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Monday’s Child

Monday’s child is fair of face,
Tuesday’s child is full of grace,
Wednesday’s child is full of woe,
Thursday’s child has far to go,
Friday’s child is loving and giving,
Saturday’s child works hard for a living,
But the child who is born on the Sabbath day
Is bonny and blithe, and good and gay.

Anonymous
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Hush Little Baby

Hush, little baby, don’t say a word,
Papa’s gonna buy you a mockingbird.

And if that mockingbird won’t sing,
Papa’s gonna buy you a diamond ring.

And if that diamond ring turns brass,
Papa’s gonna buy you a looking glass.

And if that looking glass gets broke,
Papa’s gonna buy you a billy goat.

And if that billy goat won’t pull,
Papa’s gonna buy you a cart and bull.

And if that cart and bull fall down,
You’ll still be the sweetest little baby in town.

Anonymous
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Star Light, Star Bright

Star light, star bright,
First star I see tonight,

I wish I may, I wish I might,
Have the wish I wish tonight.

Anonymous



Classical Poems for Children 5

Whether the Weather Be Fine

Whether the weather be fine,
Or whether the weather be not,
Whether the weather be cold,
Or whether the weather be hot,

We’ll weather the weather,
Whatever the weather,

Whether we like it or not.

Anonymous
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How Doth the Little Crocodile

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!

Lewis Carroll
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Jemima

There was a little girl, and she wore a little curl
Right down the middle of her forehead.

When she was good she was very, very, good,
And when she was bad, she was horrid!

One day she went upstairs, while her parents, unawares,
In the kitchen down below were occupied with meals,
And she stood upon her head, on her little truckle bed,

And she then began hurraying with her heels.

Her mother heard the noise, and thought it was the boys
A-playing at a combat in the attic,

But when she climbed the stair and saw Jemima there,
She took and she did whip her most emphatic.

Anonymous
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What Are Heavy?

What are heavy? Sea-sand and sorrow:
What are brief? Today and tomorrow:

What are frail? Spring blossoms and youth:
What are deep? The ocean and truth.

Christina Rosetti
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Eldorado

Gaily bedight,
A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,

Singing a song,
In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old—
This knight so bold—

And o’er his heart a shadow—
Fell as he found

No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength
Failed him at length,

He met a pilgrim shadow—
”Shadow,” said he,
”Where can it be—

This land of Eldorado?”

”Over the Mountains
Of the Moon,

Down the Valley of the Shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,”
The shade replied—

”If you seek for Eldorado!”

Edgar Allan Poe
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Windy Nights

Whenever the moon and stars are set,
Whenever the wind is high,

All night long in the dark and wet,
A man goes riding by.

Late in the night when the fires are out,
Why does he gallop and gallop about?

Whenever the trees are crying aloud,
And ships are tossed at sea,

By, on the highway, low and loud,
By at the gallop goes he.

By at the gallop he goes, and then
By he comes back at the gallop again.

Robert Louis Stevenson



Classical Poems for Children 11

Hurt No Living Thing

Hurt no living thing:
Ladybird, nor butterfly,

Nor moth with dusty wing,
Nor cricket chirping cheerily,

Nor grasshopper so light of leap,
Nor dancing gnat, nor beetle fat,
Nor harmless worms that creep.

Christina Rosetti
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A Child’s Thought

At seven, when I go to bed,
I find such pictures in my head:

Castles with dragons prowling round,
Gardens with magic fruit are found;

Fair ladies prisoned in a tower,
Or lost in an enchanted bower;

While gallant horsemen ride by streams
That border all this land of dreams

I find, so clearly in my head
At seven, when I go to bed.

Robert Louis Stevenson
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Silver

Slowly, silently, now the moon
Walks the night in her silver shoon;

This way, and that, she peers, and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trees;

One by one the casements catch
Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;

Couched in his kennel, like a log,
With paws of silver sleeps the dog;

From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep
Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep;
A harvest mouse goes scampering by,
With silver claws and a silver eye;

And moveless fish in the water gleam,
By silver reeds in a silver stream.

Walter de la Mare
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From A Railway Carriage

Faster than fairies, faster than witches,
Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches;

And charging along like troops in a battle,
All through the meadows, the horses and cattle:

All of the sights of the hill and the plain
Fly as thick as driving rain;

And ever again, in the wink of an eye,
Painted stations whistle by.

Here is a child who clambers and scrambles,
All by himself and gathering brambles;
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;

And there is the green for stringing the daisies!
Here is a cart run away on the road
Lumping along with man and load;

And here is a mill and there is a river:
Each a glimpse and gone forever!

Robert Louis Stevenson
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The Lake Isle of Innisfree

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,

And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there,
for peace comes dropping slow,

Dropping from the veils of the morning
to where the cricket sings;

There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,

I hear it in the deep heart’s core.

William Butler Yeats
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The Year’s at the Spring

The year’s at the spring,
And day’s at the morn;
Morning’s at seven;

The hillside’s dew-pearled;
The lark’s on the wing;
The snail’s on the thorn;
God’s in His heaven—

All’s right with the world!

Robert Browning
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Sea Fever

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the
sky,

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;
And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white

sail’s shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn breaking.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running
tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls
crying.

I must down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,
To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like

a whetted knife;
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s

over.

John Masefield
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Stopping by Woods on a
Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep.

Robert Frost
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An Old Woman of the Roads
O, to have a little house!

To own the hearth and stool and all!
The heaped up sods upon the fire,
The pile of turf against the wall!

To have a clock with weights and chains
And pendulum swinging up and down!
A dresser filled with shining delph,

Speckled and white and blue and brown!

I could be busy all the day
Clearing and sweeping hearth and floor,

And fixing on their shelf again
My white and blue and speckled store!

I could be quiet there at night
Beside the fire and by myself,
Sure of a bed and loth to leave

The ticking clock and the shining delph!

Och! but I’m weary of mist and dark,
And roads where there’s never a house nor bush,

And tired I am of bog and road,
And the crying wind and the lonesome hush!

And I am praying to God on high,
And I am praying Him night and day,
For a little house - house of my own
Out of the wind’s and the rain’s way.

Pádraic Colum
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I See His Blood upon the Rose

I see his blood upon the rose
And in the stars the glory of his eyes,
His body gleams amid eternal snows,

His tears fall from the skies.

I see his face in every flower;
The thunder and the singing of the birds
Are but his voice-and carven by his power

Rocks are his written words.

All pathways by his feet are worn,
His strong heart stirs the ever-beating sea,

His crown of thorns is twined with every thorn,
His cross is every tree.

Joseph Mary Plunkett



22 Classical Poems for Children

The Road Not Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

Robert Frost



Classical Poems for Children 23

Pied Beauty

Glory be to God for dappled things—
For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;

For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;

Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow, and plough;
And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise him.

Gerard Manley Hopkins
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St Patrick’s Breastplate

I bind unto myself today
the strong name of the Trinity
by invocation of the same,

the Three in One and One in Three.

I bind unto myself today
the power of God to hold and lead,

God’s eye to watch, God’s might to stay,
God’s ear to hearken to my need,
the wisdom of my God to teach,

God’s hand to guide, God’s shield to ward,
the word of God to give me speech,
God’s heavenly host to be my guard.

Christ be with me, Christ within me,
Christ behind me, Christ before me,
Christ beside me, Christ to win me,
Christ to comfort and restore me.

Christ beneath me, Christ above me,
Christ in quiet, Christ in danger,

Christ in hearts of all that love me,
Christ in mouth of friend and stranger.

I bind unto myself the name,
the strong name of the Trinity
by invocation of the same,

the Three in One and One in Three,
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of whom all nature has creation,
eternal Father, Spirit, Word.

Praise to the Lord of my salvation;
salvation is of Christ the Lord!
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He Wishes for the Clothes of
Heaven

Had I the heaven’s embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half-light;

I would spread the cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;
I have spread my dreams under your feet;

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

William Butler Yeats
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