
Little Poems For Fun

Here are some poems I love to share with young children.  Some of them are just a small part of a longer work.  They are listed in alphabetical order by the last name of the poet.  There are nine of them.  Read them, memorize them, print them out and carry them in your pocket, illustrate them.  Have fun with them.

The Purple Cow

By Gelett Burgess

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! 

April Rain

By Robert Loveman

It isn’t raining rain to me,

It’s raining daffodils.

In every dimpled drop I see,

Wild flowers on the hills. . . .

Clouds

By Christina Rossetti

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?

Who Has Seen The Wind

By Christina Rossetti

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 I.

But when the trees bow down their heads

The wind is passing by.

My Shadow

By Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child’s Garden of Verses

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 all like proper children which is always very slow.

For he sometimes shoots up taller than an India-rubber ball;

And he sometimes gets so little that there’s none of him at all. . . 

Rain

By Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child’s Garden of Verses

The rain is raining all around.

It falls on field and tree.

It rains on the umbrellas here,

And on the ships at sea.
The Swing

By Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child’s Garden of Verses

How do you like to go up in a swing,

Up in the air so blue?

Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 

Ever a child can do.  

Up in the air and over the wall,

Till I can see so wide,

Rivers and trees and cattle and all,

Over the countryside.

Till I look down on the garden green

Down on the roof so brown,

Up in the air I go flying again,

Up in the air, and down.

She Sells Sea Shells

By Terry Sullivan

(a tongue twister, say it fast)

She sells 

Sea shells 

By the sea shore.

Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star

By Jane Taylor

Twinkle, twinkle little star

How I wonder what you are.

Up above the world so high,

Like a diamond in the sky. 
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