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Introductory Note
Part One
There are six essential qualities in good poems for children. They are:

1. There should be some form of end-of-line rhyme scheme that can be anywhere from “ABAB” rhyme scheme to alternating unrhymed and rhymed lines like in the following four lines of a poem by Shel Silverstein:




“She says that it’s my history, 





But I don’t understand at all





Just why she cries each time she sees





Those scratchy marks there on the wall.”

2. There should be some form of a message or moral lesson conveyed by the poem whether it be light-hearted, serious, or comical.

3. The subject matter of the poem should be a subject that children can understand and wrap their minds around. In other words, the poems need to be of the right maturity level for the children who are reading them.

4. Children’s poems should have a rhythm to them (for example: stressed-unstressed-stressed-unstressed) that should for most people make it easier to read.

5. The children’s poems that children are reading now should be on topics tat are relevant to/consistent with the knowledge/culture of the current day. For example, the heavily religious-based poems and literature of the late 1800s would not be relevant to the children of the current time period.
6. Children reading the poem should be able to place themselves in the setting of the poem. In other words, children’s senses should be stimulated by the poem’s words and accompanying illustrations. 

Part Two
The poem I have chosen to write about is titled “Michael is Afraid of the Storm,” by Gwendolyn Brooks. 




Lightning is angry in the night.





Thunder spanks our house.





Rain is hating our old elm—





It punishes the boughs.





Now, I am next to nine years old,





And crying’s not for me.





But if I touch my mother’s hand,





Perhaps no one will see.





And if I keep herself in sight—





Follow her busy dress—





No one will notice my wild eye.





No one will laugh, I guess.

 Michael is Afraid of the Storm exhibits qualities one, two, and six that are explained in part one of the introductory note above. A reader would hopefully notice the rhyming in stanzas two and three. Lines two and four of stanzas two and three all rhyme. There are multiple messages that can be reaped from this poem. Two messages I gained from the poem were that it is okay to be scared of storms and that when scared it is okay to reach out to someone who can help you feel safe or not scared (for example: a parent). Stanza one of the poem is quite descriptive when detailing what a storm sounds, feels, and looks like. I could close my eyes and imagine myself in the middle of the storm. 
Nature
Michael is Afraid of the Storm by Gwendolyn Brooks

From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
Lightning is angry in the night.

Thunder spanks our house.

Rain is hating our old elm—

It punishes the boughs. 

Now, I am next to nine years old,

And crying’s not for me.

But if I touch my mother’s hand,

Perhaps no one will see.

And if I keep herself in sight—

Follow her busy dress—

No one will notice my wild eye.

No one will laugh, I guess.
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Today is Very Boring by Jack Prelutsky
From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
Today is very boring,

it’s a very boring day,

there is nothing much to look at,

there is nothing much to say,

there’s a peacock on my sneakers,

there’s a penguin on my head,

there’s a dormouse on my doorstep,

I am going back to bed.

Today is very boring,

it is boring through and through,

there is absolutely nothing

that I think I want to do, 

I see giants riding rhinos,

and an ogre with a sword,

there’s a dragon blowing smoke rings,

I am positively bored.

Today is very boring,

I can hardly help but yawn, 

there’s a flying saucer landing

in the middle of my lawn,

a volcano just erupted

less than half a mile away,

and I think I felt an earthquake,

it’s a very boring day. 
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Roger the Dog by Ted Hughes

From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
Asleep he wheezes at his ease.
He only wakes to scratch his fleas.

He hogs the fire, he bakes his head

As if it were a loaf of bread.

He’s just a sack of snoring dog,

You can lug him like a log.

You can roll him with your foot.

He’ll stay snoring where he’s put.

Take him out for exercise 

He’ll roll in cowclap up to his eyes.

He will not race, he will not romp.

He saves his strength for gobble and chomp. 

He’ll work as hard as you could wish

Emptying the dinner dish,

Then flops flat, and digs down deep,

Like a miner, into sleep. 
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The Sloth by Theodore Roethke

From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
In moving-slow he has no Peer.

You ask him something in his ear,

He thinks about it for a year;

And, then, before he says a Word
There, upside down (unlike a Bird),

He will assume that you have Heard—

A most Ex-as-per-at-ing Lug.

But should you call his manner Smug,

He’ll sigh and give his Branch a Hug;

Then off again to Sleep he goes,

Still swaying gently by his Toes,

And you just know he knows he knows. 

[image: image4.wmf]
Mr. Mistoffelees by T. S. Eliot
From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
You ought to know Mr. Mistofelees!
The Original Conjuring Cat—

(There can be no doubt about that). 

Please listen to me and don’t scoff. All his

Inventions are off his own bat.

There’s no such Cat in the metropolis; 

He holds all the patent monopolies

For performing surprising illusions 

And creating eccentric confusions.

   At prestidigitation

      And at legerdemain

   He’ll defy examination

      And deceive you again. 

The greatest magicians have something to learn

From Mr. Mistoffelees’ Conjuring Turn.

Presto!

        Away we go!


And we all say: OH!

              Well I never!

               Was there ever 

              A Cat so clever


      As Magical Mr. Mistoffelees!

He is quiet and small, he is black

From his ears to the tip of his tail; 

He can creep through the tiniest crack

He can walk on the narrowest rail.
He can pick any card from a pack,

He is equally cunning with dice; 

He is always deceiving you into believing 

That he’s only hunting mice.

   He can play any trick with a cork

      Or a spoon and a bit of fish-paste;

If you look for a knife or a fork 

      And you think it is merely misplaced—

You have seen it one moment, and then it is gawn!
But you’ll find it next week lying out on the lawn.

    And we all say: OH!

        Well I never!

        Was there ever

        A Cat so clever

           As Magical Mr. Mistoffelees!

His manner is vague and aloof, 

You would think there was nobody shyer—

But his voice has been heard on the roof
When he was curled up by the fire.

And he’s sometimes been heard by the fire

When he was about on the roof—

(At least we all heard that somebody purred)

Which is incontestable proof

   Of his singular magical powers:

       And I have known the family to call

   Him in from the garden for hours,

       While he was asleep in the hall.

And not long ago this phenomenal Cat

Produced seven kittens right out of a hat!

    And we all said: OH!

       Well I never!

       Did you ever
       Know a Cat so clever 

          As Magical Mr. Mistofelees!
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The Little Turtle by Vachel Lindsay
From My Favorite Poetry for Children
There was a little turtle. 

He lived in a box. 

He swam in a puddle.

He climbed on the rocks. 

He snapped at a mosquito.

He snapped at a flea.

He snapped at a minnow.

And he snapped at me.

He caught the mosquito.

He caught the flea.

He caught the minnow.

But he didn’t catch me. 
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The Crocodile by Lewis Carrolll
From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
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!
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The Daffodils by William Wordsworth
From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o’er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way, 

They stretched in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not be but gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.
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“And What is so Rare as a Day in June?” by James Russell Lowell
From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
And what is so rare as a day in June?

   Then, if ever, come perfect days;

Then Heaven tries the earth if it be in tune,

   And over it softly her warm ear lays:

Whether we look, or whether we listen,

We hear life murmur, or see it glisten; 

Every clod feels a stir of might,

   An instinct within it that reaches and towers, 

And, groping blindly above it for light,

   Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers;

The flush of life may well be seen

   Thrilling back over hills and valleys;

The cowslip startles in meadow green, 

The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice, 

And there’s never a leaf nor a blade too mean

   To be some happy creature’s palace;

The little bird sits at his door in the sun,

   Atilt like a blossom among the leaves,

And lets his illumined being o’errun

   With the deluge of summer it receives;

His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings,

And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and sings;

He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest,--

In the nice ear of Nature which song is the best?

Now is the high-tide of the year,

   And whatever of life hath ebbed away

Comes flooding back with a ripply cheer,

   Into every bare inlet and creek and bay;

Now the heart is so full that a drop overfills it, 

We are happy now because God wills it; 
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No matter how barren the past may have been,

‘Tis enough for us now that the leaves are green;

We sit in the warm shade and feel right well

How the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell;

We may shut our eyes but we cannot help knowing 

That skies are clear and grass is growing;

The breeze comes whispering in our ear,

That dandelions are blossoming near,

   That maize has sprouted, that streams are flowing,

That the river is bluer than the sky,

That the robin is plastering his house hard by;

And if the breeze kept the good news back,

For our couriers we should not lack;

   We could guess it all by yon heifer’s lowing,
And hark! How clear bold chanticleer,

Warmed with the new wine of the yeat,

   Tells all in his lusty crowing!

Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how;

Everything is happy now,

     Everything is upward striving;

‘Tis as easy now for the heart to be true 

As for grass to be green or skies to be blue,

     ‘Tis for the natural way of living:

Who knows whither the clouds have fled?

     In the unscarred heaven they leave not wake,

And the eyes forget the tears they have shed, 

     The heart forgets its sorrow and ache;

The soul partakes the season’s youth,

     And the sulphurous rifts of passion and woe

Lie deep ‘neath a silence pure and smooth,

     Like burnt-out craters healed with snow.

September by Lucille Clifton
From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
I already know where Africa is 

and I already know how to 

count to ten and 

I went to school every day last year,

why do I have to go again?
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Tommy by Gwendolyn Brooks
From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
I put a seed into the ground

And said, “I’ll watch it grow.”

I watered it and cared for it

As well as I could know.

One day I walked in my back yard,

And oh, what did I see!

My seed had popped itself right out,

Without consulting me.
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Mocking Bird by Nanette Mellage

From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
Miss Mocking Bird

is always heard

from high above the ground

For when you hear 

a medley there 

Miss Mocking Bird’s around

How we might find 

birds of this kind

perched high atop a spire

Or we may see

one in a tree

or someplace even higher 

Miss Mocking Bird

sings songs she’s heard 

from other birds nearby

She imitates

their sounds and makes 

the people smile and sigh

For all day long

she’ll sing her song

and whistle like a lark

Or she will coo

as pigeons do

when feeding in the park

And pretty soon 

she’ll change her tune

to something just as darling

Perhaps instead she’ll tilt her head 

and croon just like a starling

Miss Gray Mocker
is a stocker 

of bird songs great or small

With lots to know

she’s never slow

to learn another call

So if you hear 

Miss Mocker near 

whistle your sweetest tune

And if you sing 
a pretty thing 

she may start mocking you
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Moving Right Along by Abiodun Oyewole

From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
Moving right along

finding my own way

as long as I sing my song

I’ll reach the top one day

the road is long and wide

and there ain’t no place to hide

from what you believe in yourself

to be true

so I must do what I got to do

and sing the song that suits my blues 

so I’ve got to fly where I can glide 

right through the magic of my life

and all of the walls that surround me 

all of the falls that I take

I know that love is around me

and I will never break
[image: image13.jpg]



Butterfly by Abiodun Oyewole
From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
I had to leave the winter of my life

to find a summer place 

to ease my heart of pain and strife 

and leave this mad rat race

I had to fly away and take a chance

where trees are tall and green 

where birds and flowers love to dance

and reality’s a dream 

     Butterfly am I

     velvet blue the sky

     yellow are my wings

     how I love to sing

     Butterfly am I 

     velvet blue the sky
     yellow are my wings

     how I love to sing
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I’d sing the song of sea and sand

and sail al through the hills

not certain of my destiny 

just looking for my thrills

to laugh and play for just a while

means so much to me

I feel much better when I smile
I feel like I am free

     Butterfly am I 
     velvet blue the sky

     yellow are my wings

     how I love to sing 

     Butterfly am I 

     velvet blue the sky

     yellow are my wings

     how I love to sing

Your World by Georgia Douglas Johnson

From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
Your world is as big as you make it. 

I know, for I used to abide

In the narrowest nest in a corner,
My wings pressing close to my side.

But I sighed the distant horizon 

Where the sky line encircled the sea

And I throbbed with a burning desire 

To travel this immensity.

I battered the cordons around me

And cradled my wings on the breeze

Then soared to the uttermost reaches 

With rapture, with power, with ease!
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Giddyup! by Brod Bagert
From Giant Children
“That horsey is so big,” I said,

“And I’m so very small. 

Please don’t put me up there, Mom, 

I’m scared that I might fall.”

But she sat me in the saddle

With a reassuring grin,

And when I whispered, “Giddyup…”

He took off like the wind. 

    He ran through a forest 

    Full of branches and trees,

    So I lowered my head

    And squeezed with my knees.

    I said to myself,

    “It’s time to be bold!

    Somehow I’ve got 

    To take over control.”

    I was gone three days,
    Mom thought I was lost.

    But it took me that long 

    To show him who’s boss.

I can’t believe I was so afraid,

Afraid that I might fall.

But now I wonder—yes, I do—

Do you think I could saddle a whale?
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The Buffalo in the Library by Brod Bagert
From Giant Children
At school, in the library,

In section eight-one-one,

I saw a big brown buffalo

Who was having lots of fun. 

His nose was in a book of poems

About trees and grass and birds, 

But that buffalo wasn’t reading,

He was eating up the words.

I like you, Mr. Buffalo,

And I know you have to feed, 

But please don’t eat my poetry books.

I need those books to read.

I’ll take you to the playground

And give you grass instead,

But poetry is the food I need

To feed my hungry head.
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Food
The Reason I Like Chocolate by Nikki Giovanni
From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
The reason I like chocolate 

is I can lick my fingers

and nobody tells me I’m not polite

I especially like scary movies 

‘cause I can snuggle with Mommy

or my big sister and they don’t laugh 

I like to cry sometimes ‘cause 

everybody says “what’s the matter

don’t cry”

and I like books 

for all those reasons 

but mostly ‘cause they just make me

happy 

and I really like 

to be happy
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Chocolate Maniac by Brod Bagert

From Giant Children
I love my mother,

I love my dad,

I love my brother,

Though he drives me mad.

My teacher?

She is fine and dandy.

But I really love 

My chocolate candy. 

I eat it when it’s hot,

I eat it when it’s cold,

I eat it when it’s fresh, 

And I eat it when it’s old.

I eat it by the ounce,

I eat it by the pound,

I eat it at the table, 

And I eat it off the ground.

I eat it and I eat it

Till my belly’s going to pop,

Then I eat a little more—

I don’t know how to stop.

I love that chocolate taste,

Oh, so gooey, sweet, and thick, 

But I’ve eaten way too much

And I feel a little sick.

I have got to learn to stop,

I have got to take control. 

I’ll give chocolate up forever…

WHEN I’M 99 YEARS OLD!
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The One Who Invented Trick or Treat by Shel Silverstein
From Every Thing On It
Yes, I invented “trick or treat”

So you could fill your mouth with sweets—

Candy bars and lemon drops,

Marshmallows and Tootsie Pops,

Butterscotch and bubble gum.

Hold out your hand—they’ll give you some

Chocolate kisses, Jujubes,

Sourballs and jelly beans. 

Have a cake—some cookies too. 

Take a couple—grab a few

Peppermint sticks and Mary Janes,

Licorice whips and candy canes.

Slurp some soda, munch a pie, 

Don’t let those M&M’s go by, 

Chew that toffee, munch those treats, 

Get that caramel in your teeth.

Then come see me, I’ll be here—

I’m your friendly dentist, dear.
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People
Daddy Fell Into The Pond by Alfred Noyes
From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
Everyone grumbled. The sky was gray. 

We had nothing to do and nothing to say. 

We were nearing the end of a dismal day, 

And there seemed to be nothing beyond, 



    THEN

Daddy fell into the pond!

And everyone’s face grew merry and bright, 

And Timothy danced for sheer delight,

“Give me the camera, quick, oh quick!

He’s crawling out of the duckweed.” Click!

Then the gardener suddenly slapped his knee,

And doubled up, shaking silently,

And the ducks all quacked as if they were daft

And it sounded as if the old drake laughed.

O, there wasn’t a thing that didn’t respond



    WHEN

Daddy fell into the pond!
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Crown by Dakari Kamau Hru

From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
Can’t stop watching you!

Pardon me while I stare

Watching you in African locks

Love you for your hair.
Gently bouncing near your brow
Cupping ‘round your ear

The poetry atop your head

Keeps me coming near.

Swirling, sassy spiral-strands

Swing like swizzle sticks.

Laughing locks lay lavishly

Look lice licorice.

Can’t stop watching you!

Crown extraordinaire.

Don’t wear no hat. Don’t change a 

     thing—

My baby has GOOD hair!
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Shake your head and let your locks 

Hang all loose and free.

Shake them locks for no one else

You belong to me. 

I could take you all around
Let the people stare. 

I would be so proud to holler, 

“See my baby’s hair!”

Even if you tie it back

And make a pony tail,

A train come speedin’ down the track

Would have to jump the rail!

Can’t stop watching you!

Crown extraordinaire.

Don’t wear no hat. Don’t change a thing—

My baby has GOOD hair!

Harriet Tubman by Eloise Greenfield

From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
Harriet Tubman didn’t take no stuff

Wasn’t scared of nothing neither

Didn’t come in this world to be no slave

And wasn’t going to stay one either

“Farewell!” she sang to her friends one night 

She was mighty sad to leave ‘em

But she ran away that dark, hot night

Ran looking for her freedom

She ran to the woods and she ran through the woods

With the slave catchers right behind her

And she kept on going till she got to the North

Where those mean men couldn’t find her

Nineteen times she went back South 

To get three hundred others

She ran for her freedom nineteen times

To save Black sisters and brothers

Harriet Tubman didn’t take no stuff

Wasn’t scared of nothing neither

Didn’t come in this world to be no slave

And didn’t stay one either

     And didn’t stay one either
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Big Mama by Karama Fufuka

From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
Big Mama is my grandmother.

She lives down South.

When we go to visit her

we eat grits and sausage and 

pork chops and eggs for breakfast,

and we get up real early.

Big Mama has a great big yard

and a swing on her porch.

Big Mama has a dog that catches

rabbits and at night

the stars are very bright. 
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Giant Children by Brod Bagert

From Giant Children
Psst! Listen very closely,

There’s something you should know.

It’s all about a giant school

Where giant children go.

Pages turn at giant speed

As giant children learn to read.

And giant brains are really quick

When working on arithmetic.

They pound the beat on giant drums 

And finger paint with giant thumbs, 

Sing giant songs with giant lips

And boogie-dance with giant hips.

Giant shoes on giant feet

And giant giggles when they meet.

I watch them hour after hour, 

Giant kids with giant power. 

I’m just the classroom hamster

But I promise you it’s true—

This is the school where giants go,

And the giant kids are YOU.
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Heart Stopper by Brod Bagert

From Giant Children
I’m standing on the stage,
The play’s about to start,

And the only sound I hear

Is the pounding of my heart.

It was everything I wanted—

My fantasy…my goal.

So I tried out for this play

And I got the leading role. 

I learned my lines, I practiced,

I came so very far,

I dreamed about this moment—

I was going to be the STAR!

So here I am on stage, 

And the play’s about to start. 

My life was so much simpler

Before I got this part.
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Wall Marks by Shel Silverstein

From Every Thing On It
Those scratchy marks there on the wall, 

They show how short I used to be.

They rise until they get this tall,

And Mama keeps reminding me

The way my dad would take his pen

And as I stood there, stiff and straight,

He’d put a ruler on my head

And mark the spot and write the date.

She says that it’s my history, 

But I don’t understand at all

Just why she cries each time she sees

Those scratchy marks there on the wall. 
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Miscellaneous
Some Opposites by Richard Wilbur

From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
The opposite of standing still
Is walking up or down a hill,
Running backwards, creeping, crawling,

Leaping off a cliff and falling,

Turning somersaults in gravel,
Or any other mode of travel.

The opposite of a doughnut? Wait

A minute while I meditate.

This isn’t easy. Ah, I’ve found it!

A cookie with a hole around it.
What is the opposite of two?
A lonely me, a lonely you.
The opposite of a cloud could be

A white reflection in the sea,
Or a huge blueness in the air,
Caused by a cloud’s not being there. 

The opposite of opposite?

That’s much too difficult. I quit.
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The Swing by Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Family of Poems: My Favorite Poetry for Children
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!”
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The Mask by Dakari Kamau Hru

From Make a Joyful Sound: Poems for Children
I have a tribal mask
That brings up all my pride

I have a tribal mask

I feel so Black inside

Carved in fine mahogany

A face so dignified 

I have a tribal mask 

That brings up all my pride

Tribal markings on the forehead

And the nose and chin

High cheekbones in charcoal tones

Link me to my kin 

When my mask is on my face

My ancestors call my name 

When my mask is on my face 

I know from whence I came

Though they’re in the spirit world 

They guide me just the same

When my mask is on my face

My ancestors call my name

Antique face with Bantu voice

Channeled through my space-age soul

Tribal elders speak through me

To get their story told

When I look out through the eyes
I see the Inbeleko* dance

When I look out through the eyes

I sense that it’s my chance

To join in, leap and spin

And stomp into a trance

When I look out through the eyes

I see the Imbeleko dance

Dance for joy! A baby boy! 

Beat that talking drum

The father names him Nkosi

And holds him to the sun

*Xhosa word for celebration of childbirth. 

Xhosa are a southern African people. 
The spirit in the mask

Is my grandmother gone away

The spirit in the mask

Is here with me today

“Bring him here ‘cause he’s my 

    chile!”

She always used to say 

The spirit in the mask

Is my grandmother—


         here to stay!
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