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By Robert Louis Stevenson
Singing

The Swing

Of Speckled eggs the birdie sings
And nests among the trees;
The sailor sings of ropes and things
In ships upon the seas.

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!

The children sing in far Japan,
The children sing in Spain;
The organ with the organ man
Is singing in the rain.

Up in the air and over the wall,
Till I can see so wide,
Rivers and trees and cattle and all
Over the countrysideTill I look down on the garden green;
Down on the roof so brownUp in the air I go flying again,
Up in the air and down!

A Country Rhyme:
A Lane
From house to house he goes
A messenger small and slight;
And whether it rains or snows
He sleeps outside in the night.

A Poem By George Cooper:
Mother
Hundreds of stars in the deep blue sky,
Hundreds of shells on the shore together,
Hundreds of birds that go singing by,
Hundreds of birds in the sunny weather.
Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the dawn,
Hundreds of bees in the purple clover,
Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn,
But only one mother the wide world over.

Author Unknown
The Clock

Martha B. Thomas
The Chirrupy Cricket
There’s a churrupy cricket as guest in my room;

Tick, tock, tick, tock,

He’s quiet all day, but at night in the gloom,

Merrily sings the clock;

With a zip on the hearth and a zup at the door,

It’s time for work,

The chirrupy cricket hops out on the floor.

It’s time for play,
So it sings throughout the day.

He’s black and he’s shiny, he’s not vary fat,

Tick, tock, tick, tock,

He’s sleek as the silk of my father’s tall hat;

Merrily sings the clock.

He skates and skeedaddles on carpet and rug,
And seems an extremely well-bred little bug.

And when I’m alone in my room every night,
And the shadows have come, and the moon’s out of
sight,
and the world is all silent and solemn and bare,
I’m glad that my chirrupy cricket is there!

Old English
An Apple-Howling Song

O For a Brooke

Here’s to thee, old apple tree,

O for a Booke and a shadie nooke,

Whence thou may’st bud, and whence thou may’st blow,

eyther in-a-doore or out;

And whence thou may’st bear apples enow!

With the grene leaves whispering overhede,

Hats full! Caps full!

or the Streete cryes all about.

Bushel-bushel-sacks full,

Where I maie Reade all at my ease,

Old parson’s breeches full,

both of the Newe and Olde;

And my pockets full too!

For a jollie goode Booke whereon to looke,

Huzza!

is better to me than Golde.

Old Chapbook
A London Clock
“Bell horses, bell horses,
What time of day?”
“One o’clock, two o’clock,
Three and away.”

Maya Folk Lore
Garden Song
I wonder where I may gather some sweet pretty flowers.
Whom shall I ask?
Suppose that I ask the brilliant humming bird,
suppose that I ask the yellow butterfly!
They will tell me.
They led me within a valley to a fertile spot where
the dew spread out in glittering splendor,
where I saw lovely fragrant flowers, lovely
odorous flowers clothed with the dew.
I wanted to sing.
I polished my song like a shining emerald.
I arranged it like the voice of a bird.
I set it in order like the bird’s chant.
I mingled it with the beauty of the emerald that I
might make it appear like a flower bursting its bud.

Pringle Barret
A Hint to the Wise
I know a little garden path
That leads you through the trees,
Past flower-beds and hollyhocks
And by the homes of bees,
Until at last it brings you to
A little fountain bath
Where tiny birds bay wash themselves,
If you go down that path,
Remember to be careful what
You say. A little bird
May cause a deal of trouble by
Repeating what he’s heard.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson
October
Lo, sweetened with the summer light,
The full juiced apple, waxing over-mellow
Drops in a silent autumn night.

The City Child
Dainty little maiden, whither would you wander?
Whither from this pretty home, the home where mother
dwells?
‘Far and far away,’ said the dainty little maiden,
‘All among the gardens, auriculas, anemones,
Roses and lilies and Canterbury-bells.’
Dainty little maiden, whither would you wander?
Whither from this pretty house, this city house of ours?
‘Far and far away,’ said the dainty little maiden,
‘All among the meadows, the clover and the clematis,
Daisies and kingcups and honeysuckle-flowers.’

Leroy F. Jackson
A Candle
A candle, a candle
To light me to bed;
A pillow, a pillow
To tuck up my head.
The moon is as sleepy as sleepy can be,
The stars are all pointing their fingers at me,
And Missus Hop-Robin, ‘way up in her nest,
Is rocking her tired little babies to rest.
So give me a blanket
To tuck up my toes,
And a little, soft pillow
To snuggle my nose.

Josephine Daskam Bacon
The Sleepy Song
As soon as the fire burns red and low
And the house upstairs is still,
She sings me a queer little sleepy song,
Of sheep that go over the hill.
The good little sheep run quick and soft,
Their colors are gray and white;
They follow their leader nose and tail,
For they must be home by night.
And one slips over, and one comes next,
And one runs after behind;
The gray one’s nose at the white one’s tail,
The top of the hill they find.
And when they get to the top of the hill
They quietly slip away,
But one runs over and one comes nextTheir colors are white and gray.
And over they go, and over they go,
And over the top of the hill
The good little sheep run quick and soft,
And the house upstairs is still.
And one slips over and one comes next,
The good little, gray little sheep!
I watch how the fire burns red and low,
And she says that I fall asleep.

Florence Bone
A Prayer for a Little Home
God send us a little home,
To come back to, when we roam.
Low walls, and fluted tiles,
Wide windows, a view for miles.
Red firelight and deep chairs,
Small white beds upstairsGreat talk in little nooks,
Dim colors, rows of books.
One picture on each wall,
Not many things at all.
God send us a little ground,
Tall trees standing round.
Homely flowers in brown sod.
Overhead, thy stars, O God!
God bless, when winds blow,
Our home, and all we know.

Old Song
Praise
Then lift up the head with a song!
And lift up the hand with a gift!
To the Ancient Giver of all
The spirit in gratitude lift!
For the joy and the promise of spring,
For the hay and the clover sweet,
The barley, the rye and the oats,
The rice and the corn and the wheat,
The cotton and sugar and fruit,
The flowers and the fine honey-comb,
The country so fair and so free,
The blessings and glory of home.

Mother Goose
If All the World Were Apple-Pie
Hickory, Dickory, Dock
If all the world were apple-pie,
Hickory, dickory, dock,
And all the sea were ink,
The mouse ran up the clock;
And all the trees were bread and cheese,
The clock struck one,
What would we have for drink?
The mouse ran down;
Hickory, dickory, dock.

Wee, Willie, Winkie
The Cat and the Fiddle
Wee Willie Winkie runs through the town,
Hey! diddle, diddle,
Upstairs and downstairs in his nightgown,
The cat and the fiddle,
The cow jumped over the moon; Rapping at the window, crying through the lock,
“Are the children in their beds, for now it’s eight
The little dog laughed
o’clock?”
To see such sport,
And the dish ran away with the spoon.
Twenty White Horses
Twenty white horses
If All the Seas Were One Sea
Upon a red hill;
If all the seas were one sea,
Now they tramp,
What a great sea that would be!
Now they champ,
If all the trees were one tree,
Now they stand still.
What a great tree that would be!
If all the axes were one axe,
What a great axe that would be!
If all the men were one man,
What a great man he would be!
And if the great man took the great axe,
And cut down the great tree,
And let it fall into the great sea,
What a great splash-splash that would be!

C. S. Lewis
A Rabbit
C.S. Lewis wrote this following rhyme about an old rabbit he knew. He
wrote this in a letter to a child:

“I am getting to be quite friends with an old Rabbit who lives in the Wood at
Magdalen [College]. I pick leaves off the trees for him because he can’t
reach up to the branches and he eats them out of my hand. One day he stood
up on his hind legs and put his front paws against me, he was so greedy. I
wrote this about it;”

A funny old man had a habit
of giving a leaf to a rabbit.
At first it was shy
But then, by and by,
It got rude and would stand up to grab it.
Rose Fyleman
The Attic
The attic window’s in the ceiling;
You only see the clouds go by;
W. H. Davies
And when I’m there I have a feeling
The Rain
I hear leaves drinking Rain;
Of being very near the sky.
I hear rich leaves on top
Giving the poor beneath
The attic air is warm and dusty,
Drop after drop;
And there are boxes full of things,
‘Tis a sweet noise to hear
And rods of iron, rather rusty,
And beds and trunks and curtain rings. These green leaves drinking near.
I often like to go and play there;
I take my story-book and toys;
It seems so very far away there,
From all the people and the noise.
But when the blue behind the skylight
Has faded to a dingy grey,
And a mouse scrabbles in the twilight,
I leave my things and go away.

And when the Sun comes out,
After this Rain shall stop,
A wondrous Light will fill
Each dark, round drop;
I hope the Sun shines bright;
‘Twill be a lovely sight.

Sara Coleridge
The Months
January brings snow,
Makes our feet and fingers glow.
February brings the rain,
Thaws the frozen lake again.
March brings breezes loud and shrill,
Stirs the dancing daffodil.

Trees
The Oak is called the King of Trees,
The Aspen quivers in the breeze,
The Poplar grows up straight and tall,
The Pear-tree spreads along the wall,
The Sycamore gives pleasant shade,
The Willow droops in watery glade,
The Fir-tree useful timber gives,
The Beech amid the forest lives.

April brings the primrose sweet,
Scatters daisies at our feet.
May brings flocks of pretty lambs,
Skipping by their fleecy dams.
June brings tulips, lilies, roses,
Fills the children’s hands with posies.
Hot July brings cooling showers,
Apricots and gillyflowers.
August brings the sheaves of corn,
Then the harvest home is borne.
Warm September brings the fruit,
Sportsmen then begin to shoot.
Fresh October brings the pheasant,
Then to gather nuts is pleasant.

Margaret Gant (age 8)
May-Time

When May-time comes I love to feel
Dull November brings the blast,
The warm soft breezes fan my face
Then the leaves are whirling fast.
I love to watch the happy birds
Fly homeward from some southern place.
Chill December brings the sleet,
Blazing fire, and Christmas treat.
I love to hear the little brooks
Chuckly and murmur as they flow
And in my secret ferny nook
I watch the shy blue violets grow.

Lucy Fitch Perkins
The Gardener
When May-time comes I love to feel
The warm soft breezes fan my face
I love to watch the happy birds
Fly homeward from some southern place.
I love to hear the little brooks
Chuckly and murmur as they flow
And in my secret ferny nook
I watch the shy blue violets grow.

Edna D. Wood
Bumblebee
Bumblebee, I’m sure I like you(Only do not come so near!)
And your funny mum-mum singing
I am always glad to hear.
That’s a pretty suit you’re wearingAre you coming in my bower?
All right, Bumblebee, but please now
Do not take me for a flower!

John Keats
From the Bridge
How silent comes the water round that bend!
Not the minutest whisper does it send
To the o’erhanging willows: blades of grass
Slowly across the chequered shadows pass.

Old Garden Rhyme
The Breeze
Summer breeze so softly blowing,
In my garden pinks are growing,
If you’ll go and send the showers,
You may come and smell my flowers.

Kate Greenaway
Child's Song

The King and the Queen were riding
Upon a summer’s day,
And a Blackbird flew above them,
To hear what they did say.
The King said he liked apples,
The Queen said she liked pears.
And what shall we do to the Blackbird
Who listens unawares?

Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow
Rain in Summer
How beautiful is the rain!
After the dust and heat,
In the broad and fiery street,
In the narrow lane,
How beautiful is the rain!
How it clatters along the roofs,
Like the tramp of hoofs!
How it gushes and struggles out
From the throat of the over-flowing spout!
Across the window pane
It pours and pours;
And swift and wide,
With a muddy tide,
Like a river down the gutter roars
The rain, the welcome rain!

Christina Georgina
Rossetti
Clouds

Comparisons

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,
Where do you go?

Hope is like a harebell trembling from its birth,
Love is like a rose the joy of all the earth;
Faith is like a lily lifted high and white,
Love is like a lovely rose the world’s delight;
Harebells and sweet lilies show a thornless growth,
But the rose with all its thorns excels them both.

A Crown of Wildflowers
‘Twist me a crown of wildflowers
That I may fly away
To hear the singers at their song,
And players at their play.’
‘Put on your crown of wildflowers;
But whither would you go?’
‘Beyond the surging of the sea
And the storms that blow.’
‘Alas! your crown of wildflowers
Can never make you fly;
I twist them in a crown today,
And tonight they die.’

Lewis Carroll
Humpty Dumpty's Song
Introduction to Alice’s
In winter, when the fields are white,
Adventures in Wonderland
All in the golden afternoon
Full leisurely we glide;
For both our oars, with little skill,
By little arms are plied,
While little hands make vain pretence
Our wanderings to guide.
Ah, cruel Three! In such an hour,
Beneath such dreamy weather,
To beg a tale of breath too weak
To stir the tiniest feather!
Yet what can one poor voice avail
Against three tongues together?
Imperious Prima flashes forth
Her edict ‘to begin it’In gentler tone Secunda hopes
‘There will be nonsense in it!’While Tertia interrupts the tale
Not more than once a minute.
Anon, to sudden silence won,
In fancy they pursue
The dream-child moving through a land
Of wonders wild and new,
In friendly chat with bird or beastAnd half believe it true.
And ever, as the story drained
The wells of fancy dry,
And faintly strove that weary one
To put the subject by,
‘The rest next time-‘ ‘It is next time!’
The happy voices cry.

I sing this song for your delight.

In Spring, when woods are getting green,
I’ll try and tell you what I mean.
In Summer, when the days are long,
Perhaps you’ll understand the song.
In Autumn, when the leaves are brown,
Take pen and ink, and write it down.
I sent a message to the fish:
I told them “This is what I wish.”
The little fishes of the sea,
They sent an answer back to me.
The little fishes’ answer was
“We cannot do it, Sir, because-“
I sent to them again to say
“It will be better to obey.”
The fishes answered, with a grin,
“Why, what a temper you are in!”
I told them once, I told them twice:
They would not listen to advice.
I took a kettle large and new,
Fit for the deed I had to do.
My heart went hop, my heart went thump:
I filled the kettle at the pump.
Then someone came to me and said
“The little fishes are in bed.”
I said to him, I said it plain,
“Then you must wake them up again.”
I said it very loud and clear:
I went and shouted in his ear.

Thus grew the tale of Wonderland:
Thus slowly, one by one,
Its quaint events were hammered outAnd now the tale is done,
And home we steer, a merry crew,
Beneath the setting sun.

But he was very stiff and proud:
He said “You needn’t shout so loud!”

Alice! a childish story take,
And with a gentle hand
Lay it where Childhood’s dreams are twined
In Memory’s mystic band,
Like pilgrim’s wither’d wreath of flowers
Pluck’d in a far-off land.

And when I found the door was locked,
I pulled and pushed and kicked and knocked.

And he was very proud and stiff:
He said “I’d go and wake them, if-“
I took a corkscrew from the shelf:
I went to wake them up myself.

And when I found the door was shut,
I tried to turn the handle, but-

Richard Monckton Milnes, Lord Houghton
Good Night and Good Morning
A fair little girl sat under a tree,
Sewing as long as her eyes could see;
Then smoothed her work, and folded it right,
And said, “Dear work, good night! good night!”
Such a number of rooks came over her head,
Crying, “Caw! Caw!” on their way to bed;
She said, as she watched their curious flight,
“Little black things, good night! good night!”
The horses neighed, and the oxen lowed,
The sheep’s “Bleat! bleat!” came over the road;
All seeming to say, with a quiet delight,
“Good little girl, good night! good night!”
She did not say to the sun, “Good night!”
Though she saw him there like a ball of light,
For she knew he had God’s time to keep
All over the world, and never could sleep.
The tall pink foxglove bowed his head,
The violets curtsied and went to bed;
And good little Lucy tied up her hair,
And said on her knees her favourite prayer.
And while on her pillow she softly lay,
She knew nothing more till again it was day;
And all things said to the beautiful sun,
“Good morning! good morning! our work is begun!

Edward Lear
Nonsenses
i
v
There was an Old Man with a beard, There was an Old Man who said, ‘Hush!
Who said, ‘It is just as I feared!I perceive a young bird in this bush!’
Two owls and a hen,
When they said, ‘Is it small?’
Four larks and a wren,
He replied, ‘Not at all!
Have all built their nests in my beard!’

It is four times as big as the bush!’

ii
There was an Old Lady of Chertsey,
vi
Who made a remarkable curtsey;
There was an Old Person of Gretna,
She twirled round and round,
Who rushed down the crater of Etna;
Till she sank underground,
Which distressed all the people of Chertsy.
When they said, ‘Is it hot?’
iii
There was an Old Man in a tree,
Who was horribly bored by a bee;
When they said, ‘Does it buzz?’
He replied, ‘Yes, it does!
It’s a regular brute of a bee!’

He replied, ‘No, it’s not!’
That mendacious Old Person of Gretna.

vii
There is a Young Lady, whose nose
Continually prospers and grows;
When it grew out of sight,
iv
She exclaimed in a fright,
There was an Old Man who said, “How
‘Oh! Farewell to the end of my nose!’
Shall I flee from this horrible cow?
I will sit on this stile,
And continue to smile,
Which may soften the heart of that cow.’

viii
There was an Old Man of Dumbree,
Who taught little owls to drink tea;
For he said, ‘To eat mice,
Is not proper or nice,’
That amiable Man of Dumbree.

Thomas Miller
Evening

Anonymous
Two Little Kittens

(In words of one syllable)

Two little kittens, one stormy night,
Began to quarrel, and then to fight;
One had a mouse, the other had none,
And that’s the way the quarrel begun.

The day is past, the sun is set,
And the white stars are in the sky;
While the long grass with dew is wet,
And through the air the bats now fly.

‘I’ll have that mouse,’ said the biggest cat;
‘You’ll have that mouse? We’ll see about that!’
‘I will have that mouse,’ said the eldest son;
The lambs have now lain down to sleep,
he birds have long since sought their nests; ‘You shan’t have the mouse,’ said the little one.
The air is still; and dark, and deep
I told you before ’twas a stormy night
On the hill side the old wood rests.
When these two little kittens began to fight;
The old woman seized her sweeping broom,
Yet of the dark I have no fear,
And swept the two kittens right out of the room.
But feel as safe as when ’tis light;
For I know God is with me there,
The ground was covered with frost and snow,
And He will guard me through the night.
And the two little kittens had nowhere to go;
So they laid them down on the mat at theh door,
For God is by me when I pray,
While the old woman finished sweeping the floor.
And when I close mine eyes in sleep,
I know that He will with me stay,
Then they crept in, as quiet as mice,
And will all night watch by me keep.
All wet with the snow, and as cold as ice,
For they found it was better, that stormy night,
For He who rules the stars and sea,
To lie down and sleep than to quarrel and fight.
Who makes the grass and trees to grow,
Will look on a poor child like me,
When on my knees I to Him bow.
He holds all things in His right hand,
The rich, the poor, the great, the small;
When we sleep, or sit, or stand,
Is with us, for He loves us all.

Pussy

I like little pussy, her coat is so warm;
And if I don’t hurt her, she’ll do me no harm.
So I’ll not pull her tail, nor drive her away,
But pussy and I very gently will play.
She shall sit by my side, and I’ll give her some food;
And she’ll love me because I am gentle and good.
I’ll pat pretty pussy, and then she will purr;
And thus show her thanks for my kindness to her.
But I’ll not pinch her ears, nor tread on her paw,
Lest I should provoke her to use her sharp claw.
I never will vex her, nor make her displeasedFor pussy don’t like to be worried and teased.

Aunt Effie (Jane Euphemia Browne)
The Rooks
The rooks are building on the trees;
They build there every spring:
‘Caw, caw,’ is all they say,
For none of them can sing.
They’re up before the break of day,
And up till late at night;
For they must labour busily
As long as it is light.
And many a crooked stick they bring,
And many a slender twig,
And many a tuft of moss, until
Their nests are round and big.
‘Caw, caw.’ Oh, what a noise
They make in rainy weather!
Good children always speak by turns,
But rooks all talk together.

Albert Midlane
Above the Bright Blue Sky
There’s a Friend for little children
Above the bright blue sky,
A Friend who never changes,
Whose love will never die;
Our earthly friends may fail us,
And change with changing years,
This Friend is always worthy
Of that dear name [H]e bears
There’s a home for little children
Above the bright blue sky,
Where Jesus reigns in glory,
A home of peace and joy;
No home on earth is like it,
Nor can with it compare;
And everyone is happy,
Nor could be happier there.

William E. Hickson
Walking Song

D’arcy Wentworth Thompson
A Very Odd Fish

We waited for an omnibus,
Granny and I with dear Dadu,
In which there was no room for us,
Went rambling on the shore;
But Right foot first, then Left, his brother,
With pebbles smooth and
Tried which could overtake the other;
cockleshells
And that’s the way,
We filled his pinafore.
With nought to pay,
To do without an omnibus,
Beneath the stones and in the
In which there is no room for us.
pool
We found, to our delight,
Shrimps, periwinkles, and a most
Voracious appetite.

Juliana Horatia Ewing
A Friend in the Garden
He is not John the gardener,
And yet the whole day long
Employs himself most usefully,
The flower beds among.
He is not Tom the pussy cat,
And yet the other day,
With stealthy stride and glistening eye,
He crept upon his prey.
He is not Dash the dear old dog,
And yet, perhaps, if you
Took pains with him and petted him,
You’d come to love him too.
He’s not a blackbird, though he chirps,
And though he once was black;
And now he wears a loose grey coat,
All wrinkled on the back.
He’s got a very dirty face,
And very shining eyes;
He sometimes comes and sits indoors;
He looks – and p’r’aps is – wise.
But in a sunny flower bed
He has a fixed abode;
He eats the things that eat my plantsHe is a friendly TOAD.

Christina Georgina
Rossetti
The Wind
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.

Caterpillar
Brown and furry
Caterpillar in a hurry,
Take your walk
To the shady leaf, or stalk,
Or what not,
Which may be the chosen spot.
No toad spy you,
Hovering bird of prey pass by you;
Spin and die,
To live again a butterfly.

