Displeasure. 
Where'er he dwells, he dwells alone, 
Except himself has chattels none, 
Well satisfied to be his own 
Whole treasure. 
Thus hermit-like, his life he leads, 
Nor partner of his banquet needs, 
And if he meets one only feeds 
The faster. 
Who seeks him must be worse than blind, 
(He and his house are so combined,) 
If, finding it, he fails to find 
Its master. 

To A Snowflake 
Francis Thompson 

 
WHAT heart could have thought you? -- 
Past our devisal 
(O filigree petal!) 
Fashioned so purely, 
Fragilely, surely, 
From what Paradisal 
Imagineless metal, 
Too costly for cost? 
Who hammered you, wrought you, 
From argentine vapor? -- 
"God was my shaper. 
Passing surmisal, 
He hammered, He wrought me, 
From curled silver vapor, 
To lust of His mind -- 
Thou could'st not have thought me! 
So purely, so palely, 
Tinily, surely, 
Mightily, frailly, 
Insculped and embossed, 
With His hammer of wind, 
And His graver of frost." 

 

 
Ozymandias 
Percy Bysshe Shelley 
 
I met a traveller from an antique land 
Who said: `Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed. 
And on the pedestal these words appear -- 
"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!" 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.'  
 



Agape Christi Academy Poetry Selections (K-6 grade) 
 

38 

Poetry Selections for Sixth Grade 
 
A Psalm of Life* (Required class poem) 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
 

What The Heart Of The Young Man Said 
To The Psalmist. 

Tell me not, in mournful numbers, 
   Life is but an empty dream! 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 
   And things are not what they seem. 
 
Life is real! Life is earnest! 
   And the grave is not its goal; 
Dust thou art, to dust returnest, 
   Was not spoken of the soul. 
 
Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 
   Is our destined end or way; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 
   Find us farther than to-day. 
 
Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 
   And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
   Funeral marches to the grave. 
 
In the world’s broad field of battle, 
   In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle! 
   Be a hero in the strife! 
 
 

 
 
 
Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant! 
   Let the dead Past bury its dead! 
Act,— act in the living Present! 
   Heart within, and God o’erhead! 
 
Lives of great men all remind us 
   We can make our lives sublime, 
And, departing, leave behind us 
   Footprints on the sands of time; 
 
Footprints, that perhaps another, 
   Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 
   Seeing, shall take heart again. 
 
Let us, then, be up and doing, 
   With a heart for any fate; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 
   Learn to labor and to wait. 
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The Charge of the Light Brigade 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 
Half a league, half a league, 
Half a league onward, 
All in the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 
“Forward, the Light Brigade! 
Charge for the guns!” he said. 
Into the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 
 
“Forward, the Light Brigade!” 
Was there a man dismayed? 
Not though the soldier knew 
   Someone had blundered. 
   Theirs not to make reply, 
   Theirs not to reason why, 
   Theirs but to do and die. 
   Into the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 
 
Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon in front of them 
   Volleyed and thundered; 
Stormed at with shot and shell, 
Boldly they rode and well, 
Into the jaws of Death, 
Into the mouth of hell 
   Rode the six hundred. 
 
When can their glory fade? 
O the wild charge they made! 
   All the world wondered. 
Honour the charge they made! 
Honour the Light Brigade, 
   Noble six hundred! 

 
 
 
Flashed all their sabres bare, 
Flashed as they turned in air 
Sabring the gunners there, 
Charging an army, while 
   All the world wondered. 
Plunged in the battery-smoke 
Right through the line they broke; 
Cossack and Russian 
Reeled from the sabre stroke 
   Shattered and sundered. 
Then they rode back, but not 
   Not the six hundred. 
 
Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon behind them 
   Volleyed and thundered; 
Stormed at with shot and shell, 
While horse and hero fell. 
They that had fought so well 
Came through the jaws of Death, 
Back from the mouth of hell, 
All that was left of them, 
   Left of six hundred. 
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Ring Out, Wild Bells 
Lines from In Memoriam A.H.H. 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
   The flying cloud, the frosty light: 
   The year is dying in the night; 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 
 
Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
   Ring, happy bells, across the snow: 
   The year is going, let him go; 
Ring out the false, ring in the true. 
 
Ring out the grief that saps the mind 
   For those that here we see no more; 
   Ring out the feud of rich and poor, 
Ring in redress to all mankind. 
 
Ring out a slowly dying cause, 
   And ancient forms of party strife; 
   Ring in the nobler modes of life, 
With sweeter manners, purer laws. 
 
Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 
   The faithless coldness of the times; 
   Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes 
But ring the fuller minstrel in. 
 
Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
   The civic slander and the spite; 
   Ring in the love of truth and right, 
Ring in the common love of good. 
 
Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 
   Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 
   Ring out the thousand wars of old, 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 
 
Ring in the valiant man and free, 
   The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 
   Ring out the darkness of the land, 
Ring in the Christ that is to be. 
 
 

The Road Not Taken 
Robert Frost 
        
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 
 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 
 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 
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The Grumble Family 
Anonymous 
 
There's a family nobody likes to meet; 
They live, it is said, on Complaining Street 
In the city of Never-Are-Satisfied, 
The River of Discontent beside. 
 
They growl at that and they growl at this; 
Whatever comes, there is something amiss; 
And whether their station be high or humble, 
They are all known by the name of Grumble. 
 
The weather is always too hot or cold; 
Summer and winter alike they scold. 
Nothing goes right with the folks you meet 
Down on that gloomy Complaining Street. 
 
They growl at the rain and they growl at the sun; 
In fact, their growling is never done. 
And if everything pleased them, there isn't a doubt 
They'd growl that they'd nothing to grumble about! 
 
But the queerest thing is that not one of the same 
Can be brought to acknowledge his family name; 
For never a Grumbler will own that he 
Is connected with it at all, you see. 
 
The worst thing is that if anyone stays 
Among them too long, he will learn their ways; 
And before he dreams of the terrible jumble 
He's adopted into the family of Grumble. 
 
And so it were wisest to keep our feet 
From wandering into Complaining Street; 
And never to growl, whatever we do, 
Lest we be mistaken for Grumblers, too. 
 
Let us learn to walk with a smile and a song, 
No matter if things do sometimes go wrong; 
And then, be our station high or humble, 
We'll never belong to the family of Grumble! 
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Carmen Possum 
Anonymous 
 
THE NOX was lit by lux of Luna, 
And 'twas a nox most opportuna 
To catch a possum or a coona; 
For nix was scattered o'er this mundus, 
A shallow nix, et non profundus. 
On sic a nox with canis unus, 
Two boys went out to hunt for coonus. 
The corpus of this bonus canis 
Was full as long as octo span is, 
But brevior legs had canis never 
Quam had hic dog; et bonus clever. 
Some used to say, in stultum jocum 
Quod a field was too small locum 
For sic a dog to make a turnus 
Circum self from stem to sternus. 
Unus canis, duo puer, 
Nunquam braver, nunquam truer, 
Quam hoc trio nunquam fuit, 
If there was I never knew it. 
This bonus dog had one bad habit, 
Amabat much to tree a rabbit, 
Amabat plus to chase a rattus, 
Amabat bene tree a cattus. 
But on this nixy moonlight night 
This old canis did just right. 
Nunquam treed a starving rattus, 
Nunquam chased a starving cattus, 
But sucurrit on, intentus 
On the track and on the scentus, 
Till he trees a possum strongum, 
In a hollow trunkum longum. 
Loud he barked in horrid bellum, 
Seemed on terra vehit pellum. 
Quickly ran the duo puer 
Mors of possum to secure. 
Quam venerit, one began 
To chop away like quisque man. 
Soon the axe went through the truncum 
Soon he hit it all kerchunkum; 
Combat deepens, on ye braves! 
Canis, pueri et staves 
 

 
 
 
As his powers non longius carry, 
Possum potest non pugnare. 
On the nix his corpus lieth. 
Down to Hades spirit flieth, 
Joyful pueri, canis bonus, 
Think him dead as any stonus. 
Now they seek their pater's domo, 
Feeling proud as any homo, 
Knowing, certe, they will blossom 
Into heroes, when with possum 
They arrive, narrabunt story, 
Plenus blood et plenior glory. 
Pompey, David, Samson, Caesar, 
Cyrus, Black Hawk, Shalmanezer! 
Tell me where est now the gloria, 
Where the honors of victoria? 
Nunc a domum narrent story, 
Plenus sanguine, tragic, gory. 
Pater praiseth, likewise mater, 
Wonders greatly younger frater. 
Possum leave they on the mundus, 
Go themselves to sleep profundus, 
Somniunt possums slain in battle, 
Strong as ursae, large as cattle. 
When nox gives way to lux of morning, 
Albam terram much adorning, 
Up they jump to see the varmin, 
Of the which this is the carmen. 
Lo! possum est resurrectum! 
Ecce pueri dejectum, 
Ne relinquit back behind him, 
Et the pueri never find him. 
Cruel possum! bestia vilest, 
How the pueros thou beguilest! 
Pueri think non plus of Caesar, 
Go ad Orcum, Shalmanezer, 
Take your laurels, cum the honor, 
Since ista possum is a goner! 
 

 



Agape Christi Academy Poetry Selections (K-6 grade) 
 

43 

Poetry Selections for Sixth Grade 
 
An Overworked Elocutionist  
Carolyn Wells 
 
There was once a little boy whose name was Robert Reese; 
And every Friday afternoon he had to speak a piece. 
So many poems thus he learned, that soon he had a store 
Of recitations in his head… and still kept learning more. 
And now this is what happened: He was called upon one week 
And totally forgot the piece he was about to speak. 
He brain he cudgeled. Not a word remained within his head! 
And so he spoke at random, and this is what he said: 
“My beautiful, my beautiful, who standest proudly by, 
It was the schooner Hesperus–the breaking waves dashed high! 
Why is this Forum crowded? What means this stir in Rome? 
Under a spreading chestnut tree, there is no place like home! 
When freedom from her mountain height cried, “Twinkle, little star,” 
Shoot if you must this old gray head, King Henry of Navarre! 
Roll on, thou deep and dark blue castled crag of Drachenfels, 
My name is Norval, on the Grampain Hills, ring out, wild bells! 
If you’re waking, call me early, to be or not to be, 
The curfew must not ring tonight! Oh, woodman, spare that tree! 
Charge, Chester, charge! Oh, Stanley, on! and let who will be clever! 
The boy stood on the burning deck, but I go on forever!” 
His elocution was superb, his voice and gestures fine; 
His schoolmates all applauded as he finished the last line. 
“I see it doesn’t matter,” Robert thought, “what words I say, 
So long as I declaim with oratorical display.” 
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The Love of Christ which Passeth Knowledge 
Christina Rossetti 
 
I bore with thee long weary days and nights, 
 Through many pangs of heart, through many tears; 
I bore with thee, thy hardness, coldness, slights, 
 For three and thirty years. 
 
Who else had dared for thee what I have dared? 
 I plunged the depth most deep from bliss above; 
I not My flesh, I not My spirit spared: 
 Give thou Me love for love. 
 
For thee I thirsted in the daily drouth, 
 For thee I trembled in the nightly frost: 
Much sweeter thou than honey to My mouth: 
 Why wilt thou still be lost? 
 
I bore thee on My shoulders and rejoiced: 
 Men only marked upon My shoulders borne 
The branding cross; and shouted hungry-voiced, 
 Or wagged their heads in scorn. 
 
Thee did nails grave upon My hands, thy name 
 Did thorns for frontlets stamp between Mine eyes: 
I, Holy One, put on thy guilt and shame; 
 I, God, Priest, Sacrifice. 
 
A thief upon My right hand and My left; 
 Six hours alone, athirst, in misery: 
At length in death one smote My heart and cleft 
 A hiding-place for thee. 
 
Nailed to the racking cross, than bed of down 
 More dear, whereon to stretch Myself and sleep: 
So did I win a kingdom,--share My crown; 
 A harvest,--come and reap. 
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Passing away, Saith the World 
Christina Rossetti 
 
Passing away, saith the World, passing away: 
Chances, beauty and youth, sapp'd day by day: 
Thy life never continueth in one stay. 
Is the eye waxen dim, is the dark hair changing to grey 
That hath won neither laurel nor bay? 
I shall clothe myself in Spring and bud in May: 
Thou, root-stricken, shalt not rebuild thy decay 
On my bosom for aye. 
Then I answer'd: Yea. 
 
Passing away, saith my Soul, passing away: 
With its burden of fear and hope, of labour and play, 
Hearken what the past doth witness and say: 
Rust in thy gold, a moth is in thine array, 
A canker is in thy bud, thy leaf must decay. 
At midnight, at cockcrow, at morning, one certain day 
Lo, the Bridegroom shall come and shall not delay: 
Watch thou and pray. 
Then I answer'd: Yea. 
 
Passing away, saith my God, passing away: 
Winter passeth after the long delay: 
New grapes on the vine, new figs on the tender spray, 
Turtle calleth turtle in Heaven's May. 
Though I tarry, wait for Me, trust Me, watch and pray. 
Arise, come away, night is past and lo it is day, 
My love, My sister, My spouse, thou shalt hear Me say. 
Then I answer'd: Yea. 
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The Hunting of the Dragon 
G. K. Chesterton 
 
When we went hunting the Dragon 
In the days when we were young, 
We tossed the bright world over our 
shoulder 
As bugle and baldrick slung; 
Never was world so wild and fair 
As what went by on the wind, 
Never such fields of paradise 
As the fields we left behind: 
For this is the best of a rest for men 
That men should rise and ride 
Making a flying fairyland 
Of market and country-side, 
Wings on the cottage, wings on the wood, 
Wings upon pot and pan, 
For the hunting of the Dragon 
That is the life of a man. 
For men grow weary of fairyland 
When the Dragon is a dream, 
And tire of the talking bird in the tree, 
The singing fish in the stream; 
And the wandering stars grow stale, grow 
stale, 
And the wonder is stiff with scorn; 
For this is the honour of fairyland 
And the following of the horn; 
Beauty on beauty called us back 
When we could rise and ride, 
 
 

 
 
 
And a woman looked out of every window 
As wonderful as a bride: 
And the tavern-sign as a tabard blazed, 
And the children cheered and ran, 
For the love of the hate of the Dragon 
That is the pride of a man. 
The sages called him a shadow 
And the light went out of the sun: 
And the wise men told us that all was well 
And all was weary and one: 
And then, and then, in the quiet garden, 
With never a weed to kill, 
We knew that his shining tail had shone 
In the white road over the hill: 
We knew that the clouds were flakes of 
flame, 
We knew that the sunset fire 
Was red with the blood of the Dragon 
Whose death is the world’s desire. 
For the horn was blown in the heart of the 
night 
That men should rise and ride, 
Keeping the tryst of a terrible jest 
Never for long untried; 
Drinking a dreadful blood for wine, 
Never in cup or can, 
The death of a deathless Dragon, 
That is the life of a man. 
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The Embarrassing Episode of Little Miss 
Muffet 
Guy Wetmore Carryl 
 
Little Miss Muffet discovered a tuffet, 
    (Which never occurred to the rest of us) 
And, as ’twas a June day, and just about 
noonday, 
    She wanted to eat -- like the best of us: 
Her diet was whey, and I hasten to say 
    It is wholesome and people grow fat on it. 
The spot being lonely, the lady not only 
    Discovered the tuffet, but sat on it. 
A rivulet gabbled beside her and babbled, 
    As rivulets always are thought to do, 
And dragon flies sported around and 
cavorted, 
    As poets say dragon flies ought to do; 
When, glancing aside for a moment, she spied 
    A horrible sight that brought fear to her, 
A hideous spider was sitting beside her, 
    And most unavoidably near to her! 
Albeit unsightly, this creature politely 
    Said, “Madam, I earnestly vow to you, 
I’m penitent that I did not bring my hat. I 
    Should otherwise certainly bow to you.” 
Though anxious to please, he was so ill at ease 
    That he lost all sense of propriety, 
And grew so inept that he clumsily stept 
    In her plate -- which is barred in Society. 
This curious error completed her terror; 
    She shuddered, and growing much paler, 
not 
Only left tuffet, but dealt him a buffet 
    Which doubled him up in a sailor knot. 
It should be explained that at this he was 
pained; 
    He cried, “I have vexed you, no doubt of it! 
Your fist’s like a truncheon.”  “You’re still in 
my luncheon,” 
    Was all that she answered. “Get out of it!” 
And THE MORAL is this: Be it madam or miss 
    To whom you have something to say, 
You are only absurd when you get in the curd 
    But you’re rude when you get in the whey! 
 

Pleading for and with Youth 
William Cowper  
 
 
Sin has undone our wretched race;  
But Jesus has restored,  
And brought the sinner face to face  
With his forgiving Lord.  
 
This we repeat from year to year  
And press upon our youth;  
Lord, give them an attentive ear,  
Lord, save them by Thy truth!  
 
Blessings upon the rising race!  
Make this a happy hour,  
According to Thy richest grace,  
And thine Almighty power.  
 
We feel for your unhappy state  
(May you regard it too),  
And would a while ourselves forget  
To pour our prayer for you.  
 
We see, though you perceive it not,  
The approaching awful doom;  
Oh tremble at the solemn thought,  
And flee the wrath to come!  
 
Dear Saviour, let this new-born year  
Spread an alarm abroad;  
And cry in every careless ear,  
"Prepare to meet thy God!" 
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The Spider and the Fly 
Mary Howitt 
 
Will you walk into my parlour?" said the Spider to the Fly,  
'Tis the prettiest little parlour that ever you did spy;  
The way into my parlour is up a winding stair,  
And I've a many curious things to shew when you are there."  
Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "to ask me is in vain,  
For who goes up your winding stair can ne'er come down again."  
 
"I'm sure you must be weary, dear, with soaring up so high;  
Will you rest upon my little bed?" said the Spider to the Fly.  
"There are pretty curtains drawn around; the sheets are fine and thin,  
And if you like to rest awhile, I'll snugly tuck you in!"  
Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "for I've often heard it said,  
They never, never wake again, who sleep upon your bed!"  
 
Said the cunning Spider to the Fly, " Dear friend what can I do,  
To prove the warm affection I 've always felt for you?  
I have within my pantry, good store of all that's nice;  
I'm sure you're very welcome -- will you please to take a slice?"  
"Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "kind Sir, that cannot be,  
I've heard what's in your pantry, and I do not wish to see!"  
 
"Sweet creature!" said the Spider, "you're witty and you're wise,  
How handsome are your gauzy wings, how brilliant are your eyes!  
I've a little looking-glass upon my parlour shelf,  
If you'll step in one moment, dear, you shall behold yourself."  
"I thank you, gentle sir," she said, "for what you 're pleased to say,  
And bidding you good morning now, I'll call another day."  
 
The Spider turned him round about, and went into his den,  
For well he knew the silly Fly would soon come back again:  
So he wove a subtle web, in a little corner sly,  
And set his table ready, to dine upon the Fly.  
Then he came out to his door again, and merrily did sing,  
"Come hither, hither, pretty Fly, with the pearl and silver wing;  
Your robes are green and purple -- there's a crest upon your head;  
Your eyes are like the diamond bright, but mine are dull as lead!"  
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(The Spider and the Fly continued) 
Alas, alas! how very soon this silly little Fly,  
Hearing his wily, flattering words, came slowly flitting by;  
With buzzing wings she hung aloft, then near and nearer drew,  
Thinking only of her brilliant eyes, and green and purple hue --  
Thinking only of her crested head -- poor foolish thing! At last,  
Up jumped the cunning Spider, and fiercely held her fast.  
He dragged her up his winding stair, into his dismal den,  
Within his little parlour -- but she ne'er came out again!  
 
And now dear little children, who may this story read,  
To idle, silly flattering words, I pray you ne'er give heed:  
Unto an evil counsellor, close heart and ear and eye,  
And take a lesson from this tale, of the Spider and the Fly. 
 
 
O Captain! My Captain! 
Walt Whitman 
 
O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won, 
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; 
                         But O heart! heart! heart! 
                            O the bleeding drops of red, 
                               Where on the deck my Captain lies, 
                                  Fallen cold and dead. 
 
O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills, 
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding, 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 
                         Here Captain! dear father! 
                            This arm beneath your head! 
                               It is some dream that on the deck, 
                                 You’ve fallen cold and dead. 
 
My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done, 
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won; 
                         Exult O shores, and ring O bells! 
                            But I with mournful tread, 
                               Walk the deck my Captain lies, 
                                  Fallen cold and dead. 
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If— 
Rudyard Kipling 
          
If you can keep your head when all about you    
    Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,    
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 
    But make allowance for their doubting too;    
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 
    Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies, 
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating, 
    And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise: 
 
If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;    
    If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;    
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 
    And treat those two impostors just the same;    
If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken 
    Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 
    And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools: 
 
If you can make one heap of all your winnings 
    And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 
And lose, and start again at your beginnings 
    And never breathe a word about your loss; 
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
    To serve your turn long after they are gone,    
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
    Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’ 
 
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,    
    Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch, 
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 
    If all men count with you, but none too much; 
If you can fill the unforgiving minute 
    With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,    
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,    
    And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son! 
 
 
Excerpt from Much Ado About Nothing 
William Shakespeare (See teacher for text) 
 
 
 


