
RAIN 

By Robert Louis Stevenson 

 

The rain is raining all around 

It falls on field and tree 

It rains on the umbrellas here  

And on the ships at sea. 

 

 

 

I’M GLAD I’M ME 

By Jack Prelutsky 

 

I’m glad I’m me, 

There’s no one else I want to be. 

I’m happy I’m the person who 

Can do the things that I do. 

 

If I were someone else, then I 

Would feel so strange, I’d wonder why. 

I’m positive that I’d be sad - 

But I am me, and I am glad. 

 

 

 

 



MY FAVORITE WORD 

By Lucia and James L Hymes, Jr. 

 

There is one word - 

My favorite - 

The very, very best. 

It isn’t No or Maybe. 

It’s Yes, Yes, Yes, Yes, YES! 

 

“Yes, you may,” and 

“Yes, of course,” and 

“Yes, please help yourself.” 

And when I want a piece of cake, 

“Why, yes. It’s on the shelf.” 

 

Some candy? “Yes.” 

A cookie? “Yes.” 

A movie? “Yes, we’ll go.” 

 

I love it when they say my word: 

Yes, Yes, YES! (Not no.) 

 

 

 

 

 



THE SPAGHETTI NUT 

By Jack Prelutsky 

 

Eddie the spaghetti nut 

Courted pretty Nettie Cutt. 

They wed and Ed and Nettie got 

A cottage in Connecticut. 

 

Eddie said to Nettie, “Hot 

Spaghetti I’ve just got to get.” 

So Nettie put it in a pot 

And cooked spaghetti hot and wet. 

 

Nettie cut spaghetti up 

For Eddie in Connecticut. 

Eddie slurped it from a cup, 

That hot spaghetti Nettie cut. 

 

Then Eddie, Nettie, and their cat 

That Nettie called spaghettipet 

All sat in the spaghetti vat -  

So much for their spaghettiquette. 

 

 

 

 



 

AUTUMN LEAVES 

By Aileen Fisher 

 

One of the nicest beds I know 

Isn’t a bed of soft white snow, 

Isn’t a bed of cool, green grass 

After the noisy mowers pass, 

Isn’t a bed of yellow hay 

Making me itch for half a day- 

But autumn leaves in a pile that high, 

Deep, and smelling like fall, and dry, 

That’s the bed where I like to lie 

And watch the flutters go by. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SNEEZE 

By Maxine Kumin 

 

There’s a 

Sort of a  

Tickle 

The size of a  

Nickel, 

Abit like the prickle 

Of sweet-sour pickle, 

 

It’s a quivery 

Shiver 

The shape of a sliver, 

Like eels in a  

River, 

 

A kind of a  

Wiggle 

That starts as a  

Jiggle 

And joggles 

Its way to a tease, 

 

 

 



Which I  

Cannot 

Supress 

Any longer, 

I guess, 

So pardon me, 

Please, 

While I  

Sneeze. 

 

RABBIT 

By Mary Ann Hoberman 

 

A rabbit 

Bit 

A little bit 

An itty-bitty 

Little bit of beet. 

Then bit 

By bit 

He bit 

Because he liked the taste of it. 

But when he bit a wee bit more 

It was more bitter than before. 

“This beet is bitter!” 

Rabbit cried. 



“I feel a bit unwell inside!” 

But when he bit 

Another bite, that bit of beet 

Seemed quite alright. 

Besides, 

When all is said and done, 

Better bitter beet 

Than none. 

 

 

RAIN OF LEAVES 

By Aileen Fisher 

 

It’s raining big, 

it’s raining small, 

it’s raining autumn leaves 

in fall. 

 

It’s raining gold 

and red and brown 

as autumn leaves 

come raining down. 

 

 

 

 



SPRING RAIN 

By Marchette Chute 

 

The storm came up so very quick 

it couldn’t have been quicker. 

I should have brought my hat along, 

I should have brought my slicker. 

 

My hair is wet, my feet are wet, 

I couldn’t be much wetter. 

I fell into a river once 

But this is even better. 

 

 

 

THE MUDDY PUDDLE  

By Dennis Lee 

 

I am sitting 

In the middle 

Of a rather Muddy 

Puddle, 

With my bottom 

Full of bubbles 

And my rubbers 

Full of Mud, 

 



While my jacket 

And my sweater 

Go on slowly 

Getting wetter 

As I very 

Slowly settle 

To the Bottom 

Of the Mud. 

 

And I find that 

What a person 

With a puddle 

Round his middle 

Thinks of mostly 

In the muddle  

Is the Muddi- 

Ness of Mud. 

 

 

 

I’M GLAD 

By Anonymous 

 

I’m glad the sky is painted blue, 

   And the earth is painted green, 

With such a lot of nice fresh air  

   All sandwiched in between. 

 



ANIMAL CRACKERS 

By Christopher Morley 

 

Animal crackers, and cocoa to drink, 

That is the finest of suppers, I think; 

When I’m grown up and can have what I please  

I think I shall always insist upon these. 

 

What do you choose when you’re offered a treat? 

When Mother says, “What would you like best to eat?” 

Is it waffles and syrup, or cinnamon toast? 

It’s cocoa and animals that I love the most! 

 

RAINBOWS 

By Nicola Davies 

 

When the sun shines through the rain, 

watch out for rainbows! 

 

Sunlight’s made of colors- 

red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet- 

all mixed together. 

 

But when sunlight shines through rain, 

the raindrops can unmix the colors. 

Then… watch out for rainbows 



BOOKS 

By Eloise Greenfield 

 

I’ve got  

books on the bunk bed  

books on the chair 

books on the couch and every old where 

 

But I want more books 

I just can’t get enough 

want more books about 

All kinds of stuff, like 

Jackie’s troubles, Raymond’s joys 

Rabbits, kangaroos, Girls and Boys 

Mountains, valley, Winter, spring 

Campfires, vampires 

 

Every old thing 

I want to  

Lie down on my bunk bed 

 

Lean back in  

my chair  

Curl up on the  

couch 

And every old  

where 

And  

read 

more 

books! 


