
Poetry for Children 

Bird Talk 

Aileen Fisher 

 

“Think…” said the robin, 

“Think…” said the jay, 

sitting in the garden, 

talking one day. 

 

“Think about people- 

The way they grow; 

They don’t have feathers 

at all, you know.” 

 

“They don’t eat beetles, 

they don’t grow wings, 

they don’t like sitting  

on wires and things.” 

 

“Think…” said the robin. 

“Think!” said the jay. 

“Aren’t people funny 

to be that way?” 

Primary Speech Arts Readings 



All Things Bright and Beautiful 

Cecil Frances Alexander 

 

All things bright and beautiful, 

All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful, 

The Lord God made them all. 

 

Each little flower that opens, 

Each little bird that sings,  

He made their glowing colours,  

He made their tiny wings. 

 

The purple-headed mountain, 

The river running by, 

The sunset, and the morning,  

That brightens up the sky. 

 

The cold wind in the winter, 

The pleasant summer sun, 

The ripe fruits in the garden,    

He made them every one.  

 

He gave us eyes to see them, 

And lips that we might tell 

How great is God Almighty, 

Who has made all things well. 

        

Good Night Prayer 
Henry Johnstone  

 

Father, unto Thee I pray 

Thou hast guarded me all day;  

Safe I am while in Thy sight, 

Safely let me sleep tonight. 

 

Bless my friends, the whole world bless; 

Help me to learn helpfulness; 

Keep me ever in Thy sight; 

So to all I say goodnight. 

 

 

 

Home! You’re Where It’s Warm Inside 

Jack Prelutsky 

 

Home! You are a special place;  

you’re where I wake and wash my face,  

brush my teeth and comb my hair, 

change my socks and underwear, 

clean my ears and blows my nose,  

try on all my parents’ clothes. 

 

Home! You’re where it’s warm inside,   

where my tears are gently dried, 

where I’m comforted and fed, 

where I’m forced to go to bed, 

where there’s always love to spare; 

Home! I’m glad that you are there. 

 

Bed In Summer 
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 Secret Song 

Margaret Wise Brown 

 

Who saw the petals 

drop from the rose? 

I, said the spider, 

But nobody knows. 

 

Who saw the sunset 

flash on a bird? 

I, said the fish,  

But nobody heard.  

 

Who saw the fog 

come over the sea?  

I, said the pigeon,  

Only me. 

 

Who saw the first 

green light of the sun? 

I, said the night owl, 

The only one. 

 

Who saw the moss 

creep over the stone? 

I, said the gray fox, 

All alone. 

 

Who Has Seen the Wind? 

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 leaves bow down their heads, 

The wind is passing by. 

The Little Turtle  

Vachel Lindsay 

 

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. 

 

Mice 

Rose Fyleman 

 

I think mice 

Are rather nice. 

Their tails are long, 

Their faces small, 

They haven’t any  

Chins at all. 

Their ears are pink, 

Their teeth are white, 

They run about 

The house at night. 

They nibble things 

They shouldn’t touch 

And no one seems 

To like them much. 

But I think mice 

Are nice. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Bug 

Marjorie Barrows 

 

And when the rain had gone away 

And it was shining everywhere, 

I ran out on the walk to play 

And found a little bug was there. 

 

And he was running  just as fast 

As any little bug could run, 

Until he stopped for breath at last, 

All black and shiny in the sun. 

 

And then he chirped a song to me 

And gave his wings a little tug, 

And that’s the way he showed that he 

Was very glad to be a bug! 






