
 



Poems by People  

1.A Happy Child  

 

My house is red - a little house 
A happy child am I. 
I laugh and play the whole day long, 
I hardly ever cry. 

I have a tree, a green, green tree, 
To shade me from the sun; 
And under it I often sit, 
When all my play is done. 

 

 

2.A Light Exists  

2.A Light Exists  



 

A Light exists in Spring 
Not present on the Year 
At any other period — 
When March is scarcely here 

A Color stands abroad 
On Solitary Fields 
That Science cannot overtake 
But Human Nature feels. 

It waits upon the Lawn, 
It shows the furthest Tree 
Upon the furthest Slope you know 
It almost speaks to you. 

Then as Horizons step 
Or Noons report away 
Without the Formula of sound 
It passes and we stay — 

A quality of loss 
Affecting our Content 
As Trade had suddenly encroached 
Upon a Sacrament. 

 

 

 

3.A Prayer For My Daughter  



 

Once more the storm is howling, and half hid 
Under this cradle-hood and coverlid 
My child sleeps on. There is no obstacle 
But Gregory's Wood and one bare hill 
Whereby the haystack and roof-levelling wind, 
Bred on the Atlantic, can be stayed; 
And for an hour I have walked and prayed 
Because of the great gloom that is in my mind. 

I have walked and prayed for this young child an 
hour, 
And heard the sea-wind scream upon the tower, 
And under the arches of the bridge, and scream 
In the elms above the flooded stream; 
Imagining in excited reverie 
That the future years had come 
Dancing to a frenzied drum 
Out of the murderous innocence of the sea. 

May she be granted beauty, and yet not 
Beauty to make a stranger's eye distraught, 
Or hers before a looking-glass; for such, 
Being made beautiful overmuch, 
Consider beauty a sufficient end, 
Lose natural kindness, and maybe 
The heart-revealing intimacy 
That chooses right, and never find a friend. 

Helen, being chosen, found life flat and dull, 
And later had much trouble from a fool; 
While that great Queen that rose out of the spray, 



Being fatherless, could have her way, 
Yet chose a bandy-leggèd smith for man. 
It's certain that fine women eat 
A crazy salad with their meat 
Whereby the Horn of Plenty is undone. 

In courtesy I'd have her chiefly learned; 
Hearts are not had as a gift, but hearts are earned 
By those that are not entirely beautiful. 
Yet many, that have played the fool 
For beauty's very self, has charm made wise; 
And many a poor man that has roved, 
Loved and thought himself beloved, 
From a glad kindness cannot take his eyes. 

May she become a flourishing hidden tree, 
That all her thoughts may like the linnet be, 
And have no business but dispensing round 
Their magnanimities of sound; 
Nor but in merriment begin a chase, 
Nor but in merriment a quarrel. 
Oh, may she live like some green laurel 
Rooted in one dear perpetual place. 

My mind, because the minds that I have loved, 
The sort of beauty that I have approved, 
Prosper but little, has dried up of late, 
Yet knows that to be choked with hate 
May well be of all evil chances chief. 
If there's no hatred in a mind 
Assault and battery of the wind 
Can never tear the linnet from the leaf. 



An intellectual hatred is the worst, 
So let her think opinions are accursed. 
Have I not seen the loveliest woman born 
Out of the mouth of Plenty's horn, 
Because of her opinionated mind 
Barter that horn and every good 
By quiet natures understood 
For an old bellows full of angry wind? 

Considering that, all hatred driven hence, 
The soul recovers radical innocence 
And learns at last that it is self-delighting, 
Self-appeasing, self-affrighting, 
And that its own sweet will is heaven's will, 
She can, though every face should scowl 
And every windy quarter howl 
Or every bellows burst, be happy still. 

And may her bridegroom bring her to a house 
Where all's accustomed, ceremonious; 
For arrogance and hatred are the wares 
Peddled in the thoroughfares. 
How but in custom and in ceremony 
Are innocence and beauty born? 
Ceremony's a name for the rich horn, 
And custom for the spreading laurel tree. 

 

 

4.Adventures Of Isabel 

 



Isabel met an enormous bear, 

Isabel, Isabel, didn't care; 

The bear was hungry, the bear was ravenous, 

The bear's big mouth was cruel and cavernous. 

The bear said, Isabel, glad to meet you, 

How do, Isabel, now I'll eat you! 

Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry. 

Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 

She washed her hands and she straightened her hair 

up, 

Then Isabel quietly ate the bear up. 

Once in a night as black as pitch 

Isabel met a wicked old witch. 

the witch's face was cross and wrinkled, 

The witch's gums with teeth were sprinkled. 

Ho, ho, Isabel! the old witch crowed, 

I'll turn you into an ugly toad! 

Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry, 

Isabel didn't scream or scurry, 

She showed no rage and she showed no rancor, 

But she turned the witch into milk and drank her. 

Isabel met a hideous giant, 

Isabel continued self reliant. 

The giant was hairy, the giant was horrid, 

He had one eye in the middle of his forhead. 

Good morning, Isabel, the giant said, 

I'll grind your bones to make my bread. 

Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry, 

Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 

She nibled the zwieback that she always fed off, 

And when it was gone, she cut the giant's head off. 

Isabel met a troublesome doctor, 



He punched and he poked till he really shocked her. 

The doctor's talk was of coughs and chills 

And the doctor's satchel bulged with pills. 

The doctor said unto Isabel, 

Swallow this, it will make you well. 

Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry, 

Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 

She took those pills from the pill concocter, 

And Isabel calmly cured the doctor. 

 

 

5.Allie 

 



Allie, call the birds in, 
The birds from the sky. 
Allie calls, Allie sings, 
Down they all fly. 
First there came 
Two white doves 
Then a sparrow from his nest, 
Then a clucking bantam hen, 
Then a robin red-breast. 

Allie, call the beasts in, 
The beasts, every one. 
Allie calls, Allie sings, 
In they all run. 
First there came 
Two black lambs, 
Then a grunting Berkshire sow, 
Then a dog without a tail, 
Then a red and white cow. 

Allie, call the fish up, 
The fish from the stream. 
Allie calls, Allie sings, 
Up they all swim. 
First there came 
Two gold fish, 
A minnow and a miller's thumb, 
Then a pair of loving trout, 
Then the twisted eels come. 

Allie, call the children, 
Children from the green. 
Allie calls, Allie sings, 



Soon they run in. 
First there came 
Tom and Madge, 
Kate and I who'll not forget 
How we played by the water's edge 
Till the April sun set. 

 

6.Prairea Dog town  

 



Old Peter Prairie-dog 
Builds him a house 
In Prairie-Dog Town, 
With a door that goes down 
And down and down, 
And a hall that goes under 
And under and under, 
Where you can't see the lightning, 
You can't hear the thunder, 
For they don't like thunder 
In Prairie-Dog Town. 

Old Peter Prairie-Dog 
Digs him a cellar 
In Prairie-Dog Town, 
With a ceiling that is arched 
And a wall that is round, 
And the earth he takes out he makes into a mound. 
And the hall and the cellar 
Are dark as dark, 
And you can't see a spark, 
Not a single spark; 
And the way to them cannot be found. 

Old Peter Prairie-Dog 
Knows a very clever trick 
Of behaving like a stick 
When he hears a sudden sound, 
Like an old dead stick; 
And when you turn your head 
He'll jump quick, quick, 
And be another stick 
When you look around. 



It is a clever trick, 
And it keeps him safe and sound 
In the cellar and the halls 
That are under the mound 
In Prairie-Dog Town. 

 

7.Won`t you  

 



Barbara's eyes are blue as azure, 

But she is in love with Freddy. 

Karen's sweet, but Harry has her. 

Gentle Jane is going steady. 

Carol hates me. So does May. 

Abigail will not be mine. 

Nancy lives too far away... 

Won't you be my Valentine? 

 

 

8.The Fisherman 

 



The fisherman goes out at dawn 
When every one's abed, 
And from the bottom of the sea 
Draws up his daily bread. 

His life is strange; half on the shore 
And half upon the sea -- 
Not quite a fish, and yet not quite 
The same as you and me. 

The fisherman has curious eyes; 
They make you feel so queer, 
As if they had seen many things 
Of wonder and of fear. 

They're like the sea on foggy days, -- 
Not gray, nor yet quite blue; 
They 're like the wondrous tales he tells 
Not quite -- yet maybe -- true. 

He knows so much of boats and tides, 
Of winds and clouds and sky! 
But when I tell of city things, 
He sniffs and shuts one eye! 

 

 

 

9.Rathers 

 



I know very well what I'd rather be 
If I didn't always have to be me! 
I'd rather be an owl, 
A downy feathered owl, 
A wink-ity, blink-ity, yellow-eyed owl 
In a hole in a hollow tree. 
I'd take my dinner in chipmunk town, 
And wouldn't I gobble the field mice down, 
If I were a wink-ity, blink-ity owl, 
And didn't always have to be me! 

I know very well what I'd like to do 
If I didn't have to do what I do! 
I'd go and be a woodpecker, 
A rap-ity, tap-ity, red-headed woodpecker 
In the top of a tall old tree. 
And I'd never take a look 
At a lesson or a book, 
And I'd scold like a pirate on the sea, 
If I only had to do what I like to do, 
And didn't always have to be me! 

Or else I'd be an antelope, 
A pronghorned antelope, 
With lots of other antelope 
Skimming like a cloud on a wire-grass plian. 
A bounding, bouncing antelope, 
You'd never get me back to my desk again! 

Or I might be a puma, 
A singe-colored puma, 
A slinking, sly-foot puma 
As fierce as fierce could be! 



And I'd wait by the waterholes where antelope drink 
In the cool of the morning 
And I do 
not 
think 
That ever any antelope could get away from me. 

But if I were a hunter, 
A red Indian hunter - 
I'd like to be a hunter, - 
I'd have a bow made of juniper wood 
From a lightning-blasted tree, 
And I'd creep and I'd creep on that puma asleep 
A flint tipped arrow, 
An eagle feathered arrow, 
For a puma kills calves and a puma kills sheep, 
And he'd never eat any more antelope 
If he once met up with me!  

 

10.I`d love to be a fairy`s child  

 



Children born of fairy stock 
Never need for shirt or frock, 
Never want for food or fire, 
Always get their heart's desire: 
Jingle pockets full of gold, 
Marry when they're seven years old. 
Every fairy child may keep 
Two strong ponies and ten sheep; 
All have houses, each his own, 
Built of brick or granite stone; 
They live on cherries, they run wild-- 
I'd love to be a Fairy's child. 

 

11.Puppy and i 
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