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Bella 
by Alyssa McCullough 
 
Big, brown eyes, 
So she can see when 
butterflies pass by. 
Long, floppy ears 
So she can hear when her 
family is near. 
Cold, wet nose 
So she can put it on your small 
warm toes. 
Soft, warm tongue 
So she can lick you as her 
name is sung. 
Pitter pattery paws 
Oh, what cute little puppy 
claws! 
 
 

Dogs 
by Marchette Chute 
  
The dogs I know 
Have many shapes. 
For some are big and tall, 
And some are long, 
And some are thin, 
And some are fat and small. 
And some are little bits of fluff 
And have no shape at all. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



How A Puppy Grows 
by Leroy F. Jackson 
 
I think it's very funny

 
The way a puppy grows- 
A little on his wiggle-tail 
A little on his nose, 
A little on his tummy 
And a little on his ears; 
I guess he'll be a dog all right 
In half a dozen years. 
 
MY DOG AND I 
by Alice J. Cleator 
 
When living seems but little worth 
And all things go awry, 
I close the door, we journey forth— 
My dog and I! 
For books and pen we leave behind, 
But little careth he, 
His one great joy in life is just  
To be with me. 
He notes by just one upward glance 
My mental attitude, 
As on we go past laughing stream 
And singing wood. 
The soft winds have a magic touch 
That brings to care release, 
The trees are vocal with delight, 
The rivers sing of peace. 
How good it is to be alive! 
Nature, the healer strong, 
Has set each pulse with life athrill 
And joy and song. 
Discouragement! 'Twas but a name, 
And all things that annoy, 
Out in the lovely world of June 
Life seemeth only joy! 
And ere we reach the busy town, 
Like birds my troubles fly, 
We are two comrades glad of heart— 
My dog and I! 



The Dog Poem 
by Ogden Nash 
 
The truth I do not stretch or shove  
When I state that the dog is full of love.  
I've also found, by actual test,  
A wet dog is the lovingest. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
I Hear You Call, Pine Tree  
 
I hear you call, pine tree, I hear you upon the hill, by the silent pond

 
Where the lotus flowers bloom, I hear you call, pine tree. 
What is it you call, pine tree, when the rain falls, when the winds 
Blow, and when the stars appear, what is it you call, pine tree? 
I hear you call, pine tree, but I am blind, and do not know how to 
Reach you, pine tree. Who will take me to you, pine tree? 
 
Yone Noguchi  
 
 
 
 
 



A Forgotten Language  
 
Once I spoke the language of the flowers. 
Once I understood each word the caterpillar said. 
Once I smiled in secret at the gossip of the starlings 
And shared a conversation with the housefly in my bed. 
Once I heard and answered all the questions of the crickets 
And joined the crying of each falling dying flake of snow. 
Once I spoke the language of the flowers. . . . 
How did it go? 
How did it go? 
 
Shel Silverstein  
 
 
 
 
 
I Had a Little Nut-Tree  
 
I had a little nut-tree; 
Nothing would it bear. 
I searched in all its branches, 
But not a nut was there. 
 
"Oh, little tree," I begged, 
"Give me just a few." 
The little tree looked down at me 
And whispered, "Nuts to you."  
Roald Dahl  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Little Plant  
 
In the heart of a seed, 
Buried deep, so deep, 
A dear little plant 
Lay fast asleep! 
 
"Wake!" said the sunshine, 
"And creep to the light!" 
"Wake!" said the voice 
Of the raindrop bright. 
 
The little plant heard 
And it rose to see 
What the wonderful 
Outside world might be. 
 
Kate Louise Brown  
 
 
Spring Flowers  
 
Dandelions, daffodils and daisies. 
Petals swish, blowing through the wind. 
Stems high, proud buds standing high as little Ladies. 
Sprouting out as the sun grinned. 
Roses, lilies, lilacs. 
Every once and awhile a zinnia. 
Soon Spring will pass by once again. 
 
Alyssa Hough 
 
The Butterfly  
 
I know a little butterfly with tiny golden 
wings,  
He plays among the summer flowers and 
up and down he swings, 
He dances on their honey cups so happy all 
the day, 
And then he spreads his tiny wings- and  
softly flies away. 
Margaret Rose 



Fuzzy Caterpillar 
 
Fuzzy little caterpillar, 
Crawling, crawling on the ground! 
Fuzzy little caterpillar,  
Nowhere, nowhere to be found, 
Tho’ we’ve looked and looked and hunted 
Everywhere around! 
 
When the little caterpillar 
Found his furry coat too tight, 
Then a snug cocoon he made him 
Spun of silk so soft and light; 
Rolled himself away within it- 
Slept there day and night. 
 
See how this cacoon is stirring! 
Now a little head we spy- 
What! is this our caterpillar  
Spreading gorgeous wings to dry? 
Soon the free and happy creature  
Flutters gaily by. 
Eilie Poulsson 
 
 
Snail’s Pace 
 
Maybe it’s so 
 
that snails are slow. 
 
They trudge along and tarry. 
 
But isn’t it true 
 
you’d slow up, slow up, too, 
 
if you had a house to carry? 
Aileen Fisher 
 
 
 
 



Moth 
 
The moth is busy  
all night long, 
but does he make a peep? 
No, he’s too considerate  
about our need for sleep. 
 
So when we spy a drowsy moth 
tucked in for the day,  
shh, let’s be  
as thoughtful as he  
and let him snore away. 
David L. Harrison 
 
 
Ladybug, Ladybug 
 
Ladybug, Ladybug, 
I beg your pardon, 
Would you please come 
And play in my garden? 
 
Come take a sip  
Of the sweet morning dew  
That sits on the soft petals 
Just waiting for you. 
 
For lunch there are aphids 
And other fine dishes-  
Sweet treats to please you, 
All so delicious. 
 
I think you’ll enjoy  
The evening perfume 
As you curl up inside  
The bed of a bloom. 
Charles Ghigna 
 
 
 
 
 



Oh, Little Spider 
 
Oh, little eight legs, 
Funny and long. 
Eyes as round as eggs, 
Bright with song. 
Weaving webs of art, 
Water glittering. 
You’ll still jump with a start 
With our faces inches apart! 
Maura Haskins 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Dragonflies 
 
Hovering in the air, tiny wings a pumpin’, 
Buzzing ‘round, looking for a somethin’. 
Huge marble eyes-skinny little feet! 
Oh! How I would love a dragonfly to meet- 
...But, wait a second! 
Who named such cute little bugs dragonflies? 
I see no scales, nor wings without tire- 
...Besides, I thought dragons were to breathe fire? 
Maura Haskins 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Wild Beasts 
 
I will be a lion 
And you shall be a bear, 
And each of us will have a den 
Beneath a nursery chair; 
And you must growl and growl and growl, 
And I will roar and roar, 
And then—why, then—you’ll growl again, 
And I will roar some more! 
By: Evaleen Stein 
 
 
An Elephant  
 
An elephant is fat and strong, 
His trunk is very, very long, 
His tail and ears flap bugs away, 
And keep him cool on hot, hot days 
By: Iram Khan 
 
 
My Hippo Has the Hiccups 
 
My hippo has the hiccups 
And his hiccups shake the ground, 
The floor is always rumbling 
When my hippo is around. 
 
I bought him at the pet store 
But I missed a small detail. 
I didn’t see the sign that said: 
“Hiccupotamus for sale.” 
By: Kenn Nesbit 
 
 
 
 
 



Boa Constrictor  
 
Oh, I'm being eaten 
By a boa constrictor, 
A boa constrictor, 
A boa constrictor, 
I'm being eaten by a boa constrictor, 
And I don't like it--one bit. 
Well, what do you know? 
It's nibblin' my toe. 
Oh, gee, 
It's up to my knee. 
Oh my, 
It's up to my thigh. 
Oh, fiddle, 
It's up to my middle. 
Oh, heck, 
It's up to my neck. 
Oh, dread, 
It's upmmmmmmmmmmffffffffff . . . 
By:Shel Silverstein  
 
 
 
 
Tigers  
 
Tigers are orange and covered with fur. 
When they are happy, they let out a purr. 
Tigers have eyes that shine so bright, 
You can even see them in the dark night. 
Tigers go out during the day, 
That’s when they love to play! 
Tigers are big and very strong, 
They protect their Cuba who follow along. 
By:Leah Darnley 
 
 
 



Purple Cow   
I have never seen a purple cow 
I never hope to see one 
But I can tell you anyhow, 
I'd rather see, than be one. 
Gelett Burgess 
 
Duck 
Duck in the water, quack, quack, quack! 
Soft, white feathers on your back, back, back! 
Duck in the water, splash and splish! 
Dip in your bill and catch those fish! 
Duck out of water, walk on land. 
Your webbed feet make it hard to stand! 
Waddle with your family, waddle in a pack. 
Duck out of water, quack, quack, quack! 
Meish Goldish 
 
Farmyard 
Little hen 
feathered and red 
pecking round for scraps of bread. 
Little goat 
fierce and white 
thinks his rope is much too tight. 
Little calf 
soft and shy 
peeking out with one brown eye. 
Little cat 
black and lean 
crouching so he won't be seen. 
Little pig 
muddy and stout 
trying hard to wriggle out. 
Gail Gregory 
 
Piggies 
"It is time for my piggies to go to bed," 
The nice, big, fat mother pig said. 
"So I will count them first to see 
If they have all come back to me. 
One little piggie, two little piggies, 
Three little piggies dear. 
Four little piggies, five little piggies. 
Yes, they are all here! 
Why, they are the cutest piggies alive. 
1, 2, 3, 4, 5!" 
Maude Burnham 
 
 
 
 



Farm Animal 
There are many animals on a farm. 
Most of us help; we do no harm. 
I am the farm animal. I won’t lie. 
Having me here is your own milk supply. 
Come to the farm and hear me “moo!” 
Yes, that is right; I’m talking to you! 
Kelsey Stover  
 
 
 
 
I Like To Sing!  
by Julia Reedy 
 
I like to sing everywhere I go.  
You can sing up high and sing down low.  
It's fun to sing with all of my friends. 
With music, the fun time never ends! 
When I'm feeling down, or kind of sad, 
I know just what I can do to feel glad! 
I put on all of my favorite songs- 
And play them loud to sing along! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dancing  
by Steve Hanson 
 
I dance while I’m standing. 
I jive while I walk. 
I do the hokey-pokey 
when I want to talk.  
I kick my soccer ball 
to a jazzy salsa beat. 
I macaroni-mamba every 
time I need to eat. 
 
I wiggle-giggle-shuffle as 
I put away my clothes. 
I shimmy, dip and slide when 
I have to blow my nose. 
 
My mom calls me a wiggler. 
I always need to leap. 
I even dream of jigs 
while I’m in my bed asleep! 
 
 
Read to Me  
by Jane Yolen 
 
Read to me riddles and read to me rhymes. 
Read to me stories of magical times. 
Read to me tales about castles and kings. 
Read to me stories of fabulous things. 
Read to me pirates and read to me knights. 
Read to me dragons and dragon-book fights. 
Read to me spaceships and cowboys and then. 
When you are finished- please read them again. 
 
 
 
 
 



I Opened a Book  
by Julia Donaldson 
 
I opened a book and in I strode. 
Now nobody can find me. 
I’ve left my chair, my house, my road, 
My town and my world behind me. 
 
I’m wearing the cloak, I’ve slipped on the ring, 
I’ve swallowed the magic potion. 
I’ve fought with a dragon, dined with a king 
And dived in a bottomless ocean. 
 
I opened a book and made some friends. 
I shared their tears and laughter 
And followed their road with its bumps and bends 
To the happily ever after. 
 
I finished my book and out I came. 
The cloak can no longer hide me. 
My chair and my house are just the same, 
But I have a book inside me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ten Dancing Dinosaurs  
by John Foster  
 
Ten dancing dinosaurs in a chorus line- 
One fell and split her skirt, then there were nine. 
 
Nine dancing dinosaurs at a village fete- 
One was raffled as a prize, then there were eight. 
 
Eight dancing dinosaurs on a pier in Devon- 
One fell overboard, then there were seven. 
 
Seven dancing dinosaurs performing magic tricks 
One did a vanishing act, then there were six. 
 
Six dancing dinosaurs learning how to jive- 
One got twisted in a knot, then there were five. 
 
Five dancing dinosaurs gyrating on the floor- 
One crashed through the floorboards, then there were four. 
 
Four dancing dinosaurs waltzing in the sea- 
A mermaid kidnapped one, then there were three. 
 
Three dancing dinosaurs head-banging in a zoo- 
One knocked himself out, then there were two. 
 
Two dancing dinosaurs rocking round the sun- 
One collapsed from sunstroke, then there was one. 
 
One dancing dinosaur climbed aboard a plane- 
Flew off to Alaska and was never seen again. 
 
 
 
 



Don't Ever Feed a Dinosaur 
Don't ever feed a dinosaur. 
He might bite off your arm. 
That is, if he's a carnivore, 
If not, he'll do no harm. 
  
It's not hard to tell the difference. 
It's a cinch to diagnose. 
If you can see his teeth, you know 
You're standing much too close! 
By: Baudelaire Jones 
 

Who’s There?  
If you hear a dinosaur 
Knocking loudly on your door, 
Through the keyhole firmly say, 
“Nobody is home today.” 
If the bell should start to ring, 
Tell the beast, “No visiting.” 
If you see there’s more than one, 
Turn around and start to run. 
By: Max Fatchen 
 



Dinosaur Dinner  
The tyrannosaurus, allosaurus 
   And the ankylosaurus, too 
Decided, many years ago, 
   They’d create a majestic zoo. 
 
Said the tyrannosaurus cheerily: 
   “Come here and see my cage!” 
Once inside, he locked it, 
   Which caused them lots of rage. 
 
“Calm down my friends and listen 
   While I tell you what I’ll do. 
We’ll have a special party and  
   I’ll cook some tasty stew.” 
 
He chopped them into pieces 
   And cooked them with due care, 
But then he had to eat alone 
   Which really wasn’t fair! 
By: Josie Whitehead 
 



Long Gone  
Don’t waste your time in looking for 
The long-extinct tyrannosaur 
Because this ancient dinosaur  
Just can’t be found here anymore. 
 
This also goes for stegosaurus, 
Allosaurus, brontosaurus 
And any other saur or saurus. 
They all lived here long before us. 
By: Jack Prelutsky 
 

Dinosaur Playdate  
I woke up to an enormous roar; 
It was a friendly dinosaur! 
He came into my window clear; 
I knew I had nothing to fear. 
A stegosaurus with great big jaws, 
He patted me with his great big claws. 
He lowered his tail with a great big SMACK! 
And let me ride on his great big back! 
By: Abby Angus 
 
 
 



Bath Time 
Clutching  
Rubber dino ducks, 
Dinos bathe 
In tubs like trucks! 
Sharing soaps 
Like big suitcases, 
Daily scrubbing 
Scaley faces, 
Dinos bob 
In beach ball bubbles, 
Forgetting their 
ENORMOUS  
Troubles. 
Amy Ludwig VanDerwater 
 
 
Bubble Bath 
I emptied my bubble bath into the tub, 
Determined to get myself thoroughly scrubbed. 
The bottle had said "ONLY ONE CAP OR TWO," 
So I poured in the lot to see what it would do! 
 
That still didn't seem quite enough to get clean, 
So I followed it up with another fifteen. 
Then three bars of soap and a dozen shampoo, 
And two broken bath bombs to finish my brew! 
 
I'll cut to the chase, this did not turn out well, 
As the burbling, foaming bath bubbles did swell! 
It wasn't all bad;  I was clean and smelt sweet, 
But outside my soap suds had buried the street! 
Gareth Lancaster 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Bathtime Mermaid  
On the floor, I left my clothes. 
In the water, my hair flows. 
And I blow bubbles with my nose. 
 
To be a mermaid is my wish. 
I’d trade my legs for a tail to swish  
and swim among the ocean’s fish. 
 
Up close with coral, whales and more, 
Exploring on the ocean floor, 
And when it’s time, I’d swim to shore. 
 
My bath is drawing to a close. 
Now down 
         the drain 

the water 
       goes. 

And out I come, with wrinkly toes. 
Nancy Raines Day 
 
 
 
Crowded Tub 
There’s too many kids in this tub. 
There’s too many elbows to scrub. 
I just washed a behind 
That I’m sure wasn’t mine, 
There’s too many kids in this tub. 
Shel Silverstein  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Bubble Bob 
I’m ready for my bath today. 
I can’t wait to get in and play. 
My friend who lives inside the drain, 
He knows in there he must remain. 
He can’t come out, 
He’s got a job. 
It’s why they call him Bubble Bob. 
He makes the bubbles in my bath, 
And sometimes helps me with my math! 
Amber Horne 
 
 
 

UNDER MY BED 
There’s a monster under my bed! There’s a monster under my bed! 

I use my blanket as my shield and cover my head! 
I hear it creep and crawl and bang and tick! 

Maybe he’s afraid of disease, so I’ll pretend I’m sick. 
I leap from my bed with hardly any fear. 

With taps of my naked feet, I see the coast is clear. 
Out of my room to mommy’s room, I run in hopes of being safe. 

She stared me down as if releasing her strafe. 
Though upset, she still holds me close in her arms. 

Softly, she spoke and told me I’m safe from harm, 
For there is no monster under my bed so there’s no need to be alarmed. 

I was protected from harm, as you can see. 
From then on, I was happy as could be. 

I went back to my room, braver than before. 
And in my bed, quickly asleep, I began to snore. 

No monster under my bed. 
I have nothing to no longer fear or dread. 

I am, in fact, safe as could be. 
My imagination only set itself free! 

 
By Maggie Kausky 

 
 
 



 
MONSTERS UNDER MY BED 

There are monsters under the bed, Daddy. 
Please won’t you check and see? 
I know they’re coming to get me. 

Daddy, Daddy, please tell them to go away, free into the night. 
I won’t be able to sleep until all those scary things are out of site. 

Don’t turn off the light, that’s when they woke up. 
Daddy, please check again. I don’t think one is enough, 

 
By Elizabeth Wrobel 

 
 
 
 
 
 

THE OWL 
When cats run home and light is come, 

And dew is cold upon the ground, 
And the far-off stream is dumb, 

And the whirring sail goes round, 
And the whirring sail goes round, 
Alone and warming his five wits, 

The white owl in the belfry sits. 
When merry milkmaids click the latch, 
And rarely smells the new-mown hay, 

And the cock hatch sung beneath the thatch, 
Twice or thrice his roundelay, 
Twice or thrice his roundelay,  

Alone and warming his five wits, 
The white owl in the belfry sits. 

 
By Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 
 

 
 
 



                         THE SPOOKY MATINEE 
I love horror movies; 

 They make my skin creep. 
I sit down in fron, 

On the edge of my seat. 
While upon the screen, 

Ghouls rise from the mud. 
Monsters wreak havoc, 

And vampires suck blood. 
I love being frightened, 

 tops off my day. 
To be in this theater, 
At the spook Matinee. 

 
By George Ulrich 

 
 
 
 

 
OUR TEACHER’S NOT A ZOMBIE 

Our teacher’s not a zombie. 
He’s not the living dead, 

although he’s looking ragged, 
and his eyes are rather red. 

He shuffles to the classroom. 
He slowly drags his feet. 

He shambles to the whiteboard, 
looking broken-down and beat. 

We listen to his plaintive moans. 
We see the way he strains. 

We hear him mumble mournfully 
about the students’ brains. 
But we know not to worry. 

We never get upset. 
He’s always like this when he 

hasn’t had his coffee yet. 
  

By Kenn Nesbitt 



 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 



THE LIGHT OF DREAMS 
(Abridged for children) 
Emma Alice Browne 
 
Last night I walked in happy dreams, 
The paths I used to know; 
I heard a sound of running streams, 
And saw the violets blow; 
I breathed a scent of daffodils;  
And faint and far withdrawn,  
A light upon the distant hills,  
Like morning, led me on.  
 
And childish hands clung fast to mine,  
And little pattering feet  
Trod with me thro’ the still sunshine  
Of by-ways green and sweet;  
The flax-flower eyes of tender blue,  
The locks of palest gold, 
Were just the eyes and locks I knew 
And loved, and lost—of old! 
By many a green familiar lane 
Our pathway seemed to run 
Between long fields of waving grain,  
And slopes of dew and sun;  
And still we seemed to breathe alway 
A scent of daffodils, 
And that soft light of breaking day 
Shone on the distant hills.  
  
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Goodnight Song  
Slightly paraphrased Goodnight Poem by Laura Richards 
 

Goodnight, Sun! Go to bed! 

Take your crown from your shining head. 

Now put on your gray nightcap, 

And shut your eyes for a good long nap. 

Goodnight, Sky, bright and blue! 

Not a wink of sleep for you. 

You must watch us all the night, 

With your twinkling eyes so bright. 

Goodnight, flowers! Now close up 

Every swinging bell and cup. 

Take your sleeping-draught of dew: 

Pleasant dreams to all of you! 

Goodnight, birds, that sweetly sing! 

Little head ‘neath little wing! 

Every leaf upon the tree 

Soft shall sing your lullaby. 

Last to you, little child, 

Sleep is coming soft and mild. 

Now sleep shuts your blue eyes bright: 

Little child dear, goodnight! 



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? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



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 there 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. 
 
 

Bed Time  
by Melissa Bowersock  
 
The night is coming to an end;  
it’s time to lay my little head. 
Daddy lay a kiss upon my cheek.  
Quiet time now - don’t make a peep.  
Up the stairs to bed I go,  
Waving blankey to and fro.  

I hope to dream a dream tonight,  
something kind without a fright.  
Mommy lays me down to bed.  
“Sleep tight, my love,” is what she said. 
Goodnight, mom. Goodnight, dad.  
What a terrific day I just had.  



Baby Girl  
By Fiona Walsh 
 
What light hides behind a night sky? 
Is it the stars that shine? 
Or is it your face swimming by? 
Your eyes are the biggest constellation line; 
Your smile twinkles, big as the moon! 
And nothing in the universe compares. 
Baby, I’m so happy to be with you soon 
Because before I only had the sky to share. 
 
 
Queen of Night 
By Terry Webb Harshman 
 
I am the moon, Queen of Night, 
riddle wrapped in borrowed light, 
 
a silver spool where dreams unwind, 
ancient orb as old as time. 
 
I masquerade; I wax and wane . . . 
forever changing yet the same; 
 
I stir the tides with unseen hands; 
they ebb and flow from sea to sand. 
 
Father Sun may keep the day; 
I ride along the Milky Way . . .  
 
holding court with owls and bats, 
moles and voles and backstreet cats. 
 
Within my tent the weary rest; 
puppies doze and sparrows nest. 
 
Children dream beneath my light . . . 
I am the moon, Queen of Night. 



CONSTELLATION OF STARS 
By Zala Ejaz 
 

In the dark sky so vast, 

The constellation of stars shines in contrast. 

Around the glimmering moon, 

Shaped like a squirrel, dragon or raccoon. 

In the breezy silver night, 

Their sparks spread light. 

Above the earth and the land, 

Over the sea’s foam and the desert’s sand. 

The embroidered sky’s silver reflects in lakes. 

Sparkling like snowflakes. 

Why do stars hide under the grey lining of the clouds? 

Why don’t they reach the ground. 

 

The Falling Star 
By Sara Teasdale 
 
I saw a star slide down the sky, 

Blinding the north as it went by, 

Too lovely to be bought or sold, 

Too burning and too quick to hold, 

Good only to make wishes on 

And then forever to be gone. 

 
 
 
 



Follow The Moon 
By Marie Tully 
 
I followed the moon 
Or did it follow me 
I turned a corner 
It was still there you see 
 
I tried to trick it 
In the shadows I hid 
But the moon kept on watching 
That’s what it did 
 
A cloud passed before it  
Now was my chance 
But the stars in the sky 
Never could lie 
 
I walked on through the night 
The moon followed me home  
Or did I follow the moon 
I don’t quite know  
 

May all your nights be 
restful sweet  

and your daytime dreams  
come true! 

 

Abby Angus, Melissa Bowersock, Leah Darnley, Ally Fedor, Maura Haskins, Alyssa Hough, 

Amber Horne, Maggie Kausky, Alyssa McCullough, Julia Reedy, Kelsey Stover, and Fiona Walsh 


