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Who Has Seen 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 1.

But when the trees bow down their heads,
The wind is passing by.

Christina Rossetti
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The Caterpillar

Brown and furry
Caterpillar in a hurry;
Take your walk

To the shady leaf or stalk.

May no toad spy you,

May the little birds pass by you;
Spin and die,

To live again a butterfly.

Christina Rossetti
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Clouds

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?

Christina Rossetti




I'm Nobody! Who Are You?

I’m nobody! Who are you?

Are you nobody, too?

Then there’s a pair of us—don’t tell!
They’d banish us, you know.

How dreary to be somebody!

How public, like a frog.

To tell your name the livelong day
To an admiring bog!

Emily Dickinson
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The Train

I like to see it lap the miles,

And lick the valleys up,

And stop to feed itself at tanks;
And then, prodigious, step
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To fit its sides, and crawl between,
Complaining all the while

In horrid, hooting stanza;

Then chase itself down hill

And neigh like Boanerges;
Then, punctual as a star,
Stop—docile and omnipotent—
At its own stable door.

Emily Dickinson
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How Doth the Little Crocodile

How doth the little crocodile
Improve his shining tail,

And pour the waters of the Nile
On every golden scale!
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How cheerfully he seems to grin,

How neatly spreads his claws,
And welcomes little fishes in

With gently smiling jaws!

Lewis Carroll
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Jabberwocky

“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!

13
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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.
Lewis Carroll
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The Purple Cow

I never saw a Purple Cow,
I never hope to see one;
But I can tell you, anyhow,
I’d rather see than be one.

Gelett Burgess
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The Childrern's Hour

Between the dark and the daylight,
When the light is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day’s occupations
That is known as the Children’s Hour.

I hear in the chamber above me
The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened,
And voices soft and sweet.

From my study I see in the lamplight,
Descending the broad hall stair,

Grave Alice and laughing Allegra,
And Edith with golden hair.

16
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A whisper, and then a silence;
Yet [ know by their merry eyes,
They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.

A sudden rush from the stairway,
A sudden raid from the hall!

By three doors left unguarded
They enter my castle wall!



They climb up into my turret,
O’er the arms and back of my chair;
If I try to escape, they surround me;
They seem to be everywhere.

They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms about me entwine,

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen
In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine.
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Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall,
Such an old mustache as I am
Is not a match for you all?

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.

And there will I keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day,
Till the wall shall crumble to ruin,

And moulder in dust away.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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The Owl and the Pussy-Cat

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!”’
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Pussy said to the Owl, ‘*“You elegant fowl!
How charmingly sweet you sing!
Oh, 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.
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“‘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 upon 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.

FEdward Lear
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Jenny Kissd Me

Jenny kiss’d me when we met,
Jumping from the chair she sat in;

Time, you thief, who love to get
Sweets into your list, put that in!

Say I’'m weary, say I’m sad,

Say that health and wealth have miss’d me;
Say I’'m growing old, but add,

Jenny kiss’d me.

Leigh Hunt
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Wynken, Blynken, and Nod

Wrynken, Blynken, and Nod one night
Sailed off in a wooden shoe,—
Sailed on a river of crystal light
Into a sea of dew.
““Where are you going, and what do you wish?”’
The old moon asked the three.
““We have come to fish for the herring fish
That live in this beautiful sea;
Nets of silver and gold have we
Said Wynken,
Blynken,
And Nod.

',’

The old moon laughed and sang a song,
As they rocked in the wooden shoe;
And the wind that sped them all night long
Ruffled the waves of dew.
The little stars were the herring fish
That lived in that beautiful sea—
‘‘Now cast your nets wherever you wish,—
Never afeared are we!”’
So cried the stars to the fishermen three,
Wynken,
Blynken,
And Nod.
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All night long their nets they threw
To the stars in the twinkling foam,—
Then down from the skies came the wooden shoe,
Bringing the fishermen home:
“Twas all so pretty a sail, it seemed
As if it could not be;
And some folk thought ‘twas a dream they’d dreamed
Of sailing that beautiful sea;
But I shall name you the fishermen three:
Wynken,
Blynken,
And Nod.




Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes,
And Nod is a little head,
And the wooden shoe that sailed the skies
Is a wee one’s trundle-bed;
So shut your eyes while Mother sings
Of wonderful sights that be,
And you shall see the beautiful things
As you rock in the misty sea
Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen three:—
Wynken,
Blynken,
And Nod.

Eugene Field
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