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Words Free As Confetti 
By: Pat Mora 

 
 

Come, words, come in your every color.  
I’ll toss you in storm or breeze.  
I’ll say, say, say you,  
Taste you sweet as plump plums,  
bitter as old lemons,  
I’ll sniff you, words, warm  
as almonds or tart as apple-red,  
feel you green  
and soft as new grass,  
lightweight as dandelion plumes,  
or thorngray as cactus,  
heavy as black cement,  
cold blue as icicles,  
warm as abuelita’s yellowlap.  
I’ll hear you, words, loud as searoar’s  
Purple crash, hushed  
as gatitos curled in sleep,  
as the last goldlullaby.  
I’ll see you long and dark as tunnels,  
bright as rainbows,  
playful as chestnutwind.  
I’ll watch you, words, rise and dance and spin.  
I’ll say, say, say you  
in English,  
in Spanish,  
I’ll find you.  
Hold you.  
Toss you.  
I’m free too.  
I say yo soy libre,  
I am free  
free, free,  
free as confetti. 



Against Idleness and Mischief 

How doth the little busy Bee 
   Improve each shining Hour, 

And gather Honey all the day    
From every opening Flower! 

 
How skilfully she builds her Cell! 

   How neat she spreads the Wax! 
And labors hard to store it well 

   With the sweet food she makes. 
 

In works of Labor or of skill 
   I would be busy too: 

For Satan finds some mischief still 
   For idle hands to do. 

 
In books, or work, or healthful play 

   Let my first years be past, 
That I may give for every Day 
   Some good account at last. 

Isaac Watts  



How Doth The Little Crocodile 
By: Lewis Carroll 

 

 

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! 

 

"How Doth the Little Crocodile" is a 

parody of the moralistic poem 

"Against Idleness and Mischief" by 

Isaac Watts, [1] which is what Alice was 

originally trying to recite. Watts' poem 

begins "How doth the little busy bee 

..." and uses the bee as a model of 

hard work. In Carroll's parody, the 

crocodile's corresponding "virtues" 

are deception and predation, themes 

which recur throughout Alice's 

adventures in both books, and 

especially in the poems.   

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parody
http://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Against_Idleness_and_Mischief
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Isaac_Watts
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/How_Doth_the_Little_Crocodile#cite_note-1


The Star 
TWINKLE, twinkle, little star,  
How I wonder what you are !  
Up above the world so high,  
Like a diamond in the sky.  

 
When the blazing sun is gone,  
When he nothing shines upon,  
Then you show your little light,  
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.  

 
Then the trav'ller in the dark,  
Thanks you for your tiny spark,  
He could not see which way to go,  
If you did not twinkle so.  

 
In the dark blue sky you keep,  
And often thro' my curtains peep,  
For you never shut your eye,  
Till the sun is in the sky.  

 
'Tis your bright and tiny spark,  
Lights the trav'ller in the dark :  
Tho' I know not what you are,  
Twinkle, twinkle, little star.  

                                     Ann & Jane Taylor  



 
Twinkle, Twinkle Little Bat 

By: Lewis Carroll 
 

Twinkle, twinkle, little bat! 
How I wonder what you're at! 

Up above the world you fly, 
Like a tea tray in the sky. 

Twinkle, twinkle, little bat! 
How I wonder what you're at!  

     Recited By: The Mad Hatter 
         In The Classic Alice In Wonderland   

 
  



 

By: Mary Howitt 

 

Will you walk into my parlour?" said the Spider to the Fly,  

'Tis the prettiest little parlour that ever you did spy;  

The way into my parlour is up a winding stair,  

And I've a many curious things to shew when you are there."  

Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "to ask me is in vain,  

For who goes up your winding stair can ne'er come down again."  

 

 

"I'm sure you must be weary, dear, with soaring up so high;  

Will you rest upon my little bed?" said the Spider to the Fly.  

"There are pretty curtains drawn around; the sheets are fine and thin,  

And if you like to rest awhile, I'll snugly tuck you in!"  

Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "for I've often heard it said,  

They never, never wake again, who sleep upon your bed!"  

 

 

Said the cunning Spider to the Fly, "Dear friend what can I do,  

To prove the warm affection I've always felt for you?  

I have within my pantry, good store of all that's nice;  

I'm sure you're very welcome -- will you please to take a slice?"  

"Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "kind Sir, that cannot be,  

I've heard what's in your pantry, and I do not wish to see!"  

 

 

"Sweet creature!" said the Spider, "you're witty and you're wise,  

How handsome are your gauzy wings, how brilliant are your eyes!  

I've a little looking-glass upon my parlour shelf,  

If you'll step in one moment, dear, you shall behold yourself."  

"I thank you, gentle sir," she said, "for what you 're pleased to say,  

And bidding you good morning now, I'll call another day."  



 

 

The Spider turned him round about, and went into his den,  

For well he knew the silly Fly would soon come back again:  

So he wove a subtle web, in a little corner sly,  

And set his table ready, to dine upon the Fly.  

Then he came out to his door again, and merrily did sing,  

"Come hither, hither, pretty Fly, with the pearl and silver wing;  

Your robes are green and purple -- there's a crest upon your head;  

Your eyes are like the diamond bright, but mine are dull as lead!"  

 

Alas, alas! how very soon this silly little Fly,  

Hearing his wily, flattering words, came slowly flitting by;  

With buzzing wings she hung aloft, then near and nearer drew,  

Thinking only of her brilliant eyes, and green and purple hue --  

Thinking only of her crested head -- poor foolish thing! At last,  

Up jumped the cunning Spider, and fiercely held her fast.  

He dragged her up his winding stair, into his dismal den,  

Within his little parlor -- but she ne'er came out again!  

 

 

And now dear little children, who may this story read,  

To idle, silly flattering words, I pray you ne'er give heed:  

Unto an evil counsellor, close heart and ear and eye,  

And take a lesson from this tale, of the Spider and the Fly. 

  



The Queen of Hearts 

By: Mother Goose 

 

The Queen of Hearts 

She made some tarts, 

All on a summer's day. 

The Knave of Hearts, 

He stole the tarts, 

And took them clean away. 

 

The King of Hearts, 

Called for the tarts, 

And beat the Knave full sore. 

The Knave of Hearts 

Brought back the tarts, 

And vowed he'd steal no more. 

  



       "Mine is a long and a sad tale!" said the Mouse, turning to Alice, and sighing. 

       "It is a long tail, certainly," said Alice, looking down with wonder at the Mouse's tail; "but why do you call 

it sad?" And she kept on puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking, so that her idea of the tale was 

something like this:— 
"Fury said to 

    a mouse, That 

       he met 

          in the 

                                                             house, 

                                                          'Let us 

                                                      both go 

                                                   to law: 

                                                I will 

                                          prosecute 

                                         you.— 

                                         Come, I'll 

                                             take no 

                                                  denial; 

                                                       We must 

                                                             have a 

                                                                   trial: 

                                                                        For 

                                                                   really 

                                                                 this 

                                                                  morning 

                                                                          I've 

                                                                  nothing 

                                                               to do.' 

                                                      Said the 

                                                 mouse to 

                                             the cur, 

                                               'Such a 

                                                       trial, 

                                                dear sir, 

                                           With no 

                                        jury or 

                                    judge, 

                                      would be 

                                          wasting 

                                              our breath.' 

                                                  'I'll be 

                                               judge, 

                                          I'll be 

                                      jury,' 

                                 Said 

                                   cunning 

                                       old Fury; 

                                             'I'll try 

                                                the whole 

                                                           cause, 

                                                         and 

                                                  condemn 
                                                    you 

                                                        to 

                                                          death.’” 

The 

ouse’s 

Tail 
By: Lewis Carroll 



Tis The Voice Of The Lobster 
By: Lewis Carroll 

 

'Tis the voice of the Lobster: I heard him declare 

"You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair." 

As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose 

Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes. 

When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark, 

And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark; 

But, when the tide rises and sharks are around, 

His voice has a timid and tremulous sound. 

I passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye, 

How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie: 

The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat, 

While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat. 

When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon, 

Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon; 

While the Panther received knife and fork with a growl, 

And concluded the banquet by --- 

 

 

Alice's recitation is suddenly interrupted by the 

Mock Turtle, who finds the poem "the most 

confusing thing I ever heard." It is generally 

assumed that the last words of the poem could 

be supplied as "— eating the Owl". 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mock_Turtle

