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The Swing  
by Robert Louis Stevenson  
 
How do you like to go up in a swing,  
 Up in the air so blue?  
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing  
 Ever a child can do!  
 
Up in the air and over the wall,  
 Till I can see so wide,  
Rivers and trees and cattle and all  
 Over the countryside—  
 
Till I look down on the garden green,  
 Down on the roof so brown—  
Up in the air I go flying again,  
 Up in the air and down! 
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Bed in Summer  
by Robert Louis Stevenson  
 
In winter I get up at night  
And dress by yellow candle-light.  
In summer, quite the other way,  
I have to go to bed by day.  
 
I have to go to bed and see  
The birds still hopping on the tree,  
Or hear the grown-up people's feet  
Still going past me in the street.  
 
And does it not seem hard to you,  
When all the sky is clear and blue,  
And I should like so much to play,  
To have to go to bed by day? 
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The Pasture 
 By 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. 
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The Owl and the Pussycat  
By Edward Lear 

 
I 

The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 
In a beautiful pea green boat, 
They took some honey, and plenty of 
money, 
Wrapped up in a five pound note. 
The Owl looked up to the stars above, 
And sang to a small guitar, 
'O lovely Pussy! O Pussy my love, 
What a beautiful Pussy you are, 
You are, 
You are! 
What a beautiful Pussy you are!' 
  
II 
Pussy said to the Owl, 'You elegant fowl! 
How charmingly sweet you sing! 
O let us be married! too long we have 
tarried: 
But what shall we do for a ring?' 
They sailed away, for a year and a day, 
To the land where the Bong-tree grows 
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood 
With a ring at the end of his nose, 
His nose, 
His nose, 
With a ring at the end of his nose. 
  

 
III 
'Dear pig, are you willing to sell for one 
shilling 
Your ring?' Said the Piggy, 'I will.' 
So they took it away, and were married next 
day 
By the Turkey who lives on the hill. 
They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 
Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 
And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 
They danced by the light of the moon, 
The moon, 
The moon, 
They danced by the light of the moon. 
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Hug O' War  
By Shel Silverstein 
 
 
I will not play at tug o' war. 
I'd rather play at hug o' war, 
Where everyone hugs 
Instead of tugs, 
Where everyone giggles 
And rolls on the rug, 
Where everyone kisses, 
And everyone grins, 
And everyone cuddles, 
And everyone wins.  
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A Song for Cricket 
By Ruskin Bond  
 
 
The simple things in life are best- 
A patch of green, 
A small bird's nest 
A drink of water, fresh and cold, 
The taste of bread, 
A song of old, 
These are the things that matter most. 
The laughter of a child, 
A favourite book, 
Flowers growing wild, 
A cricket singing in a shady nook. 
A ball that bounces high! 
A summer shower, 
A rainbow in the sky, 
The touch of a loving hand, 
And time to rest-- 
These simple things in life are best. 
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The Rainbow  
by William Wordsworth. 
 
 
My heart leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky: 
So was it when my life began; 
So is it now I am a man; 
So be it when I shall grow old, 

Or let me die! 
The Child is father of the man; 
And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 
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Daffodils 
by William Wordsworth 

I wander'd lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the Milky Way, 
They stretch'd in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced; but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company: 
I gazed -- and gazed -- but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
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Both Sides Now 
By Joni Mitchell 
 
 
Rows and flows of angel hair 
And ice cream castles in the air 
And feather canyons everywhere 
I've looked at clouds that way 
 
But now they only block the sun 
They rain and snow on everyone 
So many things I would have done 
But clouds got in my way 
I've looked at clouds from both sides now 
 
From up and down, and still somehow 
It's cloud illusions I recall 
I really don't know clouds at all 
 
Moons and Junes and Ferris wheels 
The dizzy dancing way you feel 
As ev'ry fairy tale comes real 
I've looked at love that way 
 
But now it's just another show 
You leave 'em laughing when you go 
And if you care, don't let them know 
Don't give yourself away 
 
I've looked at love from both sides now 
From give and take, and still somehow 
It's love's illusions I recall 
I really don't know love at all 

 
Tears and fears and feeling proud 
To say "I love you" right out loud 
Dreams and schemes and circus crowds 
I've looked at life that way 
 
But now old friends are acting strange 
They shake their heads, they say I've 
changed 
Well something's lost, but something's 
gained 
In living every day 
 
I've looked at life from both sides now  
From win and lose and still somehow  
It's life's illusions I recall 
I really don't know life at all 
I've looked at life from both sides now  
From up and down, and still somehow  
It's life's illusions I recall 
I really don't know life at all 
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Lines Composed In A Wood On A Windy Day 
By Anne Brontë 
 
 
My soul is awakened, my spirit is soaring 
And carried aloft on the wings of the breeze; 
For above and around me the wild wind is roaring, 
Arousing to rapture the earth and the seas.  
 
The long withered grass in the sunshine is glancing, 
The bare trees are tossing their branches on high; 
The dead leaves, beneath them, are merrily dancing, 
The white clouds are scudding across the blue sky.  
 
I wish I could see how the ocean is lashing 
The foam of its billows to whirlwinds of spray; 
I wish I could see how its proud waves are dashing, 
And hear the wild roar of their thunder today!  
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Tumbling-Hair 
By e.e. cummings 
 
 
Tumbling-hair 
              picker of buttercups 
                                   violets 
dandelions 
And the big bullying daisies 
                             through the field wonderful 
with eyes a little sorry 
Another comes 
              also picking flowers 
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who are you,little i 
By e.e. cummings 
 
 
who are you,little i  

(five or six years old)  
peering from some high  

window;at the gold  
 

of november sunset  

(and feeling that:if day  
has to become night  

this is a beautiful way) 
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Hidden Joys 
By Laman Blanchard  
 
 
Pleasures lie thickest, where no pleasures seem; 
There's not a leaf that falls upon the ground  
But holds some joy, of silence or of sound,  
Some sprite begotten of a summer dream.  
The very meanest things are made supreme  
With innate ecstasy. No grain of sand  
But moves a bright and million-peopled land,  
And hath its Eden, and its Eves I deem.  
For Love, though blind himself, a curious eye  
Hath lent me, to behold the hearts of things,  
And touched mine ear with power. Thus far or nigh,  
Minute or mighty, fixed, or free with wings,  
Delight from many a nameess covert sly  
Peeps sparkling, and in tones familiar sings.  
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The Sugar-Plum Tree 
By Eugene Field 
 
 
Have you ever heard of the Sugar-Plum Tree?  
'T is a marvel of great renown!  
It blooms on the shore of the Lollipop sea  
In the garden of Shut-Eye Town;  
The fruit that it bears is so wondrously sweet  
(As those who have tasted it say)  
That good little children have only to eat  
Of that fruit to be happy next day.  
 
When you've got to the tree, you would have a hard time  
To capture the fruit which I sing;  
The tree is so tall that no person could climb  
To the boughs where the sugar-plums swing!  
But up in that tree sits a chocolate cat,  
And a gingerbread dog prowls below--  
And this is the way you contrive to get at  
Those sugar-plums tempting you so:  
 
You say but the word to that gingerbread dog  
And he barks with such terrible zest  
That the chocolate cat is at once all agog,  
As her swelling proportions attest.  
And the chocolate cat goes cavorting around  
From this leafy limb unto that,  
And the sugar-plums tumble, of course, to the ground--  
Hurrah for that chocolate cat!  
 
There are marshmallows, gumdrops, and peppermint canes,  
With stripings of scarlet or gold,  
And you carry away of the treasure that rains  
As much as your apron can hold!  
So come, little child, cuddle closer to me  
In your dainty white nightcap and gown,  
And I 'll rock you away to that Sugar-Plum Tree  
In the garden of Shut-Eye Town. 
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Where the Sidewalk Ends 
By Shel Silverstein  
 
 
There is a place where the sidewalk ends 
And before the street begins, 
And there the grass grows soft and white, 
And there the sun burns crimson bright, 
And there the moon-bird rests from his flight 
To cool in the peppermint wind. 
 
Let us leave this place where the smoke blows black 
And the dark street winds and bends. 
Past the pits where the asphalt flowers grow 
We shall walk with a walk that is measured and slow, 
And watch where the chalk-white arrows go 
To the place where the sidewalk ends. 
 
Yes we'll walk with a walk that is measured and slow, 
And we'll go where the chalk-white arrows go, 
For the children, they mark, and the children, they know 
The place where the sidewalk ends.  
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Hope is the Thing with Feathers 
By Emily Dickinson 
 
 
Hope is the thing with feathers  
That perches in the soul,  
And sings the tune--without the words,  
And never stops at all, 
 
And sweetest in the gale is heard;  
And sore must be the storm  
That could abash the little bird  
That kept so many warm. 
 
I've heard it in the chillest land,  
And on the strangest sea;  
Yet, never, in extremity,  
It asked a crumb of me. 
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The Daisy Follows Soft the Sun 
By Emily Dickinson 
 
 
The daisy follows soft the sun, 
And when his golden walk is done, 

Sits shyly at his feet. 
He, waking, finds the flower near. 
"Wherefore, marauder, art thou here?" 

"Because, sir, love is sweet!" 
 
We are the flower, Thou the sun! 
Forgive us, if as days decline, 

We nearer steal to Thee, -- 
Enamoured of the parting west, 
The peace, the flight, the amethyst, 

Night's possibility! 
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A Psalm of Life 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow  
 
 
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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A Prayer 
By Max Ehrmann 
 
 
Let me do my work each day;  
and if the darkened hours  
of despair overcome me, may I  
not forget the strength  
that comforted me in the  
desolation of other times.   
  
May I still remember the bright  
hours that found me walking  
over the silent hills of my  
childhood, or dreaming on the  
margin of a quiet river,  
when a light glowed within me,  
and I promised my early God  
to have courage amid the  
tempests of the changing years. 
  
Spare me from bitterness  
and from the sharp passions of  
unguarded moments. May  
I not forget that poverty and  
riches are of the spirit.  
Though the world knows me not,  
may my thoughts and actions  
be such as shall keep me friendly  
with myself.   

  
Lift up my eyes  
from the earth, and let me not  
forget the uses of the stars.  
Forbid that I should judge others  
lest I condemn myself.  
Let me not follow the clamor of  
the world, but walk calmly  
in my path.   
  
Give me a few friends  
who will love me for what 
 I am; and keep ever burning  
before my vagrant steps  
the kindly light of hope.   
  
And though age and infirmity  
overtake me, and I come not within  
sight of the castle of my dreams,  
teach me still to be thankful  
for life, and for time's olden  
memories that are good and  
sweet; and may the evening's  
twilight find me gentle still.  
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Block City 
By Robert Louis Stevenson 
 
 
What are you able to build with your blocks?  
Castles and palaces, temples and docks.  
Rain may keep raining, and others go roam,  
But I can be happy and building at home.  
 
Let the sofa be mountains, the carpet be sea,  
There I'll establish a city for me:  
A kirk and a mill and a palace beside,  
And a harbour as well where my vessels may ride.  
 
Great is the palace with pillar and wall,  
A sort of a tower on the top of it all,  
And steps coming down in an orderly way  
To where my toy vessels lie safe in the bay.  
 
This one is sailing and that one is moored:  
Hark to the song of the sailors aboard!  
And see, on the steps of my palace, the kings  
Coming and going with presents and things!  
 
Yet as I saw it, I see it again,  
The kirk and the palace, the ships and the men,  
And as long as I live and where'er I may be,  
I'll always remember my town by the sea. 
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Afternoon on a Hill 
By Edna St. Vincent Millay 
 
 
I will be the gladdest thing  
   Under the sun!  
I will touch a hundred flowers  
   And not pick one.  
 
I will look at cliffs and clouds  
   With quiet eyes,  
Watch the wind bow down the grass,  
   And the grass rise.  
 
And when lights begin to show  
   Up from the town,  
I will mark which must be mine,  
   And then start down!  
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Corners on the Curving Sky  
By Gwendolyn Brooks  
 
 
Our earth is round, and, among other things 
 
That means that you and I can hold 
 
completely different 
 
Points of view and both be right. 
 
The difference of our positions will show 
 
Stars in your window. I cannot even imagine. 
 
Your sky may burn with light, 
 
While mine, at the same moment, 
 
Spreads beautiful to darkness. 
 
Still, we must choose how we separately corner 
 
The circling universe of our experience 
 
Once chosen, our cornering will determine 
 
The message of any star and darkness we 
 
encounter. 
 

 

 


