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Fish 
By: Mary Ann Hoberman 

 

Look at them flit  

Lickety-split  

Wiggling  

Swiggling  

Swerving  

Curving  

Hurrying  

Scurrying  

Chasing  

Racing  

Whizzing  

Whisking  

Flying  

Frisking  

Tearing around  

With a leap and a bound  

But none of them making the tiniest  

                                              tiniest  

                                                 tiniest  

                                                    tiniest  

                                                       tiniest  

                                                          sound 
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The Owl and the Pussy-Cat 
By: Edward Lear 

 
The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 
In a beautiful pea-green boat, 
They took some honey, and plenty of money, 
Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 
The Owl looked up to the stars above, 
And sang to a small guitar, 
"O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love, 
What a beautiful Pussy you are, 
You are, 
You are! 
What a beautiful Pussy you are!" 

 
 

Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl! 
How charmingly sweet you sing! 
O let us be married! too long we have tarried: 
But what shall we do for a ring?" 
They sailed away, for a year and a day, 
To the land where the Bong-Tree grows 
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood 
With a ring at the end of his nose, 
His nose, 
His nose, 
With a ring at the end of his nose. 

  



I know All The Sounds The Animals Make 

By: Jack Prelutsky 

 

I know all the sounds that the animals make, 

And make them all day from the moment I wake, 

I roar like a mouse, and I purr like a moose, 

I hoot like a duck and I moo like a goose. 

 

I squeak like a cat and I quack like a frog, 

I oink like a bear, and I honk like a hog. 

I croak like a cow, and I bark like a bee. 

No wonder the animals marvel at me! 

 

  



The Pasture 
By: Robert Frost 

 
I'm going out to clean the pasture spring;  
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away  
(And wait to watch the water clear, I may):  
I sha'n't be gone long.—You come too.  
 
 

I'm going out to fetch the little calf  
That's standing by the mother. It's so young,  
It totters when she licks it with her tongue.  
I sha'n't be gone long.—You come too.  

  



The Purple Cow 
By: Gelett Burgess 

 
 

I never saw a Purple Cow, 

I never hope to see one; 

But I can tell you, anyhow, 

I'd rather see than be one.  



SQUIRREL 
By: Mary Ann Hoberman 

Grey squirrel 
                  Small beast 
Storing up a winter's feast, 
Hides a hundred nuts at least. 

Nook and cranny stocked with seed 
Tucked away for winter's need. 
Acorns stuck in hole and crack. 
Will he ever get them back? 

When the snow is piled up high 
And the year is at December, 
Can he really still remember 
Where he hid them in September? 

I have watched him from my window 
And he always seems to know 
Where the food he hid is waiting 
Buried deep beneath the snow. 

And I wonder 
                  (Do you wonder?) 
How he knows where he must go. 


