Fog

by Carl Sandburg

The fog comes
on littlg cat Jeet.

[t sits loORIng

ovegr harbor and city
on silgnt haunches
and thgn movgs on.




Cletelgphony

by lbaura Clizabgth Richards

Oneg therg was an ¢lgphant,
Who trigd to use the telgphant—
Nol Nol I mgan an ¢lgphong

Who trigd to use the telgphong—
(Pear me! [ am not certain quite
That gven now I'veg got it right.)
Howg'¢gr it was, he got his trunk
cntangled in the telgphunk;

The morg he trigd to get it freg,
The louder buzzed the telgphee—
(I fear I'd better drop theg song

Of ¢lgphop and telgphong!)



Casgy at the Bat
by €rngst lsawrgneg Thayer

The outlook wasn't brilliant for the Mudvillg ning that dag:

The scorg stood four to two, with bat ong inning morg to plagy,
{nd then when Coongey digd at first, and Barrows did the same,

1 pall-likg silgncg fell upon theg patrons of the game.

d straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The rest

Clung to the hope which springs e¢ternal in theg human breast;

They thought, "If only Casey could but get a whack at that—

We'd put up gven mongy now, with Casgy at the bat."

But Flgnn preeceded Casey, as did also Jimmy Blake,

1Ind the former was a hoodoo, whilg the latter was a cakg;

S0 upon that strickgn maltitude grim melancholy sat,

For there seemed but little chance of Casey getting to the bat.

But Flynn let drive a single, to the wondgrment of all,

1Ind Blake, the much degspised, torg the cover off the ball;

{Ind whgn the dust had lifted, and megn saw what had oceurred,
Therg was Jimmy safe at seecond and Flynn a-hugging third.

Then from five thousand throats and morg therg rosg a lusty gell;
[t rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell;

[t poundgd on thg mountain and recoilgd upon the flat,

For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.

There was gase in Casgy's manngr as he stgpped into his placg;
There was pride in Casey's bearing and a smilg lit Casey's face.
1Ind whgn, rgsponding to the cheers, he lightly doffed his hat,

No stranger in the ecrowd could doubt 'twas Casgy at the bat.

Ten thousand gygs werg on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt;
Five thousand tongugs applauded when he wiped them on his shirt;
Then whilg the writhing pitecher ground the ball into his hip,
Pefiance flashed in Casey's ¢ye, a sneer curled Casey's lip.

1Ind now thg Igather-covered spherg came hurtling through the air,
{nd Casgy stood a-watehing it in haughty grandeur there.

Closg by the sturdy batsman the ball unhgeded sped—

"That ain't my style," said Casey. "Strikeg ong!" the umpire said.
from the benehgs, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,
lsikg thg beating of the storm-waves on a stern and distant shorg;
"Kill him! Kill the umpirg!" shouted somgong on the stand;

And it's likgly they'd have Rilled him had not Casgy raised his hand.
With a smilg of Christian charity great Casey's visage shong;

He stilled the rising tumult; he badg the gamg 8o on;

He signaled to the piteher, and oneg morg the dun sphere flew;
But Casey still ignored it and the umpire said, "Strike twol"
"Fraud!" erigd thg maddened thousands, and gecho answered "Fraad!"
But ong scornful look from Casey and the audigneg was awed.
They saw his faceg grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,
{nd they kngw that Casgy wouldn't Igt that ball g0 by again.

The sneer is gong from Casey's lip, his tggth arg clenched in hate,
Heg pounds with erugl violgneg his bat upon the platg;

1Ind now thg pitcher holds the ball, and now hg Igts it go,

{nd now thg air is shattered by the foree of Casgy's blow.

Oh, somgwhgrg in this favoured land thg sun is shining bright,

The band is plaging somgwhere, and somegwhere hearts are light;
1Ind somgwhgrg men arg laughing, and somegwhere childregn shout,
But there is no joy in Mudville—mighty Casey has struck out.



Stopping by Woods on a dnowy €vegning

by Robert Frost

Whosg woods thegse arg [ think [ kKnow.
His housg is in the village though;

He will not seg mg stopping herg

To wateh his woods fill up with snow.

My littlg horsg must think it quger
To stop without a farmhousg near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkgst gvegning of the year.

He gives his harngss bells a shakg
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s thg sweep
Of casy wind and downy flake.

The woods arg lovely, dark and deep,
But | havg promises to Reep,

1Ind milgs to 8o before | slggp,

1Ind milgs to 8o before | slgep.



The Road Hot Takegn

by Robgrt Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
1Ind sorry [ could not travel both

1Ind bg ong traveler, long | stood

1Ind looked down ong as far as | could
To wherg it begnt in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

1Ind having pgrhaps the better claim,
Because it was drassy and wantegd wear;
Though as for that the passing therg
Had worn thegm really about the same,

1Ind both that morning ¢qually lagy

[n Igaves no stgp had troddgn black.
Oh, | Rgpt the first jor anothegr day!

Jet knowing how wagy lgads on to wag,
[ doubted if | should gver come back.

[ shall be telling this with a sigh
domegwhere ages and agegs hgneg:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and [—
[ took the ong lgss traveled by,

{Ind that has madg all the difjgrence.



Jabgrwoeky
by lsgwis Carroll

“Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Pid gyre and gimblg in the wabg:
Il mimsy werg theg borogoves,
1Ind theg momg raths outgrabe.

“Bewarg the Jabbgrwock, my son!

The jaws that bitg, the claws that cateh!
Bewarg the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandgersnateh!”

g took his vorpal sword in hand;

lsong timg the manxome fog hg sought—
S0 regsted he by the Tumtum treg

MInd stood awhilg in thought.

1Ind, as in uffish thought he stood,
The JabberwoeK, with ¢ygs of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
And burbled as it camg!

Ong, two! Ong, two! {Ind through and through
The vorpal bladg went snicker-snack!

He lgft it dgad, and with its head
He went galumphing back.

“fInd hast thou slain the Jabbgrwoek?
Comg to my arms, my bgamish boy!
O frabjous dagy! Callooh! Callay!”
He ehortled in his jog.

“Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Pid gyreg and gimblg in thg wabeg:
Il mimsy werg thg borogoves,
{Ind the momg raths outgrabe.



Bed in Summer

by Robert souis Stgvgnson
[n winter | 8¢t up at night
MInd drgss by yellow candlg-light.
[n summer, quitg theg other wag,

[ have to go to bed by dag.

[ have to 8o to bed and sgg
The birds still hopping on the tree,
Or hear the grown-up people's feet

Still going past me in the street.

MInd dogs it not sggm hard to you,
When all the sky is clgar and blug,
MInd | should likg so much to plag,

To havg to go to bed by day?



d Prayger in Spring

by Robert Frost

Otl, giveg us plgasurg in the flowers today;
{Ind giveg us not to think so far awagy

s theg uncertain harvest; Reggp us here
{1l simply in the springing of the year.

Oh, givg us plgasurg in the orchard whitg,
lsikg nothing ¢lsg by day, like ghosts by night;
1Ind make us happy in the happy beges,

The swarm dilating round the perfeet trees.

1Ind makg us happy in the darting bird
That suddenly above the bees is heard,
The meteor that thrusts in with needle bill,
1Ind off a blossom in mid air stands still.

For this is love and nothing ¢lse is loveg,
To which it is reserved for God abovg
To sanctify to what far gnds e will,

But which it only ngeds that we jalfill.



At the o¢aside

By Robert louis otgvgnson

When | was down besidg the se¢a
1 woodegn spadg they gave to me
To dig the sandy shore.

My holegs were empty like a cup,
[n gvery holg the sga came up,
Till it could ecomg not morg.



Caterpillar

By Christina Rossetti

Brown and Jurry

Caterpillar in a harry,

Take your walk

To the shady Igaf, or stalk,

Or what not,

Which may bg the chosgn spot.
No toad to spy you,

Hovering bird of prey pass by you;
dpin and dig,

To livg again a butterfly.



Hurt No Living Thing

By Christina Rossetti

Hart no living thing:
lsadybird, nor butterfly,

Nor moth with dusty wing,
Nor cericket ehirping cheerily,
Nor grasshopper so light of Igap,
Nor dancing gnaf, nor begtlg Jat,
Nor harmlgss worms that eregep.



Merry dutumn Pays

by Charlgs Pickens

“Tis plgasant on a fing spring morn
To see the buds gxpand,

“Tis plgasant in the summer time

To see the fruitful land;

“Tis plgasant on a wintgr’s night

To sit around the blaze,

But what areg joys likeg these, my boys,
To merry autumn dagys!

We hail the merry datumn dagys,
When Igavegs arg turning red;
Beeause they're far morg beauatiful
Than angong has said,

We hail the merry harvest time,
The gayest of the year;

The time of rich and bountgous crops,
Rejoicing and good cheer.



Picturg Books in Winter

by Robert lsouis otgvgnson

Summer fading, wintgr comes--
Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs,
Window robins, wintgr rooks,
{Ind theg picture story-books.
Watgr now is turngd to stong
Nursg and | can walk upon;

otill we find the flowing brooks

[n the pictureg story-books.

11l the pretty things pat by,

Wait upon the children's ¢ye,
ohggp and shegpherds, tregs and cerooks,
[n the picture story-books.

We may sgeg how all things arg
ogas and citigs, ngar and Jar,
1Ind the flying Jairigs' [OORs,

[n the picture story-books.

THow am [ to sing your praise,
Happy chimnegy-corngr days,
Sitting safg in nursery nooks,
Reading picturg story-books?



Pilgrims Pogm

Inonygmous

The Magyflower sailgd in 1620,

Camg to the New World across the sea,
On board werg pilgrims sgarching jor a
place,

Where they can start a ecolong.

102 wgreg passegnggers,

Cach ong dgsiring to be jree,

They landed in Massachusetts and
otarted the Plymouth ecolongy!



The Pilgrims Came

by fnngtte Wynne

The Pilgrims came across the sga,

{Ind ngver thought of you and mg;

{Ind yet it's very strange the wagy

We think of them ThanKksgiving Pag.

We tell their story old and trug

Of how they sailgd across the blug,

1Ind jound a ngw land to be free

{Ind built their homes quitg near the sea.
The people think that they were sad,
1Ind gravg; I'm surg that they were glad -
They madg Thanksgiving Pagy - that's fun -
We thank the Pilgrims every ong!



Wind on the Hill

By 1.¢1. Milng

No ong can tgll mg,

Nobody knows,

Where the wind comes from,
Where the wind gogs.

[’s flying jrom somegwhgere
s fast as it can,

[ couldn’t Rgep up with it,
Not if | ran.

But if | stopped holding
The string of my Kitg,

[t would blow with thg wind
For a dayg and a night.

MInd thegn when | found it,
Wherever it blew,

[ should know that the wind
Had beggn going there too.

o0 then | eould tell thgm

Where the wind gogs...

But wherg the wind comges jrom
Nobodg knows.



The €nd

By 11.4. Milng

When [ was Ong,
[ had just begun.

When [ was Two,
[ was ngarly new.

When [ was Threg,
[ was hardly Mg.

When [ was Four,
[ was not much more.

When [ was Five,
[ was just alive.

But now [ am dix, I'm as clgver as clgver.
90, | think I'll bg six now jor gver and gver.
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