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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 Land of Nod

by Robert Louis Stevenson

From breakfast on through all the day

At home among my friends I stay,

But every night I go abroad

Afar into the land of Nod.

All by myself I have to go,

With none to tell me what to do--

All alone beside the streams

And up the mountain-sides of dreams.

The strangest things are these for me,

Both things to eat and things to see,

And many frightening sights abroad

Till morning in the land of Nod.

Try as I like to find the way,

I never can get back by day,

Nor can remember plain and clear

The curious music that I hear.


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 there is the green for stringing the daisies! 

Here is a cart run away 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!

The Road Not Taken

by 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.

----------

Diverged: to move or extend in different directions from a common point: draw apart


---------------

The Mending Wall

Robert Frost

SOMETHING there is that doesn’t love a wall,

That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it,

And spills the upper boulders in the sun;

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.

The work of hunters is another thing:

I have come after them and made repair

Where they have left not one stone on a stone,

But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,

To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean,

No one has seen them made or heard them made,

But at spring mending-time we find them there

.I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;

And on a day we meet to walk the line

And set the wall between us once again.

We keep the wall between us as we go.

To each the boulders that have fallen to each.

And some are loaves and some so nearly balls

We have to use a spell to make them balance:

"Stay where you are until our backs are turned!"

We wear our fingers rough with handling them.

Oh, just another kind of out-door game,

One on a side. It comes to little more:

There where it is we do not need the wall

He is all pine and I am apple orchard.

My apple trees will never get across

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.

He only says, "Good fences make good neighbors."

Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder

If I could put a notion in his head:

"Why do they make good neighbors?

Ian’t it where there are cows?

But here there are no cows.

Before I built a wall I’d ask to know

What I was walling in or walling out,

And to whom I was like to give offense.

Something there is that doesn't love a wall,

That wants it down. I could say "Elves" to him,

But it’s not elves exactly, and I’d rather

He said it for himself. I see him there

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed.

He moves in darkness as it seems to me,

Not of woods only and the shade of trees.

He will not go behind his father’s saying,

And he likes having thought of it so well

He says again, "Good fences make good neighbors."

==========

Frozen-ground-swell: The enlarging of the ground area when it becomes frozen.

------------

Fire and Ice

Robert Frost

SOME say the world will end in fire

Some say in ice.

From what I’ve tasted of desire

I hold with those who favor fire.

But if it had to perish twice,

I think I know enough of hate

To know that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.


O Captain! My Captain!

Walt Whitman
(A poem lamenting Abraham Lincoln's death)

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weathered 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 ribboned wreaths--for you the shores accrowding,

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 anchored 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.

------------------

Rack: A wind-driven mass of high often broken clouds: a driving mist or fog

Keel: A flat-bottomed ship

Tread: To step or walk on : move about over especially by walking

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 deck hand singing on the steamboat deck,

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as he stands,

The woodcutter'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 

========

blithe: A happy contented character or disposition: joyful, glad, cheerful

mason: A skilled workman who builds with stone or similar material

Miracles

Walt Whitman

Why, who makes much of a miracle?

As to me I know of nothing else but miracles,

Whether I walk the streets of Manhattan,

Or dart my sight over the roofs of houses toward the sky,

Or wade with naked feet along the beach just in the edge of the water, 

Or stand under trees in the woods,

Or talk by day with anyone I love, or sleep in the bed at night with anyone I love,

Or sit at the table at dinner with the rest,

Or look at strangers opposite me riding in the car,

Or watch honeybees busy around the hive of a summer forenoon, 

Or animals feeding in the fields,

Or birds, or the wonderfulness of insects in the air,

Or the wonderfulness of the sundown, or of stars shining so quiet and bright,

Or the exquisite delicate thin curve of the new moon in spring;

These with the rest, one and all, are to me miracles,

The whole referring, yet each distinct and in its place.

To me every hour of the light and dark is a miracle,

Every cubic inch of space is a miracle,

Every square yard of the surface of the earth is spread with the same,

Every foot of the interior swarms with the same.

To me the sea is a continual miracle,

The fishes that swim-the rocks-the motion of the waves-the ships with men in them,

What stranger miracles are there?
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-five;

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."

The Arrow and the Song 

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 Rainy Day

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
THE day is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,

But at every gust the dead leaves fall,

And the day is dark and dreary.

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering past,

But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,

And the days are dark and dreary.

Be still, sad heart, and cease repining;

Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;

Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,

Some days must be dark and dreary.

    ---------------------

mouldering: to crumble away


Wynken, Blynken, and Nod

Eugene Field

WYNKEN, 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 the 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.

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.

_______________________

In the Firelight

Eugene Field

THE fire upon the hearth is low,

And there is stillness everywhere,

And, like wing'd spirits everywhere,

The firelight shadows fluttering go.

And as the shadows round me creep,

A childish treble breaks the gloom,

And softly from a further room

Comes: "Now I lay me down to sleep."

And, somehow with that little pray'r

And that sweet treble in my ears,

My thought goes back to distant years,

And lingers with a dear one there;

And as I hear my child's amen,

My mother's faith comes back to me--

Crouched at her side I seem to be,

And mother holds my hands again.

Oh, for an hour in that dear place--

Oh, for that childish trust sublime--

Oh, for a glimpse of mother's face!

Yet, as the shadows round me creep,

I do not seem to be alone--

Sweet magic of that treble tone

And "Now I lay me down to sleep!"

----------------------------

Jest 'Fore Christmas

Eugene Field

FATHER calls me William, sister calls me Will, 

Mother calls me Willie but the fellers call me Bill! 

Mighty glad I ain't a girl---ruther be a boy, 

Without them sashes curls an' things that's worn by Fauntleroy! 

Love to chawnk green apples an' go swimmin' in the lake-- 

Hate to take the castor-ile they give for belly-ache! 

'Most all the time, the whole year round, there ain't no flies on me, 

But jest'fore Christmas I'm as good as I kin be! 

Got a yeller dog named Sport, sick him on the cat. 

First thing she knows she doesn't know where she is at! 

Got a clipper sled, an' when us kids goes out to slide, 

'Long comes the grocery cart, an' we all hook a ride! 

But sometimes when the grocery man is worrited an' cross, 

He reaches at us with his whip, an' larrups up his hoss, 

An' then I laff an' holler, "Oh, ye never teched me!" 

But jest'fore Christmas I'm as good as I kin be! 

Gran'ma says she hopes that when I git to be a man, 

I'll be a missionarer like her oldest brother, Dan, 

As was et up by the cannibals that live in Ceylon's Isle, 

Where every prospeck pleases, an' only man is vile! 

But gran'ma she has never been to see a Wild West show, 

Nor read the life of Daniel Boone, or else I guess she'd know 

That Buff'lo Bill an' cowboys is good enough for me! 

Excep' jest 'fore Christmas, when I'm as good as I kin be! 

And then old Sport he hangs around, so solemn-like an' still, 

His eyes they seem a-sayin': "What's the matter, little Bill?" 

The old cat sneaks down off her perch an' wonders what's become 

Of them two enemies of hern that used to make things hum! 

But I am so perlite an' tend so earnestly to biz, 

That mother says to father: "How improved our Willie is!" 

But father, havin' been a boy hisself, suspicions me 

When, jest 'fore Christmas, I'm as good as I kin be! 

For Christmas, with its lots an' lots of candies, cakes an' toys, 

Was made, they say, for proper kids an' not for naughty boys; 

So wash yer face an' bresh yer hair, an' mind yer p's and q's, 

And don't bust out yer pantaloons, and don't wear out yer shoes; 

Say "Yessum" to the ladies, and "Yessur" to the men, 

An' when they's company, don'a pass yer plate for pie again; 

But, thinkin' of the things yer'd like to see upon that tree, 

Jest 'fore Christmas be as good as yer kin be!

------------------

When the Frost is on the Punkin

James Whitcomb Riley

WHEN the frost is on the punkin and the fodder's in the shock, 

And you hear the kyouck and gobble of the struttin' turkey-cock, 

And the clackin' of the guineys, and the cluckin' of the hens, 

And the rooster's hallylooyer as he tiptoes on the fence; 

O, it's then's the times a feller is a-feelin' at his best, 

With the risin' sun to greet him from a night of peaceful rest, 

As he leaves the house, bareheaded, and goes to feed the stock, 

When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder's in the shock. 

They's something kindo' harty-like about the atmusfere 

When the heat of summer's over and the coolin' fall is here -- 

Of course we miss the flowers, and the blossums on the trees, 

And the mumble of the hummin'-birds and buzzin' of the bees; 

But the air's so appetizin'; and the landscape through the haze 

Of a crisp and sunny morning of the airly autumn days 

Is a pictur' that no painter has the colorin' to mock -- 

When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder's in the shock. 

The husky, rusty russel of the tossels of the corn, 

And the raspin' of the tangled leaves, as golden as the morn; 

The stubble in the furries -- kindo' lonesome-like, but still 

A-preachin' sermons to us of the barns they growed to fill; 

The strawsack in the medder, and the reaper in the shed; 

The hosses in theyr stalls below -- the clover overhead! -- 

O, it sets my hart a-clickin' like the tickin' of a clock, 

When the frost is on the punkin, and the fodder's in the shock! 

Then your apples all is gethered, and the ones a feller keeps 

Is poured around the celler-floor in red and yeller heaps; 

And your cider-makin's over, and your wimmern-folks is through 

With their mince and apple-butter, and theyr souse and saussage, too! 

I don't know how to tell it -- but ef sich a thing could be 

As the Angles wantin' boardin', and they'd call around on me -- 

I'd want to 'commodate 'em -- all the whole-indurin' flock -- 

When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder's in the shock!

Little Orphant Annie

James Whitcomb Riley
Little Orphant Annie's come to our house to stay,

An' wash the cups an' saucers up, an' brush the crumbs away,

An' shoo the chickens off the porch, an' dust the hearth, an' sweep,

An' make the fire, an' bake the bread, an' earn her board-an'-keep;

An' all us other children, when the supper-things is done,

We set around the kitchen fire an' has the mostest fun

A-list'nin' to the witch-tales 'at Annie tells about,

An' the Gobble-uns 'at gits you

Ef you

Don't

Watch

Out!

Wunst they wuz a little boy woudn't say his prayers, --

An' when he went to bed at night, away up-stairs,

His Mammy heerd him holler, an' his Daddy heerd him bawl,

An' when they turn't the kivvers down, he wuzn't there at all!

An' they seeked him in the rafter room, an' cubby-hole, an' press,

An' seeked him up the chimbly-flue, an' ever'-wheres, I guess;

But all they ever found wuz thist his pants an' roundabout: --

An' the Gobble-uns 'll git you

Ef you

Don't

Watch

Out!

An' one time a little girl 'ud allus laugh an' grin,

An' make fun of ever' one, an' all her blood-an'-kin;

An' wunst, when they was "company," an' ole folks wuz there,

She mocked 'em an' shocked 'em, an' said she didn't care!

An' thist as she kicked her heels, an' turn't to run an' hide,

They wuz two great big Black Things a-standin' by her side,

An' they snatched her through the ceilin' 'fore she knowed what she's about!

An' the Gobble-uns 'll git you

Ef you

Don't

Watch

Out!

An' little Orphant Annie says, when the blaze is blue,

An' the lamp-wick sputter, an' the wind goes woo--oo!

An' you hear the crickets quit, an' the moon is gray,

An' the lightnin'-bugs in dew is all squenched away, --

You better mind yer parunts, an' yer teachurs fond an' dear,

An' cherish them 'at loves you, an' dry the orphant's tear,

An he'p the pore an' needy ones 'at clusters all about,

Er the Gobble-uns 'll git you

Ef you

Don't

Watch

Out!

________________

The Ripest Peach

James Whitcomb Riley

THE ripest peach is highest on the tree --

And so her love, beyond the reach of me,

Is dearest in my sight. Sweet breezes, bow

Her heart down to me where I worship now!

She looms aloft where every eye may see

The ripest peach is highest on the tree.

Such fruitage as her love I know, alas!

I may not reach here from the orchard grass.

I drink the sunshine showered past her lips

As roses drain the dewdrop as it drips.

The ripest peach is highest on the tree,

And so mine eyes gaze upward eagerly.

Why -- why do I not turn away in wrath

And pluck some heart here hanging in my path? --

Love's lower boughs bend with them -- but, ah me!

The ripest peach is highest on the tree!

______________

The Microbe

Hilaire Belloc

The Microbe is so very small

You cannot make him out at all,

But many sanguine people hope

To see him through a microscope.

His jointed tongue that lies beneath

A hundred curious rows of teeth;

His seven tufted tails with lots

Of lovely pink and purple spots,

On each of which a pattern stands,

Composed of forty separate bands;

His eyebrows of a tender green;

All these have never yet been seen--

But Scientists, who ought to know,

Assure us that they must be so....

Oh! let us never, never doubt

What nobody is sure about!

========

- Microbe; a very minute (tiny) organism 

- Sanguine: anticipating the best : marked by eager hopefulness : ardently or confidently optimistic


The Elephant

Hilaire Belloc
When people call this beast to mind,

They marvel more and more

At such a little tail behind,

So large a trunk before.

_______________

The Yak

Hilaire Belloc
As a friend to the children

Commend me the Yak.

You will find it exactly the thing:

It will carry and fetch, you can ride on its back,

Or lead it about with a string.

The Tartar who dwells on the plains of Thibet

(A desolate region of snow)

Has for centuries made it a nursery pet,

And surely the Tartar should know!

Then tell you papa where the Yak can be got,

And if he is awfully rich

He will buy you the creature --

or else

he will not.

(I cannot be positive which.)

--------------
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.

---------------


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 spreads his claws, 

And welcomes little fishes in, 

With gently smiling jaws!

-------------

Epilogue to Looking Glass

Lewis Carroll
A BOAT, beneath a sunny sky 

Lingering onward dreamily 

In an evening of July -- 

Children three that nestle near, 

Eager eye and willing ear 

Pleased a simple tale to hear -- 

Long has paled that sunny sky: 

Echoes fade and memories die: 

Autumn frosts have slain July. 

Still she haunts me, phantomwise 

Alice moving under skies 

Never seen by waking eyes. 

Children yet, the tale to hear, 

Eager eye and willing ear, 

Lovingly shall nestle near. 

In a Wonderland they lie, 

Dreaming as the days go by, 

Dreaming as the summers die: 

Ever drifting down the stream -- 

Lingering in the golden gleam -- 

Life what is it but a dream?
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