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All Things Bright and Beautiful 
 
All Things Bright and Beautiful,   The cold wind in the winter, 
All creatures great and small,   The pleasant summer sun, 
All things wise and wonderful,   The ripe fruits in the garden, 
The Lord God made them all.   He made them every one. 
 
Each little Flower that opens,   He gave us eyes to see them, 

Each little bird that sings,    And lips that we might tell, 
He made their glowing colors,   How great is God Almighty, 

He made their tiny wings.    Who has made all things well. 
 
The purple-headed mountain,    -- Cecil Frances Alexander 
The river running by, 
The sunset, and the morning, 
That brightens up the sky; 

 

 

The Months --Sara Coleridge 

 
January brings the snow,   Hot July brings cooling showers, 
Makes our feet and fingers glow.  Apricots and gillyflowers. 
 

February brings the rain,   August brings the sheaves of corn, 
Thaws the frozen lake again.  Then the harvest homes is born. 
 

March brings breezes loud and shrill,  Warm September brings the fruit, 
Stirs the dancing daffodil.   Sportsmen then begin to shout. 
 

April brings the primrose sweet,  Fresh October brings the pheasant, 
Scatters  daisies at our feet.  Then to gather nuts is pleasant. 
 

May brings flocks of pretty lambs,  Dull November brings the blast, 
Skipping by their fleecy dams.  Then the leaves are whirling fast. 
 

June brings tulips, lilies, roses,  Chill December brings the sleet, 
Fills the children’s hands with posies.  Blazing fire, and Christmas treat. 

Daylight Savings Time 

In Spring when maple buds are red, 
We turn the Clock an hour ahead; 
Which means, each April that arrives, 
We lose an hour out of our lives. 

 
Who cares? When Autumn birds in flocks 
Fly southward, back we turn the Clocks, 
And so regain a lovely thing— 
That missing hour 
We lost last Spring. 

 
--Phyllis McGinley 

 

Hurt No Living Thing 

 
Hurt no living thing; 
Ladybird, nor butterfly, 
Nor moth with dusty wing, 
Nor cricket chirping cheerily, 
Nor grasshopper so light of leap, 
Nor dancing gnat, nor beetle fat, 
Nor harmless worms that creep. 

 

--Christina Rossetti 
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Table Manners 
 

The Goops they lick their fingers, 
And the Goops they lick their knives; 
They spill their broth on the tablecloth— 
Oh, they lead disgusting lives! 
The Goops they talk while eating, 
And loud and fast they chew; 
And that  is why I’m glad that I 
Am not a Goop---are you? 

 
--Gelett Burgess 

Just Me 
 

Nobody sees what I can see, 
For back of my eyes there is only me. 
And nobody knows how my thoughts begin, 
For there’s only myself inside my skin. 
Isn’t it strange how everyone owns  
Just enough skin to cover his bones? 
My father’s would be too big to fit— 
I’d be all wrinkled inside of it. 
And my baby brother’s is much too small— 
It just wouldn’t cover me up at all. 
But I feel just right in the skin I wear,  
And there’s nobody like me anywhere. 
 

--Margaret Hillert 

 

Every Time I Climb a Tree 

Every time I climb a tree   That has an egg 
Every time I climb a tree   or maybe three 
Every time I climb a tree 
I scrape a leg    And then I skin  
Or skin a knee    The other leg 
And every time I climb a tree  But every time I climb a tree 
I find some ants    I see a lot of things to see 
Or dodge a bee    Swallows rooftops and TV 
And get the ants all over me  And all the fields and farms there be 
     Every time I climb a tree 
And every time I climb a tree  Though climbing may be goo for ants 
Where have you been?   It isn’t awfully good for pants 
They say to me    But still it’s pretty good for me 
But don’t they know that I am free  Every time I climb a tree 
Every time I climb a tree? 
I like it best    ---David McCord 
To spot a nest 
 

 

Dreams 
 

Hold fast to dreams 
For if dreams die 
Life is a broken-winged bird 
That cannot fly. 
Hold fast to dreams 
For when dreams go 
Life is a barren field 
Frozen with snow. 

 
--Langston Hughes 
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Thanksgiving 
 
Thank You    soaring bird 
For all my hands can hold—  and butterfly. 
Apples red, 
And melons gold,    Thank You 
Yellow corn    for all my ears can hear-- 
Both ripe and sweet,   birds’ song echoing 
Peas and beans    far and near, 
So good to eat!    Songs of little 
     Stream, big sea, 
Thank You    cricket, bullfrog, 
For all my eyes can see—   duck and bee!  
Lovely sunlight, 
Field and tree,    --- Ivy O. Eastwick 
White cloud-boats 
In sea-deep sky, 
 
 
 

Good Morning Merry Sunshine 
 
 
Good morning, merry sunshine  I never go to sleep, dear; 
How did you wake so soon?  I just go round to see 
You’ve scared the little stars away, My little children of the East 
And shined away the moon;  Who rise and watch for me. 
I saw you go to sleep last night,  I waken all the birds and bees, 
Before I ceased my playing.  And flowers on the way, 
How did you get ‘way over here,  And last of all the little child 
And where have you been staying? Who stayed out late to play. 

 
--Anonymous 

 

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. 
 

--Sara Coleridge 

Don’t Give Up 
 

If you’ve ever tried and have not won, 
Never stop for crying; 
All that’s great and good is done 
Just by patient trying. 

 
If by easy work you beat, 
Who the more will prize you? 
Gaining victory from defeat, 
That’s the test that tries you. 

 
--Phoebe Cary 
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If I Can Stop 
 

If I can stop one heart from breaking, 

I shall not live in vain; 

If I can ease one life the aching’ 

Or cool one pain, 

Or help one fainting robin 

Unto his nest again, 

I shall  not live in vain. 

--Emily Dickinson 
 

Little Things 
 

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. 

 
--Ebenezer Cobham Brewer 

 

The Days of the Month 
 

Thirty days hath September, 
April, June and November; 
February has twenty-eight alone. 
All the rest have thrity-one, 
Excepting leap-year—that’s the time 
When February’s days are twenty-nine. 
 

--Old Song 

Love Between Brothers and Sisters 
 

Whatever brawls disturb the street, 
There should be peace at home; 
Where sisters dwell and brothers meet, 
Quarrels should never come. 

 
Birds in their little nests agree; 
And tis a shameful sight, 
When children of one family 
Fall out and chide and fight. 

 
--Isaac Watts  


